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    This book is dedicated to every believer who has whispered, "I am not free." To the ones who fought in silence, to the families repeating cycles, to the souls weary of pretending—this scroll is for you. May your cry be heard, your chains broken, and your song restored.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "He brought them out of darkness and the shadow of death, and broke their chains in pieces." — Psalm 107:14
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Chapter One: Chains Remembered
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Before I knew the word deliverance, I knew the feeling of chains.

Not iron on wrists—worse. The kind you can’t photograph, the kind that clink in the mind when you’re smiling in public, the kind that rattle in your chest when you try to sleep. Invisible. Heavy. Familiar.

People said, “You’re strong.” I learned how to hold my breath under water and call it peace. I learned how to function with a storm inside and call it faith. I learned how to make excellence my disguise while torment made a home behind my ribs.

My chains had names.

One was fear—not the useful sort that keeps you from touching fire, but the kind that invents fires in rooms without candles. It rehearsed disaster like a choir practice. What if. What if. What if. Fear was a playwright, and my imagination became its stage.

Another was shame. Shame is not guilt; guilt says, “You did wrong.” Shame says, “You are wrong.” It waited by the mirror in the morning, sat at my desk in the afternoon, crawled into my sheets at night. It remembered things God had forgiven and recited them like scripture, except its voice was condemnation, not truth.

Then there was anger. Polite on the outside, volcanic beneath. I called it boundaries; Heaven called it bondage. Anger taught me to build rooms with no doors, to keep everyone far enough that they could not wound me again. Of course, that meant no one could hold me either.

Lust lived in the dark corners—part hunger, part anesthesia. It promised warmth and delivered winter. It numbed what I refused to grieve. I repented a thousand times and still returned, not because I loved it, but because a chain tugged when I tried to walk away.

Control wore a suit and carried a planner. It was the respectable chain—the busy bondage. I called it stewardship; it called me god. If everything was perfect, maybe the panic would stop. So I worshiped schedules and offered sacrifices on the altar of outcomes.

And behind them all, the old family stories: familiar spirits wearing last names. Patterns that showed up like relatives at holidays—poverty mindsets, sudden rages, private addictions, the ache of fatherlessness, the hush of secrets. We said “it runs in the family” as if our blood were the author. We forgot to say, “It ran until the blood of Jesus stood in the road.”

I did not always know these were spirits. I thought they were me. When bondage lasts long enough, it forges an ID card. You stop saying, “I battle fear,” and start saying, “I am anxious.” You stop saying, “I feel shame,” and start saying, “I am broken.” Chains love to rename you.
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