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17

1

Freedom from 
the Cycle of Abuse

I have started seminars with this question: “In the short time that I am 
here, if I really got to know you, would I like you? I mean, really got 
to know you intimately?” 
I once asked a seminary class that question, and a student responded, 

“You’d feel sorry for me!” It was said in jest, but it captured the perspective 
of many who live in emotional isolation. Lost in their loneliness and pain, 
they cling to a thin ray of hope that somehow God will break through 
their fog of despair. 

Here is my answer to that question: I think I would, but not because 
of any great qualities you or I may have. God has taken up residence in me, 
and He reaches out to everyone who has been abused. Th e system has not 
been kind to them. Th e parents who were supposed to provide the nur-
turing love and acceptance they needed were, instead, the cause of their 
plight. Th e church they clung to for hope didn’t seem to have the answers 
they were looking for.

Such is the case of our fi rst testimony. I had never met Molly before I 
received a rather lengthy letter sharing her newly found freedom in Christ. 
Months later I had the privilege to meet her. I expected to see a broken-
down, dumpy human being. Instead, the person who had lunch with my 
wife and me was a professional, intelligent, and attractive woman.

You will form your own mental picture as you hear her story. I did 
not personally provide counseling for Molly. She found her freedom by 
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The Bondage Breaker—The nexT STep18

watching the Freedom in Christ course on video in Sunday school. She 
is the product of a dysfunctional family and an inept church. Millions of 
people who are living in bondage would joyfully step into freedom if their 
churches showed them who they are in Christ and helped them resolve 
their personal and spiritual conflicts.

My whole life has changed since I attended the Freedom in Christ 
course. The source of my lifelong bondages became clear to me for 
the first time. I am 40 years old, and I feel that I have just reached the 
promised land.

I was born in a rural community in grassroots USA to two of the 
meanest people I have ever met. My father was a farmer with very 
little education who married my mother at a young age. He was one 
of 15 children in a family plagued by mental illness. My mother’s family 
is unstable as well, but they deny there is a problem.

The bright spot among my relatives was my grandmother. I’m sure 
that without her, I would have gone over the edge long ago. She was a 
saint, and I knew she loved me.

I was the firstborn, but my parents had been married for 12 years 
when I was born. In my first memory of them together, my mom 
locked my dad outside at night. I can still see the fierce expression on 
his face as he looked at me through the door and yelled, “Molly! Open 
the door and let me in!” 

My mom, who was standing directly behind me, screamed, “Don’t 
you dare open that door!”

One evening, as my mother and father were getting ready to go 
out, my one-year-old sister and I were in their bed, probably waiting for 
a babysitter. Suddenly I saw an evil appearance, exactly like the classic 
red devil, dancing at the end of the bed. I was petrified and felt com-
pelled not to tell anyone exactly what I was seeing.

I called my mother, crying as I told her only that something was in 
the room. She replied, “There’s nothing here.” I pulled up the covers so 
I couldn’t see the end of the bed as she turned out the light and left 
the room. I stayed under the bedcovers for a long time, afraid to look 
out. When I did, the presence was still there, laughing.

My mother and father divorced when I was four. Later, I remem-
ber the two of them meeting on the street, stopping to chat, and my 

Bondage Breaker—the Next Step.indd   18 11/29/10   2:05 PM

Copyrighted material 



Freedom from the Cycle of Abuse 19

daddy asking my mother if he could have my sister.   Those words felt 
like a knife going through my heart because they meant that my father 
did not want me.

The voices probably started then: Your father doesn’t even want 
you. And it was true. He told me all through my life that I was just like 
my mother. I knew what that meant because he hated her. She was a 
rageaholic, and her outbursts of anger terrorized me.

When I was about six, I was at my dad’s house, and an aunt said to 
him, “Molly looks like you.” Instantly, his whole demeanor changed, and 
he stood up and screamed at her,   “She looks exactly like her mother! I 
lived with that woman for sixteen years, and she looks like her mother ! ” 
With that, he stomped out of the house, and I felt a sharp pain shoot 
through my chest.

Members of our family thought my mother might harm us. Once 
when my mother was really bad, an aunt came to our home and stood 
outside one of our windows. She was watching over us because she 
worried about our safety. Mother cursed us a lot of the time and totally 
controlled our lives. She had no friends, no love or tenderness, and 
she often said her life would have been a lot better without me. She 
resented us, and we were a bother to her.

In the next couple of years, Mom became even more bitter and 
mean. For the remainder of my years with her, I feared for my life. 
Though I didn’t know much about the spiritual world, I felt even then 
that Satan was involved in our home.

A time came when I would not eat my food unless my mother ate 
hers first because I was so afraid she would poison us. I can’t describe 
the terror of being a child who always lived with a foreboding threat of 
danger.   Though some of our relatives feared for us as well, they feared 
her more, so they never did anything about it.

When I was 14, my mother decided that I’d lost something, and she 
refused to listen when I tried to tell her that I never had it. She beat 
and cursed me from six in the evening until one in the morning, mak-
ing me go from room to room. I even had to go outside in the dark 
and rummage through the trash, searching over and over again for the 
item. I guess she finally got tired and went to bed. I was looking for the 
top to the toothpaste tube!

After that incident, we went to our monthly visit with our dad. He 

Bondage Breaker—the Next Step.indd   19 11/29/10   2:05 PM

Copyrighted material 



The Bondage Breaker—The nexT STep20

probably would have seen us more, but his new wife ranted and raved 
the whole time we were with them. She treated us much the same 
way our mother did. On the way home, my mind suddenly blanked out. 
I could not remember who I was or who all the people in the car were.  
A huge lump welled up in my throat, and I was so scared, I couldn’t talk. 
Then, just as suddenly, when Dad turned onto our street, my mem-
ory came flooding back. Oh, how I hated walking back into my hellish 
home, but there was nowhere else to go. 

Through all of this, I desperately wanted the love of my father and 
mother.  All the way into my thirties, I called my mom every day even 
though she would often slam the phone in my ear. I was still trying to 
get her to love me.

When I was quite young, one of my uncles, who had a number 
of children of his own, occasionally came over to our house and took 
me out.  Apparently, it never occurred to my mother to be cautious 
and question why he would do that. From the time I was four until I 
was seven, he fondled me and threatened to tell my mother that I was 
smoking cigarettes if I told her what he did. I remember feeling tremen-
dous guilt, thinking I should have said no, but I was too afraid to.

After that I became addicted to masturbation, a problem that I 
never could control until I found my freedom in Christ. That sexual 
desire has tried to come back, but now I know what to do about it. I 
just proclaim aloud who I am as a child of God and tell Satan and his 
evil cohorts to leave me. The compulsion leaves immediately.

Recently, I decided to tell someone about that sexual addiction so 
I would be accountable. I chose one of my friends from a Bible study, 
and she said, “I’ve always had that problem too.”   We cried together, and 
I told her of my victory over that demonic influence and all the violent 
sexual thoughts that went along with it. I rejoice now that I no longer 
have to be subject to the evil presence associated with that act and its 
overwhelming power. In Christ, I am free to choose not to sin in that way.

Life got even worse as I grew older. I don’t remember when, but I 
started to pray that God would not let me lose my mind and end up in 
an institution. I knew that could happen very easily because I had been 
hearing voices as long as I could remember. I had seen movies like The 
Three Faces of Eve, in which people lost touch with reality, and I could 
see how that could happen to me.
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Freedom from the Cycle of Abuse 21

We had no spiritual life. My mother totally rejected Christianity and 
wouldn’t let me talk about it with her. My dad went to church every 
Sunday but was extremely legalistic—a trap I later fell into. I began 
attending a neighborhood church as a teenager and became very legal-
istic, doing everything they told me to do to make sure I would be 
happy when I was older.

At the age of 14, I asked Jesus Christ to be my Savior, and I was 
thrilled. I couldn’t wait to learn all I could about Him. The first time I 
went to a youth group, they distributed some books and gave us an 
assignment to do. By the next week, I had answered all the questions 
and purchased a notebook. Someone saw that I had completed the 
work and yelled out, “Look, everybody, she even answered the ques-
tions.” The whole group laughed, and I never did another assignment.

Sunday school was worse.  A lot of girls in our church were wealthy, 
and everyone in our Sunday school class was in a sorority except me 
and one other girl. We would call each other every Sunday morning 
to be sure we would both be there because the others didn’t talk to 
us, and neither of us wanted to be there alone.

All during this time I was plagued by terrible thoughts. You’re ugly. 
You’re disgusting. You’re unworthy. God couldn’t possibly love you. My life 
seemed to have a way of making me believe that about myself.

The oppression, depression, and condemning voices continued, but 
no one knew. I had no one to talk to. I thought I was getting what I 
deserved. When I tried to tell people what my mother was like, they 
either didn’t understand or responded inappropriately. Once I con-
fided in a Sunday school teacher, and she said, “Let’s go talk to your 
mother.”   That struck icy fear in my heart because I knew what I would 
get from my mother after the teacher left, so I wouldn’t do it. I was 
too terrified.

I lived by a code of self-effort, trying to please my mother to keep 
her from becoming angry. I believed that God put me where I was, and 
if I could stand suffering, be obedient, and live a good life and not sin, 
He would let me find happiness when I got married. My goal was to 
have a Christian home and a Christian husband so I could find happi-
ness and a secure place where no one would abuse me.

The summer after my senior year I met a man I had seen at our 
high school graduation, and it was love at first sight. He was the man I 
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would marry for happiness ten months later, when I was 19. We were 
in church every Sunday and every Wednesday night, and we went to 
everything else there was to attend. But we had no friends and were 
never invited to anyone’s home.

Our church didn’t offer premarital counseling, and marriage was 
a big shock. I had saved myself for marriage, but I hated sex. Within a 
week, my husband began straying away, sometimes for a weekend. We 
moved into an apartment, and with the boxes still unpacked he simply 
left to play golf and be with his friends.

That was the final straw after a lifetime of never having felt loved by 
anyone. My self-esteem was so low that when I realized my husband 
didn’t care anymore, I just went to bed and sank into a deep depres-
sion. Three weeks later, I felt convicted and got up. I thought, How could 
he love me? He couldn’t respect someone who clung to him and tried to 
hold on for dear life to his every move. So I tried to change and make our 
marriage work. Somehow, we managed to stay together for 15 years 
of conflict, rejection, and pain. We vacillated between living a legalis-
tic pretense of Christianity and completely turning our backs on God.

I hoped having a child would bring happiness, and when I couldn’t 
get pregnant, I started seeing doctors. When my 50-year-old doctor 
was kind and held my hand, I felt he was just being fatherly. But then he 
fondled me while I was on the examination table. Later, when I devel-
oped a lump in my breast, I went to another doctor, and he did some-
thing similar.

I wasn’t the kind of person who was flirty; I could hardly look 
another person in the eye. I believe that is just the way Satan works, 
using others to bring evil into our lives when we are vulnerable. I 
felt so uncomfortable while these things were happening, but being 
uncomfortable was normal for me. Later, one of my friends who 
worked in a law firm called and told me that one of those doctors 
had done the same thing to someone else and was being sued. That’s 
when I finally knew that it wasn’t me, and I was relieved of some of the 
doubts about myself. My thought processes were so wrong that I just 
didn’t know what was right.

I finally got pregnant and was catapulted into motherhood. Not 
very long after that, my husband came home one night and said, “All 
the guys at work talk about girls and sex, so I spend most of my time 
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with Linda. She goes to our church and is a Christian, and I go on 
breaks with her.” He asked if I minded, and I said I didn’t.

My friends had warned me that he was seeing other women, but I 
wouldn’t believe it. I just said, “He wouldn’t do that.” That was my way 
of dealing with it because I wanted to avoid the pain of finding out that 
he was unfaithful. Eventually he left me for Linda.

When my husband walked out and left me with two babies, I gave 
up on God and blamed Him for all the pain. I learned in church that 
the way to happiness for a single girl was to marry a Christian, and I 
had done that. Now I was angry at God, and for six years I ignored Him.

My mother urged me, “Do something. Don’t just sit there with 
your life. Do something even if it is wrong.”

The people from work wanted me to go to the bar with them, and 
though I had never been to a bar, I went and soon got into that life-
style. I had never intended to date seamy people, but the lowest class 
of people made me feel better. I even went to bars where some of the 
people had no teeth! I guess that was the only place I felt okay about 
myself because they were worse off than I was.

I was still bound by legalism and sometimes would try to go to 
church, but it took a herculean effort. On Friday evenings I would go 
to the bar, and when my kids came home from visiting their father on 
Saturday, I would go back to being a good little mother. On Sunday I 
would try to take them to church, but when I did, I felt like a nail was 
being driven into my temple. I had always had a lot of headaches, but 
this pain was excruciating. Sometimes I would get sick and have to 
leave, and once I threw up in the car, so I finally quit going to church.

I remember one of the last sermons I heard. The preacher said, 
“There is a downward spiral. When it starts, the circle is really big and 
things are moving slowly at the top.  As it goes down, things get closer 
and closer together and go faster and faster until they are out of con-
trol. But you can prevent the downward spiral by not taking that first 
step.”

I had already taken that first step. Things did get out of control, and 
I couldn’t stop. When I got depressed, I would go to the bar and some-
one would say something nice to me. I would have a drink, and tem-
porarily I didn’t feel so bad. I found plenty of acceptance at the bar but 
very little at church. I had been in church regularly since I was 14, but I 
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never had a close friend. I was so withdrawn and people didn’t seem 
to reach out, so I just sat there, miserable and alone.

I was in such a bad place in my life. In the bars, people got into knife 
fights and sometimes pulled a gun. But as time passed, I sunk to the 
place where I would even go and drink by myself and ignore the dan-
ger. I really didn’t care anymore what happened.

I had a brush with cancer, which frightened me, so I thought maybe 
God was stomping on me to get my attention. So I quit the bars and 
went back to church. But after a year I forgot my cancer scare and 
slipped back into my old lifestyle. I was living such a lie that it was inev-
itable. I had always had a strong conscience before, but at that time I 
remember thinking, I don’t even feel bad about this.

I was miserable and thought of suicide, but I was such a chicken I 
couldn’t do it. My life was so out of control that when I met a man at 
the bar who wanted to marry me, I rushed headlong into it. I didn’t 
ask God what He thought about it because I knew what His answer 
would be, and I didn’t care. The guy was still married when I first met 
him and was a client where I worked. I was so afraid he would men-
tion that he knew me from the bar—I wanted to keep that part of my 
life secret. I married him out of desperation to find happiness, but we 
were only together for two years.

Even before that marriage, I had slipped back into a legalistic cycle 
in which I tried to control everything. We went to church, and I made 
sure my husband read everything I wanted him to read. But he was 
more sick than I was and very weak, with no sense of his own identity. 
In the beginning, I could control everything. But when his two daugh-
ters came to live with us, all hell broke loose. Their mother had been in 
a mental hospital and was now living in a lesbian relationship. The girls 
were totally without discipline, and I decided I was going to save them, 
but my efforts blew up in my face.

I asked my husband to leave because I knew he was planning to 
leave me anyway, and I wanted to get the jump on him. I filed for 
divorce, but then I couldn’t sleep at night, and I stopped the proceed-
ings. I knew it was wrong. I told him that he could get a divorce if he 
wanted to, but I never heard from him again. 

My second husband and I did go for counseling, but no one was 
able to help us. They didn’t acknowledge the reality of the spiritual 
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world, so how could they help us? They just patted us on the hand and 
said everything would be all right.

Finally, my last counselor did acknowledge that I was in a spiritual 
battle. I told him repeatedly about my fear of dying, my thoughts of sui-
cide, my inability to feel loved by God, my cloud of despair that over-
whelmed me when I came home…but he didn’t seem to know how 
to help me.

He asked me if I loved God, and I said, “I don’t know.” He responded, 
“Well, I know you do.” I told him that the only God I knew was up in 
heaven with a hammer waiting to beat me. He argued with me that 
God was not like that, but it didn’t help.

I didn’t tell him about the big black spider I saw as I woke up in the 
mornings. It’s incredible while it is happening. I convinced myself I was 
having a nightmare with my eyes wide open.

I got to the point where I couldn’t stand pretending anymore. I 
would cry all weekend and pray, “God, I can’t pretend anymore that I’m 
okay.” I would get up when the kids came home from their weekend 
and put on my good-mother act. The truth was that all weekend I lay 
on the couch in utter blackness. I didn’t open the windows and never 
went out. I never talked to anybody because of the voices in my head: 
They don’t want to talk with you. They don’t like you. I never realized that I 
was paying attention to deceiving spirits.

I would do okay at work, but the second I walked in the door at 
night, a cloud was waiting there to engulf me. I would usually just lay on 
the couch again, feeling miserable. Menial things like going to the gro-
cery store were really difficult because I thought all the people there 
hated me.

I kept going to the last counselor because I was desperate and 
couldn’t keep up the pretense any longer. I was even crying at work. 
I told my counselor, “I’m losing my mind. I’m miserable. I can’t go on.”

He gave me a book to read, but it never got to the core of the 
problem.  Although it spoke of Christ, there was no resolution; there 
was only hope if you could go to one of their clinics it described. How-
ever, the book did refer to malignant codependency, and I knew that 
was me: no friends, totally isolated, living a lie, not knowing who I was. 
That terrified me. 

After I read the book, I went to my counselor and said, “This is me.” 
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I was on the verge of suicide, but he simply told me to come back in 
two weeks. I tried to get into the clinic but couldn’t because I didn’t 
have the money they required.

My sister was also going through serious problems at the time, but 
she couldn’t go to the counselor at our church because she wasn’t a 
member. They were so overloaded they couldn’t take nonmembers. 
My counselor recommended a class for children of dysfunctional fami-
lies at another church. I wanted to go too, but it was hard to start over 
with a new group of people.

When the weekend came, my children went away, and I spent all 
Friday night and all day Saturday on the couch, totally depressed and 
eating nothing but popcorn. By Sunday the thought came that I should 
attend the class. Nothing in the world could have been harder to do, 
but somehow I gathered the courage to go. I attended regularly and 
it helped a lot. It was so good to have friends even though they were 
sick themselves. 

One of my new friends invited me to a different class where they 
were showing a video series by Neil.  As I watched the video, my 
mouth fell open and I found myself saying repeatedly, “This is the truth.” 
After the first visit, I wouldn’t have missed that class for anything. Once 
I even went when I was sick because nothing in my life had given me 
such hope.

When I heard Neil talk about people hearing voices, I was so 
excited because I’d finally found someone who knew what I was expe-
riencing. Then he talked about Zechariah 3, where Satan accuses the 
high priest and the Lord says, “I rebuke you, Satan.” That truth set me 
free. I thought, I can do that.

I realized I had been deceived by the father of lies. He had been 
accusing me all my life, and I had never stood against him. I learned 
that because I am alive in Christ and seated with Him in heaven, I have 
authority to resist deceiving spirits and reject Satan’s lies. I left that eve-
ning floating on air. 

The depression is gone, the voices are gone…even the huge spider- 
like object I have been seeing in my room for the past ten years when 
I wake up is gone!

My employer gave me the Resolving Personal and Spiritual Con-
flicts audio series (based on Neil’s first two books, Victory over the 
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Darkness and The Bondage Breaker) for Christmas, and I have been lis-
tening to them over and over again. There’s light in my mind where 
there was darkness before. I love the light now and open the curtains 
and windows to let it shine in. I really am a new person! I have people 
into my home for a Bible study with the CDs, something I couldn’t 
have done before.

As I look back over my life, I see that the messages I got from my 
family were all negative. I can’t remember really feeling love in my life 
until I saw the video series and realized that God loves me just as I am.

Before I found my freedom in Christ, I was behaving just as my 
mother had, going into rages with my kids and then hating myself after-
ward. That is so rare now, and my children feel comfortable with me.

I’m not like I was; I’m being healed. When I see myself falling back 
into old habits or thought patterns, I know what to do. I don’t have to 
grovel in self-pity.  At each point of conflict I can recognize the lies and 
deception and then stand against them by deliberately choosing what 
I now know to be true.

My goal is to be the kind of parent God wants me to be, and I 
believe He will make up for all the years the locusts have eaten (   Joel 
2:24-25). 

How People Live
Nobody can consistently behave in a way that is inconsistent with 

what they believe about themselves. Molly believed that she wasn’t any 
good, that nobody wanted her, that she wasn’t worthy of love. She was liv-
ing a distorted life, foisted on her by abused and abusive parents. The cycle 
of abuse would have continued on to her children if the grace of God had 
not intervened. People will remain products of their past unless they are 
given opportunities to become new creations in Christ. 

When I hear a story like this—and I hear a lot of them—I just pray 
that people like Molly could be hugged by someone in a healthy way for 
every time they have been touched wrongly. As a parent I want to apol-
ogize to her for the poor parenting she received. As a professional man I 
want to ask her forgiveness for the way men have raped her and touched 
her inappropriately. That was not her fault; it was due to the sickness of 
men who see women as sex objects instead of children of God who are 
created in His image.
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Stopping the Abusive Cycle
As believers, we have the power we need to live productive lives, and 

we have the authority we need to resist the devil. People like Molly are not 
the problem, they are victims—victimized by the god of this world, by 
abusive parents, by a cruel society, and by legalistic churches.

How do we stop this cycle of abuse? We lead people to Christ and help 
them establish their identity as children of God. We teach them the reality 
of the spiritual world, and encourage them to walk by faith in the power 
of the Holy Spirit. We provide them an opportunity to resolve their per-
sonal and spiritual conflicts through genuine repentance and faith in God. 
We do that by becoming the pastors, parents, and friends God wants us 
to be. We share Jesus’ compassion for those who suffer: “It is not those 
who are healthy who need a physician, but those who are sick. But go and 
learn what this means, ‘I desire compassion, and not sacrifice,’ for I did not 
come to call the righteous, but sinners” (Matthew 9:12-13).

The Path Back to God
I am not advocating a quick fix for difficult problems. Processing the 

Steps to Freedom in Christ can take hours, and that is not the end. In fact, 
it only affords a new beginning toward maturity in Christ. Growth can-
not occur until the conflicts are resolved. You can’t mature in Christ if you 
believe a pack of lies about yourself and God. You can’t grow if you are 
holding on to bitterness and won’t forgive as Christ has forgiven you. You 
are not going to make progress in your journey if you are prideful, because 
God opposes the proud. The message to the church is, repent and believe. 
A failure to do so only leaves us in bondage to sin. 

Helping people to recognize deception and counterfeit guidance and 
to choose the truth isn’t simple. Getting them in touch with their emo-
tional pain and helping them forgive their abusers isn’t easy. Helping them 
overcome their problems of pride, rebellion, and sin requires godly love 
and acceptance.

Many people are able to process the Steps to Freedom in Christ on their 
own as Molly did because Christ is the Wonderful Counselor. However, 
many others need the assistance of godly encouragers who understand the 
grace of God and have the knowledge of His ways. Discipleship Counsel-
ing relies on the presence of God and the leading of the Holy Spirit.
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We are suffering from a paralysis of analysis. A perfect diagnosis of the 
problem does not provide the answer. If I were lost in a maze, I wouldn’t 
want someone to explain to me all the intricacies of mazes and then give 
me coping skills so I can survive in the maze. I certainly wouldn’t need a 
legalistic Christian scolding me for getting in the maze in the first place. 
I would desire and desperately need clear directions out of there. People 
don’t like living in bondage, especially when they don’t have to. God sent 
His Son as our Savior, provided the Scriptures as a road map, and sent the 
Holy Spirit to guide us. People all over the world are dying in a lifeless 
maze for want of someone to gently show them the way, the truth, and 
the life.
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