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Tuesday, July 20, 1999 — 8:00 a.m.

t is good to leave some written indications outside these messages, as I
recently asked you to do. Humans like to do what they want sometimes;
things have to be specified, on paper.

After that, these messages will follow their destiny, and that will no longer be our
business. They will be appreciated or not, as is the fate reserved for our books as well.

We pass by on this Earth, we sow a few seeds, and life takes hold of them and does
with them what it pleases.

Life on Earth is so short, so fragile. Take it for what it is — a transitory
incarnation, where one cannot change everything or set everything up as one would
wish.

It is necessary in certain circumstances to resign oneself to the facts, and to what
Mother Nature decides.

God has his plans, ours are mere sketches that are often swept away by the wind,
like a wisp of straw.

Therefore, in all things, you have to rely on divine Providence. Your surrender
will be quite useful, you will spare yourselves some bumps and bruises by your non-

resistance.
Let life do as it pleases, you cannot tame it; it does that, it has full power. Never

/‘X’ t/im,{you can dominate it — you would face big disappointments.




Go on your way by doing the best you can; we help you to receive the best, whether
you find it attractive or not. Never rely on appearances.

Courage to you all.

Babuji




