
August 11, 1914

O MY sweet Master, enter into all these confused
thoughts, all these anguished hearts; kindle there the fire
of Thy divine Presence. The shadow of the earth has fallen
back upon it, it has been completely shaken by it; but this
shadow was hiding Thy immutable sun, and now that it
has crashed down upon this poor world, rocking its very
foundations and transforming it into a formidable chaos,
wilt Thou not once again move upon the chaos and speak
Thy will: “Let there be Light”?

O Thou marvellous Unknown One, Thou who hast
not yet manifested Thyself, Thou who awaitest the pro-
pitious hour and hast sent us upon earth to prepare Thy
ways, all the elements of this being cry to Thee, “May Thy
will be done” and give themselves to Thee in a supreme,
unconquerable urge. . . .

Envelop this sorrowful earth with the strong arms of
Thy mercy, permeate it with the beneficent outpourings
of Thy infinite love.

I am the powerful arms of Thy mercy.
I am the vast bosom of Thy boundless love. . . . My

arms have enfolded the sorrowful earth and press it ten-
derly to my generous heart; and slowly a kiss of supreme
benediction is laid upon this struggling atom: the kiss of
the Mother which soothes and heals. . . .
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