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Once a Moslem boy, who was up on neem tree behind the
Mosque, fell down  and died. At that very instant, Baba from within
the Mosque was sounding a note of distress and cried out: mulla jore
marila and blowing Shankha vadyam (i.e.) on the back of his palm.
The Margosa tree is not visible from inside the Mosque. As he spoke
these words, the boy fell down and died. I was seated at no great
distance and I heard his words and went up to see the fallen boy and
the people crowding there.

I knew the fire in the village stacks. Baba asked Bagchand
Marvadi to run up there as a stack had caught fire. It was his stack
that was on fire. Baba came up and made some signs. The fire cooled
down.

One day, Baba called me to him and gave me a packet of udhi
and a copy of Baba’s arati. I had to go to Khandesh at the time. Baba
directed me to go to Jamnare (which is 36 miles off by cart route
from the station Bhusaval) and told me to deliver the udhi and arati
to Nana Saheb Chandorkar, Deputy collector at Jamner. I said to
baba that all I had was Rs.2 and asked how that could take me by
train from Kopergaon to Jalgaon and next by cart from Jalgaon to
Jamner. Baba said ‘God will give’. That was a Friday and I started at
once. I reached Manmad at 7.30 p.m. and Jalgaon at 2.45 a.m. At
that station, plague regulations were enforced and I had much trou-
ble. I was to discover what I should do to get to Jamner. At about 3
a.m. a peon in boots, turban well equipped with other details of good
dress, came to me and took me to a tonga and drove me on. I was in
terror. On the way at Baghoor, I took refreshments. We reached Jamner
early morning and by the time, I attended my call of nature, the
tonga and its driver disappeared.

XXVIII
1st December, 1936.

S.A.Patnakar, Kayastha, 42, Artist (cinema), Dadar, Bombay,
says:

I was first told of Sai Baba by my friend Mr. Samant. I
learnt about his greatness and goodness and began the wor-
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ship of his photo which I hung up on a wall in my house. Once my
child had fever for many days. One night at 2 or 3 a.m. a fakir was
touching the child. I came near and made namaskar with my folded
palms. He waved his hands at me bidding me not to approach him
and said: “The child will be alright”. On a later occasion, two chil-
dren were unwell. Then noticing that the temperature of one child
was continuing high for days. I looked at Baba’s picture and prayed
that he should save the child. I took the thermometer in my hand
and placed it on the photo and said ‘If you are looking after us, how
is it that these children are suffering? I shall place the thermometer
on the child and take the temperature. “If it has come down, I shall
have faith in you and I shall bring the child to you for Ramanavami.
If not, how can I have faith?” So saying I removed the thermometer
from the picture and applied it to the child. Judge my surprise when
I found that the Child’s temperature was normal!

XXIX
6th December, 1936.

Raghuji Ganpat Schinde Patel, age 65, Land Owner and re-
tired Revenue Patel, Shirdi, says:

As soon as Baba came to Shirdi, one Amanbhai, a moslem,
gave him food. That amanbhai was visiting occasionally my Mavsi’s
house. Her son Ganpant Hari Kanade, aged 35, had leprosy and
fever. Amanbhai told her that a holy man had come to his house and
could treat her son. Then Baba came in and saw the patient and
administered medicine. That medicine was made out of cobra poi-
son. Baba asked Ganpat courageously to catch a cobra, as the cobra
would not sting a leper. Ganpat caught a cobra and it did not sting
him. Out of its poison, medicine was prepared and give to Ganpat.
He began to improve in a few days. But he did not observe the medi-
cal injection to avoid sex pleasures. So Baba stopped giving the fur-
ther treatment. The disease developed and Ganpat died.

Baba came to this very house to treat my younger
brother Baguji, who was suffering from fever - at a very


