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“God’s Love Changed My Heart”
Hello, my name is James P. Taormina. My friends, family and brothers and sisters in Christ call me Paulie. In sharing 
this brief testimony, I want to be sure that God gets all the 
glory.  Only He is worthy of such glory.  

I can’t blame my imprisonment on my upbringing, or 
the people with whom I surrounded myself. My current 
circumstance is the result of choices I had made. I was very 
loved by my family and  was a well-behaved child that 
excelled in school and especially in sports. 

But the allure and false glamour of the street life drew me 
in like a moth to a flame. In no time, I was a drug dealing 
gang member which led me into a life of abusing drugs 
at an excessive rate. I became increasingly violent and the 
severity of the crimes I was willing to commit, escalated 
as well. I soon became desensitized and it all seemed 
“normal”. I ended up being convicted of several robberies 
and sentenced to fourteen years in prison. I was sent to 
Rahway Prison where our Lord Jesus Christ found me, and 
that’s when my life was truly saved.

I was invited to come to church by a friend, just to hang out 
and get out of my cell for a few hours. Week after week I 
went and listened to men speak about God and Jesus and 
salvation. I saw men doing life in prison, yet they were filled with joy. I knew I wanted and needed the forgiveness 
God’s Word promised. So a year after I began going to the chapel, I accepted Jesus Christ as my personal Lord and 
Savior. I immediately felt the unbelievably heavy burden of all the wickedness I had done lifted, and a sense of peace 
came over me. Since then, I’ve been blessed in such abundance it’s hard not to feel like I’m undeserving of so much 
love.

And God is so very faithful! I have a fifteen year old son who was deeply affected by my  actions; but by the grace of 
God, we communicate now and he plans to come and visit me. But most importantly, he forgives me. 

I owe everything to our Father in heaven who loves me unconditionally and made me the man I am today: a loving, 
caring, compassionately patient man. Yes, I am a changed man and I can personally attest to the fact that God can 
change anyone! Glory be to God. Amen!

“A new heart also will I give you...” (Ez.36:25-27)



...who were dead in trespasses and sins.” (Eph.2:1)

“And you hath he quickened...
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“Once Lost But Now Found”

Solwazi with Nieces

My name is Solwazi Nyahuma and I grew up as a “Preacher’s Kid” 
in the City of Newark, New Jersey.  My introduction to the Word 
of God came honest and early since my father was a minister and 
my mother a church choir director.  My mother passed away sud-
denly when I was 11 years old, and my father raised me and four 
siblings as a single parent.  My father was a strict disciplinarian, 
and the early years of my life were spent mostly in school and 
church.  That changed when I entered high school.

In high school, I started smoking weed and drinking Pink Cham-
pale.  It wasn’t long before I was “cutting class” and hanging out 
with dropouts and neighborhood thugs who introduced me to co-
caine, mescaline, and acid.  I was making one bad decision after 
another, and ended up joining a neighborhood gang.  My sinful 
living escalated to random street violence, and I ended up serv-
ing 2 years in a Youth Correctional Facility. The next few years 
I did a variety of things: attended college, got a part-time job at 
U.P.S., and I also tried out for a professional baseball team. But I 
was still walking in darkness, contrary to the Word of God. My 
life revolved around partying, drugs, and women.  In the summer 
of 1986, I became addicted to crack cocaine, and by December, 
found myself in the County Jail for murder.

For many years, I did not have a personal relationship with Jesus. 
I was “doing me.”  Although I occasionally went to church, prayed, 
and read the Bible, I was lost in the “ways of the world,” separated 
from God. I had been away from the church for more than 20 
years when Umi Khari, a friend and former resident pastor of The Church of the Reconciled, invited me to his ordination cere-
mony on August 26, 2012.  It was during that ceremony that I experienced a spiritual rebirth and transformation unlike anything 
that I had ever experienced before.  That was the day the Spirit of the Living God took residence within me.  Since that day, I 
have walked “in Christ” as a “new creature.” (2 Cor. 5:17).  I thank God for using brother Umi, Reverend McClendon, and Officer 
Booker to bring me home where I belong: amongst the living.  Jesus is “the resurrection and the life..., and whosoever liveth and 
believeth in Him shall never die.”  (John 11:25, 26)

I have served more than 28 years in prison, and have experienced many trials and tribulations, but God has never left or forsaken 
me.  He has remained the source of my strength as provider, protector, deliverer, and healer.  In 1991, I witnessed God’s healing 
power firsthand when He healed my sister of an illness that the doctors had diagnosed as terminal.  Only through God’s grace is 
she still amongst the living.  He also delivered me from the affliction of asthma, which had plagued me since birth.  To  God be 
the glory!  “...The things which are impossible with men are possible with God.” (Luke 18:27)

I thank God for delivering me out of the darkness and into the light of Jesus Christ.  It is only by His grace that I am saved, and I 
endeavor to glorify Him through my walk.  I no longer lean on my own understanding or rely on my own strength, but trust in 
God to “Order my steps in His word: and let not any iniquity have dominion over me.”  (Psalm 119:133) I pray that my testimony 
encourages others to accept Jesus as  their Lord and Savior.  It was the best decision I ever made, for I once was lost, but through 
Christ, now I am found.



...and let him that is athirst come...” (Rev. 22:17)

“The spirit and the bride say come...
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“An Invitation”
Greetings my Brother’s and Sister’s in Christ. Today, I offer you my testimony of 
turning my life over to God by accepting Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior!

My name is Kevin Sabatini, but I’m known by most as Sab. I am  the second 
child of five, two brothers and two sisters. I remember growing up in and around 
Mercer and Burlington Counties. I went to Catholic church with my mother and 
grandparents.  By the time I was in fourth grade, my parents were separated and 
later divorced. My childhood seemed normal until I started seventh grade. I be-
gan to hang around with the older guys and that resulted in a slow decline in my 
schoolwork and my participation in sports.

I started running the streets and turning my back on all that was good. I be-
gan skipping school, getting suspended along with drinking, drugging, lying and 
stealing by the time I was finishing up ninth grade. My addictions brought about 
nothing but despair and misery for my family and loved ones. At the age of twen-
ty-one, I ended up in Trenton State Prison with a seven, fifteen, twenty and a 
twenty-five to life bid. I have been locked up since 1981 until August 2014.

Even though I had been reading the Bible and going to Catholic church I was still 
doing wrong things. It came to pass that in all my suffering, sin, and lost loved 
ones, I finally asked for forgiveness and gave it all up to God.  One day I decided 
that Christ would be first in my life. 

That special morning came and in the office with me was Brother Philip, Russell and Reverend Akins. Philip offered prayer over 
me and for my family.  Philip also prayed the invitation for me to come to Christ, with the promise of everlasting life. When I left 
the office, I sat in the Chapel waiting for services to begin. There I sat and started to pray with a troubled mind and heavy heart. 
Philip gave the sermon that day, and as he spoke, the Lord broke through my hard heart and spoke to me.  A peaceful calm came 
over me.

As the service went on, Philip gave the invitation to come  to Christ. I stood up and walked right up the aisle and we  hugged each 
other with a brotherly embrace. My heart was filled with true joy that I openly took Christ to be first in my life.

With that said, Reverend Akins greeted me with open arms and asked if I had been baptized. The following Sunday I was baptized 
with great joy by Reverend Akins in the Church of the Reconciled on August 24, 2014.

I would like to thank all who attended, and for the love of God you showed to me through Jesus Christ, my Lord and Savior.  I 
offer this prayer for our congregation in keeping with our 2015 theme for the year of loving one another.

Love is something that no one can explain. It’s made of deep devotion, sacrifice  and pain. It’s endless and unselfish, enduring 
come what may, for nothing can destroy it or take that Love away. It’s patient and forgiving, when all others are forsaking. It never 
fails or falters, even though the Heart is breaking. It believes beyond believing when the world around condemns. And it glows 
with all the beauty of the rarest brightest gem. It’s far beyond defining, it defies all explanation, and it still remains a secret, like the 
mysteries of Creation. A many splendored miracles, man cannot understand, and another ponderous evidence of God’s tender 
guiding hand. Amen!  To God be the glory!



...He was lost and is found.” (Lk. 15:24)

“For this my son was dead and is alive again...
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“Back Home Again”

Noe being Baptized

My greatest desire is that when you read this testimony, God 
will touch your heart in a special way. May you recognize, 
confess, and believe that Christ is the Lord and Savior, the 
only One who is sufficient to give us eternal life (John 2:25).

My name is Noé (Noah). I was born in a small town in Mex-
ico and raised in a Christian family. I was taught and in-
structed in the ways of the Lord since my childhood. When 
I was 12 years old, I began to have friends who were not 
Christians. I felt that their way of living was more exciting 
and fun than the Christian life. So, I decided to live my life 
in the most “fun way” possible. At that age of 12, I began to 
smoke marijuana and drink alcohol. As to be expected, one 
thing led to another.
 
My parents tried their best to stop me from going in the 
wrong direction. I was pretty sure of myself and was con-
vinced that I did not need their help, nor their belief system for me to live my own life. Due to such thinking, my relationship with 
my parents became difficult. I began to show a lack of respect and I did not obey them at all. What my father could not tolerate 
any longer was my refusal to belong to his Christian faith.

So, I left home and went to live with some friends. My father was not happy with this decision and since I was a minor, he placed 
me in a youth facility without delay. Later on, an aunt of mine took action and begged him to let me go and live with her in the 
city for a little while. The purpose of this new beginning was so that I would get away from bad company.  This is how I left my 
parents at such a young age.

When I was fifteen, I came to the United States. I began to work and make money, and with that money I began to live the “crazy 
life.” I completely forgot about God for many years, until at the age of twenty-six. I was arrested and sentenced to twelve years in 
prison. I found myself inside a cell: lonely, angry, desperate, sad, abandoned by my supposed friends, stressed, unable to sleep. I 
was desperate to the point of wanting to die, and full of worry due to much bitterness in my heart. However, in the midst of this 
state of great disturbance, I remembered the God of my parents. From that point on, everyday, for almost a year, I began to pray 
to God. I asked Him to forgive me for having forgotten Him. 

Even though I was looking for God every day in the Scriptures, I didn’t feel His presence. But one day, I couldn’t sleep. As I was 
praying early in the morning, I began to feel the presence of the Lord. The evening of the same day, the Lord rebuked me. He 
made me cry just like a small child, but at the same time, I felt something beautiful taking place way down deep in my soul. It 
was a special moment; I felt as if a huge burden was lifted from by shoulders. The strangest thing about it was that I felt free even 
though I was still locked up.

A few months later (2012), I was sent to Rahway Prison. The first Saturday and Sunday of that same week I went to church. Right 
away, I felt as if I were home. On July 15th of the same year, I was baptized. By the grace, mercies, and love of God,  I am now part 
of the Christian community in the Church. The Lord has given me the opportunity to share His Word and my new life with those 
around me. I am also involved in both choirs, Spanish and English. I have also been given the responsibility to teach bible studies 
during the week. I do all these things for God’s glory and honor.

If you do not know the Lord, I pray that my brief testimony would encourage you to take that first step of faith so that your soul 
may be save. God bless you and your loved ones.



...and ye shall find rest unto your souls.” (Mt. 11:28-30)

“Come unto me all ye that labor...

5

“Knocked Down, But Not Destroyed”

Edward with wife Gail

My name is Edward Fairley. I was reared in the Christian church, and I served as a church musician from the age of twelve. Ad-
ditionally, I acknowledged a ‘call to ministry’ at an early age; so after months of instruction I was ordained as a ‘Junior Deacon’ 
in my local assembly. I continued my instruction as I served in the United States Marine Corps and was subsequently licensed 
to preach by the same local assembly. I am grateful for the visionary leadership of the pastor under whom I served as a youth. 

At the age of eighteen I was a licensed minister and continued my training; and at the age of twenty-one I was an ordained elder 
of the church. Prior to my incarceration, I had served forty-one years in ministry; and fifteen of those years were in pastoral 
ministry. I was blessed during my tenure as a pastor to have traveled the length and breadth of this world doing mission and 
evangelistic work. But at some point, I yielded to sin.

Isaiah said, “All we like sheep have gone astray; we have turned every one to his own; and the Lord hath laid on him the iniquity 
of us all.” While the redeeming power of His blood redeems us from the penalty of sin, we are not always redeemed from the 
consequences, and so,  my sin landed me in prison.  I concur with David, “...my sin is ever before me.”

While I am not guilty of the crime for which I was convicted, I am at 
peace with my state of incarceration inasmuch as I am guilty of sin/
crime. But “Thanks be to God” He didn’t throw my clay away. Jere-
miah indicates that when the clay was marred in the potter’s hand 
he made it into another vessel. After hearing and embracing anew 
the ministry of reconciliation, and repenting of my wrongdoing, the 
Lord began the process of restoration which I will revisit later in this 
discourse.

However, the crux of my story begins on January 28, 2014 when, 
after having been hospitalized for a totally unrelated illness, I was 
informed that the results of a blood marrow biopsy revealed that 
I had Acute Myeloid Leukemia [AML]. During my first consult 
with the oncologist, it was agreed that for the best results, it was 
necessary to immediately begin a massive attack of the disease with 
chemotherapy; consequently, I was hospitalized two days later. This 
massive attack resulted in a multiplicity of complications associated 
with the treatment that threatened my very life; to the extent that, to be honest, I actually prayed for Him to take me so I could 
be relieved of the pain. I can recall telling my wife in May, that I had begun to believe that I would survive the disease and die 
from the treatment. But much like Elijah who had asked God to let him die, His answer was obviously “Not now”. So He stayed 
the hand of death and bid my golden moments to roll on a little longer.

Since then, I have embarked upon a New Year that I had no expectation (and at times no desire) of seeing. “To God be the glory...” 
I’m now on the long (sometimes tedious) road to the restoration of health and wellness. But let me declare that at this juncture, 
quitting is not an option. I’m glad to be here, and I’m grateful that things are as well as they are. Day after day I go from strength 
to strength, ‘til today I’m not just trusting Him for healing; I’m trusting Him for wholeness. I’m so grateful that He didn’t respond 
to the request I made while in dire straits.

I’ve been granted yet another opportunity to sing and play His songs of praise and worship, and to share with others out of the 
riches of His Word. I’m thoroughly convinced that He is not through with me yet. 

In closing, I solicit your prayers that He will use me to His glory and honor. I nearly forgot the best part of the story... Bone mar-
row biopsies administered on September 12, 2014 and December 5, 2014 indicate that the cancer is in remission. Yes, because of 
Him I am “cancer-free”;  and with His stripes we are healed.” I’m reminded of a bold sign on the wall of a doctor’s office while I 
was serving in Jamaica; it boldly stated, “I treat but He heals”.



...He is a new creation.” (2 Cor 5:17)

“If any man be in Christ...

6

“Born Again Forever”

Tyson and Family

My name is Tysen Privott and I am 34 years old. I was born and raised in Plainfield, N.J. Between my mother and father, I have 
thirteen siblings: two sisters and six brothers by my mother and five sisters by my father. I also have a beautiful family of my 
own, with two precious young daughters. My daughter’s mother, Nyjeera Brook, was the love of my life, and has since tragically 
departed from this life. I was so devastated that it changed my life forever.

I grew up in a single parent household with my two sisters. My 
mother worked hard each day in order to support us. We were 
never really physically in need of anything, except for me needing 
the guidance of a man. I sought out my own male role model at 
the Community Rec Center where I learned to play basketball 
and football. I had grown attached to one of the center’s mentor’s, 
Mr. Christmas, but once they closed down the Rec Center things 
changed very quickly for me.

I lived in the projects and there were always people hanging 
outside everyday and all day. So I also started hanging out after 
school watching what was going on. When my mother got home 
from work she would help me and my sisters do our school work 
and then it was off to the front of my projects for me, at first, just 
hanging out watching the street hustle.

Once I got into high school, financial times fell hard on my mom 
and I started selling weed. I was also playing basketball for Plain-
field High School. Eventually, I got expelled from high school. My 
project was beefing with another project and things were rough; 
so my mother sent me to my uncle’s house in Boundbrook. When 
my uncle lost his place, I moved to my grandmother’s in Piscat-
away and went to Piscataway High School.

I started playing basketball again for the high school where I met 
my girl, Nyjeera. I had my first daughter at 16 and my second at 
17. I managed to graduate high school in 1998. But tragedy struck 
my family with the death of Nyjeera in 2004. I simply lost my mind; I started selling drugs and carrying guns, and having shoot-
outs. I got shot and was bedridden for 3 months.When I got better, I did the same thing all over again. I got locked up in 2004 
where I met a guy named Reven , who taught me how to read and understand the Bible. I went to prison in 2006 and this is when 
I gave my life to Christ. When I was released in 2010, I started to attend my dad’s church. I got baptized and started usher classes. 
I had two daughters and no job, so I hit the streets again. I turned my back on God, not waiting for my blessings. Now, I am back: 
locked up, serving God, and working as a Usher here at Rahway in the Church of the Reconciled.

I am also going to Bible study to learn more about the Lord. It is written, “Thy word have I hidden in my heart that I might not 
sin against You.” (Ps. 119:11) I want to apply this to my life so that I can teach my daughters, my wife and family. The Bible says, 
“Train a child up in the way he should go and in the end he will not depart from it.” (Prov. 22:6) I also read the bible, study and 
pray on my own as to build up my relationship with my heavenly Father. To God be the Glory! Amen!



“Remember those in prison as if you were their fellow prisoners.” (Heb.13:3)

“I was in prison and you came to visit me.” (Matt. 25:36b)
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“Philip’s Heart”
As always, I greet you in the precious name of our Lord Jesus Christ. I want to thank the Lord for another opportunity to speak 
on behalf of the men in this 2015 spring issue of the “Inside Look”.

I also want to give honor to Sister Debbie for all the loving work she does on our behalf, and also  give honor to our wonderful 
Pastor, the Reverend Larry Akins. Under him, I watch the Lord working daily in the hearts of the men here in this prison. It never 
ceases to amaze me how gracious God is to sinners.

It is written, “Whether He be a sinner or no, I know not: one thing I know, that whereas I was blind now I see.” (John 9:25)

You may think to yourself, “Here we go again with these same old testimonies...” 
Well, let me tell you that the Lord does not think that way! To Him, every soul is 
uniquely valuable because they were created in His image. Therefore, when the 
Lord hears a born again man’s testimony, for Him it is just like looking in the mir-
ror at an image of Himself! With that I am sure the Lord is well pleased. He bled 
and died for each individual on these pages.

As I shared last time, our whole prison culture is being challenged by Truth and 
the move of God’s Spirit. The Lord is saving men from every venue and moving in 
a mighty way in their hearts. We were privileged to have Pastor Lloyd and his team 
from Calvary Chapel, Old Bridge, NJ come in and worship with us this month. He 
brought the Word and it was awesome! Again, I couldn’t be more excited to be a 
part of this fellowship and I invite you to partner up with us in this move of God.

With that thought in mind, I want to present to you these  brothers, blood-bought 
and washed, by the Lord Jesus Christ. They are faithful men of God carrying the 
Banner of God’s Love in the darkness of prison walls. Please join me in prayer for 
their growth and for the restoration of their families.

Joyfully in Jesus,
Philip Philip on ministry visit




