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                                          CEO’s MESSAGE  

What started in 1986 as a humble beginning to 

provide psychosocial rehabilitation and support for 

those suffering from severe mental illness as grown 

in the last three decades into a fairly big operation.  

The Richmond Fellowship Society (India) Bangalore 

Branch [RFS] provides help through its facilities like 

the halfway home (ASHA), Day care Centre 

(CHETANA) and the long stay home (JYOTHI).   

The RFS is an NGO and a “not for profit organisation” and its growth has 

been possible only due to the continuous support from various donors / 

corporates who have helped us to sustain and also from the family members 

who have reposed their faith in us to look after their wards.  

The RFS is able to executive its work primarily due to the admirable and 

unrelenting co-operation provided by the professional care and ably 

supported by the administrative team.  Our strength lies in our unified effort 

in helping those who suffer from chronic and severe mental illness and often 

the helpless families who try their best to take care of them.  Our work has 

been possible only because of the donations raised periodically, both in cash 

and kind by our well-wishers.   

Your support to individual patients or RFS in general would be most 

welcome and appreciated.  Kindly see the last page as to how you can 

extend your support.    

Welcome aboard and join the Richmond Fellowship Family and be part of 

this wonderful venture. 

We are upgrading our website and you can visit us at www.rfsindia.org for 

basic details. 

We are in the process of consolidating and upgrading our facilities. 

Join us to fight against the stigma and discrimination that people with this 

illness face in the society. 

Let us all Join hands with each other in our efforts to rehabilitate and 

support the mentally ill persons. 

- Dr.S.Kalyanasundaram 
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   BECAUSE WE LOVE YOU  
 

Thousands of years ago, the kingdom of Kekaya 

was ruled by a wise and powerful king. The king 

had a queen who was very beautiful and talented. But her world centred on herself, 

her desires and her dreams. She felt that it was the end of the world, if her desires 

were not fulfilled as and when they arose.  As the king was powerful and kind, he 

could fulfil all her desires and they lived together in seeming harmony.    A day 

came when the wise and pious king acquired a unique talent. He could understand 

the language of insects and animals.    However, he was warned that he was not to 

disclose this secret to anyone else. If he did, his head would burst into a million 

pieces. 

And so, the king quietly observed the conversations of all living beings in his 

kingdom. The birds chattered about the state of the grains in the fields, the animals 

would talk to each other about predators and earthquakes and where they would 

be safe. Listening to them he quietly learnt a great deal about the needs of the 

kingdom that he ruled and he was able to provide for all his subjects. Like a father 

taking care of his children. Naturally, the country prospered, people were happy, 

animals lived in security, well-fed, and the Gods and Sages blessed the king.  

One day, sitting relaxed, listening to some ants moving in a line the king laughed 

out. The queen, who happened to be passing, asked him what he was laughing 

at."Nothing," said the king, knowing that if he divulged the fact that he could 

understand the language of the ants his head would burst into a million pieces. This 

piqued the queen’s curiosity. She desired to know the cause of his laughter. He 

evaded her for days. Her desire became a need and the need became an obsession. 

She sulked, she wept, she argued and every time they were together she hounded 

him and until one day, unable to stand her persistent nagging, he told her of his 

skill.  

He said to her that if divulged the conversation itself that he had heard; his head 

would burst into a million pieces. By now, the queen was so obsessed with her 

desire that she said, "never mind, just tell me once." He refused. She persisted. And 

once day, unable to take her constant nagging, and lack of self-restraint, he told her 

what he had heard. His head burst into a million pieces. And the queen wept 

bitterly for what could have been.  

The queen had a daughter, Kaikei, who years later would push her own husband, 

Dasharatta, into the arms of death.  Indian psychology calls the continuation of 

thoughts, feelings, and predispositions from generation to generation as Samskara. 

When samskaras are acted upon, we create a momentum that is called Karma or a 

consequence. The consequences can be unhealthy when children model on self-

centred parents and create suffering for themselves. Karma can also be healthy 

when wise, selfless and mature parents are models for the younger generation and 

the later grow up mature, refined, and cultured.  

EDITORIAL 
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Continued from Page 2 

Just as our body is a container for our muscles, 

bones, ligaments, nerve cells, the Ego is a 

container for all our personal thoughts, feelings, 

and desires. These thoughts, feelings and desires 

are the Samskars and the container or Ego is called 

the Ahamkar.  

There are 2 aspects to who we are. The one is 

called Prakriti, a continuous movement in Purusha, 

the still centre from which all movement spreads 

out. All samskars, all thoughts, actions, deeds are 

aspects of Prakriti and therefore by nature, 

movement oriented. No desire is permanent. No 

thought remains exactly the same, moment to 

moment. That is why our moods, relationships are 

constantly on a see-saw. When they are within 

society's rules, we call them normal. When they 

disturb the seemingly smooth functioning of 

society (a group, a family, a community, a nation, 

humanity) we call it abnormal. This constant 

movement and change is a intrinsic aspect of 

prakriti. 

Each person, therefore, actually lives in his or her 

own world which is centred on their own desires. 

This world of desires is in constant movement. 

Each person lives in a different world. This is why 

there are conflicts and clashes. We are so 

obsessed with our own world that our Ahamhar 

(Ego) had created, that we are oblivious to the fact 

that there are others around us, whirling in their 

own worlds.  

Imagine there were hindered cars on a road. Each 

driver so identifies with his car that he does not 

notice other cars on the road. Each person feels 

that only his car exists and that the road   belongs 

only to him.   He can drive exactly as he wishes, 

now speeding furiously, now stopping in the 

middle of traffic, crashing into another, according 

his own whims and fancies.  

 

Or imagine a car with 10 people in it, each person 

thinking he/she alone is the driver and each one 

handling the same controls. While one operates 

the accelerator, another operates the brake, a 

third opens the door, a fourth turns the steering 

wheel, tow others are changing the back wheels, 

and the rest are honking, switching the ignition on 

and off. Now imagine, there is a skilled chauffer 

driving your car. Trusting in him, you can sit back, 

relax and enjoy the drive. 

Instead of enjoying the drive, trusting in a driver, 

we are creating a calamity for ourselves in the 

earlier situations.   How much simpler it is to be 

able to Trust. 

So what is the Remedy? Sages say, "Renounce the 

world." Many people have misunderstood this 

term, "Renounce." 

Many have left kingdoms, homes, moved to the 

mountains to understand what this meant and 

when they did understand they were flooded with 

peace. And in that peace, they experienced a great 

love and compassion. 

 And they came back to tell us, "what we gave up 

was not the world itself. What we gave up was the 

world we created----the world of our desires and 

self-absorption---the world of the Akankar, which 

was unreal, which disregarded everybody else and 

with which we were obsessed. We just gave up the 

obsession with ourselves. And then universes 

opened up to us. Millions of flowers blossomed. 

We were not anymore trying to own these flowers. 

Their fragrance filled us. The Divine poured into us 

and for the first time we experienced a force 

called, "Love," the still unmoving centre of 

Consciousness, our own Essence.  

And from this centre of peace, we came back to 

tell you:"Model after us." We too are your parents 

from the timeless past. 

 Renounce your obsessions with the world of your 

desires which the Ahankar has created and which 

has led you into suffering   life after life, because of 

false identifications and unreal expectations. Just 

let go and you too will be at peace like us.  

We tell you this because we love you.  

- Dr. Usha Sundaram 
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USELESS SCIENCE THAT ENDED UP USEFUL 

Inventor: Constantin Fahlberg and Ira Remsen 

Year: 1879 

What Happened: After spending the day studying coal tar derivatives, Fahlberg 
left his John Hopkins laboratory and went for dinner           . 

Discovery: Something he ate tasted particularly sweet, which he traced to a 
chemical compound he had spilt on his hand. Best of all, it turned out to be calorie 
free. 

Result: He received millions of dollars patenting the breakthrough discovery 
Saccharin 

 

 

Inventor: Thomas Adams 

Year: 1870 

What Happened: He was experimenting with ‘chicle’, the sap from a south 
American tree, as a substitute for rubber. After mounting failures the dejected 
inventor popped a piece into his mouth.  

Discovery: He liked it 

Result: Adams became the first person who produced chewing gum.  

 

Inventor: Percy Spencer 

Year: 1946 

What Happened: With the end of World War II, the engineer was looking for other 
uses for a magnetron, which generated the microwaves from radar systems. While 
Spencer, was standing next to the device one day, a chocolate bar in his pocket 
melted. 

Discovery: The magnetron worked even better on popcorn 

Result: Micro-wave ovens made the inventor very rich. 

 

Discovery 
That was       
Useful 
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MY JOURNEY WITH SCHIZOPHRENIA 

Hello! I’m a 23 yr old woman from 

Bangalore and I suffer from 

Schizophrenia. I prefer to say that I 

experience a disorder of the brain 

called Schizophrenia. 

I would like to share my experience 

with you, however I wish to remain 

anonymous at this point; not because I 

think Schizophrenia is synonymous 

with madness, nor because I’m 

ashamed of having Schizophrenia ( as 

I’m fully aware that it is a dysfunction 

of the brain which is luckily 

manageable with medication and 

lifestyle changes), but because, even 

today, with so much advancement in 

medicine and awareness of the 

disorder, people with schizophrenia 

are still not accepted well in the 

mainstream of the generally healthy 

population. They are still, by and large, 

looked at as mentally ill or mentally 

handicapped. 

My journey with Schizophrenia began 

in my late teens, rather it was 

diagnosed as such when I was 

17.Thinking back on how it all began - I 

think it all started when I was very 

little. So little in fact, that the 

symptoms could not have been 

recognized as that of an illness.  

In playschool my behaviour was quiet 

normal except for bouts of tantrums at 

home. At school I blended well, but 

was aloof from other children 

sometimes. I liked going to school but, 

for the most part, hated studying right 

from the very beginning.  

The earliest symptoms though, which 

were really concrete, began when I 

was in my third grade. Whenever I was 

asked to recite a poem or address the 

class I would burst into uncontrollable 

bouts of laughter which puzzled both 

my teachers and my class who would 

finally end up laughing themselves. 

Then when I was in the 5th standard 

my grades started deteriorating 

consistently and I steadily lost interest 

and focus in my lessons. There were 

times when I would be sitting for more 

than an hour, my text book in hand, 

staring into space. Just going over 

what went wrong in my day. Other 

times I would be racking my brains 

trying to memorize the same sentence 

for almost fifteen to twenty minutes 

with no luck in understanding it. 

Daydreaming became my favourite 

pastime during class hours. Building 

castles in the air seemed to free me 

from the drudgery of discipline. After 

somehow scrapping through my exams 

I was finally promoted to the 8th 

standard. Nothing had prepared me 

for this class at school - I found it hard 

to understand simple math, torturous 

to sit through long hours of focused 

study, revision and repetition. There 

grew a kind of void between me and 

my classmates and I started to 

withdraw into a shell, distancing 

myself from teachers and well-wishers, 

blocking out their concerns, running 

away from anything that required 

concentration.  And in this chaos and 

confusion, lethargy got the better of 

me, I began failing my exams and 

Success 
Story 
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became totally apathetic to life in 

general, be it school or play; and went 

about constantly annoying my parents 

and my younger sister. 

 This went on until I was in my mid teens, 

and in a pre-university college. At this 

point things got much worse, to add to it I 

was now in a co-ed environment and was 

extremely shy of the boys in class.  I 

found it difficult to make friends; being a 

quiet and introverted person, I was made 

a scapegoat by my class teacher and 

often ridiculed before the entire class. 

This made me panicky and restless and I 

reacted to various situations in the 

following manner - 

 My friends told me I looked pretty 
enough to be a model - I began to 
think they were paparazzi. 

 They teased me about a boy I 
hardly knew, being interested in 
me - I began to think I was 
infatuated. 

 They guessed what I was going to 
say - I thought they could read my 
mind. I started behaving the way I 
thought they wanted me to 

 I felt like their thoughts were 
controlling me while mine were 
going haywire. Everything looked 
alien to me, so absurd, so far from 
reality; it was like they were 
writing a script and I was a puppet 
in their hands. 

 Like they were the media and I a 
criminal in their eyes. 

Everyday was a curse from hell…:  I was 

late t o class so I was punished; 

Assignments not done; Homework 

incomplete and Textbooks were 

forgotten at home. I’d get stares from 

classmates, badmouthed by teachers, 

taken to the principal’s office and in the 

midst of all this it was like, in my head, 

time had stopped. I was imprisoned – In A 

Prison Of My Mind!! 

The suffering was unbearable and it 

wouldn’t stop there. I made no friends in 

the end, just enemies; or so I thought. I 

could take it no longer……..I quit college. 

That should have made it easier on me, 

but no…I began to imagine that: 

 Reporters on T.V. had begun 
reporting on every move of mine. 

 The papers had snippets of articles 
that were related to me. 

 People on the road had heard 
about me I thought, sometimes I 
smiled at strangers imagining they 
knew about me since I was 
famous! 

 Other times I hid my face 
depending on what I thought the 
day’s news had        supposedly 
said about me.  

 I thought my parents were 
murderers. I was suspicious of 
them being part of gangs 
mentioned in the papers. I was 
suspicious of our maid being  a 
gangster too. 

My parents were worried by the way I 

seemed to be always depressed.  I would get into fights with my sister.  

Get upset over nothing in particular and 

break anything and everything around 

me, glasses were shattered, china 

smashed to the floor, curios crushed to 

bits. I turned into an insomniac, I couldn’t 
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sleep, began to hear voices, see hooded 

figures in the mirrors, everything freaked 

me out.  I would keep tiptoeing up and 

down the hallway, a torch in hand trying 

to identify what I thought was a shadow 

or a weird sound. (The insomnia was not 

something new though, it had been going 

on for a few years now; only my parents 

thought it was something to do with 

puberty or my being scared of the dark so 

they didn’t pay much attention to it). 

But now they realized my behaviour was 

too erratic to be normal, my mood swings 

were severe. Something was definitely 

VERY WRONG!I had become like a baby 

wanting my mother to put me to bed.  

In Jan 2009 my parents took me to the 

psychiatric department at a well known 

Hospital in Bangalore where I underwent 

treatment for almost a year without 

much improvement; I was even 

hospitalized and kept under observation 

for two whole weeks at the hospital. My 

parents felt this was taking us nowhere; 

in fact things were getting worse. 

Finally, on my dad’s insistence, they took 

me to a psychiatrist, who was an old 

friend of my father’s, during his college 

years.  He studied my medical records 

and started treating me from scratch. 

Over a period he hit upon the right 

combination of medication that suited 

me perfectly.  

The psychiatrist not only prescribed 

medication, but also encouraged me to 

develop a routine which would help me 

gain focus in life. He urged me to do small 

chores at home and make myself useful 

without stressing myself too much. He 

helped me to recognize my phobias and 

work on minimizing my obsessions and 

most important of all - taught me to 

NEVER GIVE UP! 

At last, half the battle was won. Getting 

to my senses took a while but with my 

doctor’s constant support and counseling 

I slowly got myself together. 

I got back to reading (my favourite 

hobby). In the beginning I found it hard to 

comprehend the sentences I read, so I 

mostly listened to music with positive 

lyrics, basically music with happy lyrics 

that put me in a better mood. I started 

going for evening walks with my parents 

and helping around the house. 

At this point in my recovery, I often got 

extremely restless, so my parents would 

take me at least once a day on long drives 

to cheer me up. Sometimes I even went 

to the movies with my mother and sister 

or just rented a DVD and bought some 

popcorn and we would all watch them 

together.  

Chocolates lifted my mood too. I slowly 

began reading a lot of positive thinking or 

motivational books which helped me 

tremendously. Watching documentaries 

like ‘THE SECRET’ gave me hope. Long 

showers kept me refreshed. On days that 

were particularly depressing I would dress 

up extra nice, and make sure I smelled 

good to lift my spirits! Sometimes I played 

the piano to calm my nerves. My dog was 

constantly there for me. I could 

practically cry on his shoulder, or cuddle 

him when I felt depressed. Also, I would 

go cycling around the block to clear my 

head and get some fresh air. 
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I started putting my feelings down on 

paper by writing a diary; and listening to a 

programme called ‘Heartline’  aired on 

Thursday nights on Radio; where a doctor 

interviewed people with mental disorders 

or those who were generally depressed 

and suggested solutions to their 

problems. 

 Listening to this programme helped me 

identify myself with others and realize I 

wasn’t the only person with problems. 

This changed my attitude towards my 

mental health. I now knew that I was not 

alone in my suffering; there were others 

with similar problems. Knowing there 

were others sailing in the same boat as I; 

helped me deal with my difficulties. I 

made an effort to keep myself busy and 

also to keep smiling and say a small 

prayer every night (prayer became an 

important part of my routine -just 

speaking to God for guidance and 

anything else I wanted). 

With all my drawbacks my parents would 

encourage me to go with them to 

weddings and social gatherings even 

though I felt extremely uncomfortable 

(even now, most times, I do feel awkward 

in company). They would take me out, 

and the moment I felt the slightest 

discomfort, they would politely excuse 

themselves and bring me back home. 

Many times I would be trembling while 

on my ride back home. This went on until 

I finally got used to being in gatherings. 

Even now I get jitters like stage fright, but 

I can count on my parents to bring me 

home when I reach breaking point.  I’ve 

got back much of my social skills this way 

bit by bit, one step at a time. 

Through all this, thanks to having 

changed doctors, I managed to complete 

my 12th grade, go to college and complete 

a 3 year degree course in Hotel 

Management.  

Even then, there were days when I felt 

awkward in class, as if my classmates 

were watching my every move. If 

someone randomly laughed I felt it was a 

joke on me. When teachers got upset 

with the class I would think it had 

something to do with me and would look 

around to reassure myself. Sometimes I 

would feel my classmates were looking at 

me in a certain way and judging me.  

All this was quite unbearable for me, 

though when I narrate it, it may sound 

funny. Through all this I forced myself to 

attend classes as regularly as I could. I 

kept up with my assignments with help 

from my parents and sister and ton of 

reassurance from my doctor. Somehow I 

managed to have a better set of friends 

here; more because of the medicine I 

guess than anything else, I am now better 

aware of my surroundings than before.  

My parents made sure I was perfectly 

regular with my medication. It is because 

of all this and my doctor’s faith in me that 

I have been able to come this far in my 

recovery. 

I chose the field of Hotel Management, 

bearing in mind the fact that I could start 

my own business of baking/ catering and 
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needn’t have to work in an environment 

that could make me uncomfortable. I plan 

to study further, which means, finish a 

Masters Degree, learn more, apply what 

I’ve learnt in my business and grow 

further. I will probably pursue writing too, 

as it is another favourite hobby of mine. 

I really thank: God for restoring me to my 

state of normalcy and for blessing me 

with all these wonderful people who held 

my hand through my toughest times. 

 I’m most grateful for: 

 My parents for making sure I was in 
the best of hands.  

  My sister and mother for spending 
their time with me when I was short 
of friends.  

  My father particularly, for always 
believing in my recovery. 

 And most of all, my doctor for being 
there for me. 

            *************************
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a. Nominations / Awards: Dr.Kalyanasundaram, was one of the finalist (out of 71,500 

nominations received) in the Namma Bengaluru Awards for 2013 (5th Edition), in 

the Citizen Individual category. The nominations were received under various 

categories such as Groups/ Organisations, Government Employees, Government 

Organisations, Social Entrepreneurs, Citizens and the Namma Bengalurean of the Year 

2013.   This was awarded for the work and efforts put in by him for The Richmond 

Fellowship Society, 

Bangalore Branch, 

for the last 25 

years, in an 

honorary capacity 

as the Secretary 

and CEO. A 

certificate was 

presented to him 

by the members of the Jury at a well-attended and organised function held on 

Saturday the 15thof March 2014 at Freedom Park, Bangalore. 

 

 

 

 

  

Events 

 

b. The paintings of Mr.George Perumal, a resident of ‘Asha’, has been featured in a 

Calendar for the year 2014 and in the greeting cards printed and distributed by 

M/s. Lundbeck India Pvt. Ltd., a pharmaceutical company.   

d. Au revoir les  enfants: II M.Sc. RFPG college students were given a farewell. 

However, RFS never bids adieu to its students and believes that the RFS family has 

extended with every passing year.   

 

c. Magic Show:  It was very kind of Mr. Udaya Jadugar, the well-known magician, for 

doing a charity show for our clients at the premises of RFS Chetana. The clients and 

the staff were fascinated by his very presence while he entertained the audience 

with his bag full of tricks and illusions.  
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Upcoming 
Events 

 

WORLD MENTAL HEALTH DAY CELEBRATIONS 

A one-day “Caregivers’ meeting” on 15th of October 

2014 at Chetana has been organized.  This programme 

also coincides with the World Mental Health week, the 

theme of which is “Living with Schizophrenia”.  Around 

60-80 family members are expected to participate. M/s. 

RANBAXY is sponsoring this event. 

 

ANNUAL CHARITY GOLF TOURNAMENT 

The Eighth Annual Charity Golf Tournament is scheduled 

to be held on Friday the 6th February 2015 at Karnataka 

Golf Association.  This tournament is organised to raise 

funds to meet the running cost of our NGO.  Your 

generous contribution for this worthy cause is solicited. 
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We Need to Remember This... 

 
 God won't ask what kind of car you drove, but He'll ask how many people 

you helped get where they needed to go. 
 

 God won't ask the square footage of your house, but He'll ask how many 
people you welcomed into your home.  
 

 God won't ask about the clothes you had in your closet, but He'll ask how 
many you helped to clothe. 
 

 God won't ask how many friends you had, but He'll ask how many people to 
whom you were a friend.  
 

 God won't ask in what neighborhood you lived, but He'll ask how you 
treated your neighbors. 
 

 God won't ask about the color of your skin, but He'll ask about the content 
of your character.  
 

 God won't ask why it took you so long to seek Salvation, but He'll lovingly 
take you to your mansion in Heaven, and not to the gates of hell.  
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RFS (I) Bangalore Branch Facilities 
 

 
Our Halfway Home – ‘ASHA’ 

 
Address: 501, 47th Cross, 9th Main, V Block Jayanagar, Bangalore 560041 
Telephone: 080-26645583 / 22446734 
Fax: 080-22441673 
Email : rfsasha@gmail.com 

 
 

Our Day Care Centre & Vocational Training – ‘CHETANA’ 
 

Address: ‘Chetana’, 40-1/4, 6th Cross, Vajpeyam Gardens, Ashoknagar, Banashankari 
I Stage, Bangalore 560 050 
Telephone: 080-26676134/26672983 
Email:  rfschetana@gmail.com 
 

 
 

Our Residential Group Home – ‘JYOTHI’ 
 
Address:  40-1/4, 6th Cross, Vajpeyam Gardens, Ashoknagar, Banashankari I Stage, 
Bangalore 560 050 
Telephone: 080-26611074 
Email: rfjyothi@gmail.com  
 

 
 

The Richmond Fellowship Post Graduate College for  
Psychosocial Rehabilitation 

 
Address: 40-1/4, 6th Cross, Vajpeyam Gardens, Ashoknagar, Banashankari I Stage, 
Bangalore 560 050 
Telefax: 080-26672983  
Email: rfpgcol@gmail.com 
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