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Where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is freedom. And we all, with unveiled faces, behold His glory, being transformed into the same image from glory to glory - by the Spirit of the Lord. 

-  2 Corinthians 3 : 17 - 18




Dedication:

To my beloved wife -Your unwavering strength, quiet intercession, and fearless love have been the steady fire behind every word I write. You have stood not only beside me, but before me in battle, covering me when I had no words, no answers, no strength left to give.

To my children - You are not simply the legacy I leave behind; you are the arrows I send forward. Your faith, your sacrifice, and your joy have made this journey holy. You have ministered not just as sons and daughters, but as carriers of the same mantle - overcomers in your own right.

This book was never written by one man. 

It is the sound of a family in covenant with heaven. 

A house determined to live the message we preach. 

Together, we not only survived but also thrived. 

We overcame.

Kirkland M. Rite

Foreword

By Adam S. Bradford,

In maintaining a good relationship, especially that of marriage, one must remind their significant other of how important they are, and in return, be reminded of their worth as well. In the essence of time, we can become despondent to that critical need with the daily grind of life’s itineraries, thus taking for granted the presence and purpose of those around us, and even the purpose of ourselves. In becoming carried away with the worries of this world, we tend to lose focus of our freedom that was bestowed upon us at the cross and our identity that followed in the Resurrection. We begin to forget our well-washed worth as we return only to wallow about in the filthy mire, in which its chains of shame lie in wait much like that of the high priest Joshua in the book of Zechariah, hoping to adorn us as well with dung-covered rags along with the accusations of Satan.

But as Joshua felt the love of God cleanse and re-clothe him in the presence of the heavenly hosts, reminding Israel of His love and commitment, we are also reminded in the book of Lamentations that the mercies of the Lord are renewed every morning. Kirkland’s book is a love letter from God, reminding the reader that they are loved well beyond the lies that this broken world has entangled them with. Kirkland gives many insightful examples into his life’s ministry that I could relate to, and especially that of his childhood experience with his parents that had weighed heavily on him into his adult life.

May this book be a blessing of freedom and that of unwavering peace that surpasses all understanding to all who read it. ​

Adam Bradford, 

Author of 

The United States of Apostasy

We Have Seen Them

Encounters of Destiny

The Angel’s Winepress

When the Last Cowboy is Gone

The Law of The Lamb.
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​The Sound of Broken Chains 
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The chains are already broken. Jesus shattered them at the cross. But people will try to heap those fragments back onto you, until you begin to wear broken chains as if they still bind you. This book will teach you to drop what has already been destroyed, to refuse the prison of shame, and to walk unchained in your true design.

Chains are not always forged from iron. Some are forged from whispers, from labels, from memories that refuse to die. They are the invisible shackles that cling to your name, wrapping themselves around your future until you believe you will never be free.

But this is why Jesus came. At the cross, He broke the chains no man could carry, crushing the written verdict that stood against us and nailing it to the wood. In that moment, He stripped the powers and made a public spectacle of them (Colossians 2:14-15). If you have not yet found that freedom, know this: it is not far from you. It is found in a born-again encounter with Jesus, the new birth that opens the eyes to see the Kingdom (John 3:3). In Him, the old self is buried, and what rises is not patched together but brand new  -  a restored image, a resurrected design (2 Corinthians 5:17).

I know a man who lived beneath such chains. His story is not neat or polished. At eighteen, one decision - immature, regrettable, and life-altering - branded him with a scarlet letter. He confessed. He repented. He faced his sentence. But when his time was done, the sentence did not end. Everywhere he went, the whispers followed. The registry marked his name, but worse than that, religion marked his soul. Pastors told him, “Your ministry is over.” Congregations looked at him not with mercy, but with suspicion. Even when he lifted his hands in worship, he felt their eyes weighing him down.

He was born again - remade by God - yet treated as if the old man still lived. Free in Christ but chained in the courts of human opinion.

Perhaps you know that weight. Perhaps you, too, have been reduced to the worst thing you ever did, or the cruelest rumor ever spread about you. Perhaps your name has been dragged through the mud until it feels nailed to your skin. Perhaps you know the sting of sitting in the back row, praying no one notices you, afraid the spotlight might reveal your scars.

Religion whispers, “You are finished.” Shame hisses, “You will never change.” But the Spirit of God declares, “Your design is eternal, and My call is irrevocable.”

You can almost hear it. 

The faint rattle of metal against stone. The dragging echo of links that were never meant to be carried this long.

Some chains are forged by others  -  words spoken in anger, labels handed down by family, judgments carved into your name by religion or culture. Some chains we forge ourselves  -  through sin, through compromise, through shame that won’t release its grip.

And though Jesus shattered those chains at the cross, many of us still live as though they are intact. We drag what has already been destroyed. We allow people to heap them back upon our shoulders. We decorate them. We normalize them. We make prisons of our past and call them home.

But the voice of heaven still whispers, urgent and tender: “You were not born for bondage. You were born again for freedom.”

Beyond Forgiveness

The message of this book is not merely that you can be forgiven  -  though forgiveness is wondrous. The heartbeat of Unchained is that you can be reborn. You can be resurrected into the image you were always meant to carry.

As David Webb describes, the new birth is not the invention of a new man but the resurrection of the original design  -  the restoration of humanity’s first nature before sin distorted it. (Webb, 2025b)​[1] The “new creation” Paul speaks of is really the original blueprint God dreamed before the foundation of the world. To be born again is to be awakened  -  not into something foreign, but into something familiar. It is God breathing again into dust, reviving what was buried, restoring what was broken.

When you are born again, you are not patched up. You are not merely pardoned. You are restored. Reconstructed. Resurrected. You are not a broken version limping forward - you are a son, a daughter, reborn into the family you were always destined to belong to.

This is not about polishing your image. It is not about pretending your chains are harmless. It is not even about forgiveness alone.

But let this be clear: the gospel does not declare, “You are perfect as you are.” That is the lie of a culture that wants affirmation without transformation. The cross is not God’s stamp of approval on the old man; it is His verdict of death upon it. The old nature must be crucified with its lusts and affections (Galatians 5:24). What rises is not the self that sinned, but the self reborn - the new creation, the resurrected image, the garden nature restored.

Do not polish your chains and call them jewelry. Do not hang your shackles around your neck and call them personality. The cross is not for decoration; it is for execution. And what it kills, Christ raises brand new.

Romans 8:15 says it plainly: “The Spirit you received does not make you slaves, so that you live in fear again; rather, the Spirit you received brought about your adoption to sonship.” The Spirit does not hand you a probation card. He hands you a birth certificate. He does not give you permission to live small; He gives you power to live as an heir.

The Man I Know

I think again of the man I know. When the world said, “Sit down and do nothing,” he obeyed a greater voice that said, “Rise and build.” He and his wife opened the doors of a small church in a borrowed building. He did not want a stage; he wanted a place for the broken to gather. People came. Lives changed. Over the years, thousands repented, were baptized, and experienced the Spirit of God in ways they had never known. 

And yet - even in the midst of revival, the whispers chased him. His past became a weapon in the mouths of religious people. Threats came against his life. He was told again and again, “Your name disqualifies you.”

But God whispered something else. One night, in the silence of his despair, he heard the Spirit say, “You are My treasure in a field. You are My pearl of great price. I sold everything to purchase you” (Matthew 13:44-46).

That man learned that freedom does not come from erasing your past but from refusing to let your past define your name. His story is proof that the Kingdom does not choose the qualified - it resurrects the broken.
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THE CHAINS WE CARRY

You may not carry his story, but you carry your own. Different details, same chains.

For some, it is the memory of failure. For others, the betrayal of someone you trusted. For still others, it is the gnawing shame of addiction, divorce, abuse, or rejection. We learn to wear masks and call them personalities. We learn to bury wounds and call them maturity. But inside, the chains rattle every time we try to move forward.

This book is written for you. For the one who wonders if they will always be defined by what was done to them. For the one who fears they will always be remembered for what they did. For the one who feels more like an exile than a child of God.

Unchained is not for the polished. It is for the marked. For the misfits. For the remnant who will not settle for religion that entertains their wounds but never heals them.
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THE PROMISE

From the very beginning, God breathed His image into humanity (Genesis 1:26-27). He called us sons and daughters. Sin tried to distort that image, but the cross was never about giving you a role to play - it was about giving you back your name. Jesus did not come to make bad people behave better. He came to resurrect dead people into life. To awaken the overcomer inside you that has been buried under shame.

And so the Spirit still whispers: “You are not what you did. You are not what they said. You are not the label. You are My design, reborn. My child, resurrected. My treasure, restored.”

This book is not a manual of self-help or hollow affirmations. It is a call to resurrection. It will not teach you how to decorate your chains; it will show you how to leave them in the grave. It will not whisper, “You are fine as you are”; it will thunder, “You are a new creation in Christ.”

This book will teach you to drop what has already been destroyed, to refuse the prison of shame, and to walk unchained in your true design. It will train you to hear the difference between the old man’s voice and the Spirit’s. It will call forth your new nature, not affirm your fallen one.

This book will walk with you into the places where shame hides. It will confront the lies that have been whispered over your life. It will call you back to the higher ground of your true design. And it will echo the decree of Heaven over your soul:

Unchained.

Invocation

Breathe, child of God - lay the weight down. The chains you brought here cannot follow you out. You are more than whispers and labels; you are Heaven’s design, reborn in fire, resurrected in love.

So I speak this over you now in the name of Jesus:

Rise.

Remember.

Return to your original name.

Let every false verdict be silenced. Let every chain of shame shatter. Let the King’s whisper be the only voice that holds you: “You are Mine. You are free. You are unchained.”

Lord, break every chain of false affirmation that would tether us to the flesh. Silence echoes of past chains. Teach us to die with You and to rise with You, to walk in the Spirit and not the flesh. Destroy the lies of our old man’s sentence and declare the new creation’s truth. Let this book be an altar where shackles fall and a training ground where sons and daughters stand.

Amen.
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​​Who Am I Really?  
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Sit with this for a moment: The most important question of your life isn’t, “What am I supposed to do?” or “Where should I go?” The question echoing beneath every heartbeat is simpler  -  but far more powerful:

Who am I?

We spend so much of our lives chasing titles and roles. We collect them like trophies on a dusty shelf: son, daughter, employee, leader, failure, overachiever, outsider, star.

Sometimes, we don’t even realize we’re wearing them. We slip them on so naturally, like an old coat. We accept them from voices that never truly knew us - teachers, parents, ex-lovers, bosses, critics, or that harsh inner narrator whispering late at night. We start believing these labels define us.

But when the noise fades, when you’re alone and staring at the ceiling in the dark, there it is - that whisper:

Who am I really?

––––––––
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THE WEIGHT OF A NAME

I still remember a Christmas when I was five years old. It’s woven into me like a hidden thread in a favorite shirt.

That year, I had a rare chance to go to the store alone with my mom. For a little boy, that felt like a private adventure, like stepping into a grown-up world where you’re trusted and seen.

We were picking out a Christmas gift for my brother. My mom chose a record player, and though I didn’t fully grasp its magic yet, I knew it was important.

At the checkout, she knelt down, locked her eyes onto mine - sharp, soft, and sacred all at once - and said, “Don’t tell your brother what it is.”

I nodded so hard it felt like my head might pop off. In that moment, I felt like a soldier entrusted with a nation’s secrets. My chest swelled with pride.

But secrets are heavy, especially when you’re small. They rattle around in your chest, hum in your mind, and burn on your tongue.

As Christmas got closer, my brother started his gentle, crafty questioning: “What is it? Tell me just one thing! Just a tiny hint!”

At first, I stood strong. I wore my secret like armor. But then, in a tiny crack of weakness, I let it slip.

“It plays records,” I blurted out.

His eyes went wide, his whole face lighting up like a fireworks show. “It’s a record player!” he yelled, then bolted out of the room, practically flying with excitement.

I stood frozen, my heart crashing like waves in a storm. The secret I’d sworn to guard had slipped right through my small hands.

My dad didn’t yell. He didn’t slam doors or deliver harsh lectures. He looked at me with steady, quiet eyes that saw all the way through me.

Then he spoke words that etched themselves into my spirit:

“That’s not what Rites do.”

It wasn’t about a gift. It wasn’t even about obedience. It was about identity  -  about what it meant to carry the Rite name.

In that moment, I understood that being a son wasn’t just about sharing a last name or sitting at the same dinner table. It was about carrying a legacy. It was about trust. It was about living in a way that honored the family name, a name bigger than just me.

Names We Carry

Many of us walk through life carrying names and labels we didn’t choose: Rejected. Unworthy. Not enough. Too broken.

We pick up these names from moments of failure, from words spoken in anger, from relationships that fell apart, from the dark corners of our own minds. Some names hold a weight that shapes the course of our lives.

But there is a better name waiting for you - a name whispered over your soul since before you took your first breath.

When you are born again, you receive a new identity. You aren’t just handed a spiritual insurance policy or a ticket out of trouble. You are given a new name, a new spirit, a new breath.

Scripture says you were made in God’s image (Genesis 1:27). Let that sink in. The same God who carved oceans and designed sunsets, who calls stars by name and holds galaxies together - He made you to reflect Him.

When you are born again, His breath ignites something inside you that was asleep for too long. You don’t become a slightly improved version of your old self; you become a brand-new creation (2 Corinthians 5:17).

As Kevin Rice explains in Cultivating the New Nature: “In Greek, the word for ‘regeneration’ is paliggenesia... meaning ‘again’ + ‘birth, beginning.’ Through the new birth, God has re-Genesis-ed mankind, restoring the spiritual man back to the original garden nature He intended at creation.” (Rice, 2023a) ​[2]

The old man - the flesh with its sins, verdicts, and false names - is not affirmed. It is crucified. Buried. What God raises is not the self that sinned, but the self reborn: Spirit-born, resurrected, alive.

This is not about polishing your image or hiding flaws better. It is about resurrection. The spark of the divine nature of God, breathed into you from creation, comes alive. Your old self dies - the self that carried all those false names and heavy labels - and a new, radiant, Spirit-born you rises.

The Whisper of Belonging

I remember one night when I was alone, after a particularly hard day. I felt empty. All the old voices came roaring back: “You’re failing. You’re not enough. You’ll never get it right.”

But in that stillness, I felt a deeper whisper. It was gentle but unyielding, like a steady hand on my shoulder:

“You’re Mine. You’re My child. You carry My breath. You are loved beyond measure.”

I broke. Not in a way that destroyed me, but in a way that set me free.

The new name God gives you isn’t earned by behavior or religious performance. It’s a gift, freely given because He loves you.

David Webb once wrote: “You are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, God’s own possession... Heaven has already recorded your name.” (Webb, 2025c) ​[3] 

You don’t need to claw your way into God’s favor. You simply step into who you already are.

Living From Belovedness

Henri Nouwen wrote, “Your true identity is as a child of God. This is the identity you have to accept. Once you claim it and settle in it, you can live your life as one who is deeply loved.” (Nouwen, 1992)​[4]

Brennan Manning echoed: “Define yourself radically as one beloved by God. This is the true self. Every other identity is illusion.” (Manning, 1994)​[5]
And as Kevin Rice expands in Cultivating the New Nature: “Each newborn child of God has such great potential that a single chapter couldn’t begin to explain what a newborn is capable of becoming.” (Rice, 2023a)​[6]
You don’t live for approval. You live from belovedness. You don’t strive for identity. You walk in it. 

And when you say, “I am,” you are not echoing the fallen man that must be crucified. You are echoing the resurrected voice of your new nature. God does not affirm the old self; He buries it. What He raises is holy, Spirit-born, and free.

The Father’s Voice

The first sound you ever knew was not the cry of your birth - it was the voice that called you mine. Before your name was spoken on earth, it was written in Heaven. You were never abandoned to wander through this world trying to earn belonging. You were born into a Father’s gaze that never looked away.

The world will try to rename you. Failure. Forgotten. Forsaken. But the Father still whispers over every wound: “You are My child.” Not a project. Not a problem. A son. A daughter. A living reflection of His own breath.

You are not the orphan trying to find a home; you are the home He chooses to dwell in. The Spirit within you cries, “Abba, Father,” and Heaven answers back, “Yes, you are Mine.” (Romans 8:15-16)

So lift your head. You were never meant to scrape for identity - you were meant to walk in inheritance. Let the chains of confusion fall. Let the noise of unworthiness fade. Hear it again, the same words that framed creation and still echo through redemption:


“I will not leave you comfortless; I will come to you.” (John 14:18) You are His. Always have been. Always will be.
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#IAmHis 

#SpiritBorn 

#Unchained

Apostolic Equipping:

How to Speak Identity Over Others

When someone speaks from the old nature - words of shame, regret, or self-condemnation - do not agree with it. The cross has buried that voice. Instead, answer with the truth of the Spirit-born life:

	To a spouse weighed down by failure: “That old verdict is dead. You are alive in Christ, chosen and beloved.”

	To a child wrestling with fear: “Fear belongs to the old self. You are Spirit-filled, brave, and never alone.”

	To a friend drowning in regret: “Your past was crucified with Christ. What lives now is forgiven, new, and free.”


We do not echo the voice of the flesh; we declare the resurrection life of the Spirit. This is how chains
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