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Dog, Yogi, Banyan Tree

Rajan Sankaran
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To
my unsung Music Teacher

who taught me
how to sing

the song of life



“Always have a receptive mind. Ever be ready to appreciate, learn and 
understand. Learn from everyone, everywhere,  

from every source, from every incident. Learn, apply and utilize.  
Life is a glorious opportunity.  

Utilize the opportunity to the maximum so that we can say at the end as 
Hahnemann said, ‘Non inutilis vixi’ (I did not live in vain).”

My father, Dr. P. Sankaran (1922 -1979)
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Passing It On

“Life is no brief candle to me. It is a sort of splendid torch which I have 
got a hold of for the moment, and I want to make it burn as brightly as 
possible before handing it on to future generations.”

 George Bernard Shaw

I landed in Zurich airport one cold, wintry day. The 
airport was, as always, spotlessly clean and very quiet. 

I made my way to the immigration desk and presented my 
passport. The officer behind the counter studied the passport, 
stamped it. She handed it back to me with a warm smile and 
the words, “Happy Birthday.”

More than twenty years have passed since that day, but I 
still often remember that smile and those words, from such an 
unexpected source.

Back home in Mumbai, I have noticed during my walks on 
the beach, which is outside my home in Juhu, a blind beggar 
with one leg missing. He sings every day in a loud, hoarse voice 
while drumming on a plastic can, hoping that someone will 
drop some money into the small metal pot that sits in front of 
him. Hardly anyone pays attention to him: his begging bowl 
remains mostly empty.

However, one day, something unusual happened. A young 
man, who looked like an affluent college student, sat next 
to him and accompanied the beggar’s singing by playing on 
a guitar. This was something novel for the beach-goers and 
attracted many onlookers. I noticed that the begging bowl 
was now full of coins. I felt then that this young man was the 
greatest musician I had ever encountered. He did not see his 
music as a means to exhibit his virtuosity but as an instrument 
to be of help to someone else.



Amma

“Even greater than the joy she feels at the birth of her son, is when the 
mother hears that he is called a good and wise human being.”

Thiruvalluvar (Tamil poet-saint circa 4th century BC)

When my mother, Kamala, was seven, World War 
II broke out in distant Europe. Madras, the capital 

of South India, where she lived with her family, was thought 
to be under threat of bombardment. She would gather in the 
schoolyard with other girls, who would hold hands and dance 
in a circle singing gleefully in Tamil:

“The war planes,
Full of anger,

Have come to bomb us.”

The government ordered that the women and children 
be evacuated from the city and relocated to safer spaces. 
My grandmother took her children to the small town of 
Kumbakonam, known for its many temples, where they then 
lived for a few years.



          My Father’s Gift

“A father is a man who expects his son to be as good a man as he meant 
to be.”

Frank A. Clark

The body of my father was placed on logs of wood on 
the funeral pyre. Gradually, more and more wood was 

placed above him so that soon his body was not visible. As his 
son, it was my task to light the pyre. I was nineteen, he was 
fifty-six. My father was the center of my life. I adored him, 
loved him and was willing to give my life for him many times 
over. In a few hours, I would have an urn with me containing 
his ashes and soon these too would be gone, immersed in 
the waters of some holy river. Nothing would be left but the 
memories of our time together, memories that I would hold on 
to for the rest of my life.

I was the only child of my parents and though we did not 
spend too much time together because of his schedule, my 
father and I shared a very close bond. He did not take care of 



Dear Fellow Human,

The intention of writing this book is to pass on 
the wisdom I gained from my many guides and from 
my own experiences so that this might be of help to 
others. I felt that all of us have had such guides from 
whom we have learnt important lessons. We meet 
them every day.

 I felt that there should be a place, a community, in 
which we can all share such experiences and lessons 
with each other. I felt I should initiate the formation 
of such a community through a website. You could 
narrate some stories of your own evolution and 
interesting people that you have met. One could 
read what other readers have to share, asking 
questions and receiving answers from the community.

I invite you, dear friend, to be a part of 
this community. You are welcome to visit  
www.dogyogibanyantree.com

My best wishes in your inner journey and for 
peace within.
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