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Wec{nesa’ay, January 5, 2000 — 8:00 a.m.

ou don't want to converse anymore, or to expose yourself in any way. If I

address you too often you feel embarrassed. What does it matter to you what

those who read these messages may think; nothing forces them to do so. If
you're stopped by human reactions, you can't do anything. Are you not in surrender?
Then be truly so.

My autobiography, published after I left the Earth, gave rise to many criticisms. I
was never understood, but what does it matter. Some of our aspirants have appreciated
it; they didn't doubt that the greatest beings were visiting me, that they were guiding me
and giving me instructions concerning the Mission and myself. No matter what one may
say or write, one cannot achieve unanimity. So it goes, it is sadly human. The essential is
to touch some hearts and to convince them by giving them a nourishment suited to their
open-mindedness.

We cannot reveal great truths about religions, for example, without shocKing. The

majority of people have their own reference points; one mustn't push them. They are liRe
children fed with nice legends that fully satisfy them.

Babuji




