“When I Broke Free”

(A Journey from Cocoon to Calling)

Introduction

Sometimes the greatest prisons are the ones we build ourselves —crafted from guilt, shame,
addiction, toxic relationships, or fear. They feel safe. Familiar. Even protective. But in time,
they begin to suffocate the life within us.

This poem was inspired by the image of a butterfly breaking free from its cocoon —an image
that mirrors the spiritual struggle we often face when stepping out of old patterns into the

freedom Christ has prepared for us.

But breaking free isn't easy.



[t requires truth. Surrender. The perseverance to face the pain.
And the courage to believe there’s more beyond what’s held us captive.

When I Broke Free is a personal and sacred song of deliverance. It moves from darkness into
light, from confinement into calling, and from silence into soaring. It reminds us that even in
our hardest battles, we are not alone —Jesus is with us in every tear, every struggle, every
trembling step.

And when freedom comes —
it is breathtaking.
It is holy.

It is real.

The Poem: “When I Broke Free”

(A Poem of Becoming)

I lived inside a fragile shell,

a place that looked so safe and well.
But deep within, I couldn’t move —
my wings untried, with none to prove.

It held me tight —my guilt, my shame,
the secret chains, the hidden blame.

The fears I fed, the lies I knew,
the voices saying, “This is you.”

At first, I learned to make it home —
a prison wrapped in flesh and bone.
But slowly, something in me stirred —
a longing born from a sacred word.

A whisper pressed against the wall:

“There’s more than this... you're meant to fly.”
But freedom’s fight is not so clean —

it tears through scars you've left unseen.

To break that shell, I had to bleed.
To face my pain. To choose. To need.
To name the things I hid in fear —
and let the truth draw nearer... near.

Each day I pushed, I met the strain —
the ache of growth, the sting, the strain.
But still I reached, and still T tried —

with trembling breath and tear-stained pride.

And oh, the moment it gave way —
that sacred crack of light and day.
I gasped the air I'd never known,
and knew, at last, I wasn'’t alone.



The prison broke. My lungs could fill.

I stretched my wings against God’s will.
And rising on the breath of grace,

I met the sunlight face to face.

What once had caged now gave me form.
What once felt dead was being reborn.
And now I soar where I once cried —

on winds of love I once denied.

I see a world I never knew —

with skies of gold and morning dew.
A future blooming from my pain,

a life rebuilt in Jesus’ name.

But hear me now —this joy I feel,
this light, this peace, this love that’s real —
was forged in fire, in tearful night,

with Christ beside me in the fight.

He bore the weight I could not bear.
He met me in that broken lair.
Each crack, each step, He walked me through —

until my soul could rise anew.

And now I fly —not just released,

but held by grace, by love, by peace.

No longer bound. No longer small.

In Christ, I've found the strength to fall —

into His arms, into His will,

into a life that’s being healed still.

From cocooned pain to wings stretched wide,
I rise, reborn, with Him inside.

Reflections

There’s something sacred about the struggle. It’s not just what we escape from —it’s what we
are becoming. God never wastes our pain. He meets us in it, walks with us through it, and
uses it to birth something more beautiful than we could imagine.

If you are still in the cocoon —don’t give up.
If you've just broken free —breathe deep.
If you're soaring —praise Him.

And remember: every tear, every wound, every trembling stretch toward freedom... He was
with you.



Scripture Meditations
“He brought me out into a spacious place; He rescued me becawse He delighted in me.” — Psalm 18:19
“So tf the Son sets you free, you will be free indeed.” — John 8:36

“But those who hope in the Lord will renew thecr atrength. They will soar on wings like eagles...”
— Isaiah 40:31



