VIA0ZANIA 7
A ol B soinseal|
Yap 4 USppIH

ZangoiIpo AHH e

UBTIIO(] 3(] Aq US1LIAA

asodin g s sturuig




Emmie’s Purpose
All Rights Reserved©2017
Written by De Dorman
Edited by Alissa Wasef

In loving honor to the beautiful jewels in Pastor Perea’s church in Bogota, Colombia

Sometimes she wondered what was on the other side of darkness but living inside this
Colombian mountain was all Emmie knew. She never thought of life to be any other way than
damp and dark. Though the darkness made it impossible for Emmie to see, she knew that there
were other hidden clusters close by. From time to time she could hear disturbing sounds and
water dropping from up high. These noises came when beings from outside the mountain
entered; they made such a disturbance but after a few days, they were gone. Emmie had no idea
why they came and went, and since it never involved her, she just endured the terrible noise until
they were gone. Things would soon settle back down to the normal dark and damp, quiet life.
Living in isolation was just a way of life for Emmie. Little did she know that light would soon be
coming for her.

Suddenly, awakening her from a peaceful rest in the side of the mountain were noises
louder and closer than ever before. Emmie could see a light swaying back and forth, as though it
were searching for something. As the light got closer she could hear voices and then hammering.

“Why do these beings hammer into the mountain with such force?” Emmie wondered to
herself. There is nothing of value in these rocks.

And then it happened. With loud hammering and prying, the beings chisleled her out of
her place in the mountain, though she resisted with all her might. They threw her on a huge cart
of rocks and just left her to wonder why.

“NO! I am happy in this cave. Leave me here, please. I do not know what is outside this
place.” Emmie protested to no avail. Her feelings didn’t seem to matter to the beings at all.

How can they be cold and uncaring?
Did they enjoy causing such trauma to simple rocks who are content to be so?

It wasn’t long until she, along with the other rocks, were carted out into the daylight. For
the first time ever Emmie felt the warmth of the sunshine, which she enjoyed, but the light it
gave overwhelmed to her. Although she protested and protested, along with the other rocks, the
men would not return them to their place of rest. There was more nothing that they could do
except hope that this new life would be a life of contentment.



One thing Emmie noticed when the sun shone just right were sparkles of green coming
from the pile of rocks.

“That is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen!” she whispered when it glistened.

The ride was bumpy in the back of the truck and her thoughts were thoughts of fear. They
arrived somewhere that was noisier than anything she had ever heard. And then she saw it; other
rocks were being chiseled on, ground smooth and reshaped.

Again, she protested to no avail.

“Is there no one here who has a heart?” she screamed seemingly to herself. It was useless,
she has to surrender to the process; the men were just too big and too strong to resist.

The process was indeed painful to say the least. But, again, she would see little glimpses
of green sparkles when the light would shine just right.

“Where is that beautiful green sparkle coming from?” Emmie wondered time and time
again.

Coming out of this process literally in pieces, Emmie mourned for the days when she was
whole and nestled inside that quiet, dark mountain. She was now wrapped and being taken, once
again, somewhere against her will, but when she arrived to her final destination, something
wonderful was waiting for this little gem who misunderstood the process; this little gem who
thought that the men were being cruel in removing her from the only home she had known..

..a kind servant carefully unwrapped the new Emmie and placed her upon the head of
beautiful lady who was standing in front of a mirror.

Emmie could not, at first, believe that she was looking at herself on top of the head of a
princess. She stared and stared, and then she saw them.. the sparkles coming from within herself.

Oh, this was purpose for all the chiseling and grinding! If | had stayed in the comforts
and familiar grounds of my cave | never would have been used to adorn the head of this beautiful
princess.

Emmie, who was now in a royal house, resting upon a royal head, was embarrassed for
complaining during the painful process.

She had been purchased at great cost and when she finally realized that what she thought
would be terribly has turned out to be glorious, she promised herself that she would do her best
to gloriously adorn her princess.



Proverbs 3:5 and 6 Trust in the LORD with all thine heart; and lean not unto thine own
understanding. In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths.

Genesis 50:20
But as for you, ye thought evil against me; but God meant it unto good, to bring to pass, as it is this day,
to save much people alive.



El Propdsito de Emmie
Escrito por De Dorman Traducido por Rhoda Rodriguez

En honor amoroso a las hermosas joyas en la iglesia del Pastor Perea en Bogota, Colombia.

Algunas veces se preguntaba que se encontraba en el otro lado de la oscuridad, pero
vivir dentro de esta montaiia colombiana era todo lo que Emmie sabia. Ella nunca penso que la
vida pudiera ser de cualquier otra manera que humeda y obscura. Aunque la obscuridad hacia
imposible que Emmie pudiera ver, ella sabia que habia otros grupos ocultos cerca. De vez en
cuando ella podia escuchar sonidos inquietantes y agua que caia de mas alto. Estos ruidos se
escuchaban cuando seres de fuera de la montafia entraban; hacian tal disturbio pero después
de unos dias, se habian ido. Emmie no tenia idea porque venian o se iban, y como nunca la
involucraba a ella, ella solo soportaba el terrible ruido hasta que se iban. Las cosas pronto
regresaban a la vida tranquila normal, obscura y himeda. El vivir aisladamente era la forma de
vida para Emmie. Poco sabia que luz pronto vendria por ella.

De pronto, despertandola de su tranquilo descanso en el lado de la montafia habia
ruidos mas fuertes y cerca que nunca antes. Emmie podia ver una luz balancedndose hacia
adelante y atrds, como si estuviera buscando algo. A medida que la luz se acercaba ella podia
escuchar voces y luego martilleo.

“éPor qué estos seres martillean la montafia con tanta fuerza?” Emmie se preguntaba a
si misma. No hay nada de valor en estas rocas.

Y entonces sucedid. Con fuerte martilleo y curiosidad, los seres la sacaron de su lugar en
la montafia, aunque ella resistié con todas sus fuerzas. La arrojaron en un carro enorme de
rocas y solo se podia preguntar porque.

iNO! Estoy feliz en esta cueva. Déjenme aqui, por favor. “Yo no sé lo que hay afuera de
este lugar.” Emmie protestaba sin resultado alguno. Sus sentimientos parecian no importarle a
los seres en absoluto.

¢Como pueden ser tan indiferentes y frios?
¢Disfrutan causando tal trauma a simples rocas que estan contentas de serlo?

No habia pasado mucho tiempo cuando ella, junto con las otras rocas, fueron
transportadas fuera a la luz del dia. Por primera vez Emmie sintié el calor del sol, el cual ella
disfruto, pero la luz que daba le abrumaba. Aunque ella protesto y protesto, junto con las otras
rocas, los hombres no las regresaban a su lugar de descanso. No habia nada mas que pudieran
hacer excepto tener la esperanza que esta nueva vida seria una vida de contentamiento.

Una cosa que Emmie noto cuando el sol brillaba exactamente es que habia destellos de
verde que salian de la pila de rocas.

I’I

“iEs la cosa mas hermosa que he visto!” susurro cuando brillaron.



El viaje fue muy incbmodo en la parte trasera del camidn y sus pensamientos eran
pensamientos de temor. Llegaron a un lugar que era mas ruidoso que cualquier cosa que ella
habia escuchado. Y entonces lo vio; otras piedras estaban siendo cinceladas, alisadas y dadas
forma.

Otra vez, ella protesto sin resultado alguno.

“éAcaso no hay nadie aqui que tenga un corazén?” se gritaba a si misma. Era inutil, se
tenia que rendir al proceso; los hombres eran demasiado grandes y demasiado fuertes para
resistirse.

El proceso fue realmente doloroso por decir lo menos. Pero, otra vez, ella veia pequefios
destellos de chispas verdes cuando la luz brillaba exactamente.

“iDe ddénde viene este hermoso destellos verde?” Emmie se preguntaba una y otra vez.

Saliendo de este proceso literalmente en piezas, Emmie lloraba por los dias cuando
estaba completa y alojada dentro de la montaia, tranquila obscura. Ahora ella estaba envuelta
y era llevada, una vez mas, a algun lugar contra su voluntad, pero cuando llego a su destino
final, algo maravilloso estaba esperando esta pequefia joya que no entendia el proceso; esta
pequeiia joya que creia que los hombres estaban siendo crueles al removerla del Unico hogar
que ella habia conocido.

...un siervo amable cuidadosamente desenvolvié la nueva Emmie y la puso sobre la
cabeza de una hermosa dama quien estaba de pie frente a un espejo.

Emmie no podia, en un principio, creer que se estaba mirando a si misma encima de la
cabeza de una princesa. Ella se miraba y miraba, y entonces los vio... los destellos procediendo
de su interior.

Oh, jeste era el propdsito de todas las cinceladas y pulida! Si me hubiera quedado en la
comodidad y terreno familiar de mi cueva yo nunca hubiera podido ser usada para adornar la
cabeza de esta hermosa princesa.

Emmie, que ahora estaba en la casa real, descansando en una cabeza real, estaba
avergonzada por quejarse durante el doloroso proceso.

Habia sido comprada a un gran costo y cuando finalmente se dio cuenta de que lo que
ella pensé seria terrible resulto ser glorioso, se prometio a si misma que haria lo mejor para
adornar gloriosamente a su princesa.

Proverbios 3:5y 6

Fiate de Jehovd de todo tu corazon, y no te apoyes en tu propia prudencia. Recondcelo en todos
tus caminos, y El enderezara tus veredas.

Génesis 50:20 Vosotros pensasteis mal contra mi, mas Dios lo encamino a bien, para hacer lo
que vemos hoy, para mantener en vida a mucho pueblo.
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