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Saturday, February 17, 2001 — 10:00 a.m.

j 2 life as a bouquet of flowers, with varied colours and subtle perfume. See
this bouquet as the outcome of a lengthy work of nature and, regarding the

)} flowers grown, the countless human efforts for these flowers to appear in

all their perfection.

They offer the best of themselves, and for a limited period of time — so much effort
was needed to get there! AUl this beauty, offered to the Creator's glory, also delights the
human heart.

This final beauty is an apotheosis and the fruit of a prolonged labour.

Thus, after a soul has travelled all the paths of life, weathered all the storms and
sometimes burnt its wings in the fire of passions, it finally shows itself in all its glory
before immersing itself in the deepest depths of the divine flood. It recovers its true place
and acquires its real stature.

This movement is incessant; the highest and purest cosmic forces are continuously
active, as is all that exists in the universe.

The road is long, it requires much effort. Don't let this law discourage you — it
also has its amenities, and the result is truly worth the effort! Trust your Masters, who
Rnow what they are doing; they are the best possible gardeners.

Babuji




