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Monday, May 28, 2001 — 10:00 a.m.

Al editate, my child. Aren't you happy with us? Is it so difficult to isolate
Y B yourself, to maRe this effort to be with us? What else can we ask you when
you cannot endure this body and you only long to leave it?

You have to continue, the moment has not come. No one can complete the rest of
the journey for you. You find it long, uncomfortable and heavy; there's nothing we can
do to change that.

Be constantly thankful for the opportunity you've been given to make a success of
your life by using this potential for us.

Can't you agree to carry on your way? Is such an experience not an exhilarating
one? Many would like to live it in your place. Life is short, be a little patient; one day
you will look back nostalgically on this period when each day these contacts united you
with us.

You convey our thought by aligning words that seem confusing to you sometimes.
They are necessary — superfluous for some, right for others. They will be useful to all.

Don't try to analyse, be content to continue serving us, with the same spirit; all

has its raison d'étre. These messages exist and are starting a life that fervent hearts will
kRnow how to maintain.

Babuji
. O Y Vo vy |
X%, .0 e sl o
Qy b r g A Eeat e 4 (< Qy v




