Kicking Against the Goad-
My testimony 

The spot light sweeps over me, and I burrow down, trying to blend in with the foliage and bushes.  I can hear the blades of the helicopter chopping the air above me; my heart racing.  Moments ago an officer had attempted to pull me over during a drug sting.  A high speed chase ensued, ending in a wreck with a curb.  I can see police cars with their search lights going from area to area looking for me.  Suddenly, their lights and the spot light from the helicopter are right on me.  I see my skin illuminated.  My stomach hurts, and I want to throw up.  My adrenaline is pumping.  I think to myself, this is it; my life is over.  Now my boys will grow up without their daddy, just like I did.  I close my eyes and start praying; praying to a God I don’t know, or even believe in.  I say to him:  “God, please, not like this; help me.  I promise I’ll change my life.”  I open my eyes as suddenly the light moves off me, continuing to search the surrounding area.  It sweeps back and forth, illuminating everything in its path. I continue to lay there, bile in my throat.  I think to myself, I know they saw me.  The light was right on me.  

After what seemed like hours I came out of the bushes and entered into the neighborhood.  I could still see the search going on further down the street, stopping cars as they passed.  I see two people standing at the end of a driveway.  Walking up to them I pull out $50 and say, “Hey, man, I’ll give you $50 to get me out of here.”  The bigger guy says, “Come on”, and I follow him into the house.  Inside he offers me some speed and I accept it, forgetting my promise already.  
This is one story of hundreds where God was involved in my life even though I continued to rebel against him thinking that I was my own god, or as in my occult beliefs, that I was a part of the manifestation of what we imagine as God.  It was hard for me to believe in a heavenly father when I didn’t even have an earthly father, so I rebelled against God and authority and embraced the world, giving into every desire and whim.  I became involved in gangs as a youth and was in and out of trouble at school and with the law.  However, I always had a hunger for knowledge.  I made good grades and read everything I could get my hands on.  This continued even during my many incarcerations.  I would study different religions:  Buddhism, Taoism, Islam, Zoroastrianism, “Kabbala”, psychology, history and high “magick”, to name a few.  But I was never satisfied.  I felt empty.  John 4:13 says, “Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again.”  Last year I “turned myself in” knowing that I would be going back to prison; “no big deal”.  “I will just learn some new tricks and meet some new connections.”  I would always go back with the same attitude, “I’ll come out the same way I went in.  I’m a gangster.”

But God had a different plan for me this time.  As the cell door closed, I picked up the only book in my room, the bible.  I had read parts of the bible before, like Proverbs and Psalms, or just to find inconsistencies, contradictions or secret cabalistic meanings.  But this time the veil was lifted when I started reading.  There were no contradictions or inconsistencies.  Jesus revealed himself to me.  I was like Paul on the road to Damascus.  I fell to the ground and asked him what he wanted me to do.  My life was dramatically changed, a sort of pendulum effect that took me from one extreme to the other.  I quit using profanity, something I could never control.  Suddenly I had self-control. I quit listening to, watching, or reading anything violent or sexually immoral.  But it was not because I thought it would be something good to do, but because when I did it, it made me physically ill.  God was in me, and anything sinful repelled me.  I could no longer engage in any type of unrighteous conversation.  I took a vow of abstinence, something that I had been in bondage to half of my life.  Most of all, for the first time in my life, I was satisfied.  John 4:14 says, “But whoever drinks the water I shall give will never thirst.  The water I shall give will become in him a spring of water welling up to eternal life.”  John 6:35 says, “ I am the Bread of Life; whoever comes to me will never hunger, and whoever believes in me will never thrist.”
Thinking back, I realize that I was searching for something.  Jesus did for me in one moment what no other religions, belief systems, ideologies, philosophies or psychology could in the many years that I searched and studied.  Since I’ve given my life to Christ, God has now used me to lead 5 other people to Christ.  Here I was, a general in Satan’s army putting people into bondage; taking advantage of peoples weaknesses.  I had destroyed people’s lives, but now I am in the army of God, helping bring people to the Lord.  It was like, one minute we were talking and the next moment we were bowed in prayer, tears streaming down their face saying “thank you for introducing me to Jesus”.  It is the greatest feeling I have ever had.
Certainly, I still have my ups and downs.  Being in this environment, its like I’m on the front lines, surrounded by those still dead in their transgressions, Ephesians 2: 1-2.  Sometimes the only fellowship I have is my weekly minister visit and chapel services where the brothers encourage us, and equip us to go out into the trenches delivering the word.  I thank my God for those brothers in Christ.  

As my legal issues come to an end, and I prepare to go to prison, I know that God has a plan for me, and no matter where I go, or what I do, I’ll minister to those on the battle field.  And like Paul, I’ll continue to fight the good fight of faith.  Amen, Amen.   
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