FROM BONDAGE IN GANGS
TO FREEDOM IN CHRIST

In the year of 1961 1 was born in Ponce, Puerto Rico. 1 was brought up by a woman named
Mercedes, whom 1 actually believed was iy mother for a long period of time.. The wa(y that she cared for
both my sister and T was just as any mother would. Howeuver, on many occasions 1 felt as though she
[oved me the most because when we would la;o down io go to .sleep she would a[ways hold onto we tigbt[};
with a loving embrace. Unfortunately one night when T was Exz wears old T woke up out of nowhere
crying because all ber weight on we, crushing me. Not long after my crying began everyone came to see
what all the commotion was a[mut, and to all of our amazement we wmckeb to ﬁnb out that
Mercedes had passed awag in bev sleep. This devastated me, we had all grown so close, and to top it off

1 actually thought that 1 had lost wy wother.

For both wry sister and I the loss was so great we couldw't even begin to describe how we felt. she was the
only mother we had (we thought), And j; experience of the pain that we felt viewing her body at the
funeral made me wonder how could she have just left, us like that. Shortly after the funeral wy sister and
I were sent to go [ive with my grandmother. One day out of the clear blue a woman showed up claiming
that she was our “real mother”. What! Tmmediately I felt vesentment towards her. Because to me, ny
veal wother had passed away. Needless to say, 1 had a tough time adjusting to this and also i sorting out
my mixed feelings and confusion toward her.

In 1966, against wty own will, T was brought here to the United States in search of a so-called “better [ife”.
Now tyis better ‘[:?g may have been better for ber, but definitely not for we-not in wiy eyes at least. My
biological wiom had been remarried, and on top of that even had several more children with the wan who

was now wy stepfather. To make miatters even worse, ny stepdad drank very heavily and constantly
abused me and my sister. Yes, in one way or another be'd always find a veason to either curse or strike us.
With tiwe things veally got out of control. With him hostility was a constant thing. So wmch for the
“better [ife” T thought, and 1 believe for me it was at this point in nry [ife when wry disobedience towards
authority figures began. Because 1 hated the world so much 1 always stayed in trouble. 1 remained bittey,
angry and hateful in wy ways because that's how 1 felt the world viewed me. I another sense, I guess it
was also a way for we to get attention too, since there were so many of us. As the Bible says:
“Destruction and wisery were in nty ways.” (Romans 3:16)

Finally in 1977, wiy mother conldw't take it any longer hevself, and she mustered up enough courage and
strength to leave my) stepdad. Fov we, uufortunate[y;-it was too late... by then 1 had become a gang
member, and 1 [ived and stood for everything that the gang represented. T chose to believe that they were
niy new fami[y now, and mj}orrtunate[y, with new be[iefs, my fe[fow gang wewmber’s had turned me onto
the pathway of destruction ough 0rugs.






