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Preface

THIS THIRD BOOK IN the Chosen to Serve series is a walk along a path that holds great controversy in our society today. There are many dishonest people in this world, and their dishonesty can ruin lives. All of our lives can be turned upside down in an instant, for an incredible number of reasons. This story shares the truths of how our Lord Jesus loves and cares for each of us in ways that are beyond our understanding. He doesn’t prevent the trials; He just walks with us through them. 

Though the story itself is very different, the intent of the story remains the same - that being to stimulate thought and discussion on things that pertain to God and living for Him. Jimmy remembers some of the events of this story when he is in jail in chapter two of The Masterpiece Matrix, so in Jimmy’s world, this story happened before that story.  We find Jimmy in service again, to a man and woman who have desperate need for support during a life trial that God brought into their life - for His own purpose and His own design.

This is a story that begs to be told, and I am again overflowingly blessed by God to be allowed to be the one to tell it.

Jimmy is a composite of several individuals that have been used by God to help me and bless me in my own walk with the Lord. I must say that in the time I have spent with him, I have come to love Jimmy as a dear friend, since he reminds me of those precious individuals that in serving their Lord, have blessed my life. Hopefully, if the Lord is willing, I can one day become the servant that my friend Jimmy is. 

My hope and prayer is that someone, somewhere finds the story as remarkable as I did, and that seeds are planted that may one day grow into a deeper walk with the Lord. May you be caught up in the story, but much more than that, to open your Bible and consider the things discussed and why you believe what you believe. And ultimately, that you find that precious place of peace with the Lord, that delivers you from a world filled with deception and fear.

May it bless all who read it.

In love for Him,

K. K. McKee
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Dedicated with love and respect to my wife.

She has such wonderful ideas.
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PLEASE BE ADVISED THAT due to the nature of the story itself, there are some fairly explicit discussions of sexual abuse and sexual topics contained herein. Parents are cautioned to read it before allowing their children to. 
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COPYRIGHT © 2022 BY K. K. McKee  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 publisher. For permission requests, contact the publisher via the address below. 

Correspondence to the author may be sent to the same address.

Westbrook.chosenseries@gmail.com
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OTHER STORIES FEATURING Jimmy Westbrook in the Chosen to Serve series:

The Masterpiece Matrix

Moved With Compassion

Not Me Too

God Said If

Make Your Calling and Election Sure

It’s How I Feel

Be Still

Keep Silent

Render Unto Caesar

The Seventh Sense

Scripture taken from the New American Standard Bible, © 1960, 1962, 1963,1968,1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, by The Lockman foundation. Used by permission.
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Chapter 1

Chris and Tammy
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CHRIS AND TAMMY MET in the summer of 1973 at a marching band camp, in Houston, Texas. They both played trumpet, so they were together a lot during the week-long event. They were both about to enter the ninth grade, in a small private Christian school. As can be expected, when boy meets girl, they each became interested in the other before the week ended. At fourteen years old – it was inevitable.

As a result, they grew up together. Today, anyone seeking a relationship with someone new has to spend mountains of time and money finding out if the person they are interested in is actually the person they profess to be. Background checks, social media searches, criminal records searches, and so it goes. Not so for Chris and Tammy. There were no secrets. There was no background to worry about. There was no social media. And certainly there was no criminal history. It was a simpler time, they were kids, and they were in love. 

As parents everywhere will do, their parents didn’t take the young romance very seriously. After all, they were just kids. The first date was to a movie, driven by Chris’s mom and dropped off at the theater, to see The Golden Voyage of Sinbad. The small school meant they had almost all their classes together. Some teachers would allow them to sit together, and some wouldn’t. But the romance deepened. 

As the years went by the band was a major part of their lives and fall marching band trips were cherished times. Eventually Chris bought a car and got his license, which opened up new worlds of opportunities. And the romance deepened. By the time they started the eleventh grade, they had become a “thing” in the small school and were well known and liked. Tammy’s parents moved their family to the same church that Chris’s family was at, so they were together even more. And the romance deepened.

Chris had a wonderful relationship with Tammy’s dad Henry, and a terrible one with her mom. Early on in the relationship, Chris was playing basketball and softball with Tammy’s dad, and they were actually friends, often even going to movies together. Chris and Henry hit it off immediately and grew closer as time went by. Tammy’s dad was a band director, although not at the school the kids went to. 

Tammy’s mom was a different story. It was oil and water from the moment they met, and it got worse as time went by. It was never a question of being nice – it was a challenge to just be civil. Perhaps it could have remained civil, and it did for a time. Margret Rider was a very strong willed and dominant woman, and she was determined for her oldest daughter to marry wealth and notoriety. Unfortunately, although Chris showed promise in both of those requirements, he failed in the most important and only remaining point – he just wouldn’t let Margret control him and for her, that was intolerable.  

Chris and Tammy graduated in the spring of 1977 with big plans. Chris was working for a supermarket and Tammy went to work in a local bank. Soon, there was a ring and a promise, and shortly thereafter, a date set. They got married in February 1978. 

_______________________________

In August 2016 Chris and Tammy Peterson lived about ten miles outside the city limits of Columbia, Missouri on a ten-acre tract of land. They had been married 38 years. They had two grown children. They were successful in business and had a comfortable life.  

Around midnight, Chris was in bed asleep when Tammy woke him up with an urgent whisper. 

“Someone is trying to break in the back door!”

Alarmed, Chris rolled out of bed, grabbing the Smith & Wesson .357 revolver he kept on the headboard and tried to get his bearings. He was fifty-eight years old, six feet one inch tall, somewhere around two hundred twenty pounds, and well-muscled from working in construction, building houses. In his mannerisms and spirit he was a teddy bear, easy-going and considerate of others. He was generous in helping friends and employees, and he was a dedicated Christian.  

With adrenaline pumping, and the pistol at the ready, he made his way to the back door. All three of the entrance doors to their home had security doors added on the outside. Security doors will not prevent a committed individual from being able to break into a house, but they will cause such a person to have to make enough noise to be detected doing so. The security door on the back porch had performed its job admirably.

When Chris arrived, the man saw him coming and walked calmly away from the door. The event could have ended with that, but it didn’t. Having been detected, the man didn’t run away. He didn’t leave at all. In fact, he sat down on the porch swing on the back porch. Chris stood at the full glass door and watched him for a minute. 

The guy appeared to be mid-twenties, five foot ten inches, one hundred sixty pounds. His appearance was scraggly and unkempt. He was pointedly ignoring Chris at the door, and he showed no sign of intending to leave. In fact, as Chris watched, he stretched out on the swing as though planning to take a nap. This put Chris in an unexpected predicament. He had no desire to go out and confront the guy, and leave the relative security of the home, but on the other hand he certainly couldn’t go back to bed with the guy lying on the back-porch swing. Chris was perplexed and Tammy was bouncing off the walls.

Chris considered having Tammy call the sheriff’s department, but it seemed a little much to make a police call for someone lying on your porch swing. As the options were considered and discarded, Chris eventually arrived at going out and confronting the intruder. Over Tammy’s objections, Chris unlocked and opened the door, every bit prepared to use the gun if needed.

Nothing happened. When Chris stepped out onto the porch, the guy lying on the swing continued to ignore him.

Chris and Tammy had always been cat people. They had dogs from time to time, and had nothing against dogs, they just preferred cats. When Chris stepped out of the house into the humid night air, the two outside cats were not to be found, probably because the intruder had a dog with him on the porch. Chris was aware of the dog, but his attention was on the intruder. 

He said, “What the hell are you doing?”

The trespasser responded, “I’m just laying down.”

“You can’t lay down on my porch. You need to leave now.” 

“I’m just gonna take a nap.”

“You can’t stay here. Leave now!”

No response. Chris was nonplussed. It was the wee hours of the morning, he was standing on his porch holding a gun, he was still disoriented having been snatched from sleep, there was a trespasser lying on his porch swing, and the guy wouldn’t leave – he didn’t even act scared. He acted like it was the most normal thing in the world for him to take a nap on someone’s porch swing in the middle of the night.

Chris couldn’t shoot the guy for lying on the swing, and he couldn’t go back to bed and just leave him there. The tension escalated. His nerves got tighter. The dog had been on the far end of the porch, near the prowler, and for reasons unknown, it ran at Chris. Later, Chris couldn’t say that the dog was attacking him with any certainty. The dog might have been playing, but the circumstances worked against it. 

When Chris fired the .357 magnum on the porch the report was deafening in the country night air. The dog yelped and ran away, leaving blood, and a line in the spiritual universe had just been crossed. Then the squatter sat up.

“Hey, man, be cool.”

When the gun went off, Tammy nearly lost it. She screamed from inside the house, and then opened the door to see what had just happened. Chris told her to call the sheriff. The use of the gun had changed everything. Perhaps for the first time, the intruder became aware that his life was in danger. He also had pretty good evidence that the guy holding the gun was prepared to use it. 

When Chris said, “You need to go, we’re calling the sheriff” the guy responded, “Okay, man, I’ll go. Be cool.”

The guy left, stepping off the porch, going around the corner of the house, never to be seen again. The event could have ended there – but it didn’t. Ten minutes later, a sheriff’s deputy pulled in the dirt driveway, no siren but blue lights turning. Chris had the floodlights on and was waiting on the front porch. The deputy got out, carrying a flashlight. He was a big man to begin with, maybe six foot two inches, well over two hundred pounds and his size was augmented by the thick bullet-proof vest he wore on top of his uniform.

Chris met him and together they walked around to the backyard and the patio beside the porch. Tammy joined them on the porch, as Chris explained what had happened. The deputy looked at the blood stains on the porch and then walked around the house looking for signs of the prowler. When he came back to the patio, he reported that he found the trail the guy had made walking through the dew-covered grass, but no other sign of the guy whatsoever. 

The three talked for a moment or two, and the deputy said he would drive around the area slowly, searching for any glimpse or sign of the guy. Then he asked for Chris’s driver’s license so he could fill out the paperwork. He went around to his patrol car to make the report, while Tammy and Chris waited on the back porch.

It took longer than they expected, and about fifteen minutes later, the deputy returned to the rear patio, accompanied by a second deputy. The Petersons were eager to close the book on the event and get to bed, but that was not how the Lord would have it.

The first deputy said, “Mr. Peterson, there is a warrant for your arrest. I’m taking you into custody.” 

Chris was one of those fortunate individuals that had never had any interaction with law enforcement. He never used drugs, never drank, didn’t go to bars and didn’t steal things or do anyone wrong. When he was working, he worked, and when he was off, he was home with his wife. Still dealing with the disorientation of being snatched from sleep to deal with a burglar, shooting a dog in the middle of the night, and the incumbent adrenalin, his mind had difficulty making sense of the deputy’s words. Surely his sleepy ears had heard them wrong. 

He said, “What?”

The deputy referred to a paper he was holding. “Is your social security number 123-45-6789?”

“Yes.”

“I have a warrant for your arrest. I’m going to have to take you into custody.”

Both Chris and Tammy were in disbelief. 

Tammy said, “What for? He didn’t do anything!”

The deputy looked again at the paper he held and said, “It doesn’t say why. It just has the warrant.”

At that point the second deputy spoke up. He introduced himself as Deputy Billings and said that he was a supervisor. The first deputy had called him when he saw the warrant and he had come to assist in the arrest. He also indicated that he had reviewed the warrant paperwork, and it was proper and correct. Both deputies were as perplexed as Chris and Tammy were. Obviously, a person who thought they had a warrant out on them would not call the law out to their house. Equally obvious, was that the Petersons were not the typical people the deputies dealt with every day.

Tammy began crying and speaking incoherent things, unable to deal with what was happening. Chris went to hug her and then stopped, looking at the supervisor, who said, “Go ahead, you can hug her.”  

Chris took Tammy in his arms and said, “Honey, the Lord is doing something. You need to be strong and stay in faith, trusting Him. Whatever this is about, it will be alright.”

Then he prayed with her as the two deputies waited. He asked the Lord to watch over her and protect her while he was away, and to give her peace. When he finished the prayer, he stepped back a half step, as Tammy continued to cry. 

Deputy Billings said, “I am a part-time pastor. I know the Lord is involved in this somehow.”

As the Twilight Zone episode continued, the first deputy pulled his handcuffs out and cuffed Chris’s hands, in front rather than behind. It was simply a courtesy which was probably in violation of the rules. He was very professional, but he was also as considerate as he could be. Chris was wearing shorts, a pullover shirt and house sandals. After the cuffs were on, the deputy patted Chris down for weapons.  

As the first deputy led Chris around to the patrol car, Deputy Billings escorted Tammy inside the house. The timing was bad because when they stepped in, Tammy saw her husband being walked past the den window in handcuffs. She sobbed her pain and Deputy Billings tried to console her. 

Deputy Billings then did something remarkable - he prayed with Tammy. She would always remember the gift the Lord gave her through the deputy, even though she could never recall a single word he said in his prayer. Billings remained with her a few minutes longer, to allow the car with Chris to depart. Finally, he left as well, and aloneness descended on Tammy with the weight of the world. She didn’t know what to do. She didn’t know how to deal with such an unimaginable thing. She just sat in her chair and cried.

_______________________________________

Chris walked in front of the deputy to the car. The blue lights were still spinning. The second patrol car was parked beside it, but its lights were not on. The deputy helped him into the back seat, which was very cramped, due to the protective structure behind the front seat. Chris had never been inside a cop car in his life and could never have imagined being in the back seat of one in handcuffs. It was the first of many firsts yet to come.

Chris’ only exposure to jails and prisons was via TV shows and movies, and he had some concerns about what might lie ahead. During the twenty-minute ride to the jail, he asked the deputy if he needed to be prepared to deal with aggressive homosexuals. The deputy responded, 

“They pretty much stay to themselves. If you leave them alone, they will leave you alone. It’s not like on TV.” 

Chris would later try to explain to Tammy what it felt like to be in the back of the police car as he rode to jail in handcuffs. He couldn’t ever find the right words. 

He said, “It’s not like it was devastating or crippling or anything really that bad, in itself, it’s just that it was so alien, so hard to fit into reality. It just felt like it couldn’t really be happening.”

Chris had lived in Columbia for many years and was very familiar with the downtown area. However, when viewed under these circumstances, everything looked strange, and he couldn’t place where he was. They got to the jail and the deputy helped him out of the back seat. He then escorted him into the intake desk and sat him on a concrete bench with a steel loop in the center. The deputy undid one cuff, routed it through the steel loop and re-cuffed the hand.

The deputy then told an intake staffer, “This one won’t give you any trouble” as he handed Chris’ driver’s license to her and started to leave. Chris spoke and the deputy paused. 

Chris said,  “Thank you for your kindness.” 

The deputy looked at him for a moment, thinking that no one had ever thanked him when he arrested them. Then he patted Chris on the shoulder and said, “You’ll be alright.” and returned to his car. 

Desperate to know why he was there, Chris expected to be able find out and post bail the next day. He just needed to stay calm and cool, and he would be back home tomorrow. Once home they could deal with whatever misunderstanding had brought this into their lives. He said a prayer for Tammy. Following a ten or fifteen-minute wait, they led Chris to a holding cell door, and uncuffed his hands and put him in the cell. The cell was tiny and contained several men already. He sat down on the floor to wait for someone to tell him what was going on.

_______________________________________

Tammy couldn’t even imagine going to bed, of course. By 3 o’clock she was reeling and felt she couldn’t make it alone, so she called their son Mike who lived about thirty minutes away. She explained what had happened as much as she could, and Mike drove over and spent some time with her. However, after an hour or so, there wasn’t anything else to say. All they had were questions without answers, and Tammy told him to go home. There was no reason for him to lose his night’s sleep, too. 

After Mike left, Tammy turned the TV on, not caring what channel or show but she couldn’t fall asleep. 
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Chapter 2

Chris In Court
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SOMETIME AROUND 9 A.m. the cell door opened, and the four men were taken out. Chris was placed in handcuffs, which were attached to a chain wrapped around his waist. Then they put leg cuffs on him, as well. The men were gathered with others coming from other cells and then as a group they were escorted into a hallway, and eventually into a courtroom. Before being led in, the deputy warned the group that they were not to interact with any friends or family that might be in the courtroom. As they were brought in, Chris saw that Tammy was in the courtroom with an unknown man beside her, but he was very careful not to look very long at her. For her part, Tammy’s soul withered at seeing her husband literally in chains.

The court began processing the cases and disposed of about half by lunchtime. The remaining men were led from the courtroom into the adjoining hallway, where they were given paper sacks with bologna sandwiches and a bag of chips. During the lunch break, the prisoners were allowed to use the restroom. Eventually the men were led back into the court and the proceedings began again.

One after the other after the other the cases were disposed of, and Chris was at the bottom of the stack. His situation was different and unique in the cases to deal with that day. Finally, his name was called, and he stood and shuffled in the leg chains up to the podium in front of the judge. The first words a tired and harried public defender asked him were, 

“Are you waiving extradition?"

Chris was a reasonably intelligent man, and he knew what extradition was, but he had no idea what he was being asked or how extradition applied to him. He had not been charged with any crime, he hadn’t had a phone call, he hadn’t been mirandized, he hadn’t spoken with an attorney, and he had no idea why he was in chains.

He said, “I don’t understand what you are asking me.”

The public defender replied, “If you waive extradition, you will probably be in jail here for six weeks. If you don't waive extradition, you will be in jail here for six months."

In shock, Chris asked, “What am I charged with?”

The public defender checked his paper and responded, “Sexual abuse 2, Sodomy 1 and Rape 1.” 

Then he told Chris the charges were from Texas.

Chris nearly fainted. What in the world was happening? The public defender demanded an answer on whether he was waiving extradition or not – the court was waiting.

Chris said, “I can’t answer that without consulting with an attorney.”

The unknown man beside Tammy stood and moved to the railing between the gallery and the court area. 

He said, “Your Honor, I am here on behalf of Mr. Peterson. If I may have a moment?”

The judge said, “Certainly.”

The attorney came inside the railing, and introduced himself to Chris, who immediately forgot his name. 

The attorney said, “What they mean by ‘waiving extradition’ is that the states cooperate with one another in transporting prisoners from one state to another. However, since the states have to respect each other’s procedures, if a prisoner doesn’t want to be sent to another state, he can fight it. If he does, the extradition process starts which eventually ends up with one governor making a formal request of the other governor to remand the person. That process takes about six months, and you remain in jail while it works. If you waive extradition, all of that formal process is bypassed, and they can transport you as soon as they get to it.”

Chris asked, “I’m going to be in jail for six weeks? Can’t I post bail?”

“I’m afraid not. Bail can’t be set or made until after you are arraigned. You won’t be arraigned until you get to where the charges were filed.” 

He looked over the paper the public defender had given him. 

“In this case, Waller County, Texas.”

“I can’t believe this is happening.”

“I’m sorry. But the best thing to do is waive extradition, because you are going to Texas, it’s really just a question of how long you sit in jail here before you do.”

“I guess so.”

“Your Honor, Mr. Peterson is waiving extradition.”

The judge made a note, then said, “Good luck, Mr. Peterson.”, and Chris was led out of the courtroom. 

Missouri had nothing against Chris, and Missouri didn’t care about Chris. He was Waller County, Texas’ problem. Missouri was just holding him until he could be delivered to them.

_______________________________________

Somewhere in those early morning hours, Tammy had decided to go on offense. She started doing research online and reading about procedures. She contacted three criminal defense attorneys and left messages. She called the jail and asked questions. 

When the first attorney called back, she told him what had happened, and he told her that Chris would be arraigned that morning. She hired Larry on the spot, sight unseen, for five hundred dollars for the day. He told her which courtroom it would be and how to get there and promised to meet her there. 

Since Chris’s case had been so far down the docket, Tammy had an opportunity to talk about the situation with Larry and get many questions answered. The answers were all hard and unwelcome. The expectation of bail had allowed a hope that their real estate and construction businesses would not be impacted by whatever the mess was about. But now, knowing Chris would be gone for at least six weeks, everything changed. Tammy was the brains of the businesses, but Chris was the gas that made things run. 

In addition to the stress and turmoil that her husband being arrested brought, Tammy had more than full-time responsibilities in the two businesses. Now, she had all of Chris’ responsibilities, as well. There was just no way she could handle everything. In the coming weeks, the businesses would suffer greatly. With so much at stake, Tammy gave everything she had. Her health began to decline as the stress caused lack of sleep and the hundred hours a week of work drained her soul away.

Unknown to her, she was under heavy spiritual attack, as demons of despair and loneliness descended on her, and she just didn’t know how to defend herself.

_______________________________________

Since Chris was staying in jail, it was time to welcome him in officially. The first step was a  ‘delousing’ shower while being watched very closely. A striped jumpsuit followed, a 1” thick mattress pad, and two blankets. Next came mug shots and fingerprints. 

Finally they took him to a cell room called a ‘pod’. It consisted of a common area with a steel picnic table, and two sleeping rooms with four concrete shelves in each room. The pod was designed to hold 8 men. Chris was number 16, so he found the only open spot on the floor to lay on, in front of the entrance to the shower stall, trying to get his mind around what had happened.

As he lay on his pad for the first time, the demons of terror and death delighted in attacking a new victim who had obviously never experienced time in their domain. Chris’ soul cried out in fear and distress, 

“Lord, why am I here?” 

_______________________________________

Harriet Clark grew up in Sacramento, California. She missed the sixties by a few years, being born in 1973. She always had trouble in school and never fit in with any group until her first year of high school. Harriet found her place in the Occult Research Club at JFK high school. Soon after joining and pledging to the club, Harriet found a world she never knew existed, but that she knew she was made for.

The sorcerer that governed the club was a twenty-five-year-old hippy that lived near the school. He was just under six feet tall, painfully thin, with long stringy hair, and a thick beard. All of the meaningful club meetings were held at his house, while the pretend meetings were held at school. Only those who had pledged and been initiated were allowed at the true meetings at Billy’s house.

After pledging to the club at the start of the school year, she attended the school meetings and followed the things that were discussed. Unknown to her, she was being watched and considered for real membership. In December of 1989, at the age of sixteen, Harriet was initiated into the club. Her initiation occurred in the large den of Billy’s house, where she was gang-raped by all seven of the guys in the club. Billy raped her first, taking her virginity, and the other seven men followed, one after another, as the girls in the club chanted and watched – each of them remembering their own initiation. As she was being raped, most girls would hope for a degree of less consciousness, but that was not to be for her. For one thing, the assaults were not technically rape – other than statutory - since she was willingly offering herself to the club. Additionally, she had been given a drug that heightened her awareness while also giving her a feeling of euphoria. It was the most spiritual experience she had ever had.  

Eight weeks later, Harriet discovered that she was pregnant. In the club, being pregnant was considered as service to Billy. As the sorcerer, he was supposed to father as many children as possible, and that meant he regularly took any female member, whenever he felt the desire to. Sex was a normal and regular part of the twice-a-week meetings. Harriet felt pride in being able to be used by Billy and attained a high status when she announced her pregnancy. 

When Harriet’s parents discovered she was pregnant, they kicked her out of the house. That problem was easily solved by moving in with Billy. She dropped out of school, and for all intents and purposes became the sex slave and secretary of the club. At four months along, Billy decreed that none should take her again until after the baby was born, and Harriet missed the sex and fulfillment of being used.

The baby was born in the kitchen of Billy’s house, with two of the other girls helping deliver the child, while the remainder of the club waited in the large den, chanting and moaning. Billy severed the umbilical and raised the baby over his head as he carried her into the den. Everyone stood.

“I dedicate this girl child to our master satan. She shall be a breeder for his servants and shall bear him many followers. She shall be called Diana, after the virgin goddess of the hunt, and will be great in his kingdom.” 

He returned the baby to Harriet who thanked her master for her and began to nurse her. Over the next few years, Harriet bore two more children for Billy, both males. Diana was present from the day of her birth at the meetings and rituals of the occult group. At ten years old, Billy decided it was time to enter Diana into the master’s service, and as the twenty-eight members of the group watched, he raped the young girl. From that moment forward, Diana hated all men.

Over the following years, Diana was raped almost daily by various men, some known to her, some not. Being used sexually was just a fact of her existence. Somehow she knew that she was destined for greater things. She knew in her deepest heart that her master would deliver her from just being a pleasure tool for the men who took her at their whim, never thinking that she was a person of worth and value. Her hatred coalesced over time into a burning fury and a desire to punish all men. 

She prayed to the master every day to be allowed to have her vengeance, and every time she was raped, she cursed the man who was doing it. Her master decided to grant her wishes. At some point, when Diana begged her master for help, a demon called Deception, disguised as a ‘spirit guide’ immediately responded.

“I can help you, if you invite me in.”

“Oh, yes! Yes! I invite you now and forever. Help me and grant me revenge.”

As the demon entered her, it responded in a soothing voice, “I will. I will.”  
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Chapter 3

Chris In Jail


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


CHRIS FOUND HIMSELF in a completely different world than anything he had ever experienced. There were a hundred things that everyone else knew, and either assumed he knew or didn’t care enough to tell him. But he didn’t know. Inmates have their own rules of behavior and conduct that all are expected to follow. Failure to follow them can result in severe retribution from a group of men who couldn’t care less whether you lived or died. 

Chris had to learn to use the toilet while four or five men watched him do it. He also had to learn that jail house etiquette said flush constantly as you do your business because if someone were to smell what you were doing, it could go bad for you quickly. He had to learn that toilet paper was a trade item. There was plenty of toilet paper in the cell, but it was owned by the boss of the cell. If you wanted toilet paper, or anything else for that matter, you had to trade something for it.

The jail in Boone County was an older facility and the cell pod had a small shower stall in it. Three sides were concrete blocks and there was a curtain on a string that could be pulled to allow a reasonable amount of privacy. Chris learned to step in, undress, shower, dry off, and dress again, all while inside the tiny stall. He ended up with wet clothes, but at least he felt like he had some privacy. 

The cell was constructed of concrete block walls, concrete floors, concrete ceilings and solid steel doors. There was a TV mounted high on a wall in the common room, and it was turned up as loud as it could go, 24 hours a day. There was one guy who had charge of the remote and he decided what would be watched. He was the alpha dog in the cell, and other than toilet paper, Chris tried his best not to have any dealings with him.

Chris was astounded at how loud everything in jail was. There being nothing to soften the noise acoustically, the heavy slamming of steel doors, the blaring of the TV and the constant yelling and cursing of inmates just bounced off the walls and created an incredible environment of continuous assault on the senses. 

He knew he was at risk of someone ‘accidentally’ kicking him in the head entering or leaving the shower, just to call him out and see what he would do. This was jail, not Boy Scout camp. He was concerned about it, but there was literally nowhere else to lay. Chris was alone, he was scared, he was worried about Tammy, he was worried about their businesses, he was worried about the charges, and he was in jail and couldn’t do anything about anything.

_______________________________________

Evil spirits feed on turmoil and fear, feasting like vampires sucking life from their victims. The third-tier demon known as Boone County Jail had seen the tender and ignorant soul arrive and it turned its attention from the two-hundred fifty hardened souls to the delightful morsal that had just been delivered. First timers were always the most fun. Boone County Jail summoned Despair from cell block C where it was working on a man who had just been sentenced to life without parole for his joy ride of stealing a truck and racing it through a neighborhood. 

If it had only ended there, he might have gotten released after three or four years. But when that little girl had stepped out from behind a parked car, his joy ride had ended in horror. The city would never forget what her remains had looked like, and neither would he. So many things lost from two six-packs of beer.

When Despair reported, it was thrilled to be given the new assignment. As it was releasing hell on Chris Peterson, Boone County Jail also assigned five smaller demons to accompany Despair to watch and learn. Innocent souls were few and far between in jail.

Despair asked, “How bad and how long?”

“Terrorize him. Crush him. Feast on him so that we all may feel and revel in his torment!”

“Gladly! He shall know hell as few ever have.” 

“Make it happen.”

Unknown to Chris, he was under heavy spiritual attack, and like Tammy, he just didn’t know how to defend himself. But the Lord was at work. Unseen in the Heavens, the Lord had determined which cell Chris would be placed in. No one on earth knew it, of course. God just decreed it and therefore it happened. The Father had decreed that Chris would be tried and tested by adversity and fear. But the Father always established the limits on evil, and only the highest ranks of the demons knew that fact. Most of the trillions of evil spirits believed their master was all-powerful and was in fact - god. The Father’s control was directed at lucifer, and the Father’s will would always be obeyed – even into the depths of hell. In the trial that the Father had decreed, the Father also knew Chris needed a friend; he needed someone to talk with. 

As the Lord would have it, there was a guy in Chris’ pod who was a frequent guest in the jail. He was one who had trouble with alcohol and when drunk he would often get into things that resulted in him spending thirty days in jail. His name was Joey, and he was a Christian, and he was quite bold in his profession of faith and was very comfortable being in jail. He knew all the guards by name, knew their shifts, their supervisors, and an amazing number of details about the jail. He was also well known by all the guards and as a result of their familiarity with him, he seemed to be treated with some degree of deference. 

Joey was also respected by the inmates. He had some clout and sway with most everyone. He called for a ‘prayer call’ the first night Chris was in the pod. Chris watched as several inmates gathered in a circle and each told Joey what they wanted prayer for and then he prayed for everyone. Chris was immediately drawn to Joey and spent a lot of time talking with him over the following days. 

Joey helped Chris tremendously get his mind back on an even keel. Chris had really been knocked off his feet by these things and was having a hard time making sense of where he was and what was happening. Having a fellow Believer in there with him and being able to talk with him and share with him was a blessing beyond measure. Joey was a gift from a loving God, that Chris needed desperately.

Joey was serving thirty days and had only two more days to go. Day thirty came, and he was still in jail. Day thirty-one came, and he was still in jail. When day thirty-two came and he was still in jail, he was furious about it and was berating the guards and screaming and hollering and cursing. He wanted out.

Chris had spent many hours talking with Joey over the several days they were together and felt an affection for him that was based on understanding that God had provided him for Chris’s benefit. During one of Joey’s fits of anger, Chris went to him.

“Joey, I have to apologize to you.”

“What for?”

“It’s my fault you are still in here.”

“What the heck are you talking about?”

“God knew I needed you, so He has kept you in here two extra days for my sake.” 

Joey laughed. Chris said, “No, I mean it. I was upside down and messed up and God gave me you to help me get back on my feet. God used you, for me. That’s why you had to stay longer.”

“Well, if that’s the case, I guess it was worth it.”

Joey calmed down and stopped the fit he had been throwing, and he was released later that day. Since Joey was an old-timer and respected, he had one of the two lower concrete shelf ‘bunks’ in one of the two ‘sleeping’ rooms. When Joey got ready for bed, he could close the steel door to the room and actually have quiet. Chris was lying on the floor, in front of the shower entrance. Never quiet. Never dark. Never able to sleep peacefully. 

When Chris knew Joey was getting out, he asked him if he could have his spot in the ‘sleeping’ room. Unfortunately, as prized as it was, Joey said that someone was already in line for it. Then he went to the guy and asked him to allow Chris to have the bunk. After a little persuading, the young guy said he could. So, as the Lord would have it, Chris went from the worst place in the cell to the best place in the cell. He could sit like a human being; He could sleep normally. He could even have quiet. 

Just having one of the four lower concrete bunks gave him instant status. He was somebody now! During meals, other men would gravitate to him in hope of being able to sit on his bunk while they ate. After Joey left, Chris began a Bible study each night which expanded the ‘prayer call’ that Joey had been doing. 4 or 5 guys attended the study each night, and Chris was really blessed in doing it.

As the days went by, Chris discovered that there were no bullies in the cell he was in. Everyone just kind of got along. Almost everyone in the room with him was there because of drugs or alcohol. Either they had been under the influence of one or the other and did something they would not otherwise do, or they were dealing drugs, or they were stealing to get money to buy drugs. 

Chris was surprised to find that the county jail was a for-profit business. Face-to-face visiting was not allowed. There was an electronic portal in each cell by which an inmate could receive a video from loved ones, and that was the only mode of ‘visiting’ allowed. Of course, the loved one must pay for the privilege to make and send the recording. And of course, every man in the cell would be watching and listening to it. Friends and loved ones could also establish an account for an inmate and add money to the account. The inmate can then go into the commissary via the portal and buy toilet paper and toothpaste, underwear and ketchup, deodorant and shampoo, paper and 3” pencils. Of course, the prices are about double what you would pay anywhere else. 

There was also a telephone in every cell, but the phone could only call a person who had set up an account and prepaid for minutes of call time and the rate was $3.50 per minute. Tammy had learned of the portals and the accounts and set one up for Chris, which allowed him to call her a few times, and also allowed Chris to be able to get underwear and toilet paper. 

Chris immediately realized that there was a fine line to walk inside the cell, when the other inmates find out that you have money, and you have money in your commissary account. Most of his fellow cellmates didn’t have that luxury. Most were without money and without support on the outside. Most of those with family outside knew that their family was financially unable to create an account for them, or to be able to hire a bail bond company to post their bail. So, even though money wasn’t an issue for Chris, he didn’t actually spend much at all.

The first night Chris spent in the quiet room on the concrete shelf, he discovered that the guy occupying the other lower bunk in his new room was a Believer. He was waiting for his case to go to court. His name was Mike and he, together with his family, could not come up with $400 to bail out, so he had spent 11 months in jail. He had a minor stroke during those months and had a little difficulty speaking as a result. He had a slight slur to his speech. He stayed in the separated room virtually all the time, just lying on the ‘bunk’. 

Mike was also a big blessing to Chris. He was quiet and reserved and needed someone to talk with. Mike and Chris spent a lot of time talking about the Lord and personal convictions and beliefs. Mike had great hopes of building and running a facility that served parolees and addicts. He was waiting for trial on breaking and entering and theft of property charges. He had been arrested twice previously for exactly those crimes and had served time both times. He admitted that he had committed the crimes each time previously, but he adamantly denied he was guilty this time. 

A third conviction for the same crime would be categorized as habitual and would therefore carry a very stiff penalty. Mike was 51 at the time and his probable sentence if convicted was 20 years. He had met with the public defender only once in those 11 months, very briefly, and had been trying to get another meeting with him for several months, without success. 

In Chris’ new ‘sleeping room’ there were five guys in all, with one on the floor. The guy on the floor was only known as ‘Pop’ as he looked to be in his 60’s. He was actually late 40’s but looked considerably older. Since he was in the room, he attended the Bible studies Chris held by default. He was extremely irreverent and mocked most things that were said in the studies. Chris treated him respectfully and they talked a lot over the time Chris was there. 

Pop claimed to believe in the ‘Flying spaghetti monster’ god. Chris made a mental note and looked it up when he got home, and there really was such a ‘religion’ out there, with an estimated 1 million followers. Pop was fairly knowledgeable of the Bible, and it became apparent to Chris that something had happened in his past that had soured his soul. 

At one point, Chris asked him, “Pop, what happened to you? Something has poisoned your soul.” 

He received no answer. 

Life for Chris settled into a mind-numbing routine. Life in jail centers around the meals, and the inmates barter their food for an amazing variety of things. Chris had always been an “early to bed and early to rise” guy, so his schedule was different than the other men. Breakfast was served somewhere around 5 a.m.; lunch around 11 a.m. and dinner around 5 p.m. 

The common schedule was going to sleep around midnight or 1 a.m., waking for breakfast and then back to sleep immediately, waking for lunch, again to sleep and “getting up” early afternoon. Chris went to sleep around 8 p.m. and woke around 4 a.m. He was endlessly thankful to God that he could because God had allowed him to move into the ‘sleeping’ room. His schedule allowed him several hours of quiet morning time in which to read the Bible and pray and write letters to Tammy. The guys in his room respected his schedule and he respected theirs. Chris had gotten Joey’s Gideon Bible and held it like a security blanket at night as he slept. 

And the days went by.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 4

Transport
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TAMMY WAS WORKING ON the businesses as hard as she could go, while resorting to sleeping aids to try to fall asleep. Even with the drugs, she had difficulty turning everything off and resting. She found that lying in bed was useless, her mind just simply would not wind down. So, she resorted to her chair in the den in front of the television.

The brief naps she was able to basically pass-out into were constantly interrupted by jerking awake and realizing yet again the disaster her life had turned into without warning. Each morning when she finally rose from the chair, the almost useless sleep aids lingered in her system lessening her ability to function lucidly and effectively. So, the things that screamed for attention went unnoticed or unfulfilled. 

And like Tammy, the businesses began to fall apart. She tried valiantly to budget her time into sections of trying to help Chris and trying to deal with the businesses. When she was working on the Chris problem, her mind was constantly wandering to the businesses problem, and vice versa. It was simply too much, and Tammy’s mind began to falter.  

The spiritual attack was merciless and more than anyone could withstand without help.

_______________________________________

Comparatively, Chris didn’t have it so bad. Instead of the twenty hours a day of work responsibilities that Tammy was dealing with, he had twenty-three and a half hours a day of no responsibilities whatsoever. Once he found himself in the room and shelf from Joey, life was relatively good. Other than not being able to leave, he had it made. He had a new friend in Mike, his food was cooked and delivered to him, he had time for prayer and Bible reading. And he wrote letters to Tammy.

Chris and Tammy had for many years started their day with a devotional. Chris read the Bible out loud, as Tammy enjoyed a cup of coffee, and then they discussed what had been read and then prayed together before heading to their separate responsibilities. In jail, Chris studied the chapters that would have been read in the devotionals, day by day, then wrote Tammy a letter talking about the chapters each day, deliberately trying to maintain the spiritual connection with his wife. Tammy wouldn’t tell him until much later that she just couldn’t read those letters. She tried to, and she wanted to, but there was no way she could do it without the weight of reality crushing her and making it even harder to try to meet some of her load of work.

Chris believed that a deputy would drive from Waller County, Texas and load him in the back of a police car and drive him back to that jail for arraignment. Having never been involved in any criminal legal stuff, he was about to learn some tough lessons about the system. The first lesson was that the transportation of prisoners is also a for-profit business. 

At one o’clock in the morning of his tenth day in jail, the guards woke Chris up to tell him his transport had arrived. Of course, they woke the entire cell pod doing it. As Chris was gathering his blankets and pad, Pop got up off the floor and hugged him as he was leaving, saying he appreciated the discussions with him about the Bible. The other guys in the Bible study hugged Chris, as well. The spirit world knew what was coming, but Chris didn’t have a clue. God had given him all he needed to get back up on his spiritual legs and seeing Chris step up and preach the Word pleased the Father. Instead of six weeks, the Lord removed Chris after only ten days, to begin the next part of the test, for one simple reason – Chris was as ready as he ever would be.

The guards took him out and had him change back into the clothes he was wearing when he was arrested - gym shorts, a tee shirt and sandals. Then they put leg chains on him, then a chain around his waist and then handcuffed him with the handcuffs attached to the waist chain. Leading him out, doing the prisoner shuffle, they loaded Chris onto a school bus that had been modified with cages in it. He was the first man on the bus, so he took the front, left side bench against the window.

The benches were smooth steel – hard and slippery in other words. The windows were covered with bars. The rear half of the bus was one big cage with a chemical toilet in a back corner. The toilet area had a small curtain to pull across the door opening. In front of the main cage, there were small one-bench cages, one on either side of the aisle, and in front of those, there was one isolation cage – a one-person cage. All of the cages were made of steel bars and fencing so there was no privacy. Everyone could see everyone else, but there was a divider between the prisoner area and the guard’s area. The bus had a staff of four guards and included two bunks for the guards to sleep. 

And so began a descent into some level of Hell, quietly and unannounced. The common name for this experience is ‘diesel therapy’. Apparently, the business that transports prisoners gets paid by the mile that they carry each prisoner. So, the first order of business was to fill up the bus with prisoners. That meant they were not interested in dropping any prisoners off! Eventually the cage was filled with thirty or thirty-five convicts. Perhaps there was another man in circumstances like Chris in the group, he couldn’t know, but most of the men on the buss were being transported from jails to prisons. 

_______________________________________

Unseen by Chris, the bus was filled with a writhing morass of demonic spirits, that had feasted like bloated ticks on the souls that had suffered on the bus recently. Many spirits had left with the men they were assigned to, while those remaining were assigned to the bus itself. The spirit that commanded on the bus was known as Bus 213 and as Chris was put in the cage, Bus 213 went from delight to concern.

Chris didn’t know about spiritual warfare, and he didn’t know how to defend himself in the spiritual realms. He did however know when he needed to pray, and the first thing he did was thank God that he was leaving jail and headed to Waller County after only ten days.

In fury, Bus 213 descended on the captive with an enraged vengeance, determined to crush prayer from his arrogant soul. Knowing the tools at its disposal, it knew with certainty that the spirit in Chris Peterson would never arrive at his hoped-for destination – the breathing body might, but the bright and open spirit – never. 

_______________________________________

Chris was left to wonder about what was happening – and he wondered if Tammy would find out it was happening. Under the American system of law, he was supposed to be innocent until proven guilty in court. How could it be that he was sitting in a bus filled with convicted felons? He hadn’t even been arraigned yet. He didn’t even have a lawyer yet. He was about as far away from being convicted as a guy could get, but here he sat, literally in chains. 

The law said he was innocent – but he sat in a cage with thirty-five convicted prisoners in chains. He tried to find some justice or sanity in it but couldn’t. How had the system fallen so far from common sense and protecting the rights of the innocent – innocent as in ‘not tried and found guilty’? How could this be ‘normal’, standard procedure nowadays? As he sat there considering these things, he was forced to admit to himself an uncomfortable truth: ‘Those rights you thought you had? Think again.’

As the bus filled up, it soon became apparent that the imagined twelve to fourteen-hour trip to Waller County was just that – imagination. It also became obvious that the chains were not going to be removed. When the first female prisoner was loaded on, it became apparent why there were smaller cages in front of the main cage. Since Chris was sitting on a front bench, he was forced to be privy to the constant filthy interaction going on between the men and the women. All he could think about that situation was that some insane individual had deliberately designed it that way.

The guy that eventually ended up beside Chris was in the army and had just returned from Iraq. Shortly after returning and mustering out, he was arrested in Oklahoma for stealing a truck in his hometown in Michigan. He was off-the-charts angry, as you might imagine, saying that he had been in Iraq at the time the truck was stolen. With one phone call or one piece of paper he could literally prove he was innocent. 

Gee, that’s too bad. The way the system works, no one is interested, nor is there even a way to argue the point, until you reach the state and county where you are charged. If that means you stay in chains for three or four months on the way, then you stay in chains for three or four months. Sorry for any inconvenience. 

Chris shared his own situation, of course, and the two men had an easy peace, since they were in similar circumstances. They both found it hard to believe the way the system was so screwed up. More hard lessons would be coming soon. The next one came three hours after the bus loaded the first female prisoner into a cage. That’s how long it took for her to need to use the bathroom. When she began hollering that she needed the bathroom, a guard came and let her out of her cage, then uncuffed one of her hands, leaving the other locked to her waist chain. Then he opened the door to the men’s cage.

He said, “Gentlemen, pay close attention. A woman is coming in to use the bathroom. The law that governs prisoner transport says that if any male prisoner speaks to her or touches her in any way gets an automatic five years added to his sentence. It applies the same five years to anyone caught looking or trying to look at her while she uses the toilet. I am required by law to watch while she walks in, uses the toilet and walks out. I am also required by law to report any violation or I myself will be charged criminally.”

When he finished the statement, he told the woman she could go, and the guard stood at the door and watched as she did. When she returned, he locked the cage door, re-cuffed her hand, and locked her back in her cage. No one in the men’s cage spoke a word until she was back outside their cage.

Chris considered the insanity of the situation. He thought, “What idiot came up with this madness? Suppose I really didn’t like this guy sitting next to me? Maybe he stole my water or stepped on my foot. I could just wait until the woman walks by and shove him into her, and he would get FIVE YEARS. I’m in the Twilight Zone.” 

Chris kept hoping the chains would be removed, but they never were. There were a few more things he expected that didn’t happen, either - like sleeping. The four-man guard crew meant that there was always three on, and one off. The bunks meant that the bus didn’t stop for the guards to be able to sleep. One guard was always off-duty and if not actually sleeping, was at least relaxing, so that they could keep the bus rolling day and night.

The bus moved twenty-four hours a day. It stopped only for gas and to pick up fast food from the dollar menus at MacDonald’s, or similar burger places. With bare metal benches and bars everywhere, it was impossible to sleep. If you were so foolish as to lay your head against a barred window, the next bump or pothole would deliver a lump that would teach you not to do that again.

Conditions that would be considered poor to begin with, rapidly degenerated. The holding tank of the toilet soon filled and then overflowed. The paper was either used up or stolen by someone. No toothbrush. No bathing. With no ability to clean himself after using the toilet, Chris began developing a rash. The bare metal bench and thin gym shorts made it worse. Another way the bare metal bench contributed to the misery was by being slick and slippery. Any stop or turn would cause anyone who wasn’t alert and prepared to be deposited on the floor.  

When the bus would stop for food, the guards would get sacks of whatever cheap burger was available and hand them into the cage, along with a bottle of water for each man. If you laid your bottle of water down, the next time you reached for it you would find that you no longer had a bottle of water. Chris thanked God that his shirt had a pocket. He was able to keep his water. 

Chris had high blood pressure and diabetes, and he was on medication that he needed twice a day, every day. He learned quickly that medicine wasn’t a priority for the guards. One of the guards was a new guy, this was his first trip as a guard. He was in his mid-thirties, and he was a decent guy. However, he just didn’t have the nature to deal with the things that were a part of the job. The convicts treated the guards with contempt and hatred. Curses and jeering and berating were the norm, that’s just the way it is. Well, this guy was a decent guy, so he was offended by the convicts, and he kept ‘losing his cool’. Naturally, when the convicts saw that he was reacting that way, they just got worse and worse.  

_______________________________________

For security reasons, they don’t tell anyone when a prisoner is being transported. So, when the calls and letters from Chris stopped abruptly, Tammy didn’t know what had happened. All she knew was that Chris had stopped communicating. Expecting that he would be in jail for six weeks, she feared that he had been in a fight or something and injured or even killed. Tammy was going out of her mind with worry. She was constantly on the phone and at the jail trying to get some information about her husband. She was met with a stone wall of silence.

This new development, added to all the things that were already crushing the life out of her, was almost more than she could deal with lucidly. Everything in her world had either been taken from her, or was slowly dying, and her mind was slipping. She started threatening every government employee at the jail. One guy finally felt sorry for her, broke the rules, told her Chris was in transport and gave her the name and phone number of the transport company.

Tammy then began calling the transport company ten or twelve times a day, trying to find news on Chris and when he would be delivered to Waller County. Of course, that information could not be revealed, but as a result of her constant calls and threats of exposure and law suits they did move Chris up in his delivery date. Under the law, they have one-hundred-eighty days – SIX MONTHS – to deliver a prisoner to their destination. 

Having owned a construction business for many years and dealing with hiring and running crews of men, Chris was very aware of the new guard’s temperament and difficulty dealing with the prisoner’s venomous verbal assaults. The new guard was a well-mannered guy, and he was actually trying to treat the inmates with respect. He even remembered Chris’s medicine about half the time. As the days went by, the guard recognized that Chris wasn’t cursing him or berating him and was behaving like a civilized individual. Something about Chris was obviously different. 

At one stop in the journey, they loaded a
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