
April 7, 1914

WHAT kind of courage is mine that I always try to
avoid the fight? What kind of energy is mine, that I am
instinctively frightened of the new effort to be made and
try, without being aware of it, to go to sleep passively,
relying upon the results of previous efforts? In order to
act, I have to be compelled and my mute contemplation is
partly made of laziness. . . . All this is becoming more and
more clearly apparent to me. All that I have done till now
seems to me to be nothing. The poverty and limitations
of the instrument I put at Thy service, Lord, are evident
to me, and I laugh a little sorrowfully at the idea that at
times I could have a good opinion of my being, its efforts
and their results. This threshold of the true life that I
always think I have reached is like a hope bestowed upon
me but never a tangible realisation; it is the toy promised
to a child, the reward held out for a moment before the
weak.

When shall I become a truly strong being, made en-
tirely of courage, energy, valour and calm perseverance;
when shall I have forgotten my own person completely
enough to be nothing but an instrument moulded solely
by the forces it has to manifest? When will my conscious-
ness of unity be no longer tinged with any inertia; when
will my feeling of divine love be no longer mixed with
any weakness?

O Lord, all thought seems dead within me, now that
I have asked these questions. I search for my conscious
mind and I do not find it; I search for my individuality and
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I cannot discover it anywhere; I search for my personal
will and it is not there. I search for Thee, and Thou art
silent. . . . Silence, silence. . . .

Now I seem to hear Thy voice: “Never hast thou
known how to die integrally. Always something in thee
has wanted to know, to witness, to understand. Surrender
completely, learn how to disappear, break the last barrier
that separates thee from me; accomplish unreservedly thy
act of surrender.” Alas, O Lord, for a long time have I
wanted it, but I could not. Now wilt Thou give me the
power to do so?

O Lord, my sweet eternal Master, break this resistance
which fills me with anguish . . . deliver me from myself!
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