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Sunday, August 10, 2003 — 10:00 a.m.

our outpourings of love touch us. What can we expect from human beings?

Generally, they ask for a lot, but in return, they are ungenerous. Focusing on

their life problems, they reserve little space for the spontaneity of the heart
towards God and their Master, if they have one.

Love must be won; one can learn how to cultivate it within oneself and then the
best results can be obtained. In the silence of a fervent heart, masterpieces are created,
opening the doors to bliss.

When this concept is part and parcel of the seeRer's process, it is not in vain. One's
manner of being changes, one's life is given another meaning and the range of this
devotion continues to expand.

Loving endlessly, boundlessly, and melting oneself into the infinitely Great,

forgetting even one's own identity in these euphoric moments when only the divine
matters, this is a rare blessing.

How to speak of love? It must be experienced, called for, nurtured and loved.

God gives everything to His children. In return, He only expects to see a spark,

lighting up in them, one of faith, recognition and conscious love, enriched by all the
vicissitudes of life that developed the wisdom of the heart and led to calling for His

grace.




This inclination to love is not necessarily innate; it is cultivated like a rare flower,
offered by way of return to the Creator of all things.
Love deserves all possible attention. It is life in its highest and purest form.
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