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“Here’s My Understanding”
My name is Joel Negron, I'm a 28 years old, and serving
a 22 year sentence for aggravated manslaughter.
Here's my understanding... I’ve been through some
rough things in my life, but nothing like this. Being incarcerated is immensely diﬃcult, however, the mere fact
I'm in prison isn’t the diﬃculty.
Here's my understanding... It’s the fact that, the life was
lost of someone who I truly loved and was a father to
me; on top of the pain, the suﬀering, the disappointment,
the severed relationships, and the broken hearts it caused
my family.
Here's my understanding... I was living my life recklessly
with one foot in the street and the other in the grave. Always looking for a change yet never willing to ﬁnd it.
Here's my understanding... The way I was living lead me
to making many mistakes throughout my life. It led me
to making all the wrong choices. It led me to where I am
now.
Here's my understanding... Even with all the mistakes
I've made, even with the countless times I've broken her
heart; my mom is still there for me. Next to salvation, she
is truly the greatest gift God has ever given me. She
raised me with the intention of teaching me good morals
and principles; the very things that would make me a
better person. And God knows that she tried her hardest
and her very best.
Here's my understanding... She wasn’t the one who
failed; it was me, myself and I. And I pray that even
under my circumstances, I’ve been able to show her how
much I truly and endlessly appreciate her, and how
deeply and eﬀortlessly I love her.
Here's my understanding... If I would’ve changed just
some small things; if I would have accepted correction
instead of thinking I knew it all, could do it all and could
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ﬁx it all under my own terms, maybe (just maybe) it
would have made a world of a diﬀerence.
Here's my understanding... That God works in mysterious ways. See, I ran until I could run no more, but just
like my mom, God never gave up on me and He loved
me even in the midst of my mess.
Here's my understanding... That I'll never fully understand why God allowed the things that happened in my
life to take place. And when my understanding stops
there, I remember what He says in Proverbs 3:5-6.

“In all your ways acknowledge Him, and He shall direct your path.” (Proverbs 3:5-6)

"Come unto Me all you who labor..."

"Never Forgotten"
My name is Carlos Colon, and as far back
as I can remember I always had a longing
for a better life in this world. As a child, I
would sit around the house rummaging
through the pages of magazines; daydreaming about how the things I saw in
them would one day be mine. Through
the pages of those magazines I used to
lose myself in an imaginary lifestyle
which, to me, appeared more peaceful and
real than the life I was actually living.
In my home, God, prayer, and church
were just words that were spoken during
most of my childhood and into my adult
life. I don't ever remember going to church
as a child and it wasn't until I got locked
up in 1984, at the age of twenty-three, that
I began to take an interest in God. While I
was in the county jail I began reading the
Bible. I also took some Bible correspondence courses, but in my heart I was only
doing it to pass the time away.

Carlos and Carolyn

In 1985 I was sentenced and sent to prison.
My interest in God then took a back seat to the reality of my predicament. Also, the Bible was so confusing to me
that I stopped reading it altogether. I was unable to focus enough to see past the immediate moment; so I simply
lived for the moment. The lifestyle which I had been living in the free world, unfortunately, continued behind bars.
As the years passed, one by one, my family began to pass away. I would ask myself, "Why them and not me?" After
all, we all traveled that same road of self-destruction, but for some unknown reason, it seemed that my life was being
spared. In 2001, after my father passed away. I truly felt as if I was alone in the world. I had my youngest brother
Ricky here with me in prison, but losing my father, no matter how strict he was, was truly painful. Then in 2004,
while I was working as a volunteer porter in the contact visit area of the prison, I met a woman who, on occasion,
would speak to me about the "Love of Jesus" and what "He" did for her. In the beginning I was a little hesitant to engage her in conversation, but I was being drawn to her, not because of what she was saying, but because she was a
very charming and intelligent woman.
As a result of our conversations, I began a personal journey towards learning more about this "Love of Jesus" she
was telling me about. Several years later I came to know and love Jesus by understanding the power of God's love
for me personally. On June 14, 2010 I gave my life to Jesus Christ; which was, by far, the greatest decision I had ever
made in my life!
Today, I believe God is alive. He has kept me all of these years. I didn't know it then, but I know it now! My hope is
that everyone comes to have a loving relationship with Jesus, like I do, because when I thought I was alone and
losing everything, God was reconciling me to Himself. By the way, the woman I met in the visit area of the prison
became my ﬁancée. Her name is Carolyn. So, while God was keeping me, He made it possible for me to fall in love
twice; once with Christ and also with her. Glory to God!
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"...and I will give you rest..." (Matthew 11:28)

"As many as I love..."

"He Saw The Best In Me"
My name is Rodney Armour, but everyone calls me Roc.
I'm 45 years old and from Cliﬀwood, NJ. The young man
in the picture with me is my son Rahshon. I'm not big on
talking about what happened, but I'm all about what's
happening now. I've been tried and tested and now I have
a testimony.
I have a loving mother and father, two brothers, two sisters and I'm the youngest of my siblings. Growing up I
had it real good. My dad owned a bar at one time, then a
nursing home, and demolition and clean-up service. He
and I have always been real close, so he made sure I had
it all. In 1978 I was on my father's house-boat and a pump
exploded. I got burned very badly on my face and arms
and I stayed in the hospital for about six months. As time
went on I healed physically from the burns, but I never
healed mentally. After the accident my family showed me
a lot of love and support, but I made them think I was alright when I really wasn't.
I started getting high at a very young age and even became a father when I was seventeen. Life seemed real
good because the older I got the more money I made.
However, the more money I made the more drugs I used.
I went from "me doing drugs" to "drugs doing me" and
my life became a nightmare.
I held things together for a while by working for my dad
and hustling. I mistakenly thought I had it going on. I
used to think that I was better than other drug users because I still had money, girls, cars and the clothes. At one
time I was that guy that all the girls wanted to see, and
Roc with his son Rahshon
everybody wanted to be with. Everybody loved me, but I
didn't love myself. Everything was all good until I got my ﬁrst court case; then hell on earth started for me.
For the next twenty-ﬁve years I was in and out of jail. However, when I got locked up this time God ﬁnally got my
attention. From day one He broke me down and took everything I loved including my family and kids. In 2003 I got
saved and I've been loving the Lord and getting closer to Him ever since. It says in Matthew 5:8, "Blessed are the
pure in heart for they shall see God."
When you let go and let God, He will show you His work. 2 Corinthians 5:17 says, "If any man be in Christ, he is a
new creature; old things have passed away..." I know how many times I've disappointed my family and kids, but I
can't change what happened; that's why I'm dealing with what's happening now. I am far from perfect, but I come
to God with a pure heart and He is showing me His work. Throughout my 45 years I've learned that I can't change
what has happened; therefore I must focus on what is happening now. Things can be diﬃcult, but I know that God
is faithful and He will not let me be tested beyond my faith. Another thing that I've learned from coming back and
forth to prison is that the devil will give you enough rope to put yourself in the air then just kick away the chair. The
devil had me for twenty-ﬁve years, but God saw the best in me. What a mighty God we serve. God Bless.

"...I rebuke and chasten." (Revelation 3:19)
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"O Lord, You brought my soul up from the grave..."

"I Was Kept"
My name is Melvin Harris. I'm 31 years old, and was born
and raised in the projects of Camden, N.J. I have three brothers and four sisters, and while growing up we all lived in a 3
bedroom apartment. It was hard for my mother to take care
of us because she was a single mother who smoked marĳuana
and drank alcohol. There were times when we would go to
bed hungry, and I would say: “When I get old enough, I'm
going to take care of us.”, but that was easier said than done.
When it came to doing school work, I wasn't any good and
never would ask for help. I didn't want people getting too
close to me and see the marks on my body from the beatings
I got from my mom when she drank. When I was around 10
years old I had some marks I couldn't hide and the school
called D.Y.F.S. on my mom. D.Y.F.S. tried placing me in a foster home numerous times, but I kept running away from the
home they would place me in because I wanted to be back
with my sisters and brothers.
While going through all the stuﬀ with D.Y.F.S. I began playing
in the streets. I started stealing bikes and doing all types of
mischievous things. Eventually, I got arrested and began the
vicious cycle in and out of the juvenile correctional system. I
remember one time while in Jamesburg I was beat up by the
oﬃcers. It was a traumatic experience and I felt completely
alone. After that experience, and a few other ﬁghts, I started
thinking that I actually was alone in this world, but I wasn't.
I realize now that God was there through it all, and the entire
time I WAS KEPT by Him.
I was only a juvenile when I got arrested for this crime, but
they waived me up as an adult and put me in the county jail
Melvin and Laniece
with adults. The police told me I was never going home again,
so I just started getting into all kinds of trouble. I just wanted
someone to kill me oﬀ so I didn't have to live the painful life of loneliness. I was absolutely miserable. I couldn't even
read my own mail because prior to me getting arrested, I was getting high oﬀ of a drug called "Wet", which really affected my thinking and ability to read and write. And just when I thought it couldn't get any worse, bad dreams
about my case started haunting me every time I closed my eyes.
I've been through a lot, but I WAS KEPT. Through all the pain and suﬀering, being slow, not being able to read or
write, not being able to speak clearly because of the drug I was smoking, I WAS KEPT. Through all of the loneliness
and sleepless nights, I WAS KEPT. God had a plan for my life the whole time. Psalms 34:8 says: "O taste and see that
the LORD is good...” and I’ve deﬁnitely tasted how good He is. He took my pain and suﬀering and gave me love,
joy, peace and everlasting life. He restored my speech and enabled me to read the Bible and all of my letters I had
put up. He blessed me with a strong woman of God named Laneice. He brought me here to E.J.S.P. where I've experienced fellowship like never before. I can truly say that I not only know His saving grace, but also His KEEPING
grace. AMEN!
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"...You have kept me alive, that I should not go down to the pit." (Psalms 30:3)

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart,”

"Truly Lord"
Praise the Lord! My name is Fred Davis. I am 41
years old and, together with my wife Torey, I have
three children, Jasmine (17), Angelique (13) and
Vaughn (10). I never knew my mother because she
passed away when I was just 18 months old. The only
child of my father, I was raised in Philadelphia by my
sister Bernadette. While my father supported me ﬁnancially, my sister did a great job in raising me.
Though we may not have had much, we always had
food, clothing and shelter.
As far back as I can remember, my sister made sure
that I was in church and Sunday school. She sent me
to Thursday Bible study each week and I also attended
service every Sunday without exception right on
through my late teen years. Along with her two children, I was taught from an early age to pray. Every
night, before we went to bed, we would hold hands,
pray and praise God together.
It was only after high school, I started to experiment
with marĳuana and drink heavily. My sister soon noticed that, as I was getting older, I was doing nothing
but smoking, drinking and following the wrong
crowd. She sent me to live with my brother Richard.
It was while there that I was introduced to cocaine. I
had a great job working construction, but I also had a
seemingly endless supply of drugs. I was 20 years old
with friends who had houses on the water, boats,
money and a limitless supply of drugs and alcohol.

Brother Fred

I returned to my sister in Philadelphia and, back home, Bernadette got me into vocational school in an attempt to
help me straighten out my life, but all I wanted to do was smoke and drink. Without the cocaine supplied by my
former friends, I smoked more and more and drank non-stop. At 30, I moved to Berlin, New Jersey and partied,
partied, partied. Soon after, I renewed my love aﬀair with cocaine.
After a few years, I met Torey. She encouraged me to go back to church and study the Bible. While I followed her
lead, I felt like I already knew God, having been brought up in the church. Torey and I went on to have a family
and, on the surface, everything was going well, but inside I was empty. I was making a lot of decisions I knew were
wrong. I was going to church every Sunday, yet continuing to party. Sunday was for the Lord, but the rest of the
week I lived like the world. It was during this time in my life that I committed a crime and found myself in prison
serving 12 years.
Unfortunately, it took this stop in my life for me to allow Jesus to truly be Lord. However, getting locked up has been
a blessing in disguise. I realize now that I could easily have died of an overdose or lost my mind, but for the grace
of God! He has been with me right from the start and even through my entire incarceration. Through it all, I have
ﬁnally learned to trust God and live obedient to His word. Instead of just attending service to please someone else,
Jesus has truly become Lord of my life!

“ and lean not on your own understanding….” (Proverbs 3:5-6)
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"Here is a faithful saying and worthy of all acceptance..."

“I'm Listening Now”
My name is Angelo Speziale and I am 49 years old. I
have two daughters, one son, and two grand-daughters. I was raised by my wonderful loving mother who
would do anything for me. I know I brought her many
sleepless nights and tears to her eyes. In 1978, at the age
of 16, I was one of 23 teenagers featured in a nationally
televised documentary titled "Scared Straight." This
documentary was ﬁlmed right here at E.J.S.P. It showed
us what prison life was like and where we were headed
if we continued our law breaking life style. Although
the book of James says: "...be quick to hear and slow to
speak..." that day I chose not to listen and it cost me
dearly. Thirty-two years later I would walk through
those same doors convicted of murder.
Between the ages of 16 and 21, I hung out at bars, casinos, and horse tracks. I was a drug dealer, drug user,
and robbed factories, houses, and local delis’, for thrills
and money. I never got caught for most of these crimes
and thought I was untouchable. In 1982, at the age of
20, I was high oﬀ P.C.P., and committed a murder. For
27 years I was the only one who knew of this unsolved
crime. In those 27 years, I got married, had a family and
got divorced after 15 years of marriage. Though I was
a good father and provided for my family, my drug life
was always there and so was the guilt of this horrendous crime I committed. I told no one, not even God,
although He always knew and still had a plan for my
life. In 2007, because of new technology, I got arrested
for that murder.

Angelo and Family

In 2005, two years before my arrest, my life was in turmoil and I found myself at the Good Shepherd Mission in
Patterson N.J. This was a Christian drug and alcohol rehab that also focused on Christian discipleship for men. This
is where I was introduced to Jesus, confessed all my sins, (especially that horrible night in 1982), and surrendered
my shameful and disgraced life to Him and have been growing in the Lord ever since. We all have at least one gift
from the Lord to be used for His purpose and glory and I believe my gift is giving encouragement. I love to write
poetry and use it to inspire and encourage others. I desire to be more like the Lord everyday and I'll never give up
trying to be an example of the only perfect one. He is my Lord, my Savior, my grace, my redeemer, my teacher, my
hope, my salvation, and my faithful friend, Jesus.
Not a day goes by where I don't think of my victims or their families and I ask for all who are reading this to join me
in prayer for their joy, comfort and peace. Please pray for my family who I've also hurt and also for me to be used by
God according to His will. I was associated with two ministries on the outside, "Open Door Fellowship" in Clifton
N.J. and "Overcomers in Christ" an addiction support group in Lincoln Park, and maintain contact with them. They're
both near and dear to my heart, and I hope to do volunteer work with them one day. I thank the Lord for who He is
and always remember His promise in Philippians 1:6, "Being conﬁdent of this, that He who began a good work in
you will carry it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus."
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"...Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, of whom I am chief." (1 Timothy 1:15)

“...I was in prison and you came to visit me” (Matt. 25:36b)

“Philip's Heart”
As always, I greet you in the precious name of our Lord
Jesus Christ, and I thank Him for the opportunity to speak
concerning the men in this 2011 fall issue of the "Inside
Look". I watch the Lord working daily in the hearts of the
men here in prison; being able to see the transformations
take place right before my eyes. I think of how we were
once double prisoners in a sense, locked up both physically
and spiritually, and I just sit back in holy awe at the goodness of God "bestowed" upon us.
It is written, "Behold, what manner of love the Father hath
bestowed upon us that we should be called the sons of God:
therefore the world knoweth us not, because it knew Him
not." (1 John 3:1). The world "knoweth us not" now; they
see us only through the Department of Correction's Website. They see Richard the robber, Darrin the drug-dealer,
Michael the murderer, etc., but never, Sammy the saint.
Philip and Carlos on a family visit
Do you deﬁne each other at your church by the sins you
have committed in your past? Do you say, "Oh, there's Larry the liar, I haven't seen him in a while."? Of course not;
and these men shouldn't be deﬁned as such either. We are instructed by the Lord to see each other through the lens
of Holy Writ, and as no less than what God Himself declares us to be!
Now, with that thought in mind, I want to present to you these "saints" of the Most High God, "chosen in Christ
before the foundation of the world that they may be holy and without blame before Him in love." (Eph. 1:4) Yes, they
have been blood-bought and washed by the Lord Jesus Himself!
Beloved, these "redeemed rascals" are now faithful men of God carrying the blood-stained Banner of Love in the
darkness of prison walls. The world does not know them, but God knows them. It is written, "And this is eternal life
that they may know Thee the only true God and Jesus Christ whom Thou hast sent." (John 17:3) Join me in prayer
for their growth in grace...
Joyfully in Jesus,
Philip

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