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This book/series is a work of pure fiction. Any names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the Author’s Imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

To my wonderful Mother, Raja Lakshmi, a precious gem that I lost too early, and Father, Ramachandra Shastry, the best Father cum friend who would have loved to see this book.
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I had the good fortune of getting acquainted with Sri Harsha Shastry a couple of months back. When he gave me this book ‘The Hooligan turned Holy Man’, I felt mildly curious, but when I went through the contents of the book, I was quite impressed. Sri Harsha has managed to convey the teachings of our holy men and scriptures in a language that is acceptable to young people and the modern generation.

His English is easily understandable and he conveys the message in a manner that everyone would love to read. The story format he has used is quite effective. I recommend this book, especially for youngsters and adults, so that they will be able to put these amazing15 sutras into practice and have a happy future.

Although all sutras are worthwhile, I would like to point out a sutra that is especially relevant in modern times –‘Learn to handle your desires’. Desire management is something that all of us should learn.

Harsha Shastry ends the book with a spiritual message -‘Learn to love unconditionally’. Unconditional love is truly the highest spiritual teaching. May all imbibe the spirit of these wonderful 15 sutras and make their lives meaningful.

My best wishes to Harsha Shastry and all the readers.

HARI OM.




-Swami Gahanananadha Ji,

Chinmaya Mission.
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Dear Reader,

Thank you for taking your valuable time to buy and read my book. I am quite confident that you will find this book worthwhile and find the right spirit to discover your life. I sincerely request you to impart the sutras in your life to live a happy and peaceful life.

Please do consider leaving a review on the platforms that you choose to read. Reviews are extremely helpful as it motivates me to write more books that you might love to read in the future.
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​Chapter 1: The Ruthless Reporter


[image: ]


My name is Sindu. I am quite well known as a ruthless reporter. Reporting is my job. I work for a leading newspaper, and I am quite popular despite my young age. To tell you the truth, I am arrogant and stubborn. Well, that just adds to my job profile, and hence, I got the tag of ruthless. I never let go of a single opportunity of exposing the truth from which my countrymen/women might benefit.

I make life hard for some people. Some are corrupt politicians; others are tax-avoiding entrepreneurs, government employees who always have a hand under the table, criminals, or any of those self-proclaimed godmen/women for that matter. One thing is for sure, they all know my name and they fear me, yes, I am fierce and strong-willed.

I don’t do all this for the sake of money, name, or fame. I do it because it is my passion. It is my life’s goal to expose lawless and selfish people to society.

I have my father’s blood in me. He was a police sub-inspector who gave his life while fighting against a group of criminals. That made me devilish and ruthless. And, that worried my Mum a lot. As always, when I prepare myself for a new assignment she cries and pleads. And today was no exception.

“Sindu, make sure you are not all alone.” She had uttered the same line four times since I told her about my new assignment.

“Mum, I am not going to some distant country or unknown jungle; I am just going to an ashram.” I protested.

“I know, and hence I am so worried. These days you never know what happens inside an ashram or with those self-proclaimed godmen.” She did know the facts.

“Ok Amma, I will take care of myself. Now, kiss me goodbye.” I said, offering my cheek.

The place that I had in mind was not exactly an ashram. To be precise, it was a godman’s abode. Recently I had been hearing a lot about this godman. His name is Sangli. People, especially, his followers called him Sangli Baba. My editors had asked me to interview him since his fame was spreading fast. Meanwhile, I had done some ground research. Although I did not know for sure, I had dug up an old photograph of a former hooligan who resembled Sangli Baba.

I had my doubts about this godman as well and wanted to expose him if he was indeed a fraud. Surprisingly, there were no reports or complaints about his illegal activities or molestation as with some other fake godmen. Nonetheless, I was determined to find out the truth and hence set out on my new mission. But then, little did I know that my entire life is going to change and, for good.
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A) Finding the abode of the holy man:
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As I sat travelling in the city bus of Bangalore, I began to contemplate my present life. I live a perfectly imperfect life. Although I had gained some fame as a ruthless reporter, it yielded nothing else. My profession is filled with pressure, stress, and great anxiety because of the internal competition. Moreover, I earned hand-to-mouth, and nothing more. My father had left us no monetary benefits. We live in a rented house and have numerous unpaid bills. So practically my own life is a mess as I am a part of the so-called ‘mad rat race’ of the world.

I too, just as anyone, wish to have a peaceful and happy life. Somehow, it had not come my way; rather, I hadn’t been able to walk in that way. I had read numerous articles along with self-help books; watched countless YouTube videos and heard speeches of many successful entrepreneurs. Nonetheless, nothing has helped me so far.

Now, sitting inside the BMTC bus, I felt annoyed just because I have to meet one more fake godman. I had earlier conducted more than six such interviews and in the end, had termed them fakes despite their popularity and possession of thousands of followers. I just had a feeling that this would be a similar case. I got down at the bus stop that I was destined for and walked to the locality where the ashram was supposed to be. To my surprise, it didn’t have any resemblance to a typical ashram. It looked rather like a colony. There were innumerable small houses and no hoarding or a sign indicating the presence of any ashram of a godman.

I enquired a passerby about the ashram and he told me that there is no such ashram in that locality. On further inquiry, he revealed that there is a house where a humble man whom people affectionately call Sangli Baba lived. I took down the direction from him and walked ahead eagerly.
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B) Following the follower:
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After a few more minutes of walking, I felt as if I was walking in a maze. I approached a small family sitting outside their house with their children.

Excuse me; do you know where the house of a godman named Sangli is?” I asked the lady who was picking the small stones out of a rice bowl.

“Oh! You mean Sangli Baba; you have to walk through that passage and turn left and again turn right and then walk towards the gutter and again turn left-”. The lady was stopped by her husband.

“She will never make it that way, let me take her to Baba, please bring my shirt.” He requested his wife who went inside to fetch his shirt.

“Doesn’t he have any ashram and followers?” I asked him out of curiosity.

“Baba lives like any of us, and followers, yes he has followers. All of us are his followers. Are you one too?” He questioned me while sending his unkempt kids inside.

“No. I am not, at least not yet. I am a reporter and here to

interview him.” I replied while his wife came out with his shirt.

“Oh! Then you are going to write about him, but he doesn’t like people writing about him.” The man said wearing his shirt in haste.

“Let me see! Where does he preach? He should have some place for that, right?” I asked him.

“I think you don’t know much about Baba. Anyway, I will show you the place where he preaches.” He began to walk hurriedly. Soon, we crossed the small passage and turned left and right innumerable times and as the populace began to thin, I began to get a pang of anxiety. Suddenly he stood in front of a huge banyan tree that had spread its branches in all directions forming a canopy.

“This is where he preaches.” The man pointed at the tree.

“Here? In this open space? Can’t he afford a better place? He must have quite a sum of donations.” I exclaimed in surprise.

“Donations? No one pays him. Moreover, he doesn’t take money from anyone.” The man said, walking ahead.

“Is that so? That sounds interesting.” I mumbled.

“I assure you that you will find it out soon.” He too mumbled.

Soon we came to an opening that had four houses in a row. The three houses were quite big and seemed to have been

constructed recently. The fourth one was an old small house. I began to walk towards the biggest and most fine-looking house among the four.

“Not there, here – that house.” The man said and pointed towards the old small house.

“Does he live here? Why?” I asked in awe.

“You will find out soon.” The man stood in front of the closed door of the small house and called out, “Baba, Baba.”

Soon, the door opened and the so-called godman walked out with a gentle smile on his face. I began to scrutinise his tall structure and countenance. He was indeed a hefty man, his shoulders were broad and he had strong muscles. Unlike other godmen, he didn’t have a long beard or moustache. He looked nothing like you expect a typical Sadhu to look like. To add to it, he was clad in a colorful shirt and a white dhoti.  

Colourful shirt!

I always hated godmen who wore colourful shirts. As I continued to scrutinise him, I happened to meet his eyes. For once, I was taken aback. It had a healthy glow and indefinable kindness in them. I felt as if I was flowing in its vastness.

“Baba, she is here to interview you.” The man said irritated by my dumb silence.

“Aha, I see! Come daughter, come inside.” The godman spoke in a gentle voice. Without my knowledge, I followed

him inside, utterly mesmerised by his voice. It had such a soothing effect that I just couldn’t ignore it.
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C) The hooligan turned holy man:
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Inside, I saw a lady clad in a simple sari who was doing household chores in her small kitchen. She threw a gentle smile at me which I returned promptly. Baba motioned me to sit on the mat in a small living room and I promptly sat, taking in all the details of the house. It was a well-maintained single-bedroom house. There were no traces of extravagant furniture whatsoever. The house was simply decorated with flower vases and some woolen woven hangings. There was a small television set on a wooden table and a very old refrigerator.

“Would you like to have something?” The hefty Baba enquired.

“No thanks. I thought you had a big ashram with thousands of followers.” I said meekly.

“Why should I have an ashram?” He questioned with a mysterious smile on his face.

“Because you are the godman, aren’t you?” I asked.

“You don’t know much about me. Now, firstly, tell me your name dear?” He asked again.

“I am Sindu.”

“SINDU!” Baba exclaimed in surprise, while the lady in the kitchen partly turned her head towards my direction. After a while, he added, “A wonderful name and you are an adorable child.” He uttered with a thin but sad smile on his face.

“You won’t say the same thing after I complete my interview.” I challenged him.

“Let’s see that dear. What is it that you want to know?” He still had the same kind smile on his face.

“These days you are becoming quite popular, your fame is growing, I heard many people come here from far-off places to seek your advice and blessings. So how come you have become a godman all of a sudden?” I shot my first question anticipating his first fist of anger.

I was wrong, he didn’t get angry, but he began to laugh heartily.

“Who told you that I am a godman?” He questioned and continued to laugh.

“People!” I replied, taken aback a little.

“Do you believe them? Tomorrow they might tell you something else.” He chuckled again.

“I don’t know, hence I am here to bring out the truth to the world. Now, can you tell me whether you are a godman or not?” I questioned making my voice a little harsh.

“I am a man for sure, but god - NO.” He replied. He seemed to enjoy my confused expression.

“Then, why do people visit you, and why do you have so many followers?” I asked while taking out a small recorder and a notepad from my handbag.

“You have to ask them dear, not me.” He seemed to enjoy the act of teasing and eluding me, but after thinking for a long moment, he continued. “Now, I don’t call them followers. I simply consider them as my siblings. I believe I have learned some positive sutras of life that can lead to a peaceful and happy life. I am following that, and I preach the same
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