
Jo’ Love’s Testimony

It’s not that I think I belong in this
environment or that my circumstances are someone
else’s fault or that I’m not capable of being a better
person not at all.  I’ve been blessed with a desire to
travel the world and be all I can be whether it’s God’s
messenger or President of the United States, I always
wanted to be great!  Since age three, music has been
my influence of success.  I’m truly gifted in writing
lyrics and performing vocals.  I’ve recognized my
ability to touch people with my voice even while I was
lost, so I know that I can do better; I am somebody!
The truth is I just didn’t care.  I have a great family
and was raised by great parents who taught me right
from wrong.  But when I became of age (able to get
out of the house) I wanted only what the world had to
offer.  With girls, money, drugs, and reckless living, I
didn’t quite know what to hold on too.  My priorities
were messed up; so here I am.  I survived many
violent near death experiences.  But for the most part,
my prison terms were no more than brief opportunities
where I detoxed and plotted my next get rich or get
high quick scheme.

Plus, being from “That Way”, the east side of
Detroit, coming to the joint was an opportunity to get
a “Big Boy Status” and hang with some homies I grew
up with.  I’ve run into people I haven’t seen in years
and I hate to say it but sometimes it was like a
celebration.  Yeah, I came across a few rivals but they
never seemed to want to take it back to the streets.
Although it doesn’t appear that prison teaches me
anything, a seed of righteousness was constantly being
planted within me.  It’s allowed me a chance to be
civilized again by giving me back that urge to
accomplish something other than a temporary thrill.
With a clear head I feel more respected without the
need to play this tough guy role like most convicts do.
Being locked up helped me feel important.  

But now, I’m sitting here in this maximum
security cell and I’m tired.  It finally dawned on me
that many of my friends are serving life sentences.
Most of them desperately want to go home but have
become true products of this dog eat dog environment.
To the ones who truly wish for opportunity to go
home I mock with my returns, it’s almost like I’m
laughing in their faces, but I’m not.  To the ones who

have become the madness of this strange world, I
honor by serving a life sentence with them on the
installment plan (back and forth).  Some of whom I’ve
began this ride with haven’t’ seen me in a while,
thinking perhaps I rode to another facility are
surprised to hear I’ve been home only to jack off
another chance of freedom.  Some of them I hate to
even tell the truth that I got out especially those who
can’t even imagine an out date.  It’s like me writing
the word LOSER or CRACKHEAD on my forehead.
To those who didn’t know I got out but haven’t seen
me in a while and finally catch back up with me, I try
to hide my guilt.  Many of them see me and greet me
by the name I used to go by for years; “2 Face! What’s
up?  We were at such and such together……”  They
seem proud to see me as if I once was an inspiration to
them until I tell them that I’ve been home for less than
a year, then immediately they begin to frown within.
It’s never hard to tell when I’m a disappointment to
people who I actually have love for, many are like
family.  

Yeah this last prison term was an eye opener
to me.  It brought me to a level I never thought I’d be;
it brought me to prayer; it brought me to repentance.
Still my life is a living example that change cannot be
force upon anybody, it must come from within.  My
change occurred when God began to open my eyes to
my situation when I realize that I was tired.
Something within me said, “It’s time to stop and
understand why I’m steadily being disciplined; and
why I’m constantly being saved from death”.  It was
then that I actually sat down in my single man cell and
began to cry real tears of pain and remorse.  The only
name I could think of to call upon was Jesus…so,
that’s exactly what I did, and wow….it really works.
Christ comforted me right then and there, four years
ago (the feeling is still today hard to explain).

God didn’t create me to live in a cage.  There
were choices that only I had made not my family and
friends.  My Dad raised me to be a fighter; he wanted
me to be free.  But I know my lil sister makes him
more proud than I ever have, “I aint complaining I’m
explain”.  The thing is that one never knows that he
needs Jesus until he realizes that Jesus is all he has.
Although I am not on Christ’s level in no way, shape
or form, He relates to everything that I am.  He relates
to all of us because He is ALL.  Of course, no one
comes to this realization of light over night.  It’s

through our experiences in life that always seems to
come knocking at our doors.  People have shouted the
name of Jesus for centuries and even if we don’t take
heed we can still witness His power.  No, I’m not the
preacher’s son nor did I grow up going to Sunday
school nor did I have to read the Bible all my life to
activate this small amount of faith growing up.  All I
did was give God’s word some type of attention and
my faith is growing slowly but surely.  When I did get
dragged to church every blue moon or heard the
gospel, it only opened my mind just enough for me to
know that I was sinning.

It wasn’t until after my mother testified from
her unpleasant sleep one morning that I began to
really pay attention to the Spirit of God.  I was a
young child but I will never forget the incident that
she described:  “She came from her upstairs bedroom
to exclaim that while lying down, unable to move or
speak, she witnessed a small leprechaun like being
standing over her.  She said the first thing that came to
her mind was “the Blood of Jesus,” and only then was
she able to move and yell out her thought and
immediately this being vanished as she was released”.

I believe my mother’s testimony for she is a
very honest woman.  I couldn’t have been any older
than 13 when this occurred, but I still remember the
details she described.  She told my lil sister and I that
while in this helpless state this being kept saying the
word, “Horrumba” (I spell it as I heard it sound then).
Till this day I seek information for a spiritual meaning
to it.  But the bottom line is that my mother discovered
power in the name of God’s one and only begotten
Son Jesus, the One whom too many people fail to put
their faith in.  My mother was relating to the power
that I now feel, decades later!  This also illustrates that
Jesus Christ is indeed our Lord and Savior.

I’m eligible for another parole next year, but I
want it to mean more than just another chance to
collect more war stories to tell fellow convicts.  I need
it to mean encouragement for our brothers; motivation
for our sisters; a foundation for our children and
blessing for our parents.  I need it to mean something
to every man, woman and child giving joy and peace
on earth as it is in Heaven.  God is real and I want to
glorify Him in Jesus name as the Spirit tells us in His
word.  He tells me personally to preach His gospel to
as many as possible whether they believe it or not.  He
will handle the rest.  I know by faith that this is His



will for me.  I don’t totally understand why He
chose me, but I do know that I definitely qualify.  I
never thought in a million years I’d want to be a
Pastor.  People who knew me before coming back
to prison will admit that something has really
happened to me; this time for the better.  To the
ones who don’t really know my past, these truths
may go through one ear and out the other.  But
believe it or not there’s no mystery about it; there’s
something amazing about it!  Many people may not
see me as spiritual or even gifted due to lack of
knowledge.  But God willing, it will one day be
revealed that I am a blessing in disguise.  When it
comes to truth, many people hear it but only a few
can recognize it.  Jesus makes it possible.  

Am I nervous about stepping back out
there?  Well, I was but now I know that “with God
all things are possible” (Matthew 19:26).  Even in
these last days I can be one of the last men standing
in faith.  Not only can I verify this by
accomplishments in the word but also by the Holy
Spirit who dwells within the hearts of all believers.
We will all be given the chance to hear, see and feel
God’s power but only through the acceptance of
Christ will the power be revealed in us.  All things
that once seemed strange, begins to finally make
sense to our once carnal minds.  The Holy Spirit
was sent to teach us all things and until we received
Him we are in great danger of everlasting
punishment.  I’m not ashamed to admit that I
opened my heart to Jesus and changed.  “Man up”
has always been a phrase loosely thrown around
within these walls.  So, if it ever had any meaning,
now is the time to be that “man”.  I’ve made
decisions to help me understand why so many
people are afraid to live without Jesus.  I’m here to
show and prove that you can be saved by faith.  For
the first time ever, I can honestly say that I see a
good future ahead of me.  

The main thing that every Pastor, reverend,
and minster of God’s word is saying is this:  Don’t
wait until the roof starts caving in, or until you
experience your last moments of life to yell for
Jesus because it won’t work.  If you have not taken
the proper steps to be saved you might as well hang
it up because He will not acknowledge your call.

Salvation is a process in which everybody is given a
due amount of time to receive.  That doesn’t mean
that everybody has to write books or become great
preachers and pastors; those duties are appointed to
a select few.  All the Bible stresses that in due time
everybody should abide in the Gospel of Christ, one
way or another.  It’s a fair warning!  We all have a
limited time to accept God’s gift of eternal life in
Jesus.  We have that choice to live for the good.  If
you think this life is bad you may have another
thing coming, unless you get righteous.  In fact, I
won’t’ even sugar coat it, you may end up in Hell
forever. 

The Jew has this saying about walking on
“Pins and Needles”, and I quote: “If you want to
serve God truly, you must do it fully.  If you don’t
wear Christ’s yoke you wear the devils chain”.   In
other words, if you are not with me you are against
me, there’s no in between.  More than likely we are
living on the edge not knowing that we can fall any
second but Jesus is reaching out as we hesitate to
grab hold.  This applies to all who are not saved.
For those of you whom have back slid there’s time
to repent and become whole again, otherwise you
too are in danger.  I’m here to show you how to be
on point for our Lord’s return.  A man named
Charles Selby told me not to give him any credit,
but he has helped me so far along with these
spiritual writings that I feel honored to pay my dues
to him.  God has definitely used him in my life of
faith.  Thus, nothing happens by accident; I’m a
believer!  
      I hope this testimony has been a blessing to you.  If
you would like to read how others in similar situations
have experienced the life transforming power of God
please write to me at the address below.  We now have
over 100 testimonies of those whose lives have been
transformed by God’s amazing Grace.  We also have
over 100 Con-tracts.  Please send us your testimony as
well.  
             
 Otto & Jennie Ball
Crossroads Ministry
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Hyde, PA  16843
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Jesus Really Works!

Hi!  My name is Jo’ Love and I am currently
locked up for parole violation.  I once was an
alcohol, drug and crime addict.  Some people
simply called me a failure.  But no matter how
I’m labeled, only one thing defines me and that’s
faith in Christ.  I’ve been to prison so many times
as a repeat offender that what should’ve been the
experience to change my thinking pattern only
seemed to be an amusement ride.  I was ignorant!
To call it an adrenaline rush would be an
understatement.  I was over obsessive to say the
least.  For some reason I was possessed with a
passion for living on the edge.  Now that I look
back I can see how selfish and stubborn I was
towards friends and family, especially my
children.  I often think of myself as one who
doesn’t deserve to be alive or even have people
who still love me.  I’m now pulled to a point



where I feel honored to say “Thank God” and I’m
able to say it while still being incarcerated.
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