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" our heart Reeps refining. It is no longer its own, it vibrates in the light,
happy and free to love as it pleases. It only aspires to that, to cut itself off
<>r  from Earthly circumstances, and to exist with the sole aim of being

in our wake. It earned its autonomy in utmost surrender, which can seem
paradoxical, but thus is divine love codified. Free to love ad infinitum, it is granted
a wide range trajectory. It remains for it to conquer big spaces where it will not

be lost, since it is guided by its star. It is at the beginning of its search, compared
to the vastness of the worlds being offered to it. This step, taken on the Earth, is
only an indication of absolute bliss. It advances confidently, wishing nothing but
to be loved and, especially, to be able to love unrestrainedly. These beginnings are
promising; having learned simplicity in detachment, the way widens and opens up
prospects. Love can be truly expressed only by dint of this. The heart cannot be
overburdened with complicated formulas meant to lure one's mind. Here, such is
not our context; it is all clear and detailed. To be born again to its true life, it must
come forward plain and naked like a newborn child. Only its true nature allows it
to be recognised.”
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