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“In the name of Jesus,” that is what I

heard through my heroin induced brain.  I
had volunteered to go to this banquet that
was being held at the “A” building which
was the visiting room at the Louisiana State
Penitentiary, or better known as Angola.

I had been in prison for more than
18 years, it was June 17, 1989 and I was 33
years old.  At that time I was running with
the Dixie Mafia who about ran the prison.  I
was still pumping iron at that time and to be
straight up, I took whatever I wanted from
whoever I wanted.  I did not play at being in
prison, I did the prison game.  I walked it
and breathed it.  I was clinically labeled as
“state raised.”  The years of fighting in a
world where the knife was law had made
me hard with no remorse or mercy in my
heart.  I was known as “Big Red” to my
friends and enemies.  I had escaped from
the prison twice, been stabbed twice and
had done my share of stabbing, cutting and
fighting.  I boxed in the boxing program at
Angola and also won the power lifting
contest in 1983.

“I command every demon spirit to
depart from this room” at that moment I felt
like there was a tear in my chest or
something leaving me.  I looked at the lady
who had been praying like that and was
surprised to see this lady was only about 4’
9” tall and looked to be 70 years old.  I also
noticed something else, I wasn’t loaded
anymore.  For the first time in my life I felt

at peace.  Now to be honest, I was looking
at that lady who took my load.  For
someone to take my load like that had to be
powerful.  I was a man who thought in
terms of power, so in my mind I was not
mad at her I just wanted her to touch me so
that I could get a hold of that power.

A few moments later her husband
got up to preach and me never being in a
church in my life I had a desire to hear what
this preacher had to say.  Now when I had
come into this event I had chosen to sit
clear in the back so the Christian people
who had come to the prison to preach could
not see me.  It seemed like all of us sinners
were congregated in the back.  When the
preacher started to preach some of the
convicts in the back were talking.  I turned
to them and said, “Hey, shut up and let the
preacher preach.”  The more I listened to
him I felt like he was talking to me and only
me.  At one point I started to get up and let
him know that he could just take me in a
room and talk to me man to man, and then
something wonderful happened.  Jesus
touched me; His presence was all over me.
I knew it was Jesus; there was no doubt in
my mind.  No he did not talk to me, did not
identify Himself, but I knew beyond a
shadow of a doubt that it was Jesus.  I was
saturated in love.  When the presence of
God comes into your life, you know that
and you know who it is.

I never wanted that love to stop and
so I got up out of my seat with tears
streaming down my face and looking at that
preacher who had stopped preaching I said
with sobs, “tell me how to get to my Jesus.”

In front of 500 convicts I bowed my
knee to my Lord, put my hands in the air
and said, “Lord, save me.”  There were no
big fireworks, no big bells started ringing, I
just knew that my life was going to be
different from then on.

But the fireworks did come the next
day.  Word got around quickly that Big Red
had turned Jesus freak.  The next morning
when I went outside of my dorm there were
a bunch of my friends standing out there
waiting on me.  They asked me if it was
true and I said that it was.  They asked me if
I was going to hang with them anymore and
I said, no I’m going to start hanging with
Jesus.  I told them that if I was in your
shoes, I wouldn’t want to hang around a
Christian and as for me I don’t plan on
using drugs anymore or robbing anymore so
I really don’t want to hang out anymore.

I then asked the guard who worked
on my unit “can I have a pass to go to the
Chapel”, he looked at me like I was crazy.
“You want to go to the Chapel?”  “Yea, I
want to go find a Bible”.  When I got to the
Chapel, Chaplain Fontno was there who I
had terrorized over the years, even tearing
up his personal bible.  He saw me come in
and I walked up to him and said ”Please
forgive me for destroying your Bible, if
there is any way I can make up for it, you
just name it.”  He stared a t me for a few
moments and said, “no, brother Lord Jesus
did it all”.  We stood there hugging each
other and then as he let me go I suddenly
got this overwhelming power that surged
through my entire body and I fell to the
floor and prostrated myself before God and
started weeping and crying out to the Father



and began worshiping Him, praising His
name in Love.  I felt like I was wrapped in
His arms and I was.

Later on in the day as I was reading
my Bible, that Chaplain Fontno gave me.  I
felt like someone was moving into my body
as someone was moved out the night before.
Furniture was being rearranged and the
Holy Ghost took up residence.  I never
experienced God talking to me until two
weeks later, but that’s another story.

I hope this testimony has been a blessing to you.
If you would like to read how others in similar
s i tua t ions have exper ienced the l i f e
transforming power of God please write to me
at the address below.  We now have over 50
testimonies of those whose lives have been
transformed by God’s amazing Grace.  Please
send us your testimony as well. 

Bro. Otto Ball C/o
Crossroads Ministry

P.O. Box 363
Hyde, PA  16843

THE WORK OF GOD

Labour not for the meat which perisheth,
but for that meat which endureth unto
everlasting life, which the Son of man shall
give unto you: for him hath God the Father
sealed.
Then said they unto him, What shall we do,
that we might work the works of God?
Jesus answered and said unto them, This is
the work of God, that ye believe on him
whom he hath sent.
They said therefore unto him, What sign
shewest thou then, that we may see, and
believe thee? what dost thou work?
Our fathers did eat manna in the desert; as it
is written, He gave them bread from heaven
to eat.
Then Jesus said unto them, verily, verily, I
say unto you, Moses gave you not that
bread from heaven; but my Father giveth
you the true bread from heaven.
For the bread of God is he which cometh
down from heaven, and giveth life unto the
world.
Then said they unto him, Lord, evermore
give us this bread.
And Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of
life: he that cometh to me shall never
hunger; and he that believeth on me shall
never thirst.
                                                  John 6: 27-
35 KJV
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