From Murderer to Missionary


For thirty-seven years I thought the meaning of life was the happiness of man.  I spent all my energy seeking happiness in every way I could imagine.  This was my only desire, no matter what the cost.


My family moved to different towns seven times in the first eleven years of my life.  This made it very hard for me to make friends, and caused me to feel insecure.  I have a sister who is 2 years younger than I, and a brother who is 2 years younger than her.  Our parents worked long hours, and were away from home a lot.  I always wanted a different father, who had more time for his son.  The only things I remember from my childhood are traumatic events.  There are very few joyful memories.


When my family moved for the last time, I had almost stopped trying to make friends.  We moved to a very small town with about 2,000 people.  Most of them knew each other, and had lived there all of their lives.  They had friends whom they grew up with, and we were not easily accepted into their groups.


When I was about 14, some older boys who had their own car took me to a place away from school where they would go to eat lunch.  In this little store, there was a curtain that covered a doorway.  I noticed that the boys would go behind that curtain, and they were always laughing.  When they came out, they looked happy.  I wanted to know what was beyond that curtain that always brought them such joy.


One day I bravely walked through the curtain, and discovered the source of their joy – beer, cigarettes, and a pool table.  We had a pool table in our home that my brother and father had built from an old dining table.  The other boys didn't know this, because they had never been to my house.  The first time they let me play, I won.  Actually, I was so good that I could beat all of them most of the time.  I had found a place where I was accepted and felt I belonged.  But there were some problems, also.  The other boys expected me to smoke cigarettes and drink beer if I went behind the curtain with them.


At first I hated cigarettes and beer.  They tasted horrible, and made me smell bad.  The beer made me feel good, so I learned to drink it, even though it tasted like the bathroom smelled!  How could something which tasted so bad make me feel good?  It wasn't long before I found other things to drink that tasted better, and made me feel good much quicker.


One day two boys introduced me to something else to smoke – marijuana.  The first time I smoked it I found the feeling I had been looking for all of my life.  We call it euphoria, the feeling of great happiness or well-being.  Finally, my search was over – I found total happiness!


The next 20 years of my life were spent trying to keep this same happiness through the use of drugs.  There was nothing that I would not do to stay happy.  I didn’t care about anybody else, just that I could remain full of joy and peace.  It didn't matter what other people thought of me, because personal happiness was my only desire.  And now I thought I knew where to find it.


My first car was an old one my father owned.  The engine needed to be rebuilt, and he told me that if I saved my money and paid a man to teach me how to work on the car, I could have it.  So I got my first car when I was 14 years old.  This was great, for I could go many places on my own now.


During my high school years I found something else that brought me happiness.  Sex.  I was finding ways to make me happy, but I still didn’t care about the other people involved.


There were many times that I got into trouble with the police.  I was very rebellious and didn’t like anyone to tell me what to do.  My father owned the local newspaper, and he was respected in our town.  This kept me from suffering the consequences of my behavior a lot of times.  The police would let me go without the full punishment, because they thought my father would give them trouble.


I always had a part-time job while I went to school, but after I graduated from high school my father told me I had to either get a full-time job to provide for myself or go to college.  By this time I was selling marijuana, and thought that would provide me enough money for whatever I desired.  I was also lazy, and did not want to work, so I enrolled in college.  Someone told me about some tests that you could take and get college credits without going to class.  I took 2 of the tests, and scored so well that I got credit for all the Mathematics and English classes.  This allowed me to drop all but 3 of my classes, and I only had to go to college for 9 hours every week.  The rest of the time I spent partying.


In college I found another area of interest – rock music.  Now the three areas of interest to me were sex, drugs, and music.  While it seemed that life was getting better every day, it was actually growing worse.  I was sowing seeds of destruction, which I would harvest in the next season.


When I was 23 years old I was arrested by the police and charged with four very serious crimes.  They had found a lot of drugs in my car, and also a gun.  To ease my burden, I helped the police to catch others who sold drugs.  The influence of my father was once again used to keep me from suffering the consequence of my crime.  The judge sentenced me to a drug rehabilitation program rather than sending me to prison.


For the next 5 years I neither drank alcohol nor used drugs.  During this time I went to meetings of a self-help organization called Alcoholics Anonymous.  They taught me to have faith in a higher power – someone or something that was greater than myself.  This higher power could be a person, or it could be a thing.  It didn't matter, just as long as this power was greater than me.  They also told me that I had a disease, which caused me to drink alcohol and use drugs.  Today I know that this is not true, but at that time I didn't know the Truth. (I now understand that Alcoholics Anonymous is anti-Christ.)


While I was going to these Alcoholics Anonymous meetings, they told me I should not have a girlfriend for at least one year.  Of course I wanted the joy of sex, so I got married.  My wife soon became pregnant.  We didn't see how we could afford a child, and some friends talked us into having an abortion.  They said, “You should give this baby to God.  You will be able to have another one when you are better prepared.”  We knew this was wrong, but we did it anyway.  This was my first murder!


Though our marriage was not going well, my wife got pregnant again.  We had a very beautiful daughter.  There was no love between us, and we got divorced when our daughter was only 2 years old.  My wife remarried.  Her new husband didn't want me to see my daughter, and so they began to plan how to take her away from me.  They made it difficult for me to see her.  They lived several hundred miles from me, and refused to meet me halfway so I could visit her, even though the court said they must.  They used the laws of the State of Louisiana and refused to let me see my daughter, and didn't cash the checks sent for child support.  I didn't realize what they were doing at the time, but later found out they had planned this, hoping that I had no way to prove in court that they would not let me see my daughter, or that they had refused to accept the child support payments.


I had started using drugs again, so I was afraid to take them to court and exercise my rights.  Eventually they were able to adopt her and keep me from seeing her at all.  This made me very sad, and many times I drank myself into a stupor or took a lot of drugs to try to make the pain in my heart go away.


After I lost my parental rights to my daughter, I didn't care about anything anymore.  I quit working a job, and sold and took drugs every day.  By this time I was using drugs intravenously.  No longer was I awake in the daytime, but only at night.  I hated the light, and didn't want to be outside of a building when the sun was shining.


I went to court and had my name changed, because I hated my father, and I had been named after him.


One night after we got a big shipment of cocaine, I went to my favorite bar.  I could do whatever I wanted at this place, because everyone who worked there used cocaine, and they got it from me, so they protected me from the police.  As my drug partner and I walked through the bar, a woman stopped me and said, “I know you.”  This shocked me, because I didn't know her, and wondered who she was.  I kept walking, but she continued to talk, so the security guards at the bar took her to the office.  One of my buddies got her purse and brought her identification to me.  When I saw her name, I went to the office to talk to her.  If this was the same woman, she had been my “sweetheart” in college – and the only woman I had ever respected.  After we questioned her and determined that's who she was, I told the security guards to leave the room.  Later that night I went home with her.  Soon we got married.


When we celebrated our wedding, the people who supplied all the cocaine to me came to town, and we had a very big party.  That night my new wife found out how much drugs I was using, and how much I was selling.  She also saw that I was very violent, as I grabbed her arm and threatened her.  I got so drunk, and so high from cocaine, that I slept in her truck in front of our house that night. My legs were in the truck, and the rest of my body was on the ground – an embarrassment to her.


The next day she told me she couldn't live like that. She was a highly respected gymnastics coach.  She asked me to stop using cocaine, and said she would help me, so I did.  For 2 weeks I had very bad withdrawals.  My mind was constantly tormented by devils, and I saw people who weren't there.  She thought I would surely kill myself, or her, or someone else.  My gun was in my hand at all times.  Eventually the withdrawals stopped.


Shortly after we married, my wife got pregnant.  We didn't want a child, and did not think we could afford one, so we killed the baby by an abortion.  I didn't know it at the time, but this was not the first abortion for her.  It was the fifth one for her – and my second murder by abortion!


We moved to another town and opened a new gymnastics training center.  For several years I didn't use drugs or drink.  Then I slowly started drinking, and smoking marijuana, because I was unhappy, and began looking for that feeling of euphoria again.  I turned to many things to find happiness, but it was nowhere to be found.  This caused many problems in our marriage, and we divorced.  Afterward I returned to selling drugs instead of working.  Now I was using drugs all day long, primarily intravenously.


In November of 1994 I had a horrible accident that should have killed me.  I grew tired while driving late at night, and reclined the seat of my small truck and went to sleep while driving.  A loud noise and bright lights awakened me.  About 2 seconds later, my truck, the smallest one built in America, was run over by the largest transport truck.  I should have died, but miraculously I did not!  My head was cut very deeply from the top, down across my forehead, and into my right eyelid.  A cosmetic surgeon was called to repair me.  The police found drugs and a gun in my truck, but did not arrest me.  Instead they found my parents and asked them to come to the hospital and get me.  My father's heart was broken; for he found out I had changed my name.  They were going to take me to another drug rehabilitation center, but the police officer told them that after surviving that accident, I would never touch any drugs again.


He was wrong.  My parents took me to live with them.  My father even gave me a job. Two weeks later I bought another car and got another large shipment of drugs.  I moved out of my parent's house.


From that time my life went downhill very fast.  I lived from one drug dosage to the next.  I never had another home.  I lived on the street at times.  There were many drop overdoses.


In January of 1996 a Federal Narcotics Task Force arrested me.  These are the most serious drug enforcement agents in America.  They beat me severely, and threatened to kill me.  I was so full of hatred and anger that I spit my blood into their faces.  This made them even angrier, and they beat me more.  By this time I had become a hardened criminal.  I had been arrested many times over the years, but money or influence had always gotten me released.


When I was taken to jail, at first they would not set any bail for me.  Then they changed it to $1,000,000 USD.  When they finally lowered it to $250,000, my bondsman paid the fee and got me out of jail.  That night I paid the bail bondsman with money and a large amount of drugs.


For the next 2 months I lived in constant fear.  The police were watching me, and my drug partners sent men with guns to try and kill me.  My roommate kept them from finding me.


On the morning of March 16, 1996, I woke up with only one thought on my mind – “If I don't find the way to live life right today, there will be no tomorrow.”  I did not know what this meant.


I began calling everyone I knew who I thought would know how to “live life right.”  But nobody had any answer that I had not already tried, and I knew none of these answers worked.  Finally I called my father, and he said, “Oh, it's you.  I know what your problem is.  You are a drug addict.  You need to go back to a drug rehabilitation center.”  I told him that had not worked in the past, and convinced him to drive 100 miles to come see me.  He was very disappointed when he arrived, for he hadn't seen me in a long time.  I had lost 30 pounds from using drugs and not eating, and I looked very bad.


My father is a Christian.  When he could not talk me into going to a drug rehabilitation center, he told me I needed “Christian counseling”.  He called his pastor on his cell phone, and he convinced my father to bring me to talk to him the next day – which was Sunday.  My father had told me that I could not come to his home.


The next day I talked with his pastor for one hour.  Then this man told me, “I don't know what to tell you.  I have never met anyone as bad as you.  If you're saved, you're so far backslidden I don't know what to do. If you're not saved, you just make Jesus Lord of your life, instead of you being lord of your life, and everything will change.”


This was not something I could believe.  When I was a child in my father's house, I was forced to go to church at least three times every week.  I had no respect for people who called themselves Christian, and I did not believe in God.  The pastor told me that the church service was about to begin, and asked me to stay and just sit and talk to God.  He told me God would tell me what I to do.


I thought this man was crazy!  If there were a God, He would not speak to me.  I had tried to talk to Him before, and He never would answer me.  But this time was different.  I had come to the end of myself.


As I walked into that church service, a voice inside my head said, “Do you see all these people? They know what kind of person you are.  They know you've broken all of the Ten Commandments.” That's not something dope heads think about … the Ten Commandments. It was God's Holy Spirit convicting me.


By this time I had been a few hours without any drugs, and I was starting to have withdrawals.  Even though I was sitting in a church, if I could have gotten a syringe with some cocaine, I would have injected it into my arm in front of everyone.  My pain and heartache was so intense, and that was the only way I knew to make it disappear – even if it was only for a short time.


As the pastor was preaching, I began talking to God.  Then I heard someone behind me speak.  I looked around, but no one was close, and no one was looking at me.  I became frightened, and turned back to face the front.  Then the voice spoke to me again, and this time I knew it was not someone behind me!  Now I was really scared!  It could only be God, and so now I believed that God is real.


As He spoke, He told me that I had broken His Laws, and that I was guilty.  He told me that my sin must be punished, and that the sentence is death.  He told me that I did not have to die, but that He had given the life of His only Son for me.  He told me that if I would believe in His Son, and turn away from my sin, that He would forgive me and pardon me.  When I asked Him what I should do, He told me to confess my sin, and repent, and He would make me new.  I stood up and said, “Jesus, if I go anywhere past this moment right now, I will go with you.  I will follow you and obey you and serve you the rest of my life.”


I ran to the front of the church, and began to cry out loud and confess my sins.  This took about some time, and when I was finished, I stood up next to the pastor.  He was very excited.  The first thing I noticed was that I did not have any withdrawals – and I did not have any pain anymore.  I did not want any drugs, and for the first time in my life I felt that I had hope for the future.  I became excited, and wanted to jump up and down and shout!  The pastor was very excited, and spoke encouraging words to me.


When this happened I had very long hair, but the next day I had it cut.  It was very surprising to me, but I never wanted any drugs again, and I never had any withdrawals at all.  The doctors will tell you that this is impossible, but Jesus tells us in the Bible,  “With man this is impossible, but with God all things are possible.”


Also, I was out of jail on bond, but would have to go to court, and eventually to prison.  There was great evidence against me, even video tapes and witnesses.  But the day that I gave my life to God, while I was waiting to be baptized, He told me that I would not go to prison. I do not understand how He did it, but I was never even summoned to court – may case never even went to  the grand jury.  This was another miracle that God did for me!


Now that everything had changed in my life, I really did not know what to do.  Because of going to church as a child, I knew that a Christian is supposed to read the Bible and pray.  So that is what I did.  Every day I read my Bible, and I prayed, for about 5-8 hours.  As I did, God spoke to me often.


In August of 1996, my pastor asked me to tell my testimony during a church service.  This made me very nervous, and at first I said “no”.  When I did, God gave me a vision of Jesus on the cross.  Jesus raised His head, and with His flesh in shreds, and blood running down His face, He looked at me and said, “After all I have done for you, will you not tell these people about me?”  When I saw His face, and thought about His suffering, I began to cry.  I told the pastor that I would tell my testimony.  He was very happy.


When I stood before the people to speak, I was very nervous.  At first I could not talk.  There was a big lump in my throat, and many times I could only cry as I told how God had spared me from death so many times.  Today I know that the devil wanted to kill me, but that God prevented him from doing it.


That night when I got home I prayed to God, and asked Him to forgive me for saying “no” at first.  He very gently said, “I forgive you.  I want you to work for me, but first you must be trained.”  A couple of months later, He told me specifically to go to China.  So I went back to college, and then I went to Bible college.


While I was at Bible college, God taught me many things.  There were men who had served God for decades who were our teachers.  Another wonderful thing happened while I was there.  God had told me only three months after I became a Christian, that He would restore my marriage, but I did not see how this was possible.  I found out that my wife had not remarried, and she had become a Christian, also.  God sent her and two other women to the city where I was in Bible college, to visit.  My former wife did not return home with the other women.  She stayed and we were remarried two weeks later!  God is truly incredible, and causes things to happen that are impossible in the eyes of men!


We both felt that God had told us to go to China, to tell the people what wonderful things He has done in our lives.  So we prepared ourselves for 5 years to move from America, and establish our new home in China, where we live today.


He granted us another miracle in November of 2000, when he gave us a beautiful daughter.  This was almost impossible for us to believe, because before we knew Jesus, we had killed our children.  Now he has restored to us what the devil stole through abortions.


Following Jesus has been the most wonderful thing to ever happen in our lives.  We cannot begin to tell in such a short time the many things He has done for us.


When I first began to read the Bible, there was a passage that Jesus spoke that became as real to me as if He had appeared in my room and spoke the words just to me.  “All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me.  Go therefore and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all that I have commanded you.  And behold, I am with you always, to the end of the age.”  Matthew 28:18-20


This command is for everyone who will follow Jesus.  Some people will be told to go a great way from their homes, and others will be told to stay where they are and tell the people each day as they go about their life.


God created us – you and I.  He created everything in this world.  And He gave us rules.  When we break God's rules, He must judge us.  When we break God's rules, this is called sin.  The penalty for breaking God's rules is death.  But God knew that we could not live without breaking His rules.


God demands a sacrifice for breaking His rules.  God will only accept a perfect sacrifice, and it is not possible for any human to be perfect.  So He sent His only Son, Jesus, to earth.  He lived for 33 years, and He never sinned.  Then God allowed His chosen people, the Israelites, to have Jesus killed by crucifying Him.  They convinced the Romans to do this, because their laws would not allow them to kill Him.  This was foretold in Scripture thousands of years before Jesus was born.  He became the sacrifice for your sin and my sin.  The Bible says that Jesus is “the Lamb of God, who takes away the sin of the world.”


Today you are I are guilty of breaking God’s laws.  The Bible says that if we tell a lie, we break God’s law.  If we steal, we break God’s law.  If we lust after a man or woman, we break God’s law.  If we put other gods, or other things before God; or if we make idols, we break His law.  If we do not honor our father and our mother, we break His law.  If we murder; if we use God’s name in vain; if we fail to honor the Sabbath day; we break God’s law.  Even if we covet something that does not belong to us, we break God’s law.  Have you ever done one of these things?  God calls them sin, and He says that if you have broken even one of His laws, you are guilty of them all!


God says the only way to be pardoned from the sentence of eternal death is to believe that Jesus is His Son, to confess your sins and agree with God that you have sinned.  Then we must repent of our sins, and turn away from our sins and turn to God. We must trust God to lead us and we must obey Him.  It says we must believe in our heart that Jesus is the Son of God, and confess with our mouth, and we will be saved!


This plan of salvation is right in the Bible.  God gives us His clear plan for being “born again”. First, we must acknowledge God as the Creator of everything, and accept our humble position in God's creation.

“Worthy are you, our Lord and God,
to receive glory and honor and power,
for you created all things,
and by your will they existed and were created.” (Revelation 4:11)


Next, we must realize that we are sinners.  “for all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God” (Romans 3:23)  Because we are sinners, we are condemned to death.  “For the wages of sin is death, but the free gift of God is eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord.” (Romans 6:23).  This includes eternal separation from God.


But God loved each of us so much that He gave His only Son, Jesus, to bear our sin and die in our place.  “But God shows his love for us in that while we were still sinners, Christ died for us.” (Romans 5:8).  Although we cannot understand how, God said our sins were laid upon Jesus and He died in our place.  Jesus became our substitute.

In the Bible, a jailer asked his prisoners, Paul and Silas: “Then he brought them out and said, 'Sirs, what must I do to be saved?'  And they said, “Believe in the Lord Jesus, and you will be saved, you and your household.” (Acts 16:30-31)

It is very clear in the Bible, believe in Jesus as the one who bore your sins, died in your place, was buried, and whom God resurrected.  It is Jesus’ blood and resurrection that assures us of everlasting life when we call on Him as our Lord and Savior.  “For 'everyone who calls on the name of the Lord will be saved.'” (Romans 10:13)  “Everyone” includes you. 

Therefore, if you understand that you are a sinner, and you believe that Jesus Christ came as the one and only Redeemer of sin, then you understand the plan of salvation.  The question is – are you ready to implement the plan, by receiving God’s gift of His Son, Jesus Christ?  If so, believe in Jesus, repent of your sins, and commit the rest of your life to Him as Lord.  Tell God in your own words that you believe this, and you're ready to give your life for Him, and live for Him forever.

