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This is not simply a book about one man.

This is a book about whether we are willing to kill in the face of doubt.

Tony Ford sits on death row in Texas. The State says his case is finished. The courts have spoken. The process has run its course. Paperwork has been stamped. Dates have been circled. And somewhere in an execution chamber in Texas, there is a gurney waiting.

But this book exists because truth is not a paperwork issue.

If Tony Ford is innocent—and the evidence laid out here insists that he is—then what we are witnessing is not justice. It is something far more terrifying: a machinery of death that continues forward not because it is certain, but because it is unwilling to admit it might be wrong.

The death penalty asks for confidence. It demands moral clarity. It requires the absence of doubt.

And yet doubt lives here.

Doubt in the investigation.

Doubt in the testimony.

Doubt in the narrative that was handed to a jury and sealed with finality.

This book does not ask you to feel sorry for Tony Ford. It asks you to look at the evidence. It asks you to wrestle with what happens when the system values closure over truth. It asks you whether finality is worth a human life.

In America, we are taught that our justice system is the best in the world. We are told that it contains safeguards, appeals, layers of review. We are assured that no innocent person would ever be executed.

But history tells a different story. Men have walked off death row after decades because someone finally listened. Because new evidence emerged. Because a witness recanted. Because science corrected what courts once accepted as fact.

And those are only the cases where the truth was discovered in time.

The ones we fear are the others.

Execution is irreversible. There is no apology powerful enough. No settlement large enough. No statement solemn enough to bring back a life extinguished by mistake. When the State kills, it does so in all of our names. There is no private execution. There is no isolated responsibility. If Tony Ford is put to death, it will not be Texas alone that carries that act—it will be all of us who remained silent when doubt was present.

This book is written in the shadow of that reality.

It is written for the neighbor who assumes the courts must have gotten it right.

For the juror who trusts the system but has never seen how fragile evidence can be.

For the citizen who believes in justice but has never been asked to question its finality.

It is also written for those who still believe that truth matters more than pride, that justice must be more than speed, and that the measure of a society is not how efficiently it punishes but how carefully it protects the innocent.

There is something prophetic about moments like this. Not in the sense of predicting the future, but in the sense of naming what is at stake. A prophet does not shout to be dramatic. A prophet speaks because silence would be complicity.

And so this book speaks.

It speaks because a man’s life hangs in the balance.

It speaks because doubt has not been extinguished.

It speaks because justice without humility becomes violence.

The question before us is not abstract. It is painfully simple:

Are we willing to risk killing an innocent man in order to preserve the appearance of certainty?

If the answer is no, then we must look carefully. We must question honestly. We must refuse to let procedure replace truth.

Tony Ford’s life is not a political talking point. It is not a statistic. It is not a debate club exercise. It is a living, breathing reality confined to a cell while the calendar advances.

Before another date is set. Before another needle is prepared. Before another chamber is cleared. We must decide what kind of people we are.

This book is an invitation to conscience. Read it slowly, carefully and as if a human life depends on it. Because it does.

The Rev. Dr. Jeff Hood

February 25, 2026
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Introduction

A Life on the Line
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Tony Egbuna Ford was eighteen years old when a fellow gang member pointed a finger at him and police decided the case was solved. He was nineteen when twelve jurors, armed with eyewitness testimony that science would later demonstrate to be profoundly unreliable, sentenced him to die by lethal injection in the state of Texas. Today, more than thirty years later, Tony Ford remains on death row: older, grayer and still insisting, with the unwavering consistency of a man telling the truth, that he did not commit the crime for which the state intends to kill him.

This is not a book about sentiment. It does not ask you to feel sympathy for a convicted killer or to dismiss the suffering of the Murillo family, who lost an eighteen-year-old son and brother in an act of savage violence on a December night in El Paso. Armando Murillo’s death was a tragedy. His family’s pain is real, enduring, and deserving of acknowledgment on every page of this account.

What this book asks is something more demanding than sympathy: it asks for honesty. And honesty, when one examines the evidence in Tony Ford’s case with clear eyes, leads to a deeply uncomfortable conclusion. The evidence—not opinion, not intuition, but sworn testimony, scientific analysis, documented police records and independently corroborated witness accounts—tells a story that is fundamentally at odds with the verdict that condemned Tony Ford to death.

The case for Tony Ford’s innocence does not rest on emotion or advocacy. It rests on the accumulated weight of documented evidence: court filings, sworn affidavits, expert reports, and police records that any reader is invited to examine independently. The sources are listed at the back of this book. The arguments stand or fall on what those sources actually say.

It tells the story of a young man who made a terrible decision: to drive two other men to a house and wait outside while they carried out what he believed was an armed intimidation. It tells the story of a violent crime that went far beyond what anyone, including those who planned it, intended. And it tells the story of a justice system that, faced with a traumatized family, enormous public pressure, and the word of a self-serving confessed participant, settled on a suspect within twenty-four hours and then refused, for thirty years, to reconsider.

The men who should have faced justice for the murder of Armando Murillo were the Belton brothers: Van, who admitted to being inside the house, and Victor, who three independent witnesses say confessed to pulling the trigger. Van Belton served time and was released. Victor Belton walked free from the beginning, his name barely appearing in the police file, despite the fact that his clothing was seized as evidence in the murder case on the morning of his brother’s arrest.

Tony Ford has spent his entire adult life on death row. He has not seen his family grow old. He has not held his children or grandchildren. He has not walked freely through a park, chosen his own meal, or gone to sleep at an hour of his choosing. He has done all of this, endured all of this, while maintaining that he is innocent. And the evidence, piling up in court filing after court filing across three decades, increasingly backs him up.

In a profound moment at trial, a nineteen-year-old Tony Ford boldly declared, “Everybody is a victim in this case.” I believe he is right.

The five chapters that follow examine the case from every angle: the night of the crime and Tony’s own account; the investigation that pointed to the wrong man; the confessions of the man who actually did it; the science of eyewitness memory that explains how the misidentification occurred; and the legal odyssey of a man trying to prove his innocence from a death row cell. Throughout, I have included analysis and commentary to draw attention to details that might otherwise pass unnoticed: details that, taken together, paint a portrait not of a murderer but of a scapegoat.

Every name in this book is real. Every quote is sourced. Every claim is documented. This is not fiction. This is the record.
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​Chapter 1

The Night of December 18, 1991
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El Paso, 1991: Context and Setting

To understand the crime, you must understand the world in which it occurred. El Paso in 1991 was a border city navigating the escalating pressures of the drug trade that had taken root along the US-Mexico corridor throughout the 1980s. The decade had seen the rise of increasingly organized drug networks operating out of El Paso and across the border into Ciudad Juarez—networks that competed fiercely for territory and that, when provoked, responded with violence.

The Murillo family’s modest home sat in a working-class neighborhood that, like many in El Paso at the time, was not immune to this world. The man living in the home, Myra Concepcion Murillo’s boyfriend, Joe Chrisman, was observed by multiple neighbors to be living well beyond any visible means. Visitors arrived at his residence at all hours of the night. Large sums of cash appeared and disappeared. One neighbor, a retired teacher named Arturo Torres, had worked at the school where Van and Victor Belton attended as children. He was not surprised, he later told investigators, when one of the Belton brothers was arrested for murder.

This is the backdrop against which the events of December 18, 1991, must be understood: not a random act of brutality, but a calculated confrontation that grew out of the dangerous underground economy operating in the streets of east El Paso—a confrontation that, by all credible accounts, was never meant to end in bloodshed.

None of this context excuses the violence that occurred at the Murillo home

A Family Terrorized: The Facts of the Crime






Who Was at the Scene: Tony Ford’s Account







What Tony Ford Was Not
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