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I never thought that prison would be part of my 
story or that I would be sentenced to death row. I 
grew up in a big city and my parents made sure I had 

a good education.1 My family had a business where we 
made and sold handcrafted tents—our biggest contract 
often being the military. I grew up learning the business 
and eventually started my own contracting business with 
tent making and leather goods.2 I grew up with strict, 
religious parents and I knew the Old Testament and had 
memorized most of it.3 I believed that God would some-
day send a Savior who would overcome the power of evil 
in the world, but I did not believe Jesus was this Savior. 
I was convinced that what Christians were saying about 
Jesus wasn’t true, that it was interfering with God’s plan, 
and that I should do everything possible to prevent their 
movement and message from growing.4

I became a violent man in my pursuit to oppose 
Christianity. I was so obsessed with persecuting them 
that I even hunted them down in other cities.5 I watched 
in approval, guarding the coats of my friends, as they 
murdered a Christian.6 I went from house to house, 
breathing out murderous threats and dragging men and 
women who claimed Christianity out of their homes and 
throwing them in prison.7

But something happened that radically changed my 
life. One day I was traveling to another city to arrest more 
Christians, when a blinding light flashed all around me, 
knocking me and those traveling with me to the ground. 
As I was laying on the ground, I heard a voice say, “Why 
are you persecuting me?”8

I didn’t know who was talking to me. All I could do 
was call out, “Who are you?” And that same voice an-
swered back, “I am Jesus, the one you are persecuting. 
Get up because I have a job for you. I’m sending you to 
open the eyes of people and turn them from the darkness 
to the light and from the power of Satan to God, so that 
through their faith in me they will have their sins forgiven 
and receive their place among God’s chosen people.”9

The men who were traveling with me were shocked. 
They could hear the sound but couldn’t see anyone. As I 

got up from the ground, I realized that I was unable to see 
anything. I was completely blind! They had to take me 
by the hand and help me the rest of the trip. We made it 
to our destination city, but I was still blind for three days. 
My original purpose for traveling to this city was to arrest 
Christians, but after that encounter with Jesus, I knew my 
assignment had to change. I waited for help, for confir-
mation of what to do next. Finally, a man came to see me. 
He told me that the same voice that came to me also came 
to him with instructions to come to the very house where 
I was staying and pray for me. This man told me that I 
would be a witness to all people of what I had seen and 
heard, which confirmed everything that the voice of Jesus 
said to me. It was the confirmation I had been waiting 
for. As soon as this man prayed for me, something like 
scales fell from my eyes and I could see again.10 

After this, I got baptized and became a Christian. Ev-
erything in my life changed. I had come to know the truth 
about Jesus and I began telling everyone who would listen 
that Jesus had been sent by God to overcome the power 
of sin and evil in the world, to make a way for everyone 
to be made right with God and be forever forgiven and 
accepted into God’s family. For years, I traveled from city 
to city preaching about this.11 But there were still many 
people who hated Christians, and many times people  
attempted to kill me. The tables had turned, and instead 
of me dragging people to prison, I was thrown in prison 
myself. More than once I was severely beaten. One time 
stones were thrown at me until I was unconscious and 
left for dead.12

My fellow prisoners, I know what it’s like to be hated 
by people. I know what it’s like to go hungry, to suffer 
physically, to have my feet in cuffs and chains, to be 
locked away to die in prison. I have been crushed and 
overwhelmed beyond what I felt I could endure.13 I have 
been a miserable person…wanting to do what is right but 
inevitably doing wrong. There has been a power with-
in me that has been at war with my mind making me a 
slave to sin. But thank God, the power of God’s Spirit 
lives within me and I have been freed from the power of 

sin.14 And this freedom is available to you too. Whatever 
your sin, forgiveness is available to you. Whatever your 
prison—shame, guilt, fear, anger, bitterness, pride—true 
freedom is available to you.15

My friends, I am absolutely convinced that nothing—
nothing alive or dead, angelic or demonic, fears of today 
or worries about tomorrow, not even the powers of hell—
can get between us and God’s love.16 So, be encouraged. 
Forget the past and look forward to what lies ahead.17  

Remember that even if you are knocked down and 
pressed on every side by trouble, you are never aban-
doned by God.18  n

This story is adapted from the Bible about the life of the Apostle 
Paul. Paul lived 2,000 years ago and is the author of nearly 
half of the New Testament of the Bible.
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Come unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden and I will give you rest.   MATTHEW 11:28
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PSALM 128:1-2

I was born in the Harlem Hospital in New York City 
the youngest of five children. When I was three 
years old, we moved to West Virginia. My parents 

were divorced at that time. My mom was our rock. She 
was a school teacher and my grandmother watched us 
while my mother was working. One day my grandmother 
called my mother and said she had lost me. I was four or 
five years old. They found me walking up the hill towards 
the church with my Bible.  I told them I was going to the 
church to preach. 

I was always good in school and stayed busy with 
sports and academics. I was raised in church. I sang and 
played guitar in church. We had a group called the Gospel 
PJs. We would go to revivals and sing. I was saved at the 
age of 15. The following year, I preached my first sermon 
on Easter Sunday as a tribute to my grandmother, who 
was a pastor for 54 years. After that sermon, everyone 
said, “You are going to be a minister.” 

I went to college and started doing some drinking on 

the weekends. I was veering off the path but still going to 
church. In 1999, I moved to Charlotte, North Carolina for 
a job. After that job ended, I started working in a bar. It 
was here that I was introduced to drugs. I never became 
addicted, but I was trying anything that was coming my 
way. I met my wife in Charlotte and we ended up moving 
back to West Virginia where I finished up college. We 
were married in 2003 and had our first child in 2004. I 
opened a construction business to support our family. I 
worked 60–70 hours a week and then came home and 
did everything I could to care for the children. My wife 
and I were both still in college at that time. My marriage 
didn’t work and I left for good in 2013. I moved back to 
stay with my mom and found a job. Within a month and 
a half, I was a team leader and this caused problems with 
my co-workers. They told lies on me and I lost my job. I 
decided to move to Kentucky. I took what little money I 
had and bought drugs and started selling them. I sold for 
two years and got arrested in 2015. I was facing 40 years 

for trafficking heroin and cocaine and pills and import-
ing drugs into the state. I pled out to four years and they 
dropped the importing because they couldn’t prove that. 
I spent 6 and a half months in jail waiting for them to 
reduce my bond until my mom could bond me out. I did 
20 months lock up time and 2 months on parole. 

In August 2017, my jail had a riot and I was moved to 
a jail in another county in Kentucky. While there, I de-
cided to take a substance abuse program. That was God’s 
doing. There were three fellows who brought church into 
the substance abuse program every Thursday. One of 
them, who is now my pastor, told me he saw a light in 
me from the first time he saw me. I went to these church 
services religiously. One of my buddies that I had been 
locked up with had lost faith in God at nine years old. I 
was working with another buddy to help bring him back 
to God. I prayed and prayed for him to get saved. In Jan-
uary, it happened. I realized then that God still heard my 
prayers. After that, I talked to God and gave him control. 
When I tried to do things on my own, it always went bad, 
so I decided to give God control of my life. 

I started praying and reading my Bible even before 
I would eat. God showed me more favor by letting me 
talk to my kids. I had only been able to talk to my kids 
once since 2013. In March of 2018, I reached out to my 
wife thinking she wouldn’t let me talk to my children and 
right then and there she let me talk to my children on the 
phone. I knew that it had to be God that changed her. 
In June of 2018, I was released from jail on my youngest 
son’s birthday and I was able to call him as a free man. I 
was released to the emergency homeless shelter and this 
was my choice. I wanted to humble myself and learn more. 
The week I got paroled out I went to the church of the 
pastor that had been to see me each week in prison. I wanted 
to see what his congregation was like. They didn’t shun 
me. They just wanted to help me. I continued going back. 

In July 2018, I recommitted myself to the Lord. The 
Lord had been so good to me and shown me so much fa-
vor. On August 4 2018, I lost my mother. I hadn’t gotten to 
see her since I had been out. The day that I found out she 
had passed, I was with someone from the church and we 
were out car shopping to buy me a vehicle. I didn’t know 
how things would go when I lost my mother. She was my 
girl. But God gave me the strength to pull through. He 

ended up showing me more favor after that. Two days 
before my mom’s funeral, people from my church that I 
barely knew, bought me a vehicle. A seventy-six-year-old 
man picked it out for me, and I love it.  Because of this, I 
was able to drive myself to my mom’s funeral instead of 
having to bum a ride. It meant a lot to have that dignity 
at my mom’s funeral. God has continued to bless me and 
given me the strength to go on. Two days after we buried 
my mother I got baptized. I was saved at 15 but never 
baptized. 

A couple from my church gave me my first odd job. 
We hit it off and they call me their son now. I worked odd 
jobs for other people in the church and if I was in a pinch 
and couldn’t pay something, someone in the church 
would help me. In October 2018, I moved out of the shel-
ter into my own place. I was still working odd jobs and 
dealing with closing my mom’s estate. I applied for some 
counseling jobs and was thinking about a case manage-
ment job. Even though I had sold drugs for a living, I saw 
what drugs did to people while I was locked up. It both-
ered me and I was determined to do something about it. 
I applied for a case management position at a residen-
tial substance abuse at a women’s facility. I didn’t get the 
job but I didn’t stop believing that God had something 
for me. In January of 2019, a pastor and I made a trip 
to the corporate headquarters of an addiction recovery 
company and my pastor knew someone high up in the 
leadership. We hit it right off. The CEO of the company 
came over to talk to us. He asked if I had any degrees and 
I said “Yes, I have two, a degree in psychology and one in 
biology.” He said, “That sounds like case management.”

This was on a Friday. On Monday, I got a call that one 
of the case managers had resigned with their company 
and a position was open. This was at the very location 
that the CEO had mentioned to me on Friday. I got the

continued on page 9

Blessed are all who fear the Lord,
   who walk in obedience to him.
You will eat the fruit of your labor;
   blessings and prosperity will be yours.
                                                    PSALM 128:2 
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EPHESIANS 3:20

Both my parents were IV users of cocaine. I grew 
up with people buying dope and selling dope in 
our house. Before I would go to sleep at night, 

I had to go check in the living room because my mom 
would snort Xanax and would have a lit cigarette and 
nod off at night. Her covers had burn holes all over it 
from her cigarettes. When I would get home from school, 
my parents would say, “Son, go play. Go find something 
to do. We’re busy. There’s people here.” Unconsciously, 
they imparted to me, “Listen, we are too busy pursuing 
our own pleasure. You go and find something that pleases 
you.” I had no respect and no character. 

My mom and dad went through a very bad divorce. I 
moved in with my grandmother. She was a single moth-
er herself. She stayed married after her husband left her 
and she raised her children. She was an amazing woman 
of God. She was a source of light for us and the glue for 
our family. My grandmother loved me. She took me to 
church. I said a lot of prayers in church—basically fire in-

surance. I prayed, “God, save me, but You know that I’m 
going to continue to do bad things. Please keep me out 
of hell.” There was no transformation in my life. Every 
morning she woke me up crying and praying to God for 
me. Every night, I would walk past her bedroom and she 
would have her Bible open and would be on her knees 
praying for me. But I hated her because she was trying 
to implement correction and structure in my life. I didn’t 
respect her and didn’t respond well to her attempts for 
correction and structure. Eventually, I ended up in the 
foster system moving from home to home. 

If you had asked me what I wanted to do in life, I 
would have said I had no goal. I just knew I never wanted 
to be like my parents. I never wanted to be a drug addict. 
I would talk bad about my friends who smoked weed, 
but one day a friend offered it to me and I tried it out and 
thought I was going to die. And then later they asked me 
to do it again, and I thought since I had already done it 
once, I might as well. I became a pot head and I smoked 

it every day. I loved it more than anything on earth. My 
freshman year of high school, the greatest desire of my 
heart was getting high. 

I got kicked out of school as a junior. I was running 
the streets and hanging out with older guys who were 
fighting and sleeping with girls. I didn’t know how to be 
good. I didn’t know what good looked like. My only goal 
was to leave behind a legacy of being one of the wildest, 
craziest, baddest people from my community. I was fight-
ing all the time. I wanted people to respect and fear me. I 
got introduced to pills, and because I did it once, I did it 
again. When I was 18 years old, I woke up in jail. I had no 
idea what I did. I didn’t remember. The guard said I had 
robbed a store. The judge gave me two years in prison. 
I was thrown in a cell with ruthless men at 18 years old. 
I had this ego that I was hard and bad and liked to fight. 
One day I had men stomping me and beating me, and I 
realized I’m not bad and I don’t like to fight. Sometimes 
you have to suffer like a child to become a man. I under-
stood that being tough doesn’t make you a man. I now 
realize if you think that fighting has anything to do with 
manhood, it is because you are immature. I served out 
my two-year sentence, and while I was there my dad 
showed up to visit me. I hadn’t seen him for a long time. 
He was crying and I said, “What are you doing here?” “I 
found your mother dead this morning. She overdosed.” 

I can remember standing over her casket in shackles. 
It was the first time I realized I was messed up. I couldn’t 
shed a tear. I was empty. I thought I was crazy, that I was 
insane. Years later, I found out that when you live every 
day for the pleasure of yourself, over time you lose all 
ability to care for other people and have compassion for 
other people. You become empty.  That’s where I was at 
18 years old. The only thing I cared about at that funeral 
was how to get drugs. 

I went through the two years of jail and then hit the 
streets. When I got out, I felt that I was that much more 
hard-core than anybody else. I learned to be a thief and 
learned to manufacture meth. I went back to prison for 
two years for burglary. From age 18 to 22, I served four 
years in prison. When I came out at 22, I hit rock bot-

tom. I was a junkie. I had shot up in jail where there was 
one needle with 15 guys. I caught Hepatitis C. When I hit 
the streets, I started shooting up everything. The thing 
I liked best was bath salts. This really messed me up. 
I woke up in a mental institution where they told me I 
wouldn’t recover. I was diagnosed with non-recoverable 
psychosis with depression. I was suicidal. I was constant-
ly searching to figure out who I was. 

I got out of the mental institution with a bunch of pills 
and medication. I was still breaking into homes, but I 
couldn’t carry on conversation. I went back to jail and got 
put in the hole because I was crazy and had flooded the 
cell. I banged my head against the walls and took a piece 
of tile from the floor and cut my forehead. I was contem-
plating how I would kill myself. But before I killed myself, 
I realized I had never really laid my life down to God. I 
said, “God, I will give You everything—girls, weed, drugs. 
If you have to break my neck or break my legs, whatever 
You have to do to me to save me, do it—but if You fail 
me, I will hit hell wide open.” I wasn’t instantly a new 
creation in that moment. But I began to read the Bible 
and for the first time in my life, I understood everything 
I was reading. I began to go to church in jail. When I got 
out of prison, I moved back in with my dad. I started 
going to church every time it was open and even cut the 
church grass on Thursdays. But I was still struggling with 
drugs and girls. I would be back at the church crying my 
eyes out at the altar, asking God to forgive me. One day 
the pastor sat me down and said, “Something has got to 
give. There is a place called Teen Challenge and I think 
it could really help you.” But I didn’t put any hope in  
rehab. I thought, “If I can’t get what I need in church, I’m 
not going to get it.” But he said, “I’m not asking you to 
go to a rehab to get off drugs. I am asking you to go to a 
discipleship program to get the tools you need to get off 
the streets.” When I came to Teen Challenge, I left every-
thing behind to follow Christ. It wasn’t to get sober, it was 
to completely follow Jesus. And with that mindset, God 
transformed everything about me. I have no desires for 
drugs, smoking, or alcohol. I am a new creation.

continued on page 19

Now all glory to God, who is able, through his mighty power at work within us,  
to accomplish infinitely more than we might ask or think.   EPHESIANS 3:20 
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PHILIPPIANS 4:13

I was number seven of a ten-kid family. I started 
life out asking myself why everybody else had more 
than I did. What did I do to deserve this kind of life? 

My life of crime started. By the time I was 11 years old, 
I was sentenced to a place called Glenview School for 
Troubled Boys. Now it’s a golf course. We needed the golf 
course more I guess. I was there for six months and then 
they sent me back home. There was no change in me. I 
was back in and out of different facilities for years. One 
time I came home to find my family had moved away. At 
11 years old, I picked up alcohol to ease the pain. Then 
came porn and drugs and older women, much older, 
which at the time I thought was cool. I was just a kid and 
having sexual fantasies with 35-year-old females. I didn’t 
know at the time that they were abusing me. 

I would rob homes to fill my addictions. In that time, 
a lot of people left their doors unlocked, and the homes 
I would break into would have plenty of what I had need 
of. It consumed me. Years would pass without much 

change. More alcohol, porn, and women. I had alcohol 
poisoning twice. I married—one, two, three times—and 
had two beautiful children, a son and a daughter. But I 
continued to fill my life with sex, drugs, and rock and 
roll. Satan gave me everything that I thought I needed. 
I had a girlfriend 18 years younger than me when I was 
55 years old. That gave me an ego boost. I would sleep in 
her bed six nights a week and go bar hopping every night. 
Sometimes I got on a plane and would go to another state 
to party. I had a job and money in the bank to support 
my lifestyle. One year alone I spent $80K partying. 

A wife and a girlfriend was not enough. I would visit 
streetwalkers. I found out later that I did not have girl 
problems, I had sin problems. 

I still felt it wasn’t enough. Things started to get way 
out of control. I would try anything to satisfy the hunger 
in me. 

BOOM!! Depression set in. My wife of 35 years or so 
started going to church and got saved. She started praying 

with the church for me. It got to the point where some of 
the church people stopped praying for me. They told my 
wife to give up on me. They told her, “It’s not working. 
He’s not coming in. He is too far gone. Divorce him and 
move on.” My wife reminded them of God’s promise to 
her, “Your husband is coming in.” She would not quit. 
My depression got worse. I would be in a club, elbow to 
elbow with people, bouncing off of them, and I felt all 
alone. 

One day I made up my mind to take my life. I went to 
everyone I loved (a very short list) and told them what 
I was about to do. I didn’t want them to hear about it on 
the news. I wanted to give them a chance to say goodbye. 
I have a two-drawer file cabinet, and while I was sitting 
in my chair, I placed my feet on top of it. I leaned back in 
my chair and placed a .44 Magnum deep in my mouth. I 
didn’t want to relive another day like so many days I had 
lived before. I tried hard to pull the trigger, but I could 
not. I couldn’t do it not knowing God or His plan for me. 

I used to think harshly of people who took their lives. 
I thought of them as weak, sissies, punks. I found out that 
taking my life was one of the hardest things I have ever 
tried to do. 

I called out to God.
He heard me.
I started going to church just to get my wife off my 

back but fell in love with Jesus. I invited Him to visit me 
in my dreams. I gave Him full control of my life. I trust 
Him in all things. Because of Him, I can face tomorrow. 
Because of Him, I have been set free. 

If the Son sets you free, you will be free indeed ( John 
8:36).

Through Him I preach His gospel in jail every Sunday. 
I have contact with inmates almost every day. It has been 
nine years and counting. I have had no depression, no 
drugs, no porn, no alcohol, and only one woman (my 
wife). I have no desires of this world. Thank you, Jesus 
Christ.   n

job and began doing case management. I feel like God 
placed me in case management so He could speak to peo-
ple through me to give them hope, to know that someone 
still loves them. It wasn’t a job. It was a privilege. I enjoyed 
every bit of it. In less than six months, God blessed me 
with a promotion. I became the campus director of the 
biggest men’s facility my company has to date with 120-
150 clients and 70 employees. “You have been faithful 
with a few things; I will put you in charge of many things.” 
Matthew 25:23

God has also restored my relationships with my chil-
dren. They still live in West Virginia with their mother. 

They want me to move to be closer but I want to stay 
where I believe God has me. 

We don’t know what God’s plan is for us but He has a 
plan for each one of us. If you put God first, He can take 
you from the pit to the palace. I was there in the pit and 
look where he has brought me. He blesses us abundantly 
and exceedingly more than we can imagine. People ask 
“How can you have so much joy? You’re always smiling.” 
I know that God’s always got me. No matter what you 
have done or where you have been, God is always going 
to love you. He will never turn His back on you.   n

           I can do all things through Christ who gives me strength.   PHILIPPIANS 4:13 

PSALM 128:2 (continued from page 5)
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COLOSSIANS 1:13

I was raised in a single parent home. I was the sec-
ond youngest of six kids. My father died when I 
was ten and I only saw him maybe two times. My 

mom dragged us to church, but I hated it and she had 
to force me to go—which is interesting because when I 
was young, God told my mom that I was going to be a 
preacher. We were a happy, close-knit family. 

My senior year in high school I had a near-death car 
accident. My brother worked in Tennessee and they had 
a factory league basketball team. My mom told me not 
to go. But I did, and as soon as I crossed the line from 
Kentucky into Tennessee a man in a big truck hauling 
tobacco ran a stop sign and t-boned my car on the side. 
My car was an ’84 Dodge Omni hatchback that I had 
worked hard at White Castle to pay for. When I came 
to, I was on the side of the car. A registered nurse on her 
way home from work stopped and made me sit still until 
an ambulance came. The car was totaled and I had many 
serious injuries. My mom fainted when she saw me at 

the hospital. 
Six months later, I was a freshman at college. There 

was a tunnel under the four-lane road to get from the 
dorms to the gym where we played basketball, but it 
was much easier to cross the street. The president of the 
university warned us that we were no longer allowed to 
cross the street to shoot ball, and that night several of 
us disregarded that rule and crossed the street. A man 
in a truck was coming up the road. He stopped to let us 
cross. He had two dogs in the back of his truck. I went 
around the back of the truck, and one of the dogs went 
crazy and chased me onto the sidewalk, then back into 
the road right into the path of a Honda Prelude going 
about 65 miles per hour. The car hit my leg and threw 
me in the air and I landed on my face. I had three hairline 
fractures in my pelvis, and the muscles and ligaments in 
my thigh and leg were torn in two. They told me I would 
never have children and that I would walk with a limp 
for the rest of my life. That meant I couldn’t play basket-

ball, and I wasn’t good with that. I was supposed to try 
out for the basketball team two days later. Again, a reg-
istered nurse who just got off work was the first one on 
the scene. Again, the doctors said they didn’t know how 
I survived. I didn’t realize God was working in my life at 
that time. I did hydrotherapy in the swimming pool, and 
a month later I was dunking a basketball again. I became 
known at the college as the one who got run over by the 
car. Fear and depression set in and my roommate said if I 
smoked weed I would feel better. Marijuana was like the 
answer to everything, and I went so deep into addiction. 
My mom said this is the point when she lost her son.

I thought God was trying to kill me with the two  
accidents as a punishment. An evangelist came and did a 
church service at the campus and my cousin begged me 
to go. I went but sat way in back, and when he was done 
preaching, it felt like everyone turned and looked at me 
during the altar call. My cousin walked me down to the  

altar and the preacher bent down and we were face to 
face. “Young man, did you come to give your life to Jesus?” 
I said “No, I just want to know why God is trying to 
kill me.” I was crying. “Young man, God is not trying to 
kill you. He’s the one that been keeping you alive. God is 
good.” I turned around and left. That was the first time 
I had ever heard someone say, “God is good.” I thought 
God was a long-bearded man who was ready to beat me 
with a club.

My sophomore year, my marijuana addiction was 
growing and I added alcohol, women, and porn. I got 
kicked out of college for having weed in my room. It 
was the first time I ever went to jail. They marched us 
through campus with handcuffs. The judge said, “What’s 
going to happen when you go home?” I said, “My mom’s 
going to kill me.” He said, “The president already said 
you are kicked out of school. Go home and tell your mom 
why you got kicked out of school.” When I knocked on 
my mom’s door she said, “What are you doing here?” 
I told her I got kicked out of school. She said, “I don’t 

know who you are. I sent my son to get an education.” 
She slammed the door in my face. I went back to White 
Castle to work and lived out of my car for two weeks. 
My oldest brother found out and gave me a little money, 
and I got my first apartment. It was party central—weed, 
women, and alcohol every night. Someone taught me 
how to cook crack and I started selling it. With cocaine 
came violence and fighting and a lifestyle that makes you 
feel invincible. We robbed rival drug dealers. Fights were 
non-stop. I got shot one night at a house party. The next 
morning I was sitting out on the curb and drinking a beer 
and a woman from the neighborhood started talking to 
me. We eventually got married and became like Bonnie 
and Clyde, living a life of crime.  

I kept selling drugs, but we had a daughter, and I  
decided that I wanted a different lifestyle. I wanted to buy 
a townhome, but when I filled out the application they 
found out there was a warrant for my arrest. They told 

me to come in and fill out more paperwork, and when 
I did, the sheriff was waiting on me. I had cocaine and 
weed on me. They had indictments on me for trafficking. 
They gave me possession charges. I went to court in June 
1998. I took a 12 plea and they gave me 10 years for traf-
ficking and two years for possession and ran it together. I 
remember being so depressed. I had an eight-month-old 
daughter. She had been with me all the time. Even when 
I was making drug deals she would be in the back seat. 
On June 6, I took a plea deal for 12 years, and June 8 my 
cousin and me were in a cell smoking a joint. He was 
trying to convince me to go to church that night. He said, 
“We need to get out of the cell.” “I’m not going.” He said, 
“They’re going to have women there.” I said, “They’re  
going to have the women? Yep, I’m going.” This just doesn’t 
happen in jail—having the men and women together. I 
believe that this exception happened to get me to go to 
church that night. 

Sure enough, they had the women sitting in a row of
continued on next page

          For he has rescued us from the kingdom of darkness and  
                 transferred us into the Kingdom of his dear Son.   COLOSSIANS 1:13 
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chairs facing the men. I immediately saw a woman looking 
pretty good. I was plotting in my mind about how I  could
get close to her. A preacher walked in and stood next to 
me. He was dressed just like I dressed when I was on 
the street—white T-shirt and Dickey jeans. He started 
preaching and he had my attention. There was a pres-
ence in the room I hadn’t felt before. He preached on the 
blood of Christ and how it can make your life new. I was 
on the edge of my chair. I was crying. I was a mess, and 
jail is the last place you want to cry. The preacher walked 
over to me and said, “Young man, you are the man God 
sent me here for tonight.” “Yes sir.” The preacher said, “I 
told God, ‘Tonight I am not going to that jail. I’ve got a 
headache.’” But God said, ‘NO! You are going to that jail 
tonight because there is a young man I want to introduce
myself to.’” Then the preacher told me three things about 
my life that were so detailed there was no way he could 
know. I fell on my knees, and said, “Lord Jesus, help me 
with this life I’ve made a mess of.” 

Thirty minutes later, they called me out of my cell and 
it was that preacher. He bought me a Bible at WalMart 
and said, “God said to read this.” I have never seen him 
again and don’t even know his name. I started reading 
the Bible and had no clue what I was reading. I didn’t 
understand it and was very frustrated. The following 
Wednesday the jailer let a guard, who was also a pastor, 
take me to church and baptize me in water. When he took 
me out of the water, it was like something just knocked 
me out, and I fell back into the water. My mother and 
some of my family were there. He let me hug my mom 
and she was so excited. 

I was still reading my Bible every day, but I was so 
frustrated. I really wanted to know God, but I couldn’t 
bridge the gap between my mind and God. I threw the 
Bible on the floor and told my cousin, “Nobody talks like 
that.” He picked up my Bible and started teaching me 
from 1 Corinthians 13. I asked him how he knew about 
this. He told me that the last time he was locked up in At-
lanta, people came and prayed for him and he got what is 
called baptism of the Holy Spirit, and ever since then he 
could understand the Bible. When we went to church that 
night, the pastor walked through the door and stopped 
and said, “The Lord just changed my message. He said 
a bunch of you just got saved and you need to have the 

baptism by the Holy Spirit.” I was at the end of the line 
and things started happening. I thought, “What in the 
world is this?” He got to me and he put his hand on my 
head and prayed in a language I didn’t understand, and I 
thought, “This is stupid.” He said, “Young man, you can’t 
reason this out but you need this.” I said, “I guess I got to 
trust somebody. Can I trust you?” “Yes, you can.” He put 
his hand on my head and I felt God’s presence. That night 
I went back to my cell and I could understand the Bible.

I read the verse from 1 Corinthians 3:18:
Do not deceive yourselves. If any of you think you are 

wise by the standards of this age, you should become "fools" 
so that you may become wise.

My first genuine prayer was, “Lord Jesus, I become 
a fool that you might make me wise. I am on purpose 
forgetting everything I have learned on the streets.” After 
this, things just started to make sense to me. 

The Amish came once a month to do church for 
us. They were so loving, so good to us. The whole clan 
came—even the children would come. One day Brother 
Yoder Senior was not able to come to preach, and Brother 
Yoder Junior was having trouble preaching. I felt a pres-
ence come over me and I raised my hand. I said, “May 
I?” He said, “By all means.” I opened my mouth and 
preaching started coming out of my mouth. I got done 
and Brother Yoder said, “That was awesome!”

The next week, I got sent to prison and started serv-
ing my 12-year sentence. A guy came up to me and said, 
“You’re a Christian, aren’t you? Only the Christians stand 
around with smiles on their faces.” He told me there was 
church seven days a week and twice on Sunday and  
introduced me to the chaplain. The chaplain was a  
retired state trooper—a short, portly, gray-headed man. 
He shook my hand and offered me a job as a chapel 
clerk. Every day he taught me and the other clerks how 
to pray—for the governor, for our family, for police  
officers, for the government. He taught me the Bible. He 
told me, “If I could remove the top part of your head and 
pour the Bible in I would, but since I can’t do that, I’m 
going to teach you everything I have learned.” He told 
me that when worship music comes on, he wanted me 
to close my eyes and use my imagination that I was right 
there in front of the Throne of God. Every time I do that I 
always feel God’s presence. The chaplain was my mentor 

and my spiritual father. In 2002, he passed away. In one 
of our last conversations, he took me back to the day he 
shook my hand and asked me if I wanted a job. He told 
me that as soon as he touched my hand, God spoke to 
him and said that I was called to preach and for him to 
teach me how to pray.   

After the Amish service, I didn’t preach again for a 
year. The prison let me go into nursing homes with a 
guard, and one guy played and sang and I gave the mes-
sage. It was so fitting because as a kid my mom loved 
elderly people and she would drag me to the old folk’s 
home, and she would visit and talk with people. 

I had made parole and knew I was getting out in 2003. 
It was just a matter of time; I was going home. I was in 
my cell praying, “What now, God?” I was in my cell and 
God said, “Do you recall the triumphal entry of Jesus into 
Jerusalem with them yelling ‘Hosanna!’ to Jesus? You are 
the donkey Jesus is riding on in this story and Jesus is 
Jesus in this story. You will be bringing Jesus in to make 
a triumphant entry into the lives of people, but you have 
to wait until the right time.” 

I stayed at a halfway house when I first got out. I 
found a church and the people in the church never made 
me feel any different than anyone else. They hired me 
as janitor at the church and it was a safe haven for me 
to make the transition. I met my wife shortly after that. 
We married in November 2003. There have been many 

times my wife and I have seen miracles and healings in 
our lives. I have three children after being told I would 
not have children. I got off parole five years early. We 
built a ministry and have been traveling and ministering 
in different churches and different countries. I now do 
peer support because my charges were drug dealing and 
I went through the substance abuse program. I teach 
two classes each day with men who have 30–120 days of  
sobriety. I teach them how to read the Bible and pray and 
lay a good foundation for their walk with the Lord. My 
wife and I also pastor a church in our community as well 
and run a Bible study on Tuesday nights.

One of the hurdles I had to get over was forgiving 
myself. I had difficulty forgiving myself for all the things 
I have done, but through the Word of God and being in 
His presence, He reassured me that there is nothing I 
could do to disqualify myself. He is so forgiving, and even 
when we don’t deserve it, He loves us anyway. I think 
back through my life and every time I have done wrong, 
there was God’s mercy again and again. My daughter is 
getting ready to graduate college; in spite of me, God’s 
hand on her life has caused her to succeed. 

The life God promises in the Bible—you can have it. 
It’s not just for the special, select few. If you really want 
it, you can have it. You can be a good husband and father 
and have a good job. You can fulfill your purpose. It is 
possible to you.  n
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ISAIAH 40:31

I grew up in a Christian home, with two loving, 
hardworking parents. I made good grades and was 
very involved in church and extracurricular school 

activities. I was raised to always trust in God and to seek 
Him in everything. In March of 1998, my father passed 
away from lung cancer. My life from that point on would 
never be the same. Daddy was my rock, my heart. I could 
not deal with his loss. I did not want to feel anything.

The next year would spiral out of control quickly. I 
started using cocaine at 18 years old. With drugs, you 
get in with drug dealers, and being young and naive, I 
got in the middle of a large drug operation and was using 
and helping to sell cocaine base (crack). Over a few short 
months, I went from a healthy 130 pounds to 80 pounds 
soaking wet. I was lost in this world of using and selling, 
with a man that had no concern for my well-being. I was 
an 18-year-old girl hanging out with a 38-year-old drug 
dealer. I spent five months with this man—five months 
that would change the rest of my life. One day, the FBI 

came and busted in the door. That day has to be one of 
the scariest days of my life. To have guns loaded and 
aimed at your head by FBI and US marshals is not my 
idea of fun. 

I spent the next few years in and out of jail, prison, 
and a halfway house, but never stopped using. I ended up 
leaving the dealer and met my future husband, who was 
also much older than me. I was 18 and he was 43. At one 
point after messing up multiple times on probation and 
getting new charges, I had to go to prison and serve 20 
months. I still continued to use.

Over the next years, I had the light of my life, my son. 
He was the happiest child. He always had a smile on his 
face. We were very fortunate to have my mother who was 
always there for him and giving him the love and affec-
tion that he needed. I was in jail a lot during his first few 
years of life. He was everything to me, but the drugs had 
full control over my mind and my life. I just could not 
get it together. I always had the best of intentions when 

being released from jail, but the addiction was stronger 
than my good intentions. As addicts, we cannot see how 
we are hurting our children and family. We create a story 
in our minds that we are only hurting ourselves and that 
our family would be better off without us anyway—all 
lies from Satan.

I lost custody of my son in 2009. He was given to my 
stepdaughter and her husband in Michigan. I completely 
gave up on life. I went into complete extremes in my  
addiction. I had lost the one thing that made my life 
worth living. My son was losing the mom he needed, 
but was attaining a family that still was his blood and 
loved him. In my mind, he was better off. They were both  
employed and were able to buy nice things for him and 
give him the life he deserved. 

I rarely got to see him and missed him so much that my 
heart ached for him. I missed his hugs, smiles, laugh, and 
his stories. But I could not stop using. My every waking 
moment was to hustle, sell, trade, steal, or whatever to 
keep from getting sick. 

My addiction was now to pain pills. I started making 
trips to Florida to go to multiple doctors and get as much 
oxycodone as possible. We would go down by the car 
loads getting scripts. I was out of my mind high but I 
made the trip weekly, driving people for my dealer. Even-
tually my dealer passed away. I started selling drugs to 
pay for my drugs. My habit was more than I could sell, 
so I started shoplifting. I had no fear—no fear of death, 
no fear of jail. I was not afraid of anything; in my mind, I 
was untouchable. Police proved me wrong many times. I 
did short stints in jail for misdemeanors and was always 
quickly back out. I then started to steal more expensive 
items, traveling all over the tri-state area.

I finally had the law looking for me and could no 
longer go shoplifting. I hid out with some buddies who 
made meth and quickly started using meth. One day I 
borrowed a friend’s car to get supplies to make meth 
and chose not to bring my friend’s car back. My family 
informed the police where to find me. We were quickly 

surrounded by law enforcement. I was somehow relieved 
that this was finally over. I was so very tired, so very bro-
ken, and so very alone. 

I was not mentally right. I did not even speak in my 
own voice, but rather some strange Mickey Mouse voice. 
I had no sense of reality. The night before, I sat alone and 
thought about how I wished I would die. What reason 
would I have to keep living? I had lost everything I cared 
about. I was completely a shell of a person, dead inside. I 
don’t remember much of the next few days in that obser-
vation cell. I spent most of it sleeping. I was later told that 
I had some very evil noises coming out of me as I slept. 

I did know at that point that I was finished with this 
lifestyle. I hit my knees in that jail cell and I asked God 
to please change me and take away the cravings to use. 
I spent the next 10 months in a county jail. During that 
time I read my Bible, I sang praise songs, and went to 
every service in the jail that they had. I knew that it was 
only by the grace of God that I was still alive. The entire 
time in jail, I did not know how much time I was getting 
for my charges. I kept insisting to my attorney that I was 
really finished this time. She was reluctant to believe me, 
for I had been in and out of trouble since she knew me 
from age 18. She knew I had the capability to change and 
the means of support to change, but she wanted me to 
stay in long enough to get my mind back. 

After 10 months, the judge allowed me to attend  
rehab. Once again, by the grace of God, I was sent to a 
wonderful place. I felt like I had landed in heaven. This 
beautiful, serene place would be my home for the next 
100 days. The first night I was there, we were taken to 
a women’s conference at the local church. These women 
were so loving and welcoming. They fed us and there was 
a spread of food like nothing I had ever seen.

This rehab was nothing like any other rehab I had 
heard about. The staff loved you and they prayed with 
you. It was the love of Christ that I had been away from 
for so many years. We sang and learned praise dance. 

continued on page 18

But those who trust in the LORD will find new strength. They will soar high on wings like  
     eagles. They will run and not grow weary. They will walk and not faint.   ISAIAH 40:31 
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PSALM 103:11-12

I grew up in North Carolina and was raised by my 
grandparents and aunt. I had a good childhood but 
I always asked why my mom didn’t raise me. I had 

a sister two years younger than me and my mom raised 
her. I longed for my mom to love me and want me. I met 
my kid’s father when I was 14 and got pregnant when I 
was 16. He was very abusive, but I stayed with him for 
eight years and we had four kids. He introduced me to 
cocaine which I really didn’t like. I left him in 2003 be-
cause he hit one of our sons. 

I still really wanted a relationship with my mom and 
essentially “chased” her from state to state, moving with 
my kids from Virginia to Michigan to Kansas. I was 
yearning for something that wasn’t there and that kept me 
emotionally sick. In 2005, I had moved to Kansas where 
my mom lived. I got a job and was taking care of my kids. 
On Jan 11, 2007 I was kidnapped and raped by two men 
and they left me for dead out in the middle of nowhere. 
I walked for seven hours in negative 14 degree weather 

in a cami. I was literally freezing to death. I had frostbite 
to my knees. I always believed in God, but this is what 
I remember as my first real encounter with Him. I was 
crying because it was hurting so bad while I was walking 
in the cold. I laid down to give up and begged God, “Take 
me now. I can’t handle the pain.” Pretty quickly I heard 
my son’s voice say “Momma.” I believe this was God  
intervening to save me. I got an adrenaline rush and kept 
walking until I got to a house with two older people and 
they called an ambulance. They did the rape kit at the 
hospital and found the DNA of two the men but never 
prosecuted anyone. The worst part of my story is that  
I called my mom from the hospital and told her what 
happened. She said, “Okay” and hung up. She never 
came to the hospital. She lived three blocks away. That 
hurt worse than the pain of the rape and almost freezing 
to death.

After that happened, I moved back home to North 
Carolina with my children and got addicted to pain pills 

and Xanax. The pain pills took away all the pain—not 
just the physical pain. This went on for about 10 years. 
Then one day I got really dope sick and that’s how I 
found heroin. A distant family member shot me up for 
the first time with heroin and I felt like the dirtiest person 
in the world. I vowed they would never do it again, but it 
was all I thought about. It kept pulling me. Heroin took 
me to very bad places. 

In 2016, I took two of my sons with me to Kentucky to 
visit someone in prison. I was so high I don’t remember 
the drive, and my son said he had to steer the car when I 
was driving on the interstate. I left the boys in the hotel 
while I went to get them something to eat. I stopped at 
a McDonald’s and got the food. When I got back to the 
car, I slumped into unconsciousness. I had overdosed. 
The ambulance came and gave me Narcan, but I refused  
further treatment. I drove away and the state police 
pulled me over and took me to the hospital and charged 
me with DUI. I told the jailer and state police that my 
kids were in a hotel room but no one ever went to check 
on them. At check-out time, someone discovered my kids 
were there alone and Child Protective Services placed 
them into foster care. They stayed there 30 days until my 
family from North Carolina picked them up. The police 
went to the hotel room and found heroin, cocaine, and 
morphine. They charged me with nine felonies and gave 
me $40,000 bond, and when they indicted me it went up 
to $80,000. My first offer was 36 years. I applied for the 
Substance Abuse Program (SAP) and the judge allowed 
me to go. 

I was transferred to another detention center while 
I was in SAP and there was a church right across the 
street. People from the church would walk to the jail and 
they let us walk across the street with them to church 
services. The people at church would talk with us before 
and after church. For some reason, I really connected 
with the pastor and his wife, and her sister and her hus-

band. They showed me what it looks like to live the right 
way. They showed me stability. Just being there to sup-
port me meant so much. They took me shopping to get 
me clothing, provided food, and took me to doctor and 
counseling appointments. They didn’t judge me; they just 
loved me. They showed me God’s love. I never had that 
before and that’s all I wanted—to be loved. 

I started reading the Bible and things started clicking. 
I have always believed in God, but in addiction you kind 
of step away from God. My SAP counselor helped me so 
much. I was finally able to let everything out regarding 
my mom and the rape. I felt like I had been set free. I 
learned how to love myself. I learned how to live sober. 
I graduated from SAP in March 2017 and they took me 
back to jail. When I got back to the jail I could see first-
hand how I was changed because of the way people were 
acting in jail. I knew that had been me. I was a mean 
person in addiction, but that wasn’t me now. The way  
I thought was different. I actually cared about other  
people’s feelings. 

Two weeks later the judge gave me five years’ pro-
bation. I left the jail with the clothes on my back. I had 
nowhere to go and no job, so I went to a homeless shelter. 
There were so many drugs. People were shooting heroin 
in front of me. It’s like I was thrown back in the middle 
of it. Part of me wanted to do heroin to help me escape, 
but the new person in me was asking why I would jeop-
ardize everything I had accomplished up to now. So, the 
best decision I ever made was to call my support system, 
my friends from the church. The pastor’s sister-in-law 
and her husband let me move in with them. I’m a drug 
addict—a convicted felon—and they let me move in with 
them, and this saved my life! I got a job but it was hard 
to live sober. I found out about a faith-based outpatient 
drug treatment program in the area and was accepted 
to the program. I was in group one day and the director 

continued on page 19

           For his unfailing love toward those who fear him
                     is as great as the height of the heavens above the earth.
          He has removed our sins as far from us as the east is from the west.
                                                                                               PSALM 103:11-12 
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We traveled to churches all over the region, sharing our 
testimonies and singing for the Lord. We would have 
groups that taught us the Word of God, and also we learned 
about bettering our lives in every way. There were cooking 
classes, financial classes, and we even grew a little garden. 
My life had been so out normalcy, I had no idea how to 
live. They taught me to love myself again. They taught me 
to love others again, to look out for my sisters in Christ, 
and to be the person that God created me to be. I felt I 
finally belonged and had found a purpose for living. I 
graduated from the program in July of 2013, with one 
year of sobriety. 

My plan was to not go back home. I knew that was 
not a healthy environment for me. I entered a transitional 
program and continued in my recovery. I began volun-
teering with a Christian counseling group. I did so well 
that they made me the office manager. I loved working 
there and started taking classes for Christian counseling. 
I was able to attain President Obama’s Gold volunteer 
award, and received a presidential pin and certificate 
signed by the president himself. I then got a job with a 
Comprehensive Care Agency and completed Peer Sup-
port Certification. 

I regained custody of my son and I decided to move 
home. That was a crucial mistake. I had been clean for 
four and a half years and felt that I was not capable of 
relapse. But I was isolated in my hometown, with no  
sober support. I began hanging around my old drug-using 
friends. I quit going to meetings and I stopped attending 
church. I was without a job, so I started selling meth. 
Within a month, I was so disgusted with myself and I felt 

such guilt. My son was taken away from me. I spiraled 
quickly. I lost my mind. I had worked so hard to regain 
custody of my son and I failed him again.

Depression took over. I did not have the craving 
to use, but felt I had blown everything, so what did it 
matter? I relapsed on meth. They had always taught me 
in meetings that if you go to the barber shop enough, 
you will eventually get a haircut. They were right. I had 
stopped doing all that I knew worked, isolated myself, 
starting selling and hanging with using addicts. I was liv-
ing in a horrible home and quickly was headed back to 
my old self. I moved away to get a second chance at life. 
This time, I was able to use what I had learned and quit 
again for good. I started going to church and meetings 
again and worked for Department of Corrections at a 
SAP program. I picked right back up doing what I knew 
worked. 

I have now been clean for two years and have regained 
custody of my son. I have a good job as the Director of 
Intake/Outreach at a Recovery Center. There have been 
ups and downs. That old devil, he will try every trick in 
the book, to try and break us. But I have learned that 
no matter what happens, I have a Father in heaven who 
loves me and makes a way for me. I know that no matter 
the adversity I face, no matter what trials comes my way, 
I can hold onto my Father’s hand and He will walk right 
beside me. I have no idea what my future holds, but I do 
know that He will provide for me and my family. We will 
overcome, by the blood of Christ and the word of our 
testimony. I will not grow faint or weary; I rise up on 
wings like eagles.   n

came in and asked me if I wanted to interview to work as 
a peer support specialist. Of course I said yes, but not in 
a million years did I think I would get the job. But I did. I 
have been here almost 17 months. In March 2017, I came 
out of jail with nothing but the clothes on my back and 
now I have a full-time job and a house and all my kids 
here with me and two grandkids. How could this happen 
without God? He laid it all out. He put me exactly where 
I needed to be at the right time. I would not have had 
the treatment options or the job opportunities in North 
Carolina that I had in Kentucky. In my job, I am able to 
teach people now who are in situations like I was and can 
speak from a place of really knowing. That is a real gift to 

be able to use something that was so bad for something 
so good.

In the beginning, I thought I had to say big fancy 
prayers, but that’s not true. I can just be myself with God. 
I have built my relationship with Jesus so much that I 
have real freedom. I know I can go to Jesus with any-
thing. I was raised with hellfire and brimstone religion, 
but I have learned that isn’t God at all. If you mess up a 
million times, there are a million and one forgivenesses 
for you. He has more grace than you could imagine, and 
grace covers everything. God’s got you. I know for a fact 
God’s got me.   n

Today, after five years, I’m a husband, a father, and a 
motivational speaker. When I got out of prison, I knew 
that I wanted to design a program for high school seniors. 
I fasted and prayed and God allowed me to design a pro-
gram that takes Biblical principles into the schools. Even 
though I have 28 felonies on my record, I have spoken to 
50,000 students in public schools. 

When I go into schools, it’s like God pulls back dark-
ness and begins to illuminate. My transparency and 
vulnerability prompts the students to open up to me.

There is a spirit that comes in and kids begin to give 
away their secrets and these hidden things in their lives. 
Often, they will tell me about self-harm or abuse, and 
we can get them help. Part of healing is being able to 
vocalize it. Vocalization ends victimization. Hundreds of 
kids message me each day—“My life was changed today 
because of truth.”

I was doing the speaking for free and the response 
was so great that the schools started paying me. I am also 
a youth pastor, drug counselor, and host a radio show. 
My grandmother got to see me get saved. She couldn’t 
have been any happier. She cried and cried. She couldn’t 

go to church after that because she had lung cancer. But 
she told me she was proud of me. She had saved up her 
tithe for the church and she gave it to me because she be-
lieved so much in the work the Lord was doing in my life.

I have learned that it’s not about what God wants 
from me but what He wants for me. Everything is new 
in my life. I don’t drink, dip, or do drugs, but my aim is 
not to be sober. You can be sober and still be a terrible 
husband and father. My goal is to be a man of God. I 
haven’t stopped transforming. I am still growing in my  
relationship with God. I still struggle like anybody else. 
But staying connected to God through prayer, setting 
boundaries, and having people keep me accountable 
helps me. 

I’m so thankful for God’s mercy in my life and His 
longsuffering with me through all my failures. At 16, I 
knew that I would either die or be in prison the rest of 
my life. Now, I am walking in a newness that is beyond 
anything I could ever ask for or imagine. 

You can have a new life that is beyond what you can 
see, no matter how far, how deep, or how dark you have 
lived.   n

EPHESIANS 3:20 (continued from page 7)ISAIAH 40:31 (continued from page 15)

PSALM 103:11-12 (continued from page 17)



Jesus spent time with all kinds of people, including 
notorious sinners. The religious leaders criticized him for 
hanging out with the wrong crowd. In response to them, 
Jesus told three stories. The last story was about a young 
man who told his father he wanted his inheritance money 
early. The father gave the young man his inheritance and 
he left home and spent all the money on wild living. He 
ended up taking a job feeding pigs and was so hungry 
even the pig’s food looked good to him. He decided to go 
home to his father and ask for a job as one of his servants. 
Luke 15:20–24 tells the rest…

So he returned home to his father. And while he was still 
a long way off, his father saw him coming. Filled with love 
and compassion, he ran to his son, embraced him, and kissed 
him. His son said to him, “Father, I have sinned against both 
heaven and you, and I am no longer worthy of being called 
your son.”

But his father said to the servants, “Quick! Bring the finest 
robe in the house and put it on him. Get a ring for his finger 
and sandals for his feet. And kill a calf we have been fattening. 
We must celebrate with a feast, for this son of mine was 
dead and now has returned to life. He was lost but now he is 
found.” So the party began.

The ring and robe the father gave to his son were sym-
bols of his love for his son and the son’s worth, identity, 
and rightful place in his father’s family. Likewise, God 
our Father loves us unconditionally. He doesn’t force us 
to come home to Him but waits patiently, and when we 
do come home to Him, He is overjoyed and filled with 
compassion and love for us. Our identity as children of 
God and our place in His family are secure, just as the 
ring and the robe symbolize in this story. When you see 
the name “Ring and Robe” we hope you are reminded of 
God’s love for you, your worth to God, and your place 
in His family.  n

ABOUT OUR NAME

If you would like additional copies of Ring & Robe or would like to tell us how Ring & Robe has been helpful 
to you or others, please drop us a line at:  Ring & Robe, P.O. Box 910131, Lexington, KY 40591-0131

A NOTE ABOUT ANONYMOUS PHOTOS:  When we started Ring & Robe, our ministry's Board felt that stories should be anonymous for a number of 
reasons. However, from the very beginning, some storytellers felt strongly about showing their faces in the photos. For this reason we may revisit our 
policy on anonymity and make this determination on a story by story basis. Thank you for your understanding.


