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Sunday, January 21, 2001 — 10:00 a.m.

ch life, in broad outline, is programmed in advance; nothing is left to chance

s you call it, divine laws are too rigorous for that.

U@, ® Love is the most important point; it is the strongest vibration and able to
illuminate a life. It alone can give the soul its nourishment. It opens the most closed
doors and transforms all that it touches.

We cannot stop talking about love. It is life; it gives its most beautiful colours to
faith, to divine adoration, whatever form humans may give it. When they have gone
a sufficient distance in that direction, true mystics are beyond religious contingencies.
They cultivate within themselves this flower so rare, so sublime, that they are
intoxicated by its scent and nothing else matters to them. Even if, until the end of their
lives, they give their devotion an outwardly dogmatic form, they have managed to find

within themselves the door to heaven, as humans call it.

The purity and fervour of their love places them directly on the luminous axis,
which leads to the Ultimate.
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