

Breaking the Cycle


A True Story of Poverty, Prison, Prosperity, and the Discovery of Inner Peace


Table of Contents

Title Page

Breaking the Cycle (Sacred Territory, #1)

Dedication

Preface

Introduction

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Sign up for Bill Riggs's Mailing List

Also By Bill Riggs

About the Author

Billy J Riggs

Copyright © 2026 by Bill Riggs

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods—without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book is intended to provide thoughtful reflection and spiritual insight. It is not intended to replace professional counseling, legal advice, or medical care where such services may be appropriate.

Scripture quotations are from the Holy Bible NIV unless otherwise noted.

First Edition

Printed in the United States of America

ISBN: 9798253534779

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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To my children—

Jennifer, Tabitha (Ashley), Lauren (Niki), and Dakota.

You are the reason I learned that the future matters more than the past. Every decision I made to build a different life was made with the hope that the road ahead would be clearer for you than it was for me.

May you always remember that where you begin does not determine where you finish.

But most of all...

This book is dedicated to my wife, Trisha—my angel.

You walked beside me after the hardest chapters of my life were already written, and you helped me believe that the rest of the story could still be beautiful.

Your faith, patience, and love have been one of the greatest blessings of my life.
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Preface
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Some stories begin with opportunity.

This one begins with escape.

At eleven years old, I rode a stolen bicycle down a Texas highway barefoot, trying to get as far away from home as possible. I wasn’t thinking about the future. I wasn’t thinking about success or failure. I was simply trying to outrun a life that already felt too heavy for a child to carry.

What I did not know at the time was that the road I had started riding would eventually lead through places I could not imagine.

It would lead through discipline and the Marine Corps.

It would lead through failure and prison.

It would lead through the long, quiet work of rebuilding a life piece by piece.

And eventually, it would lead to something far more valuable than success.

Peace.

For many years I believed that breaking the cycle meant escaping the circumstances I was born into. I thought it meant overcoming poverty, building a career, and proving that my past did not define my future.

But the deeper lesson took much longer to understand.

Breaking the Cycle is not simply about changing circumstances. It is about changing the way a person thinks, responds, and lives.

It requires discipline.

It requires wisdom.

It requires learning how to guard the internal territory where decisions are made long before they appear in the outside world.

This book is not a story about perfection. It is a story about transformation.

It is about the difficult process of confronting the past honestly, accepting responsibility for the choices we make, and discovering that even the most painful beginnings do not have to determine the direction of our lives.

If you have ever wondered whether your past has already written the ending of your story, I hope the pages that follow will offer a different perspective.

Because cycles can be broken.

And when they are, the freedom waiting on the other side may be greater than you ever imagined.

— Billy J. Riggs
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Introduction
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Some mornings begin quietly.

The sun rises slowly over the horizon, and the world feels still for a few moments before the day begins.

When I sit outside with a cup of coffee in those early hours, I sometimes think about how different life feels now compared to where it began.

Peace has a way of arriving quietly. It does not announce itself. It simply replaces the chaos that once filled every corner of your life.

But peace was not where my story began.

Some people inherit stability. They grow up in homes where life follows a predictable rhythm. There are routines, expectations, and examples that quietly teach them how the world works. They learn early that discipline produces opportunity and that responsibility leads to trust.

Others inherit something very different. They inherit chaos.

The rules are unclear. Stability comes and goes. The adults in their lives are often struggling with their own unresolved problems, and the environment around them feels uncertain at best and dangerous at worst.

When you grow up in that kind of world, you learn early how to survive. But survival and direction are not the same thing.

This book is the story of what happens when a life shaped by survival slowly begins discovering direction.

It begins with a boy who felt unwanted.

A boy who learned early that anger could be easier than understanding and that escaping problems sometimes felt like the only available solution. At eleven years old, that boy rode a stolen bicycle down a Texas highway barefoot, trying to get as far away from home as possible.

He did not know where he was going. He only knew he could not stay where he had been.

That moment would become the first step in a journey that eventually passed through some of the most defining experiences of a lifetime—discipline ingrained in the Marine Corps, a failed marriage, the painful consequences that led to prison, the long process of rebuilding a life and career, and the discovery that prosperity alone cannot provide the peace people are searching for.

Along the way, something important became clear.

Many of the struggles people face are not isolated events. They are cycles. Cycles of poverty. Cycles of anger. Cycles of instability that repeat quietly from one generation to the next.

Breaking those cycles requires more than escaping circumstances. It requires learning how to think differently, live differently, and protect the internal territory where decisions are made.

That process does not happen quickly. But it does happen. And when it does, the results can reshape not only one life, but the lives that follow.

This book is not written to present a perfect story. It is written to present an honest one. Because the truth is simple:

No matter how difficult the beginning...the cycle can be broken.
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Chapter One
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The Day I Rode Away

The highway felt much larger when you were eleven years old.

The asphalt stretched ahead of me like a dark ribbon cutting through the Texas countryside, disappearing into a haze of heat and distance. The morning sun had already begun warming the road, and every time my bare foot pressed against the metal pedal of the bicycle, a sharp sting shot up through my leg.

I didn’t dare slow down.

The bicycle rattled beneath me as I pushed it forward as hard as I could. The chain clattered with each turn of the crank, sounding much louder than it should have in the quiet morning air. Every small mechanical noise made my heart jump, as if the bicycle itself might betray me and announce to the whole town what I had done.

Because the truth was simple. I had stolen it.

Just minutes earlier, the bicycle had been leaning against the front porch of someone’s house. It was a bright red Stingray with a long seat and tall handlebars, the kind of bike every boy in town seemed to want. I hadn’t planned to take it. At least, not until that moment. But when I left that morning I was running and zig-zagging through neighborhoods thinking it would make me harder to find. When I saw it sitting there unattended, and that it had regular pedals, not the metal ones like ten-speed bicycles had, something inside me made a decision before my mind had time to argue.

I quietly grabbed it. And I rode away. Behind me, somewhere back in Collinsville, was a house I had no intention of returning to.

My father had already left for work that morning, and my stepmother was still asleep when I slipped quietly through the front door. I moved slowly at first, careful not to make noise. Every creak of the floor felt like it might wake her.

If she woke up before I got away, everything would change. The thought of being caught made my chest tighten. So once I reached the road, I started pedaling hard. The wind pushed against my face as the bicycle picked up speed. My bare feet burned against the pedals, but I ignored the pain. Pain was familiar. Pain was manageable. What I could not manage was the thought of turning around. Turning around meant going back. And going back meant returning to a house where fear lived quietly in every room.

So I kept riding.

Highway 82 leading out of town was mostly empty that morning. A few pickup trucks passed in the distance, their engines echoing faintly across the open fields. Every time I heard one approaching, I instinctively glanced over my shoulder.

Were they coming for me? Had someone already discovered the missing bicycle? Had my stepmother realized I was gone? Did my brother, who had devised the plan, tell on me? Was he playing the good son again and promising to catch me?

My imagination worked quickly, feeding every fear that crossed my mind. Maybe someone had called the police. Maybe a car would pull up beside me at any moment and a deputy would step out asking questions I could not answer. At eleven years old, you don’t think in careful, logical steps. You think in bursts of fear and determination.

All I knew was that the farther I rode, the safer I felt. And the only place I could think of that felt safe was Dallas. My grandparents lived there. In my mind, Dallas represented something I had rarely experienced in my young life.

Peace.

But Dallas was far away. Farther than an eleven-year-old boy on a stolen bicycle could easily reach. Still, I kept pedaling.

The sun climbed higher as the morning progressed, and the heat rising from the pavement began to shimmer in the distance. My legs started to ache, and the bottoms of my feet felt raw from the constant pressure of the pedals. Eventually I slowed the bicycle and coasted to the side of the road. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath. The countryside around me was quiet — open fields, a few distant trees, and the occasional sound of a truck rumbling along the highway.

For the first time since leaving town, I allowed myself to think. Dallas was still a long way away. Too far. Even for someone determined enough to keep riding. I needed another plan.

That was when an idea occurred to me. I leaned the bicycle against my leg and bent down beside the back tire. Carefully, I pressed the small metal valve and let a little air escape. Not all of it. Just enough. The rubber slowly softened beneath my hand until the tire sagged slightly under the weight of the bike. If someone saw an eleven-year-old boy walking along the highway with a flat tire, they might stop to help. And if they stopped to help, maybe they would offer a ride.

The idea felt clever at the time. So I began walking.

The gravel along the shoulder dug into the soles of my bare feet with every step. Small rocks pressed sharply into my skin, and the bicycle bumped awkwardly along beside me as I pushed it forward. After a while, the heat and exhaustion began catching up with me.

That was when I heard the engine.

A pickup truck slowed behind me and pulled onto the shoulder of the road. The tires crunched against the gravel as it came to a stop. For a moment I froze. Had they come for me? Slowly, I turned. The driver’s door opened, and a man stepped out. He wore a worn cap and dusty work boots, the kind of man you might see working in fields or hauling produce into town. He glanced down at the bicycle tire and then back at me. “Need a ride, son?” he asked. My throat felt dry. “My tire just needs air
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