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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER HINDU – 22
My Encounter with the Lord
 http://www.churchnewssite.com/portal/?p=3068 
My name is Ramchandran Vydianathan. I was born in a Hindu/Brahmin Family in Kerala. After my graduation, I was sent to Bombay to take up a job; this is where I met my wife Bernadette.

For a period of 4 years, i.e., from December 1983 to December 1987, I worked in Saudi Arabia. In the year 1987 I returned back to Bombay. We got married in the church in the year 1990. Initially my family did not approve of this marriage, however since I was most loved by my mother she finally agreed. I was blessed with a good job in Dubai, in September 1990 and my wife joined me six months later. We used to attend mass once a week either on a Friday or Sunday. But I still remained a Hindu.

In the month of February, 1995 at 2300hours, while we were returning from our vacation, I was stopped at Dubai Airport by an immigration official .On asking the Officer what it was all about; I was told there is a case against me and they could not give me any further details. My wife quickly put a rosary and a novena book of our Lady in my pocket. I was put into a vehicle at the airport and taken to the Immigration Lockup at Burdubai Police. I was able to meet her only the next morning, after she obtained information about my whereabouts. Through her I informed my company about my detention by Immigration. This happened during the Ramadan season.

After a couple of days, I was shifted to a police lock up at Al Mulla Plaza. I was detained in an under ground cell. My wife managed to contact me here too and told me not to be afraid and to pray to Lord Jesus. I began to recite the rosary and say the novena prayers in the prison. It was a prayer said in desperation; and Jesus as usual was faithful and responded to our prayer. Immediately help started pouring in. My wife used to come to meet me daily and she some how managed to give me a small Bible. 

My wife then met with the senior management of the company I worked with and explained my situation to them. They agreed to assist us, provided I was really not involved in any sort of crime. She kept a fast and prayed for me and kept on telling me to put my trust in Jesus and not to worry about the situation. One of the company directors and a legal adviser came to the prison to meet me. I was told there is a case against me in the Interpol from my previous employer in Saudi Arabia. They sat with me for almost two hours taking every detail about the place and the job that I was handling during the time I worked in Saudi Arabia. I gave them details about my work, my area of responsibility in that company, how the manager of that company had absconded the country with a sum of 200,000 Saudi Riyals and how they later they managed to get hold of this manager and recover the money. Again, our Lord Jesus worked a miracle as the director of my current employer knew my previous employer from Saudi Arabia; he said he would speak to him and if my statement was true, they would help me to sort out this case and if my statement was false I would be on my own. 

Due to the Ramadan season, my previous employer was on vacation and the director of my company could not contact him. In this prison I used to recite my rosary and one day two Arab men took the rosary from my hand and returned it to me after removing the cross from the rosary. From Dubai I was shifted to Central prison in Abu Dhabi. I spent nearly a week over there. One fine morning I was told to get ready to leave and I thought that I was being brought back to Dubai. To my horror, I realized that I was on my way to the Abu Dhabi airport. At the Abu Dhabi airport, I was handed over to four men in civil clothes and I was handcuffed and taken to Saudi Arabia. I was not allowed to speak.

On arrival at Riyadh airport, they ransacked my baggage, threw away the Holy Bible and rosary, and was about to throw the novena book of our Lady. But the policeman only tore off the picture of our Lady and gave me the novena book back. My hands and legs were chained and I had a ring around my neck. It was quite painful and I was in total darkness as to what was going to happen to me. I was chained and kept in solitary confinement in a dark and small underground cell at the airport. After two days I was shifted to a central prison where I finally got a chance to speak to someone who happened to be a Major. He told me not to ask any questions as I was in big trouble. In the dark cell, I used to recite the novena to our Lady (which by then I knew by heart). They used to take me to different offices and courts with chains around my neck and legs. After a week or so I was taken to the Riyadh airport again and flown to Dhahran. Here too I was chained and kept in a dark cell at the airport and later moved to the central prison in Dhahran and then to a prison in Dammam and finally I was brought to a police lock up at Alkhobar, located in the area where I was earlier working in Saudi Arabia.
Our Lord Jesus continued his work as the director of my company was able to get in touch with my Saudi Arabia employer and he denied having filed any case against me at the Interpol. He was still in the U.S. on a holiday and promised to settle this case on his return to Riyadh. When he confirmed my innocence, my company here in Dubai decided to help me out and arranged a lawyer to defend my case in Saudi Arabia. But by then nobody had a clue as to where I was. And again Jesus helped me! Through an Indian visitor who happened to visit his friend in jail, I managed to convey to my wife, that I was in the Alkhobar lock up. By this time the authorities in Saudi Arabia started questioning me and were forcing me to sign some statement saying that I had embezzled some money, which I refused. I insisted that I was innocent and asked them to speak to my previous employer. I was detained in this cell for a nearly a month and then transferred to another central prison in Alkhobar. 

I met a lot of Indian people who were in prison for various reasons. I told them I am a Hindu, but I believe in Jesus; my first public testimony of faith. There were many Christians from Kerala in prison and they too started to pray for me. While I was in prison, we were given two hours a day to spend in the day light and I utilized this time to pray the rosary and novena.

Once a week we were given teachings on the Quran in prison. I was told that I would be released immediately on condition that I convert to Islam. But with the Grace of my Jesus I did not accept this invitation. Prisoners were allowed to receive letters and make a phone call once a week. I used receive a letter from my wife every day explaining the situation and she always spoke about Jesus in every single letter. The letters would begin with the heading "Jesus will never fail us," or "Jesus will make a way," or "pray to Jesus every day." She too fasted and prayed. Without me realizing, these words about Jesus started sowing seeds of faith within me.

Though my employer in Dubai had arranged for our company lawyer to defend my case, lawyers were not allowed in Saudi Arabia. Finally, I was produced before the court. The first day I spent around five hours in the court but the proceedings of the court came to an end before my case was called. I spent those five hours calling out the holy name of Jesus in my heart and I was filled with his peace.

Next day they took to me to the court again and I was brought before the Judge who was a blind person. He questioned me in Arabic. I was given a Pakistani man as an interpreter who translated the questions into Hindi. I answered all his questions and I was ushered out of the chamber of the judge. Once outside, the interpreter told me that the judge had set me free and I would be released from the prison shortly. In sheer joy, I thanked Jesus and called out his name and made the sign of the Cross. Immediately I got a slap from the policeman and they ordered me to raise both hands and to stand against the wall on my toes as a punishment. The interpreter then told me not to make the sign of cross or to take the name of Jesus

On my return to my cell, I gave this news to all and that night we spent some time thanking God and singing some hymns. But the worst was yet to come! Every Friday after the Friday prayers, they used to lash all the inmates sentenced for lashing by the court. To our utter surprise, that day, my name was the first one to be called. We tried to tell them that I was already declared free by the court, but our request fell onto deaf ears, and I received 40 lashes; that too, twice on the same day, i.e. 80 lashes in one day… Praise the Lord! I still can remember the agony when I received the first two lashes. I called out the Holy name of Jesus and after that I did not experience much pain at all. My Lord was receiving all the lashes for me!!! After those lashes, I walked back without much difficulty and all those around me were praising Jesus for taking care of me. Soon after this, through the intervention of my company officials from our Dammam office, I was called by the major of the prison and he assured me that this lashing was a mistake and would not happen in future.

By this time, I had spent nearly 6 months in various prisons and lock ups. Again my release from the prison was delayed, first due to the carelessness of the prison authorities who lost my air ticket and visa submitted by my office from Dammam for my return to Dubai. Then a month later my passport expired. It took another two months for them to renew my passport. During this time neither me nor my wife had a clue of what was going on. All this took another 4 months. One fine morning, on the 29th of November 1995; I was told that I am being taken to another police station and from there to the airport. However again there were some problems at the airport but my Jesus intervened and took complete control of the situation. 

Ten months and 14 prison cells later, I came back to Dubai with my head completely shaved, wearing a worn out trouser and shirt, and I did not even have slippers on my feet. When I landed at the Dubai airport, I was not even sure if I still had a job in the company. To my surprise, I saw four very senior managers of the company, my company lawyer, and my wife at the airport to receive me. From the airport I was taken to my finance director’s home. Surely this could not have happened without the help of Jesus and Mary and I thanked them both. Next day I was taken to my department and department head organized treat for all of us. It was very difficult for me to accept all this attention. (Very often I relate this to the parable of the prodigal son of the Gospel)

After this experience my wife and I started going to church regularly and I developed a deep thirst to be baptized. After two years, on 19th December 1997, I was baptized in Bombay. My baptism name is Joshua. Our Lord Jesus continued to work many miracles in my life, just to show how much He loves me and to increase my faith. Praise the Lord!
I will share another incident as to how our Lord strengthened by faith. In the year 2004 my mother had a fall and injured her shoulder and doctors thought she wouldn't survive long. So I went to visit her in Kerala. One night, I was sitting near her bed and singing a hymn. My mother touched my hand and asked me, "Have you have become a Christian?"  When I said yes, she continued, "Will you attend my funeral." I said, "Yes of course, I will." 
She then said something which shook me. She told me that I need to reconvert and become a Brahmin again and recite all the mantras in order to participate in all the funeral rites which would last for 11 days. By the power of the Holy Spirit, I politely said, "No, I cannot even think of becoming a Hindu again." Again she asked, "Not even for my sake?" Again I politely replied, "No." Immediately she yelled and my elder brother and other family members came into the room and my mother told them what happened. Then my mother told me that I should not even come for her funeral. Even my brothers supported my mother about her decision. I kept quiet and clung to the Holy Bible that was in my hand. After some time when the room was empty, my mother touched my hand again and tears flowing down her cheek, she said, "I admire your faith. Do not lose it." I was so very happy and again started to tell her about Jesus and even told her that she would recover and would stand on her feet and would talk to me. After a couple of months she recovered and started speaking to me over the phone. Finally, on the 8th September, 2005, at 03:00 am my mother passed away in her bed without any suffering… Praise the Lord! I was very sad that I could not attend the funeral and see the face of my beloved mother.

After all the religious rites were completed, I went to visit my brothers and spend some time with them. After that I went for a retreat at Potta and I kept asking our Lord to show me a sign that He had saved my mother. Everyday during the retreat I offered my mother to our Lord Jesus. On the final day of the retreat, during the time of silent adoration in front of the Blessed Sacrament, I saw a vision of Jesus and then saw my mother in Jesus' arms!! And the spirit of God was whispering in my ears, "do not doubt … only believe." Thus he fulfilled the promise in Acts 16:31: Believe in me, you and your family will be saved.

Before I end I like to thank our Blessed Lady for leading me to her son Jesus and also to my beloved wife Bernadette for the moral and spiritual support in helping me to accept Jesus as my Lord. 

