
I guess if I was to tell my testimony I would have to start with the fact that I never lived in one place for more than a year until I was in my mid twenties, so I got used to never having long lasting friendships, and since my mother was married five times I got used to seeing relationships always fail.I started drinking alcohol at a young age and the main reason I feel I started doing this is because I found comfort in the bottle. My mother did her best to raise three children, but it was tough because she had mental problems that were not discovered until I was in the ninth grade. The closest person in my life became my little brother. He was six years younger than me. He really looked up to me and tried to be like me in so many ways. He went to live with his dad for the first time when he was fifteen years old. The reason this happened is because I allowed it to. Everyone else in my family opposed it. I knew that his dad was a violet person because he used to beat me, but I hoped he had changed, and I thought my little brother deserved the chance to get to know his dad. Boy was I wrong. I went to visit him every month. He lived about three hours away. In December of 1990 he ran away from home. He went with two people that were supposed to be his friends. For a long time we just thought he was missing. 

                    Then in March of 1992 we found out that he had been murdered. When they ran away they broke into some houses and stole a car. They ended up in an abandoned house out in the country in Arkansas. My brother decided that he could not keep doing this, so he told them he was going back. The two guys got to talking and decided that if he went back he would snitch on them, so while one of them was choking him, the other one was stabbing him with a knife. Then they poured gas all over his body and the house and burned it down. When the fire department responded they just made sure that the fire did not spread, and they did not go through what was left because it was an abandoned house. When one of the guys confessed in 1992 they went back and found my brothers remains. This totally devastated my life. All I could think about was getting even. I wanted to kill the guys who had done this to my brother. I started drinking a lot more heavily and using drugs. I decided at that time that I was never going to love anybody again. I did not ever want to feel that kind of pain again. By this time I was living in Florida and when my family would call I would tell them that I did not want to have anything to do with them and to leave me alone.

I moved back to Texas in 1993. I totaled my car in May of 1994 and was charged with my first DWI. In February of 1995 I wrecked my sister’s car by hitting another vehicle and was charged with my second DWI. I received probation for the first DWI in 1996. By the time I went to trial for my second DWI the charge had been upgraded to Aggravated Assault with a Deadly Weapon. They said since I had a previous DWI that I knew what I was doing if I got drunk and got behind to wheel. There was no plea bargain because the District Attorney wanted a conviction by a jury because this was the first time that they were trying to charge someone with a DWI this way. So the only way I didn’t have to go to trial was to accept twenty years in prison. My lawyer told me there was no way they could convict me of this, but on May 1, 1997 I was found guilty by a jury and sentenced to ten years in prison. By this time I was a totally broken man. I knew that every thing I had ever tried to accomplish in life I had failed at. I knew something had to change. About a week after I got locked up a man came into my cell talking about somebody that loved me no matter what. I thought who could love me know matter what? I had done cheated or ripped off everyone close to me, so who could love me no matter what? Something inside of me told me to get off my bunk and go listen to what the man had to say. The man was talking about Jesus. When he finished talking I ask him if he could get me a Bible. Little did I know that this would change my life forever! After thirty days I was sent from the county jail to prison. 

                    On June 1, 1997 I got saved and baptized. I did not turn to Jesus to get me out of prison, I turned to Him to help me change my life, and for that He put a hunger in me to read His word. I just couldn’t get enough. I read like crazy. He started working on me big time. He helped me to stop cussing, He helped me to stop lying, and He helped me to stop lusting after women. After all of this happened I knew He could do anything. In February of 1999 I came back to Tarrant County on an appeal and was able to get my sentence down to six years. Before I was sent back to prison my sister came to visit me and I told her that do you want to know how I know God is real. Of course she said yes. So I told her that remember the two guys that had murdered Wayne and that for all those years all I could think about was getting even. Well now I didn’t hate them anymore and now I loved them and I had forgiven them and I wanted to tell them that I loved them and had forgiven them and that God loved them too and He would forgive them to if they would only ask. In September of that same year I was sent back to prison. I could tell you about all kinds of bad things that happened in prison, and yes what you hear and see on TV is pretty much true. Gangs rule the prisons. But the thing I really want to tell is that in there one of five things usually happens. You either join a gang, pay for protection, get beat up a lot, have your stuff taken, or you are somebody’s girl. I chose none of the above. I chose to trust in God, and for that He protected me. I saw a lot of people get hurt in there, but no one ever touched me. Glory be to God. 

                    I got out on parole in October of 2002. My mother passed away in January 2004. When I first got saved in June of 1997 I started writing my mother and I told her how she had to turn to Jesus. Towards the end of 1997 she wrote me a letter and told me to quit bugging her about God. At first I cried. I got on my knees and I cried out to my Lord. I prayed and said Lord what do I do, my mother is going to go to hell. And do you know what he said? He told me to quit telling her what she had to do and to start showing her what He was doing in my life. This changed everything. My letters just started showing her the power of God as He worked on me. When I went back on my appeal in 1999 I called my mom and she said guess what, I said what, and she said that she had started reading the Bible. Soon after she accepted Jesus and now I know that she is in heaven and because of that it has made everything that has happened in my life worth it.Since I have been out I have been involved in a few different ministries. The one that I would say has been the most rewarding to me is Prison Ministry. Before I got out God let me know that I would be going back into the prisons to share the love of Jesus with others. He also let me know that I would one day go to school for Him, so in January 2005 I started seminary. It was a very rewarding time as God taught me many things. 

                   I went on my first missionary trip ever with the school in May of 2006. It was to China. From that trip God started putting a hunger in me to reach out to others in other countries. My church adopted Nigeria as it’s utter ends of the earth and in December 2006 we started going on short term missionary trips there. Since then I have been there three time and God has shown me that I must do more. So in December of 2007 I moved to Nigeria and I am now living out my calling. Glory be to God!!!

