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This book is dedicated to the ones who have 
been instrumental in changing Rickyõs life.

First, to God by whom all things are made 
possible.

Second, to Jeannie who has stuck by Ricky 
through thick and thin.

And þnally, to every person in the þeld of 
law enforcement and criminal corrections- those 
who helped Ricky lose his old life and þnd his 
new one.

Jesus said, òFor whoever desires to save his life 
will lose it, and whoever loses his life for My sake 
will þnd it.ó 
(Matthew 16:25 NKJ)
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Foreword
I want to take a few minutes to introduce the 

main character of this story. His name is Ricky 
Sinclair. I knew Ricky about 20 years ago when we 
attended school together in Woodville, Mississippi. 
Although I had heard some things about him over 
the years, I hadnõt seen Ricky since those early 
school days. A mutual friend of ours told me that 
Ricky had been saved. In February 1996, 1 decided 
to stop by his house in Wakeþeld, Louisiana, for 
a visit. He answered the door saying, òHey! How 
are you doing? How about Jesus?ó

Needless to say, Ricky Sinclair is a Christian  
well, needless to anyone who has seen Ricky in 
the last 10 years. Prior to his experience with Jesus 
10 years ago, Ricky Sinclair was everything but a 
Christian. This book takes you on a journey through 
his life: drugs, jail, escape from jail, return to jail, 
his life changing salvation experience, prison, and 
some post conversion life experiences.

Ricky has been a great friend to me. He is truly 
one of those friends that I can count on one hand. 
I am certain that God has put us back together for 
a reason, and I know that this book is a large part 

of that reason. I was unemployed in February 
when I stopped by to see Ricky. He was a great 
encouragement to me. I went to church with him 
the next day, and he urged me to become a part 
of their congregation. Ricky also teaches Bible 
study in his home, and I soon became a regular 
part of their group. Within a couple of months, he 
had secured me a job with his employer in Baton 
Rouge, Louisiana. In June he helped me pack up 
and move to Baton Rouge.

Between work and church, Iõve really spent a 
lot of time with Ricky. Iõve really gotten to know 
him well. Iõve learned that heõs solid for Jesus. 
Always! Everywhere! Heõs not ÿaky, shaky, or 
faky. Heõs real, and he never fails to mention 
Jesus to anyone. If youõve talked to Ricky over 
the last 10 years, Iõm sure that heõs asked you 
about Jesus. Heõll say something like: ò Do you 
know jesus?ó If your answer is no, heõll proceed 
to tell you how Jesus has changed his life. If your 
answer is yes, heõll say: òDo you know how to 
lead someone in a sinnerõs prayer?ó Heõs truly a 
general in the Army of God.

A few months ago, Ricky and I went deep sea 
þshing out of Fourchon on the Louisiana coast. I 
tell you this, Ricky is a bona þde tough guy. Heõll 
þsh for 48 hours straight. No sleep! He has his 
own boat and þshes 30 miles out. Itõs a regular 
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routine for him, but I havenõt been back.

Along with being bold and tough, he also has 
a heart full of love. We picked up a hitch hiker one 
day while working together. Ricky gave the guy 
a $20 bill and then shared his personal testimony. 
I also shared my testimony. Ricky led him in a 
sinnerõs prayer, gave him a Bible, and then drove 
him to his destination, Natchez, Mississippi- a 
mere 120 miles out of our way. No problem. 
This is just normal, everyday stuff for Ricky. On 
another day, we met a lady that had fallen on hard 
times. She didnõt have any food for her kids. We 
drove her to the grocery store, let her shop for 30 
minutes, and then Ricky paid for her groceries.

Ricky is really blessed. He has a great wife 
and two wonderful kids. He has a good job, works 
hard, and uses his money to bless others. During 
the summer, I saw him give a car to someone. Heõs 
unbelievably generous but likewise blessed. He 
recently took legal custody of a teenager who was 
in need of a dad. In order to get custody, Jeannie 
(Rickyõs wife) had to go see the same judge that 
had sentenced Ricky to prison years ago. Iõm sure 
that it was quite a meeting.

Being familiar with Rickyõs testimony, I 
began to encourage him to write a book. He 
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wasnõt too keen on the idea at þrst; he didnõt 
think that anybody would be interested. I argued 
that his story was very interesting and told him 
I would write it. He þnally agreed. We bought a 
tape recorder and started writing. Our objective 
from the onset has been to glorify God. We also 
wanted the book to be clear, concise, and accurate. 
I believe that we have achieved that goal.

Though others have been through similar 
experiences, it is the ending that makes this a 
great story. We surely hope that you enjoy reading 
it, and that you þnd it to be in keeping with the 
mission that Jesus gave to the church:

ò....to open their eyes and to turn them from 
darkness to light, and from the power of Satan to 
God, that they may receive forgiveness of sins and 
an inheritance among those who are sanctiþed 
by faith in Me.ó 

(Acts 26:18 NKJ)
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Ricky and his family,2002

Foreword                                                                                                ix

òBustedó
òMan, look at all the cops! Theyõre 

everywhere! Weõve got to get out of here! Man, 
go! Go! Go! Go!ó

òWhere to, Ricky?ó

òI donõt know! Man... Iõm busted! Did you 
see all those cops?ó

Well, that was the situation when I arrived at 
my house in West Feliciana Parish one afternoon in 
1986. Swat teams, state police, surveillance teams, 
and local police had kicked my door down, and they 
werenõt playing. I had sold some pot to a friend of 
mine that morning, but had no idea that he was in 
trouble with the law. He was looking at some time, 
and had consequently made a deal. The deal was that 
he was turning stateõs evidence and the evidence was 
my dope. I had been smuggling drugs out of Mexico 
for many years and the West Feliciana police wanted 
me badly. When I arrived at my house and saw all 
the commotion, I hit the road running.

I went to a friendõs house to regroup, to 
develop a plan and, of course, to get high. The 



plan was to sneak back home at midnight to get 
Jeannie, my wife, and Stirling, my one year old 
son. Yeah, this will be cool. Weõll move and Iõll 
use my alias, James Louis Winnþeld. I traded my 
Chevy truck for a green T-Bird and then sent word 
to Jeannie that I would be coming to get her. I felt 
conþdent that this would work.

That night I carried out the plan. It did work. 
Jeannie was packed and ready. We were off and 
running. We went to Baton Rouge and rented a 
motel room. I made a few phone calls and hooked 
up with a couple of my buddies down there. I 
needed their help; we needed somewhere to stay 
for a while.

Later, four or þve of my friends showed up 
at our motel room. We partied: drank, got high, 
got the munchies. We were really hungry, but 
there wasnõt anything to eat. So, my buddies and 
I decided to run up to the local Taco Bell.

We left Jeannie and Stirling at the motel. We 
piled into my green  T- Bird and lit out for the 
grub. John drove. We parked at the 7-11 store next 
door to the Taco Bell. We were almost through 
burning a doobie when a guy, a friend of one of 
my buddies, walked up and leaned in the window. 
The next second we were surrounded by undercover 
narcotics agents. It happened so fast. My heart was 
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racing. I had to think up something quick.

òAll right, everybody out of the car. Turn around, 
put your hands against the car, legs spread.ó

òWhatõs your name boy?ó one of the cops 
aske me.

òJames Louis Winnþeld, Sir.ó

òWhere do you live?ó

òAt 921 Lanier Street, Apartment 951.ó

òLet me see your driverõs license. What do 
you do for a living?ó

òSir, I do independent mechanic work, and 
I just lost my driverõs license three days ago. I 
havenõt even had a chance to get another one yet. 
Lifeõs been hectic lately, Sir. I donõt even know 
why Iõm hanging out with people like this. I came 
from a real good family, Sir.ó

It turned out that Mike and John were as hot 
as I was; the cops had been looking for them. 
As the police were escorting them off, I yelled 
out to John and asked if he wanted me to drive 
òhis caró home. He said yes. The ofþcers had no 
objections. It was incredible-things had gone so 
smoothly. There I was, a natural born con artist, 
driving off in what they thought was someone 
elseõs car, and  without a driverõs license. Man, I 
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could lie with the best of ôem.

I drove back to the motel and told Jeannie 
what had happened. She could hardly believe it. 
We discussed our situation; with John and Mike 
in jail, we were going to need a new plan. But 
what? Randy! Iõll hook up with Randy. Surely 
heõll put us up till I can sort things out.

We spent that night in our hotel room, and 
then packed up and headed to Randyõs house the 
next morning. He was glad to see us, but I donõt 
think his wife was too enthused. She didnõt care 
much for our kind of adventure, and to top it off, 
we were broke. Having no money, I had to risk 
going back to West Feliciana to harvest my weed. 
I talked Randy into going with me. That night we 
headed out for the woods near my house. Randy 
drove around while I went into the woods with 
a ÿashlight and harvested two duffel bags of 
marijuana. We met up at the appointed time and 
headed back to his house. Success!

We stayed with Randy for a couple of days, 
and then it was time to move on. We headed 
towards New Orleans, selling weed, staying 
wherever we could. We hung out for a little 
while with Bobby, a friend of my cousinõs on the 
west bank in New Orleans. While there, I bought 
an alias, Kent Douglas Smith. I got everything 
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name, social security number, birth certiþcate-
for $75.00.

Things started slowing down in New Orleans, 
so we left Bobby and headed for Baton Rouge. 
It was night and the lights on the T-Bird began 
ÿittering. We pulled off the interstate on an exit 
ramp in a town where Marty, another friend, lived. 
We went by his house and he helped me repair the 
electrical problem. I explained our situation to him. 
He suggested that we move to Chalmette. His uncle 
was getting him a job at a plant down there and he 
was hopeful that he could get me a job too.

So we went to Chalmette, Louisiana in St. 
Bernard Parish near New Orleans. Marty rented 
the cheapest place he could þnd, a dumpy motel 
room, but we were grateful to have it. We were 
broke; our weed had run out. Our son was wearing 
a bath towel for a diaper and was living off a pint 
of watered down milk per day. We were skimping 
by on one turkey ham sandwich per day, but at 
least we were together and free, no cops.

We met a couple down there and they soon 
became our friends. Glen introduced us to his 
girlfriendõs ex-husband, Ricky, and his wife, 
Susie. Ricky and Susie really liked us. They 
were our kind. Susie made me a fake ID for 
Kent Douglas Smith, and I used it to get a check 
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cashing card. Glen got me a job as a painter in 
Violet. Things were going pretty good.

I decided that it was time to move from our 
dumpy motel room; we had been there long 
enough. Glen found a small shotgun house for 
rent. It was a mansion compared to the motel 
room. I called my mother and asked her to buy 
my trailer in West Feliciana Parish; she did. She 
brought $1,500 to us in Chalmette and we put 
up a deposit on the house, along with the þrst 
monthõs rent, and moved in. Glen moved in with 
us.  He had some living room furniture and a 
bed. Jeannie dragged home an old single size box 
spring that she found beside a garbage dumpster. 
It had a spring poking through the surface on 
Jeannieõs side of course! Ah, home sweet home! 
We celebrated our new home; Glen and I used the 
remainder of the money shooting dope.

I soon met some new òbusinessó people. It 
was time to get things going. We set up shop. I 
made a few more phone calls and was soon back in 
business. My new connections sent in 4 Mexicans 
with a shipment. They stayed at my house with my 
wife and kid while Glen and I moved the weed. 
These guys were nobody to play around with. One 
of Glenõs friends had spent some of their money free 
basing cocaine; he didnõt see his kid again, until he 
paid. Yeah, everything was back to normal: dealing, 
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using, and smuggling. I was a junky who dealt drugs 
to do drugs, but it was catching up with me fast.

After a few weeks, Glenõs girlfriend started 
freaking me out. She was the type that would rat 
on you. We moved in with Ricky and Susie for a 
couple of weeks to get away from her. Finally, I 
got my connection to front me some money for a 
deposit on a little house near the airport. We moved 
again. I liked Glen, but felt safer without him.

One morning in January 1987, 1 went to the bus 
station and picked up Lialo, a Mexican smuggler 
who was delivering me 30 pounds of marijuana. 
Lialo, would stay with me long enough for me to 
sell enough dope to pay for the shipment, and then 
he would return to Mexico to get another shipment. 
He was a sitter, a guerrilla who was there not only 
to deliver, but also to make sure that I paid. I was 
a junky, and my habit was expensive. Many times 
I would be broke when the shipment arrived, and 
the sitter would hang around for a day or two while 
I sold enough dope to pay him. That happened to 
be the situation this day.

At 10:00 p.m. the police rammed through my 
door with a 4-man ramming bar -what a shocking 
entrance! One minute we were relaxed watching 
TV, the next minute there were a dozen cops in 
my living room. There was no time to react. They 
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were yelling, òOn the ÿoor! Everybody! Hands 
behind your heads! If your hands leave your head, 
your head leaves your shoulders!ó

Busted again. There were seven of us there, 
plus my one year old son. The police took my 
child, handcuffed the rest of us, and hauled us 
to the St. Bernard Parish jail. They later released 
everyone except Lialo and me, Kent Douglas 
Smith. We were booked with possession with intent 
to distribute 14 pounds of marijuana and 1 ounce of 
ecstasy. Thank goodness for the fake ID and birth 
certiþcate. My cousin will bond me out and weõll 
move again. Well, thatõs what I thought.

òWell now, Mr. Sinclair,ó the sergeant said as 
he walked up to my cell. òMr. Ricky Sinclair.ó

My heart dropped. I was speechless. Theyõve 
really got me; they know who I am. Did he say 
Ricky Sinclair? He did. Theyõve got me. My heart 
sank further as I remembered the warrant in West 
Feliciana Parish. Iõm in big trouble. This could 
mean prison. This will mean prison! What can I 
do? What will I do? The thoughts were coming 
fast. I was ghastly afraid. My freedom. God help 
me. What will I do? These are major charges and 
now theyõll know about West Feliciana Parish. 
How did they get my name? This is a nightmare.
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The Escape
Fear mounted while I was a prisoner in the St. 

Bernard Parish Jail One of the seven people that 
was arrested with me had gotten scared during 
police questioning and had given the police my 
real name. Now they knew everything.

I had spent 8 months in the parish prison in 1982 
for distribution of marijuana, diazepam, and cocaine. 
I was a repeat offender, an habitual criminal, and 
it was sure to go heavy against me. The police and 
my fellow inmates were plaguing me with rumors 
of life in prison. Even if I only got a few years from 
the charges in Chalmette, I would still have to face 
charges in West Feliciana Parish. The magistrate 
court had set my bond at $22,500 in St. Bernard, and 
I was ready to make bail. I was tired of being locked 
up. I was tired of jail food. I missed my family, my 
freedom, my drugs. I pleaded with my mother, but 
she wouldnõt bail me out.

Thoughts of escape were constantly on my mind. 
That was my only solution: I had to escape. I found a 
piece of steel in my cell and used it to saw on the bars. 



It was going to be a long process to cut through those 
bars without a saw, but I seemed to have plenty of 
time. My efforts were futile. I had to make bail!

A portion of my familyõs estate in West 
Feliciana Parish had been left to me. I had always 
been an excellent con artist, so I called my mother 
and threatened to sell my portion of the estate if she 
didnõt bail me out. It worked; I was þnally able to 
con my mother into paying my bail. So in the middle 
of April 1987, after eating breakfast and making 
bail in St. Bernard Parish, two sheriffõs deputies 
from West Feliciana Parish arrived to pick me up. 
I was released into their custody around noon. They 
handcuffed me, shackled my legs with leg irons, and 
drove me back to West Feliciana Parish.

During the ride back, all I could think about was 
getting out. I was sick and tired of Jail. All I would 
have to do would be to call my grandmother and get 
her to pay bail for me in West Feliciana. I was sure 
that she would; she had always helped me. Iõll go to 
magistrate court, and theyõll set the bond. Then, Iõll 
call Grandmother and sheõll bail me out. I should 
be home before dark.

We arrived at St. Francisville in West Feliciana 
Parish around 2:00 p.m. The þrst stop was magistrate 
court. To my dismay the magistrate set my bond at 
one million dollars, cash no property bonds. They 
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didnõt have any plans of letting me go anywhere.

I arrived at the West Feliciana Parish jail around 
3:00 p.m. The deputies removed the leg irons and 
handcuffs. They took þnger prints and mug shots. I 
called Grandmother, but there was nothing she could 
do. I was at the end of my rope, doomed to a life in 
prison. I made up my mind: I had to escape.

òOfþcer, can I use the restroom? I want to wash 
this ink off my hands.ó

òYeah, but make it quick.ó

I was wearing a black Harley Davidson tee shirt, 
blue jeans, and a pair of ÿip ÿops, nothing else. I 
went into the restroom and quickly removed the 
ÿip ÿops. Holding them in one hand, I immediately 
ÿung the door open with the other. I ÿew towards the 
front door with my heart racing ninety to nothing.

Ofþcer James shouted, òHey, hey, hey! Where 
you going?ó

I dashed past the deputy who was standing at 
the front door and darted across the parking lot. The 
deputies were right on my tail. (I believe the only 
reason Ofþcer James didnõt catch me right there 
in that parking lot was because he was wearing 
cowboy boots. Heõs really fast.) There was a chain 
link fence across the back of the jail yard. I knew 
the place well; I had resided there before. I hit the 
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fence while running wide open and in one stride 
was on the other side. The adrenaline was really 
pumping. Iõd never had an experience like this. 
My heart was pounding. I was a fugitive.

I ran into the woods, still barefooted. Stickers 
had covered the bottoms of my feet and had gotten 
between all of my toes. My feet were bleeding in 
pain, but I continued to run, the adrenaline was 
still pumping. I ran for about an hour and really 
covered a lot of ground, but my body was worn 
out. I would stop and rest for about 15 seconds at 
the top of each hill and then continue to run.

I nearly stepped on a rattlesnake as I rushed up 
a large hillside through blackjack vines and briars. 
The brush was really thick. And then I heard them. 
The bloodhounds. The Angola Penitentiary search 
team was on my trail. I was terribly frightened. 
Unless the dogs lost my trail, I would be caught. I 
was out in the woods with nowhere to go. I began 
to run in þgure eight patterns to throw the dogs off 
my trail. My arms, face, and feet were bleeding 
from running through the briars. The skin was 
literally being raked off my arms, neck, and face. 
The dogs continued to bark; they were still a good 
ways behind me. I kept listening as I ran. And then 
came the helicopters. They were searching for me 
from the air. I dove into the brush and briars to 
keep from being seen; they were directly overhead. 
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The chasers were closing in, but fortunately the 
afternoon was ticking by. It would be dark soon. I 
had to hang on till dark.

I ran to the edge of a þeld. There was a police 
car on the other side, so I turned and ran back into 
the woods. I continued running deeper and deeper 
into the woods. Then I came upon a gravel road 
and spotted a game warden. I was afraid that I was 
surrounded. I turned and ran again., I þnally. came 
to a road near the Mississippi River. I decided to 
wait there till dark and then cross the road and 
try to swim across the river.

I laid down near the top of a cliff and waited 
for dark. There was a creek down below me; I 
was very thirsty. I wanted some water, but knew 
that I couldnõt move; I had to be extremely still. 
I could still hear the dogs and helicopters. I was 
engulfed with tremendous fear and torment.

As I lay there, I heard the sound of fourwheel 
drives. I could tell that they were fourwheel drives 
from the sound of the knobbies on the blacktop. 
They would go about 50 yards or so and then stop 
to let a stander (an Angola guard) out. Then they 
would go another 50 yards or so and let another 
one out. From the top of the cliff where I was 
positioned under some briars, I could look across 
a þeld and see approximately 15 Angola guards 
spaced across the þeld. At that point I was certain 
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that I was surrounded. I knew that the only chance 
I had was to lay dormant until they gave up the 
search. This would surely take days.

I decided that I had better improve my position, 
so I began to move the leaves from around me. I 
wanted to have an area that I could lay in without 
making any noise from moving in the leaves. To 
keep from being heard, I cleared out the area by 
moving one leaf at a time. It took a while to get 
down to the dirt, but I managed to make a clearing. 
There was nothing left to do but wait.

My þgure eight patterns must have worked; 
the dogs had lost my trail. Fire ants began eating 
the blood off my body. They were continually on 
my face, neck, arms, and feet. They were between 
my toes. I couldnõt even swat at them; the guards 
were so close. At times the guards were within 10 
feet. The mosquitoes nearly carried me out of that 
swamp. I lay in that one spot without water, food 
or anything for four nights and three days. I was in 
complete misery!

Nights are pretty cool in Louisiana in April, but 
I wasnõt that cold. My body was literally numb. 
I began to hallucinate from dehydration. Many 
strange thoughts came to mind. Maybe theyõre 
putting glycerin or something in the air to make me 
hallucinate. I was plenty scared. I felt like death. At 
night it felt like there were demons poking at me. I 
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was hallucinating that badly from the lack of water. 
Around day two or three, I canõt remember exactly 
which, an Angola guard sat down on the cliff top 
about 20 feet above where I was lying. I watched 
him as he opened up a Sprite and drank it. My mind 
was busy trying to þgure out how I could get that 
Sprite out of his hand. The agony grew!

That guard was so close that Iõm still amazed 
that he didnõt see me. There were many times when 
they almost caught me. Later that same night, I 
accidentally made some noise and several guards 
came over to the top of the cliff. They peered down 
on my position with night sight goggles. They were 
so close (within 4 feet) that I could even hear them 
breathing. They must have been wearing some type 
of mask. The next day I made some noise again 
and two guards walked over to the cliff top. I had 
grown up in the woods, so I made some noise like 
a small animal in the leaves, and the guards just 
shrugged their shoulders and walked off.

Yes, there were many such instances when 
they almost had me. Bloodhounds walked all 
around me, but they never picked up my scent. I 
leaned up one day and saw a guard with a shotgun 
standing about 30 feet in front of me. I just eased 
back down. He never saw me. Several hours later I 
leaned up again and could see lines of guards in the 
þeld. I was right under their noses. I sat them out; I 
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waited them out for four nights and three days. I was 
þghting for my life and refused to give up. I was a 
child of the devil, and I was reaping his rewards.

That fourth day I was at the point that it didnõt 
matter whether they shot me or not, I had to get 
something to drink. I knew that if they were still 
there when I stood up that fourth day that they would 
probably blow me away. BUT GOD, as the Bible 
says, must have intervened and put it on their hearts 
and minds to back out. When I stood up I didnõt see 
any guards; they had pulled out. I eased down the 
side of that cliff towards the stagnant creek below. I 
was so weak that I could hardly walk. The adrenaline 
that had run through my body during those days 
had literally worn my body out. My muscles were 
beyond pain. I drank water from a stagnant hole 
that was full of mosquito larvae. I could feel those 
larvae in my throat as I drank, but that water was 
delicious, the best. I needed it so badly.

It appeared that all of the perimeter guards had 
been pulled out. I was no longer surrounded. I saw 
one guard late that afternoon near the Creek. He 
probably would have caught me if he had stayed 
in the woods a little longer, but he was pulling out 
before nightfall.

It was hot during the days and cold at night. It 
was also very dry. I was hoping that it would rain 
to give me some fresh water, but it didnõt. My body 
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was terribly weak.

56 Days
I wanted to give up. My body ached. I was 

hungry, dirty, and tired. I was terriþed, confused, 
and terribly alone. Everything within me said quit, 
but I couldnõt. I was a fugitive, and the police 
were frightfully upset with me. I couldnõt quit. I 
was afraid that if I turned myself in they would 
shoot me on sight. I had really been a thorn in 
their side, and they were plenty mad. They had 
to be; I couldnõt quit.

It had been four and a half days since breakfast 
at the St. Bernard Parish jail and I was starving. 
I eased down the creek towards a þeld that was 
full of thistles. I used my ÿip ÿop to chop down a 
thistle, then knocked the thorny branches off the 
hull. I cracked the hull and scraped the meat out 
with my teeth. It wasnõt that bad. I ate another 
one.

It was late evening, almost dark, so I eased 
back into the woods and lay down. I was still 
hallucinating from dehydration. I watched what 
appeared to be Angola guards putting a net in 
the trees to catch me. I knew that it was just an 

hallucination, because they wouldnõt need a net to 
catch me. I was awfully weak. They could easily 
arrest me with guns or by force, but the hallucination 
appeared very real. I soon fell asleep.

The next morning I began walking cautiously 
through the woods in search of anything that 
might possibly help me. I came up to an old deer 
stand. It was about 15 feet off the ground, with 
4 foot walls and a tin roof. That old deer stand 
became my home for the next 52 days.

The woods were terribly dry. The only water 
that I could þnd was in tiny puddles along the creek 
bed. Every puddle was hot, dirty, and infested with 
mosquito larvae, but I was happy to have any water 
at all. During the þrst few days, I literally survived 
off of thistles and that þlthy water. My body was 
too weak for hunting at þrst. I tried eating some 
poke salad, but it wasnõt edible. The blackberries 
were just beginning to bloomó. I ate them at each 
stage. I learned that you can eat green and red 
blackberries without getting sick.

Life was really tough in those woods. I was 
totally alone. I didnõt speak a single word the 
whole two months I was in those woods. Thatõs 
a long time to go without speaking. It was one 
of the most difþcult things, the silence. For the 
most part, the only noises that I heard were from 
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the animals. I went many days without seeing a 
soul, but I knew that there were still some guards 
out in those woods with me.

As my body got stronger, I started hunting. 
Life was primitive. I made a knife out of the top 
of a cat food can. I used it to skin my prey. I 
would kill armadillos, cut the backstrap out with 
my knife, and eat the raw meat right there on the 
spot. I couldnõt build a þre and risk getting caught, 
so there was no way to cook anything. I ate raw 
meat from everything that I caught: armadillo, 
frog, and turtle. The armadillos were the best to 
eat, but they were the hardest to kill. Theyõre hard 
to sneak up on, and theyõre very fast. I would 
chase them down, and then kill them with a stick. 
I threw big rocks at deer several times from the 
deer stand, but never got one. I chased rabbits, but 
never caught one. I was living like a caveman.

It was wonderful to be out of those þre ants 
that had put me through so much misery during 
those þrst four days. The mosquitoes continued to 
plague me, but now that the guards werenõt close 
by, I could at least swat at the pesky things. In 
the deer stand the mosquitoes were not nearly as 
bad. It wasnõt air tight or anything, but the walls 
did slow them down quite a bit.

Periodically, there were still a few guards 
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around. I was always on the alert. Sometimes 
the guards would try to trick me into thinking 
that they were civilian workers out building 
cattle fences in those woods. They would make 
noises and say things to try to convince me of 
this. They were trying to draw me to them, but I 
never approached anything that they had set up 
for me. I was very cautious.

I made daily scavenger rounds through the 
woods in search of food. I made trails which 
enabled me to always þnd my way back to the 
deer stand. It was my home, my shelter. I spent 
at least 15 out of every 24 hours in that shelter. 
Having no ÿashlight or matches, I went to sleep at 
the þrst of nightfall and woke up with the animals 
at daybreak.

I made the best of the situation that I found 
myself in, and my living conditions gradually 
improved. The dried up creek bed ran right by my 
deer stand. There were a few water puddles that 
werenõt completely dried up. I took baths in the 
largest puddle and drank from the smaller ones.

I had really learned my way around those 
woods. One day I found a wheat þeld. The wheat 
was pretty good food. I weaved some of it into a 
rope to replace a ÿip ÿop strap that had broken. 
I also made a belt; I had lost a lot of weight and 
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my pants had been slipping down. I was really 
thin, weighing about 125 pounds, down 35 or so 
from my usual 160.

During another scavenger round, I found a 
couple of bulldozer dirt piles where someone had 
planted some turnip greens. Those turnips really 
helped and became a regular part of my diet. I 
later found a fresh garbage dump. It wasnõt a large 
dump, but was one that several families were using. 
There arenõt many luxuries in primitive survival; in 
fact, this was probably the best one that I found out 
there - a garbage dump. I browsed through it daily. 
Needless to say, there was no radio, television, or 
anything like that out in those woods, but I did 
þnd some old books and magazines to read, which 
probably kept me from going totally crazy.

When I think back on those days, I realize just 
how good we do have it, and how much we take 
for granted the good things that we have.

The dump was truly valuable. I found some 
old boots, a perfect þt, that were very beneþcial to 
me in those woods. I found a blanket, a welcome 
companion during those cold nights. Among other 
things, I also found some two liter soft drink bottles 
that still had ÿat drink left in them. I picked some 
blackberries, put them in some empty milk Jugs, 
and poured the soft drink on the berries. I let them 
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sit for several weeks to allow the sugar from the 
drinks to cause the berries to ferment. I squeezed the 
berries while draining the liquid through a screen 
into another jug. I had successfully made a potent 
batch of blackberry wine. I say it was potent, but 
who knows. I was so weak that it wouldnõt have 
taken much to get me drunk.

During the last 30 days of my ordeal, I was 
drunk every night. I would sit in the deer stand 
every evening and read magazines while getting 
drunk. That second month was much more 
tolerable than the þrst one. I was waiting them 
out. I wanted to let plenty of time pass by. My deer 
stand had turned into a pretty nice place under 
the circumstances. When it þnally did rain, I was 
high and dry in my shelter. Well, maybe I should 
say, drunk and dry.

I had several close encounters with 
rattlesnakes while hunting animals and picking 
berries. I remember hearing the rattle from one 
that was right under my feet. Maybe I stepped on 
him. Iõm not sure, but he certainly scared me. If 
he had bitten me, I would have died for sure.

Another day I saw the biggest rattlesnake that 
I have ever seen. I tried to kill it for food. I broke 
a big log over its back, but he never even slowed 
down. Itõs a miracle that the rattlesnakes alone 
didnõt take me out. I was really fortunate.
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The one good thing that I gained from the whole 
experience was an understanding of nature. I really 
became a harmonious part of those woods. It was 
interesting to live in the wild like that, to observe 
the animals as a fellow inhabitant for that length of 
time. The Discovery Channel cannot possibly bring 
that understanding to you; you have to experience 
it for yourself. In this high tech society that we live 
in today, most of us really miss out on experiencing 
nature þrsthand. After being out there like that, I 
now have a new sense of understanding for the 
old cliche, òtake time to smell the roses.ó I had a 
lot of peaceful days out there. I guess a lot of my 
appreciation for what is good in life came from 
my experiences during those days. Iõm sure that 
the Garden of Eden was really great. In a way it is 
a shame that technology is taking us further and 
further away from it.

Many weeks had passed since I had darted 
across the parking lot of that jail. As if being 
without the modern conveniences of home 
wasnõt enough, I was also without any snuff, 
a habit that Iõd had since childhood. I had no 
television, no stereo, no soap, no shampoo, not 
even a toothbrush, much less any tooth paste. The 
clothes that I was wearing could nearly stand up 
in a corner by themselves. I chipped several 
teeth while eating thistles. Today, ten years later, 
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my teeth are still stained from those thistles and 
blackberries.

I spent many hours planning my next move. 
I didnõt want to go back to civilization too soon. 
I knew that they would be looking for me to 
return. It would be dangerous to go back, but 
eventually I would have to. Fearful thoughts came 
to mind. What if a tornado blew in? I didnõt have 
adequate shelter for that. I had to start thinking 
about going back. Maybe I could use a storm to 
my advantage. Yeah, that would be a great time 
to go back. During a bad storm, no one would be 
thinking about me. So I waited for a bad storm, 
but it never came.

One day while walking in the woods, I saw a 
crew of men from an electric company out working 
on the power lines. I carefully maneuvered over 
to a position near them. I sat and watched as they 
worked. I wanted to sneak over, hide in their truck, 
and ride in with them. I kept thinking about it. No, 
that would be too dangerous. I needed a plan, a 
good plan. I decided to head out towards Highway 
61, cross the highway, and make my way back to 
my motherõs house. I had waited long enough. I 
was malnourished to say the least. I would nearly 
faint every time I stood up, but was as healthy as 
possible under the circumstances. It was time to 
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go back to civilization.

A few days later I awoke to a foggy morning: 
it was time to go back. I headed down my trail 
that lead to Highway 61. Up ahead I could see 
some activity. Something moved. I felt sure that 
it was a stander. I thought that they must have a 
guard line near the road, so I low crawled through 
the line. After 50 yards or so, I stood back up and 
headed towards the road. I took several steps and 
then ran head on into a guinea wasp nest. They 
started stinging me in the face. I was scared to 
slap at them for fear of making noise, so I mashed 
them into my face. What an ending.

I dashed across the road, unseen. I ran into the 
woods, then walked up to Rosedown Plantation. 
I could see the guard house at Rosedown from 
the edge of those woods. I wanted to go ask the 
guard if I could use the phone. I waited a minute. 
My mind ran. What do I look like? Can I even 
talk? I havenõt spoken a single word in nearly 
two months.

I had to do it. I walked up and asked if I could 
use the phone. He looked at me real strange. My 
voice must have sounded really weak. I told him 
that I had been lost in the woods for several days 
and really needed to use the phone. He let me. 
I called my mother and asked her to come get 
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me. She said no. I wasnõt surprised. I thanked 
the guard, and then walked off. I had to þnd 
somebody to give me a ride home.

I walked back off into the woods, and started 
up the creek. I saw some kids up ahead, and one 
of them took a picture of me. When he took my 
picture, I ran up to them.

òHey, I need some help. I got lost a few days 
ago on the creek. I was out hunting for antique 
bottles and got lost. Can yaõll help me?ó

They led me up to their house, and I went in 
with them. Their mother was cooking. It smelled 
great. It was all I could do to keep from asking 
for some food. Their dad walked up and asked 
me what I was doing. I explained that I had gotten 
lost while bottle hunting. I asked him if he would 
give me a ride home. He couldnõt. He was on 
his way to work, but instructed his wife to take 
me home. So she and her kids drove me to my 
motherõs house. I still wonder what they would 
have done if they had known who I really was  
Ricky Sinclair, a wanted man.
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Ricky soon after his capture

Caught
The nightmare was þnally over. It would be 

impossible to ever portray the literal hell that I 
had just gone through. I had been through a battle. 
A battle against weather, hunger, dehydration, 
briars, Angola guards, bloodhounds, helicopters, 
rattlesnakes, mosquitoes, þre ants, loneliness, and 
fear. It was þnally over. I had won, and it felt great 
to be home. I thanked the kind lady for the ride.

No one was home, and the house was locked. 
I went around back and climbed in through 
an unlocked window. My first stop was the 
refrigerator. Food! Real food! Leftover barbecued 
chicken. It was great, simply delicious! I poured a 
glass of milk. It was the þrst drink that I had taken 
from a glass in two months; necessity had become 
luxury -oh yes, the conveniences of home.

I walked into the bathroom and looked at 
myself in the mirror for the þrst time in months. 
I stared at a morbid man in that mirror. I looked 
awful. I had a long harsh beard and long ratty hair. 



My eyes were drawn back deep into my skull. I 
looked like a skeleton. My face and arms were 
scarred from running through blackjack vines 
and briars. Briars were still lodged in my face 
and hands. I was þlthy. My hands and teeth were 
stained from the berries. My lips, tongue, and 
hands were literally blue. My appearance was 
bad, but I had survived it. I was alive.

I took a bath, the þrst soap and shampoo bath 
that I had taken in 56 days. It was almost as good 
as that barbecued chicken, maybe better. I brushed 
my teeth. My lips and hands were still stained, 
but I was clean.

I searched the house and found a fresh set of 
clothes. They were very loose þtting; I was really 
thin. I also found a pair of Indian moccasins. I put 
them on. They þt well and were quiet. I wanted to 
be as quiet as possible; I was still plenty scared. 
I found a $100 bill in my motherõs dresser and 
took it. I found a bottle of vodka in the kitchen 
and þxed a drink to calm me. I was completely 
nervous; the adrenaline had been ÿowing since 
early morning when I þrst came out of the woods. 
That drink calmed me a little, so I mixed another 
one. I wanted to get high. I searched the house 
again. I thought that my mother might have a joint 
stashed somewhere. I couldnõt þnd one. I mixed 
another drink. Where can I get a joint?
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I continued to drink. Surely there must be some 
weed in this house. But where? And then it dawned 
on me. The attic. I stored pounds and pounds of 
marijuana in the attic during high school, certainly 
there would be some up there. I searched the attic, 
and sure enough, I was able to scrape up enough 
dope for a couple of joints. I got high.

I contemplated my next move. I should 
probably take the vodka and hit the woods again. 
No, my body is much too weak. I need to get out 
of town! I have the money I stole  I could take 
the bus. Wait. Someone is at the door. It was my 
mother. She walked into the kitchen.

òHey!ó

òWho are you? What are you doing here?ó 
She was startled.

òMom, itõs me. Ricky!ó

òWell, Iõm glad you told me. Ricky, you look 
awful! Where have you been? How did you get 
in this house?ó

I did look awful. I was high, drunk, scared, 
and weak. My mother was terribly afraid of me. 
The word around town was that I was armed and 
dangerous. I could look at her and tell that she 
was afraid.
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ò I told you not to come here.ó

òMom, I need your help. Iõve got to get out 
of here.ó

òWhy me, Lord?õõ

òMom, youõve got to help me.ó

She didnõt have a choice. She had to help me; 
she had to get me out of her house. We began 
discussing my options. She suggested that I go 
to Seattle, Washington. Her sister lived there. 
We started making plans: she would drive me to 
another town and put me on a bus. It was all set. 
We would leave at dark.

As we sat talking, my motherõs boyfriend 
walked in. George was not my favorite person. 
In fact, I couldnõt stand him. He didnõt like me 
very much either. I had beaten him up on several 
occasions. He would never take my Dadõs place. 
George had learned not to mess with me.

òOh my God! Ricky? Is that you?ó

òOf course itõs me. Now shut your mouth! I 
donõt want to hear a word out of you.ó

George was plenty scared! I heard that my 
picture was on ÿyers posted all around town. My 
name was the current news  òRicky Sinclair, armed 
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and dangerous.ó George was afraid. My mother 
was afraid. They wanted me out of their house.

I never had a killing instinct in my whole life. 
I thank God for that. If I had one, it would have 
surfaced then. I felt like a hunted animal. My own 
family was afraid of me. It was truly me against 
the world. I couldnõt even trust my own family. I 
wasnõt armed, except for that old cat food can top. 
I wasnõt dangerous to the point of killing, but I 
was desperate.

George soon ran out of cigarettes. He told my 
mother that he was going to run to the store and 
get another pack.

òNo!ó I exclaimed. òNo one leaves this house 
until Iõm out of town.ó

George pleaded, òPlease Ricky. I really need 
some cigarettes.ó

For some reason-Iõm not sure why-I decided 
to let him go.

òOK! To the store and right back. Five 
minutes. Do you understand?ó

òYeah! Thanks Ricky.ó

He was gone for what seemed to be an eter-
nity. The minutes ticked by. I knew I shouldnõt 
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have trusted him. What was he doing?

Finally, after about 30 minutes, he returned. 
And right behind him, a swat team. No, it couldnõt 
be. I had been through so much. I was almost free! 
But there they were, squad cars screaming in, with 
George right up front. Within seconds the house 
was completely surrounded. I could see them from 
every window: men in camouÿage with M16 riÿes, 
men with shotguns, state police, local police, and 
George. Did George rat on me? Who cares? It 
doesnõt matter now. What can I do to escape?

They yelled with a megaphone, òOK! We 
know youõre in there! Weõve got you surrounded! 
Come out with your hands up!ó

I ran through the house. Where can I hide? 
Theyõll be crashing through the door any minute! 
I tried to climb into the dryer. I was too large. 
Where? I ran into the hall, reached up, pulled the 
attic door down, and then yelled at my mother.

òClose this door behind me!ó

She did. The attic was dark. I crawled over to 
a corner and hid. The police crashed through the 
front door. The search was on.

òWe know youõre in here! Weõll þnd you!ó

They searched the house for about 20 minutes. 
They knew I was there. Finally, from the hall, one 
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of them yelled, òUp there!ó

My luck had just run out. I was terriþed. The 
attic door opened, and the light from the hall 
began shining into the darkness. Then came the 
sound of that brave cop on those steps. It must 
have taken plenty of guts to climb into that dark 
attic to get me. He knew that I was up there. What 
if I had a gun? He didnõt know that I was un-
armed. Thatõs guts. Within minutes his ÿashlight 
was shining in my face.

òI see you! Come on out. Donõt try anything 
foolish!ó

He handcuffed me. I was at the end of my 
rope. They were very upset with me, and with 
good reason; I had really put them through it.
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Looking Back
The 56-day reprieve had ended. That horrible 

escapade had only postponed my inevitable desti-
nation -prison. The þnal page of the story of the 
notorious Ricky Sinclair was forever etched in 
stone. My future was vanishing right before my 
eyes. The ofþcers pulled me out of the attic, ap-
plied handcuffs and leg irons, and gave me a free, 
taxpayer ride to the parish jail.

I was escorted into the jail. They added simple 
escape to my charges. They took þnger prints and 
mugshots; my appearance had changed plenty. 
Finally, they took me to a cell, the drunk tank. The 
detox cell was in plain view of the jailer. It had 
a glass wall through which the inmate could be 
watched for alcohol or drug withdrawal problems. 
The detox cell became my home. I was caged like 
an animal. The lights stayed on around the clock. 
They wanted to be able to see me at all times. I 
wasnõt going anywhere.

During those þrst few days, I began to realize 
that there was something wrong with me. There 
was something really wrong. I wasnõt like most 
people. My idea of life was a can of beer and a 

half-naked woman playing volleyball. Life was a 
party, nothing else. And now, at age 22, my life 
was over. It was really over, no second chances. 
Everybody knows that 3 felony convictions, all 
drug-related, means life in prison. I would never 
see another beer or any women playing volleyball. 
I would never see another day outside of jail.

How much time would the escape charges add 
to the 80 year sentence facing me? Who cares? It 
doesnõt matter. Iõm just different. Itõs me. It has 
to be me. The police, the narcotics agents, and 
the judges canõt all be wrong. Iõm the one thatõs 
wrong. I deserve a life in prison.

I began to search the depths of my soul for 
answers. How could this be possible? Where had 
I gone wrong? I had started out as such a good 
kid. I came from a good family. My life had only 
been one of fun. I hadnõt hurt anyone.

I could remember passing by a state prison as 
a child out riding with my dad. I must have been 
þve or six years old. We talked about the inmates. 
I remember telling my dad that those gators out 
there must be some kind of bad. Now, 17 years 
later, I was on my way to being one of those bad 
gators. It was my worst nightmare, and it had 
come true. I kept thinking back over my life.
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I really had a strange childhood. At age seven I 
developed spinal meningitis. Itõs a rare disease that 
normally leaves its victims either dead or severely 
brain damaged. I was in the hospital for a long time. 
I had fever over 105 for many days; I almost died. 
I took spinal tap treatments to remove ÿuid from 
my spinal column. It was a painful ordeal, but I 
managed to survive. Many people lose hearing 
from the high fevers, but I didnõt. I came through 
it without any permanent damage.

I had my appendix taken out at age seven 
and my tonsils removed at age eight. I contracted 
spinal meningitis again at age twelve. The doctors 
were perplexed that I had gotten it again. They 
told my parents that the odds of getting that 
disease twice were comparable to being struck 
by lightening twice. I went through the spinal 
tap procedures again. Fortunately, I was able to 
survive it again without any lasting effects. To 
pull through spinal meningitis at any one time is 
truly a miracle, but to have gotten it twice and to 
have survived both times without any permanent 
damage was simply astonishing.

My dad played music as a hobby during my 
childhood. He would take our entire family with 
him to parties to watch him play. I began sneaking 
beer out of other peopleõs ice chests at the age of 
nine. It seemed to be the ògrown-upó thing to do. 
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My dad caught me; he was mad. He didnõt want 
me to drink, but I kept sneaking around doing 
it anyway. Surely I was old enough to drink. 
Besides, they did it.

My parents were both good-hearted people. 
They were well respected in our community. 
We were members of the local Catholic church, 
though we didnõt go regularly. We were wealthy. 
My dad owned a successful meat packaging 
company, 1,900 acres of farm land, and 600 
head of cattle. We owned bulldozers, 18-wheelers, 
airplanes, cars, and plenty of money. My parents 
were the type of people that would help others, 
and they had lots of friends. They took legal 
custody of several of my friends, kids who were 
the children of several of their friends. These kids 
grew up in our home. I really loved my parents, 
and I wanted to be just like my dad.

Both of my parents were afÿicted with a 
dreadful problem -alcoholism. I canõt remember 
a single day that my parents didnõt drink at least 
a þfth of whiskey. The drinking really had a hold 
on both of them. I guess thatõs why they were 
so against our drinking. They were also against 
drugs. My dad told me to turn in anyone that I 
caught using dope. He said if anyone pushed dope 
on me, that I was to knock them out and drag them 
to the principalõs ofþce.
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My dad had good morals, but Iõm afraid that 
the power of money must have gone to his head. 
When I was around twelve, he got drunk and 
made a statement that he was god. He said that 
nobody could take him down. He bragged about 
his company, his land, and his money. Iõll never 
forget it; he just seemed to believe that he was 
invincible. Six months later, he developed cancer. 
The doctors gave him less than a year to live.

During my dadõs sickness, he began to vomit 
profusely. The cancer was taking its toll. One of 
his buddies was a doper and suggested that dadtry 
marijuana to relieve the vomiting problem. He 
did. Then one day, I walked in and caught him 
getting high. It was a confusing moment. There 
he was getting high, and he had instructed me 
to turn in anyone that I caught doing that. I was 
thirteen. I asked him what he was doing, and he 
explained. He told me that he had just started 
smoking it, and that it wasnõt that bad. He let me 
try it. We got high. It was my þrst time.

At fourteen I was getting into anything and 
everything, everything but school work. Dadõs 
condition had declined. He was taking lots of 
radiation treatments, so he gave me the bulk of 
his responsibilities around the house. He lay in 
bed for a year taking thorazine. I would usually 
be the one to give him the thorazine shots. His 
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condition improved, and soon he tried to take over 
the house again. I became rebellious; I liked the 
responsibilities and didnõt want to start minding 
him again, so problems developed between us. 
We started þst þghting and other crazy stuff like 
that. Things were never the same. I had once 
worshipped my dad, but after the þghting, we 
never really got to be close again.

I really had a rough time of it at age fourteen. 
During that year we lost about $2 million. I 
contracted hepatitis. Later that same year, I totaled 
out my motherõs Mazda. It was a bad wreck. A 
friend and I were riding around smoking pot and 
throwing bottle rockets out of the window. One of 
the rockets hit the door, ricocheted into the back 
seat, and went off. Startled, I let go of the steering 
wheel and turned around to look, losing control of 
the car. We hit a tree, turned three ÿips, jumped 
a fence, and landed sideways in a þeld. We were 
taken to the hospital. I underwent surgery twice on 
my elbow. As you can see, I was no stranger to the 
hospital.

At þfteen I wrecked my pickup truck while 
coming home from a bar one night. I left the truck, 
along with a bag of dope which I had forgotten 
about, and caught a ride home. The next morning, 
a state highway patrolman came to my house. I 
was still asleep. He talked with my dad about 
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my condition. This was during the time that I 
was rebelling against Dad. They decided to try 
to teach me a lesson, so the patrolman came into 
my room and woke me up. He pulled me out of 
my bed, handcuffed me, drug me out of the house, 
and put me in the back of the squad car. I begged 
him to let me put some pants on; I was still in my 
underwear. He told me that I wouldnõt need any 
pants where I was going. Dad thought the whole 
thing was hilarious, but it didnõt help me a bit.

Looking back, itõs amazing that Iõm alive. I 
have probably been through at least seven or eight 
major car accidents. Why am I still alive?

I always hung out with guys that were older 
than me. Most of my friends were at least three or 
four years older than I was. They were into things 
that kids my age didnõt do, like heavy drugs. One 
of those guys was really into cocaine. He was the 
þrst one to ever stick a needle in my arm. I was 
about þfteen. I had taken lots of pills and stuff, 
but the needle is like crossing a line. I had been 
doing Quaaludes, valiums, and speed since age 
thirteen, but I crossed the line into intravenous 
drugs at age þfteen.

At that point, the drug thing was really on. 
I did it all: cocaine, tulenol, seconal, morphine, 
Demerol, delaudid, heroin, meth-amphetamine, 
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acid, and mushrooms. I smoked Sherman, cigars 
dipped in formaldehyde. I did it all. I continuously 
smoked marijuana. I didnõt even count smoking 
pot as getting high. I smoked pot like most people 
smoked cigarettes. I smoked it all day, everyday. 
I wasnõt completely dressed if I didnõt have at 
least a half an ounce of pot on me.

I was a dealer, a walking drug store. If I didnõt 
have it, I could get it fast. I started out selling weed 
stolen from my dad, then began ordering speed out 
of the trucker magazines. You could buy 1000 hits 
of caffeine for $20; they looked just like black 
mollies. I would sell them for one dollar each. I 
sold LSD, pot, Quaaludes, cocaine, everything.

I remember selling some Roach 2õs to some 
kids in high school. It was a powerful drug that 
was used by the guerrillas in El Salvador during 
war. It works as both an upper and a downer: with 
adrenaline ÿowing itõs an upper, otherwise itõs a 
downer. It was to be broken into quarters. I told 
those kids that, but they didnõt listen. They each 
took an entire hit. It really tore them up. At lunch, 
they couldnõt even hit their mouth with a chicken 
leg. I was worried. Luckily, they were too wasted 
to tell the principal where they had gotten it. It 
was a close call; I had plenty of it on me.

During those years, I sold drugs that I couldnõt 
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even pronounce. I learned the name of some of 
those drugs from the police and the judges. I was 
really out there. What happened? I wasnõt born 
a dealer, a drug addict, or smuggler. I was born a 
baby, but through situations in life, I had gradually 
become these things.

My life was a mess. One time, I went to 
Pensacola, Florida, on a chartered airplane with 
a friendõs dad. We tore the town down. Coming 
back, he and I were both broke. We rode home, 
from Pensacola to Baton Rouge, in a taxi cab. 
Another time, I ÿew to Los Angeles, partied on 
the beach, and ÿew back the same day, a trip of 
less than 24 hours. I was a real knucklehead.

During high school, there were plenty of times 
that I stayed up all night shooting dope. I would 
get my buddies, dopers who were 35 to 40 years 
old, to drop me off the next morning at school. 
It made school rough. I would go there high and 
looking bad: no sleep, bath, or clean clothes. 
Everyone knew. During second hour, I would be 
coming down, òJonesing,ó and would fall asleep 
in class. It was bad. Then, after school, we had 
football practice. How did I make it?

My football coach really liked me; I was 
good. I scored 26 touchdowns in one season. I 
would score two or three touchdowns during the 
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þrst half, then they would sit me on the bench 
during the second half to keep from running up 
the score. They gave my dad a trophy for bringing 
me to practice. I lettered every year that I played. 
If it werenõt for drugs, I could have really gone 
somewhere in football. I was out my sophomore 
year with òcar-wreckó elbow, the Mazda wreck. 
I came back my junior year, but the drugs were 
really bringing me down. Everyone knew it; the 
football coach would check my arm for needle 
tracks at practice. I was bad news.

I missed 60 days straight during my senior 
year; I didnõt even attempt football. I would 
rather do drugs than play ball. Drugs were my 
life. I missed many days of school out partying. 
My uncle, a medical doctor, wrote me a doctorõs 
excuse for two months. That excuse was vital to 
my graduation. All in all, I must have missed 80 
days of school my senior year.

It was during my senior year that I got busted 
with my first felony conviction. A so-called 
friend of mine ratted on me. He set me up. I sold 
some valium, marijuana, and cocaine to several 
undercover narcotics agents, and they busted me. 
The judge allowed me to þnish my senior year 
before requiring me to serve out my sentence.

I was seventeen and my attitude deteriorated 

58                                                                                    Miracle at Large



from its normal lousy state. I was looking at jail 
time at graduation, and it really had me bummed 
out. I went crazy with the drugs. Right after 
graduation, I pulled up 300 units of morphine in 
a rig and rammed it home. It was three times the 
dosage I normally did. It was my þrst overdose - 
the þrst OD, I just went out, thatõs all I remember. 
When I came back, I started looking for another 
hit. I didnõt care; I was looking at jail time.

Soon after graduation, I went to jail. They 
put me in the same cell with the guy that had set 
me up, and we fought. I nearly beat him half to 
death before they could break us up. It didnõt help 
matters at all. I was moved to a cell by myself. 
During my jail term, there were very few visitors. 
Where were all of my buddies now? My aunt 
from Texas, who had been praying several years 
for me, sent me a Bible. I never even opened it. 
Jesus was far from my mind.

My dad died while I was in prison. He was 
44 years old. I had served over eight months, so 
they reduced my sentence to time served and let 
me out to attend the funeral. I went to the funeral, 
and then it was back to the drugs.

I was a junky, a bad junky. I wouldnõt sit down 
with less than an eight ball of cocaine. Less than 
that wouldnõt be worth coming down over. I was 
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the type of junky that would take a big hit of 
free-based cocaine, hold it, then stick a needle in 
my arm at the same time. I would do drugs until 
either someone went to the hospital or we ran out. 
I was a fool, a nut.

At eighteen, I picked up a 28 gram rock in 
Houston. A buddy and I stayed in the bathroom for 
three days shooting it. We broke out the big spoon. 
That was some powerful coke. On the third day, 
they took my buddy to the hospital. He had been 
straining so hard that he developed a strangulated 
hernia. He lost a testicle. I never left the bathroom. 
I kept on shooting it, alone now.

That afternoon, another friend stopped by. He 
was a Vietnam veteran who was once hooked on 
11 grams of heroin per day. I loaded the big spoon 
up with cocaine, then drew up 70 units. It was pure 
yellow cocaine. I offered it to my buddy. I told 
him that it was the best hit that anyone had ever 
offered him, or ever would. He started shaking, 
but managed to turn it down. So I did it. I did the 
whole spoon. It was my second overdose. I just 
went out. Thatõs all I remember about it. When I 
woke up, my chest was pounding and my mouth 
was bleeding. I wanted another hit.

òNo way man!ó my wife cried. òYou just 
nearly died!ó They had kept me from swallowing 
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my tongue. I was a very sick man.

While sitting in the cell looking back over my 
life, I realized that it was simply a miracle that I 
was even alive. There was no other explanation. 
I had been through so much: I had overdosed 
three times, taken lots of drugs, come close to 
death many times, and had stared down the wrong 
end of several guns. I had even been kidnapped. 
Surely my being alive was a miracle.
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Drugs and Guns
Artie was an ornery, tough guy. We had fought 

once before. We had been doing mandrax. He had 
gotten mad, had grabbed a crescent wrench, and 
had beaten me in the head with it. I had grabbed 
him around the neck and wouldnõt let go. The 
blood had poured from the back of my head. 
When he þnally quit hitting me, I ran home to 
get a gun. It was a 1/2 mile journey through the 
woods. I made it quick, I wanted revenge, bad.

I made it home, but Jeannie wouldnõt let me 
have the gun. She had it hidden. I searched the 
house, but was unable to þnd it, so I grabbed a 
stick and headed back toward Artieõs house. It 
was dark now. I ran through the woods. My body 
was extremely weak from a combination of the 
mandrax, alcohol, and blood loss.

When I got there, the cops were everywhere. 
Artieõs wife had called the police. I waited in 
the woods for a minute, but they didnõt leave. 
I couldnõt attack him with the police there, so 
I walked back home. Jeannie was worried; my 
head was still bleeding. I had lost about a pint of 



blood. Jeannie insisted that I go to the hospital. 
I was dizzy. I knew she was right, so we went. 
The nurses wanted to take a urine specimen, 
but I refused. I was wasted, and they knew it. 
They wouldnõt admit me.We went to two other 
hospitals, but I wouldnõt cooperate there either. 
Finally, Jeannie gave up, and we went back home. 
I was a hardheaded dude -both þguratively and 
literally. Later, Artie and I made up; after all, we 
had only been playing.

Several years later, Mike, one of my 
smuggling buddies, came by my house with an 
eight ball of cocaine. He asked me a silly question, 
òYou wanna do some coke?ó

òSure! What you got?ó

He told me that it was a good eight ball, 
31/2 grams. I suggested that we go over to my 
brotherõs trailer; nobody would be there. Looking 
back on it, I think that Mike was there to set me 
up. Something was really strange about the 
whole thing, the way it went down. Mike was 
in trouble with the law, and after that night he 
did some òfunnyó things. Anyway, we went to 
my brotherõs house and broke out a rig. An eight 
ball was enough to last me about an hour. We 
got high.

I didnõt know it right then, but the house was 
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surrounded by a surveillance team. Iõm sure that 
they had come there to bust me with his coke. 
They must have been planning to bust the door 
down and catch me with it, but they waited too 
long. I had already þnished it. It was all gone. 
After doing the coke, Artie showed up. We 
continued to party.

Itõs hard to say what set Artie off that night, 
but something did. We started yelling at each 
other, and soon the þsts were ÿying again. We 
fought from the living room to the front yard. We 
fought down the driveway. He was really mad; 
I didnõt realize how mad. He went to his car and 
donned a holster belt and pistol.

I could hear him screaming something about 
killing me. He got in his car. I stood in the 
driveway, pointed my þnger at him, and yelled, 
òYou big sissy, put your gun up. I wonõt hurt 
you.ó He yelled something, so I walked over to 
his car.

We werenõt playing this time. He picked up 
a shotgun, aimed it at my chest, and pulled the 
trigger. Click. It didnõt go off. Immediately, he 
drew for the pistol, and it did go off. He shot 
himself in the leg. It was quite a moment. Thatõs 
when I saw the surveillance police. They dashed 
up from the woods with their guns pulled. They 
startled me as much as the gun shot did. Artie was 
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rolling around on the ground in obvious pain.

One of the cops picked up the shotgun and 
ejected the shell. He yelled out to a buddy, òHey, 
come look at this!ó

òWhat?ó

òThis shotgun. The þring pin hit the shell. Itõs 
a miracle that it didnõt go off!ó

Yes, it was truly a miracle that I lived through 
that night.

Iõve really dealt  a bunch of pot over the years. 
Mexican guerrillas were always hanging around my 
house. They were expendable people, dopers that the 
big-timers had left to watch us, the ones with their 
fronted dope. Nobody cared whether these guys got 
busted or not. Most of them didnõt care either. I guess 
none of us did. The police knew we were dealing; it 
was just a matter of time until they would bust us.

I remember going up to Indiana one winter. 
Some of the Mexicans hanging around my house 
had a connection up there who had more pot than 
he could sell. They asked me to go up there, get 
some of it, and bring it back here to sell on a front. 
So I did. I stole my motherõs car and headed north. 
I headed out of Louisiana at midnight wearing short 
pants and a pair of ÿip ÿops. I hit the þrst snow 
of the year in Illinois. The roads were iced over. I 
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pulled into a self-service gas station and skidded 
up to the pumps. It was well below zero. I jumped 
out of the car, wearing shorts and ÿip ÿops, to þll 
up. Everyone was wearing gloves and parkas. They 
stared as if to say, òWho is this nut?ó

I picked up the thirty pounds in Indiana and 
returned home. It turned out to be a bad deal; the 
Mexicans wanted too much for it. They ticked 
me off, so I stole it. I hid the whole lot under my 
motherõs house. Now they were ticked off. They 
confronted me, òWhereõs our pot?ó

òHow should I know? I thought yaõll put it 
in the barn!ó

They thought that I had it but couldnõt be 
sure. They were mad; they wanted their pot. I 
continued to lie -theyõd never get the truth out of 
me. Finally, they began a diligent search. That pot 
was worth $30,000 and they were determined to 
þnd it. They looked everywhere.

Later that day, the sky darkened, and thenrain 
poured. I was afraid that the weed was going to 
get wet; a stream of rainwater was ÿowing under 
the house. The Mexicans were still searching, so 
I had to hurry. The weed had to come out from 
underneath the house. I laid some newspaper 
down in the attic, then hurried the pot up there. 
Mom asked what I was doing. I threw her a 
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pound. òDonõt worry about it! Just keep your 
mouth shut!ó The pot was soaked. Water began 
dripping through the kitchen ceiling, and Momõs 
boyfriend wanted to know what was going on.

òGeorge,ó I explained, òstay out of the attic! Iõve 
got some weed up there. Itõs wet. Iõm letting it dry 
out. Just keep your mouth shut! The Mexicans are 
looking for it and if they þnd it, weõre all dead!ó

George freaked out. He got a hammer and nailed 
all of the windows in the house shut. We were all 
afraid, with good reason. The Mexicans had called 
in some hired killers. They wanted their money. 
They threatened me at gun point; they threatened 
my family. They made it perfectly clear, òWe want 
the money! The money! The money! The money! 
Youõre all dead if we donõt get the money!ó

òI donõt have your dope or your money!ó I 
pleaded.

They werenõt satisþed. òBorrow it!ó they 
demanded.

They escorted my cousin and me to the local 
bank. We tried to take out a loan, but were turned 
down. Luckily, the Mexicans were satisþed that 
we had tried. They decided to let us live. We were 
instructed that this was never to happen again. 
Ever! I left that dope in the attic for a long time. 
It was a close call! 
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Kidnapped
By the age of þfteen, the dealing was on, 

wide open. It took plenty of money to support my 
habit. I was a full-ÿedged dealer-growing, selling, 
and smuggling pot. Normally, I only smuggled 
marijuana, thinking that the sentence would be 
easier if I got busted. I occasionally smuggled 
Roche-2õs and pasadrene, Mexican valium.

I went to Florida, Texas, and Mexico. I was 
always going somewhere. Florida and Texas were 
easy, as drug smuggling goes, but Mexico was a 
totally different animal; youõre no longer under 
United States jurisdiction. You can be killed in 
Mexico, and no one back home would ever know. 
And if you wind up in Mexican prison, well thatõs 
really bad. Youõll need family to bring you food, 
or youõll go hungry.

Iõve smuggled with many different people, 
both friends and relatives. Iõve smuggled with 
the best. Weõve done it many different ways. 
Sometimes, weõd swim bails across the Rio 
Grande River at night. Weõd wrap the bails in 
plastic and have Mexicans swim them across. 



Theyõd have a bail under each arm. Other times, 
weõd rent a U-haul truck and drive six or seven 
hundred pounds of pot across the border. You 
could make a ton of money, $300 per pound, 
but; it was highly risky. Weõd wait for a storm, 
a flooding rain, then just drive through. The 
adrenaline would really be going. We would sell 
large quantities in Texas, right over the border.õ 
We had money running out of our ears.

We usually dealt directly with the Mexican 
police. They would smuggle it for us. Weõd go 
into Mexico, meet with them, examine the pot, 
and then return to Texas. They would load it 
on large produce trucks and drive it across the 
border. Weõd take possession in Texas, then 
return to Louisiana to sell it. They would send 
a guerrilla with us to protect their interest, the 
fronted dope. Iõve been into Mexico many times, 
but always preferred partying in McAllen, Texas 
while someone else drove across the border.

The method of smuggling always depended 
upon whom you were dealing with and the 
connections they had. There were many different 
ways of doing it. Iõd normally bring 100 pounds 
back to Louisiana, sell it over a period of about 
10 days, then go back. I primarily bought cocaine 
in Texas or Florida, and sometimes Louisiana. We 
were big-time. Iõd make $10,000 in 10 days.
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Smuggling is like playing with a rattlesnake. 
The question is not whether or not heõll bite, 
but when. Thereõs a certain rush that goes with 
smuggling; Iõd get that rush just thinking about 
it. Itõs probably similar to the rush that a gambler 
gets at a casino. Itõs a demonic thing.

I stored pounds of weed in the attic of my 
parentõs home. Youõd never catch me without 
pot. During the òDay of Rock and Rolló concert, 
I rolled a quarter pound of weed into one joint 
and took it to the Super Dome. A security guard 
searched my football satchel at the gate. He put 
his hands right on that big joint. I was tense. I 
was prepared to hit him in the mouth and run. He 
knew it. He let us go.

We went to our seats with that big doobie. I 
cut a coke can in half and shoved it up on one 
end for a mouthpiece. It took 17 lighters to light 
it. We passed it around, and everybody got high. 
I was the center of attention, the guy with the big 
joint. I was always blowing money like that, either 
mine or someone elseõs.

My cousin, Danny, and I had set up shop 
in Covington. We had been working with two 
Mexicans, Peppie and Louis, for a long time and 
were doing well. We had sold a lot of pot for them, 
and they were beginning to trust us. One time they 
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brought in a 150 pound lot, some good dope. They 
needed to get back to Mexico, so they left us with 
the 150 pounds on a front; there was no sitter. That 
pot was worth a bundle, a 150 grand.

They were gone nearly three weeks, a long 
time for us to be left alone. We sold most of 
the pot, but we didnõt have the money. We had 
blown it doing drugs, drinking expensive liquor, 
and eating expensive meals. We had free-based 
a bunch of coke. We were short, forty thousand 
dollars short.

One morning Peppie and Louis showed up. 
They wanted their money, all of it. We had a good 
story prepared for them: òGuys, we got busted. 
Dustyõs dad found 40 pounds and burned it. There 
was nothing we could do!ó

They were hot, òYou lie! You lie! You lie! You 
do cocaine! You free-base all our money!ó They 
pulled their guns, òLetõs go! Letõs go! Come now! 
Get in car! We take a little ride!ó

They drove us across the Causeway. òHa! Ha! 
Ha! You crab bait!ó

I knew they were serious. They had kidnapped 
us and were surely going to kill us. We were 
petriþed. I just knew that they were going to 
stop any minute, shoot us, and throw our bodies 
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over the side of the bridge. My mind was racing. 
What can I do? I had to say something. òPeppie,ó 
I nervously mumbled. òWe didnõt free-base your 
money. We told you the truth. Iõm serious!ó

òRight! You dead, crab bait!ó

òWeõre no good to you dead! Look, if you 
let us live, we can make you some money, big 
money!ó

òSure dead man.ó

òLook Peppie, I know a guy that makes crystal 
meth. Heõs got a lab and everything.ó

òWhere?ó he asked.

òWest Feliciana! I can hook you up with him! 
With your connections, you could make some big 
money!ó I knew this would be enticing to Peppie. 
It had to be. It was our only chance.

òHow you know this guy?ó he questioned.

òHeõs an old friend. We go way back. I 
know him well. Heõs been looking to move!ó I 
pleaded.

òOK! We make deal! Get your guy. Move lab 
Denver, Colorado. One more thing. You move it! 
Personally! Things go smoothly, you live. If not, 
crab bait!ó
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I knew two guys that had a methamphetamine 
lab in West Feliciana. They had recently blown 
up a house making the stuff, and the heat was 
really on them, big time. I felt conþdent that they 
would go for this deal; they needed to move. It 
would work great for them. After all, I was the 
one that was going to have to smuggle the lab to 
Denver.

Peppie and Louis called in Pete, a hired killer 
from Mexico. He was hired to make sure that 
Danny and I moved the lab. I hooked Peppie 
and Louis up with the guys in West Feliciana. 
Fortunately, they went for it. We made the deal, 
it was all set. The only thing left to do was to 
smuggle that lab to Denver.

Pete was a nervous little guy who seemed to 
enjoy his work. He was constantly waiving his 
gun around. He made me nervous-he made us 
all nervous.

I explained to him how I felt, òPete, if anyone 
winds up missing around here, itõs gonna be me 
and you. You need to understand that. Iõm not 
playing. Mess up and youõll never make it out 
of these woods. Weõre gonna keep our end of 
the deal with Peppie and Louis, so you keep that 
pistol holstered. Understand!ó

74                                                                                    Miracle at Large

Pete just laughed, òIõve got a 55 gallon drum 
of hydrochloric acid. Your bones will be gone in 
3 days.ó

I laughed. He had understood me; that was 
easy to see. Peppie had warned him about me. 
I was nobody to play with, and he knew it. We 
didnõt have any trouble out of him.

The big day þnally came. It was time to move 
the lab. We disassembled it, put it in two cars, and 
headed out. It was a nasty thing: the magnesium 
stirrers, the SAPA metha-ketone chemicals, the 
two way ÿasks, and a lot of other smelly stuff. 
It stunk bad, but at least we had escaped the 
òcrab baitó scene. It was a long trip from south 
Louisiana to Denver, Colorado, a two day trip. 
Pete led the way, and Danny and I followed with 
the lab. We were each in a separate vehicle. Pete 
had instructed us to stay behind him so we did.

It was a smooth trip. The only close call 
was in Kansas. We were on a long, straight, ÿat 
highway. You could literally see for miles. Up 
ahead, I could see the blue lights. Oh no, itõs a 
road block. I was terribly frightened. I knew that 
Pete would kill anybody that got in our way. It 
wasñnauseating. What can I do? How can I stop 
him? The tension was really building up inside 
me. As we got closer I could tell that it wasnõt 

Kidnapped                                                                                              75



a road block; oh thank goodness, it was only a 
stalled vehicle.

Denver was a pleasant sight. We had made it 
and were going to live. We delivered the lab to 
Louis and Peppie, but they didnõt let us go. We 
had to hang around as collateral to make sure 
that everything worked out between them and 
our guy. It took three weeks to get the lab up and 
running. We worked with their chemist, and Pete 
hung around to keep an eye on us. Finally, after 
about a month, they let us go.
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Prisoner Set Free
But now it was June 1987, and I was a jailed drug 

dealer. I had been back to magistrate court and they 
had scheduled my court appearance for late October. 
I was living in a cell block, lockdown. There was 
no way out, no chance of escape. The sheriff had 
instructed the jailers that I wasnõt to leave the cell 
without handcuffs and leg irons. Occasionally, theyõd 
let us go outside to play basketball. Itõs a tough game 
in handcuffs; itõs tough to run in leg irons.

One day while sitting in my cell, thinking 
back over the past, Ofþcer James came in to see 
me. He was the jailer on duty during my escape. I 
knew that heõd really been through the ringer over 
that. How could he even stand to see me?

He told me that he just wanted to deliver 
something that my mother had dropped off. It 
was the big Catholic Bible that my aunt had sent 
me during my þrst jail term. It was dusty; I had 
never opened it. Ofþcer James told me that I 
should read it. He ministered to me and told me 
that I needed Jesus.

I was facing a life term in prison. It was frightening, 
but Ofþcer James encouraged me. òRicky, youõll 










































