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                            How  I can share about  my soul?
- the soul of a child, a girl, a woman?
​
Colors and dresses say a lot about the feelings we have at different times of our lives: in our
childhood, in our young life, or in our mature years.
Many girls adore a lovelydress and not only in childhood... I remember one of my most favorite heavenlyblue dresses that my mother made for me when I was four years old.It was so beautifuland made me feel I could fly when I wore it.
​In our childhood wedream of being a princesses and we wait for somebody who will notice ourbeauty.
Every woman is beautiful.
We are all different as flowers in a garden.
Some women are bright — like roses — and others like magnificent and excitingpeonies. Some are as delicate as violets, others as luxuriant as magnolias,elegant as lilies, or sweet as daisies. Who can say what kind of flower is themost beautiful?
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                            ​
We were born to shine like stars, but often
our souls are wounded by the evil of another’s words, from neglect,or rejection.
When we are abused, our hearts are broken.
Our beauty fades from the wounds.
​
A woman is unable to shine when her heart is

broken.
 

                        

                    

                

                
                    
                        
                            ​We were born to shine like stars
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                            I was 18 years old when a man stopped his car and offered to give me a ride to my school. I wasn’t aware of the danger, because I never expected evil things to happen in my life. But bad things do happen sometimes, as they did to me, and when they do, it canseem as though it will killyou.
Later, Idid not want to believe what had happened to me. I felt dirty and damaged.
Notonly was my body abused, but so was my soul.I lost the sense of my purity, my beauty,
and I hid my pain deep in my heart and continued to live with a quiet
desperation inside.
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                            I made up my mind to forget everything, but my heart didn't forget. Every careless or unkind word hurt me a hundred times stronger—it went straight into the depths of my old wounds and confirmed a lie that told me I was spoiled, that something was wrong with me.
​
​
Do you believe inlove? Do you believe that one day your prince on a white horse will come and save you?
​
If you will listen in the depths of your heart,you will find the innermost dream of your soul—a dream about True Love. Why does that dream continue to live in our hearts?

Sometimes we are afraid to admit it even
to ourselves, but our hearts stubbornly wait for it.



















In the book A Little Prince, French writer, pilot,
and dreamer Antoine de Saint-Exupéry wrote: “The most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or touched; they are felt with the heart.”
Our hearts do know Truth.
He is real—our knight riding a white horse, our savior. 
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                            He loves our soul! He has always been close to you but you didn’t feel it because you didn’t believe such love was possible. God sent him to us and created us so that our heartdesires his True Love.
​
Our one True Love exists, and his name is Jesus. He is your knight in shining armor. He declared
his love when he fought and died for you.
​
Your soul was broken under the curse of sin and death, and he saved you at the cost of his own
death. Jesus Christ was crucified on Calvary's cross, and he was resurrected for you.
He is risen so that your soul will have wings and God can call you beloved daughter.
​
Jesus wants a relationship with you. Will you trust his love for you? 
​

​
He is your bestfriend and savior,
and you are His beautiful princess!
​
​
​
​
​
​
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                             The Love Story
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​
​It’s a time of sky-blue watercolors spilling on the canvas of my early days. There my mother smiles so brightly and Grandmother’s kisses warm my hands. Tears over my bruised knee quickly end, and the joy remains, because joy is as infinite as childhood.
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                            Childhood-
bright as the sun, 
clear as the air under 
dragonflies' wings.
​
​
​
​
​
​
​
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                            ​
Fields of cornflowers
are like a blinding spotlight. Let them shine and light the way for my dream. I know I'm a princess.
Look, these flowers are so pretty against my face.
​
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Life is like a strawberry cake.

Many friends surround me, and I'll joyfully cut a piece for all. Pink is the color of dawn. I would like all around to be adorned in pink, blossoming like the Japanese cherry trees. 
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                            Carefully
I look in the mirror —
I am beautiful,
aren’t I?
Who will discover
my  beauty?
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But I cannot lie 
to my own heart.
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                            Iwas looking for my life, but found someone else’s.
I wanted to find the way out, but only opened the door to a new maze. How couldI get high enough to get beyond these walls?
So I’ve decorated the walls withbeautiful roses to conquer the emptiness.

 
​
​
​
​
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                            Where is my  joy? 
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I have given myself over to pleasure and false beauty,while time passes me by. I want to be happy -but then why do I shield my eyesfrom thelight?
When I squander my dreams for tawdry trinkets, my true treasure becomes tarnished. 
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                            I'm marked.

                        

                    

                

                
                    
                        
                            I'm devastated.

                        

                    

                

                
                    
                        
                            

I'm ruined
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A bruised reed, I am broken.

Pain fills the bottom of my heart. I thought that I was born for joy, but somebody decided otherwise. Dirty boards are nailed to my soul. Why won’t this pain go away? I am not alive, because I'm not beautiful.
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                            I keep a special place
for you in my heart where the springs of life and joy flourish. Come and
quench
your
thirst.
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                            I found you and bathed you in my redemption.

I restore your beauty. Let it shine! I call you sweetheart and princess. You are beautiful!
​
I wash your pain away with my tears, and heal your wounds with my kisses. Look at me.
I am the one who has dreamed about you through eternity. I am the one who gave my blood for you without limit. I am the one who gives light to the sun because I love you. I am the one who created all the flowers of the earth for you.
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I am the one who breaks through your walls, sends roses to you, and cries with you about a lost heaven.
I am the one who helps you along the journey and saves you from trouble. But you did not hear and did not want to accept me. You fled from me, afraid to open faith’s door.
But I won! I killed Death for you. Enter into my joy. I embrace you and Love triumphs as my name is revealed to you.
I'll clothe you in the color of fiery dawn. This burning love is my blood, shed on the cross of Calvary.
It defeated sin and the curse. Despair has no more
refuge. Life flourishes where death once ruled. My arrows are sharp—they pierce the darkness finding their mark. My love for you is forever.
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                            He himself bore our sins in his body on the tree, that we might die to sin and live to righteousness. By his wounds you  have been healed..             1Peter 2:24
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​
Who are You? 
Your voice is so familiar. My soul knows You—my heart remembers. 
​
​
​
I lost my way. 
Like  senseless deer blinded by the light outside, I fell into danger.  
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                            My  dear God,
I give you my pain, my fear, and my hopelessness. Save me. I need your love. Please forgive me for all of my sins. I open my heart to you and welcome you as my Lord and Savior. I believe that you created me, and I am accepting this gift of my restored beauty and my restored purity from you.
By the power of the love that you give me, I can forgive my offenders.

I believe you, Jesus,

and I reject
the lie
that I was
spoiled.
Thank you
so much for

my recovery
and
redemption.
I love you,
my dear

Jesus.
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                            That white dress—it's for you.
Woven of my holiness, it shines like snow on the mountaintops. I will clothe you in my righteousness and cover you against darkness and damnation.
As I hold your heart in my hands, I will heal you.
I'm giving you beauty instead of ashes.
You arewonderful!
You are pure, mylove, my daughter. You are my princess.


I'll never 
leave 
you.
​
​
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                            Come now, let us reason together, 
says the Lord:
though your sins 
are like scarlet,
they shall be as white 
as snow; though they
are red  like crimson,
they shall become 
like wool..
Isaiah 1:18
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I give you abundant life. A lot of adventures and challenges will happen in your life, but you will never be alone in this. I am always with you, my dear child. I bless all of your life.
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                            Behold, 
you are beautiful, 
my love; behold, 
you are beautiful.
Song of 
Solomon 1:15
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                            These things I have spoken to you, that my joy 
may be in you, 
and that your
 joy may be full.
John 15:11 
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                            I will quench your thirst forever. Forget the insults. From a pure heart will flow streams of life.The fullness of mypeace will fill your soul as I dress you in joy and hope.
I love your smile and I enjoy your beauty.
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                            ​I give you beautybecause I want to shine through you.Your eyes speak of heaven—your face reflects my glory. You are so beautiful, my dear princess!
Give to everyone so they will see my glory through you and come to me, and I will heal their broken hearts.

                        

                    

                

    

    



    
                
                    
                        
                            [image: 33.jpg]
                        

                    

                

                
                    
                        
                            The Spirit of the Lord GOD is upon me,
because the LORD has anointed me
to bring good news to the poor;
he has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted,
to proclaim liberty to the captives,and the 
opening of the prison to those who are bound;
to proclaim the year 
of the LORD's favor,
and the day of vengeance of our God;
to comfort all who mourn;
 to grant to those who mourn in Zion -
to give them a beautiful 
headdress instead of ashes,
the oil of gladness 
instead of mourning,
the garment 
of praise instead 
of a faint spirit;
that they may 
be called oaks 
of righteousness,
the planting of the LORD,
 that he may be glorified.
Isaiah 61:1-3
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Prayer :
My dear God,

​
Thank you for your amazing love and beauty that you gave me.


I believe that I am your beloved princess.


I love you. Please show me the way, help me to shine for those who are near, to reflect your love and glory in my life.
I am yours forever, my beautiful King and Savior. Amen.
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                            ...So 
shall my word be that goes out from my mouth;
it shall not return to me empty,
but it shall accomplish that which I purpose,
and shall succeed in the thing for which I sent it.
 For you shall go out in joy
and be led forth in peace;
the mountains and the hills before you
shall break forth into singing,
and all the trees of the field 
shall clap their hands.
 Instead of the thorn 
shall come up the 
cypress;
instead of the 
brier shall come 
up the myrtle;
and it shall make 
a name for 
the LORD,
an everlasting 
sign that shall not 
be cut off.
Isaiah 55:11-13
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