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Thursday, March 8, 2001 — 10:00 a.m.

The Medium: Y ou are such a poet, Babuji, that my heart melts on rereading you after
having written.

Al dear daughter, if you have all been nourished by these messages since the
L | beginning, day after day, in every subject covered and aimed at helping you,
)1 you have made progress — it is inevitable. Our remarks have penetrated your
hearts and have left their mark on them. How could it be otherwise! This is the reason
they are given to you. It is up to you all to draw out their substance, to imbibe them.
Thus, you have ‘everything'. What is your heart lacking? Has your faith developed after
this long process? We cannot force your heart. Did our songs make it tender? We have
carefully nuanced the messages to please you.

What more can we do? Tell you all that we love you? You Rnow that already.
Is your soul won over, does it sing with us, or do you continue on your way, paying
more attention to the noises of the Earth, this over-populated world, terrifying in its
excesses?

We have all come a long way together, for the better, we hope. You have all our

blessings.

Babuji




