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Sunday, October 24, 1999 — 10:00 a.m.

The Medium: Y ou are more than one sun to me, you are thousands of suns. These
moments of joy that you allude to, you are the one who gives them to me when | feel
my soul transported by love. This kind of intoxication is expressed by a special gaiety
that | share with the souls you have surrounded me with and who live this beautiful
story with me.
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ow could we forget you? Your soul'is like that of a child waiting only for
B [ove. Even if we wanted to, we could not remain insensitive to its call for
s @(lr long. You ask us every day to forgive you for that which you don't do
correctly and which may displease us. Rest assured, my daughter, you are not perfect, far
from it, but your goodwill, your sincerity and the strength of your love cannot but make
us melt and see only the good side in you.

So you see, that's how we let ourselves be softened. Don't we have to 'become as

little children again to enter the Ringdom of God'.

Babuji
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