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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 

PAUL’S STORY
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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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PHILIPPIANS 4:6

I was born and raised in Texas, the second youngest 
of eight children. My dad went to prison when I was 
two. My mom had to work two jobs to support eight 

kids and basically was never home. When I was about 
10 my dad got out of prison, and I went to live with him. 
He made sure I did well in school. When I was 16, I went 
back to my mom’s and started smoking and drinking. I 
quit school and got into doing petty thefts. We would 
steal cars to joy ride. Then we got to the point where 
we would steal radios or tires to sell to buy weed and 
beer. That eventually got me in trouble. The first time 
I was in for unauthorized use of a motor vehicle. I was 
17. I got out and continued doing alcohol and went the 
second time for the same reason. The first time I did six 
months in County and the next time I did 10 months. I 
got out and was doing the same thing, going to the clubs 
and drinking. The night that I committed my crime I was 
intoxicated. 

I was in for murder. Do to the fact that I had two prior 
felonies, there was no way to get a small sentence. I got 
55 aggravated. In Texas, “aggravated” means they don’t 

have to let you out for parole. They could have made me 
do 55 years. I was under the impression that I was never 
going to get out, and my mentality was I don’t care. I’m 
never going to get out, so why be good? I was a skinny 
guy when I got locked up. I knew not to be soft. I had to 
be tough. I had it in my mind I was going to be mean, 
the worst they met. I got involved with a group of guys 
in prison. I didn’t realize it in the beginning, but it was 
a gang. Eventually, I became a leader of the homies. Ev-
eryone respected me and feared me. Any time I got a 
chance to fight, I would jump at it. It’s like in the movies 
and there is a fight in prison and everyone is cheering. 
There is a feeling of being noticed. I was getting into a 
fight nearly every day. I got up to 275 fights and then 
stopped counting. People were looking up to me, and I 
was proud of that, but it was the wrong kind of pride. 
I did things there I am not proud of. There are people 
there that are not raised to fight and I would prey on that. 

Even though I went to church and a Bible study here 
or there, I never gave my all to Him. That’s where the 
scripture that says you can’t serve two masters comes in. 
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The first time I saw this verse it was on a flyer in the 
chapel. Then I was in my bunk, listening to the radio, 
and a preacher said, “You can’t serve two masters.” Then 
a third time I opened my Bible, and there it was again. I 
realized I was serving the homies and fighting and doing 
drugs, then going to church on Sunday. I knew what the 
story meant—you can’t serve God and money or any-
thing else. I got to thinking—I was tired of the life with 
two masters. Trying to be tough in prison was my master. 

 One day I had taken a drug that keeps you up for 
two or three days. I thought, “Man, I’m tired of living 
like this.” I believed and knew of God and I was raised to 
believe in the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit and that Jesus 
died for my sins. I got on my knees on the floor, and my 

nose was down to the ground and tears were coming out 
of my eyes. I said, “Please God, help me to serve You and 
not the homies.” After I said that prayer, I had no cravings 
for smoking, drugs, or alcohol. I didn’t want it anymore. I 
asked God to take the cussing away from me too because 
I wanted to be a good example. The drugs and alcohol 
went away immediately, but the cussing took longer. 
Once I quit cussing for 21 days, it stopped for good. 

I tried to slow down with the homies, but it didn’t 
stop completely. I believe the enemy was telling me that 
they were my friends, like my family, and I couldn’t just 
quit on them. I asked God, “Please get me off this unit 
where I can just serve You.” I had applied for a job as a 
welder at another unit but had forgotten about it. One 
night I was sweeping and they told me I was transferring. 
Then I remembered my prayer. When I got to the other 
unit I thought, “I can start over fresh. I can start living 
a Christian life now.” But the men in the new unit knew 
who I was there. They were calling me homie. I already 
had my mind made up that I didn’t want to be a homie 
anymore. I told them I wasn’t a homie anymore. Later, I 
got jumped on by three guys and they broke my nose and 
cracked my ribs. 

While I was in prison, I took every Bible study I 

could. I tried out different church services too and felt 
comfortable with Church of Christ services. But there 
wasn’t a Church of Christ service at my new unit. I met 
a friend from my old unit and we started doing our own 
Church of Christ service. We got the hymnal from the 
church and wrote the songs down so that we could sing 
them when we had our church service. On Sundays, we 
would have a Bible study in the bunk area. We would be 
surrounded by men who were normally loud and fight-
ing, doing drugs, and drinking, but while we were having 
our Bible study, they would respect us and be quiet. As 
time went by, a lot of men joined our Bible study. Then I 
got transferred to another unit for a welding job and they 
had a Church of Christ service there. That new unit was 

like a retirement unit—people had been locked up 20–30 
years, so the gangs and drugs were almost non-existent. I 
went to the Church of Christ service there and they said, 
“Can you sing?” I said, “Not really, but I’ve been singing.” 
They said, “We need a song leader.” So, I became the 
Church of Christ song leader. One of the preachers said, 
“You are getting better. It takes a lot of courage to sing up 
there. You are not doing it for yourself. You are doing it 
for the Lord.” Then another preacher came in and told 
me he knew my dad, and this was 350 miles away from 
where my dad lived. He came once or twice a month to 
preach at the Church of Christ. It got me to thinking— 
everything’s on God’s time.

I had eleven years’ worth of set-offs for parole—it was 
no, no, no. They would tell me I would have to wait three 
or five years for the next parole hearing, and I would 
get so depressed. One of the last times I went up for  
parole, I prayed beforehand, and when I got three years 
I was okay with it. I wasn’t depressed this time. The next
time I went up for parole, they told me to see the chaplain. 
I thought something bad had happened. He said, “You’ve 
got a one.” I thought he meant it was one more year  
before I could go up for parole, but it was one month 

continued on page 19

Don’t worry about anything; instead, pray about everything.  
            Tell God what you need, and thank him for all he has done.    PHILIPPIANS 4:6 
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PROVERBS 3:5-6

I was a single mom and had a successful career as 
an insurance agent. I had a very encouraging and 
supportive boss. He changed my schedule from 

7:30 to 4:00 so I could watch my son, who was in high 
school, practice football. I had a great relationship with 
my son and I was very involved at his school. I attended 
church regularly and was a law-abiding citizen, a rule 
follower. 

One morning, I was on my way to drop my son off 
for school, and we talked about how things were going at 
school. He was in the tenth grade at the time. I dropped 
him off, and the moment I let him out, a police car pulled 
me over in the school parking lot and officers with FBI 
on their shirts got out. When the officer asked me for 
my license, the FBI agents came all around me. I had no 
idea what was going on, but knew I didn’t want the kids 
and teachers to see this. I said, “If you are going to arrest 
me please don’t arrest me here.” So, they put me in the 
car, drove me around the corner, then read me my rights. 
They told me I had a sealed indictment from Virginia. 
I had always lived in Texas and had never even been to 

Virginia. The charge was conspiracy to launder money. 
They had been investigating my son’s father who lived in 
Virginia. I didn’t realize it, but he had been selling drugs 
in multiple states. The FBI agents asked permission to 
search my home for drugs and money. I said they cer-
tainly could search my home. They had a jacket to put 
over my hands to hide the handcuffs when they walked 
me up to my home. They knew exactly where I lived. 
They set me down in my home in the living room, and 
they went searching through my home. One agent said, 
“Where is the drugs and the money?” I said, “I don’t do 
drugs and don’t have drugs.” 

He said, “You shut up you lying B….” I was crying 
and his boss told him, “You do not speak to her like that.” 
They searched my home and didn’t find anything. I told 
him I needed to make a phone call. I said, “I’m at work 
every morning at 7:30 and I have worked with my boss 
five years. I know that he will be worried.” They let me 
call my boss and I told him what was happening. He said, 
“When they give you a bond, you call me and I will bond 
you out.” 
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They took me to jail. I was put in a holding cell, a 
room with a steel toilet and a thick prison door. There 
was a speaking hole in the door. I was crying and cry-
ing—they didn’t tell me anything. I didn’t know what was 
going on. Hours later, they transported me from there to 
the federal prison in downtown Houston. They put me 
in another holding place. They said everyone has to be 
shackled. They threw the shackles at my feet. There were 
so many chains that I thought surely all those chains were 
for several people. But they were all for me. They put 
ankle cuffs on me and those were chained to something 
they put around my waist and then they put cuffs around 
my wrists and chains to connect my hands to the other 
chains so that I could only walk with shuffling. 

After this I went to an area with other women. I was 
very thirsty. I hadn’t had anything to eat or drink that day. 
The women gave me a cup for water. That may not seem 
important, but they were able to provide me comfort by 
giving me a cup so I didn’t have to drink water from my 
hands, and they also gave me a toothbrush. I have never 
forgotten that. 

After that I went to court shackled. My family was 
there and my son saw me shackled. The judge said, “You 
are being charged with conspiracy to launder money in 
the state of Virginia. We are holding you for the state of 
Virginia and we will see if the state of Virginia will allow 
a bond for you.” 

My life was falling apart. I was worried about my 
son. Who’s going to talk to his teachers? Are they going 
to let me get a bond? The comfort the other prisoners 
provided was so powerful to me. They connected with 
me—this new person coming into the prison—in a way 
that changed my life going forward. They welcomed me 
by giving me a cup and a toothbrush. I was there only 
four days, but the support I had was amazing. I cried 
going into that place and cried going out because I had 
gotten a bond and they hadn’t. 

At first I had thought: “My case will be figured out. 
I haven’t done anything wrong. This is just a misunder-
standing. Surely the Lord won’t let me go to prison.” I 
never had done anything to break the law. I never even 

broke the speed limit. After I got out on bond, I had to 
fly to Virginia and stay in a hotel. I got a court-appointed 
lawyer because I couldn’t afford a lawyer. I went into a 
federal courtroom in Virginia. I went straight from never 
having a record to the biggest courtroom in the country. 
The judge had a white wig on because it was the Federal 
court. 

I was charged with 37 counts and I could get 20 years 
for each count. There were people from five states in-
volved in the charges against me. Every time my son’s 
father had sent me child support for my son through 
Western Union—even small amounts like $20—each time 
he sent me money for my son, it was a federal charge. He 
didn’t have a child support order and my lawyer said if I 
had had a child support order, it would have helped my 
case. The money he sent me helped to pay for the $75 per 
session it cost for my son to go to the Sylvan Learning 
Center for his learning disability. I had receipts to show 
what I was using the money for, but it didn’t matter. The 
court felt that either I had turned a blind eye to the fact 
that it was drug money, or I was too stupid to realize it 
was drug money. I didn’t know he was selling drugs. I 
had never been to Virginia. I didn’t know how could I be 
responsible, but in the court’s eyes I was responsible. I 
was so angry with the Lord for allowing this. 

I tried to fight the charges for about 18 months and 
went back and forth to Virginia to court about six times. 
I had to share about my life, my parents, my job history, 
including the fact that I had started working at a hotel at 
the desk and then at Popeye’s restaurant, then had start-
ed working at the insurance agency. I had an associate’s 
degree in criminal justice. I had wanted to be a probation 
officer because I had heard how probation officers would 
treat people on parole and I wanted to help them.

I knew I was facing 10 years in prison when I went 
before the judge. I came with character letters from fam-
ily, coworkers, and people in church. The judge kept 
going back to read the letters in his chamber. The lowest 
sentence he could give me was two years, and that’s what 
he gave me. 

continued on next page

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding;  
in all your ways submit to him, and he will make your paths straight.   PROVERBS 3:5-6 
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I had to fly out of Virginia to go home. It was right 
after Hurricane Katrina and a lot of people were panick-
ing in the airport. I had to tell my son and my nephew, 
whom I was helping to raise, that I was going to prison, 
that I fought as hard as I could fight, but I would have to 
leave them for a while. I was so afraid of leaving because 
of the gangs in my son’s school. I stood in the airport so 
angry at God and said, “I’m going to prison. How am I 
going to tell my son I’m going to prison? Now it is your 
responsibility to take care of my son! I am demanding 
you to take care of my son!” There were a lot of people 
in the airport and I was talking out loud. Everything was 
stripped from me. The most important thing to me was 
my son. Because there was nothing left, God was the only 
thing I could reach for, and that’s what I did, but I was 
still so angry. 

My son’s father was considered a king pen and was 
sentenced to 20 years and 10 months. In federal pris-
on, you do 85 percent of your time. I remember talking 
with my son about his dad and he said, “Mom, are you 
angry at God? Don’t be angry at God. He has not done 
anything to you. My daddy is not going to do all the time 
the man said. My dad will be able to watch me play foot-
ball in college.” This turned out to be true. His dad only 
did 10 years because they sentenced him on the wrong 
guidelines. I found out about this in prison. I called my 
son from prison on my knees and told my son about it. 
He said, “I told you. I had a dream and knew my dad 
wouldn’t do all that time.” God speaks through children 
but I couldn’t hear it at that time. 

I served my prison sentence in Bryan, Texas. The way 
the officers talked to us ate away at my soul. Every day 
they reminded us that it was our fault we were in prison 
and that we were costing the taxpayers money and that 
we were worthless. We slept in iron beds. They told us 
what to eat and what to wear. I began to see that God 
was putting people in my life. God ordered all my steps, 
where I would sit, where I would eat. Now I look back on 
it and see all those ladies around me and how God used 
each one of them to change my life. There was a woman 
in prison that always sat next to me for all meals. I would 
talk to her all the time about my son. She asked me, “Do 
you love God more than your son?” I said, “NO! That is 
the craziest question I have ever heard. No, I don’t love 

God more than I love my son. I hate God. He is the rea-
son I am in here.” She asked me that question every day 
until she left. She wore me out with it. I was so glad when 
she left, but oh how I wish I could see her now. The Lord 
spoke through her. He needed me to sit across from her. 
He needed me to see that I had made other things more 
important to me than Him, especially my son. One day I 
was running on the track, crying out to the Lord, and He 
revealed something to me. “I need you to see that you are 
my daughter and he is my son.” 

There were lots of women who had other problems, 
but the Lord specifically connected me with women 
with addictions in prison. Even though I was angry at 
God, I still was in church every Wednesday and Sunday. 
In church, you get to tell your testimony, why you are 
in prison, and who you left behind. Most of the wom-
en had years of addiction that had destroyed their lives. 
The ladies poured out their struggles and hurts—the way 
they had hurt their kids and how they sold their body 
for drugs. Listening to them share their struggles helped 
me so much.

One day I was running on the track and I asked God, 
“Why did you bring me here? Why am I here? Why am I 
here?” I listed all the things I had done that were so good. 
I’m a good mom. I obey the law. I respect my mom. I do 
a good job at work. Then I started naming all the things I 
had done wrong in my life, thinking that was why I was in 
prison. Then it came to me that I needed to correct what 
I had done to contribute to hurting people by taking drug 
money. I realized it was drug money that was destroying 
lives. Being in prison with the ladies and hearing their 
stories allowed me to really see what their lives were like 
being on drugs and how drugs had ruined their lives. The 
Lord helped me to see that my assignment was to help 
them. I felt the Lord saying to me, “Accepting drug mon-
ey and selling drugs is no different, my child, and you 
need to see this. It’s not all the things you thought you did 
that were so great or so bad. I need you to see that you 
have an assignment.” That made my relationship with the 
Lord different. God knows our heart and He knew how I 
felt in my heart, but I had so many black dots in my heart 
and couldn’t see past it until days or months later. 

In prison, you are not allowed to touch each other. For 
two years, except for the few times my son came and I got 
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one hug, I didn’t have any physical contact from anyone. 
I longed for someone to hug me or hold me. When I was 
released from prison, it was mandatory to go to a federal 
halfway house. There I heard a woman talking about a 
place called WorkFaith. She said they give you hugs and 
teach you how to market yourself to find work. I wanted 
to get there as fast as possible. I started the WorkFaith 
program in 2007 and was only the second person to get 
to come to the program from the federal system, because 
federal wants you to get a job, not do a program.

I got an opportunity to work at the WorkFaith pro-
gram I had completed. It wasn’t something I planned to 
do. I wanted to work for another ministry, but that wasn’t 
God’s plan for me. God wanted me to work with more 
than just one group of people. Now I get to be a part of 
God’s mission and His assignment for my life, but I also 
get to grow from it. The people that come through this 
program continually remind me of God’s story in my life. 
I am only here because of the grace of God. 

When I came out of prison, I wanted to make a dif-
ference for someone who would be coming behind 
me. I wanted to change how society views people with 
criminal backgrounds. But things weren’t easy. I am an 
ex-inmate, but I am not an ex-felon. I am a felon and I 
will always be a felon. I am no longer in prison, but I will 
always have a felony background. It’s like I have an F on 
my forehead. It’s really hard to find a place to live with a 
felony background. The only place that would accept me 
was a place where there was yellow tape where someone 
had been killed. It’s like you aren’t worthy to live in a 
decent place, so we are going to keep you all together in 
this area of high crime. There was sewage backed up and 
running outside of the apartments and drugs and crime 
all around. But God gave me a community of Christians 
within this community of crime. I had to leave my apart-
ment at 3 am to get to work, but God protected me. My 
son had given me a pit bull to protect me, and I was the 
only one in the complex that was allowed to have a dog. 
He looked out the window when I wasn’t there and this 
kept people from breaking in. My son had trained him to 
attack someone if they attacked me. Nobody in the neigh-
borhood bothered me. I lived there seven years.

While I was in prison, my son’s father blamed himself 
for me being in prison. One thing that was important to 

me was to figure out how could we raise our son from 
prison. I got permission to write letters to my son’s father. 
We began to parent him as best as we could. I had 300 
minutes each month on the phone. I could talk to my 
son a few minutes each day. His dad did that too. When I 
got out of prison, it was important for me that his father 
could still do that and for him to visit his dad. After five 
years, my son got to see his dad face to face. Then his dad 
got transferred near our home and I began to see that 
his father was my best friend. My son, my nephew, and I 
would go visit him. He got out of prison in 2014 and just 
got off probation last month. He became my husband on 
April, 2014. God has restored our family. 

My son graduated from the University of Houston 
with a 3.0 GPA. He had a football scholarship. The mon-
ey I had saved for him to go to college had to go to my 
mom to take care of him while I was in prison, but God 
took care of that by providing two scholarships. He is a 
teacher now and works with kids with learning disabil-
ities. My son speaks in maximum security prisons and 
goes in to schools to speak. He is married with a two- 
year old daughter. 

I’m not angry any more at God. In my life, trust was a 
big thing. I was raped and lost my virginity at 15. I never 
told my mom because of the shame from it. It was hard 
for me to trust after that, but I have learned to trust the 
Lord completely. I know He will direct my path. I know 
His will and His plans are better than mine.

If you are in jail or prison right now, don’t let anybody 
make you feel worthless and take away your dignity. 
Don’t think you are alone. Reach out for support. Even 
if you are angry, go to church. You can just sit there and 
take it in. If there are things you don’t understand, it’s 
okay to ask questions. Get alone with God and talk to 
Him. This will bring you comfort.

Don’t give up on yourself. Just breathe and listen to 
those around you. God will send someone in your life. 
Look for the people who are “walking the walk” and learn 
from the ones who aren’t. You never know who is plant-
ing seeds in your life. Look back on your life for these 
people. Don’t think you can’t ask for forgiveness from 
your family and friends. Don’t expect others to know you 
have changed—just show them how you have changed by 
your actions. Show them who you have become.   n
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PHILIPPIANS 4:13

I grew up in the church, went to a private Christian 
school, and played in the hand bell choir at church. 
I was an obedient and compliant child. I knew 

the Bible verses and church songs. I just didn’t have a  
personal relationship with Jesus. I hadn’t trusted Him as 
my Savior because I didn’t know what I needed saving 
from. At 15, I started making poor decisions. I knew the 
truth, so I wrestled with my conscience a lot. The remedy 
was to drown out the voice of truth. That’s where alcohol 
came in and then drugs. I graduated from college. But a 
good education can’t save you! Only Jesus can save you! I 
didn’t know who I was or what direction to go. I was living 
a lie. I was hurting the ones I loved the most. I lived a 
decade of darkness, abusing alcohol and drugs. I was  
hiding from God and my family and from the truth. I truly 
believed I was saved by Jesus, and there was evidence of 
that because of the conviction of the Holy Spirit in my life 
during that time. I couldn’t escape my conscience. But I 
didn’t know how to get free.

My first arrest was a DWI. I spent one night in jail 
and was bailed out. That began a real downward spiral. 

The second arrest was a drug possession. Again, I just 
spent the night and got right back out. I didn’t change. 
My third arrest was in February 1996, and it was over. 
Police officers came with guns. As scared as I was, I was 
relieved it was over. I had made a decision that there was 
no more lying. I had to trust Jesus. I was facing a 20- to 
25-year sentence. The Jesus I had read about and sung 
about in church became real to me and I poured my heart 
out to Him. The lie that the enemy held me captive with 
was that if I ever confessed, if the truth came out, I would 
suffer the wrath of God—but that was a lie because Jesus 
suffered the wrath for us. In my most broken spirit and 
when I cried out to Him, I was set free. My deliverance 
was a complete deliverance. From that point on, I never 
looked back, and I never struggled with drugs or alcohol 
again. Miracles began to happen after that, and the first 
one was in my heart. All of a sudden it was well with 
my soul. I had encountered Jesus, the Prince of Peace.  
February 9, 1996 was the date I was born again, and it 
was such a radical rebirth that the woman I had been 
prior to the arrest never existed again.  
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While I was out on bond, I was already radically 
changed and serving in any ministry that would take 
me. Almost a year later, my attorney met me outside the 
wooden doors of the court and said he had a plea bar-
gain for me to sign and it was down to 12 years. I was 
holding onto the verse from Colossians 2:14 that says  
Jesus “canceled the charge of our legal indebtedness, 
which stood against us and condemned us; he has taken 
it away, nailing it to the cross.” The judge, my attorney, 
and the prosecuting attorney had a meeting. When they 
came out, the judge said “We will have no trial by jury, 
and no prison sentence. I’ve granted her a deferred  
adjudicated probation of 10 years.” This meant when my 
probation was successfully served, the felony offense 
would be wiped off my record. He sentenced me to nine 
months in the SAFP program in the prison. It was nine 
months in the womb of God’s Word. Only the Judge of 
the World Himself sentenced me so that I may be still 
and know Him.

When I got out of prison, I was 34 years old. I served 
the Lord and waited on a husband. Ever since I was little, 
all I wanted was to grow up, get married, and have  
babies and serve the Lord. I had been told I could never 
have children, and the years continued to pass while 
I was serving the Lord with no husband. I didn’t do a  
single thing to find a husband. I just stayed in the Word 
and served and trusted the Lord. During this time, I had 
conversations with the Lord about it. I would tell Him, 
“Lord, I’m 35.” Then “Lord, I’m 36.” “Lord, I’m 37.” I 
waited and trusted. 

I served in Stephen ministry and volunteered with 
Angel Tree and then later on was hired by Prison Fellow-
ship. That job landed me in a prison where I reconnected 
with a man from my decade of darkness. We had had 
an unhealthy love/hate relationship during that time. 
He went in and out of prison, and I just stayed in the 
decade of darkness. But he had radically changed too. 
He had given his life to the Lord and was ministering in 
the prison. He didn’t have much time left in prison, and 
about three months after we reconnected he asked me to 
forgive him of anything he had done to hurt me. I forgave 
him. When I got home that night, it was like going from 

black and white to living color. I knew then it was him. 
He was the one I was waiting for. He proposed to me two 
months later in 2000. It was an amazing love story. The 
Lord restored our purity. We wanted to do it right. We 
didn’t live together before we got married. My parents 
weren’t on board initially with us getting married, so we 
weren’t sure how we could pay for the wedding. I kept 
praying about it. I kept hearing “Father of the Bride.” I  
finally realized that “Father of the Bride” was my heav-
enly Father and not my biological father, and it was my 
heavenly Father who would take care of the wedding. 
And He did. We had everything we needed for a beau-
tiful wedding. Everyone just wanted to give to us—from 
catering to flowers to music. So many people gave us 
what we needed for the wedding. We married in April 
2002, my 39th birthday.

Even though the doctor told me I couldn’t have chil-
dren, nine and a half months after we were married, 
Grace was born. She was born in February 2003, seven 
years after my conversion. Three years later, at age 43, I 
gave birth to our son, Joseph. 

We have so many stories of miracles, but one in 
particular we call “Angel on the side of the road.” My  
husband and I were driving to San Antonio to see a 
friend. I had no idea my husband was struggling with a 
call to go into full-time ministry. He was working in real 
estate at the time. All of sudden, he made a U-turn in the 
middle of the freeway. I said, “What are you doing?!” He 
said, “I’m going to pick up the hitchhiker.” My husband 
had his Bible in the back seat and the hitchhiker picked 
it up. He said, “Looks like someone is going to seminary.” 
My husband began to pour out his heart out to the man, 
telling him that he had been lying awake at night thinking 
about surrendering to the call of full-time ministry but 
that he had a wife and two small kids and how could he 
afford to do that? It turns out this guy knew many peo-
ple from our church. He had done ministry himself and 
his mother had done prison ministry. He was a wealthy  
financial advisor that just happened to run out of gas, and 
that’s why he was hitchhiking. When we dropped him
off, he gave my husband his card and said, “When you 

continued on page 19

            I can do all things through Christ who gives me strength.   PHILIPPIANS 4:13 
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2 CORINTHIANS 5:17

I grew up in Southern California. My mom and dad 
were Los Angeles police officers. My father nev-
er knew his biological father. His mom and dad got 

married after he got her pregnant and right after he was 
born, his dad left. My dad’s goal was to be the father to 
me he never had. And we had a very good relationship. 
But what he missed in being a good father was being a 
good husband to my mom. They divorced when I was 
about 7 years old. But even still he was very committed 
to me and very available to me. But then he died of a 
massive coronary when I was 14 years old. At the time, 
I would have told you it didn’t affect me, but it did. I no 
longer had the respect and fear of my father that would 
have kept me in line, and my mother had a hard time 
containing me. I gravitated to kids that did drugs, and it 
was like a rabbit hole. I was the first kid to get a tattoo, 
I was smoking at 15, and I was always getting in fights. 
That’s who I thought I was—this bad guy. I dropped out 
of high school. At about 20 years old, I was working in 
construction. It was the mid-1980s, and I was partying 
hard and had a serious cocaine habit. My only purpose 

in working was to get drug money. 
During that time, I had a girlfriend who got pregnant. 

That had happened many times before with me and girls, 
and there was the mindset with the people I was hanging 
around with that if you got pregnant you just got an 
abortion. I remember it was such an annoying inconve-
nience to take this girl to this place and she would be all 
emotional. We didn’t think of it as killing babies—just as 
eliminating a problem. One girl I got pregnant said she 
didn’t believe in abortion, and she wasn’t going to have 
one. I was surprised by that and really impressed by it. So, 
she had my daughter. We were both 21 and my cocaine 
habit was really taking root. Not long after that, my son 
was born. We were together 12 years—on welfare and 
food stamps. I was a terrible father and mate. I loved my 
kids and wanted to be there for them, but I had a burning 
desire to feed my addiction. I tried some 12-step pro-
grams but just didn’t have the strength to do it. 

I got involved in crystal meth. It would keep you high 
for much longer and keep you awake for hours at a time. 
To me, it was much more economical. I was staying up 

R&R Fall texas 2019.indd   12 8/20/19   2:53 PM



FALL 2019  |   13

all night and partying and then I’d go to work the next 
day. I was so twisted in my thinking that I didn’t think it 
affected me. About this time, I got into trouble and went 
to the county jail, and the mother of my children took 
our four children. She moved in with her mother and 
got a restraining order against me. She moved a couple 
of counties away which made it inconvenient for me to 
see the children. She did what was best for her and the 
kids. At some point, I gave up. “I’m a terrible person, a 
terrible father,” and I surrendered that they were better 
off without me. That gave me new freedom and I didn’t 
have to worry about it. This was in the late 90s and I 
was in San Bernardino, California, which at one time had 
been a very nice place, but at this time there was a lot of 
homelessness and drug problems. I navigated that very 

comfortably. I had no problem living off the grid. I didn’t 
have a driver’s license for about 10 years. I just drove 
other people’s cars and stole cars. 

I met this girl who had family that lived in Texas and 
we did drugs together. She wanted me to get her and her 
son to Texas. She told me, “You have such great potential. 
If you could just get away from these drugs, you could 
really make something of yourself. I have some family 
in Texas, and if you could take me there, they could help 
you find a job.” I said, “I don’t have a way to get us there, 
but it sounds good.” The next day I got a day labor job 
and the guy filled up the tank of his truck and gave me 
the keys with about a $1,000 worth of tools in the trunk 
to take to the job. We pawned the tools and headed to 
Texas. I remember thinking sarcastically, “The Lord must 
want me to go to Texas.” We ended up in Palestine, Texas, 
and I got a construction job. I got off the meth and it was 
the most normal life I had lived. 

Then one day, a guy who had been driving a tractor 
near where we were working, walked across our worksite 
and I just knew that this guy knew where to get crystal 
meth. It wasn’t a logical decision to talk to him. I was just 
drawn to him. Sure enough, he had crystal meth and we 
start doing it together. I asked him where I could get it 

and found out he was making it. I started being his helper 
and learned how to cook crystal meth. It occurred to me 
that I had a way to make more money than I knew what 
to do with and all the drugs I could ever want. So, I broke 
away from him and started making meth and selling it to 
the people of the town. I watched a community of simple 
country folks get addicted to crystal meth and watched 
them lose jobs and their relationships break up—and I 
was at the ground level of that. I was making so much 
money, but I was so spun out. I was cooking meth in the 
woods of East Texas, and when I wasn’t cooking I was 
rounding up ingredients. I’ll never forget realizing that I 
had everything I ever wanted, yet I had never been more 
miserable. I hadn’t seen my kids for five years. I had failed 
and there was no undoing that. I had failed at ever being 

a good father. I had failed at ever being a good son. I had 
failed at being a good husband. I had friends but not really. 
They were friendly to me but they hated me because they 
had to pay me to get drugs. It just started wearing me 
down. One night I was out in the woods at one of my 
cook spots. One of the guys helping me had stolen all my 
chemicals. I was furious and tried to reach him on a pre-
paid cell phone, and the battery was dying. I went into a 
rage. In the midst of that rage I thought, “God, if you are 
real, you did not create me to do this.” I was challenging 
God to take my mess and fix it. And then it was as if the 
veil was torn and I could see all the failure around me. It 
was an ugly place to be. I could see who I really was at 
that point. Before that, I had no real vision of myself and 
my reality. I cried out to the Lord, “Take me out of this. 
I can’t stop.” 

God answered my prayer. An interesting thing hap-
pened not long after that. In February 2003, the Space 
Shuttle Columbia was supposed to travel from Dallas to
Florida, and the shuttle’s path was right over Palestine, 
Texas. But it blew up. The debris field went all the way
to our town in Palestine, Texas. I remember the day it 
happened. It was February 1st and I had been up cooking

continued on next page

           For if a man belongs to Christ, he is a new person.  
                        The old life is gone. New life has begun.   2 CORINTHIANS 5:17 
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meth to get ready for welfare check day, and I was at a 
farmhouse. I heard an explosion then went outside and 
there was something different in the air. The birds were 
making different sounds. I turned on the radio and heard 
that the space shuttle had exploded and parts were spread 
all over our small town. They sent federal agents to comb 
through the woods with a fine-tooth comb to find shuttle 
pieces. They were uncovering meth cook spots all over 
the place. I couldn’t cook meth in the woods for months. 
Then the county police department launched a Drug 
Task Force. Everyone was telling on everyone else.  
Everyone I knew was getting busted. The little drug culture 
in our community was coming to an end. 

The day I got busted, I was hiding under a pile of dirty 
laundry in a house. I was trying to make myself smaller 
but it wasn’t working. I could hear the cops in the house 
looking for me. I heard them call for a canine unit and 
knew that wasn’t good. The head of the Drug Task Force 
found me. He said, “Today your picture comes off of my 
wall. You have been on my hit list for months.” 

I was charged with transport of illegal chemicals with 
intent to make crystal meth. The judge told me that I was 
a cancer to his community and cancer has to be cut out. 
He gave me the full 10 years. I knew that this was the 
Lord responding to me to get me out. 

When I was in prison, I went to a Bible study. There 
were pages torn out of the Bibles to wrap cigarettes in to 
sneak them in. I said, “Do you guys have any more Bibles 
because my Bible doesn’t even start until Leviticus.” 
There was a local church member coming into the jail to 
minister to us. He took out all the place markers in his 
own personal Bible and gave it to me. It was marked up 
with all of the notes he had written in it over the years, 
but he still gave it to me. I still have his Bible. 

I was reading the Bible but not living it out. I re-
member these guys in the church area singing in a loud 
voice, “This is the day that the Lord hath made.” I sat 
up from my bed annoyed and thought, “This is the day 
that the Lord has made? Are you kidding? You are in 
prison.” That was my introduction to the concept that 
you could be free in prison. Those men were free in pris-
on. I learned more about freedom in prison when a man 
conducting a Christian class for us said he had been diag-
nosed with Alzheimer’s but he would keep volunteering 

his time to teach our class. He said, “Your attitude can 
change the outcome of your life. You can look at being 
in prison as a terrible thing that happened to you and be 
mad at the world, or you can look at this as an opportuni-
ty to grow and get healthy. You can learn your Bible and 
get an education. This could be the best thing that ever 
happens to you.” Because he had Alzheimer’s, the next 
week he repeated the same things. And the next week he 
repeated the same things. I am the kind of person who 
needs redundancy to make it stick. Could it have been 
the Lord’s divine wisdom to put a guy as my teacher who 
repeats himself ? 

I got to see an example of this when I was moved to a 
new work squad where they took us to a farm to work. I 
was complaining and had a poor attitude. This guy I was 
working with said, “This is the best job.” I looked at him 
like he had two heads. I said, “How?” He said, “We are 
outside of the gates of the prison, out in mother nature, 
telling jokes with the guys, and we get to go back and get 
a shower and have the rest of the day off.” After this my 
attitude changed and it made a big difference.

Several ministers came to the prison and preached to 
us. All these things were solidifying that this was God’s 
response to deliver me from the life I was in. One of the 
ministers asked me what my parole plan was, and I told 
them I had a plan to go back and live in Palestine where 
I had sold drugs. They said the only people I knew there 
were the police and drug dealers and suggested that I go 
to a mission in Houston instead. I had enough wisdom 
to take their advice. 

After I got out of prison, while I was at the mission, 
I started attending classes at The WorkFaith Connection 
and then got a job there. In my job, I had the opportunity 
to pour into other people and help them turn their lives 
around. Being in that environment helped me to continue 
to grow and learn and deepen my relationship with God. 

But still I struggled with thinking about my past. I 
kept thinking, “I’ll never be able to fix what I did to my 
mom. Or what I did to my children and the mother of my 
children.” Before I went to prison, I didn’t have a strategy 
to do bad things. I was just being who the enemy wanted 
me to be. This led me to do things I really regretted. I 
remember one time my mom asked if some of my friends 
knew where to get pep pills and I gave her pills with  
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crystal meth. While she was spun out on crystal meth, I 
stole her debit card and emptied out her bank accounts. 
She lost the house she lived in and went through a series 
of financial hardships because of what I did.

I was planning on being single for the rest of my life. 
I had been working at WorkFaith Connection for seven 
years when I met a volunteer. I knew by the end of our 
first conversation that I wanted to marry her. We were 
both running steadfastly toward the Lord alongside each 
other. We had these common goals. I thought she was 
way too beautiful and way too young for me. The more 
I got to know her, the more I realized how important 
sexual purity was to her. We got engaged and spent two 
years of relationship in sexual purity. We got married and 
a couple of years into marriage we had a son who is now 
a little over a year old, and we are expecting our second 
child. I get to be completely present in my son’s life, and 
I get to be a father to my teenage stepdaughter, the father 
she prayed for for years.

I have gone back to California to visit my grown  
children many times since I have gotten out of prison. 
I also visited my mother who was living in an assisted 
living facility on a police officer’s pension. She was really 
deteriorating, and my wife said, “We need to find a place 
for her to live in Texas.” My mom agreed and she moved 
here in 2016 about 10 minutes from where I live. She is in 
an assisted living community that is so much less money, 
that she has all this money now she never had before. I 
go see her every week and meet with her doctor. This 
is where I really see that the Lord is restoring what the 
locusts have eaten. My mom said to me recently, “You’re 
such a good son. You’re such a good father and such a 
good husband.” Those were the things that I thought I 
could never be. 

I now work for a commercial construction company. 
I love my job. We bought a house and I have a nice 
truck. The Lord provides for us. I didn’t finish high 

school. I got my GED in prison. I started off making 
$11.50 per hour and this year I made almost $90,000. 
God provides for me more than I could ask for—mate-
rially, spiritually, and with my relationships. I get to be 
so much more than I dreamed I could ever be. I can’t do 
what I am doing without the Lord’s strength. The Lord’s 
strength in you helps you turn away from temptation. 
When you ask God to show up, He shows up. Ezekiel 
36:26 says, “I will take away your heart of stone and  
replace it with a heart of flesh and put a new spirit in 
your body.” This makes sense to me because now I don’t 
long for the things I longed for before. The Lord gave me 
a heart transplant and a new spirit.

When I was doing drugs, I had holes and infection 
all over my arms. I had to use my hands and feet and 
even my neck to inject drugs. I wore long sleeves shirts 
and Band-Aids on my hands.  Some days I felt so poked 
full of holes. One day I was listening to a Christian song, 
“Rain Down” by Roger Cullins, and it just hit me. I had 
been like a baby lamb stuck in a thorny brier, all poked 
full of holes, and the Lord gently pulled me out with His 
Shepherd’s hook. He lifted me out of the pit and gave me 
a new heart, a new spirit, a new life.

There is a mindset that if I do this, this, and this, 
THEN the Lord will work in my life—compared to 
knowing He is ALREADY at work. When you start to 
understand grace and mercy and that He doesn’t love me 
because I got sober, He loved me the whole time—it is an 
incredible new way to look at God. I finally realized that 
I never had to earn His grace and mercy; it was there for 
the taking. I might have been breaking His heart, but He 
loved me the whole time.  n
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MATTHEW 18:21-22

I grew up in a middle-income family in Buffalo 
New York. I thought it was a normal home until I 
realized in my teens that my dad was an alcoholic. He 

later became abusive to my mom but she never left him. 
I decided I wanted to be a police officer when I was 15 
years old. I went to college and met my first wife. 

In 1982, my wife and I moved to Houston where I 
took a job with the Houston police department. We had 
no friends or family there, and it was very stressful for 
my wife. I was also under stress working as a policeman 
on the streets and seeing some gruesome things. Hous-
ton was the murder capital of the US at that time. Even 
though I swore I would not be like my father because I 
hated what I saw in his drinking, I started drinking a cou-
ple of beers to try to go to sleep, and over time I started 
drinking more. Eventually my drinking became an issue 
with my wife, but after our first child was born things got 
better. Then our second child came along.

The nature of police work is that you see a lot of 
bad things and there is culture of condoning unethical 
and immoral things by some in police society. Things 

like adultery. I had been married about 15 years when 
I moved up in the police department. I thought this was 
a good thing because I could spend more time at home. 
But this created more stress because I didn’t really know 
my wife. I started having an affair with one of my female 
coworkers. This was completely contrary to my beliefs 
against adultery. My marriage fell apart. I started living 
with the woman I was having an affair with. I would 
come home from work and drink, and the drinking be-
came an issue with her. One night we had an argument 
and I ended up shooting her. I remember immediately 
realizing what I had done and trying to do CPR on her. 
When I realized that she had passed away, I put the gun 
to my head to kill myself but then thought of my children. 
I pled guilty and was sentenced to 20 years in prison. 
While I was out on bond, I purchased a gun and was 
going to kill myself, but my parents found it and wouldn’t 
let me do it. Then I took some pills to try to kill myself, 
but that didn’t work. 

The night I pled guilty, they kept me in the county jail 
under suicide watch. They put me in a big area by myself. 
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No one was checking on me. I was all alone. I was in there 
for hours and then found a garbage can and tube socks. 
I tied the tube socks together and tied them around my 
neck and also to the ceiling vent and stood on a garbage 
can, but before I did it I prayed, “Dear God, forgive me 
for what I’m about to do.” Immediately, a guard looked in 
the window. He screamed, “Don’t do it!” and called for 
help. I knew at that point that the Lord had something 
for me to do. I didn’t know what, and it was too early to 
understand, but He had protected me from killing myself 
four times.  

At that point, I had a lot of hatred for myself and 
couldn’t forgive myself. I grew up a Christian, but I nev-
er understood the concept of forgiveness. People would 
say, “Ask for forgiveness and Jesus will forgive you.” But 
I thought, “How could He forgive me if I can’t forgive 
myself ?” 

I was transferred to state prison and spent the next 
20 years there. 

About 12 years into my sentence, I had a lot of hatred 
toward a man that was going to marry my wife because 
of something I thought he had done to my kids. I was 
so angry at him I couldn’t sleep. I asked the chaplain if 
he could put me in some Christian classes. He put me 
in five classes, one each night of the week. What I was 
really seeking was to learn about forgiveness. It seemed 
like in all of the classes they talked about forgiveness. In 
the final class, they showed a movie called The Heart of 
Texas. It was about a man whose daughter was run over 
by a car accidentally by a man he knew. He forgave the 
man and bought the guy a suit to wear to the funeral and 
sat him next to his family. Then he bought him a home. 
The story was so touching. Even the toughest guys in the 
room were crying. 

I went back to the phone and called my mother and 
broke down in tears. At that point, a thousand pounds 
were lifted off my shoulders, and it felt like I was cleansed 
at that moment. 

That night I felt redemption like a blanket of peace and 
calmness. My life changed. I was able to forgive myself 
and I was able to forgive the man I had so much hatred 
for. I was finally free. I finally understood what Jesus had 
done for me. I had always questioned how God could 
forgive me when I couldn’t forgive myself. But I wasn’t 

looking at it the right way. It took me until I was 50 years 
old to understand that Jesus had ALREADY forgiven 
me. That night was a turning point in my life. I had a joy 
after this as I lived out the rest of my sentence. I knew 
that God had me there for a reason. I strove every day 
to be a role model and positive influence to the people 
around me. 

The last three years of prison I participated in the 
Prison Entrepreneurship Program (PEP). In the first 
three months, there was character development and 
leadership development training. This was followed by 
a six-month entrepreneurial phase. We all came up with 
a business idea and developed business plans with the 
help of successful business people from the community. 
I had a master’s degree before I started PEP and it was 
more challenging than my master’s work. During the nine 
months I was in the program, I lived with other PEP 
students, and this built community. We held each other 
accountable. 

I got out of prison in 2018. I had graduated from 
PEP, and they picked me up in Dallas at the prison and  
allowed me to stay in their transitional housing for two 
weeks free. They also helped me to look for a job and 
find public transportation. I thought things would be 
easy with my education, but things weren’t that easy. I 
didn’t have a car and would take the bus to all kinds of job 
interviews. I would get lost and would get off at the wrong 
stop and walk the wrong way. This would make me late 
for job interviews. It was very frustrating. I remember 
sitting at the bus stops waiting and talking to God. I had 
many questions.

“God, when is this going to be better?”
“Why am I going through this?”

continued on next page

Then Peter came to Jesus and said,  
“Lord, how many times may my brother  
sin against me and I forgive him, up to  
seven times?” Jesus said to him, “I tell you, 
not seven times but seventy times seven!”   
MATTHEW 18:21-22
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“Why are You making it so difficult on me?”
“What do You want me to do?” 
I had quite a few interviews, but each one told me 

that because I was a convicted felon they couldn’t help 
me. One night I went to get some pants at a department 
store, and I noticed a man in the front of the store just 
kind of hanging around. He looked like a homeless per-
son. He had on a cap that said “He’s #1.” It didn’t dawn 
on me at the time what this meant. I saw him again at the 
bus stop and he started talking to me. He told me how 
troubled his life had been and that he had spent time in 
prison. He said when he got out he turned his life over 
to Jesus and his whole life changed. I told him I had just 
gotten out of prison after spending 20 years there. That’s 
when he opened up and started telling me everything I 
had talked to God about on the bus route. He began to 
answer every question I had asked God about at the bus 
stop. During that conversation, I felt that same blanket 
of calmness that I felt on the night I finally felt forgiven. 
The man told me, “This conversation was predestined 
before your parents knew you or my parents knew me.” 
We got on the bus and he started talking with me about 
scripture. It wasn’t anything weird. Just a regular conver-
sation about Bible passages. Finally, he said to me, “God 
said everything is going to be okay.” He got off the bus at 
the first stop, and about halfway to the front of the bus, 
he turned and said, “I’ll see you around, and if I don’t see 
you around I’ll see you up there.” I knew that God sent 
that man to deliver a message to me. There is no way he 
could have known the questions I had been asking God. 

The next week, the police chief I worked for at the  
police department, who is a Christian man, called me 
out of the blue. He said, “Don’t let satan discourage you. 
That’s what he wants to do.” Then he hung up. That’s 
what I needed to hear. Because again, I was frustrated 
with the bus situation. One day I was in 100-degree heat 

with a dark suit on, about to be late again for an inter-
view. My phone rang; I didn’t know who it was. I told 
him I was late for an interview, and he said he would 
come and get me after the interview and take me home. 
When he arrived, I saw that it was my old sergeant from 
the police force. He took me to his house. Then we went 
to dinner and he said, “I know what kind of person you 
are. It was an isolated incident. I’m divorced and don’t 
have kids. Come and stay with me.” About two days  
later, he got into a terrible accident. He accidently  
ingested some poison. I loaded him up and took him to 
the ER, which saved his life. 

So, God provided a nice place for me to live. And then 
He provided a job for me. I was hired to work at the Prison 
Entrepreneurship Program. I get to be around other 
Christians at work and I get to tell people how this pro-
gram has helped me and guys who are still in prison. I 
get to work with an organization every day where I see 
miracles happen. And I no longer have to take the bus. 
A woman I used to work for gave me her Nissan Sentra. 
I have a house to live in, a job, and transportation. Now 
I’m engaged to be married, I have reconciled with my two 
boys, and I have a granddaughter that I get to see. 

God has done a lot for me: spared my life when I 
tried to take it, kept me safe in prison, and put people,  
programs, and classes in my life to help me. God spoke 
a powerful message of forgiveness to me through the  
movie The Heart of Texas and opened my heart to forgive 
myself and accept His forgiveness. He sent me a powerful 
message of restoration through the man on the bus. He 
has restored my relationships with my sons, provided a 
place to live, a good job, and a new fiancé.  

If God can do this for me, He can do it for you too. 
Don’t give up hope. Don’t be afraid to accept help. God 
has something for you to do.   n
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surrender to the call of God, I will financially back you.” 
My husband went on to start a prison ministry and this 
man did provide the financial backing for the ministry. 
He became the chairman of the ministry’s board and a 
mentor for my husband. 

We have been doing the ministry full time for 10 
years. The ministry is called CHARM for Christ’s Hope 
And Reconciliation Ministry. The ministry was a vision 
that the Lord gave my husband while he was in prison, 
based on 2 Corinthians 5:17 where we are ambassadors 
for Christ and carry the message of hope and reconcili-

ation to others. We go into prisons and do Bible studies, 
church services, Celebrate Recovery, sports, and talent 
shows. We always bring cookies for the correctional  
officers because they have a hard job and we don’t want 
them to feel forgotten. We also disciple on the outside 
and have seven to eight transitional homes. 

God is faithful and true. He is who He says He is.  
If you seek Him, you will find Him. He still performs 
miracles and sets captives free. He does it from the inside 
out—He starts with the heart. He can do it for you. He 
did it for me!   n

PHILIPPIANS 4:6 (continued from page 5)

PHILIPPIANS 4:13 (continued from page 11)

before release! The chaplain prayed with me that I would 
go out and serve the Lord. I had done 25 years at this point.  
Seventeen and half years I lived like I didn’t care and lived 
dangerously. I went 25 years and I never really got hurt 
and never got locked up in segregation. When I think 
about it now, I realize it was God’s hand protecting me. 

When I first got out of prison, I would have taken 
any job—mowing lawns, janitor, anything. I really tried 
to get a job those first two months, but nothing worked 
out. But if I had gotten a job, I couldn’t have gone to 
WorkFaith Connection. I believe it was God’s plan for 
me to be able to go through their program because not 
only did I learn how to best market my skills to get a 
job, I also learned that I am special to God and that I 
don’t have to worry about my past because He forgives 
me of my sins. I learned that I was going to be okay in 
society. On the last day of the eight-day boot camp, they 
let us use their computers to look for a job. I searched 
for welding and brake press jobs. I was supposed to 
find 20 companies that might hire me. Mustang Metal 
was #15. It really stood out to me. I called and they said, 
“Yes, we are hiring.” I went on a Friday for the interview, 
and he hired me right then. I started Monday. That was 
in February 2017. I am still working there. I have my 
own apartment and a truck now. When Hurricane Harvey 
hit Texas, it destroyed most of my things. Everybody was 
saying to file FEMA, but I had saved up a little money 
and could use that to replace my things. I didn’t want 

to get in front of the line of people who needed the FEMA 
money more than me.   

When I first got locked up, I had one sister and my 
mom that stayed in contact with me. But after a couple 
of years, I didn’t hear from anybody. I would write home 
and not get a response. I said, “I don’t exist out there any-
more. I’m the invisible man.” But then somehow through 
the grapevine, my mom and younger brother heard I was 
going to church and they came to see me.  My mom said, 
“If you ever get out, I want you to come and live with 
me.” So as soon as I got out, I went to live with my mom 
until I got a job. My brothers and sisters now invite me to 
their houses and introduce me to their kids.

Sometimes I’m out here and life is rough. I get  
depressed and I always go back to the fact that no matter 
how bad it is, I need to be grateful that I woke up this 
morning, I’ve got a job, and I’ve got a vehicle. When you 
are having doubts and feeling sad, do a gratitude list. 
Name five to ten things you are grateful for right now as 
fast as you can. That will bring you out of it. You will feel 
a lot better. Don’t give up before the miracle happens. 
Sometimes things seem impossible, but with God  
everything is possible. The enemy hits you with doubts. 
But with faith you know that it can be done. God can 
do it. God’s got a plan. You’re going to be alright. If you 
look, you can see God in everything—in the face of an 
old man, in a flower, in the sunset.   n
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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.
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