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Dedication
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I dedicate this story of my deliverance from the spirit that repeatedly kept me in boxes throughout the majority of my life to all those who prayed for me, wiped my tears and simply listened. I know that there were times in my life when I made wrong choices, but I also know that through all those difficult circumstances, the prayers my mom sent up for me went through to Heaven and the pride I saw in my father’s eyes kept me from straying too far away. For never giving up on me when I was young and rebellious and for loving me, I thank you both. today, even after your deaths, I am honored to call you two of my very best friends in the world. Through my depression as a young wife and mother, I know the strength of my husband and love from my children kept me from death, and allow me to tell my story today. Thank you for showing me what family means. And most importantly, I give God and my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, to whom I give all the honor, praise, and glory for His wonderous grace and mercy. Every day, I continue to choose.  
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Introduction
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Where do I begin? Even today, as I look back over my life, I cannot pinpoint an exact day when I got trapped in the box, or the day I realized I was trapped, nor what box was it—number one, five, seven—I hadn’t started counting.  Somehow, I found myself going from box to box—whether I stepped in, jumped in, stumbled in or was shoved in, I was there—in darkness, feeling alone, sad, angry and guilty. I was unsure of what I could have done differently, what I should have said, done, revealed, or exposed. There were moments when I knew I was no longer myself, but a robot, some fabrication of what I used to be, or at least what I knew in my heart I truly was. I acted on the commands I heard from outside of myself, most times unaware of where those sounds originated and why I heard them, and why they were so faint and difficult to really comprehend. I think the boxes gradually surrounded me, little by little, and before I knew it I was crying before the Lord, “Please help me; I can’t stand it anymore, I want out!”  I loved, I hated, I regretted, I learned, I grew.

I remember the day I looked closely at my life and for the first time realized I had let go of my calling, my mission. Although I wasn’t entirely sure what my mission was—my purpose, I knew that there was a greater plan God had for me and I yearned to make steps towards fulfilling it. Life was complicated, too complicated. My priorities were all mixed up, and what should have been put first in my life was not first. At least for me, not in the order that I believe God intended for it to be nor in the order I had imagined it to be. But even worse than that, I felt trapped with no way out. I felt like I was trying to make things happen myself. I was not operating in my gift or my calling. As a child, I had plans for my life, dreams I wanted to fulfill, goals to accomplish and a sincere belief that life is good, people are good and if you love God, do what’s right, be kind to others, no dream is unreachable. Someone, I had lost sight of my purpose, consumed by man’s ideologies, the world’s concept of what is normal, acceptable, right—forsaking God’s Word and wandering into wildernesses that I knew God was present, but not pleased. 

God always makes a way of escape, but I wasn’t

certain if the Lord wanted me to escape quietly and 

peaceably, or to bust out of the box and never look back. Finally, I was tired of being disobedient! I finally realized that I couldn’t continue to blame others for my behavior. No matter what happened to me or what others had done to me, I had a choice and I decided to choose God. I had strayed away from Him, returned like the prodigal son—or daughter in my case; forsaken what I had known to be right, then finally leaned again towards the only source of true Joy—Jesus! 

I know some of you reading this book may not look to Jesus and your only true source of joy. My intention is not to convince anyone what to believe, who to believe or in whom or how to believe, but to make a 

choice. In the twenty-fourth chapter of the book of Joshua of the Holy Bible, Joshua gathers the tribes of Israel and calls for the elders to present themselves before God. Joshua begins to remind them how the

God of Abraham had led them through the land of Canaan, brought their fathers out of Egypt, took them over Jordan to Jericho, gave them land they hadn’t

worked for and vineyards they hadn’t planted. Joshua asked them if it seemed evil to serve the Lord, even

after everything He had done for them, he told them to choose who they would serve. 

He then goes on to say, “As for me and my house, I will serve the Lord” (Joshua 24:15).

Some might say, “That’s a great story.” I’ve heard many who believe that the Bible is merely a history book or a collection of figurative short stories, metaphors, poems and prose. Whether you believe the Bible to be the Word of God, inspired by God or a historical document, I ask you to keep an open mind as I use biblical stories and scientific data to share examples of “Out of the Box” scenarios. 
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What is a Box?

––––––––
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When I first realized that I was in a box, unsure of what to do, not able to hear God’s voice, I decided to just stand, and stand I did.  I stood until every ounce of strength was removed from my frail, and weak body. Then God stepped in, extended His hand and pulled me out. The scariest part of it was that the very box that I found to be so devastating was nothing compared to the series of boxes that followed. But it wasn’t until I realized that my entire life was full of “out of the box” experiences that I was able to overcome. And overcoming meant being willing to step up to the challenge.  It meant being prepared to fight and fight until the end.  It meant facing my own shortcomings and embracing humility.  It meant loving God and putting Him first in all aspects of my life and following his lead while not knowing where I would end up.

The American Heritage dictionary defines a Box

as “A rectangular container typically having a lid or 

cover.” Another meaning is “An awkward or perplexing situation; predicament.”  With this being stated, I am therefore defining a box as any situation or circumstance that is uneasy where you feel held inside or trapped.  You are bound and restricted and held within specific boundaries.  When you look up, there’s a wall.  When you look down, there’s a wall.  There is a wall in the front of you and behind you, and finally walls on the right and left of you. The feelings you feel while inside the box bring stress, anxiety or worry. But like situations or circumstances where we feel trapped, isolated or separated from the world, loved ones, friends—stuck within our own thoughts, memories, painful experiences, they are different, and most time unique, just like boxes.
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The Anatomy of a Box?

––––––––
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Let’s look at the various types of materials boxes can be made of—what I can The Anatomy. First, let me explain that although I am referring to physical properties when looking at boxes. These physical characteristics actually represent different things for different people. For some a box may be a bad habit, for others—a stronghold; a box for others may be a relationship, a situation you don’t know how to escape from or even the result of a bad decision. And for some, a box may be a fear, a regret or even guilt. We all have different things that keep or have kept us bound, influence our decisions, tempt our senses and shift our focus. Therefore, we have to examine our own lives, work to understand our individual struggles, learn to identify them, study to overcome them and move forward, remembering to make different decisions when we’re faced with those struggles again. 

There’s a line in a song by Jonathan McReynolds that

says, “The Devil, he learns from our mistakes.” The song goes on to suggest that even when we don’t learn from our mistakes, the Devil does and that’s why we keep making the same mistakes over and over again. Have you ever noticed how we keep making the same mistakes over and over again? We ask for forgiveness, promising ourselves we’ll do better — and then, before we know it, we fall right back into the same patterns. We say we’re going to cut down on sugar, but then someone at work brings in a chocolate cake. We vow to be more patient in traffic, but the moment someone cuts us off, we’re ready to explode. Or we decide to take a break from social media, but as soon as we wake up, our fingers automatically open Facebook.

We all have different internal struggles. What challenges one person might have may not faze another. But that’s exactly how the enemy works. He studies our habits, learns our weaknesses, and uses then to keep up trapped in the same cycles—sometimes leaving us stuck in a box we don’t know how to escape from. Just as our challenges are different, so are our boxes. Their compositions vary—some are thin and easy to tear through, while others are thick, reinforced, and nearly impossible to break. The strength and difficulty of freeing ourselves often depend on what those boxes are made of. When I think about box materials, they can range from notebook paper, construction paper, cardboard, wood paneling, plywood, tin, metal, and even steel, just to name a few. I’m sure while reading this you can identify hundreds of other potential materials you can construct a box with.

Let’s look at what some might consider the weakest material a box can be made of—notebook paper. As a child, I made boxes using notebook paper and tape. Now imagine yourself physically being inside a box made of notebook paper. I would argue that it would be relatively easy to escape from this box. A simple punch with the fist would most likely break the paper and any adult, teen or young child would be able to free him/herself without the feeling of panic or anxiety. 

Now imagine a newborn infant placed in that same box made of notebook paper. Would that infant have the ability to escape? No, not intentionally. First, infants have no understanding of who they are or where they are in the world. Second, they don’t know they’re not supposed to be in a box. Third, they have no awareness of Newton’s Law of Motion, which states, an object at rest remains at rest, and an object in motion remains in motion at a constant speed and in a straight line unless acted upon by an unbalanced force. The acceleration of an object depends on the amount of force applied. Yet, infants naturally move — they kick their legs and wave their arms — and, in time, that simple, instinctive motion might be enough to tear through the paper.

Now, when I think about one of my grandsons, who is five years old, if I were to ask him, “What is Newton’s Law of Motion?” he would probably raise his eyebrows the way he does when something doesn’t make sense and say, “I don’t know.” He might even give me that look that says, “Are you serious, Ammah? How would I know that?” But even though he doesn’t know the definition — and truthfully, many adults don’t either — if we were playing a game and I placed him in a box made of notebook paper, he would instinctively know that if he punched or kicked hard enough, he could break free with little effort. His heart might beat a bit faster from the excitement, but being enclosed in that paper box wouldn’t fill him with panic or anxiety. In fact, once he escaped, he’d probably laugh and ask, “Can we do it again?”

For a moment, let’s imagine we’re inside a box made of cardboard. Regardless of how we got there—the fact 

remains, we’re there. We have no tools to help us

escape except our physical body, our mind, our senses, our knowledge, and our past lived experiences. My five-year-old grandson, my nine-year-old granddaughter, and even my ten-year-old grandson may not yet have the deductive or inductive reasoning skills needed to figure out how to get out of that cardboard box. For the sake of clarity, deductive reasoning is a logical approach that moves from general ideas to specific conclusions. It’s often contrasted with inductive reasoning, which starts with specific observations and leads to broader generalizations or conclusions. 

Stated another way, children may not be able to deduct how to get out of a situation or induce how because of lack of knowledge or experiences. Now, my 10-year-old grandson would be so determined to escape from that box, that he may kick the box to the point of exhaustion, but I’m still not certain he would be able to escape. 

As adults, we possess both deductive and inductive reasoning. We’ve gained knowledge, developed logic, and accumulated enough experience to recognize that a cardboard box isn’t a permanent barrier. Yet, many of us remain trapped inside boxes of our own making — boxes built not of cardboard, but of fear, doubt, disappointment, and pain. Unlike children, who act instinctively and push against limitations, we sometimes overthink our way into staying confined. We analyze the walls, question the structure, and convince ourselves the box is stronger than it really is.

For me, I’ve never been physically trapped in a cardboard box, although I have found memories of playing with refrigerator boxes as a young child after the delivery of a new refrigerator. However, I have an understanding from past experience that if cardboard gets wet, it’s easy to tear and poke holes in. Without having any physical tools, if I were placed in a cardboard box, I can imagine using my own saliva to moisten the cardboard, and eventually—layer by layer—work my way out. Although it would take more effort to escape from a cardboard box then a box made of notebook paper, I’m confident I could escape with minimal fear and worry. 

If we look at this is terms of situational boxes, opposed to physical boxes. There are certain situations we may find it easier to escape from, resist, or forgive ourselves of because we have past experience, memories and knowledge to pull from on how we overcame that situation in the past. There are times when we may have been able to use our own resources, whether mental strength, physical attributes, logic or reasoning when facing difficult challenges, but what do we do when our own resources aren’t enough?

As we move on, let’s consider wooden, tin, metal and steel boxes. In the physical, I would propose to you that it would be extremely difficult, or maybe even impossible to escape from a box made of wood that had been nailed together; or a box made of metal, tin, or steel that had been soldered together, without any tools. Now when I say tin, I am not referring to tin foil. 

In high school, I remember taking home economics and industrial arts. In industrial arts, I recall making a jewelry box that I soldered myself, with the help of my teacher of course. I also remember observing my dad soldering pipes and faucets in the basement. I remember him wearing goggles and seeing the sparks fly from the soldering gun and witnessed the heat fuse the objects together. While writing this book I asked Google, “What is the strongest way of joining 2 pieces of steel together?” Here’s the answer I got, “How Welding Works. Welding joins metals by melting and fusing them together, typically with the addition of a welding filler metal. The joints produced are strong – usually as strong as the metals joined, or even stronger. To fuse the metals, you apply a concentrated heat directly to the joint area.”

What stood out to me is the line that says that the joints produced are strong – usually as strong as the metals joined, or even stronger. This tells me that the joints produced to keep the box closed are even stronger than the actual box itself. What does this mean in terms of life’s boxes? I found myself in many boxes over the course of my life. Some boxes surrounded me as early as elementary school. Even though at the time I had no idea I was in a box. In reading this book, you may also realize that you have been in boxes—walking in some, being pushed in some, tricked in some or even realizing you were born in one. But what I’ve learned, and am still learning, is that the fears that invade our heart and thoughts that intrude our mind, become the joints that keep us bound and are even stronger than the attributes of the boxes that bind us. 

Now as I reflect back, when I found myself in the boxes made of the strongest steel, my physical strength, experiences, knowledge and reasoning were never 

enough. I needed tools with me—tools that were a part of me, with me and within me—to escape those boxes. I learned that the tools I needed were my armor. 


Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might. Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to stand against the wiles of the devil. For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places. Wherefore take unto you the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand. Stand therefore, having your loins girt about with truth, and having on the breastplate of righteousness; And your feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace; Above all, taking the shield of faith, wherewith ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked. And take the helmet of salvation, and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God. (Ephesians: 6:10 – 17).



For me, it was knowing the truth, walking in righteousness, having the peace that surpasses all understanding, holding onto faith, and finding comfort in the assurance of salvation. Most importantly, it was keeping my sword — the Word — hidden in my heart. These became the very things that equipped me to break free and be delivered from boxes far stronger than paper or cardboard — boxes made of steel.

But breaking free isn’t a one-time event. It’s an ongoing process — learning to recognize when you’re in a box, identifying the steps needed to escape, and faithfully using the armor you’ve been given. It’s not enough to simply have the armor; you must also understand how to use each piece.
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Chapter 3
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The Box Effect

––––––––
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Now, let’s take a closer look at the effects that being bound inside a box can have on our lives. Keep in mind, these are physical illustrations that represent deeper spiritual, emotional, social and psychological strongholds.

First, a box keeps you bound.

Can you imagine being placed in a wooden box, unable to stretch your arms or legs — confined, with only limited movement and mobility?

Second, a box suffocates you.

Picture losing oxygen, second by second, fully aware that your final breath is approaching. Images of your life race through your imagination until endless sleep overtakes you.

Third, a box limits your potential.

Close your eyes and see yourself inside that wooden box, dreaming of what you could be doing if you weren’t trapped there — meeting your soulmate, graduating from college, landing that C-suite position, starting your own business, holding your baby or grandbaby, traveling to Belize, Paris, or Amsterdam. Then realize those are only dreams, fading away like mist until they disappear completely.

Fourth, a box makes you feel helpless.

Envision pounding on the wooden walls until your knuckles bleed and your skin begins to tear. You have no sword to pierce the plywood, no faith that someone will come to rescue you.

Fifth, a box prevents others from reaching you.

Imagine being sealed inside a steel box, hearing the cries of your loved ones — wondering where you are, why you’ve forsaken them, why they can’t hear your voice.

Sixth, a box prevents you from reaching others.

Visualize yourself wailing, pounding, screaming for help, but no one can hear you. Imagine losing your voice after long days and nights of crying out, until you can no longer even whisper, “Help me.”

Seventh, a box keeps you from hearing what’s outside.

Picture yourself wondering what the world looks like beyond those walls. What are your loved ones doing and saying? Imagine never again hearing birds sing, waves crash, an infant cry, or your favorite song.

Eighth, a box keeps you focused only on what’s inside.

Can you imagine staring into constant darkness — forever?

Ninth, a box can also be a place of protection.

Consider being separated from the outside world, believing it would lead to death — yet later realizing that, in truth, that box was your shield. Once set free, you appreciate that confinement was for your preservation.

Tenth, a box can become a place of solitude and reflection.

Think of the loneliness — feeling abandoned by family and friends — yet when you finally emerge, you discover renewed strength, clarity, and purpose. The separation was necessary. It was essential for your survival and calling.

Finally, a box doesn’t only affect the one inside; it impacts those outside as well.

Reflect on the broken hearts of loved ones who’ve lost connection with you. Consider how your absence reshapes their paths, how their destinies bend because of your absence.

How does someone get into a box?

I’m certain there are numerous ways to get trapped in a box. But we are going to discuss nine ways I’ve learned we find ourselves in boxes.  

	Unknowingly walking into the box








	Being drawn into the box


	Being tricked into getting into the box


	Knowingly and willfully walking into the box


	Jumping into the box with the intention of jumping back out 


	Being pushed into the box against your will 








	Unknowingly placed in a box








	Building our own box and stepping into it 


	Life builds a box around you
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The Cost of Confinement

––––––––
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There is always a cost to living inside a box—not a box made of wood or cardboard, but a box built quietly over time from moments that broke us, words that wounded us, and needs that went unmet. At first, the box feels like protection, a shield, a place to hide what hurts. It feels like a place where disappointment can’t find us again—a place where no one can touch what’s still tender. But over time, the box begins to cost us more than it protects us. Inside the box, you can’t stretch, you can’t grow and you can’t breathe deeply. Every movement is small, cautious, controlled. You start to believe that this cramped space is all you deserve—all you’re capable of.

Inside the box, your voice gets quieter.

Your confidence shrinks. Your dreams stop reaching beyond the walls. Anger builds because you know you were made for more, but you feel trapped by what happened to you and by what should have happened but didn’t. Inside the box, relationships suffer.

People want to get close, but you’ve learned that closeness can be dangerous. So, you keep everyone at arm’s length—not because you don’t care,

but because caring once cost you too much. Inside the box, purpose fades. You stop taking risks.

You stop showing up boldly. You settle, not because you want to, but because the walls of your own pain whisper, “Stay where it’s predictable.”

And perhaps the greatest cost of all is this: the box

steals your identity. Not by force, but by convincing you that survival is the same as living. But it’s not. The truth is—you were never meant to live confined. You were not designed for boxes: you were designed for open spaces, for movement, for growth, for relationships that are safe, and futures that are hopeful.

Breaking out of the box is messy and slow. It requires courage. It requires safe people. It requires relearning what freedom feels like. But the cost of staying confined is always higher than the cost of breaking out. Because outside the box is where healing happens. Where identity can be rebuilt. Where trust can be restored. Where anger can soften

and hope can rise again.
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Edges that Pulled Me In

––––––––
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Let’s examine the first way we find ourselves inside a box — by unknowingly walking into it. We can inadvertently walk into a box by not truly listening to and trusting the counsel of others, whether it’s a parent, friend, or mentor. It could be by not following God—trusting Him—based on His Word and His Word alone. For some, we may hear from God, but instead of waiting on Him to move, we try to take matters into our own hands and then end up in a box, and then wonder how we ever got there. For some, it may mean not listening to the wisdom of others who have gone through a similar situation. For others, it may mean not observing and learning from the mistakes of other. These situations may sound like disobedience—our knowingly walking into a box. 

We have to look at the intent of the heart to

determine willful disobedience versus immaturity or the underdevelopment of the prefrontal cortex. The front part of the brain is responsible for executive functioning, and when it is not fully mature, it leads to difficulty with judgement, impulse control, planning and decision making. Studies from The National 

Library of Medicine suggest that a child’s brain doesn’t fully develop until the mid to late 20’s. The maturation of the brain is influenced by hormones like estrogen, progesterone, and testosterone, but also heredity and environment. With that in mind, impulsive behavior and poor decision making is not always willful disobedience, but the inability to understand the consequences of decisions, even after being given clear warnings.

I have seven grandchildren, ranging in ages from 3 years to 17 years. If I tell my 5-year-old grandson not to cross the street because he could get it by a car, he does not understand the consequences like serious injury or death. He doesn’t understand how that would affect his parents, siblings and extended family. Likewise, if I tell

my oldest granddaughter not to have sex because it could result in pregnancy, a sexually transmitted disease,   

feelings of guilt and depression, separation from God—all of which can affect her future—future relationships, 

self-esteem, trust issues, etc., she wouldn’t be able to see beyond the now. 

Even adults, with fully developed prefrontal cortex, sometimes can’t look beyond the now or what’s right in

front of them and see how one choice can alter their future and affect the lives of others around them. A marital affair, for example, whether impulsive or planned, not only affects the individuals in the affair, it affects the other spouses, children, families, friendships, church communities, jobs and career opportunities, just to name a few. 

A biblical example of unknowing walking into a box is witnessed in the story of Abraham and Sarah from the book of Genesis.  God made a promise to Abraham that he would make his seed (offspring) as the dust of the earth.  Some time went by and Sarah, Abraham’s wife did not conceive a child.  So, they decided to take matters into their own hands.  Sarah gave Abraham her handmaiden, Hagar, to bear a child for Abraham.  She conceived and bare Ishmael, but Ishmael was not the promised seed. 

Let’s stop here for just a moment. Was Abraham

and Sarah disobedient? Yes, of course they were, but

were they willfully disobeying God?  I don’t believe so.

They heard what God said about them having a son, and they believed they would have one, but they thought God needed their help.  Have you ever been in a situation where God has specifically told you 

something that was going to happen or given you a glimpse of the future, but instead of waiting on Him you tried to speed up the process? It’s not that we don’t love God, but sometimes with our limited minds and our nature, we find it difficult to completely trust God and trust that He has it already worked out for us.  Sometime we look at God the way we look at other people.  We see their shortcomings and we see how humans make promises they don’t keep and it’s hard to conceive of a God who is all knowing and all powerful and all loving.  

We may have believed in promises a parent, an employer, a teacher or mentor has made, and those promises were not kept, so we find it difficult to believe that a God we cannot see will fulfill His promise. But unlike mankind, according to Numbers 23:19, “God is not a man, that He should lie.”
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