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: ything that can make love sing is a blessing. To love is the noblest feeling.
What is more beautiful in this world where so much ugliness and atrocity is

perpetuated, where what is beautiful, what is good for humans is attacked

while violence and hunger are rampant in so many parts of the world! Evil, on the
other hand, makes its way, imperturbable, often concealed under deceptive attractions —
paradises that are not, and that destroy what is sacred in human beings.

So, in the face of this picture that cannot be ignored, how and why should one
attack beings who aspire only to beauty, to seeking in themselves the sublime and the
divine? Humanity is made thus, and this fact is saddening, but we cannot change it. Let
us continue to work towards the salvation of the world, each at our own level, with our
means, big or small, but united, all together, to change life.

It will take time for the sKy to light up, for the light to reach the most deprived, in
their soul and in their heart, for the truth to come to light in them. This time will come.
Until the end, we will fight to make it happen. Does a father abandon his children? He
sends off the strongest and most experienced to make sure that one day, to him they all

return, having understood where true life lies.
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