Cell Block 7
My name is Harley Davidson the third. People find my name quite humorous. I get asked for  rides all the time, free motorcycles and invited to rallies. I get called motorhead, scooter boy and names too vile to mention in this book. I am currently serving time in Cell Block 7 it’s best that I do not disclose the prison I am in case some one want to earn some notoriety at my expense. Anyway where I am now geographically has little bearing on this story.

They say that each journey begins with a single step, journeys that take you to pleasant destinations start with steps in the right directions journeys that take you to destinations like prison start with steps in the wrong direction.

I can’t attribute my present circumstances to anyone step but I can tell you conclusively the steps that lead me to where I am today.

Why would anyone be interested in the life story of a prisoner, a politician, a humanitarian, statesmen. Those people have already contributed something positive to our society but what does a rison with a name like Harley Davidson contribute to our society. When I was growing up  I heard the expression. “misery enjoys company.” But it is my conclusion that those who are truly miserable want no company those who stumble and fall rather look for other to point to a different direction.
I am twenty seven years old. I have been told I am handsome right now I am in the best shape of my life. I pack about two hundred plus pounds on a five foot nine inch frame. I have deep blue eyes and wavy black hair. My nose and jaw are chiseled and I have a widows peak over my high forehead. My looks don’t matter much in here. The only women I see are those who have chosen careers  within the  State prison system as cooks or guards and the occasional female psychologist or doctor. I am not attracted to other men having been brought up with the good book which spoke of the evils of homosexuality. If everything goes right with my parole board I should be out in seven more years when I am thirty five still enough time to start a family and finally head in the right direction.,

So why am I writing my autobiography. Well, our prison Chaplain says that if I confess my sins that God is faithful and just to forgive them and to cleanse me from them. There is no guarantee that tomorrow I wont be burned alive in my cell or someone will take offense if I spend too much time on the weights or on the phone or I change the television channel and order me executed. Every prison is a death row, death by strangulation by knifing beating so I decided that although my journey down here has been in the wrong direction I decided that my I would begin my journey into my eternal future with some steps in the right direction. So this book represents for me step two. Step one I confessed Jesus as Lord and repented of my sins. Step two I am going to acknowledge my confession before men and attempt to influence others into not making the same or similar mistakes.
Chapter One  

Did I just fall off a Cabbage truck.



The Davidsons were never rich by anybodies standards. But growing up in East Texas  nobody told us we were poor. I always had a pair of shoes on my feet and plenty to eat we didn’t have much that was store bought because what we needed we generally raised or made ourselves. So it wasn’t until they forced me to get on the bus when I was six years  old and go eight miles South To Suphur Springs where dow the street from the Hopkins County Courthouse. I attended school.  Sulphur Spring was the dairy capital of Texas. My family didn’t raise cows we raised pigs Not in any abundant quantity just enough to sell a few to the butcher when we needed hard currency . I don’t have to tell you how messy pigs are. They eat anything and love nothing better than a romp in the mud. Our farm or ranch as they are called in Texas  wasn’t even a postage stamp compared to the large family farms. We had carved out about 6 acres and with the help of our litter producing sows and old mules we were getting by. Perhaps if I had never gone to school things would have been much better. My parents treated me like royalty buying me a Red Rider bb gun for my fifth birthday and a fine coon hound for my sixth. My grandfather who mostly chewed on his corncob pipe while rocking back and forth in his handmade pine slatted rocking chair took delight in entertaining me with stories of his adventures no doubt elaborated on to keep me amused. We had no television and when the radio did work we listened mostly to gospel revival radio and occasionally a baseball game.


It was Lilly Gordon who gave me the name the first day of school that I could never shake off  “PP “ she called me.; Short for Pigpen but all the other connotation bore the same amount of indignities. I had gotten off the bus wearing my best overall with my lunch a slab of pork and an apple wrapped inside a greasy white napkin. She was waiting outside the school house with her young friend when I got off the bus and nearly fell down in front of her. She first reached over to help me up but upon examining my condition exclaimed. “you dirty little boy. Who let you out of the pen.” Her friends thought it was hilarious and laughed with her at my expense. I laughted too not knowing they were laughing at me and not with me.”



“I don’t leave in no pen girl. Pens is fer pigs.”



Well that set them to laughing even more. I proceeded to pickup my wrapped napkins and brush off the dust.



“that’s precisely what I meant  boy. You belong in a pig pen. Since when are little piggy from outtown supposed to be coming to our fine school.



Just then  Ms Hopkins intervienced. “Shouldn’t you three be in class. Hurry along now or you’ll all be tardy.”



“Come on little man you are as cute as cute can be and. By the looks of it this is your first day and  lucky me I get to be your teacher.”


I was in love. I didn’t care what anyone said about me I knew just then I was going to love school.
First graders are known for being judgmental. They accepted that I was different from them. That I wasn’t the son of a prosperous dairy farmer or rancher. They didn’t care that my clothes were homemade and that I wore Indian style moccasins because we didn’t have the extra money for store bought shoes and clothes but as I grew older the people around me became conscious of social and economic status and I found myself more and more grouped in with the outcasts. At first it wasn’t too obvious  kids choosing not to sit nearby me and snubs about the smell and the pigs but as I got closer to Junior High it began to bother me a lot. Instead of expressing it outwardly I suppressed it and internalized the anger. It distorted the way I felt about myself and I found myself unable to let go of my self hatred.


My mom and dad were oblivious to my struggle. The daily grind of taking care of the farm, feeding the pigs trying to balance the land payments and keeping the place running took all of their time. Moms can sense when things are wrong no matter how busy they get and one day when I came home looking forlorn my mom sat next to me with a couple glasses a milk and a plate of cornbread to see what the problem was.


“harley I do declare I have never seen a twelve year old boy looking so glum. What is ailing you? You used to be such a happy carefree boy.”


“look at me mom. Look at the way I am dressed. The kids still call me Pigpen.  Or worse PP and I don’t even have a decent pair of sneakers so nobody will pick me for the teams. All the other kids are wearing wranglers and levi and I ain’t got nothing but these tattered overalls. For golly’s sake mom. I don’t even have a lunch box I still take my food wrapped in a greasy cloth.”

My bold outburst left my mom a bit speechless. “I know those things seem important to you son but your father and I we are doing our best. We can’t give you all those things you want but we do love you. Hopefully you can continue your education and not end up a dirt farmer like your father and yo can buy your children store bought shoes and such but you need to know son that God loves you. This is the life your were born into and only you can change it. Plenty of people have rose from the ashes of poverty to do great things and become great people. Why look in your pocket and on the nickel you will see Abraham Lincoln raised in a one room cabin and he was the greatest president the United States has ever seen.”


“mom if God loves me so much then how come I got to go to school everyday and endure the constant mockery and harassment. What kind of love it that. It don’t sound like no kind of love to me.”


“My son, ours is not to reason why. I don’t know why so many of the kids around here are cruel to you. Lord know you are a handsome boy and well mannered. I suppose they are just born cruel and there parents haven’t got the sense to make them see things differently. You are going to do great things son. I have prayer that God will have his hand on you and that your life will matter in the grand sceem of things. I am not saying money, clothes social position are not important God certainly want to bless us with the good things of the world but in the end each one of us dies just as we enter the earth naked and taking nothing with us. There are grander things than money and fine clothes and love is the grandest thing of all. If you can get by their mockery Harley and love them in spite of it you will be on the right road the road of love. If you cant and you continue to hate yourself and find yourself incapable of loving others then you are stepping down the wrong road. You are being tested Harley tested for great things. God’s furnace is what I call it. I remember my brother being tested for the same thing. He had a call of God on his life too and that is what you have Harley. You have a call of God and just like Joseph had to go into slavery and prison and Daniel had to go into the lions den you have got to endure the taunts of your peers and rise up above it.”

I finished my corn bread and went out to help pa with the chores. Our little farm had grown we had over 50 sows, a few milk cows and we were growing the finest pecans for miles around. It was our cash crop. My pappy had leased a few acres nearby and each fall we harvested a goodly crop of pecans. They were sturdy trees and not subject to insects or drough like some of the other crops that could turn our area into a dust bowl.


Each night at dinner time my mom put on the Revival Hour with Oral Roberts . He was an Indian preacher from up in Oklahoma who was building a city of faith. What extra money my mom got ahold of she’d mail up to him. She’d give me the envelope and trust me to take it into town and put it in the mail box. It was something she’d been doing for years. Those envelopes are what turned me into a thief.


I can’t remember the first time or the amount but I remember asking myself. “How old Oral going to know if a little is missing from the envelope.” So I opened up one of the envelopes and took out one of the dollar bills. After school that day instead of heading home I headed to Elmers and bought me the biggest Root Beer Float you have ever seen. It was like Adam and Eve taking the first bite of the forbidden Fruit only God wasn’t around with his angels to throw me out of Elmers. I stayed and sucked on that straw until there was nothing left in the soda glass then I took my change and bought me a Three Musketeer bar. I wasn’t sorry one bit. It wasn’t Oral who busted his back slopping the hogs or harvesting the pecans. It was me and Pa and well Oral he could go jump.


I didn’t  bother mailing Oral anything after a while. I rationalized that I deserved it all and he didn’t deserve nothing. When I brough the mail back I noticed there were no more letters from Oral and my mom well she was sort of sad.


“It’s been six months since I have heard from Brother Oral “ my mom stated after dinner. “I have been faithfully sending in our offereings and we haven’t heard a word from him.”


My mom’s eyes bore down on me like the hot noon sun. “You have been mailing off the envelopes haven’t you son.”


“Yes mam.’ I  answered now adding lying to my ever growing list of sins. “Mom, you may not need a letter from Oral I saw a poster in town and he is coming this weekend to a tent revival in Paris texas right up the road.


“If you want to go Maggie.” My pa normally very quite during dinner stated  “then we can certainly go”


I was cooked. Would Oral the man who talked face to face with God building God’s city in Tulsa with praying hand reaching up to the sky look through the crowd single me out and ask me why I was stealing his money and using it to buy sweets for myself at Elmers. “Stupid stupid stupid.”I thought to myself “Why didn’t I just keep my trap shut why did I have to go and tell my mother about it.

Those next to weeks I wrestled with my conscience. The small voice inside demanded that I come clean and confess my wrongdoings to my mother and father take my punishment and remove the weight of guilt pressing on my chest like a bag of cement. The voice was with me as I rode to school as I did my chores and mostly it was with me in the middle of the night when it would wake me up.


So the night came, we piled in our old 1954 pickup truck that my dad had traded two acres of land and tow old steers for and headed for Paris.


Now Paris was a sight to see. Right in the middle of town surrounded by gardens someone had build a miniature copy of the Eiffel Tower. To a kid twelve it did not seem very small. I made plans to come back some evening and climb it all the way to the top.


No one knew for sure where Reverend Roberts was setting up the revival tent but the excitement was in the air and we joined a long snake of cars shaking up dust headed for the civic field normally the home to the cities football and baseball teams it was jammed packed with cars, pickup and families carrying picnic baskets and babies to the meeting.


It was the biggest tent I had ever seen. We had only had a few circuses in town. Nothing like the big tops for Pt Barnum or the Ringling Brothers but it was a huge Yellow tent with Orange striping and  it looked almost as tall as the Eiffel tower upon which it sat as a backdrop.


My mom and father walked with an air of anticipation. My mom wanted to move up as close and possible well my father he was co-operative to her wishes but it was obvious he would have rather chosen just to blend in with the crowd.


We were there early but the organizers must have realized that a bunch of folks would show up early. ON the raised stage which came up to my neck were a group of Cherokee Indian Squaws dressed in ceremonial garb playing hand held rhythm instruments. As they sang in their native language they made hand signals to God and a warrior looking fellow followed by a few younger braves wove in and out of them.. It was quite a sight and kept everyone thoroughly entertained. After they were finished the local junior high troop “the cloggers” came out one by one wearing their best outfits and clogged to hank Williams and Elvis Presley spiritual which filled the tent creating anticipation in everyone.

We were there at least three hours early and our seats were right in front of the stage close enough that if Oral would have spit he could have hit each of us. I was about to see if the man of God could read minds for surely if he was the man of God he could sense the presence of such a great sinner and thief sitting less that fifteen feet from him. There was no hiding. There was no sense in being nervous. Like a desperado hands bound waiting to be hung in front of the town I waited. We had lemonade pork sandwiches and homemade cornbread. Next to the stage sat a wooden organ and a drum set. After the last cloggers clogged their way offstage the organ started growling as the four or five Leslie revolving speakers whined in the background. Accompanied by two of the biggest Sheriffs deputies , the town major and a local politician Oral Roberts came into the tent. And walked down the aisle right in front of us. He was a big fellow and managed to tower over those with him. It seemed as he passed in front of me his eyes bore into my soul. “you’re guilty” he said.

His voice was deep and as rich as a Metropolitan Opera singer.  His native Oklahoma accent struck a chord with us Texans and he had the crowd eagerly anticipating each and every word.


“God is good.” He boomed out “and his mercy endures forever. And I am here to tell you not only is God Good. But he is good all the time.

I have watched God heal blind eyes lame feet deaf ears. I have seen God  perform miracle from my hand and from the hands of other ministers.


I have not walked on water or multiplied loaves and fishes but I have seen God stretch a gallon of gas for hundreds of miles and provide food and shelter for my wife and family. I am here to testify to you that God will meet all your needs not according to yor standards but according to his riches and glory. Who is it that places millions of fish in the oceans who is it that fills the sky with bird and the forest with wildlife. Who places abundant snows and streams on the earth and stars that are beyond counting. My bible says that in the Beginning God created the Heavens and the earth. Before God created it it was without form and void. It was God who filled it with abundance. The same God that when he became man through Jesus Christ said. “I have come to give life and to give it abundantly. That is the God I am here to tell you about today.

Now a lot of you feel like you’ve got to add something to God’s abundance to God’s grace that it is not suffient for you that you have got to pull yourself up by the bootstraps and give a hand.


When Jesus was stumbling on the Via Del La Rosa when he fell under the weight of mankind’s sin and the terrible weight of the cross the Romans picked Simon of Cyrene to help him carry the cross. A lot of you want to be like Simon and help out God, you want to carry your own sins and your own guilt and feel bad about it. You want to torture yourself with your mistakes instead of leaving it at the cross.


Jesus said “Follow me all you who are weary and heavy laden and I will give you rest.” We are not supposed to follow Simon but follow Jesus.

Now if you have sins that you have not confessed and you want to be forgiven if that burden you are carrying is too much for you to bear anymore then come down right now to the altar cast your self on the mercy of our abundant God trade in that old life for a new life forgiveness hope and love

