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            "The hardest prison to escape is the one built in the mind, but faith, truth, and purpose can open any door."

Here are a few additional options in different tones:

Reflective

"Some sentences are handed down in court. Others are carried in silence for years."

Faith-based

"Whom the Son sets free is free indeed."— John 8:36

Redemptive

"I was not saved just to survive my story, but to be transformed by it."

Powerful and cinematic

"Bars can hold a body, but only fear can imprison a soul."
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Prelude

 

Listen to me, Heavenly Father, as I plead my case before You.  You are the one true and righteous Judge.  You reign as King over all kings, Ruler over all rulers, Lord over all lords.  So, as I approach You, I come humbly and yet boldly.  I come as a man guilty of sin, but innocent of this crime.  I plead my case before Your throne and ask You, you alone, to be my Judge and Jury.

 

This life sentence hangs above me, threatening to crush my very soul and extinguish my life.  It seeks to silence my voice and destroy my future.  You are the source of all truth.  So, I plead my case before You.

 

This life sentence does not merely incarcerate my body.  It is also the incarceration of the mind.  So plead with You, Heavenly Father, speak.  Speak loudly.  Speak clearly.  Speak so strongly that the thunders of your voice shake the chains from my wrists.  Speak and open the prison doors.  Speak and free me in the innermost parts of my soul.  

 

Your voice is the only sound I can hear in this moment of crisis and fear.  Hear my desperate cry, Heavenly Father, my Inner Voice, and war against those who war against me.  My heart is troubled, and yet I hear Your voice speak to me and remind me never to be afraid - to put all of my trust and all of my faith in You.

 

Be my Guide through this valley of the shadow of death. Rise, great King of the armies of heaven. Rise, Commander of angel warriors. Fight against those who fight against me.  Fight, oh God, and win the victory.  Take hold of Your shield and buckler and show Yourself healthy—strong and mighty.  Stand up for my help. Draw out also the spear and stop them who stand on the wayside ready to persecute me.

 

And now I say unto my soul and my mind, be at peace.  Cast off your cares.  Do not fear for the Lord is your salvation. I speak to those who seek my life.  You will be confounded and put to shame.  I declare to those who seek after my soul; you will be turned back and brought low. Your schemes and devices will turn to dust.  Your battle plan against me will be confused—all you who seek to devise my hurt. You will be as the chaff which the wind lifts and scatters to the four corners of the earth.

 

Now the Lord is coming.  Listen!  Hear his footsteps thunder over the clouds. Soon the Lord is coming.  Be still!  Feel the rumble of the angel armies riding on the wings of the night coming swiftly to my rescue.  Now the Lord is coming.  Look!  See his sword drawn and raised to the heavens.  His banners fly as he takes to the air.  

 

Flee from the presence of the Lord, you, my enemies.  See how He chases you.  Your way will be dark and slippery as you search for your escape.  The angel of the Lord will protect me as the armies of the Lord persecute you. 

 

Search, angel warriors, and find them where they hide. For they have laid their accusation without justification.  Without cause, my enemies have set a snare to entrap me. They had laid in wait as they hid to snag me with their net and throw me in a pit.  They have dug a bottomless hole for my soul without cause.  So, let destruction come upon them unawares, and let the snare that they have set for me catch them up and bring them low.  Let the same damage that they have fashioned for me befall them now.

 

Then I shall rejoice in You, Oh God, my rescue. My tongue shall praise Your name; my heart sings a new song, “I am saved.” For You did not leave me in despair. You did not let Your servant stand alone in the darkness.  But You came quickly to keep me with the light of Your great love.

 

My broken bones will fuse, and I will dance before You, Oh God, in whom I live to rejoice.  You are my salvation. You are my justification.  You are my exoneration.  If you declare that I am free, what chains can hold me?

All my bones shall cry out in praise to You, oh Lord, and exclaim my victory song.  Who is like unto thee, which delivers the poor from those who are too loud and mighty for fight?  Who is like the King of Heaven who aids the poor and the needy, saving him from those who would spoil him? 

 

False witnesses did rise; they laid to my charge things that I knew not. They rewarded me evil for my good to the spoiling of my soul. But Your truth stands forever.  Like a mighty fortress, your truth remained permanent and eternal.  

 

Where would I be without your love?  Who would come to help me but You, Heavenly Father? My soul was sick to the point of certain death. I should have gone to the grave and been covered by mother earth. The dirt should have been my blanket and the soil my food. But You revived me and called me to Your side.  

 

My clothes were a sackcloth. There were ashes on my head. But You traded my burlap for a shining robe of righteousness. I humbled my soul with fasting and released my words of prayer from my bosom. I lifted my voice to You.  My heart and my soul did I lift to You, Oh God. I put my faith in You as I bowed down to worship.

 

Even in my mourning, I made you my joy.  In my fasting, I made You my nourishment.  Though I grieved with heavy burdens as one that mourneth for his mother that has gone down into the grave, still I set my affections on You. Though mired in adversity, I clapped my hands in praise.

 

I watched from behind the prison walls as those who sought my life rejoiced.   They gathered themselves together and danced their wretched dances beside the hole they had dug for me. I knew not the day nor the hour when You would come.  But all of my hope was in You.  When there was no one else to help, I trusted You as my stronghold.  

 

I listened to their evening songs, declaring my end.  They poured out their wrath to me.  They extended their claws to tear at my flesh.  They never ceased to alarm me as they breathed out their threats.  They mocked me in their sacred feasts. They gnashed their teeth at me. Their bellies were hungry for my blood.

 

But You, Heavenly Father, would not look upon my misery any longer.  You honor those who have no honor.  You lift the head that is hanging low.  You rescue Your beloved from every kind of destruction.  You pull Your dear ones from the pit of the lions and set them in a safe place. 

 

Therefore, I will praise You forever.  I will give Thee my thanks in the great congregation: I will praise Thee among many people. For you, my God, have not let my enemies rejoice over my destruction: neither did You let them wink with the eye that looks on me with hatred without a cause. For they speak not the sweet words of peace; but they devise deceitful matters against those who are quiet in the land. They startle the docile sheep and fill their tranquil hearts with fear.  

 

I listened for them but heard no sounds. You have silenced them; their voices have grown still. Those who daily opened their mouths wide against me and said, “Aha, aha, our eye hath seen his destruction” are speaking no more. This Thou hast has seen, Oh Heavenly Father.  

Though the universe bows silently before You, you will not keep silent. You will shout on the earth. You will whisper in my innermost being. You, my InnerVoice, will remind me that You are not far from me. You have stirred from Your resting place and have awakened to my judgment. You have given Your ear unto my cause, my God and my Lord. Judge me, O Lord my God, according to Thy righteousness.  You alone are worthy of my thanks for You will not let the wicked rejoice over me. You had heard the silent words of their hearts when they said, “Ah, so would we have it.”  But you have spoiled the plan of the spoiler and destroyed the way of the destroyer.  You will not let the evil ones swallow me up. 

 

Let them forever be put to shame and brought to confusion together that rejoice at my hurt; let them find disgrace and dishonor that magnify themselves against me. We will shout for joy, and be glad, that favor my righteous cause: yea, let them say continually, “The Lord God is glorified, which has pleasure in the prosperity of his servant.”  My tongue shall speak of Thy righteousness and praise all day long.

 

One who gains strength by overcoming obstacles possesses the only power which can overcome adversity.

~Albert Schweitzer

 

 

 

 


CHAPTER ONE – Out of Body Experience

 

 

In a moment, everything changed.  It was all so confusing. At this moment, I wasn’t sure if I was in this world or some other.  What was happening with my body? I felt a strange, warm tingle that let me know something about me had changed even though I could not figure out what it was.  As I looked from left to right, I could see everyone crowding around and looking down at something on the ground. I asked, what is wrong? But no one answered. It was as if they didn’t see or hear me. I reached out for the hands of my friends, but I was unable to touch anyone. My hand passed over them like I was a gust of wind.

As I looked around, I saw Matt and Sarah reaching their hands to the heavens.  They turned to everyone around them, pleading with them to do the same. Tears spilled out of their eyes as their breaths quickened.  Something was seriously wrong.

“Sarah, what is it?” I pleaded.  “What’s wrong? Tell me.  What is everyone looking at?”

She did not answer.  She did not even look in my direction.  She just placed her hands on her head and lifted her eyes to the heavens.

 

Peter was still standing on stage, with a puzzled look.  He had always been the jokester of our group.  I could imagine he was asking himself, “Was my joke that funny that someone laughed himself out of his seat and onto the floor?” 

I wondered if he was trying to play a prank on me.  But he rushed from the stage to the spot where everyone gathered. His smile was gone, and a look of sheer panic had replaced it.  Someone was in severe distress.  

Everyone began to pray over the person on the floor.  I took a few steps closer to the situation to see who it was and figure out a way to help.  All I could see were lifeless legs and arms.  I craned my neck to get a glimpse of the face.  But it was blocked by the bodies of the people in the crowd.

I realized I had to do something to help. Even though I was feeling strange, I wanted to step in and do my part to assist this man on the ground.  I walked a step closer to the crowd and reached out to place my hand on the shoulder of the person standing to my right.  But my hand just swept through them.  Horrified, I reached for the person on my left.  She turned to hug the man on my left, and her body passed right through me.  I felt a strong wind and a current of electricity as her body went through my form.  I was shocked.

For a moment, I was frozen.  What could be happening to me?  I took four more steps forward, effortlessly passing through the people standing in front of me.  That’s when I saw the face of the man on the ground. He was wearing my clothes. He had my legs. My arms.  It was my body lying there, lifeless on the ground.

What was happening?  I turned to the crowd, which was mobilized for action. People were running in every direction. Several people were on their cell phones. Many were kneeling at my side, praying. Others were running through the aisles with their hands in the air crying out to God for help. I was not sure if my spirit had already left my body. I realized I was in spirit form seeing all of this like it was a dream.

