
August 17, 1913

O LORD, Master of our life, let us soar very high
above all care for our material preservation. Nothing is
more humiliating and depressing than these thoughts so
constantly turned towards the preservation of the body,
these preoccupations with health, the means of subsis-
tence, the framework of life. . . . How very insignificant
is all this, a thin smoke that a simple breath can disperse
or a single thought turned towards Thee dispel like a vain
mirage!

Deliver those who are in this bondage, O Lord, even
as those who are the slaves of passion. On the path that
leads to Thee these obstacles are at once terrible and
puerile — terrible for those who are yet under their sway,
puerile for one who has passed beyond.

How shall I describe that utter relief, that delightful
lightness which comes when one is free from all anxiety
for oneself, for one’s life and health and satisfaction, and
even one’s progress?

This relief, this deliverance Thou hast granted to me,
O Thou, Divine Master, Life of my life and Light of
my light, O Thou who unceasingly teachest me love and
makest me know the purpose of my existence.

It is Thou who livest in me, Thou alone; and why
should I be preoccupied with myself and what might
happen to me? Without Thee the dust constituting this
body that strives to manifest Thee, would disperse amor-
phous and inconscient; without Thee this sensibility
which makes possible a relation with all other centres of
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manifestation, would vanish into a dark inertia; without
Thee this thought that animates and illumines the whole
being, would be vague, vacant, unrealised; without Thee
the sublime love which vivifies, coordinates, animates and
gives warmth to all things would be a yet unawakened
possibility. Without Thee all is inert, brute or inconscient.
Thou art all that illumines and enraptures us, the whole
reason of our existence and all our goal. Is this not enough
to cure us of every personal thought, to make us spread
our wings and soar above the contingencies of material
life, so as to fly away into Thy divine atmosphere and be
able to return as Thy messengers to the earth to announce
the glorious tidings of Thy approaching Advent?

O Divine Master, sublime Friend, marvellous Teacher,
in a fecund silence I bow to Thee.
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