[bookmark: _GoBack]Job 5:7 -- Yet man is born unto trouble, as the sparks fly 
upward.

John 6:37 -- All that the Father giveth me, shall come to me  and Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast  out. 

The two lives that I have lived, are as far apart as the two verses above! I was born on May 14, 1937.  I was born in a hurry going nowhere, which is just as well for I would not have known what to do if I had gotten there. 
My Daddy used to say it was important that I stay out in front of whatever it was that was chasing me! The trouble was I didn’t know what I was running from.  I just knew the race was on, that the track was fast, and win, lose or draw, I was going to do it my own way. “My way,” of course, was Satan’s way.  Before I was the son of Gilbert S. Kerr, I was the son of a man  named Adam! That was my whole trouble---I  just couldn’t see it.

Isaiah 55:11--So shall my word be that goeth forth out of my mouth, it shall not return unto me void, but it shall accomplish that which I please, and it shall prosper whereunto  I sent it. 

If the Bible were a golden ring, God would be the diamond and this verse would be the “sparkle” of that diamond!  Believe that verse my brothers and sisters! Eat it, drink it, let it run deep into your ears and heart.  It saved my life-- but more than that, it led to the saving of my eternal soul! Praise be to God! 

I cannot think of my childhood in the West Virginia hills without that little wooden Church growing up in my memory.  If you got to Church late, you could stand on the mountain road high above the Church, and hear the congregation lifting their voices to God. “Washed in The Blood,” “The Old Account was Settled Long Ago.” There awaited you inside that little Church a walking, shouting. Preaching man of love named George Spears. Later in life, when I was packing a pistol over my heart, parts of his 
Sermons were  eating deep in my heart.
One day a long, lanky county boy rode a horse up the hollow to court my sister. They ere married, and now have a lovely family. He (that country boy) became the Rev. John James Jones. I believe I’d be in hell right now  if it were not for the fact that God hears the prayers of His children.  John Jones, my beloved brother in Christ, held me up before the Father, long after many others had given up. When I was robbing banks, inside I would be screaming. “Just leave me alone, John.  God ain’t going to get me.”  At that time I never dreamed of the Mighty Power my Father possessed.  Moving mountains would have been simple compared to the things that God finally moved to t .“open my eyes.”

Now I want to tell you about my parents. I guess  quickest and shortest true description of my father would be, “He was a little man with a heart too big for his body” who worked himself to death for his family. My father died of “black lung” which contracted in the West Virginia coal mines. He was a strict man who spared not the rod nor the love. He would shake his head in wonder ( at my wildness) and say to mother, “Grace, that boy worries me to death.” 

My mother, between the the times she spent having nine of us, worked her fingers to the bone, as the wife of a coal miner. As hard as my father slaved for the pitiful wages he received, my mother turned “air” into food. She bought shoes and clothes out of money that is not exist. We all went to school dressed and clean; patched maybe, but clean and decently dressed. 
I was the baby of the family, and “protected” by my older brothers and sisters. I, of course, took advantage of this every turn.  
But let e make one thing known to all who read this: I have me one swell family.  I would not trade one instant with one of them for a house in a rich man’s castle forever.
I was twelve years old when the family moved
Bartley, West Virginia to Brazil Indiana. I was a wild young buck then or else I would have seen the deadly shadows that were creeping over my father’s work wrinkled face. It took almost years for the “black lung” to bring him to that oxygen tent in the Clay County Hospital of Brazil Indiana. He fought for every breath along the way--my father was a man!  
We lived in an apartment in Brazil for about a year, and then dad rented a little farm in Asherville, Indiana. When, later, the thought of what I was becoming, drove me near to suicide, it was the memory of my life on that little farm that helped me hold on. Of course, it was God who used it all to bring me where He wanted me. 
It was while at the Asherville Farm that my life was changed for all time.  God claimed me! He put His hand upon me, and never removed it until I bowed in submission to His Wonderful Son. 

Exodus 19:4-- Ye have seen what I did unto to the Egyptians, and how I bare you on Eagles; wings, and brought you unto myself.   
I went coon hunting one day with my beagle, Midge, my brother’s Beagle, Queen, and a mixed mongrel that belonged to my young nephew. I called the mongrel Nipper and, worthless as he was, he was my favorite. I was looking for young coons. I hoped to capture a couple to raise as pets. There were many woods and fields around the farm, and I spent endless days exploring them, 
I went far afield that day in my search. I finally found a huge beach tree. It had a very small opening about two feet  from the ground where someone had apparently chipped a hole to get some coons out. I couldn’t get my head in to look up inside, so I decided to climb up and look down inside from the top. Lightning had ripped  the top off the big tree, about forty feet up. I headed for that point, To make a long story short, while looking up into the hollow limbs that grew up from the lightning-torn trunk, I fell down inside the huge tree. I fell all the way down to the hole at the bottom.  I was in real trouble and I knew it.  The biggest trouble that this country boy had ever been in.  I managed to work my legs out the ax hole in the bottom, after I ripped my clothes off. The dogs licked my feet and whined. I remembered telling them to go home and get help, but of course that was silly. Like my daddy said, “Them three dogs weren’t worth shooting.” After a while they left.  
The day dragged into evening; the evening into night. Then one of the worst lightning storms in years stuck that part of the country. It struck trees all around the tree where I was. Water ran down inside the tree and I began to get cold and scared. I mean really scared!  I began to pray-- not a half-hearted “I’m busy” type of prayer, either. A desperate 14 year old boy can get totally unselfish!
Proverbs 1: 7-- The fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge.
When the lightning started striking all around me, I got  lot of knowledge! I began to pray. I told that Lord if He would just deliver me that I would do anything He wanted me to do. If He’d just save me, I’d live my life for Him. 
Many hours later, tht worthless mongrel led the State Police search party directly to my little tree!

Ecc.5:4 --When thou vowest a vow unto God defer not to pay it; for He hath no pleasure in fools; pay that which thou hast vowed. 
T bo
Only God could have delivered me from that tree! Radio, TV, newspapers, all declared that a miracle of God in one way or another. That miracle of God was in newspapers all across this country. Time Magazine declared it with pictures.  The radio drama “Big Story“ declared it. That mongrel dog Nipper won the “Canine of the Year Award.” I received mail from all over the United States all declaring in one way or another that Almighty God had moved in my life. I was quite a baseball player at the time, and I was promised a tryout with The St. Louis Browns team. ALL THESE THINGS DECLARED A MIRACLE IN MY LIFE!
In my actions,  in my life, I laughed at God,. and “paid  not my vow.”  God was Faithful! He delivered me whole and sound. It was I who failed to keep my end of the vow. God did not forget! Nor was He about to let me forget! 
From the time I laughed at God, and broke my vow nothing went right in my life. Not one single thing!
Romans 1:18--For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all ungodliness, and unrighteousness of man, who hold the truth in unrighteousness.
Now comes the time in my story when I must take you into the “garbage pit.” But to that boy or girl who is lost, or perhaps just starting down the Gospel Road, please read every word, carefully!  Every red light you have seen, or will see in your own life, you will see in mine. If I can help one boy or girl, man or woman from slipping into the slimy pitas I did ,it will make it all worthwhile. Young  people hate to hear their elders say, “I remember when I was a boy…! Forgive me if I say, “I’ve been there!”  There is literally no sin I have not committed at least once-- WITHOUT ANY EXCEPTION ! Some things I will not be able to write here. They are simply to horrible and filthy. I love you and respect you too much to tell them to you. But unless I can use my flops and failures to help you, then I can say I am being dishonest with God. I was one of the best sinners who ever lived! I intend to be the hardest working Child of God likewise! Praise God! 

THE GARBAGE PIT

I Timothy 1:15--This is a faithful saying and worthy of all acceptation: that Christ Jesus came into this world to save sinners: OF WHOM I AM CHIEF.

I was labeled “Clay County’s Huckleberry Finn” from the tree incident. I was everybody’s “fair -hair boy.” I was 14 years old.  
By the time I was 16 I was a petty-larceny-hearted drunk.  I had not a friend in the world. Even my cousin who was my closest friend dreaded to be with me. I was a bomb waiting to explode at any time.  God was calling me to keep my vow. But I decided to follow Satan. 
By the age 16, if any “good girl” was so much as seen speaking to that  “Kerr Boy” It would have ruined her reputation! The police watched me and the crowd I ran with. I drank everything I could get my hands on; smoked and stole anything that wasn’t nailed down. It didn’t matter if it was family or strangers. I grew worse and worse. I’d quit school. I lay out drunk with older women of low reputation.  Finally, one night after getting a “snoot full” of whiskey, the car I was in, ran a stop sign and hit another car broadside. We were traveling at a high rate of speed. That crash ripped a family apart with a permanent tragedy. It also brought heartache and burdens to our parent, financially and heart wise. I was a juvenile and got off with a probated sentence.
Helping to rip that family apart didn’t even slow me down!  I was back at the same old life within a week. One thing you could say about  Coonie, (that is the name I picked up from the hollow tree), he will keep you laughing. What a clown! There ain’t nothing he won’t do! Try him!
It was at this time that money began to grow very big in my eyes. In fact, it became everything. If you had money you could run this stinking world.  So I made plans to get some. 
I wrote bad checks, and cashed them at the restaurant  where my mother was slaving as a waitress to help feed me. I stole things to sell. Things from my family or from stores, it didn’t matter.f
My family paid off the checks, and pulled me out of one fix after another. By this time I was 17. On May 14th I turned 17, and on May 18th my parents signed me into the Air Force. Bless their hearts, they were at their wit’s end. It was a last ditch effort to save their son. “Maybe it will make him a new man.” Frankly they could no longer handle me. 

Gal. 6:7 -- Be not deceived, God is not mocked, for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.
You can paint a white fence green but it is only a cover up. If you take the green paint off, you’ll find the same old white fence.  Likewise, the uniform of the U. S Air Force did not change the “Godless sinner”  under it. It did give somewhat of an advantage in the thief business though.  Good hearted people trust a service uniform.  I used the uniform of my country to steal, rape, cheat, and corrupt everything I could.
From New York to Mississippi, to Africa, to Omaha, to Arkansas, to Washington State, to Labrador, and Resolution Islands, I stole, cheated and corrupted my way for almost six years.  Finally the Air Force got wise and threw me out. But before that happened, I broke many hearts, and I hurt many good folks who were trying to help me. Folks kept praying, God kept calling, and I kept fighting. 
Let me quickly tell you what I did during those five years plus, that I was in the Air Force.
I married a girl from my high school days at Brazil Senior High School. She was one the finest ladies that has ever been. and still is! But I treated her like dirt! I broke her heart, cheated on her, would not support her as a man should, deprived my children of a real father.  I was not worth shooting. The smartest thing tht good woman ever did was to “get shed of me.” 
My 1959, my father died. I had destroyed my wife’s love for me, became a low creature, disgraced my family and was finally sentenced to the Indiana State Farm for writing bad checks.  Before this I had used my uniform in Spokane, Washington to gull many businessmen out of TV sets which I sold to “fences.”  I went  A.W.O.L did time  in the Spokane County Jail and finally was kicked out of the Air Force, after six months in the stockade.  
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I did six months in the State Farm and was released. Rev. John James Jones picked me up at the gate that day.  “So What? You might say. But  was dealing with me! Bro. Jones prayer was holding me up before God. God was giving me every chance to take the hand of Jesus. 
The Court had set a “child support” for me to pay. But I never really even tried. I did not care! I was in and out of jail because of it, but it barely slowed me down. 
I got married again, Between thefts and drunks. But I threw her away too. She had my child, and I could not have cared less! She too, got smart and put me down. 
I had to leave town. Either they were going to lock me up for a long, long time, someone was going to kill me over their wife or sister If it is possible, my life took another downward plunge. I became a professional con man. . I dealt in crooked gambling games, and the con games of the road. 

Prov. 21:7-- The robbery of the wicked shall destroy them.

I joined the carnival and headed for points south. I learned every filthy trick and con game there was. I operated crocked gambling devices, robbing the poor people who came to the “County Fair” to see the sights. I became well known as a “good thief.”  Not good, “Good,” but good as knowing all the tricks to talk people out of their hard earned money. 
Now, this next part I don’t like to tell you, but it must be told. Now God grant that it will help someone to turn back from that path.
I became expert at defiling women and young ladies. I had the gift of gab and a stranger in town. It wasn’t hard to convince the unaware girls and women to “let their hair down.” After all, I would be gone in a few days and they would never see me again. 
Dear young ladies, listen to me, never roll in the filth that precious life God gave you! Read Romans 12:1,2

Hebrews 11:24-26-- Pleasures of sin for a season will never take the place of eternal bliss with Jesus.

It was some time during my “road days” that I started on dope. It was harmless enough at first. Bennies to stay awake. But pretty soon you will take anything to get that buzz. A con man will usually take dope to oil his jaws! There’s an old saying, “ Bennies will make a fence post talk.”  They will also help doom a soul to hell. But they never say that, wouldn’t sell Bennies or other “junk.”
All this time I was running “credit cards.” stealing cars and anything else I could.  I had money to burn, and all the whiskey and lust I could use. But I was not satisfied! You would think a man would smarten up , and realize that there is no peace and satisfaction in this world. But I didn’t. I was sure, if I would just get  a more rotten, go just a little further into the pit, I would be OK.  
God kept His hand on me. But I kept laughing at Him. But thank God, Bro. John Jones and others kept praying.  My mother, God Bless her heart, never gave up on her “little black sheep.” She never once ceased to love me or help me. I spent my winter of  ‘63 in Omaha.   About December I headed for New York City. I settled in the dope and vice den called the village. I was right at home. I mean, I was “on top of it all baby! Homosexuals, lesbians, dope-freaks, winos, prostitutes, perverts, and all the lust in the world it seems came to The Village that winter and spring. I will not tell you of my life at that period of time. There is no way I can put it into words that a Christian can use. Please read Romans  1:21-32 We’ll drop that part.
That spring I left New York just ahead of a lot of bad checks. I left driving a new Oldsmobile, thanks to the old “credit cards.” By three weeks and North Kentucky, I had a new Pontiac and still later, another new Pontiac. That summer I ran com-games from the deep south to Swift Current Canada, and spent the winter in Miami, I worked as a cook in a resort hotel.
The F.B. I put their hands to take me in New Orleans that December. --- The old credit cards and automobiles. They didn’t get much. I was a drunk and totally deprived bum. I spent the next two years in the Federal Prison system at Milan, Michigan. 
I was released from Milan on December 6, 1965, and went to live with my brother in Cleveland Ohio. I had a good job, loving gamily, a good home. But spring came in “66 and my old sinful con-nature       drew me. I left Cleveland in a new Dodge car,-- the old credit card game, you know!  The tunnel got darker, God kept calling, Satan kept pushing; and the final explosion could not be far off. 

Rom. 6:23-- For the wages of sin is death….

That final summer on the road, I became to wrestle professionally. Not with men, but with a seven foot tall black bear. Can you imagine the young girls that I ruined with a trade \like that? The romance they thought of being a Bear Wrestler! You see, by this time I was totally controlled by Satan.  Ing to All that kept me afloat was God’s Great Mercy. Praise His wonderful name. He looked beyond my faults and saw my needs! 
Bear in mind, all these years, from age 14- 29, I KNEW that God was trying to get my attention, but I just would not listen. 
Gal. 6:8-- For he that sowet to his flesh shall of the flesh reap corruption.

On August 10th at approximately 2:30 pm, I parked a stolen car in front of the First National Bank of Cleveland, Ohio. 60 seconds later, I walked out of that bank, pistol in hand, a bag full of money, and sped off. I had robbed my first bank. The fuse burned shorter. A drunken, lust-ridden spree followed for 8 days, down to Nashville Tennessee. On August 18th, 1966 at approximately 2:30 pm, I parked a stolen car in front of the First National Bank in Detroit Michigan. 60 seconds later, I ran out of the bank AND THE CAR WAS GONE!! A chase began in downtown Detroit. By God’s Power, no one was killed. I finally was forced to pick up a taxi driver at gun point.  The police finally captured me. 
The judge was very easy considering my record. I got 15 years in prison. For more than 5 years, I lay in the Federal Prison planning an escape. It’s all I lived for. I wanted to be free! 
I was under conviction by God so badly that I would shut the light off in my cell and cry my eyes out while listening to preachers on the radio. By this time I was deeply involved in Satan  worship. I had a complete library on satan, whitches ect. Dear One, don’t ever think satan won’t reward you. He will! But always in the flesh. Slowly, he will lead you downward, into your  own personal hell. I will never forget the filth of the flesh that he led me into. More than that, I will never forget the Amazing Grace that bought me, cleansed me, and made me God’s Child.
My chance came, finally, and I betrayed the trust I had built up and made my escape. They caught me within 4 hours in downtown Terre Haute Indiana. They brought me back to the Prison and put me Solitary Confinement. Had I had the way or means at that point, I would have taken my own life.  I had had it!!
II Peter 3:9-- The Lord is not slack concerning His promises, as some men count slackness; but is long suffering to us-ward; not willing that any shall perish, but that all should come to repentance. 

I lay in the “whole” of the prison and slept 12 or 14 hours, but soon I could not sleep anymore. I didn’t realize it at the time, but the Blessed Holy Spirit began to move on me in His convicting work. I lay there and began to take an inventory. I didn’t like what I found. The conscience that I was sure had been dead for years, began to play movies on the screen of my mind. 
I could hear songs from my childhood in west Virginia. One especially, “One More Day.” I could see that dear Sister Ruby Kingery playing her guitar and singing “One More Day Is All I Ask And Then I’ll Journey Filled with Love Across The Tide  to Heaven’s Shore.” I stood on the mountain above the Church as I did one winter. I could see the warm friendly lights of the Church through the falling snow. It was Christmas Eve. “We Three Kings,” I hummed the song for the first time in 28 years. Then the Lord and Savior Jesus Christ moved upon my heart and broke it into little tiny pieces. All the bitterness, hate, lust, filth, sin, and pain washed out of my heart in a river of tears. I had come home! Glory to God, I knew peace like a river for the first time in my life, Jesus Gloriously Saved me! Praise His Wonderful Name! I asked Jesus to Save me and He did! He exploded into my sin darkened soul in His Glorious Light. 
They had locked a wolf up in solitary, but it was a lamb that they took out to the Warden’s court. 
They took one year of my “good time” plus another 30 days from the Federal Court, I thanked then and they just looked at me very strangely. I began to smile a lot, and grin, and folks were quite sure I was losing my mind. I was Saved!!!


I Peter 4:4-- Wherein they think it strange that ye run not with them to the same excess of riot, speaking evil of you.

If there is one thing convicts will not tolerate, it is one of there own leaving the pack, and carrying a Bible around the prison. The best you can hope for is that you will be excused for insanity. The pressure goes on hard. But Praise God, I found: Peace With God!  
It’s a Wonderful lively peace.  But it’s also a dying  peace if need be. That was in October. In December the Holy Spirit began to move one me again. Their were five of us at the time, who met in a little office once a week. All we did was pray. Pray that God would guide us.
The Holy Spirit moved on me the preach the Word of God.  The answer was typical of an unarmed just saved Christian. I said, “Preach to who? How ? And where?  We were not allowed in the Chapel except for Chaplain Graham’s Service on Sunday mornings.
The answer was very plain and clear. “PREACH!” But I can’t! I don’t know how! I feel unable! The Holy Spirit  seemingly accepted my answer. I said to myself, “That settles that.”  Besides, who ever heard of a blind preacher.
Three days later, in a rather mysterious fashion, a book was placed in my hands. It’s title, “ Ministering The Baptism Of The Holy Ghost” by Don Basham. The Holy Spirit was answering all  my questions. So I began to seek for the deeper walk. “Praise Be To God,” Sanctification came for me quickly. I know God always work the way situations demand in our human lives. I didn’t know until after it had happened what it was called. But, Praise God, the Holy Scriptures began to “explain themselves.” The Bible began to take form as an eternal pattern.  The one night, on  my knees, alone in my cell, The Power of the Holy Spirit bloomed full in my soul on feet of fire. I received, and the melodious tongues poured out of me like music. I was armed for service now. There could be no excuses. The Holy Spirit began to move me toward preaching again. And God took the worry away about my eyes! It just  took all the ugliness and foreboding.  
We, as I said before, were not allowed to meet in the Chapel, No, positively, no! Out of the question! It cannot be done!
The Chapel doors swung open that Sunday night, and they have never closed since. That was a year ago. Just last week the Chaplain and Associate Warden signed and co-signed a permanent memo giving the “Christian Brothers” total charge of the Chapel seven nights a week. We have a 5 man Deacon Board, plus a growing congregation.  Almighty God moves for anyone who will ask with Faith for the purpose of Glorifying God.  A 34 year old man began to pay the vow a 14 year old boy made to God.  Praise His Wonderful Name.
I have never known a love like the love I have for Jesus my Savior. For He is my every waking moment. I live to read and study. I preach sermons in the Chapel and teach Bible class in the Education Department. My Father can do anything!
I just went before the parole board last week. But it doesn’t worry me one way or the other. You see, my Father rules this universe. When He is ready for e to walk free, every door in this prison will swing open. My Jesus, my Savior, loved me so much, that He put me in Prison, so that He could speak with me and make me look up. The instant I looked up, it was no longer a prison.  This body will last 70 years, more or less, and then return to dust. But my soul, Jesus has claimed, cleansed and set free and some day I will be lifted from this earth with all the Saints, to meet my Savior in the air. Prison does not exist for me anymore. I lived in prison almost 35 years. Then Jesus explained how he had already served my punishment. That freed me! Thank God I am free! All things in this life are anticlimactic. The greatest  event in the history of man has already taken place for me. JESUS SAVED MY SOUL!!
Dear  and Sisters, may I introduce you to my Savior? His name is Jesus. Almost 2000 years ago, He died on a cross,  bearing all the world’s sins, so that you and I could be gree. It’s God’s gift to all mankind. But a gift is never realized until you reach out and take it. Won’t you acknowledge what Jesus did for you? A prayer from the heart is all it takes, So, confess that you know that Jesus died for you, was buried, and rose again. Pray it in your own words. Believe it in your own heart, and you shall be saved. To pray this prayer of faith, you much repent-- that is, be sorry for a life of sin-- and want to live for Jesus. 
By the Grace of God, I was released from prison on May 15th, 1973. (It is now Sept 1974 as I write this supplement.) So many wonderful things have happened to me since my release, I can hardly keep up with all of them. I have preached revivals all over Indiana in churches, courthouses, high schools, jails, radio, and television. I have seen hundreds come weeping to Christ, their lives changed from sin to glorious joy by the power of Almighty God! I have been called back to prison (see pictures) to preach to the very men I served time with for so long. Glory to God for His unspeakable gift.
I now have two radio programs each week as a further outreach for the glory of God. (WJMK-FM, Plainfield Indiana, Saturday  at 9am and WPFR- FM , West Terre Haute Indiana, Sunday at 1:30 pm.)    
There are so many lost and the time is growing so short, and the Master’s word’s ring so lovingly in my heart; “Go ye into all the world…” Jesus is coming soon, when I am silent in the Spirit it seems I can almost hear His footsteps. “Jesus is coming!!” What a great and glorious love that the Father bestowed upon us that we should be called “The sons of God!!” Praise His Holy Name!!
Recently, I met a lady evangelist, Sister Wilda Warren. She and her four children have a wonderful ministry in Gospel Music. ( Her husband died of a heart attack.) The loving God who called me from the bondage of crime, gave me Sister Wilda to be my wife, and now we are the “Singing Kerr Family,” Together we make up the New Hope Evangelistic Team.” We will sing and preach the gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ as long as we have breath, “or until Jesus comes!!”
In this permissive society that we live in, I often hear remarks “ex-cons” not having a chance, or “everybody’s down on the ex-con,” but that is not true. Doors have opened tome everywhere since my release from prison. People have opened their hearts and homes to me in God’s work. T those who seek self-justification in their “I ‘m a poor ex-con” bag, I suggest they search their own hearts and motives. God is good! And God never fails!!
The Kerr Family and the New Hope Evangelist Team hope that your receive a blessing from this book. It was not written to entertain you, but to fellowship with you in the love of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
Our heartfelt thanks also to C & M Printing & Recording of Kirkville, New York, without whose help this book could never have been finished. Their skill has closed many gaps in this unlearned preacher’s writings. 
If this book has blessed you and you wish to take part in the ministry of the Kerr Family, you may write to:

Evangelist Roger Kerr
1700 South Curry Pike 
Lot No. 24
Bloomington Indiana 47401
Send all inquiries for revival to the same address

May the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you!
Rev.22:20


