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Invasion of love


The world is made up of unhappy people because humankind has not recognized the source of its happiness. The stars shine in the sky and the earth stays in existence because they are in motion: movement is the life of the universe. People are truly happy only if they turn on the motor of their lives, love, and keep it running.
	Even those who are considered happy because they are happily married, or perhaps because they have received an inheritance, or because they live in luxury and enjoy sports and entertainment, sooner or later experience moments of inescapable emptiness in their souls. Instead, the unfortunates who apparently have received a poor lot in life, if they set out to love, possess more than the rich and can experience the fullness of the kingdom of heaven here on earth.
	This is the truth. It is reality.
	Humanity pines for peace; it waits and it struggles to reach enjoyment. But when that moment finally arrives, the prospect of death makes people feel dejected, and they wish it would never come.
	The children of God are children of love! They fight with a weapon, which is the very life of humankind. Their struggle is to restore order to individuals and society, so that the former may shine brighter than the stars and the latter form constellations that will live on in the eternal mansions of the God of the living.
	If men and women were to see themselves as God sees them, they would be horrified.
	Because even the best among them, those who raised themselves above the level of the majority through art or science, have developed only a part of their spirit, leaving the rest atrophied.
Only love in a soul, only God in a soul, can radiate splendour through it with balance in every part. A soul that loves is a little sun in the world, passing on God. A soul that does not love vegetates and has little of the Church, nothing of Mary and is the antithesis of Christ.
	The world needs an invasion of love and this depends on each one of us. Men and women (those in the grace of God) are the reservoirs of this precious element. Every day countless people die, even the great, and little remains of them. When saints pass on to eternal life they reawaken when the Lord calls them to the same life as before yet transformed, and everyone talks about them. Their memory passes on from generation to generation and many follow their example. On that bed where lies the body of the saint but not the soul, no one manages to understand death, but all realize what Life is. Love does not die and, because it serves, it makes those who love into kings and queens.
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