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When I was seven years old my mother was saved and
living for Jesus Christ.  She believed there was no
situation too big for her God.  Every Monday,
Wednesday and Sunday everyone in the house had to
be in church.  I went because I had to as I really wasn’t
interested in going, especially to hear the preacher
preach.  I always would fall asleep and wake up when I
heard singing.  I knew then it was time to go.  
Momma was a single parent until I was eight years old.
She was the black sheep of her family.  We stated in a
rough housing project.  Momma had only my stepdad
to help her.  But no matter how hard times got, momma
continued to trust in God.  But to me, God was real; I
thought he just didn’t care.  As time passed, I became
angry with momma for trusting in God.  And at the age
of twelve, I couldn’t take hearing anymore about God
so I ran away from home.  I accepted Satan’s invitation
and this is when my life became the valley of dry
bones.  I started stealing, robbing and drinking.  Times
came when I did not have a place to lay my head at
night so I started prostituting.  Satan had me on the
move night and day; my soul could not rest.  No matter
how tired I was I continued sinning.
At the age of thirteen I was convicted of some charges
and placed in the Alexander Girls’ School until I was
fourteen.  As soon as I got out Satan snatched me up
with a new invitation… gang banging.  At first I
wanted to be a Crip until I saw what a person had to go
through to join.  First, they have to fight someone.
After the fight they get branded.  Someone would get
three clothes hangers and make letters out of them.  The
letters were O.G.C which stands for Original Gangster
Crip.  They would put the clothes hanger on the fire
then place it to the person’s arm.  It reminded me of the
way farmers branded their cows!  So instead, I joined
the gang, Shorty Folks.  I was “treys” which was the
symbol of the devil’s pitch fork.  I served it with
loyalty.  
Later on Satan tried to take my mind after an attempt to
commit suicide.  I was placed in a mental institution at
the Arkansas State Hospital.  I was placed on
medications to slow me down.  Momma didn’t like the
way I was acting on it so she had me taken off of it.
And, once again I was riding with Satan and got into
some more trouble.  This time the judge had mercy and

sentenced me to a program at the Children’s Hospital
call “Turning Point.”  After being released from there, I
went looking for Satan again.
At the age of fifteen I was back in the Alexander Girls
School for six months.  I was released again and at the
age of sixteen, I became pregnant with my daughter.
At seventeen I had my baby and slowed down out of
fear.  The majority of the guys I hung out with were
getting killed or locked up for murder.  Since I lacked
the proper finances, I continued prostitution so I could
take care of my little girl who I had given to my
mother.
Later the same year I met an older guy to whom I lied
about my age.  We started dating and I later moved in
with him.  This led to three more children and
marriage.  It was good…for a moment.  Then I started
hanging out with my little sister.  At the age of twenty,
there I was once again riding with the devil.  I started
back gang-banging and mixing marijuana and cocaine
together.  I stayed out late and stole from my husband
and others to support my addiction.  This time I was too
far out there.  In 1997 at age twenty-two I was charged
with killing a man at a night club.  On March 12, 1999
at age twenty-four I was convicted to life without
parole.   My body went numb.  I felt like a dead woman
waling.  I’d rather been dead than alive.  My thoughts
tormented me day and night.  I felt hopeless.  I couldn’t
pray; I was too angry at God.  After weeks of being in
the county Jail, I was finally taken to my destination;
McPherson Women’s Prison in Newport.   After
walking into the prison, my anger became hatred for
God.  It was like I walked in the city of Sodom and
Gomorrah; a hell without fire, the city of sin, and the
house of Satan.  I remember closing my eyes and
saying this is only a bad dream.  I thought when I’d ope
them; I’d be back at home.  Instead, my eyes were
opened to reality.
After years had passed I went into the shower area one
Saturday morning while everyone was asleep.  It was
peaceful and quiet.  A while later a woman came in to
talk with me.  She brought up the subject of God.  I
looked at her and spoke to her with such hatred.
“Lady!” I said, “Don’t you ever bring up God to me
again.”  This woman was in fear.  She could not move.
As she stood there, I asked her with tears running down
my face, “Lady, what has God done for you besides put
you in here?”  I started to blame God.  I said, “Where
was this loving God when I was five years old and my
mother’s uncle molested me?  Where was He at the age

of six when an eleven year old boy raped me until
blood ran down my legs and I was too ashamed to tell
momma?  Where was He all the time when my siblings
and I were so hungry that we would hold our stomachs
in pain waiting for the mild man who never showed up?
And where was God, when we had to sleep and eat in
the car in the parking lot near the Arkansas River?
When I was done talking, the woman had more tears
running down her face than I did.  You see, she wasn’t
crying because of what I had been through; it was
because the woman knew I was lost.  I also had more
excuses than the word”excuses” itself.  That was so I
could stay angry at God (Romans 1: 18-32.  There are
no excuses for those who suppress the Truth in
unrighteousness.
Years passed.  I started fighting again.  I had no respect
for anyone.  I had no hope. I was out to hurt God like I
thought He hurt me.  One day while I was in the hole, I
was cursing at an officer.  I walked to the window of
my door and there stood Chaplain Kenneth DeWitt.
This man had been dealing with me off and on in the
past, trying to help me understand God’s ways.  I could
feel the presence of the Lord around this man.  I wanted
Jesus to do to my life what He had done in his.
Chaplain DeWitt looked at me and said, “Butler, hate in
not the way.”  When he prayed with me, I felt a peace.
After the prayer I went to my bunk, got my Bible and
started reading it.  God started dealing with me.
Sometimes I would read all night long.
When I got out of segregation, I got my class and went
in the PALS program.  Listening to Chaplain DeWitt
teach was like listening to my favorite hero, Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr.  Chaplain DeWitt pointed out to me
that I wanted to control my life and wanted God to do
things the way I saw them.   I wanted to be God and
control God.  That’s why I blamed Him all the time.
He taught me the seven basic principles of Design,
Authority, Responsibility, Ownership, Suffering, Moral
Purity and Success.
I started practicing them.  Slowly my life began to
change.  One day in Stacy Smith’s class, she talked
about how you think you’re saved buy you’re not.  She
asked everyone who had never accepted Jesus Christ as
Savior or if they were not sure if they were saved to get
down on their knees.  I was not sure so I got down on
my knees and asked Jesus to wash me from my sins and
to be my Savior.  I told Him I believed He died for my
sins and rose again on the third day.  I felt a freedom
like never before.  Even in the midst of my



imperfections and difficult situations I can never feel
the darkness I once felt before.  Reaching an
understanding brings freedom.
Once we understand why Jesus allows things to happen
in our life, we understand our destiny.  Then we
understand ourselves.  I was my own worst enemy and
I hurt myself more than others did.  Just because God
allows things to happen in our lives does not mean He
agrees with them.  God allowed me to be molested but
He did not agree with it nor was He please with it.  God
gives everyone an opportunity to choose.  It is our
choice.  Even though all these things happened to me,
God knew that one day I would be able to help
someone else.  
Don’t let the devil fool you.  Don’t let him change your
mind.  He will try to make you blame God and feel like
the world owes you something.  Satan knows this type
of thinking will keep us in darkness and in the valley of
dry bones.   God took Ezekiel out into the midst of an
open valley which was full of dry bones.  These bones
were spiritually dead.  God said, “Ezekiel, son of man.
Can these bones live?”  God told Ezekiel to prophesy to
the dry bones so they could live again.  Ezekiel did as
God said and prophesied t the bones and they stood up
and became alive again.  It is the Word of God that
keeps us in fellowship with God.  When we turn to live
a life of sin, we die spiritually and our minds become
carnal.  We become unfruitful (Romans 8: 5-8).  Our
character reflects darkness and we lose our way.  But
God shows us compassion and gives us Life by
bringing us back to the light.  He stands prepared for
battle.  All who accept God’s son is His companion.
We are the body of Christ and we are joined together as
one.  My bones now live through Jesus Christ.   
God has shown me talents I did not know I had.  I am
an artist.  I write children’s books that I hope one day to
have published.  I write songs, poems and plays.  I
wrote a play called, She Got Character, which the
warden allowed me to perform before the whole prison.
I also talk with high school kids and troubled teens that
are brought to the prison.  I also hope my Inside
Looking Out Ministry becomes a success.  It is a
ministry for children and teens.  I would like for
children or teens to write me for feedback, especially if
they have no one else to talk with.  If a parent would
like for me to write his/her child on what kind of
problems they face in the future for disobedience, I
would do that.  Or, if a teen is in a gang and needs

guidance on how to overcome the gang life, then I will
write them.
In the future I want to get work books published that
will instruct children and teens on how to overcome
difficult situations.  I also have many other children
books that I want to get published for children and
teens for other purposes.  
You see, it’s not for us to know when God is going to
use us.  It’s for us to be ready when He does.  In the
words of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., “Free at last, free
at last.  Thank God Almighty I’m free at last.”  And
may the peace of God be upon all my sisters and
brothers.  Let’s continue to walk in the Light.
To my mother Sandra Bennett:  I love you very much
for all your struggles and trying to show me the right
way.  Now I understand it’s not about the situations in
our life.  It’s about how we deal with the situations in
our life that determines our future.  

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 30
testimonies of those whose lives have been
transformed by God’s amazing Grace.  Please
send us your testimony as well. We would also
like artwork and poetry to use in this ministry.

Bro. Otto Ball C/o
Crossroads Ministry

P.O. Box 363
Hyde, PA  16843
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