
One foster family (The Norbergs) tried to
share their love and the love of Jesus.  However, I
got in the habit of saying what I thought people
wanted to hear and even pretending to get saved in
church, which I did because I thought it would keep
them from preaching to me.  Even today, sitting on
death row I still feel the love of mom and pop
(Frank and Sharon Norberg). 

Back then I was out of control and thought
I could run my own life---stealing and getting high.
But I was about to learn that I wasn’t in control of
my life.  I took a man’s life and was sent to prison
at the age of 27---it was the worse prison in Ohio at
that time, S.O.C.F. (also known as Lucasville).  I
learned fast how to become one of the convicts.  In
order to survive and not be raped, you had to learn
to run with the big dogs or stay on the porch and be
a punk and someone’s sex toy.  So, I became one of
the worse big dogs, fighting cons and even guards,
dealing drugs to be able to get high myself and
afford some coffee and smokes---just doing what I
wanted and not caring, making homemade knives
called “shanks” to be sold for packs of smokes—
not caring who got stabbed or lost their lives
because of me.  Once I even went to the prison
church.  Now, I realize that Jesus had been
watching over me my whole life.  Many times I
came close to being shot in some dope deal or
stabbed to death in prison and even beaten close to
death by guards, who I tried stabbing, fighting and
even went as far as throwing my own feces in their
faces.  

When I went to church in prison and saw
it was a place for guys to have sex with each other
or make drug deals, I didn’t know it then but do
now, that from when my father first left my mom to
having sex with Christian women while their
husbands were at work, to going to church in
prison, that I was being shown by Satan that church
and Christians weren’t any good.  I can now
remember the true Christian love of the Norbergs
and others; I realize just how much Satan was in
control of my life and thoughts.

I did 12 years and 4 months before getting
out; however, I still thought I was in control.  I got
married to an older woman, who tried to give me a
good home and life, but I started drinking and
getting high again and in a sense running the streets
all over.  Only this time I had a car and money in
my pocket—I even opened a booth at flea markets,

which gave me a chance to have more money, meet
and renew old friendships and new ones, I also met
beautiful women who I used for sex and money. 

God will let Satan make you think you’re
on top of the world.  I was out 11 months before I
was sent back to prison for a pocketknife that was
found in my blazer---it was one of dozens I was
selling in my flea market.  That one pocketknife
and me letting Satan have control of my life caused
me to do another 5 years 6 months in prison---
where nothing changed.  It took me only a week to
get back I the groove of prison life.  Selling and
taking drugs, which was easier for me now because
I had a wife visiting me every two weeks, sending
me money and doing whatever I told her to do or
bring me.  So, even though I missed being free, it
didn’t take me long to build my world once again in
prison.  Only this time I was a little smarter and
knew how to get around all the rules and not get in
much trouble, plus being what was called an old
timer, with a lot of years under my belt, I was left
alone by inmates because they knew I wasn’t to be
messed with----I’d stab them before I had to fight
them.

After 5 years 6 months I was once again
given my so-called freedom.  My wife came to pick
me up and we tried to make a go of it.  I even tried
working, but it wasn’t long before Satan took
control again.  My wife fell out of love with me.
I’d lost my job and been drinking and getting high,
believing I was in control.  My wife wanted a
divorce and after a lot of trying to work it out, we
agreed to sell our home and divorce, but Jesus   had
other plans for me.  A woman was killed down the
road and I was being accused of it because of my
past.  So, once again I found myself in jail, only this
time being accused of a crime I didn’t do and
fighting for my life.  I was truly scared and felt
helpless knowing I didn’t do it, I just knew I would
be out of jail soon.  

After I’d been in the county jail about a
week and the news media was having a field day, I
was told I had a visitor.  I walked into the visiting
room and there sat a clean-shaven man wearing a
suite.  At this time, I was so fed up with the news
media and cops, I asked him what he wanted,
thinking he was a cop until I saw a Bible.  He stood
up and said,  “My name is Steve Schlechty and I
saw your photo in the newspaper and Jesus told me
that I should visit you. Have you ever been

saved  ?”  When I said no, he sat down and looking
at him I had a feeling I never felt before, because
even though here sat a Christian holding a Bible,
something was different.  Now I realize that Jesus
was dealing with my heart once again. And, this
man knew Jesus Christ.

We talked about a lot of things and started
reading verses from the Bible.  He asked if I was
saved and when I said no, he just smiled and kept
reading different verses to me.  I didn’t mind
because I was out of my cell and he did truly seem
to care.  He told me that Jesus could save anybody
no matter what they have done or how bad they
thought they were.  I didn’t believe it! That Jesus
would forgive and save somebody as wicked as I
was.

Steve visited each week—sometimes
twice a week—always-taking time to answer my
questions.  Any question I had, he had the answer
to it with verses from his old tattered Bible, which
then and today tickles me when I see him with it.
Steve believed I could be saved and always made
me see how much he cared about me and my soul.
I started listening to him on his visits with both ears
and not just one like I usually do!  And it came to
me that all Christians weren’t bad—that some
Christians were caring and wanted to help you or
like I’m fond of saying about my dear brother
Steve, help you to see and know the darkness you
live in and show you how to come into the light of
the Lord Jesus Christ and His love for you.

I love to say that on Thanksgiving Day in
1996 I was SAVED by the GRACE of God in my
jail cell. While looking at Thanksgiving dinner that
I could have had in my home as a free man, but
looking at it, right then I felt such hate and anger
that I’ve never felt before.  I didn’t belong here; I
could have been home enjoying a real
Thanksgiving dinner, not sitting in a jail cell,
fighting for my life for a crime I didn’t do.  I was
empty, alone and my sins had separated me from
God.  Just like was shown in the Bible.  I threw the
tray at the wall and while fake mashed potatoes and
gravy with pressed roll turkey ran down my wall, I
knew I’ve never been in control of my life---that
Satan just wanted me to think I was.  So I got down
on my knees and told Jesus---look, I’m tired and I
need and want you in my life.  I’m a sinner. I
believe you died for me and rose again the third
day.  Please come into my heart and save my



soul from the hell I deserve, and I turn the control
of my life over to you, in Jesus name, amen.  I’d
love to tell you I saw a bright light or heard a voice,
but there were just turkey, mashed potatoes and
gravy dripping slowly down my wall.  I know and
realize now that I was taking Jesus on blind faith.  I
had no holier than thou words.  I had no holier than
thou word, just faith; but I started noticing small
changes in myself, and in how I looked and felt
about life.  I still felt and had anger, but Jesus knew
what he was doing.  He slowly started molding me
and giving me GRACE.  When I told Brother Steve
on our next visit what I had done, he rejoiced and
prayed with me.  He gave me a new Bible that was
supposed to replace his old tattered one, and signed
it, saying we’ll walk on streets of gold together in
Heaven.  What truly showed me he was a real
Christian and really wanted to be part of my life,
was the first day of court when I walked into the
courtroom full of new people, cops and uncaring
lawyers and people giving me real hateful and dirty
looks—in the middle of it all there sat Steve, and
his 2 kids.  I couldn’t believe it—here was the
Schlechty family smiling and waving at me.  It
blew me away.  I just couldn’t believe this man
would bring his children to court to meet me and
show such support towards me.  It was right then
that my cold heart (that’s been a part of me my
whole life) started to melt and warm to the fact that
someone cared about me and they weren’t listening
to the news media when they called me a cold-
blooded killer or an editor trying to make his article
sound better with a phrase like “Jessie James rides
again”.  My own family and friends weren’t
showing me the love and support that Steve and his
family were showing me.  This made me listen even
more as he taught me the Word of God. 

It’s been over 3 years since that day, and
I’m saved and still growing with Brother Steve’s
help and Jesus’ hand and love.  I’m still a sinner
but now a saved sinner who knows that by the
Grace of God’s love Jesus Christ, I’ll have
everlasting life in Heaven.  I may be executed for
a crime that only Jesus, the woman who was killed,
whomever killed her and myself, knows I didn’t
commit.  Brother Steve writes and visits me and
I’m truly blessed and thankful that one day while
stopping in a donut shop Steve saw my photo in the
newspaper and Jesus spoke to his heart and told
him to visit me.  In Ephesians 2:8-9 it says—for

by Grace are ye saved through faith.  Jesus said
in John 14:6 that no man cometh unto the father
but by me.  Please look into your heart surely it
lacks something.  But, Romans 10:13 says, For
whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord
shall be saved.  The Lord Jesus Christ will come
into your heart, save you and fill it with love and
grace to get through this life. 

Two things are sure in this world: you are
born and you die.  There’s no way to change that,
but your inner soul can live forever in Heaven or
Hell.  Have faith in our Lord.  He truly does love
you.  Ask yourself something.  Would you let your
son or daughter die so that others will live and have
everlasting life?  Would you do that?  You and I
both know you wouldn’t. But, God loves us so
much that he did.  John 3:16.  Believe me not all
Christians are bad.  Some will open their hearts and
lives to you and help you to open your heart. Jesus
is knocking at your heart. Won’t you let him in?
Revelation 3:20.

I pray and hope that my story has helped
you to make the biggest decision in your life—to
have everlasting life in Heaven.  If you die right
now, do you know that there’s only two places for
you—either Heaven or Hell.  I’ve done it all and
seen it all.  So believe me Jesus is the only way to
everlasting life.  Maybe we can go fishing together
in Heaven.  Please DON’T WAIT get saved
Today.  See Luke 13:5, Acts 16:31, and Romans
10:9-13. KJV !

I’m still growing in Jesus’ Word, but
Brother Steve and others can answer your
questions.  Please make the right decision now
before it’s too late.  Brother Steve and his scripture
ministry could use your prayers and support. Jesus
is truly working through him to touch and help
others such as myself.

And Please keep me in your prayers.
Jesus died for you and I care about your soul!

In his love and Grace,
Jessie J. Cowans Ohio Death Row

Hope you were inspired by Jesse’s story. Write me 
I have over 39 other testimonies as well.

Bro. Otto Ball
P.O. Box 363

Hyde, PA  16843

       Jessie’s Story

My name is Jessie and I’m a sinner.  I’ve
been called much more and by many different
names ----cold blooded killer, pusher, a dog (which
in prison slang means someone who doesn’t care
about anything or anyone and who can be very
mean and unfeeling).  I’ve been called a gangster,
and being that my full name is Jessie James
Cowans, you can imagine some of the comments
that have been said about me.  But, no name is
worse than SINNER.  But by the Grace of God who
gave his only begotten son to be killed and
executed, I have everlasting life.  See John 3:16.

My story starts out with a young boy
being scared to use the bathroom because his Dad
rattlesnakes in the bathtub.  You see my father was
what was called a Holy Roller preacher who
handled snakes while he preached fire and
brimstone.

So even at an early age I knew about God
by my father left my mother for another woman,
leaving behind many years of marriage and 18 kids,
4 of which died at birth.  At the time when my
father left my mother there were 4 of us young boys
living at home with her.  

I would love to tell you I had a wonderful
childhood, but the only wonderful thing was how
hard my mother tried to provide for us 4 young
boys the best she could, from working late nights at
a hotel cleaning rooms, to getting on welfare, so she
could stay at home to keep us in school and out of
trouble---which didn’t work because being young
and thinking I knew it all, I ran the streets where I
learned about sex, stealing and robbing and how to
survive by selling and doing drugs.  

I grew up fast when at around age 9, I was
arrested for armed robbery and taken to J.D.C.,
which was to be the first of many visits of my
childhood.  I was a run-a-way living on the streets
and trying to survive.  I was caught and sent away
many times, in and out of group and foster homes,
where people tried to care.  


