
  

A Complicated Reconciliation… 
Not growing up in a Christian home, or with the 
true understanding of Easter, it came and went 
with a childlike excitement that helped shape my 
beliefs about this seemingly “mega” holiday. 
Being a music lover even at an early age, I recall 
well the few songs that helped direct those 
beliefs. “The Funny Little Bunny With the Powder 
Puff Tail” and everybody‟s favorite, “Here comes 
Peter Cotton Tail, hopping down the bunny trail, 
hipity hop hop, Easter‟s on its way!”  
Even today, I suspect there are residual feelings 
of excitement that carved out memories of dyeing 
eggs, waking early to an Easter egg hunt, an 
Easter basket full of candy, getting dressed in our 
freshly ironed, newest “goodwill” outfit and 
visiting family.  Since we never attended a 
church, I never heard the Gospel message. Deep 
within my heart I imagined the narrative of this 
particular day having to do with dyed eggs, a 
rabbit and a Sunday filled with excitement for 
families near and far.  Unfortunately as a non-
Christian, the narrative of this day only spoke of 
dyed eggs, a rabbit and goody filled baskets.    
 
After my salvific encounter in 1989, while still 
out on bond, and trial in 1990, I entered prison 
as a new Christian. On Easter Sunday of 1990, I 
was baptized in a galvanized hog trough. The 
large external heater for the trough had not been 
working for a few weeks. I‟ll never forget the 
words of our Chaplain to the congregants as I 
stepped in, “The „waters of the Jordan‟ are gonna 
be chilly this morning!”  Chaplain James Dent, a 
great man of God and institutional “employer” of 
who had hired me as his Chapel clerk, made sure 
I understood the reason for my upcoming “dunk.” 
Neither razor wire fences, imprisonment, freezing 
water nor separated from family could have 
hindered that amazing moment in time. No 
synthetic belief here….trying to mesh my 
childhood Easter myth with the Biblical realities 
of death, burial and resurrection was a 
complicated reconciliation to say the least. 
Nevertheless, nothing from my early beliefs could 
stand up to this amazing truth. Letting go of the 
Easter traditions was easy. Letting go of the years 
that came and went without this Truth, was very 

  

 

 

 

 
 

 
                
 
  

“Stand fast therefore in the 
liberty wherewith Christ hath 
made us free, and be not 
entangled again with the yoke 
of bondage.”  Galatians 5:1 

 

difficult.  
Christians oftentimes look at Easter from either a 
historical perspective of what Christ did or from 
secular traditions.  How do you see Easter? And is 
“Easter” a Biblical term? Interesting to note that 
Easter is a word added much later in newer 
translations. The only place you‟d ever find this 
added Greek word is in Acts 12:4  „Pesauch‟ which 
interpreted means “Passover.”  Jesus‟ last evening 
with His disciples before His crucifixion was the 
most meaningful and memorable event in all of 
history. The fact that it took place at Passover was 
no mere coincidence. Passover was the first of the 
seven Old Testament feasts and is steeped with 
rich history and miracles. If you‟ve never tied the 
Old Testament Passover stories and miracles to the 
New Testament fulfillment of our Ultimate Passover 
Lamb--Christ, I‟d suggest to launch that study this 
very day. If you don‟t have the tools to study or the 
capacity to connect them, reach out to us and we‟ll 
gladly walk you through these wonderful events. 
 
 And when the hour came, he reclined at the table, 

and the apostles with him. And He said to them, “I 
have earnestly desired to eat this Passover with 
you before I suffer. For I tell you I will not eat it 
until it is fulfilled in the kingdom of God.”  And he 
took a cup, and when he had given thanks he said, 

“Take this, and divide it among yourselves. For I 

tell you that from now on I will not drink of the 
fruit of the vine until the kingdom of God comes. 
And He took bread, and when He had given 
thanks, He broke it and gave it to them, saying, 
“This is my body, which is given for you. Do this in 
remembrance of me.” And likewise the cup after 

they had eaten, saying, “This cup that is poured 

out for you is the new covenant in My blood.”  
Luke 22:14-20 
 
Blessings to you at this amazing time of year, 

Darryll 

From Executive Director, Darryll Davis 

1 

HE 

IS 

RISEN! 



Sunday, March 21                  

Fantes Coffee Shop...           
“Grounds Breaking” live stream of coffee 
roasting our first batch of coffee, created 
by Master Roaster Leo Fante, a special 

gift and brand of coffee offered to 
support TPH ministry called                

“Grounds for Hope” 

Educational, kid friendly and only 
$5. Hope you can make it, either in 

person or stream the event. 

    

Monday, May 10 

Calling All Golfers to our annual 

“Fairways of Hope."    

Nice weather and the sound of putts 
falling into the cup!  Our Annual 

Fairways of Hope fundraiser will once 
again be held at Hidden Creek Golf Club 

in Sellersburg, IN.  We expect a big 
turnout and have lined up some great 
prizes to shoot for.  We are accepting 

individual players or foursomes         
and have available sponsor 

opportunities. Find out all the details 

at:  

 
 

 

 

 
 

    
 

 

  

UPCOMING 
EVENTS 

MARCH, APRIL, MAY! 
 

Tickets for live stream $10                                         
or join us in person $50. 

Seating is limited! Go to:              

 for tickets. 

Live Stream or Limited In-Person 
We have a limited number of in-person seats available 

and an unlimited number of tickets for streaming 

on Facebook Live or Youtube from wherever you are. 
  

Click on  to get your 

tickets. 

Join us in person at                                           

Maxwell‟s House of Music                                         

1710 E. 10th St, Jeffersonville, IN                                
on  April 3rd,  from 3-5PM                                         

for an amazing time of praise and testimony. 
 

This concert fundraiser will connect you to the work of The 
Prisoners Hope so together we can continue to show that 
Christ can redeem any situation. Every person and family 

we work with will be counseled, mentored, helped in 
practical ways and provided with a spiritual anchor to help 

them navigate their way to a better life. 

 

Michael Cochren is a 24 year 
old singer/songwriter and 

worship leader from southern 
Indiana. His music tells 

stories of hope, grace, and 
second chances. His heart for 

the lost and the songs he 
writes are a perfect fit with the 

mission of The Prisoners 
Hope. Cochran & Co. just 
finished their tour with 

TobyMac and will provide an 

amazing afternoon of worship 
songs.  You will also hear a 
family‟s story of sorrow and 

redemption that only our God 
could do. 

Scan the QR Code                       

to visit TPH website 
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Saturday, April 3rd 

Cochren & Co in Concert 
Another Live Stream Event 

With some In-Person Seating 



 

 

 
 
 

Updates from Selena/Admin Ass’t 
#LiberationIdentification is still going 

strong! So much so that the 
Department of 

Corrections has 

started a Pilot ID 
Program! The 

program is up 

and running in 
KCIW and 24 

people have 

been processed 
for ID‟s thus far! 

They hope to be 

in Eastern KY this month or in April 

and in Western KY by July! A group 
of us are working with the 

Transportation Department about 

getting Mobile ID Units for the 
county jails. House Bill 497 just 

passed the House unanimously and 

will head to the Senate next. This Bill 
creates critically needed reentry 

supports for Kentuckians returning 

to their communities after 
incarceration. The reentry package 

includes work supports in the form 

of photo IDs and employability 
certificates. It also removes barriers 

to Medicaid coverage and SUD 

treatment. These are 2 huge steps 

towards the much needed reform in 
reentry. While the Pandemic brought 

lots of heartache, I believe it brought 

the leaders across the State together 
to make enough noise and get 

movement in these areas. God is 

always at work and I am so grateful 
to be able to see him do his thing! 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

The first time I remember seeing my dad 

being taken away by the police, I was 
around five. I stood at the window and 

waved bye to my dad while he was being 

taken away; I was so confused. Thought I 
was never gonna see my dad again, even 

though he always came back. I don‟t really 

remember much about my childhood, just 

a lot of arguing between my parents and 
my sister just always being angry at me. I 

had to move in with my grandma because 

of everything going on that I didn‟t even 
know about; I hated and loved it there. I 

loved my grandma but hated my sister and 

cousins who bullied me a lot for some 
reason. That entire time is a blur to me 

though. My entire family was torn apart 

and I didn‟t even know why. 
 Now I‟m 15 and my dad is back, at 

first I didn‟t like the way he just came back 

and tried acting like a real dad. But I feel 

like now he‟s the best dad I could ask for. 
He‟s strict I don‟t like that but he gives 

everything I could ask for, he gave me a good 

life. Even if I‟m still kept in the dark about a 
lot of things. I may not believe in God and 

such, but I do believe that something 

amazing helped my dad get his life back. I 
use to beg for someone 

to give me back my 

family, and something of 
a higher power did. I see 

my mom everyday, I get 

to live with my dad and 

my sister. I get to try 
and live a normal life. 

By Bailey B.  
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Updates 

On Reform Addiction/Incarceration/Recovery 

shared by the teenage daughter…. 



 
     

Sometimes I try to remember what the night before was like. We probably ate 
spaghetti and meatballs and watched AGT on TV after he got home late from 
work. Maybe we prayed together before the kids went to their rooms. We might 
have fallen asleep on the couch before finally going to bed. In the morning we 
would wake up and make coffee and he would leave for work, like every day. 

Except on that day, he didn‟t. He was arrested unexpectedly at our home that 
morning and never came back. I would give almost anything for one more 
precious normal Thursday night with our family together. But life changed that 
day, instantly and permanently. That‟s when I learned that my husband of 22 
years led a double life online, succumbing to broken behaviors that grew out of 

his years of suffering childhood abuse at the hands of a neighbor - a brokenness that broke our 
family in an instant and plunged us into a tsunami of shock, grief, loneliness, and fear. Ultimately 
he received an 18 year sentence in federal prison and was never granted bond during that long 
process, so that‟s the last time I saw him outside of prison walls.  

That day three years ago, I went from a contented stay-at-home, home teaching mom of 3 carefree 
kids, from a strong background of God-fearing, intact families - to the sole provider and single 

mom with a husband in prison. I usually try not to think of life in these terms. It‟s too much to 
process. Initially it was pure shock, day in and day out, scrambling to find funds and assistance, 
figuring out the justice system, jumping through hoops for family court, counseling, figuring out 
whom to tell about our terrible ordeal and how much to share, grieving - so much grieving. I cried 
out to God in the only way I could but it just sounded like “No, no, no! God, not my family. Why 
us? Why??” We had so much good and so much love, and Satan had torn that away and stomped 
it into the ground in a sickening heap of sin and shame. I could not accept it. I immediately put the 
kids in “real” school for the first time in their lives. At the time they were 15, 13 and 9 - two boys 
and a girl. While we were blessed with a beautiful school situation, it was terrible for them to have 
to make that enormous adjustment when they had barely begun to process life without a Dad so 
suddenly. My heart broke for them and I felt their struggles every day, while I feared failure and 
the humiliation of my own shortcomings that had not prepared them for any of this. My husband 
suffered - and continues to suffer - unimaginable grief at having no contact with the kids and 
knowing the material struggles we faced. But there were miracles. Looking back I‟m blown away by 
the sheer number and magnitude of them.  

Along the way God allowed us to face many crises but He never let us stumble. He brought 
amazing, caring helpers into our lives who shared our burdens and made sure we were okay. The 

Prisoner‟s Hope was one of the first resources we were connected with and through them, showers 
of blessings came into our lives. New friends, spiritual and emotional support, counseling, help 
with all kinds of practical needs and even some wants, mentorship for my husband and more - to 
this day they have not forgotten about us and we are forever grateful! Through TPH we have 
connected with numerous other organizations and resources that have brought us to where we are 
now. It took 6 months for me to find a job that I could work around also caring for my kids. Those 
were months of so much fear and discouragement. But my work family is a blessing and a miracle 
- I know God put me right there on purpose when the time was right. Slowly we developed a 
routine even though it was definitely not of our choosing and we struggled. Three years later, I still 
often feel stuck in survival mode to some extent.   I‟m exhausted, overwhelmed, frustrated by lack of 
time and energy for things I used to take for granted, and always broke. I still worry about my kids 
and their struggles, but they are doing amazingly in school and in life. We are so proud of them. I 
see them growing in faith and working out their own relationships with Jesus as they mature. My 
husband continues to seek healing and purpose in the circumstances he now faces. God is 
working there, too. In my own walk I have grown so much in accepting suffering and hardship as 
the “school of obedience” where I learn to trust in His strength and provision and not my own. I 
believe that what is seen as tragedy in this life will be transformed, brokenness will be healed, and 
the “years that the locusts have eaten” will be restored. How do I know this? Because Jesus rose 
from the dead! Because I see Jesus here with us now in the hands of those who continue to love us 
extravagantly in a situation that many turn away from. There is so, so much work to be done for 
those who are suffering and forgotten, but our family knows that miracles still happen, and that 

we don‟t walk alone.  By Lynn B.                                                                                                                                  

Doing “Family” Separated by Prison Walls 

4 


