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Sunday, March 18, 2001 — 8:00 a.m.

our heart is sincere, my child. Love cannot be explained, it takes root in

the depths of the being. In this matter, calculations have no place, only

spontaneity counts.

Why does one love? How does this call come about, powerful and inexplicable? No
one Rnows.

Sublimated love, divine love, takes root in that most sacred of places, seat of the
soul, the chosen place of the Divinity. The purest alchemy is worked out in this centre
from which the most sublime flame shoots up.

Who can resist it, when it subjugates every fibre of the being and when its power
surges through to the person's sacred heart?

This powerful wave cancels out any resistance; the being lets itself be carried away
and sails on the waves, delighted, in Divinity.

That love awaits you all, move towards it. Call it from the depths of your soul.
That's all it is waiting for: to manifest itself in all its force, it is irresistible.

Let your heart sail on the divine flow, totally surrendered to its sublime power.

You all will be reborn to yourselves and stripped of your gangue, coarse in comparison to
this subtlety.




Live these exceptional moments intensely. To be totally lost in Him, is it not what
the soul longs for — complete union and fusion with the Divinity? Meditate well on

these words and act.

Babuji




