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l. ~ o my son,
g: - " Years have passed in your life and that of our way, you are guiding its
C progression in the hearts of men. Your destinies are parallel, they are
edifying in terms of their reality in this world where all takes place according to
foreseen plans. The Mission is growing and transforming beings, without their
even being aware of it. And you, my son, you are rising in another way, like great
beings who cannot assess for themselves the extent of their power and action, in
this world and beyond. You are reaching the climax, having climbed the stages
point by point that lead you to the top, where the elite souls devoted to divine
service are shining. As of now, you have been granted a special status, according
to the powers vested in you, to act on our behalf. The Mission is being structured;
it is making progress step by step and is taking shape at all levels towards a far-
reaching future on the Earth.

"Our very best wishes go with you in this heavy destiny that has propelled
you to the highest level, in terms of your responsibilities. They are heavy, humanly
speaking; they elevate you spiritually towards the summits, where selected souls
find fulfilment. Every time you call us, we are by your side to meet your wishes,
according to divine laws whose implementation is exacting. Be that as it may, you
have our support and our love — you Rnow it. Exposed to the turmoil of life in
this world, it is easy to be taken in by the deceitful play of pervading negativity,
sometimes breaking nervous resistances. The human being, whatever his inner force,
becomes fragile in this network of pernicious pollution from which no one can
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escape. Our very best wishes go with you, my son. The chorus of Masters supports
you and surrounds you with all possible love."

Babuji
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