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Preface
There are stories that entertain, stories that inspire, and stories that forever remind us of the 
immeasurable grace of God. The Preacher with a Past: From Prison to Pastor is one of those stories.

From Genesis to Revelation, the Bible is filled with men and women whose lives were radically 
transformed by the power of God. Moses was a murderer before he became Israel's deliverer. David 
was an adulterer and a man guilty of bloodshed before he was called a man after God's own heart. The 
Apostle Paul persecuted Christians and approved of their deaths before Christ made him the greatest 
missionary the world has ever known. Their pasts did not define them. God's grace did.

This novel is built upon that same biblical truth.

Although the characters and many of the events in this story are fictional, the message is absolutely 
true: no one is beyond the saving grace of Jesus Christ. There is no prison so secure that God cannot 
enter it. There is no heart so hardened that the Holy Spirit cannot soften it. There is no sinner so guilty 
that the blood of Jesus Christ cannot cleanse completely.

Rodney Noblit begins his journey as a violent criminal whose life has been shaped by hatred, crime, 
and poor choices. His prison sentence seems like the end of his story, but in reality it is only the 
beginning. Behind steel bars and concrete walls, where hope seems impossible to find, God sends a 
faithful prison chaplain named Jerry Gatchell to share the greatest message ever proclaimed—the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ.

What follows is not merely a change in behavior but a complete transformation of the heart. Rodney 
discovers that true freedom is not found when prison gates swing open, but when Christ breaks the 
chains of sin. The same man once feared for his violence becomes known for his compassion. The man 
who once destroyed lives begins leading others to eternal life. The convicted felon becomes a faithful 
preacher of the Gospel.

As you read these pages, you will encounter scenes of violence, sorrow, regret, temptation, and 
suffering. They serve as reminders of the devastating consequences of sin. But they also magnify the 
even greater power of God's mercy. Darkness only makes the light shine brighter, and the depths of 
human failure reveal the limitless heights of divine grace.

My prayer is that this novel will encourage believers to rejoice in the transforming power of the Gospel 
and challenge unbelievers to consider the hope that can only be found in Jesus Christ. Perhaps you have 
made mistakes you believe can never be forgiven. Perhaps you carry regrets that weigh heavily upon 
your soul. Perhaps you feel imprisoned by guilt, addiction, anger, or shame.

If so, this story is for you.



The message of Scripture remains as powerful today as it was two thousand years ago:

"Where sin abounded, grace did much more abound." (Romans 5:20)

No past is too dark.

No sin is too great.

No life is beyond redemption.

Jesus Christ is still saving sinners, changing hearts, restoring broken lives, and calling redeemed men 
and women into His service. He is still making new creations out of those the world has written off as 
hopeless.

May Rodney Noblit's journey remind you that while sin writes a tragic beginning, God's grace is able 
to write a glorious ending.

To God alone be the glory.

— Dr. Paul Crawford

Prologue
The Cell

The steel door slammed shut with a deafening clang that echoed down the concrete corridor.

Rodney Noblit didn't even flinch.

After seven years inside these walls, the sound had become as familiar as his own heartbeat.

He sat alone on the edge of his narrow bunk, his back against the cold cinderblock wall. The prison-
issued blanket was stained and worn. The thin mattress did little to soften the steel beneath it. A single 
dim light flickered overhead, casting long shadows across the tiny cell.

Outside, voices shouted from every direction.

Someone screamed.

A fight had broken out on the cellblock.

Again.

Rodney closed his eyes.

Once, he had been the man everyone feared.

Before prison, his reputation carried weight on the streets. His name was spoken with equal parts 
respect and terror. He had money. He had power. He had men willing to do whatever he ordered.

Now...

He was Inmate #471826.



A number.

Nothing more.

The gangs hated him because he refused to pledge allegiance to any of them. The guards watched him 
because violence seemed to follow wherever he went. Even the other inmates kept their distance.

Every day someone tested him.

Every day someone wanted him dead.

His knuckles still bled from the fight that afternoon.

Three men.

One homemade knife.

One fractured rib.

He had survived—but barely.

Rodney leaned forward, resting his bruised forehead against clasped hands.

"What have I become?"

The question escaped as little more than a whisper.

For years he had blamed everyone else.

His father.

The streets.

His friends.

The courts.

The police.

The judge.

Bad luck.

But deep inside, he knew the truth.

Every decision that had led him here had been his own.

Every robbery.

Every beating.

Every lie.

Every life he had damaged.

Every choice had become another link in the chain that now held him captive.

The weight of guilt settled upon him more heavily than the prison walls themselves.



He had no family left to visit.

No friends who still cared.

No future waiting beyond the razor wire.

Only regret.

A distant voice interrupted his thoughts.

"Chaplain's making his rounds."

Rodney rolled his eyes.

The prison chaplain again.

Every week the same man walked these halls carrying nothing but a worn leather Bible and an 
impossible amount of hope.

Rodney had ignored him.

Mocked him.

Laughed at him.

More than once he had told the chaplain never to come back.

Yet somehow...

He always returned.

Rodney couldn't understand it.

Why would anyone willingly walk into a place filled with murderers, thieves, gang members, and 
broken men?

Why would anyone care?

The footsteps grew closer.

Slow.

Steady.

Unhurried.

They stopped outside Rodney's cell.

For a moment there was only silence.

Then came a calm, familiar voice.

"Good evening, Rodney."

Rodney didn't answer.

"I've been praying for you."



Still nothing.

The chaplain waited.

"I know you're hurting."

Rodney clenched his fists.

"You don't know anything about me."

"No," the chaplain replied gently.

"But I know someone who does."

Rodney slowly lifted his head.

Standing outside the bars was Chaplain Jerry Gatchell.

In one hand he held a weathered Bible.

In the other, nothing at all.

No fear.

No anger.

No condemnation.

Only compassion.

Rodney stared at the man through swollen eyes.

He had seen hundreds of faces since entering prison.

Faces full of hatred.

Suspicion.

Violence.

Greed.

But he had never seen a face quite like this one.

For the first time in years...

Someone looked at him not as a criminal.

Not as a prisoner.

Not as a lost cause.

But as a man.

Rodney didn't know it yet, but this brief conversation outside a steel prison cell would become the 
turning point of his life.

The chains that bound his body would remain for years.



The chains around his soul...

Were about to be broken forever.

And it all began with the words found in an old, worn Bible.

"Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." — Matthew 11:28

You can't always choose where your story begins, but by the grace of God, you can choose how it ends. 
Rodney Noblit's journey from prisoner to pastor is about to begin.

Part One: The Prisoner (Chapters 1–15)
The rise, fall, and darkest years of Rodney Noblit.

CHAPTER ONE
Born Into Darkness

“Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my mother conceive me.”

— Psalm 51:5 (KJV)

Rodney Noblit came into the world on a night when the rain fell so hard against the tin 

roof of the trailer that the neighbors two lots down said later they never heard him cry. Maybe 

he didn't. Maybe, even then, something in him already understood there was no one close 

enough to come running.

The trailer sat on a half acre of red Alabama clay off Route 9, where the kudzu swallowed 

fence posts whole and the nearest streetlight was three miles up the road. Wanda Noblit was  

seventeen when she had him, a girl who still bit her fingernails and kept a stuffed rabbit under  

her pillow long after there was a baby sleeping in a dresser drawer beside her bed because  

there was no crib and no money for one. The father, if a man like Earl Crandall deserved the 

word, was twenty-four, already three years into a habit of Jim Beam and a temper that came 

on like weather — no warning, no mercy, and gone as fast as it came, leaving wreckage behind 

it every time.

There is a verse that says the sins of the fathers are visited upon the children, and if anyone 

had  asked  Wanda  Noblit  what  that  meant,  she  could  have  shown  them.  She  could  have 

opened her mouth and shown them the tooth Earl knocked loose the week before Rodney was 

born. She never went looking for that verse in an actual Bible, though there was one in the  



house — a swollen, water-stained King James that had belonged to her own grandmother,  

shoved in a box of curtains in the back of the closet, its pages never turned.

“For I the LORD thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the  

children unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me.” Exodus 20:5 sat folded 

up in that closet for the first six years of Rodney's life, sealed away like something dangerous, 

while the iniquity it spoke of walked around loose in that trailer on two legs, wearing steel-

toed boots.

Rodney's first memory, the one that never left him no matter how many years and how 

many miles he put between himself and that clay road, was the sound. Not a word, not a face, 

not even pain exactly — just sound. Glass breaking against a wall. His mother's voice going 

high and then suddenly, terribly quiet. A door slamming so hard the single window in his 

room rattled loose in its frame and stayed that way, a permanent draft blowing across his bed 

every winter after that, because nobody ever had the money or the will to fix it.

He was three years old. He would spend the rest of his life certain he remembered it, and 

maybe he did, or maybe by the time he was thirty-eight years old and telling the story to a 

man in a prison uniform two bunks down, the memory had simply become the shape of every 

night that came after it, poured into the mold of the first one until they were all the same  

night, over and over, for years.

Poverty  in  that  house  was  not  a  season.  It  was  the  weather  itself,  always  present, 

sometimes worse, never absent. There were nights Wanda boiled water with nothing in it and 

served it in bowls so that Rodney and his younger sister Dixie would stop asking when supper 

was coming, because a bowl of hot water in front of a hungry child bought forty-five minutes 

of hope before the disappointment set back in. There were months the electric got cut and 

Wanda ran an extension cord from a cousin's trailer two lots over, praying every night that 

nobody would notice and put a stop to it. There was a particular kind of cold that lived in the 

walls of that trailer in January, a cold that got into a boy's bones and never entirely left, so  

that even years later, in a warm house of his own, Rodney would wake in the night shivering 

from a chill that wasn't in the room at all.

“The poor useth entreaties; but the rich answereth roughly.” Proverbs 18:23 might as well 

have been written about Earl Crandall, who answered roughly no matter who was asking or 

what they asked for. He worked when he worked — hauling scrap, running a chainsaw for a  

logging outfit three counties over, unloading trucks at the feed store until he mouthed off to  

the owner and got himself fired again. He drank what he made before Wanda ever saw a 

dollar of it, and what temper the whiskey didn't burn off in him during the day, it lit on fire 

come night.

Rodney learned early to read a room the way other children learned to read picture books. 

He learned the sound of his father's truck in the gravel drive, and whether the engine cut off  



clean or whether it idled too long before the door slammed, because that told him something 

about the night ahead. He learned that Earl's voice had a register just below shouting that was  

more dangerous than the shouting itself, a low flat mean that meant somebody in that trailer 

was about to get hurt. He learned to get Dixie under the bed before it started, to press his  

hand over her mouth if she started to cry, because a crying child was gasoline on a fire that 

was already burning.

“A soft answer turneth away wrath: but grievous words stir up anger.” Proverbs 15:1 was 

a verse Rodney would not hear preached until he was a grown man in a prison chapel with a 

steel door locked behind him, but he had lived its opposite every day of his childhood — the  

grievous word, the slammed door, the wrath that no softness on earth seemed able to turn 

away, not his mother's pleading, not his own small body placed between his father's fists and 

whatever he was aiming at.

He was six the first time Earl turned on him instead of Wanda. It was a Tuesday — Rodney 

remembered that detail  the way people remember strange, useless things about the worst 

moments of their lives — because Tuesday was the day the church van used to come around 

the trailer park, driven by a heavyset deacon named Mr. Purvis who handed out flyers for 

Vacation Bible School and sometimes a paper sack of peanut butter crackers to any child who 

looked hungry enough. Rodney had one of those crackers in his pocket that Tuesday, saving it 

for later, when Earl came through the door already unsteady, already looking for a reason.

The reason turned out to be a toy truck left in the middle of the floor. Rodney never fully 

understood, then or later, how a plastic truck could summon that much rage out of a grown 

man, but it did, and by the time it was over there was a red welt rising across Rodney's back  

that would not fully fade for two weeks, and Wanda was on her knees in the kitchen with her 

arms wrapped around him, rocking back and forth, whispering the only prayer she seemed to 

know by heart: “Lord, please. Lord, please. Lord, please.”

Nobody came. Not that night. Rodney lay awake in the dark afterward, the crushed peanut 

butter cracker still in his pocket, and he did not pray, because six-year-old boys in that trailer 

had already learned that prayer was something other people's mothers did, in other people's 

houses, where it seemed to work.

“The LORD is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart; and saveth such as be of a  

contrite spirit.” Psalm 34:18 was true, though Rodney would not know it was true for another 

thirty years. That night it  felt like the emptiest sentence in the world,  if  he had known it  

existed at all.

There was one person in Rodney's early life who did pray, and prayed like she meant it,  

and that was his mother's mother, a widow named Ada Suggins who lived eleven miles away 

in a clapboard house with a garden out back and a hand-crank radio she kept tuned most 

Sunday mornings to a preacher out of Birmingham. Grandma Ada was the only soft place in 



Rodney's childhood, the only house he ever walked into that didn't make his shoulders climb 

up around his ears the second he crossed the threshold.

She fed him biscuits with real butter and sorghum syrup, and she sat him on her lap on the  

porch swing some Saturday afternoons and read to him out of that same old King James Bible  

— not the one in Wanda's closet, but her own, worn soft at the corners, held together in places  

with tape gone yellow with age. She read him the story of Joseph and his brothers, how they  

threw him in a pit and sold him into slavery, and how years later Joseph told them, “But as 

for you, ye thought evil against me; but God meant it unto good.” Genesis 50:20. She read 

him about David, a shepherd boy nobody thought much of, who grew up to be a king. She read 

him Psalm 27, and Rodney would remember one line from it his whole life even when he'd  

forgotten he'd ever heard it: “When my father and my mother forsake me, then the LORD will 

take me up.”

“Your daddy's got a sickness, baby,” Grandma Ada told him once, smoothing his hair back 

from his forehead while he lay with his head in her lap. “It ain't you. You hear me? It ain't  

never been you. But there's a Man who loves you more than your daddy ever could, and He 

ain't  never gonna leave you nor forsake you.  That's  a promise,  Rodney.  That's  God's own 

promise.”

Hebrews 13:5 says it plain: “I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.” Rodney held onto 

those words the way a drowning boy holds onto a plank of wood, not because he understood 

the theology behind them, but because Grandma Ada's voice when she said them was the only  

voice in his life that had never once lied to him.

When Rodney was eight, a traveling revival pitched a canvas tent in the field behind the 

Piggly Wiggly for a week in July, and Grandma Ada took him to the Wednesday night service  

in her rattling Buick, the two of them singing along to a radio hymn the whole drive over.  

Rodney had never seen anything like it — folding chairs packed shoulder to shoulder under 

the canvas, a preacher in a damp white shirt pacing the plywood platform with a microphone 

cord trailing behind him like a tail, people crying and lifting their hands in the thick July heat.  

The preacher read from John, his voice climbing until it cracked:  “Ye must be born again.” 

John 3:7. Rodney did not understand what it meant to be born again, only that the words 

landed on him like something true, the way the smell of rain lands on dry ground before the 

storm even arrives.

At the altar call, Grandma Ada squeezed his hand and asked, so quiet only he could hear it, 

whether he wanted to go down front. Rodney remembered wanting to. He remembered his 

legs actually starting to move. And then he remembered the tent flap at the back swinging  

open, and Earl standing there in the gap, unsteady on his feet even at seven in the evening, 

hollering across the crowd that it  was time for Rodney to come home and do his chores, 

cussing loud enough that heads turned all through the tent, and the moment — whatever it  



had been, whatever door had been standing open in Rodney's eight-year-old chest — closed 

up as fast as it had opened. He walked out of that tent behind his father with his face burning 

hot with a shame he could not have named, and he never went back the next night, or the  

night after,  and by the following week the tent was folded up and trucked off  to the next  

county, and nobody who had shouted amen under that canvas ever came looking for the boy 

who almost went down front and didn't.

“Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation.” 2 Corinthians 6:2. 

For Rodney Noblit, that particular now came and went like a train he watched pull out of the 

station while he stood frozen on the platform, and it would be twenty-six years before another 

one came through going the same direction.

That, too, would not last.

Rodney was nine when Grandma Ada's heart gave out in her sleep on a Thursday night in 

October, and the funeral was the last time Rodney set foot inside a church for nineteen years.  

He remembered almost nothing of the service except the smell of the lilies banked around the 

casket and the sound of Earl, drunk even at his mother-in-law's funeral, laughing too loud at  

something  in  the  parking  lot  afterward  while  Wanda  stood  alone  at  the  graveside  in  a 

borrowed black dress, weeping into a handkerchief that wasn't even hers.

With Grandma Ada gone,  the only soft  place in  Rodney's  world closed up like a  door 

slamming, and nobody came around after that with paper sacks of peanut butter crackers or 

promises that God would never forsake him. What came around instead was hunger, and cold, 

and a rotating cast of men who came through Wanda's life after she finally worked up the 

courage to put Earl out — men who were sometimes kinder than Earl and sometimes worse, 

but none of them stayed, and none of them were looking to be a father to another man's son.

Rodney learned the taste of broken promises the way other children learned multiplication 

tables — by repetition, until it was simply a fact of how the world worked. Earl promised to 

come to his ninth birthday and never showed. A caseworker named Miss Renfro, after the 

state got involved one bad winter, promised Rodney and Dixie that things were going to get  

better, that she'd check on them every week, and then Miss Renfro got transferred to another 

county and the woman who replaced her never once came out to the trailer at all.  A man 

named Dale who lived with Wanda for the better part of two years promised to teach Rodney 

to fish, promised to take him to a ballgame in Birmingham, promised a hundred small things 

a boy remembers with an aching, specific clarity, and delivered on none of them before he 

packed a duffel bag one morning and was simply gone.

The fishing trip with Dale was the one Rodney remembered longest, maybe because he had 

let himself believe in it more than the others. Dale had promised it on a Wednesday, said 

Saturday morning,  said he'd be by at  seven with his  boat trailer and two extra rods,  and 

Rodney had believed him so completely that he laid his clothes out the night before the way  



other children laid out clothes for the first day of school. He was up before six, sitting on the 

porch steps in the gray dark with an old coffee can of nightcrawlers he'd dug himself, watching 

the road for headlights.

Seven o'clock came and went. Then eight. By nine, Wanda came out and sat down beside 

him without a word, because she already knew, the way grown women in that trailer park 

always seemed to know a thing well before the child sitting next to them did. By noon Rodney 

was still on the steps, the nightcrawlers gone still and forgotten in their can beside him, the  

sun climbing high and hot over the tin roof, and some old, stubborn, hoping part of him kept 

insisting that if he just waited a little longer, the truck would still come.

It did not come at one. It did not come at four. When the light finally went orange and long 

across the yard and the mosquitoes came up out of the ditch grass, Wanda finally put her 

hand on the back of Rodney's neck and said, so quiet it was almost lost under the sound of the 

crickets starting up, “Come on in now, baby. It's gettin' dark.” Rodney did not cry. He had 

already, by eight years old, begun to understand that crying changed nothing about a road 

that stayed empty, and he picked up the coffee can of nightcrawlers and dumped them out in 

the yard on his way inside, because there was no sense keeping bait for a trip that was never 

coming.

“A faithful man shall abound with blessings: but he that maketh haste to be rich shall not  

be innocent.” Proverbs 28:20 was not a verse Rodney knew, but the first half of it named a 

kind of man he had simply never met in the flesh — not Earl, not Dale, not the string of others  

who came after — and its absence from his life taught him a lesson opposite to the one it  

intended. If faithfulness was this rare, this unreachable, a boy could be forgiven for deciding it 

wasn't  worth waiting on,  and deciding instead to depend on nothing and no one but the  

hardness he was already building brick by brick around whatever soft thing was left inside 

him.

“Hope deferred maketh the heart sick.” Proverbs 13:12 could have been carved over the 

door of that trailer. Rodney's heart did not merely grow sick on a diet of deferred hope — it 

grew calloused, the way a bare foot grows calloused walking too many miles over rock and 

gravel, until eventually it can walk on almost anything and feel almost nothing.

By the time he was ten, Rodney had stopped crying when he got hit. He noticed this about 

himself the way a boy notices he's grown out of a pair of shoes — a plain fact, no particular  

feeling attached to it.  Earl  came back around that year,  sober for  a  stretch,  sweet-talking 

Wanda back into letting him stay, and it took less than a month for the old pattern to reassert  

itself, except now there was a new element to it. Now, when Earl raised his hand, some cold, 

still, watching part of Rodney would rise up out of the fear and simply observe, the way a man  

watches weather he can't do anything about. He learned to absorb a blow without flinching. 



He learned to set his jaw. He learned, without anyone teaching him the word for it, something 

that would later be called hardness, and he wore it like a coat against a cold that never let up.

“A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within you: and I will take  

away the stony heart out of your flesh, and I will give you an heart of flesh.” Ezekiel 36:26. 

Nobody spoke that verse over Rodney Noblit in those years. The stone was allowed to set,  

layer on layer, undisturbed, the way concrete cures hard in a form nobody thinks to break 

open.

School offered no better shelter. Rodney showed up most days in clothes a size too small or  

two sizes too big, handed down through cousins until the knees were thin as paper, and other 

children have a particular genius for locating exactly where a boy is weakest and putting their  

finger right on the bruise. They called him trailer trash. They called him things about his  

mother that Rodney was too young to fully understand and old enough to want to put a fist 

through a face for. By the fourth grade he had been suspended twice for fighting, and the 

second time, the assistant principal, a tired, decent man named Mr. Holloway who had seen a  

hundred boys like Rodney come through his office, sat him down and said the truest thing 

anybody in an official capacity ever said to him.

“Son, you keep on this road, and it's gonna end one of two ways. Either you're gonna end 

up dead before you're twenty-five, or you're gonna end up in a cell. I've seen it enough times to 

know. Somebody's got to tell you the truth, and it don't look like anybody at home is doing it,  

so I reckon it's gonna have to be me.”

Rodney did not answer him. He sat there with his ten-year-old jaw set exactly the way his  

father's jaw set right before the shouting started, and something in Mr. Holloway's face went 

sad and resigned, because he recognized that look,  too.  It  was the look of  a door already 

halfway shut.

“Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he will not depart from it.”  

Proverbs 22:6 is a verse often quoted as a promise, and it is a true one, but it is also, quietly, a  

warning, because the training a child receives is not always the training a well-meaning verse 

assumes. Rodney was being trained, thoroughly and consistently, in violence as the native 

language of love, in survival as the only virtue that mattered, in the conviction, driven into 

him blow by blow, that the world divided cleanly into those who hit and those who got hit, and 

that he had already decided, somewhere down in the ten-year-old marrow of his bones, which 

side of that line he intended to stand on.

There was a  night,  not  long after  the meeting with Mr.  Holloway,  that  Rodney would 

return to again and again in the years that followed, turning it over like a stone in his pocket, 

though he could never have said exactly why that particular night and not a hundred others 

just like it. Earl came home late, and drunk, and there had been words with a man at the bar,  



words that  had apparently cost  him some pride,  and pride lost  outside the home in Earl  

Crandall always came home to be recovered inside it.

Wanda took the worst of it that night. Rodney remembered standing in the hallway in his 

undershirt, eleven years old, Dixie's small hand gripping the back of his shirt so hard he could  

feel her fingernails through the fabric, and he remembered a decision arriving in him fully 

formed, with no deliberation at all, the way a stone drops. He was going to make his father  

stop.

He did not  succeed.  He was eleven years  old and Earl  Crandall  outweighed him by a 

hundred pounds, and what Rodney got for stepping into that kitchen was a blow that split his 

lip and sent him into the corner of the counter hard enough to crack a rib, though nobody took 

him to a doctor to confirm it  and it  simply ached for two months and then it  didn't.  But 

something else happened in that kitchen besides the beating. Wanda, bleeding from a cut  

above her eye,  got between Earl and her son for the first  time in years,  screaming words  

Rodney had never heard her use, and something in Earl — whether it was the whiskey finally 

running its course or some buried scrap of conscience surfacing for just long enough to matter 

— backed off. He walked out. He did not come back that night, or the next, or ever again in 

any way that counted.

Rodney lay on his bed afterward with a wet rag pressed to his split lip, and Dixie curled up 

asleep against his side, and for the first time in his memory, the trailer was quiet in a way that 

wasn't the held-breath quiet of waiting for the next blow, but something almost like peace. He 

did not know what to do with a silence like that. It felt foreign to him, the way a language  

sounds foreign the first time you hear it spoken, familiar syllables that somehow don't add up  

to meaning.

“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.” Psalm 30:5 is one of 

the most quoted verses in all of Scripture, a promise Christians cling to in every kind of grief, 

and it is true — but it was not yet true for Rodney Noblit, not that morning and not for two 

more decades of mornings after it. The weeping in that trailer had endured for eleven years 

already, and the joy that was supposed to come with the light did not arrive on schedule. What 

arrived instead, in the months and years that followed Earl's final departure, was something 

harder and colder and, in its own broken way, more dangerous than anything that had come 

before it: freedom without love, a house without a father's fist but also without a father's hand,  

and a boy left to raise himself in the space where a family should have been.

Wanda did her best, and her best, worn down by seventeen years of hard living before 

she'd ever turned thirty-five, was not enough, and both of them knew it, and neither of them 

said it, because there are some truths a mother and son learn to carry silently between them 

so the weight of speaking them out loud doesn't crush what little is left standing.



By the time Rodney turned twelve, he had already begun keeping company with older boys 

from the far end of the trailer park, boys with reputations, boys whose fathers were in prison 

or simply gone the way boys' fathers in that part of the county tended to go, boys who had  

already discovered that there was a whole economy running underneath the poverty everyone 

could see — a faster, meaner economy that didn't care how old you were or what your last 

name was, only whether you could be trusted to keep your mouth shut and your nerve steady.

He was twelve years old the first time he stood lookout for a break-in at a hardware store 

two towns over, shivering in the dark behind a dumpster while boys four and five years older 

than him worked a crowbar against a back door, his heart slamming so hard against his ribs 

he thought surely somebody would hear it. He did not go inside that night. He only watched  

the road. But he took his cut of what they sold afterward — eleven dollars, more cash than he  

had ever held at one time in his life — and he walked home in the dark turning it over and 

over in his pocket, and something in him, something that had been starving since he was three  

years old and heard glass break against a wall, finally tasted a kind of power it liked.

“There is a way which seemeth right unto a man, but the end thereof are the ways of  

death.” Proverbs 14:12. Rodney Noblit stood at the mouth of that way at twelve years old,  

eleven dollars in his pocket and a rib that had healed crooked and a father's face he was 

already starting to forget the details of, and nobody stood in the road ahead of him to turn him 

back. Grandma Ada was three years in the ground. Mr. Holloway's warning had faded into 

just another voice among many that hadn't managed to reach him. The Bible in his mother's 

closet stayed exactly where it had always stayed, its pages still unturned, its promises still  

unspoken over a boy who needed them more than he would ever have been able to say.

He would walk that way for twenty-six more years before anything in this world — or 

beyond it — finally turned him around. But that night, walking home under a sky with no 

moon in it, past the dark trailers and the dogs chained in dirt yards and the ditch where he 

and Dixie used to catch tadpoles before either of them had learned what their own family was 

capable of, Rodney Noblit was only a boy of twelve who had just discovered that the world 

would pay him for being hard, for being fearless, for being exactly the kind of person his 

childhood had spent twelve straight years training him to become.

Dixie was still awake when he slipped back through the trailer door, sitting cross-legged on 

his bed in the dark with his old flashlight in her lap, waiting on him the way she always waited 

when he was out later than he said he'd be. She was nine years old and had already learned, 

same as him, not to ask too many questions, but she asked him this one anyway, in a small 

voice that made him feel, for just a moment, like the boy he was instead of the man he was 

already practicing to become.

“Are you gonna leave too, Rodney? Like Daddy did. Like everybody does.”



He sat down beside her on the thin mattress and did not answer right away, because he did  

not yet know how to promise something he had already watched every adult in his life fail to 

keep. But he put his arm around his sister's shoulders, and he felt her lean her whole small  

weight into his side, trusting him the way you can only trust somebody who has never once 

given you a reason not to, and something in Rodney — underneath the callus, underneath the 

coat of hardness he had been sewing onto himself stitch by stitch since he was three years old 

— held very still, the way a man holds still around something he is afraid of breaking.

“I ain't leaving you, Dix,” he said finally. “Whatever else happens. I ain't leaving you.”

It was, as far as Rodney could remember in later years, the first promise he ever made in 

his life, and very nearly the only one he managed to keep, though the keeping of it would take  

him down roads neither one of them could have imagined that night — roads lined with prison 

wire and courtroom benches and, eventually, though it was so many years off yet it would 

have seemed like a cruel joke to tell him so, a pulpit. Dixie fell asleep against his shoulder 

before he finished saying it. Rodney sat awake a long while after, listening to the wind work at  

the loose window frame that had never been fixed since he was three years old, eleven dollars  

folded tight in his fist, and somewhere underneath the hardness that was already closing over 

him like bark over a wound, a boy who had once sat on his grandmother's lap and heard that  

God would never leave him nor forsake him, though by now that boy was very hard to find, 

and getting harder to find with every year that passed.

Somewhere  behind  him,  if  he  had  turned  to  look,  he  might  have  seen  the  lights  of 

Grandma Ada's old house, sold now to strangers, dark at that hour like every other house on 

that road. He did not turn to look. He had already learned not to look back at anything that  

was gone, because looking back at what was gone had never once brought it home.

“All we like sheep have gone astray; we have turned every one to his own way.” Isaiah 

53:6.  The  verse  does  not  end  there,  though  it  would  be  another  twenty-six  years  before 

Rodney Noblit heard the rest of it,  before he heard that the same chapter that named his 

condition also named its cure — that the Lord had laid on Another the iniquity of us all. That 

night, walking home in the dark with eleven stolen dollars in his pocket, Rodney knew only 

the first half of that verse, lived out in the marrow of his bones. He had turned to his own way. 

And the darkness he had been born into had, at last, found a willing and able son to carry it  

forward.

CHAPTER TWO
Learning the Streets



“My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou not... walk not thou in the way with them;  
refrain thy foot from their path: for their feet run to evil, and make haste to shed blood.”

— Proverbs 1:10, 15–16 (KJV)

By the time Rodney Noblit turned thirteen, word of the hardware store job had traveled the length  

of the trailer park the way word always traveled there — not through any newspaper or any official  

channel, but mouth to mouth, porch to porch, until every boy from eight to eighteen within five miles 

knew that Wanda Noblit's oldest had stood lookout on a real job and hadn't so much as flinched. It was 

not the kind of reputation a mother wanted for her son. It was, Rodney discovered fast, exactly the kind  

of reputation that opened doors.

The man who came knocking on that particular door was named Lonnie Tolar, though nobody in 

three  counties  called him anything but  L.T.,  a  wiry,  gold-toothed man of  twenty-six who drove a 

primer-gray Camaro with a trunk that never seemed to hold the same thing twice — car stereos one  

week, cartons of cigarettes the next, a chainsaw still wearing another man's initials burned into the 

handle. L.T. ran what he liked to call, with a grin that showed off the gold, “a service industry,” and he  

had an eye for boys like Rodney the way a scout has an eye for arm strength on a pitcher's mound. He 

found Rodney behind the Gas-N-Go one Saturday afternoon, bought him a Coke and a bag of pork 

rinds, and talked to him for the better part of an hour without once mentioning anything illegal, and 

Rodney walked away from that conversation feeling, for the first time in his life, like a grown man had 

looked him in the eye and seen something worth the looking.

“He that  walketh with wise men shall  be wise: but  a companion of  fools shall  be destroyed.” 

Proverbs 13:20 draws a line most thirteen-year-olds have never been taught to see, and nobody had 

ever drawn it for Rodney. There was no one left to tell him that a man who noticed him the way L.T.  

noticed him — with flattery, with a fifty-dollar bill folded into his shirt pocket before he'd done a single 

thing to earn it — was not, in the end, a friend. Grandma Ada was three years in the ground. Mr. 

Holloway's warning had grown fainter with every year that passed. Wanda was working two jobs and 

coming home too tired most nights to notice that her son had started keeping company with men old  

enough to be somebody's uncle, men whose trucks idled at the end of the drive after dark, headlights 

off.

Rodney did try honest work first, and it is a truth he would tell many years later, standing behind a  

pulpit instead of a chain-link fence, that the trying was not for lack of willingness in him but for lack of  

anywhere in his life that honest work had ever been shown to pay off. The summer he was fourteen, he 

got himself hired washing dishes at the Dixie Belle Diner out on Highway 41, three dollars and change 

an hour, six days a week, twelve-hour shifts in a kitchen that stayed a hundred and five degrees from 

May to September. The owner, a heavyset man named Chester Pruitt, rode Rodney hard from the first  

day, docking his pay for being ninety seconds late, calling him boy in a way that had nothing friendly 



in it, and paying him, at the end of one particular eleven-hour Saturday, thirty-one dollars for a day that  

had cost Rodney every muscle in his back and both hands blistered raw from the scalding water.

Two nights later, riding along on a job with L.T.'s crew — nothing more than holding a flashlight 

steady while two older boys worked a padlock off the back of a vending supply warehouse — Rodney 

made forty dollars in twenty minutes and never lifted anything heavier than a bolt cutter. He did the 

arithmetic in his head walking home that night the way another boy his age might have worked a math 

problem for school, and the arithmetic was not close. “For the love of money is the root of all evil.” 1 

Timothy 6:10 was a verse Rodney had never heard preached, but he was living out its warning without  

ever once hearing the warning itself,  mistaking the fast,  easy weight of cash in his pocket for the 

answer  to  every problem poverty  had ever  handed him,  never  once  suspecting that  the  very love 

growing in him for that fast money would end up costing him more than Chester Pruitt's  scalding  

dishwater ever had.

He quit the Dixie Belle by August, telling his mother it was because Chester Pruitt was a hard man  

to work for, which was true, though it was not the whole truth, and Wanda was too worn down herself 

by then to press him on it. “The thoughts of the diligent tend only to plenteousness; but of every one  

that is hasty only to want.” Proverbs 21:5 would have told Rodney, if anyone had ever sat him down 

with it, that the crooked road he was choosing only looked faster — that in the end it would cost him 

decades he could never have imagined losing over a summer's worth of blistered hands. Nobody sat 

him down with it. The road ahead of him looked wide open and paved in easy money, and a fourteen-

year-old boy who had spent his whole life watching hope deferred does not, as a rule, choose the  

narrow road when the wide one is standing right in front of him with cash already in its hand.

L.T.'s crew was not, in those early years, the kind of outfit that dealt in the things Rodney would  

later be convicted for. It was smaller than that, meaner in its own way but not yet bloody — a rotating 

cast of five or six boys and young men who broke into vending machines and unlocked cars, who 

stripped copper wire out of half-built houses on the edge of town and sold it by the pound, who lifted 

car stereos and dirt bikes and anything else that could be moved fast and sold faster to a fence two 

counties  over  who never  asked where  anything came from.  Rodney learned the  trade the  way an 

apprentice learns any trade — watching first, then holding tools, then, within a year, running jobs of his  

own with two younger boys watching him the same way he'd once watched the older ones.

The first job L.T. trusted Rodney to run without an older boy standing over his shoulder was a 

Sunday-night break-in at a farm supply store forty minutes outside of town, and L.T. drove him out 

there himself  in  the  primer-gray Camaro,  talking the  whole way in the  low,  easy voice  of  a  man 

teaching a nephew to bait a hook. “Rule one,” L.T. said, tapping the wheel with two fingers, “ain't  

nobody ever got caught for what they didn't do. Rule two — you go in fast, you go out faster, and you 

don't never, ever look back at a place after you've left it, because looking back is how a man gets 

sloppy, and sloppy is how a man gets caught.” Rodney sat in the passenger seat turning the words over  

like he was memorizing Scripture, which, in its own dark way, he was — L.T.'s two rules would outlast  



every sermon Rodney would not hear for another two decades, lodged so deep in him that he could still  

recite them word for word standing in a prison intake line at thirty-eight.

The job itself went sideways in the last thirty seconds, the way jobs sometimes do. Rodney was 

coming out the back door with a box of fencing tools under one arm when a dog somewhere down the  

tree line started barking fit to wake the county, and a light came on in a farmhouse a quarter mile off,  

and Rodney's whole body went cold and electric at once, every nerve he had screaming at him to run. 

He did not run blind. He remembered, even with his pulse hammering in his ears, to do exactly what 

L.T. had taught him — walk, don't run, until you're past the tree line, because a running shape draws a 

porch light's  eye faster than a walking one — and he made it  back to the Camaro with his  heart 

slamming against his ribs and the fencing tools still under his arm, and L.T. laughed so hard pulling 

back onto the highway that he had to wipe his eyes. “That's it right there,” L.T. said, reaching over to  

knock his knuckles against Rodney's shoulder. “That's the difference between a boy who does this for a  

summer and a man who does it for a living. You didn't run. You held. Most men twice your age can't 

hold like that.” Rodney rode the rest of the way home not thinking about the dog or the light or the fact  

that he'd nearly been caught, but about the word L.T. had used — man — and the pride that word put in 

his chest was a warmer thing than anything Chester Pruitt's kitchen or Mr. Holloway's office had ever 

offered him.

“Enter not into the path of the wicked, and go not in the way of evil men. Avoid it, pass not by it,  

turn from it, and pass away. For they sleep not, except they have done mischief; and their sleep is taken  

away, unless they cause some to fall. For they eat the bread of wickedness, and drink the wine of  

violence.” Proverbs 4:14–17 described the life Rodney was building for himself with an accuracy that 

would have unsettled him if he had ever read it, which he had not, because the Bible that could have 

told him these things sat exactly where it had always sat, folded up in a box of curtains in the back of  

his mother's closet, and Rodney had not opened a Bible since the week Grandma Ada was buried.

School became, for Rodney, something that happened around the edges of his real life rather than 

the center of it. He was fifteen and in the ninth grade for the second time when the truant officer finally  

stopped coming by the trailer altogether, having apparently decided, along with everyone else in an 

official capacity who had ever crossed paths with Rodney Noblit, that there was nothing left to be done. 

Mr. Holloway, promoted by then to principal, called Wanda in for one last conference that spring, and 

Rodney sat outside the office on a hard plastic chair listening to the low murmur of the two adults  

through the door, catching only fragments — juvenile authorities, pattern of behavior, boy is heading 

somewhere I can't reach him from here — and feeling something he did not have a name for yet,  

something that might have been shame if shame had still had any purchase left on him at all.

The fight that finally ended Rodney's time at Coosa County High happened in the cafeteria the fall 

he was fifteen, and it did not start over anything that would sound like much to a grown man hearing it  

secondhand — a boy named Dwayne Ferris mouthing off about Wanda Noblit's reputation with men, a 

comment meant to draw a laugh from the table and nothing more. But Rodney's body did not know the 



difference anymore between a schoolyard insult and a fist coming at him in a trailer kitchen, and by the 

time two teachers pulled him off, Dwayne Ferris had a broken nose and two teeth loosened in his gums, 

and Rodney had split knuckles he wore for the rest of that week like a badge instead of an injury. He  

did not feel bad about it. That was the part that frightened Mr. Holloway more than the broken nose did, 

when he sat across the desk from Rodney afterward and searched the boy's face for some flicker of  

remorse and found only the same flat stillness he'd start seeing in Rodney's eyes at every meeting after 

that one, for the rest of the time their paths crossed.

It did not have much.  “Because sentence against an evil work is not executed speedily, therefore  

the heart of the sons of men is fully set in them to do evil.” Ecclesiastes 8:11 explains, better than any 

other verse in Scripture, exactly what was happening inside Rodney during those years — not that he 

never got caught, because he did, more than once, but that the consequences were slow enough and 

small enough that they never once caught up with the momentum of what he was becoming. A night in 

the county juvenile holding cell at fifteen for a break-in at a auto parts store felt, by the time he walked 

back out into the sunlight thirty-six hours later, less like a warning and more like a badge, something 

the older boys on L.T.'s crew nodded at with something close to respect.

The real schooling came eighteen months later, the spring Rodney turned sixteen, when he and two 

of L.T.'s boys were caught stripping a warehouse of a full pallet of chainsaws and were sentenced, this  

time, to ninety days in the state's juvenile detention facility two hours north — a low brick compound 

behind two fences topped in razor wire that Rodney would remember for the rest of his life as the place  

he stopped being a boy who committed crimes and became, in every way that mattered, a criminal.

Ninety days does not sound like much measured against a lifetime, but ninety days inside a facility 

built to hold boys who had already been failed by every other institution meant to raise them taught  

Rodney more about the architecture of a hardened life than three years on L.T.'s crew ever had. He 

shared a  unit  with boys who had already been arrested for  armed robbery,  for  assault,  for  crimes 

Rodney had not yet imagined committing, and every one of them had a story that sounded, in its bones,  

exactly like his own — a father's fists, a mother too tired or too far gone to stand between the fists and 

the child, a system of caseworkers and truant officers and principals who had all, eventually, run out of 

road.

The boy Rodney remembered longest  from those ninety days was a  seventeen-year-old named 

Dexter Youngblood, already twice convicted for armed robbery by the time Rodney met him, a lean,  

quiet boy with a scar that ran from his ear to his collarbone and eyes that never seemed to blink when 

he talked. Dexter took an interest in Rodney the second week, the way an older animal sometimes takes 

an interest in training a younger one, and he taught Rodney things in that unit that no vending-machine 

job with L.T. had ever required — how to make a weapon out of a toothbrush and a disposable razor,  

how to read the difference between a guard who could be talked around and one who couldn't, how to 

sleep with one eye open, or close enough to it that it amounted to the same thing. “Ain't nobody coming 

to save you in here,” Dexter told him one night, low, across the gap between their bunks, “and won't be  



nobody coming to save you out there either, not really, so you best learn to save yourself, 'cause that's  

the only religion that's ever done a man like us a lick of good.” Rodney did not have an answer for that 

either, and something in him — the same something that had once sat on a porch swing hearing that  

God would never leave him nor forsake him — filed Dexter's words away as truer than anything a 

Bible had ever told him, because Dexter's words, unlike Grandma Ada's promise, had never once been 

broken in front of him.

“Whoso is partner with a thief hateth his own soul: he heareth cursing, and bewrayeth it not.”  

Proverbs 29:24 might have been written for that unit, where boys traded stories of what they'd stolen 

and who they'd hurt the way other teenagers traded stories about ballgames, each boy's soul quietly 

hating itself a little more with every laugh the stories earned, though not one of them, Rodney included,  

would have used a word like soul out loud in that place, or admitted to hating anything at all. Rodney 

learned inside those two fences how to fight in a way that ended things fast and left him standing,  

because a boy who could not fight in a place like that did not last a week. He learned which older boys  

to avoid and which ones it was safer to befriend. He learned, most of all, how to make his face into  

something unreadable, a lesson that would serve him well for the next twenty years and cost him dearly 

for every one of them.

He came home in July a different boy than the one who had gone in, and his mother noticed it the  

first night, standing in the trailer's narrow kitchen watching him eat in a silence that had a wall behind 

it now where there had only been a boy's ordinary sullenness before. Dixie noticed it too. She was 

thirteen that summer, growing up fast and hard the way girls in that trailer park always seemed to, and 

she found him out on the cinder-block steps one night not long after he got back, sitting alone in the 

dark the way he'd taken to doing, and she sat down next to him without asking permission the way 

she'd done since she was small.

“You said you weren't gonna leave me,” she said, not looking at him, picking at a loose thread on  

the hem of her shorts. “You're still here. But it don't feel like you're here, Rodney. It feels like you 

already left and just forgot to tell your body to go with you.”

Rodney did not have an answer for her that night, or if he did, he could not find it in himself to say 

it  out loud, because the truest  answer — that some door in him had shut somewhere between the 

hardware store and the razor wire, and he did not know how to find the key to it even if he had wanted 

to — was not a thing a sixteen-year-old boy had the words for yet. He put his arm around his sister the  

way he had the night he made her the only promise he'd ever really kept, and she let him, and neither of  

them said anything else, and that silence, more than any fight or any missed birthday, was the truest  

measure of how far Rodney had already traveled from the boy who once sat on his grandmother's lap 

and heard that God would never leave him nor forsake him.

Wanda saw the tattoo before he ever got a chance to hide it from her — a rough set of homemade  

letters across his knuckles, done with a sewing needle and India ink by one of the older boys inside the  

juvenile facility, spelling out nothing more poetic than his own initials, but unmistakably a mark no 



honest job would ever want to see across a man's hand reaching out to shake theirs. She did not yell at  

him about it the way another mother might have. She only looked at his hand for a long moment, 

standing at the stove with a wooden spoon still in her fingers, and something crossed her face that  

Rodney would not understand until he was much older and had watched that same expression cross the 

faces of other mothers in other kitchens — not anger, but grief for a future she could see closing off in 

front of her son a little more with every year, and no longer any way left in her power to pry it back 

open. “Your daddy had one just like that,” was all she said, turning back to the stove, and she never 

brought it up again.

Wanda, for her part, had her own road running downhill in those years. The men kept coming and 

going, each one a little rougher than kind, and she had started keeping a bottle of her own under the 

sink  by  the  time Rodney was  sixteen,  something Rodney noticed  and said  nothing about,  in  part 

because he was in no position to judge and in part because the money he brought home from L.T.'s  

crew — folded twenties he left on the kitchen table without a word, the way another kind of son might 

leave a report card — had become, without either of them ever discussing it plainly, the difference 

between the lights staying on and the lights getting cut. Rodney told himself he was providing for his  

family. It was not entirely a lie. It was also, he understood even then in some buried corner of himself, a 

story a man tells to make peace with the wrong road he has already chosen to walk.

“Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” 

Galatians 6:7 is a verse about harvest, and every harvest begins with seed, and Rodney Noblit spent his 

sixteenth and seventeenth years sowing seed by the fistful into ground that would not finish yielding its 

crop for another two decades. He did not think of it as sowing anything. He thought of it, on the nights 

he thought about it at all, as simply surviving in the only way the world had ever shown him how to  

survive — fast, hard, and without looking too far down the road at where a life built entirely on other  

people's property tends, eventually, to end up.

It was around this same time, the winter Rodney turned seventeen, that the crew's business began to 

change shape in a way that mattered more than any of them understood at the time. A man everyone 

simply called Reese, older than L.T. and quieter, started showing up at the garage where the crew 

fenced its goods, and within a few months, the trunk of the Camaro was carrying something besides 

stolen chainsaws and car stereos — plastic-wrapped bricks of marijuana that moved through three 

counties faster than any stolen property ever had, and paid better besides. Rodney ran his first package 

at seventeen, a pound wrapped in a grocery sack, delivered to a man in a parking lot outside a bowling 

alley for four hundred dollars cash, more money than he had ever held at one time in his life, more than 

Chester Pruitt would have paid him in three months of scalded hands. He drove home that night with 

the radio up loud and the windows down, seventeen years old and feeling, for the length of that drive, 

like the whole world had finally agreed to start paying him what he was worth.

Rodney saw what the new business could cost a man not long after that first delivery, when Reese  

brought him along to a rundown house off County Road 12 to collect from a customer who had let his  



debt run three weeks past due. Rodney was told to stand by the door and say nothing, and he did 

exactly that, watching from six feet away while Reese and another man worked the debtor over in the 

kitchen, not with fists exactly, but with a patient, businesslike violence that frightened Rodney more 

than any of Earl Crandall's drunken rages ever had, because there was no anger in it at all — only a 

kind  of  cold,  unhurried  arithmetic,  the  same  arithmetic  Rodney  had  once  done  in  his  own  head 

comparing a dishwasher's wage to a lookout's cut, except here the sum being collected was a man's 

kneecap instead of a stolen chainsaw. Rodney did not flinch, standing there by the door. He had trained 

himself out of flinching years before, in a kitchen much like this one, under a much smaller man's fists. 

But he carried the sound of it  home with him that night all  the same, and he understood, without 

anyone spelling it out for him, that the ground under his feet had shifted again, and that whatever line 

still separated him from the men doing the collecting was thinner now than it had ever been.

L.T. himself vanished from the picture not long after Rodney's seventeenth birthday, picked up on a 

federal charge involving a great deal more than car stereos and copper wire, and disappeared into a 

penitentiary upstate that Rodney would not fully appreciate the size and shape of until he was standing 

inside a facility just like it himself, years later. But L.T.'s crew did not disappear with him. It simply 

reorganized, the way water finds a new channel when the old one silts up, and Rodney — seventeen 

years old, six feet tall, carrying himself now with the flat, watchful stillness he'd learned behind two 

fences of razor wire — found himself, almost without noticing the transition, no longer the youngest  

boy standing lookout in the dark, but one of the men other boys were sent to for work.

There was a moment, that same year, when the road might still have forked. A man from the county 

extension office, running a program for boys who'd aged out of juvenile supervision, offered Rodney an 

apprenticeship with a welding outfit  in Huntsville — real work, a trade, a wage that would climb 

instead of a wage that stayed flat at three dollars and change an hour forever. Rodney went to the 

interview. He even liked the man who ran it, a plainspoken foreman named Gene Aldridge who talked 

to him the way Mr. Holloway once had, like a boy worth the saving.

“I looked at your file,” Gene told him, leaning back in a metal folding chair in a shop that smelled 

of scorched flux and motor oil, not unkindly, the way a man states a fact he isn't ashamed to have 

noticed. “I know where you been. Don't much matter to me. What matters is whether you can show up 

here at six in the morning, sober, every single day, for about two years, and learn a trade that'll feed you 

the rest of your life. Can't promise you it'll ever pay what you're used to pulling in fast. Can promise  

you it won't never stop paying, long as you keep showing up.” Rodney told him he'd think about it, and 

he meant it when he said it, and he thought about it for most of the drive home, turning the number 

Gene had quoted him over in his head — four dollars and change to start, climbing to nine within two 

years, real money by the standards of anybody Rodney had ever known — against the number he could 

make in a single good weekend running with L.T.'s crew.

Rodney turned it down within the week, telling himself the pay was too slow and the commute too 

far, though the truer reason, the one he could not have said out loud even if someone had asked him 



plainly, was that the men on L.T.'s old crew had become, in the absence of any other family that had 

ever held together, the closest thing to brothers Rodney Noblit had left in the world, and a boy does not  

walk away easily from the only brothers he has ever known, even when he can feel, somewhere under  

his ribs, that those brothers are leading him somewhere he should not go.

“Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of  

sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful.” Psalm 1:1 names three postures — walking, standing, 

sitting — as though it understood that no man falls all at once, but a step at a time, until walking has  

become standing and standing has become sitting down for good in a life he once only meant to visit.  

Rodney had been walking in that counsel since he was twelve years old with eleven dollars folded in  

his fist. By seventeen he was standing in it. He did not yet know how close he had come to sitting down 

in it for the rest of his natural life, but the seat was already being built, and the men building it wore  

rings that pierced fence links between what Rodney could still tell himself was mischief and what the 

law would soon enough call felony.

The first time Rodney ever held a loaded pistol was a Thursday night in late October, three weeks 

shy of his eighteenth birthday, in the back room of a garage that smelled of transmission fluid and 

cigarette smoke. Reese laid it on a workbench in front of him without ceremony — a worn .38 revolver, 

the bluing gone gray along the barrel from years of handling — and told him a delivery the following 

week might need somebody riding along who could handle himself if  things went wrong. Rodney 

picked it up expecting it to feel like the toy pistols he and Dixie used to play cops and robbers with in 

the ditch behind the trailer, and instead it felt like something else entirely, heavier in his hand than its  

weight alone accounted for, heavier than any bolt cutter or crowbar he had ever carried into the dark.  

He did not say no. He turned the revolver over once in his hands, feeling the cold of the steel against 

his palm, and something in him — the same cold, watching, observing part of him that had first risen 

up in that kitchen at ten years old under his father's fists — settled over the moment like a hand closing  

around a doorknob.

He did not sleep that night. He lay on his bed in the trailer listening to the same loose window 

frame rattling in its casing that had rattled there since he was three years old, and for the first time since 

he'd started running with L.T.'s crew, some small, buried voice in him — a voice that sounded, though 

he would not have admitted it even to himself, uncomfortably like his grandmother's — asked him 

plainly whether he understood what road he was standing at the head of now. He told the voice, the 

way he had told every soft thing in himself for the better part of a decade, that he could not afford to  

listen to it. Rent was due. His mother's lights stayed on because of money like this. His sister had shoes  

on her feet because of money like this. It was, by then, a story so well worn in his own mouth that he 

no longer had to think to tell it, and it covered, the way it always had, the plainer and harder truth — 

that Rodney Noblit had grown, without ever quite choosing to in any single moment he could point 

back to, into exactly the kind of man his childhood had been training him to become since the night he 

was three years old and heard glass break against a wall.



“There is a way that seemeth right unto a man, but the end thereof are the ways of death.” Proverbs 

16:25 says almost exactly what Proverbs 14:12 says, word for word in the old King James, as though 

the Spirit that inspired it knew some truths needed saying twice before a stubborn generation would 

hear  them even once.  Rodney Noblit  had heard neither  telling.  He walked out  of  his  seventeenth 

summer with a reputation, a crew, and a growing taste for the kind of money that petty theft and 

stripped copper could no longer satisfy, and somewhere in a house on the far side of the county, men he 

had not yet met were already talking about jobs bigger than anything L.T. had ever run — jobs with 

guns in them, jobs with real weight behind them, jobs that would take a boy who had already learned 

not to flinch and turn him, within another two years, into exactly the kind of man the state of Alabama  

keeps its prisons built to hold.

By the time the leaves turned that  October,  Rodney Noblit's  name had a  weight  to it  in three  

counties  that  no honest  trade could have  given a  boy his  age.  Grown men who ran with  Reese's 

operation spoke to him now the way they spoke to each other, not the way grown men speak to a child,  

and there was a particular satisfaction in that Rodney could not have explained to anyone who had not 

spent their whole childhood invisible in the exact rooms where it mattered most to be seen. He did not 

yet carry a gun on every job. He had not yet pulled a trigger on another human being, had not yet  

walked into a place of business with his face covered and his heart pounding not from fear but from 

something closer to hunger. But the road to all of that had been paved, patiently and thoroughly, by 

every year that came before it — by a father's fists, by a system that ran out of road, by a razor-wire 

education and a workbench revolver and a debt collected in a stranger's kitchen — and Rodney walked 

toward whatever waited for him next the way a man walks toward a door he has already opened a 

hundred times before, in his mind, long before his hand ever touches the knob.

“For they have sown the wind, and shall reap the whirlwind.” Hosea 8:7. Rodney could not have  

told you, that last summer before everything changed, that the wind was already rising. He only knew  

that the streets had taught him everything honest work never had a chance to — how to move in the  

dark, how to keep his face still, how to trust nobody further than the reach of his own two fists — and  

he walked into the next  chapter  of  his  life  believing,  the way seventeen-year-old boys with empty  

pockets and full reputations tend to believe, that he had finally found the one thing in this world that  

had never once broken a promise to him. He would learn, in time, exactly how wrong he was. But that  

lesson, like so many others in Rodney Noblit's life, would not come cheap, and it would not come soon.

CHAPTER THREE
Crossing the Line



“But every man is tempted, when he is drawn away of his own lust, and  
enticed. Then when lust hath conceived, it bringeth forth sin: and sin, when it  

is finished, bringeth forth death.”

— James 1:14–15 (KJV)

There is a line every hardened man can point back to, if he is honest enough to look, where  

the small sins that once felt like survival first became something else entirely — where the 

lookout boy with a flashlight became a man willing to walk into a room with a loaded weapon 

and demand another human being's money at the risk of both their lives. For Rodney Noblit, 

that line ran through a pawnshop on the outskirts of Gadsden on a cold February night three  

months after his eighteenth birthday, and he would spend the next two decades of his life, in 

one way or another, trying to walk back across it.

The man who walked him across it was somebody Rodney had not expected to see again. 

Dexter Youngblood came out of the state penitentiary that winter, twenty-two years old and 

leaner than Rodney remembered him from their juvenile unit six years before, the scar along 

his jaw gone pale and old, his eyes just as still and unblinking as they had ever been. He found 

Rodney the same way L.T. once had, materializing outside the Gas-N-Go with a easy grin and 

a proposition, except Dexter's proposition had none of L.T.'s patience in it. “Runnin' weed for  

Reese  is  chump change,”  Dexter  told  him,  leaning  against  Rodney's  truck  with  his  arms 

crossed.  “I  got  a  crew.  Real  money.  You  in  or  you  scared?”  Rodney  had  spent  six  years 

building a reputation on never once being caught scared, and Dexter knew exactly which word 

to reach for.

“For they lay wait for their own blood; they lurk privily for their own lives. So are the  

ways of every one that is greedy of gain; which taketh away the life of the owners thereof.” 

Proverbs 1:18–19 describes with terrible precision the trap Rodney walked into that winter, a 

trap that looked, from the inside, like nothing more than an opportunity. Dexter's crew was 

four men deep — himself, a quiet triggerman named Odell Ricks, a nervous, twitchy driver 

called Skeet, and now Rodney, whose size and stillness and years of never once flinching made 

him, in Dexter's estimation, exactly the kind of man a robbery crew needed standing at the 

counter.

The Gadsden job was supposed to be simple — walk in ten minutes before closing, cover  

the register and the back safe, walk out inside ninety seconds. Rodney carried the same worn 

.38 he'd first held on Reese's workbench four months before, and he remembered, standing in 

the parking lot with the engine running and his heart slamming against his ribs harder than it 

ever  had  breaking  into  a  farm  supply  store,  that  some  small  and  buried  part  of  him 

understood exactly what he was about to become and tried, one last time, to talk him out of  

the truck. He did not listen to it. He had stopped listening to that part of himself years before, 



and a man does not suddenly rediscover the habit of listening standing in a dark parking lot  

with three other men waiting on him to move.

He would remember the pawnshop clerk's face for the rest of his life — an older man, gray-

haired, hands shaking as he opened the register, eyes fixed not on the gun but on Rodney's 

own eyes, searching them for some sign of mercy the way a drowning man searches open 

water  for  a  shore.  Rodney  gave  him  nothing.  He  had  trained  his  face  into  something 

unreadable behind two fences of razor wire, and he used that training now for the first time on 

a purpose it was never meant for, and ninety seconds later he was back in the truck with an 

ache low in his stomach that would not fully leave him for days, though he told himself, and 

told Dexter, and told the mirror later that night, that the ache was nothing more than the 

adrenaline working its way out of his blood.

He did not go home after that first job. He drove instead, without ever quite deciding to,  

out past the edge of town to the small country cemetery where Grandma Ada had been buried 

fourteen years before, and he sat on the tailgate of his truck in the dark with the pawnshop 

cash still folded in his jacket pocket, looking at a headstone he could barely make out by the  

truck's parking lights. He did not pray. He had not prayed since he was six years old with a  

crushed peanut butter cracker in his pocket, and he did not know how to start now, kneeling 

in wet grass over a woman who had once told him that God would never leave him nor forsake  

him. He only sat there a long while, turning the night's events over the way a man turns a  

stone he cannot decide whether to keep or throw away, and somewhere in that silence he  

understood, more clearly than he had ever let himself understand it before, that he had just  

done something that could not be undone by driving home and going to sleep. He stayed until 

the parking lights dimmed the battery low, and then he drove home anyway, and slept, and 

woke the next morning already turning the next job over in his mind, because a man cannot 

stay at a grave forever, and Rodney Noblit had already spent a decade learning not to look 

back at anything that was gone.

“Thou shalt not kill.” Exodus 20:13 is six words in the King James, the shortest of the Ten 

Commandments  and,  in  some ways,  the  one  every  other  commandment  against  violence 

grows out of, and Rodney Noblit had not yet broken it in the strictest sense — nobody died in 

that pawnshop, nobody so much as bled — but he had crossed, that February night, into the 

company of men for whom breaking it was no longer an unthinkable line but simply a matter 

of circumstance, a possibility that traveled in the trunk of the car along with the guns every 

single time they went to work.

The money from the Gadsden job was  more  than Rodney had made in  three  months 

running weed for Reese, and it bought, for about a week, the feeling he'd been chasing since  

he was twelve years old with eleven stolen dollars folded in his fist — the feeling that the world 

had finally agreed to take him seriously. It did not last a week before the next job was already 



being planned, and Rodney discovered, the way every man on that road eventually discovers, 

that the feeling required larger and larger doses to summon the same warmth, the way a fire 

needs more wood every hour just to hold its ground against a cold that keeps pressing in from 

every side.

What frightened Rodney most, in the honest hours he rarely allowed himself, was not the 

danger of the work but how quickly ordinary life had begun to feel unbearable without it. He 

sat in the Dixie Belle Diner one slow Tuesday afternoon that spring — the same diner he'd  

once scalded his hands washing dishes in, long since sold to new owners who didn't know his 

face — and found himself restless past the point of sitting still,  tapping a spoon against a  

coffee cup, watching the door every few seconds out of a habit he could no longer switch off, 

and  understood,  somewhere  under  the  restlessness,  that  he  had  built  himself  a  nervous 

system that no longer knew what to do with a quiet hour. Ordinary life had come to feel, to  

him, like holding his breath. Only the work let him exhale, and that realization frightened him 

more than any gun ever pointed in his direction, though it did not frighten him enough to 

change a single thing about the road he was walking.

“He that soweth to his flesh shall of the flesh reap corruption.” Galatians 6:8 was proving 

itself true in Rodney's body as much as his soul during those months — he was not sleeping  

well, was drinking more than he had ever drunk before to quiet a mind that would not quiet 

itself in the dark, was carrying a tightness in his shoulders that never fully released even on 

the rare mornings nothing was owed to anybody. He told himself this was simply what it cost 

to be a man other men respected. He did not yet understand that respect bought at that price 

came with an invoice that grew larger with every job, an invoice that would eventually come 

due in full.

Dexter's crew ran six more jobs over the following year — a check-cashing store, two more 

pawnshops,  a  jewelry  counter  inside  a  strip  mall,  a  payroll  office  they  hit  on  a  Friday 

afternoon when the cash drawers ran heaviest. Each job sharpened something in Rodney that 

had already been sharp, and dulled something else that had been trying, quietly, for years, to 

stay alive in him. He stopped flinching at the sight of a gun in his own hand the way another 

man might stop flinching at the sight of a hammer. He learned to read a store's rhythm the 

way he'd once learned to read his father's truck in the gravel drive, watching for the moment a 

place was most vulnerable, and he did not let himself think too hard about the clerks and 

cashiers and payroll managers on the other side of that vulnerability, people with their own 

trailers and their own children and their own hope, deferred or otherwise.

Rodney's first real taste of what a rival crew could bring came that same spring, when a set 

of  dealers  out  of  Anniston  decided  Reese's  operation  was  moving  into  territory  they 

considered their own. It started with words — a man named Curtis Boyd showing up at one of  

Rodney's  regular  corners  with  two  others  behind  him,  telling  Rodney  plainly  to  find 



somewhere else to stand. Rodney did not move. He had learned, since he was six years old 

under his father's fists, that the men who moved first were the men who got run over, and he 

stood his ground long enough that Curtis Boyd left cursing, promising it wasn't finished. It 

was not finished. Ten days later a car slowed alongside Rodney and two of Dexter's crew 

outside a package store, and the night ended in a scramble of gunfire that hit no one but left a  

windshield shattered and a streetlight put out and Rodney's ears ringing for two full days  

afterward, adrenaline burning through him so hot he did not feel  the glass cut across his  

forearm until he was already three miles away, breathing hard, hands still  shaking on the 

wheel.

The payroll  office job, the last and largest of that stretch, was the one Dexter planned 

longest  and  talked  about  most,  a  Friday-afternoon  hit  timed  to  the  exact  hour  the  cash 

drawers  ran  heaviest  with  two  weeks  of  a  construction  company's  wages  waiting  to  be 

distributed. It went the way Dexter had promised it would — four minutes, no alarm tripped 

in time to matter, close to eleven thousand dollars split four ways by midnight — but Rodney 

remembered it less for the money than for the office manager's voice, an older woman named 

Faye who did not scream or cry the way the pawnshop clerk had gone silent,  but instead 

looked Rodney dead in the eye while she emptied the safe and said, steady as anything, “I  

hope you can live with this, son, 'cause I don't believe you can.” Rodney told himself, driving 

away with his share of eleven thousand dollars riding in a gym bag on the seat beside him, 

that Faye didn't know the first thing about what he could and couldn't live with. He would 

remember her voice, though, for a great many years afterward, longer than he remembered 

the money, which was gone inside of two months, spent on truck payments and bar tabs and a 

used four-wheeler Dixie's own boyfriend eventually wrecked before summer's end.

“Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil; that put darkness for light, and light  

for darkness.” Isaiah 5:20 names a particular kind of blindness that settles over a man who 

has walked long enough down a wrong road, a blindness Rodney wore without ever feeling its 

weight, because inside the only world he moved in now — Dexter's crew, Reese's operation, 

the fence two counties over, the after-hours garage where money got counted and split — 

courage looked exactly like what the world outside called violence, and loyalty looked exactly 

like what the world outside called conspiracy, and a man who could walk into a room and take 

what he wanted without his hands shaking was not called wicked in that world. He was called  

somebody worth knowing.

It was the drug side of the business, though, and not the robberies, that eventually made 

Rodney Noblit a name known outside three counties. Reese, impressed by what Dexter's crew 

had taught him, began trusting Rodney with runs that went further than the bowling alley 

parking lots of his seventeenth year — trips across the state line into Georgia and Tennessee,  

deliveries measured now in kilograms instead of pounds, meetings with men who wore better  



clothes than anyone Rodney had grown up around and who spoke about violence the way 

accountants spoke about spreadsheets, a simple cost of doing business, nothing personal in it 

at all.

“For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our  

Lord.” Romans 6:23 is very often quoted as though it were only about the eternal — heaven 

weighed against hell — but the wage Rodney was earning in those years was already being 

paid out daily in a coin he could feel in his own chest: the wage of never fully sleeping, of 

checking a rearview mirror four times before turning down his own street, of a nervous system 

permanently set to the register of a boy waiting for his father's truck to idle too long in the 

gravel. He was twenty years old and already carrying himself like a man who expected, at any 

moment, for the whole structure of his life to collapse on top of him. He was not wrong to 

expect it. He was only wrong about how long he had before it came.

The first time Rodney put a man in the hospital happened over a debt that was never really  

his  to  collect,  a  dealer  two rungs  beneath  him on Reese's  ladder  who had come up four 

hundred dollars short and made the mistake of telling Rodney a story about it instead of the 

truth. Rodney did not plan to hurt him as badly as he did. That was, in later years, the detail 

that troubled him most when he let himself remember it at all — that he had not gone into 

that garage intending real damage, only intending to make a point, and somewhere in the 

space of ninety seconds the point had gotten away from him entirely, the way a fire gets away 

from a man who only meant to burn a single pile of leaves. The dealer spent six days in the 

hospital with a fractured orbital bone and two broken ribs. Rodney spent those six days telling 

himself  it  was business,  the same story he had been telling himself  for years about every 

choice that required a story to make it bearable. “You didn't have to do him like that,” Skeet 

told him afterward, quieter than Rodney had ever heard him, and Rodney only looked at him 

a long moment before answering, “Wasn't nothin' personal in it,” using Reese's own words 

back at  him,  the  calm accountant's  language he had absorbed without  ever  noticing he'd 

absorbed it, and Skeet did not bring it up again, and neither, for a long time, did Rodney, 

though the dealer's face — young, younger than Rodney had realized in the garage's bad light,  

maybe nineteen — surfaced in his mind more nights than he would ever have admitted to 

another living soul.

“Their feet run to evil, and they make haste to shed innocent blood: their thoughts are  

thoughts of iniquity; wasting and destruction are in their paths.” Isaiah 59:7 was written 

about a nation, not a single trailer-park boy from Coosa County, but there is no verse in all of  

Scripture that Rodney Noblit's life during those years illustrated more exactly, down to the 

phrase that should have stopped him cold if he had ever let himself hear it — innocent blood.  

He had not yet drawn any. He was, without knowing it, standing closer to that particular line 



than he had ever stood to any line before, and the men he now called brothers were the kind of 

men who crossed it without losing a night's sleep over the crossing.

Dixie graduated high school that spring, the first Noblit in three generations to walk across 

a  stage in  a cap and gown, and Rodney sat  in the bleachers of  the football  stadium in a  

borrowed collared shirt clapping until his hands stung, prouder in that hour than he had been 

of anything in his own life in years. He had paid for her class ring. He had paid for the dress  

she wore to graduation and the tires on the used Civic she drove to the ceremony, money that 

had passed through more hands doing more damage than Dixie would ever let herself fully 

know, and some part of Rodney understood, watching her walk across that stage, that he was 

trying to buy his sister a future built on exactly the kind of ground he had spent his own 

childhood learning never to trust.

She confronted him about it that same night, the two of them sitting on the tailgate of his  

truck in the stadium parking lot long after the crowd had thinned out, Dixie still in her cap  

and gown, a diploma tube resting across her knees. “I know where the money comes from, 

Rodney,” she said, not looking at him, the same way she hadn't looked at him the night she 

asked if he was going to leave too. “I ain't stupid. I just don't know how to tell you to stop  

without sounding like I don't appreciate everything you done for me, 'cause I do. I just don't  

want to open a newspaper one day and see your face in it for the wrong reason.” Rodney told  

her he had it handled. It was the same lie he had been telling everyone, including himself, for  

three straight years, and it came out of him now smoother than the truth ever could have.

“Be sure your sin will find you out.” Numbers 32:23 is a warning Moses gave to the tribes 

of Israel about a debt owed for territory they had not yet claimed, and it would prove, in time, 

to be as true for Rodney Noblit as it had been for any tribe of the old covenant, though the  

finding-out was still,  that graduation night,  more than a year away — far enough off  that 

Rodney could still tell his sister he had it handled and half believe it himself, the way a man 

walking toward a cliff in the dark can still believe, right up until his foot finds nothing but air, 

that the ground ahead of him is solid.

Wanda's health had begun to fail by then in ways that had nothing to do with age and 

everything to do with three decades of hard living catching up to a body that had never once 

been given the chance to rest. Her liver was the first thing to go, the doctor at the county 

hospital told Rodney in a hallway conversation that lasted less than four minutes, and there 

was a particular cruelty in the fact that Rodney could have paid, by then, for better care than 

that county hospital could offer, but the money that could have bought it was the same money 

that had helped put her in that hospital bed in the first place, filling the house for years with 

the kind of stress and shame and secondhand violence that wears a woman down faster than 

any bottle ever could on its own.



Rodney sat with her one evening that week, in a hospital room that smelled of bleach and 

something sweeter and worse underneath it, holding a Styrofoam cup of coffee he never drank 

while Wanda dozed and woke and dozed again under a blanket too thin for how cold that  

room ran. When she woke the last time before he left, she reached over without quite the 

strength to lift her arm all the way and took hold of two of his fingers instead of his whole 

hand, and looked at him a long moment with eyes that had gone yellow at the edges. “I always 

meant to get you back to church,” she said, so quiet he had to lean in to catch it. “After Mama 

died, I just — I didn't have it in me no more. I'm sorry, baby. I'm sorry for a lot of things I  

didn't have it in me for.” Rodney told her there was nothing to be sorry for, the same lie he 

told everybody about everything, and she squeezed his fingers once, weakly, and let her hand 

fall back to the blanket, and neither of them said anything else about it, then or ever again.

Earl Crandall resurfaced exactly once during this stretch of Rodney's life, showing up at 

the trailer on a Sunday afternoon smelling of the same whiskey he'd always smelled of, older 

now and grayer  and somehow smaller  than  Rodney  remembered  him,  asking  Wanda for 

money and asking Rodney, almost as an afterthought, how he'd been keeping himself. Rodney 

looked at the man who had once filled an entire trailer with a fear so total it colored every 

memory of his childhood, and felt, standing in that doorway at twenty years old with a pistol  

in  his  own  glovebox  and  blood  on  his  own  knuckles  from  a  fight  three  nights  before, 

something he had not expected to feel — not rage, and not forgiveness either, but a strange, 

cold recognition, the recognition of a man looking into a mirror aged thirty years forward and 

not liking a single thing he saw reflected back. He gave Earl sixty dollars to leave and never 

come back, and Earl took it, and did.

Dixie moved into an apartment of her own that same year, a small one-bedroom above a 

laundromat  two  towns  over,  working  days  at  a  insurance  office  and  taking  night  classes 

toward  a  business  degree  she  would,  in  time,  actually  finish  —  the  first  Noblit  in  three 

generations to do that, too. Rodney helped her move the little furniture she owned, carrying a 

secondhand couch up a narrow flight of stairs in the August heat, and standing afterward in 

her half-empty living room drinking sweet tea out of a jelly jar because she didn't own real  

glasses yet, he felt something settle over him that was almost grief, though nothing bad had 

happened at all. His sister was building a life he had no map for and no real place inside of, a  

life with insurance premiums and night classes and a future that did not depend, in any way, 

on a gym bag full of money he could no longer fully account for the source of. He was proud of  

her. He was also, for the first time he could remember since the night she asked if he was  

leaving her,  genuinely afraid — not of  anything chasing him, but of  the growing distance 

between the man standing in that apartment and the girl who had once trusted him to keep  

the one promise he'd ever made her.



“The heart  is  deceitful  above all  things,  and desperately  wicked:  who can know it?”  

Jeremiah 17:9 is a question the prophet leaves hanging in the air on purpose, because the 

honest answer is that no man can fully know his own heart from the inside, least of all a man 

as practiced as Rodney had become at building stories to cover the parts of it he could not  

bear to look at directly. He told himself, watching his father's truck pull away that Sunday, 

that he was nothing like Earl Crandall. He believed it. He did not yet see how close the two of 

them had already grown, one man's fists replaced by another man's gun, one man's whiskey  

replaced by another man's cash, both of them leaving behind them a trail of people who had 

once loved them and did not know, any longer, how to reach the men they had become.

There was a night, the winter Rodney turned twenty-two, when a routine traffic stop on 

the Georgia line came within a single unzipped duffel  bag of  ending everything — a state 

trooper who pulled Skeet over for a broken taillight, three kilograms of cocaine riding in the 

trunk beneath a stack of moving blankets, and a conversation on the shoulder of the interstate 

that Rodney would replay in his mind for years afterward, certain every single time that this  

had been the night it should have ended, the night justice should have caught up with him at 

last. The trooper, tired at the end of a long shift, wrote Skeet a citation for the taillight and 

sent them on their way without ever opening the trunk.

“Because sentence against an evil work is not executed speedily, therefore the heart of the  

sons of men is fully set in them to do evil.” Ecclesiastes 8:11 had already proven itself once in 

Rodney's boyhood, and it proved itself again that winter night on the shoulder of I-59, and the 

lesson Rodney drew from his own near-catastrophe was not the lesson Scripture intended. He 

did not walk away from that traffic stop resolving to change his life. He walked away from it 

feeling, for a few reckless months afterward, something close to invincible, the particular and 

dangerous confidence of a man who has stared straight into consequence and watched it look 

away first.

It was Reese, in the end, who brought Rodney into the room where the real weight sat, a  

paneled office above a used car lot on the edge of Gadsden belonging to a man named Yancey  

Cole,  who ran  product  and  money  across  four  counties  through a  network  of  legitimate-

looking businesses — the car lot, a towing company, two coin laundromats — that made the 

whole operation look, on paper, like nothing more than a hardworking man's small empire. 

Yancey was older than anyone Rodney had worked for before, silver-haired, soft-spoken, a 

man who kept a Bible on the corner of his desk that Rodney assumed, correctly, he had never 

once opened. Yancey looked Rodney over for a long moment the first time they met, the way a 

buyer looks over livestock, and told Reese, without addressing Rodney directly at all, “This 

one'll do fine.” Rodney did not know, standing in that paneled office at twenty-three years old  

feeling flattered to be noticed by a man that important, that he had just been measured for a 

role in an operation far larger and far more dangerous than anything Dexter's crew or Reese's 



corners had ever asked of him, an operation that would, within another eighteen months, cost 

him every year of freedom he had left.

There was one job, a jewelry counter inside a strip mall the crew hit on a slow Tuesday 

afternoon, that came closer than any other to breaking something in Rodney that even the  

pawnshop and the hospital and the gunfire outside the package store had not managed to 

touch. He was covering the door when a woman pushed it open with a stroller in front of her, 

a toddler asleep inside it, and froze in the doorway at the sight of Rodney's gun, her mouth 

opening on a scream that never quite made it out of her throat. Rodney crossed the distance 

between them in two steps and put himself between the woman and Odell, who had already 

half turned with his own weapon rising, and said, low and fast, words he would remember  

with more clarity than almost anything else from those years — “Back out. Now. Don't look 

back, don't say nothin', just back out” — and watched her do exactly that, wheeling the stroller 

back through the door with her hands shaking so badly the whole frame rattled. Nothing  

happened to her. Nothing happened to the child. But Rodney sat in the truck afterward, jaw 

locked so tight it ached for an hour, seeing not the woman's face but his own sister's, thirteen 

years  old  on  a  cinder-block  step  asking  him  if  he  was  going  to  leave  her  too,  and 

understanding, in a way he could not yet afford to act on, exactly how close he had just come 

to being the kind of man whose name a mother would spend the rest of her life explaining to a 

child too young to have understood what he'd almost taken from them both.

A man calling himself Cody started buying weight from Rodney that same year, small at  

first and then larger, always cash, always careful, always asking one question too many about 

where product moved once it  left  Rodney's  hands — and it  was Dexter,  not Rodney,  who 

finally put a name to the unease Rodney had been carrying about him for weeks. “That boy's 

police,” Dexter said flatly, watching Cody's truck pull out of a gas station lot from fifty yards 

off. “Somethin' about the way he stands. Real dealers don't stand like that.” They cut Cody off 

inside a week, quietly, no confrontation, simply stopped answering the number, and Rodney 

never did learn for certain whether Dexter had been right, though two months later a man 

matching Cody's description testified in a federal case two counties over that put away five 

men Rodney had done business with more than once. Rodney took the near miss the same 

way he had taken the traffic stop on I-59 — not as a warning to change course, but as further 

proof that he was sharper than the world trying to catch him, a conviction that would cost him 

more than any single arrest ever could have, because a man who believes himself uncatchable 

stops watching for the one mistake that finally catches him.

By twenty-three, Rodney Noblit's name carried weight in rooms he had never stood in as a  

boy — rooms with better carpet than anything he'd grown up walking on, rooms where men 

discussed territory and product and enforcement in voices as calm as any Sunday-morning 

deacon's. He had become, without ever choosing the word for it himself, precisely what the 



state of Alabama would one day describe in a courtroom as an organized criminal enterprise, a 

man whose name appeared on more than one law enforcement file long before any of those 

files carried enough weight to bring him in. He wore the reputation like armor. He did not yet 

understand that armor built out of violence and fear does not protect a man from the thing 

that eventually breaks him — it only ensures that when the break finally comes, it comes total,  

and it comes for everyone standing near him when it does.

“Woe  to  him  that  buildeth  a  town  with  blood,  and  stablisheth  a  city  by  iniquity!” 

Habakkuk 2:12 was written about kings and empires, but the principle scales down without 

losing an ounce of its truth, and Rodney Noblit had spent a decade now building his whole life 

— his mother's paid bills, his sister's tires and class ring, his own reputation and his own sense 

of what he was worth in this world — on a foundation of exactly the blood and iniquity the  

prophet warned against. The foundation held for a long time. Foundations built on sand often 

do, right up until the particular storm arrives that they were never built to survive.

Rodney turned twenty-four alone in his own trailer on the same lot where he'd grown  

up, his mother's old place two hundred yards down the road and Dixie's apartment forty  

minutes further than that, a pistol under his pillow the way it  had been for three years  

running, more money in a coffee can under his floorboard than his whole family had seen in  

a decade of his childhood combined, and not one single person he trusted enough to have  

told them it was his birthday at all. He lay awake that night listening to a window frame  

that did not rattle anymore, because he had finally fixed it himself the year before with his  

own two hands and a tube of caulking, the first thing he had ever repaired in that trailer  

that his father had left broken. It was, he would think many years later, standing in a very  

different kind of room, about the only thing in his whole life he had managed to fix by that  

age, and everything else he had built in its place was about to come down around him faster  

than he could have imagined, though that particular storm was, that quiet birthday night,  

still gathering somewhere out past the edge of what he could see, closer than he knew, and  

coming faster than any warning he would ever get the chance to hear.

CHAPTER FIVE
Guilty as Charged

“For God shall bring every work into judgment, with every secret thing,  
whether it be good, or whether it be evil.”

— Ecclesiastes 12:14 (KJV)



Seven months passed between the morning Rodney Noblit walked out of a hunting cabin 

with his hands raised and the morning a jury filed back into a Coosa County courtroom with a 

verdict  already  decided  in  their  faces  before  the  foreman  ever  opened  his  mouth.  Seven 

months is not a long time measured against a life, but measured in a nine-by-twelve cell with 

a steel bunk and a stranger three feet away on the other one, it stretched out long enough that  

Rodney later found he could remember almost nothing distinct about most of it — one gray 

day  dissolving  into  the  next,  meals  passed  through  a  slot,  an  hour  of  yard  time  some 

mornings, lawyers' visits that always seemed to end with more questions than they arrived 

with.

Rodney turned twenty-five that January, four months before the trial began, and marked it 

the only way the county jail allowed a man to mark anything — an extra ten minutes of yard 

time, a phone call to Dixie who sang half of “Happy Birthday” down the line before her voice 

broke and she couldn't finish it, and a long, sleepless night staring at the same water-stained 

ceiling tile he'd been staring at for months, doing the kind of arithmetic that comes naturally 

to a man with nothing left to occupy his mind but numbers — how many birthdays he might 

have left outside a cell, if the state had its way, and how many he had already spent chasing a 

version of himself he was only now, alone in the dark, beginning to understand had never 

once made him happy, not really, not even on the nights the money came in fastest.

The lawyer the state appointed him was a heavyset, exhausted man named Marion Teague, 

who carried a caseload of nearly ninety defendants and told Rodney as much within the first 

five minutes of their first meeting, not as an excuse but as a plain fact Rodney would need to  

understand about the machine he had now become a small moving part inside of. “I'm not 

gonna lie to you and tell you this looks good,” Teague said, flipping through a file already 

three inches thick. “You got a cooperating co-defendant, a cell phone photo, and two victims a 

jury is gonna look at and see their own grandaddy and their own daughter. The state's got you 

cold on conspiracy and the robbery itself. Where it gets ugly is the assault charges — under the 

law of parties, don't matter who actually pulled that trigger. Everybody in that parking lot that 

morning is on the hook for what happened to Otis Pratt and Carla Denson, same as if you'd  

fired the shots yourself.”

“At the mouth of two witnesses, or at the mouth of three witnesses, shall the matter be  

established.” Deuteronomy  19:15  sets  out  a  standard  of  justice  ancient  Israel  considered 

merciful in its own day, requiring more than a single accuser's word before a man could be 

condemned, and the state's case against Rodney Noblit, when Teague laid it out across a metal 

table, had rather more than two witnesses standing against him — Skeet's full statement, the 

surveillance footage from three of the plaza's working cameras, a fifteen-year-old's cell phone 

photograph, and, worst of all in Teague's estimation, Rodney's own fingerprints on a stolen 



sedan's steering wheel, a detail no amount of skilled argument was going to explain away in 

front of twelve strangers from the same county Otis Pratt had lived in for forty years.

The state offered a plea in March — fifteen years on a reduced charge, conspiracy alone,  

the assault counts dropped in exchange for Rodney's testimony against Reese and whatever he 

could offer about the chain running up toward Yancey Cole, a name the prosecutor's office 

wanted far more than they wanted Rodney Noblit himself. Teague urged him hard to take it,  

sitting across that same metal table with the offer laid out in black and white. Rodney refused.  

He told himself, and told Teague, that he would not stand in open court and put a name to a 

man who had never once pointed a gun at anybody himself, a strange and twisted loyalty left  

over from thirteen years of believing that the men who ran with him were the only family that 

had never broken a promise to him — though the truer reason, buried under the loyalty, was a  

stubborn,  prideful  hope that a jury might somehow see him as something less than what 

Reggie Combs and Odell Ricks had been that morning, a hope Teague did his level best, and 

failed, to talk him out of.

“There are many devices in a man's heart; nevertheless the counsel of the LORD, that  

shall  stand.” Proverbs  19:21  describes  exactly  the  gap  between what  Rodney  planned for 

himself that spring and what actually came to pass, though Rodney would not have called any  

part  of  it  the  counsel  of  the  Lord  at  the  time  —  only  bad  luck,  and  a  jury  that  didn't  

understand, and a system stacked against a man with his name on a file. He turned down 

fifteen years believing he might walk away with less. He would walk away, instead, with more 

than double it, and the seven months he spent waiting on that decision to play out were the 

last seven months of his life he would spend believing that stubbornness and nerve, the two 

qualities that had carried him through every hardship since he was three years old, could still 

carry him through this one too.

Dexter took the plea Rodney refused, pleading guilty in a separate courtroom two floors 

down that same March to a negotiated eleven years, a decision that struck Rodney, when he 

heard about it secondhand through Teague, as both a betrayal and, in some buried corner of  

himself he did not examine too closely, the wiser choice by a wide margin. The two of them 

never spoke again after the cabin, moved through separate wings of separate facilities for the 

whole of what followed, and Rodney would carry, for years, an unresolved and complicated 

grief over a friendship that had shaped nearly a third of his life and ended not in any dramatic 

falling-out but simply in two men choosing different gambles on the same terrible morning's 

aftermath, one of whom would walk free again in his mid-thirties and one of whom would not.

Dixie visited every week that Teague's schedule and the jail's rules allowed, sitting across a 

scarred plexiglass divider with a phone receiver pressed to her ear, and it was Dixie, more 

than any lawyer, who kept Rodney tethered to something resembling hope during those seven 

months, talking to him about her classes, about a boy she'd started seeing who treated her 



decent, about their mother's good days and bad days, careful never to let the visits run out of 

things to talk about besides the trial itself. Wanda came only twice in all that time, her body by 

then too worn down by illness to make the drive more often, and both visits ended the same 

way — Wanda pressing her palm flat against the plexiglass, Rodney pressing his against the 

opposite side without either hand ever able to close the half inch of distance between them, 

both of them crying without either one admitting it out loud to the other.

A letter came for Rodney that August, a month before the trial, in his mother's careful, 

uneven handwriting, the first letter she had ever sent him in his life, since every other piece of 

news between them across twenty-five years had always been spoken rather than written. 

Inside, on a single sheet of notebook paper, she had copied out a verse in pencil, pressing hard 

enough that Rodney could feel the letters raised on the back of the page like braille. “I got 

Mama's Bible down off the closet shelf,” the letter said. “First time in nineteen years. Don't  

rightly know why I waited so long, 'cept I reckon I was scared of what I'd feel readin' it. Found  

this and thought of you, and thought you ought to have it, whatever good it does you in there.” 

Below it, in the same careful pencil: “The LORD is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart; 

and saveth such as be of a contrite spirit. Psalm 34:18.” Rodney read it a dozen times that 

week, folded it into the thin mattress of his bunk where the guards rarely searched, and did 

not write back anything about it, though he kept the letter through every transfer, every cell,  

every year that followed, longer than he kept almost anything else he owned.

“Thou hast set our iniquities before thee, our secret sins in the light of thy countenance.” 

Psalm 90:8 describes a kind of exposure Rodney had spent his entire adult life avoiding, and 

the trial,  when it  finally opened on a humid Tuesday in September,  delivered exactly that 

exposure in front of a packed gallery and a jury of twelve strangers — every job, every lie, 

every folded twenty left  on his  mother's  kitchen table  without  explanation,  laid bare in a  

courtroom under fluorescent light for anyone willing to sit and listen. There is a particular and 

total kind of nakedness in hearing a prosecutor narrate the private architecture of your own 

worst choices back to a room full of people who have never once had to make choices like 

them, and Rodney sat through four full days of it with his unreadable face locked firmly in  

place, giving away nothing, feeling everything.

Jury selection took the better part of a full day, forty-one potential jurors questioned one 

at a time about their views on guns, on crime, on whether they could set aside anything they'd 

read in the newspaper the previous spring, and Rodney sat through the whole process with a 

growing, sinking understanding of just how small his home county truly was — three of the 

forty-one knew Otis Pratt personally, one had grown up two streets over from Wanda's own 

childhood  home,  and  one  older  man,  dismissed  eventually  for  cause,  admitted  under 

questioning that he'd once bought a chainsaw off a boy he was fairly sure was sitting at the 

defense table that very morning, a chainsaw that had, in fact, been stolen off L.T.'s Camaro's  



trunk inventory  a  decade  before.  The  twelve  who remained were  strangers  to  Rodney by 

name, but not, he understood watching their faces during opening statements, strangers to 

the general shape of a story like his — a hard childhood, a wrong road, a Saturday morning 

gone terribly wrong. The question was never really whether they would believe that story. The 

question was only ever whether believing it would move them to anything resembling mercy.

Skeet testified on the second day, thinner than Rodney remembered him, refusing to look 

toward the defense table even once during the two and a half hours he spent on the stand, 

laying out the whole operation from the folding table in Yancey's office down to the make and 

model of every vehicle involved, in exchange for a plea deal that would see him walk free  

within eighteen months. Teague's cross-examination chipped at his credibility where it could 

— the deal Skeet had cut, his own criminal history, the traffic warrant that had first brought 

him into custody — but none of it changed the fundamental shape of what the jury had already 

heard,  delivered  in  Skeet's  own flat,  matter-of-fact  voice:  that  Rodney  Noblit  had  known 

exactly what kind of job this was before he ever got in the car. “You've been promised eighteen 

months for this testimony, isn't that right?” Teague asked him near the end. “Yes, sir.” “And  

without it, you were looking at considerably more than that yourself.” “Yes, sir.” “So it's fair to  

say you have every reason in the world to tell this jury exactly what the state wants to hear.”  

Skeet  paused  at  that,  longer  than  any  pause  before  it,  and  looked,  for  the  first  time  all 

afternoon, directly at Rodney before he answered. “I got reason to tell 'em the truth,” he said. 

“Don't mean it ain't also the truth.” Teague had no good response to that, and the jury's faces,  

watching Skeet's  answer land,  told  Rodney everything he needed to  know about  how the 

exchange had gone.

There was a stretch that morning, before Otis Pratt was ever called, when Rodney found 

himself studying the gallery instead of the witness box, picking out faces he half recognized 

from a lifetime spent in that county — a woman who had once taught him Sunday school for  

exactly two visits before his family's church attendance dried up entirely,  a man who had 

worked the register at the Gas-N-Go the whole thirteen years L.T. and Reese and Dexter had 

built their operations practically in the store's own parking lot. None of them met his eyes. He 

understood,  watching them look everywhere in that courtroom except toward the defense 

table, that he had become something people in his own hometown now looked away from on 

instinct, the way a driver's eyes slide off roadkill without ever quite settling on it, and the  

understanding landed on him harder  than almost  anything the  prosecution would say  all 

week.

Otis Pratt took the stand on the third day, seventy-two years old now, his left arm hanging 

noticeably different from his right, and he did not raise his voice or point a dramatic finger 

across the courtroom the way Rodney had half braced himself for. He only described, in a  

steady, tired voice, what an ordinary Saturday morning had felt like before a bullet changed 



the rest of his life — the bag of his wife's prescriptions scattering across hot pavement, the 

sound before he understood what the sound was, sixteen months of physical therapy that had 

given him back perhaps sixty percent of what he'd had before. “I don't guess I hate the man 

that did this to me,” Otis said near the end, looking not at Rodney but somewhere past him,  

toward the back wall of the courtroom. “Hate takes more energy than I got left to give it. I just  

want the jury to understand what an ordinary Saturday cost me, is all.” Teague did not cross-

examine him. There was, as Teague told Rodney afterward, simply nothing to be gained by it.

“He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone.”  John 8:7 was not a verse 

spoken anywhere inside that courtroom, and it would have sounded, to nearly everyone in the 

gallery that week, like an argument for mercy Rodney Noblit had not remotely earned. But it 

was true nonetheless, true in a way no one in that room, prosecutor or defendant alike, was 

positioned to fully understand — that judgment belonged, in the end, to a higher court than 

the  one  currently  in  session,  and  that  the  same  grace  capable  of  forgiving  Otis  Pratt's  

shattered shoulder was, though nobody in that room yet knew to call on it, sufficient even for 

the man who had helped put it there.

Carla Denson testified on the fourth morning with her daughter's photograph entered into 

evidence — a healthy girl, eleven months old by then, born six weeks early in a hospital room 

with a deputy standing guard outside the door. Carla did raise her voice, once, describing the 

six weeks she'd spent uncertain whether her daughter would survive the early delivery her 

injury had forced upon her, and for the first and only time in four days of testimony, Rodney's 

carefully unreadable face slipped, just slightly, just long enough for two jurors near the end of 

the row to notice it and note it, an involuntary flinch that told them, more plainly than any 

evidence Teague could have offered on his behalf, that something in this particular defendant 

was not entirely as hardened as the state's case wanted them to believe.

“For he shall have judgment without mercy, that hath shewed no mercy.” James 2:13 is a 

hard  verse,  one  that  offers  no  comfortable  exit  for  a  man  who  has  spent  his  adult  life 

extracting exactly what he wanted from other people with a gun in his hand and no thought 

given to what mercy might have cost him instead. Rodney had shown no mercy to a pawnshop 

clerk, to a nineteen-year-old dealer in a garage, to a woman with a stroller he'd only barely  

managed to spare. He was about to learn, in a courtroom two counties from where he'd been 

born, precisely what it felt like to stand on the receiving end of the same absence.

Teague put on what defense he could — a character witness in Mr. Holloway, retired now 

from the principal's office but still sharp enough to describe, without excusing a single choice 

Rodney had made as an adult, the particular failures of a system that had watched a boy's  

home collapse around him and offered him, at every turn, too little help arriving far too late. 

Wanda herself took the stand on the final day of testimony, thin and gray in a wheelchair 

Dixie had pushed up to the witness box, her voice barely carrying to the back row, and she 



said only a handful of sentences before Teague thanked her and let her go, but one of those 

sentences  would  stay  with  more  than one juror  long after  the  trial  itself  had faded from 

memory: “I know what my boy done was wrong. I ain't never gonna say it wasn't. But I also  

know the boy I raised before this world got hold of him, and I'm askin' this jury, if there's any 

mercy left in this room today, to remember that boy was in there somewhere the whole time,  

even on the worst day of his life.”

“There are many devices in a man's heart; nevertheless the counsel of the LORD, that  

shall stand.” Rodney did not take the stand himself, on Teague's firm advice, a decision that  

would gnaw at him for years afterward — not because he believed his own testimony would 

have changed the verdict, but because he had sat silent through four days of other people 

narrating his life while the one voice that might have told the whole of it, his own, never once 

spoke a word in that courtroom at all.

Closing arguments ran the better part of an afternoon, the prosecutor's summation built 

almost entirely around two words she returned to again and again — innocent blood — while 

Teague argued, with more conviction than Rodney expected from a man carrying ninety other 

cases, that a boy raised the way Rodney had been raised deserved a jury's understanding even 

where he could not earn its forgiveness. “Woe unto the wicked! it shall be ill with him: for the  

reward of his hands shall be given him.” Isaiah 3:11 might as well have been read directly into 

the record as the jury filed out to deliberate, because the reward, when it came four hours 

later, arrived exactly as certain as the prophet had promised it would.

The jury deliberated four hours, and Rodney spent every minute of it in a small holding 

room off the courtroom with Teague, who talked less than usual, checking his watch every few 

minutes in a way that told Rodney more about the odds than any direct prediction would 

have. Somewhere in the third hour, a bailiff brought word that the jury had a question for the 

judge, something about the legal definition of the assault charges under the law of parties, and 

Teague's face, hearing it relayed, told Rodney everything he needed to know before the verdict 

itself ever came back — that the jury was not debating whether he had known what kind of job  

it  was.  They  were  only  making  certain,  before  they  convicted  him,  that  the  law  actually 

allowed them to hold him fully responsible for what Reggie Combs's bullets had done to two 

people Rodney had never met and never wanted to see hurt at all.

The verdict came back guilty on every count — armed robbery, conspiracy, two counts of 

assault in the first degree — and the foreman's voice reading each count into the record landed 

on Rodney like four separate and distinct blows, though his face, trained across two fences of 

razor wire a decade before for exactly this kind of moment, betrayed almost nothing to the 

gallery watching him. Almost nothing. Dixie, sitting three rows back beside their mother's 

wheelchair, saw his jaw tighten at the second count and understood, in that small motion, 

everything her brother would never once say out loud about how it  felt  to  hear a  jury of 



strangers name him, formally and permanently, the thing he had spent his whole adult life  

becoming.

“The LORD is slow to anger, and great in power, and will not at all acquit the wicked.” 

Nahum 1:3 closed the guilt phase of Rodney Noblit's trial with a truth the prophet had written 

twenty-six hundred years before any jury in Coosa County was ever empaneled, a truth that 

applies equally to a nation and to a single man standing at a defense table with his hands 

folded in front of him, waiting to learn the exact shape of the reckoning he had spent thirteen  

years assembling for himself one choice at a time.

Sentencing came three weeks later, and it was the victim impact statements, more than 

anything the prosecutor herself said, that seemed to settle the length of what followed. Otis  

Pratt did not speak again; he had said, in his own words during testimony, that he had already 

said everything he had energy left to say. Carla Denson did speak, standing this time rather 

than sitting in the witness box, her daughter — walking now, just barely, thirteen months old 

— balanced on her hip in the courtroom gallery while she addressed the judge directly. “I don't 

know  this  man,”  she  said,  looking  not  at  Rodney  but  at  the  judge.  “I  don't  know  what 

happened to him to make him the kind of person who'd be in that parking lot that morning. I 

just know my daughter came into this world six weeks early because of what he chose to be 

part of, and I'm asking this court to make sure he has a long time to think about that choice.”

Judge Pruitt gave Rodney the chance to speak before she pronounced sentence, a formality 

called allocution that Teague had prepared him for as best he could, and Rodney stood at the  

defense  table  in  a  borrowed collared shirt  and said  less  than he  had planned to  say,  his 

carefully unreadable face working hard against a tightness rising in his throat that he refused, 

even now, to let the room see get the better of him. “I know sorry don't fix what happened,” he 

said, looking somewhere near the judge's bench rather than at her directly, unable yet to hold 

the gaze of anyone in that room the way he'd once been unable to hold his own father's. “I 

ain't got the words for what I feel about Mr. Pratt and Miz Denson and her baby. I just know I  

can't take back that Saturday no matter how long I sit  in a cell  thinkin' about it.” It was, 

Teague told him afterward, not nothing, but it was not enough either, and both of them knew 

it — the words of a man who understood he had done wrong without yet understanding why, a 

confession without any deeper repentance underneath it, the difference between a man sorry 

for consequences and a man sorry for sin, though it would be many more years before Rodney 

learned there was a difference at all.

“For the work of a man shall he render unto him, and cause every man to find according  

to his ways.” Job 34:11 is a hard mercy, if it can be called a mercy at all — the promise that a 

man's own choices will, in the end, be rendered back to him in full, neither more nor less than 

what he built with his own two hands. Judge Constance Pruitt, no relation to the Dixie Belle's  

owner though Rodney noted the coincidence with a strange, distant detachment as she began 



to  speak,  addressed him directly  for  nearly  ten minutes  before  she pronounced sentence, 

describing the childhood Teague had put into evidence not as an excuse but as a tragedy 

layered on top of a tragedy, a boy failed by every institution meant to catch him before he 

became the man now standing in her courtroom, and a man who, whatever the failures of his 

childhood, had chosen, over and over across thirteen years, to answer every failure with a 

harder and more dangerous choice than the one before it. “I have read your file, Mr. Noblit,”  

she  told  him,  looking  at  him  directly  over  the  top  of  her  reading  glasses  in  a  way  that 

reminded him, with an ache he did not expect, of Mr. Holloway on the worst day of the fourth  

grade. “I have read about your father, and about the courage it took your mother to sit in that 

witness chair yesterday, and I want you to understand that this court does not sentence you 

today without having seen the whole of what shaped you. But this court also cannot sentence 

the boy you were. It can only sentence the man you chose, again and again, to become. Mr.  

Pratt  will  never  again  lift  his  grandchildren  over  his  head  with  that  arm.  Miss  Denson's 

daughter came into this world six weeks before her body was ready for her, because of a choice 

you made freely, as an adult, with your eyes wide open. The law requires this court to weigh  

both truths. It has.”

She sentenced him to thirty-five years — twenty on the robbery and conspiracy counts,  

running concurrent,  and fifteen consecutive  on each assault  charge,  a  total  sentence  that 

would not make Rodney eligible for parole consideration until he had served no fewer than 

seventeen years  inside the  Alabama Department of  Corrections.  Thirty-five  years  is  not  a 

sentence a twenty-five-year-old man can fully absorb standing in a courtroom hearing it read 

aloud for the first  time; it  is,  instead, an abstraction, a number too large for the mind to  

convert immediately into decades of actual mornings, actual meals, actual birthdays passing 

on the far side of a fence, and Rodney stood at that defense table absorbing almost none of  

what the number actually meant until much later, alone in a cell, doing arithmetic he would 

come to know better than any math he'd ever learned in school — how old he would be, what 

year it would be, whether his mother, whose liver had already begun failing her by the time 

the gavel came down, would live to see any part of it.

“Wherefore  doth  a  living  man  complain,  a  man  for  the  punishment  of  his  sins?” 

Lamentations 3:39 is a question the prophet asks in the middle of a book largely devoted to  

grief, and it is not an unkind question so much as a clarifying one, a reminder that suffering 

earned by a man's own hand is  a different creature entirely from suffering visited on the 

innocent, and Rodney, sitting in a transport van an hour after sentencing with his wrists and 

ankles chained together for the drive back to the county jail before his transfer to the state 

system, found he did not have it in him, even in the depths of that particular grief, to fully  

argue with the number Judge Pruitt had handed down. He had built the road himself, one 



choice at a time, since he was twelve years old with eleven stolen dollars folded in his fist. 

Thirty-five years was simply where the road, walked all the way to its end, had finally arrived.

Reese was sentenced two months after Rodney,  in a  separate proceeding Rodney only 

heard about through a letter from Dixie — twenty-two years, less than Rodney's own thirty-

five, owing largely to a cooperation agreement Reese had struck that stopped just short of 

naming Yancey Cole outright but went further than anyone else in the operation had been 

willing to go. Rodney felt, reading that letter in his cell, an old and familiar bitterness rise in 

him at the arithmetic of it — the man who had built the operation still eating dinner in his  

own dining room every night, the man who had run it day to day facing thirteen fewer years 

than the man who had simply agreed, once, to ride along and hold a gun steady. He did not  

yet  have  the  wisdom to  see,  and would  not  have  that  wisdom for  a  very  long time,  that 

comparing sentences was its own kind of trap, a way of keeping the old scorekeeping alive 

long after the game itself had ended, a refusal to reckon with his own choices by measuring 

them instead against choices that were never his to answer for.

Dixie was allowed ten minutes with him before the transport, standing on the other side of 

the same plexiglass divider that had separated them for seven months, and she did not cry this 

time, though her eyes were red from crying earlier that morning in the gallery. “I'm gonna be 

here,” she told him, pressing her palm flat against the glass the way their mother had. “Every 

visit they let me have, I'm gonna be here. Thirty-five years or three hundred, don't matter. I  

told you a long time ago I wasn't leavin' you, and I meant it, even if you're the one that ended 

up leavin' first.” Rodney pressed his own hand against the glass opposite hers, unable to close 

that same half inch of distance that had separated him from his mother's palm on those two 

jailhouse visits, and told her, in a voice steadier than he felt, that he'd hold her to it.

Rodney wrote his mother back that same last night in county custody, the only letter he  

managed to compose during the whole of those seven months, sitting on the edge of his bunk 

with a stub of golf pencil the jail allowed and a single sheet of paper he made count for every 

word. He did not know how to write the things he actually felt, had never in his life practiced 

saying them out loud let alone setting them down where they could be read twice, so in the  

end he wrote only a handful of lines — that he was sorry, that he loved her, that he'd carry her 

letter with him wherever they sent him — and beneath it, copying her own gesture back to her 

the only way he knew how, though he had to borrow the words rather than find his own, he 

wrote out the verse she had sent him, word for word, and signed his name beneath it the way a 

man signs something he does not yet believe but is not quite ready to throw away either.

Wanda was too sick by then to make the trip for a final goodbye, her liver failing faster now 

that the stress of the trial had passed and her body no longer had adrenaline enough to keep 

pretending otherwise, and the last words she ever said to her son as a free woman had already 

been spoken, months before, through a half inch of scarred plexiglass neither of them had 



been able to close. Rodney would not see his mother again for the better part of two years, and 

by the time he finally did, the visit would take place in circumstances neither one of them, 

sitting across that jailhouse table with their palms pressed against unbreakable glass, could 

yet have imagined.

“For God shall bring every work into judgment, with every secret thing, whether it be  

good, or whether it be evil.” Ecclesiastes 12:14 had opened this chapter of Rodney Noblit's  

life as an epigraph he never once read, and it closed it now as a verdict he had lived out in  

full without ever once cracking open the book that contained it. The transport van pulled out  

of the county jail's sallyport just after four o'clock that afternoon, Rodney's forehead against  

a  wire-mesh window watching the  last  ordinary buildings of  the  only county he'd  ever  

called home slide past and shrink behind him, and somewhere past the edge of town, past a  

cemetery where his grandmother lay buried beneath a headstone he had visited once with  

stolen money still warm in his pocket, the van turned onto the interstate that would carry  

him north, toward a facility whose name he had only heard spoken so far in rumor and  

dread, toward a version of  hell  he did not yet  have any frame of  reference to imagine,  

though he was about to be given one, in full, before that first year was out. He thought,  

watching the fields blur past  the mesh,  of  his  mother's  pencil  pressed hard enough into  

notebook paper to leave the letters raised on the back like braille, of a promise made on  

cinder-block steps that his sister was already keeping better than he had ever kept anything  

in his own life, and of a number — Inmate 471826 — that had already replaced his name on  

every official document that would matter for the next thirty-five years. He did not pray. He  

still  did  not  know  how.  But  somewhere  underneath  the  fear  and  the  shame  and  the  

arithmetic  he  could  not  stop  running,  something  in  him  had  begun,  without  his  full  

permission or even his full awareness, to listen for the first time in nineteen years for a voice  

he had once been certain would never leave him nor forsake him, waiting, patiently, to see  

whether he would ever again think to call out for it.

CHAPTER SIX
Welcome to Hell

“Thou hast laid me in the lowest pit, in darkness, in the deeps. Thy wrath lieth  
hard upon me, and thou hast afflicted me with all thy waves.”

— Psalm 88:6–7 (KJV)



Fenwick State Penitentiary sat on nine hundred acres of cleared pine flats in the southern 

part of the state, a compound of low concrete buildings ringed by two fences and a coil of  

razor wire so dense in places it looked, from the transport van's mesh window, like a strange 

silver crop growing out of the red Alabama dirt. Rodney had heard the name spoken in rumor 

and dread for most of his adult life, the way boys in his old trailer park once spoke of it — a 

place men went and came back changed, if they came back at all, a place other inmates in the  

county jail had warned him about with a particular quiet that told him more than their actual 

words did. He arrived on a Tuesday in November, chained at the wrists and ankles alongside 

eleven other men, and the gates closed behind the van with a sound he would hear again in his 

memory for the rest of his life, a heavy metallic finality that had nothing in common with any 

door that had ever closed on him before.

“Be  sober,  be  vigilant;  because  your  adversary the  devil,  as  a  roaring lion,  walketh  

about,  seeking whom he may devour.” 1  Peter 5:8 was written about a spiritual predator 

stalking the souls of the faithful, but the men who ran Fenwick's yard had built an entire  

economy out of the same principle turned toward flesh and blood, and Rodney understood 

this within his first hour on the intake block, standing in a line of new arrivals stripped down 

for delousing and search while older inmates on work detail watched through a chain-link 

gate with the frank, appraising stares of buyers at a livestock auction, sizing up which of the  

new men would prove easy prey and which would prove more trouble than they were worth.

The noise  alone took days to grow accustomed to — a constant  undertone of  shouted 

conversations, radios tuned to three different stations at once, steel doors racking open and 

shut on a schedule that never once paused for night, a low, ceaseless human roar that Rodney 

would later come to recognize as the sound of several hundred men each trying, in his own 

way, to fill a silence too heavy to sit inside of for very long. He had grown up in a house where  

quiet usually meant danger was coming. Here, he learned quickly, quiet meant almost the 

opposite  — a lull  worth noticing,  worth watching closely,  because the yard's  rare  silences 

tended to fall right before something happened that the whole block would still be talking 

about a week later.

Intake took the better part of three days — medical screening, a psychological evaluation 

conducted by a tired counselor who asked Rodney the same handful of questions in the same 

flat voice she had clearly asked several hundred men before him, a classification hearing that 

weighed his charges, his sentence length, and his disciplinary history in county custody before 

assigning him, unsurprisingly given all three, to general population in the maximum-security 

unit rather than one of the lower-custody dormitories reserved for men with shorter roads 

ahead of them. A guard named Sergeant Purnell handed him his housing assignment along 

with a short, unceremonious speech he had clearly delivered hundreds of times before. “Cell 

block C. You got a cellie already in there, name of Whitfield. Chow's at six, eleven, and five. 



Count's  four  times a  day,  you learn the times or  you learn 'em the hard way.  Rest  of  it,  

Whitfield'll tell you, or the yard will, and the yard don't teach gentle.”

“So I returned, and considered all  the oppressions that are done under the sun: and  

behold the tears of such as were oppressed, and they had no comforter; and on the side of  

their oppressors there was power; but they had no comforter.” Ecclesiastes 4:1 describes, 

almost point for point, the moral architecture Rodney found waiting for him behind the door 

of cell block C — a world where power, not law, decided who ate first and who ate last, who 

slept safely and who slept with one eye open, and where the men doing the oppressing very 

often carried the same hard, unhealed childhoods Rodney himself carried, passing the wound 

forward the only way most of them had ever learned how.

His  cellmate  was  a  broad-shouldered,  gray-bearded  man  named  Cornelius  Whitfield, 

universally known on the block as Duke, fifty-eight years old and twenty-two years into a life 

sentence for a killing he had committed at twenty-six and had, by Rodney's first week sharing  

an eight-by-ten cell with him, clearly spent every day since regretting in some fashion Rodney 

could not yet fully read. Duke did not offer friendship, exactly, in those first days — men who 

had survived two decades inside Fenwick's walls did not extend trust easily to anyone, let 

alone a new arrival barely out of his twenties — but he did offer something almost as valuable: 

information, delivered flat and unadorned, the accumulated survival wisdom of a man who 

had buried more cellmates than he cared to count.

“First thing,” Duke told him that first night, not looking up from the paperback he was 

reading by the weak overhead light, “don't never let nobody see you scared, even when you 

are. Especially when you are. Second thing — you gonna get tested. Not if. When. Somebody 

gonna step to you in that chow hall or that yard inside your first two weeks, see what you're  

made of, and how you handle that first test decides how the next ten years of your life go. 

Third thing.” He finally looked up, marking his page with one thick finger. “Every crew in here 

gonna want you. White boys, they'll want you 'cause you're big and you don't look like you 

scare easy. And every single one of 'em is gonna tell you that you need 'em to survive in here.  

Every single one of 'em is lyin', or at least half lyin'. What you need to survive in here is your 

own two hands and enough sense not to trust nobody further than you can see 'em.”

Duke's own story came out slowly, over several weeks, in fragments offered mostly at night 

when the block had gone as quiet as it ever got and neither man could sleep. He had killed a 

man in a bar fight outside Mobile at twenty-six, a stranger, over an argument neither of them 

would likely have remembered by morning if it had never turned physical, and he had spent 

the first eight years of his sentence, by his own account, exactly as hard and unreachable as 

any man on the yard, working his way up through two different prison factions before a stint  

in solitary confinement — eleven months, longer than Rodney could yet imagine surviving in a 

box the size of a horse stall — left him, in his own words, “too tired to keep bein' that mad.” He 



did not credit religion for whatever change had followed. He credited exhaustion, plain and 

simple,  the  particular  exhaustion  of  a  man  who  has  spent  a  decade  being  afraid  and 

pretending not to be, until pretending itself became more work than he had strength left to do. 

“Ain't sayin' I found Jesus or nothin' like that,” Duke told him, waving a thick hand at the 

Bible on the shelf as if to preemptively dismiss any conclusion Rodney might draw from its 

presence there. “Just sayin' I got tired of bein' the man I was tryin' to be. Different thing.”

“A prudent man foreseeth the evil, and hideth himself; but the simple pass on, and are  

punished.” Proverbs 27:12 could have been the whole of Duke Whitfield's personal philosophy 

distilled into a single verse, though Duke himself would not have recognized it as Scripture; he 

had, by his own admission, not opened a Bible since before his own conviction, and the copy 

that sat on the small shelf above his bunk, worn soft at the spine, belonged to a chaplain's 

program he described to Rodney with open skepticism as “somethin' to do on a Wednesday, 

mostly,” an assessment Rodney filed away without much interest, since he had not thought 

about God with anything other than reflexive resentment since he was nine years old standing 

at his grandmother's graveside.

The  test  Duke  had  promised  came  on  Rodney's  ninth  day,  in  the  chow  hall,  when  a  

heavyset inmate named Reggie Poole, testing new arrivals on behalf of a white prison gang 

that called itself the Brotherhood, sat down directly across from Rodney with his tray and 

asked, without preamble, whether Rodney had found people to run with yet. Rodney told him 

he hadn't decided. Poole smiled the way a man smiles when he already knows an answer he 

hasn't heard yet, and told Rodney that a man who didn't decide fast enough in this place 

usually found the decision made for him, one way or another, and it was rarely the way he'd 

have chosen for himself.

“Fearfulness and trembling are come upon me, and horror hath overwhelmed me.” Psalm 

55:5  named exactly  what  moved through Rodney's  chest  sitting  across  that  table,  though 

nothing in his face showed it — the old, practiced stillness rising up the way it always had,  

since he was six years old under his father's fists, since a padlocked warehouse door at twelve,  

since a razor-wire juvenile unit at sixteen. He told Poole, in a voice as flat and unhurried as  

Duke's own, that he appreciated the invitation but he'd be running with himself for the time 

being. Poole's smile thinned at that,  just slightly, and he stood up from the table without 

another word, and Duke, three seats down, did not look over, but Rodney caught the faintest 

shift in the set of the old man's shoulders that told him the exchange had been watched, and  

noted, and weighed.

“Therefore the prudent shall keep silence in that time; for it is an evil time.”  Amos 5:13 

was a rule Rodney learned to live by faster than almost any other lesson Fenwick had to teach  

him, faster even than the ones Duke spelled out for him directly. Silence, he discovered, was 

armor in a way that talking never could be — every word offered up in that chow hall or that 



yard was a thread another man could eventually pull, a way in, a weakness catalogued for later 

use, and Rodney rebuilt, inside those two fences, the same unreadable face he had built once 

before behind a smaller set of fences a decade earlier, except this time the stakes on the other  

side of that stillness were not a summer's worth of freedom but the whole remaining shape of 

his natural life.

Rodney was assigned to kitchen detail in his second week, six hours a day scrubbing steam 

trays and hauling fifty-pound sacks of rice and dried beans, work he did not resent the way he 

might have as a younger man, because the physical exhaustion of it bought him something he 

badly needed — hours where his mind could not spin endlessly through Poole's warnings or 

Duke's advice, hours filled instead with the simple, repetitive labor of feeding several hundred 

men three times a day. The kitchen supervisor, a civilian employee named Mrs. Odom who 

had worked at Fenwick for nineteen years and had, by her own dry admission, “seen every 

kind of man God ever made pass through this kitchen,” treated the inmates under her with a 

brisk, unsentimental fairness that Rodney found himself, to his own mild surprise, grateful 

for. She did not ask about his charges. She only asked whether he could keep a schedule and  

follow  instructions,  and  when  he  proved  that  he  could,  she  gave  him  steadily  more 

responsibility, a small, ordinary trust that felt, after everything else that first winter had cost 

him, disproportionately large.

He saw his  first  real  violence  inside  Fenwick's  walls  in  his  third  week,  a  fight  in  the  

recreation yard between two men over a debt so small — eleven dollars owed on a canteen 

loan — that the sum itself would have struck Rodney, in any other life, as almost comic in its  

smallness. It was not comic here. It ended with one man's face laid open from cheekbone to 

jaw with a sharpened toothbrush handle, blood soaking into the yard's packed dirt while three 

separate crews of onlookers watched without moving to help or hinder, a stillness in the crowd 

that told Rodney more about the actual rules of this place than Duke's warnings ever had.  

Nobody called for a guard. Nobody flinched. The wounded man was left to walk himself to the  

infirmary,  one hand pressed hard against  his  own face,  while  the yard went back,  within 

minutes,  to  whatever  card  games  and  weight-pile  conversations  the  fight  had  briefly 

interrupted.

“Reproach hath broken my heart; and I am full of heaviness: and I looked for some to  

take pity, but there was none; and for comforters, but I found none.”  Psalm 69:20 described, 

with an accuracy that unsettled Rodney the one time Duke happened to read it aloud from his 

own worn Bible on a Sunday afternoon, not only the wounded man walking himself to the  

infirmary but the whole of Rodney's own life stretching out ahead of him now, thirty-five 

years of a world that had already proven itself, in three short weeks, to run entirely on the  

same principle he had learned as a boy under his father's fists — that mercy was a currency 

almost nobody in this place had any of to spare.



Dixie's letters arrived every week without fail, and Rodney came to depend on them with 

an intensity that surprised him, tearing each envelope open the moment mail call reached his 

cell  and reading them twice through before he ever let  himself set them down. She wrote 

about small things — a promotion at the insurance office, a course she was taking toward her 

business degree, a cat she'd taken in that she named, without any apparent irony, Rodney, a  

joke that made him laugh out loud alone in his cell for the first time since his arrest. She 

wrote, too, about their mother, whose decline had slowed somewhat that winter but had not  

reversed, and about the drive to Fenwick, six hours each way, that she was already planning to 

make as soon as visitation opened up for new arrivals.

“Bring my soul out of prison, that I may praise thy name.” Psalm 142:7 is a psalm David 

wrote hiding in a literal cave, a fugitive rather than a convicted man, but the cry underneath it 

belongs equally to any soul that has ever found itself confined, whether by stone walls or by 

choices made freely and regretted only afterward, and Rodney read that particular psalm for 

the first time not from any Bible of his own but from a photocopied page Dixie had folded into 

one of her letters that December, along with a short note: “Found this and thought you might 

need it more than I did. Love you. Don't let this place take whatever's left of you, Rodney. I 

need my brother back someday, whole as you can manage.” He kept that photocopy folded 

into the same thin mattress seam where his mother's letter still lived, and did not read it again 

for a long while afterward, though he did not throw it away either.

Dixie's first visit came on a Saturday in early December, a six-hour drive each way that she 

made in a single day rather than pay for a motel room she couldn't easily afford, and Rodney 

sat across a scarred table from her in the visitation room — no plexiglass this time, an almost 

unbearable proximity after seven months of divided glass between them — for the full two 

hours the facility allowed, neither of them quite able to stop looking at the other like they were 

confirming something they'd each privately doubted might still be true. She had cut her hair 

since he'd seen her last. She talked fast and bright about nothing much, the way she always 

had when something underneath the brightness needed covering, and it was not until the last 

twenty minutes,  when a guard announced visitation would end soon, that  her composure 

finally  cracked  and  she  reached  across  the  table  to  grip  both  his  hands  in  both  of  hers,  

ignoring  a  guard's  half-hearted  reminder  about  contact  rules,  and  said,  “You  look  thin, 

Rodney. You eatin'? You sleepin' at all?” He told her he was fine, the same lie he'd been telling 

everyone his whole life,  and she looked at him the way their mother used to look at him, 

seeing straight through it and choosing, out of love rather than deception, not to push.

“For thou, LORD, art my hope: thou art my trust from my youth.”  Psalm 71:5 was not a 

verse either  one of  them spoke aloud in that  visitation room, but something in its  shape 

passed between them all the same in the final minutes before a guard called time — Dixie's 

hand still gripping his, her voice dropping low enough that only he could hear it, telling him 



that she'd already put gas money aside for next month's visit, and the month after that, and 

that  she didn't  much care what it  cost  her  in miles or  money,  because as  far  as  she was 

concerned the two of them were the only family either had left  standing upright, and she 

intended to keep showing up for as long as he needed her to. He watched her walk back out 

through the visitation door when the two hours ended, and sat alone at the table a moment  

longer than the guards generally allowed, before he made himself stand and walk back toward 

the block, carrying the warmth of her hands around his for the length of the whole cold walk 

back.

There was an older inmate on the block, a small, stooped man named Feldon Ray who was  

nearing seventy and serving out what everyone understood to be the last years of his life for a  

decades-old  crime  nobody  on  the  block  much  remembered  the  details  of  anymore,  and 

Rodney watched, in his second month, as two younger men worked a slow, patient extortion 

on him — his commissary, his phone time, small humiliations compounding week over week 

that Feldon absorbed with a weary, practiced resignation that told Rodney this was not new,  

only the current chapter of something that had likely been happening to men like Feldon in 

places like this for as long as such places had existed. Rodney did not intervene. He told 

himself it was not his business, that a man barely two months into a thirty-five-year sentence 

could not afford to make enemies on behalf of a stranger, and both of those things were true  

as far as they went, but neither of them fully explained the discomfort that sat in his chest  

every time he watched it happen and did nothing, a discomfort he recognized, though he did 

not let  himself  examine it  closely,  as  something close to the shame Grandma Ada's  Bible 

stories had once tried, and failed, to plant in him permanently.

The Brotherhood approached him twice more over the following month, each time with a 

different man doing the asking, each time with a slightly harder edge to the invitation than the 

last, until the final approach came not as an invitation at all but as a warning, delivered by  

Reggie Poole himself in the weight yard with two other men flanking him. “Time's about up on 

the polite version of this conversation,” Poole told him, close enough that Rodney could smell 

the  stale  coffee  on  his  breath.  “Man  your  size,  keepin'  to  himself,  that  don't  read  as 

independent in here. That reads as an easy mark that just don't know it yet. Last chance to 

pick a side before a side gets picked for you.”

Rodney did not answer him right away. He set the weight bar he was holding back onto its  

rack, slow and deliberate, and looked at Poole for a long moment with the same flat stillness 

that had once made a pawnshop clerk search his eyes for mercy and find none, and told him, 

quiet enough that only the three of them could hear it, that he'd take his chances on his own, 

and that anybody who came looking to make that decision for him was going to find it a good 

deal more expensive than they were expecting. It was, in every practical sense, a lie — Rodney 

had no crew, no weapon beyond what he could improvise, no protection beyond his own size 



and his own nerve — but he delivered it with enough conviction that Poole studied him a  

moment longer, weighing the odds the way a man weighs any risk against any reward, and 

then shrugged and walked off with his two men behind him, the matter, for the moment, left  

unsettled rather than resolved.

Whatever grace attended Joseph's imprisonment in Egypt — favor in the eyes of his jailer,  

a measure of trust that eventually lifted him out of the pit entirely — Rodney Noblit had not  

yet been given any equivalent of it, nor had he asked for one, nor would he have recognized it 

as grace even if it had been offered to him plainly across a chow hall table. “But the LORD was 

with Joseph, and shewed him mercy, and gave him favour in the sight of the keeper of the  

prison.” Genesis 39:21 describes a man wrongly imprisoned finding an unearned kindness 

inside the very walls meant to break him. Rodney's imprisonment carried no such irony — he 

had earned every year of his sentence honestly, by his own hand, one choice at a time — and 

the favor Duke Whitfield's guidance and Dixie's letters offered him, though real, was not yet  

anything Rodney understood as coming from any hand higher than his sister's own stubborn 

love and an old convict's practical self-interest in keeping a promising cellmate alive.

Duke found out  about  the  confrontation with Poole  before  the  day was  over,  the  way 

everything on that yard traveled faster than any guard's radio, and he said nothing about it  

directly that evening, only setting down an extra ramen packet on Rodney's bunk without 

comment, a small gesture that Rodney understood, without either of them needing to say so,  

as something close to approval. “You bought yourself some time,” Duke told him later, after  

lights-out,  his  voice  carrying  across  the  dark  cell  in  the  particular  hush  men  use  for 

conversations they don't especially want the whole block to overhear. “Not peace. Time. Big 

difference in here. Poole ain't the kind to let a no sit easy for long, and the Brotherhood ain't  

the only crew that's gonna come sniffin' round a man your size who won't fall in line. You 

made it through round one. There's gonna be a round two.”

“He hath set me in dark places, as they that be dead of old.” Lamentations 3:6 was a verse 

Rodney would not read for another several years, though it described, with an accuracy that 

would have stopped him cold if he had encountered it that winter, exactly the sensation that 

settled over him lying awake on his bunk after Duke's warning — a sense of having been set 

down, deliberately and completely, into a darkness with no promised end to it,  thirty-five 

years stretching out ahead of him in a place where even survival itself was never guaranteed, 

only earned, day by day, test by test, against odds that seemed to lengthen rather than shorten 

with every week that passed.

He wrote back to Dixie that week, the first letter he had managed to compose that felt like 

more than a bare recitation of facts, describing Duke in a few careful sentences, describing the 

weight yard and the chow hall and the particular gray color the sky turned over Fenwick's 

fences in late afternoon, though he left out the fight he'd witnessed and the warning Poole had 



delivered, unwilling to let her carry any more weight for him than she already carried on his 

behalf. He signed the letter the way he'd signed the one to his mother months before, with 

words he still did not fully believe but was no longer quite willing to throw away either, and 

sealed the envelope, and handed it off at the next mail call, and lay back on his bunk turning 

over, for the first time with anything like real seriousness, Duke's warning about round two, 

and wondering, without yet finding any answer that satisfied him, exactly how a man was 

supposed to survive thirty-five years in a place that seemed to offer him nothing durable to 

survive it with.

“When I looked for good, then evil came unto me: and when I waited for light, there  

came darkness.” Job 30:26 belongs to a man who had once had everything and watched it 

stripped from him piece by piece through no fault of his own, a very different situation from 

Rodney's, whose losses had all, in the end, traced back to his own hand. But the verse's shape 

fit his experience of that first winter at Fenwick all the same — every small hope he allowed 

himself, that Poole might let the matter drop, that Duke's guidance might be enough, that 

thirty-five years might somehow prove more survivable than it looked from the inside of his 

first month, seemed to invite, almost immediately, some fresh evidence of exactly how little 

control he actually had over what happened to him next.

Wanda managed one phone call that same January, her voice thinner over the crackling 

prison line than Rodney remembered it even from her last visit before sentencing, and she did 

not talk long, tiring fast, but she asked him, near the end of the short call, whether he was  

staying safe, and Rodney told her yes, the same lie he told everybody, and she said, after a 

pause long enough that he wondered if the call had dropped, “I been readin' Mama's Bible  

some, of an evening. Slow going. Lot of it I don't rightly understand yet. But I read a piece to  

you if you got a minute.” He told her he had a minute. She read him four verses from the 

ninety-first Psalm, her voice unsteady over the words but finishing them anyway, and Rodney 

sat on a concrete stool bolted to the wall of the phone alcove with his eyes shut, listening to his 

mother read Scripture aloud for the first time in his entire adult life, and did not trust himself  

to say much of anything back before the call's time ran out.

By the time the pine flats around Fenwick had gone fully bare for winter, Rodney had 

developed a routine as rigid and as protective as any fortress wall — up before the six o'clock 

count, weights in the yard at the same hour and in the same corner every day, meals eaten fast 

and with his back never fully turned to the room, letters read and reread in the last hour 

before lights-out, sleep that came thin and shallow and broke at every unfamiliar sound. He 

had survived his first two months. He understood, with a clarity Duke's warnings had only 

sharpened rather than created, that surviving the next thirty-four years and ten months of his 

sentence was going to require something more durable than routine and reputation — though 



he did not yet know what that something might be, and would not find out, not really, for a  

great many hard years still to come.

“For thou, LORD, hast made me glad through thy work: I will triumph in the works of  

thy hands.” Psalm 92:4 would one day become, though Rodney could not have imagined it 

standing in that cold weight yard with his knuckles cracked from the winter air, one of the  

truest  sentences  of  his  entire  life.  It  was  not  true  yet.  Nothing  about  Fenwick  State 

Penitentiary in the winter of Rodney Noblit's first year there resembled gladness in any form 

he recognized, and the works of the Lord's hands, if they were present in that place at all, 

moved so quietly and so far beneath the surface of the daily brutality that a man would have  

needed eyes he did not yet possess to see them working at all.

The Brotherhood was not the only crew that took an interest in him that winter. A quieter  

approach came in January from a man named Marcus Teale, who ran the largest of the block's 

several Black prison factions with a style entirely unlike Poole's — no threats, no ultimatum, 

only a brief conversation in the yard where Teale told him plainly that he respected a man who 

could  hold  his  own  ground  without  needing  a  crew  to  hide  behind,  and  that  if  the 

Brotherhood's patience ever did run out, Teale's own people would not stand in the way of 

whatever came, but they would not be the ones bringing it either. It was, in its own fashion,  

the most honest conversation Rodney had had with anyone on that yard besides Duke, and he 

found himself, walking away from it, wishing briefly and uselessly that he had met a man like 

Teale on the outside instead of inside two fences and a coil of razor wire, in circumstances 

where nothing either of them said to the other could ever fully be trusted.

Reggie Poole's second approach came not as a conversation but as a message, delivered 

secondhand through a trustee who worked the laundry detail — a warning, phrased casually 

but unmistakable in its intent, that the Brotherhood's patience with independent men had a 

way  of  running  out  sooner  than those  men expected,  and that  Rodney  would  do well  to 

reconsider  his  answer  before  the  weather  turned  any  colder.  Duke,  hearing  the  message 

relayed, only shook his head slowly and told Rodney, in the same flat voice he used for every 

piece  of  hard  news,  that  he  ought  to  start  sleeping  lighter  than he  already  was,  because  

whatever came next was not going to arrive with a second polite warning attached to it.

Rodney lay awake that whole night turning the warning over, the same cold stillness rising 

in him that had once let him drive away from a gunfight without his hands shaking on the 

wheel, the same stillness that had let him walk into a pawnshop with a loaded revolver at  

eighteen years old and give nothing away to a frightened clerk searching his eyes for mercy.  

He understood, lying there in the dark with Duke's breathing steady and even on the bunk 

below him, that the stillness that had carried him through every hard year of his life up to this 

point  was about to be tested in a  way it  had never been tested before,  against  men with 

nothing to lose and thirty or forty years of their own sentences stretching out ahead of them,  



men for whom violence was not a last resort but simply the ordinary grammar of daily life. He 

did not sleep. He lay there instead watching the thin gray light change almost imperceptibly 

through the small window near the ceiling, and somewhere in the long hours before the six 

o'clock count, without ever quite deciding to, he found himself thinking not of Poole or the 

Brotherhood or the thirty-five years still ahead of him, but of a porch swing eleven miles from 

the trailer where he was born, and a voice that had once told him God would never leave him 

nor forsake him — a voice he still did not believe, not really, not yet, but one that had, for  

reasons he could not have explained to Duke or to Dixie or even fully to himself, begun quietly  

resurfacing in him more often than it had in nineteen years.

The six o'clock count came and went that morning the same as every morning, guards'  

boots  on  concrete,  cell  doors  racking  open  in  sequence  down  the  block,  the  ordinary  

machinery of Fenwick State Penitentiary grinding forward exactly as it had every day since  

long  before  Rodney  Noblit  ever  arrived  and  would  keep  grinding  forward  long  after  

whatever was coming for him next had already come and gone. He stood for count with his  

forehead nearly touching the bars, the cold morning air off the pine flats finding its way  

even into the block's concrete corridors, and understood, with a clarity that felt almost like  

calm after a sleepless night of dread, that whatever Duke's round two turned out to be, it  

was no longer a matter of if but only of when, and that the only thing left within his own  

power to control was how he met it.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Blood on the Cellblock

“Though an host should encamp against me, my heart shall not fear: though  
war should rise against me, in this will I be confident.”

— Psalm 27:3 (KJV)

Duke's round two came eleven days after the warning, on a Thursday afternoon in the 

shower block at the end of the four o'clock work shift, when the room was crowded enough to 

offer cover but not so crowded that three men couldn't work their way into position around 

Rodney without drawing much notice from anyone not already looking for it. He felt it before 

he fully understood it  — a shift  in the room's rhythm, the particular way men who mean 

nobody any harm keep moving through a space while men who mean somebody harm start,  



without seeming to, standing still — and he had just enough warning, maybe two full seconds, 

to turn his back to the tiled wall instead of leaving it exposed before Reggie Poole and two 

other Brotherhood men closed the last few feet between them.

Later, trying to reconstruct the sequence for Duke, Rodney would struggle to explain how 

he had known, in those two seconds, exactly what was coming. It was not any single detail so  

much as an accumulation of small, half-conscious readings — Poole's eyes flicking toward the 

door a beat too often, the younger man beside him standing with his weight shifted forward 

onto the balls of his feet, a stillness in Cutter Boggs off to the side that did not match the 

room's ordinary rhythm of movement. It was the same skill that had once told a boy exactly  

how long his father's truck could idle in the gravel drive before real trouble started, refined 

now by two decades of practice into something closer to instinct than conscious thought, a  

survival grammar written so deep into Rodney's body that he no longer needed to translate it 

consciously at all.

“For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers,  

against the rulers of the darkness of this world.” Ephesians 6:12 describes a battle Rodney 

Noblit did not yet have eyes to see, fought on a field far larger and older than any cellblock,  

though the flesh-and-blood battle in front of him that Thursday afternoon was real enough in 

its own right, and it was that battle, not the unseen one behind it, that Rodney's whole body 

organized itself to meet in the two seconds he had to prepare. The first blow came from his 

blind side, a fist wrapped around something hard enough to split the skin above his eyebrow 

on impact, and after that the fight stopped being anything Rodney could later describe in 

clean, sequential detail, dissolving instead into the same fragmented, overlapping violence he 

remembered from a parking lot  outside a hardware store — noise,  motion,  the particular 

copper smell of his own blood mixing with the shower room's steam.

He did not go down. That was the fact he would return to afterward more than any other 

single detail, turning it over the way a man turns over a coin he can't quite believe he still has 

in his pocket — that thirteen years of hard living, and six years before that of learning not to  

flinch under his father's fists, had built something in him tough enough to take three men 

working him at once in a slick-tiled room and still come out standing on his own two feet at 

the end of it. He broke Reggie Poole's nose with an elbow thrown blind and connected mostly  

by instinct. He put a second man, younger and less committed to the fight than Poole, down 

hard enough on the wet tile that the man did not get back up before a guard's whistle finally  

cut through the noise and scattered what remained of the crowd that had gathered to watch 

without once moving to intervene.

“Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord.” Romans 12:19 was a verse Rodney did 

not know and would not have believed even if someone had quoted it to him standing there  

bleeding onto the shower room floor, because every ounce of what he had just done had been,  



in the moment, entirely his own repayment, delivered with his own two hands, and it had felt, 

in the raw adrenaline of the fight itself, like the only kind of justice this place understood or  

respected. He did not yet know how much that particular kind of justice would eventually cost 

him, in this fight and in the several still waiting further down the road ahead of him.

The third  man,  the  one  who had brought  the  sharpened object  that  opened Rodney's 

eyebrow, was the one who worried Duke most when Rodney described him afterward — a 

wiry, silent inmate named Cutter Boggs who hung back at the edge of the fight rather than  

closing distance the way Poole and the other man had, watching, Rodney realized only in 

hindsight, for an opening rather than simply swinging in blind rage. It was Cutter's blow that 

had done the real damage, and it was Cutter, not Poole, who slipped away clean before the 

guard's  whistle  sounded, leaving Poole and the younger man to answer for a  fight  Cutter 

himself had done the most to escalate. Rodney did not know it yet, standing in the infirmary  

line with blood still drying on his collar, but he had just made an enemy considerably more 

dangerous than Reggie Poole would ever prove to be — a man who did not fight for reputation 

or for any crew's honor, but simply because violence itself, delivered quietly and efficiently, 

was the only trade Cutter Boggs had ever found he was good at.

The infirmary stitched eleven stitches into his eyebrow and four more along a gash on his 

forearm he did not even remember taking,  a  thin blade wound that the nurse on duty,  a 

heavyset woman who had clearly seen a great many wounds exactly like it, did not bother 

asking many questions about beyond the ones her paperwork required. Guards questioned 

him separately  that  same evening,  a  lieutenant named Foy running through the standard 

script  Rodney  would  come  to  recognize  as  identical  in  every  facility  he  would  ever  pass 

through — who started it,  who else was involved,  whether he wanted to press the matter 

formally. Rodney told him he didn't know who jumped him, that it happened too fast to make 

out faces, a lie so transparent that Foy did not even bother pretending to believe it, only made 

a note in his file and told him, almost bored, that he'd be spending the next five days in  

disciplinary  segregation  regardless,  since  fighting  was  fighting  under  Fenwick's  rules  no 

matter who threw the first blow.

“If thou forbear to deliver them that are drawn unto death, and those that are ready to  

be  slain;  if  thou  sayest,  Behold,  we  knew  it  not;  doth  not  he  that  pondereth  the  heart  

consider it?” Proverbs 24:11 names a particular kind of moral  failure Rodney had already 

brushed up against once that winter, watching Feldon Ray absorb his slow extortion without 

lifting a hand to help, and it named, too, the failure of an entire system that had just watched 

three men corner one and written the resulting bloodshed down as a single interchangeable 

infraction, evenly distributed, no different in the paperwork whether a man had thrown the 

first blow or merely tried to survive the last one.



One of the guards who worked the segregation block that week, a younger officer named 

Deputy Alred who had clearly not yet hardened into the flat indifference most of his older 

colleagues wore like a second uniform, slipped Rodney an extra apple with his dinner tray on 

the third night, along with a few quiet words that Rodney had not expected from anyone 

wearing that particular color of shirt. “Foy don't care whether you started it,” Alred said, not 

quite meeting Rodney's eyes, glancing back down the corridor out of habit before he spoke.  

“Paperwork's paperwork to him. But I read your file. Watched some of that trial coverage on 

the news, actually, before I ever took this job. Man can change what he does with the rest of  

his life even if he can't change how it started. Seen it happen a time or two, even in here.” He 

was gone before Rodney could think of anything to say back, and Rodney sat alone afterward 

turning the small kindness over in his mind, an apple and a handful of sentences that cost the 

guard  nothing  and  yet  felt,  in  the  flattened  emotional  landscape  of  segregation, 

disproportionately large.

Five days in segregation gave Rodney his first real taste of a kind of isolation he had not yet 

experienced inside Fenwick's walls — a cell smaller than the one he shared with Duke, no 

window at all, one hour of solitary yard time a day in a concrete pen not much larger than the 

cell itself, meals passed through a slot by guards who rarely spoke a word beyond what the job 

required. He had thought, walking in, that five days sounded almost restful measured against  

the tension of the yard. He discovered instead that silence without another human voice in it 

for company was its own particular weight, heavier in some ways than the fear of a shower-

room ambush, because there was nothing in that silence to fight, nothing to brace against, 

only the inside of his own head running the same loop of memory over and over with nowhere 

else to go.

Duke was waiting when he came back to their shared cell, and he looked Rodney over — 

the stitched eyebrow, the bandaged forearm, the particular stiffness in how Rodney held his 

ribs — with something that was not quite a smile but was closer to one than Rodney had yet 

seen cross the old man's face. “Heard you put Poole's nose somewhere it don't belong,” Duke 

said, settling back onto his own bunk. “That's gonna buy you respect on this block faster than 

anything else could've. It's also gonna buy you a longer memory from every man that was 

standin' in that shower room watchin'. Respect and revenge come from the same well in a 

place like this. Can't never fully separate the two.”

“Faithful are the wounds of a friend; but the kisses of an enemy are deceitful.”  Proverbs 

27:6 described, without either man ever speaking the verse aloud, exactly the shape of what 

Duke Whitfield had become to Rodney across those first difficult months — a man whose 

blunt, unsparing honesty cost Rodney nothing in comfort but bought him something far more 

valuable, a clear enough picture of the world he now lived in to keep him alive inside it a while  

longer. Rodney had known plenty of men in his life who smiled easily and told him exactly 



what he wanted to hear — L.T., Reese, even Yancey Cole in his paneled office — and every one 

of them, in the end, had cost him considerably more than Duke's hard truths ever had.

Marcus Teale sent word through a mutual contact within a week of Rodney's release from 

segregation, not an offer of alliance exactly, but something closer to a professional courtesy 

between men who each ran their own separate operation on the same difficult ground — that 

Teale's people had seen the shower room fight, that word of it had traveled fast and favorably 

for Rodney's  reputation,  and that if  the Brotherhood pushed harder in retaliation,  Teale's 

faction would consider  it  worth knowing about  even if  they had no intention of  stepping 

directly into another crew's business. It was not friendship. Rodney understood that clearly 

enough by then to expect nothing more from anyone inside those fences than transaction 

dressed up, sometimes, in the appearance of something warmer. But it was information, and 

in  a  place  where  information moved like  currency,  it  was  worth  more  to  him than most 

currency could have bought.

“The words of his mouth were smoother than butter, but war was in his heart: his words  

were softer than oil,  yet were they drawn swords.” Psalm 55:21 might have been written 

specifically to describe the particular danger of a place like Fenwick, where the most polished 

courtesy and the most immediate threat often came wrapped in the exact same tone of voice, 

delivered  by  the  exact  same  men,  sometimes  within  the  same  conversation,  and  Rodney 

learned, across those first bloody months, to stop listening for kindness in anyone's words at  

all  and to  watch instead for  the  much slower,  much more  reliable  signal  of  what  a  man 

actually did with his hands over time.

Feldon Ray came to Rodney's cell door that same week, moving slower than usual on legs 

that  had grown noticeably worse over  the winter,  and stood there a moment working up 

whatever courage it took a man his age to approach a man half his age with a fresh eyebrow  

full of stitches. “Heard what you did in that shower room,” Feldon said, not quite looking at 

him. “Ain't my business what you get mixed up in. Just wanted to say I seen the way you look 

at what them boys been doin' to me on this block, and I seen you not sayin' nothin' about it,  

and I want you to know I don't hold that against you. Man's got to pick his fights in here. I  

picked mine a long time ago, and I lost most of 'em, and I'm still standin' anyhow.” Rodney  

did not have a ready answer for him, but he found himself, in the weeks that followed, quietly 

steering  extra  commissary  items  toward  Feldon's  cell  through  Duke's  careful,  deniable 

channels, a small correction to a debt he had never spoken aloud but had clearly been carrying 

since the day he first watched and did nothing.

Poole did not come at him directly again after the shower room, his broken nose having 

cost him something more than physical pain — a measure of standing within his own crew, 

Duke explained, since a shot caller who could not put down one unaffiliated man with two 

others backing him lost credibility fast in an economy that ran almost entirely on reputation. 



But the campaign against Rodney did not end with Poole's retreat; it only changed shape,  

growing quieter and more deniable, the kind of pressure a man could feel building around 

him without ever being able to point cleanly at its source. Small items went missing from his 

cell during work hours. A rumor circulated, false but persistent, that Rodney had cooperated 

with investigators in his own trial in exchange for a lighter sentence, a lie calculated with some 

care to make him look untrustworthy to exactly the kind of men who might otherwise have  

respected his refusal to join anyone.

“Envy thou not the oppressor, and choose none of his ways.” Proverbs 3:31 was a warning 

Rodney  kept,  without  ever  consciously  choosing  to,  largely  because  the  alternative  — 

matching the Brotherhood's patient cruelty with cruelty of his own, joining some other crew 

simply to gain the numbers necessary to strike back — would have cost him the one thing he 

had somehow managed to keep intact through thirteen years of crime and now seven months 

of prison: a stubborn, largely unexamined refusal to become fully and permanently the kind of 

man who used other people as instruments, the way Yancey Cole had once used him. He did  

not yet have language for why that particular line mattered to him. He only knew that crossing 

it felt, even now, like something he was not yet willing to do.

Dixie's letters that spring carried an undertone Rodney could not entirely hide from her no 

matter how carefully he edited what he told her, and in March she wrote him a letter more  

direct than any she had sent before, asking plainly whether something had happened to him, 

whether the stiffness she'd noticed in his handwriting the last two letters meant an injury he  

wasn't telling her about. He wrote back and lied, the same practiced lie he'd been telling every 

person who loved him since he was old enough to understand that the truth sometimes cost  

more than the people hearing it could afford to pay. She wrote back anyway, not fooled, telling 

him only that she loved him and that she'd keep showing up whether he told her the truth or 

not, a patience that humbled him more than any threat Poole's crew had managed across the 

whole of that violent spring.

Dixie called the block's visitation office directly during Wanda's hospitalization, a rare and 

expensive breach of the ordinary letter-writing routine, and Rodney was pulled from kitchen 

detail to take the call in a supervised booth, his hands still smelling of dish soap and steam.  

Her voice was thin with exhaustion when she finally came on the line. “She's stable,” Dixie  

told him, before he could even ask. “Scared me bad for about two days there, but she's stable  

now. I didn't want you findin' out from a letter three days after the fact and sittin' with it alone 

that  whole  time.  Figured  you'd  rather  know  quick,  even  if  quick  means  worse.”  Rodney 

thanked her, and told her she didn't have to spend money she didn't have on a call like this,  

and Dixie, in a voice that cracked despite her best effort to keep it steady, told him that some 

things were worth spending money she didn't have on, and their mother's life was near the top 



of that list, and so, not far beneath it, was making sure her brother didn't spend a crisis like 

this one entirely alone behind two fences with nobody local enough to reach him fast.

Wanda's health took a harder turn that same March, a hospitalization Dixie described in a 

letter with more clinical detail than Rodney suspected she wanted to include, an infection that  

had settled into her already-failing liver and kept her in the county hospital for nine days 

before she stabilized enough to go home. Rodney read that letter alone in his cell with Duke  

conspicuously occupied with his paperback across the small room, giving him what privacy 

the space allowed, and he found himself,  for the first time since his arrest, praying — not  

skillfully, not with any of the language Grandma Ada or Chaplain programs or anyone else 

might have taught him, but praying all the same, a handful of clumsy words asking whatever 

might be listening to let his mother hold on long enough for him to see her again.

“Plead my cause, O LORD, with them that strive with me: fight against them that fight  

against me.” Psalm 35:1 is a prayer David wrote surrounded by enemies with no earthly army 

of his own to call on, and it would be several more years before Rodney understood that the 

same prayer had, in fact, been available to him all along, sitting folded inside a Bible he had 

still never once opened for himself, though its promise had already begun working on him in 

ways he could not yet trace back to their source — a mother who had started reading Scripture 

aloud over a crackling phone line, a sister who quoted a psalm without knowing its number, a 

cellmate whose hard-won survival wisdom bore, without either of them noticing, an uncanny 

resemblance to the wisdom of Solomon's own proverbs.

The second major confrontation came in May, five months into Rodney's sentence, and it 

was worse than the shower room by a wide margin — an ambush in the laundry room this 

time,  four men instead of  three,  and a shank fashioned from a sharpened bedspring that 

opened a six-inch line across Rodney's ribs before he managed to disarm the man holding it  

and turn the blade, briefly and by pure animal instinct, back against its owner. Cutter Boggs 

led that  second attack himself,  Rodney realized partway through it,  recognizing the same 

patient,  economical  style  he'd  glimpsed at  the  edge  of  the  shower  room fight,  no  wasted 

motion, no shouting, just a cold, businesslike intent to finish what three men and a rushed 

opportunity had failed to finish in the winter. Rodney felt the blade open his side before he felt 

any pain attached to it, a strange, distant pressure followed a half second later by a heat that 

told him, with total clarity even through the adrenaline, that this cut was different in kind 

from the split eyebrow of the shower room, serious in a way his body understood faster than 

his mind could catch up to. He got a hand on Cutter's wrist anyway, some old, buried reflex 

from a lifetime of never once going down without a fight, and the two of them grappled for the 

blade in a tangle of wet sheets and industrial detergent until the shank came free in Rodney's  

own hand and Cutter, for one suspended half second, looked less like a predator and more like 

a man who had just realized his own math had failed him. Nobody died. That fact alone,  



Rodney would later understand, was the difference between a sentence that stayed at thirty-

five years and one that could have ended with him facing capital charges from inside a cell he 

was already occupying for another crime entirely. But the man he cut carried a scar afterward 

nearly as long as the one Rodney carried across his own ribs, and the balance of violence 

between Rodney Noblit and the Brotherhood, which had tilted mildly in Rodney's favor after 

the shower room, now sat closer to even, each side owing the other a debt neither had any  

intention of forgiving.

“Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day... A  

thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh  

thee.” Psalm 91:5 and 7 were the very verses Wanda had read to Rodney over a crackling 

prison phone line back in January, and he found himself, lying in the infirmary that May with 

a fresh line of stitches running down his side, turning those exact words over in his mind 

without ever having opened a Bible to find them there himself, wondering, in the strange, 

disoriented hours after surgery, whether it  was only coincidence that he had survived two 

organized attacks by three and then four armed men without a single wound serious enough 

to kill him, or whether something else entirely had been standing between him and a blade 

meant to finish what the shower room had started.

Cutter Boggs did not walk away from the laundry room unscathed either, a gash across his 

own forearm from the moment the shank changed hands, and the investigation that followed 

identified him quickly enough despite the general silence that closed ranks around every other 

detail of the fight — silence being, as Duke had told Rodney from the first night, a currency 

every man on that yard understood how to spend even toward men he privately despised.  

Cutter  was  transferred  out  of  Fenwick  entirely  within  the  month,  shipped  to  a  different 

maximum-security facility two hundred miles north after his own disciplinary record finally 

outweighed whatever institutional patience had kept him at Fenwick that long, and Rodney 

would not hear his name again for several years, though he would think of him more than  

once in the interim, wondering whether a man built entirely around quiet, efficient violence 

ever found anything in this life capable of interrupting that particular design.

He dreamed, during the eight days he spent recovering in the infirmary, more vividly and 

more often than he had dreamed in years, fever from a mild post-surgical infection blurring 

the  line  between  sleep  and  waking  into  something  almost  hallucinatory.  He  dreamed  of 

Grandma Ada's porch swing more than once, her voice reading Joseph's story the way she 

used to, the pit and the coat of many colors and the brothers who meant him evil, and in one 

particular dream that stayed with him long after his fever broke, she looked up from the Bible 

in her lap partway through the story and said, in a voice that was and was not entirely her  

own, “You know how that one ends,  don't  you,  baby? Boy in the pit  don't  stay in the pit 

forever. Lord's got plans for him even down there in the dark, plans the boy himself can't see 



yet.” He woke from that particular dream with his face wet, and did not examine too closely,  

in the disoriented hour before a nurse came to check his stitches, exactly why.

Duke visited him during infirmary hours that week, one of the few privileges long-term 

trustees like himself were occasionally granted, and sat by Rodney's bed for the better part of 

an hour without saying much of substance, mostly just present, the particular companionship 

of a man who understood exactly what surviving that kind of violence cost a person and did 

not feel any need to fill the silence with unnecessary words about it. Near the end of the visit,  

though, he did say one thing that stayed with Rodney longer than almost anything else Duke 

ever told him. “Twice now,” Duke said, standing to leave, “you've walked into somethin' that  

should've killed you, and walked back out. I done seen a lot of men in this place, over a lot of 

years. Most of 'em, that kind of luck runs out by the second time, not survives it. Man like you, 

either you got somebody watchin' out for you nobody can see, or you got more lives left in you 

than any cat I ever met. I'll let you sit with which one of them ideas you like better.”

“No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper.” Isaiah 54:17 is a promise given to 

a people, not to any single man in isolation, and Rodney Noblit was still, in that infirmary bed 

with fresh stitches and a body that ached in places he hadn't known could ache, a long way 

from any covenant relationship with the God who spoke that promise through the prophet.  

But  the  verse's  shape  had  begun,  quietly  and  without  his  full  permission,  to  describe 

something true about his own strange survival all the same — two ambushes, seven armed 

men across the two of them combined, and Rodney Noblit still breathing, still walking, still 

carrying inside him, whether he could yet name it or not, the same stubborn thread of grace 

that had once kept a favored son alive in an Egyptian prison for reasons that had nothing to 

do with anything the son himself had earned.

Deputy Alred was one of the guards rotated onto infirmary watch during Rodney's second 

recovery, and he did not say much this time either, mindful of the other guards and inmates 

within earshot, but he did make a point, on his second night of the rotation, of mentioning 

that he'd looked into whether the facility offered any kind of trade certification program for 

inmates  with  enough time left  on  their  sentence  to  make  the  training  worthwhile.  “Ain't  

promisin' you anything,” Alred said, checking Rodney's chart with more care than the task 

strictly required. “Just sayin' there's more to do with thirty-five years than survive it day by 

day. Man's got to have somethin' to build toward, or the years just eat him whole.” Rodney did 

not have an answer for him that night either, but the suggestion lodged somewhere in the 

back of his mind alongside Duke's Bible and his mother's psalm and his sister's stubborn, 

unrelenting love, one more small thread in a pattern he could not yet see clearly enough to 

name.

Duke brought up Alred's suggestion himself, unprompted, a few days after Rodney relayed 

it to him, turning it over with the same practical skepticism he applied to nearly everything. 



“Ain't the worst idea I ever heard,” Duke admitted, which from him amounted to something 

close to enthusiasm. “Fenwick runs a welding certification through the vocational building, 

actually. Small program, waitlist's long, but a man with your disciplinary record startin' to 

trend the right direction might could get a seat inside a year or two.” Rodney turned the word 

welding over in his own mind for a long moment before it landed somewhere with real weight 

— Gene Aldridge's shop in Huntsville, a folding chair and a fair wage he'd once turned down 

at seventeen for reasons that felt, from this distance, almost unbearably small. He did not say  

any of that to Duke. He only said he'd think about it, the same words he'd once told Gene 

Aldridge himself,  though this time, lying on his bunk that night turning the idea over,  he 

found he actually meant them.

He was released from the infirmary back to general population after eight days, his ribs 

still tender, his reputation on the yard transformed once again by the laundry room story, 

which had, by the time he returned to the block, already grown in the retelling to something 

considerably  larger  and  bloodier  than  what  had  actually  happened  —  a  common  enough 

distortion in a  place where reputation mattered more than fact,  and one Rodney did not 

bother  correcting,  since  an  exaggerated  legend,  whatever  its  inaccuracies,  offered  him  a 

measure of protection that the plain truth alone might not have. Poole's crew did not come at 

him a third time that spring. Whether that was caution, or exhaustion, or simply the natural 

pause between one campaign and the next,  Rodney could not say with any certainty, and 

Duke, when asked, only shrugged and told him that the yard's peace, when it came at all, 

never came with a guarantee attached, only a temporary and always-negotiable cease-fire that  

could end the moment somebody decided it had run its course.

He wrote Dixie a longer letter than usual that June, still leaving out most of the details she 

would have found unbearable to read, but including, for the first time, a single sentence that  

came closer to the truth than anything he had told her since his arrest — that it had been a 

hard spring, that he was healing, and that he was more grateful than he knew how to say for 

every  letter  she had sent  him across  it.  He did  not  mention the  two attacks.  He did not 

mention the fresh scar across his ribs, or the eleven stitches that had faded to a thin white line 

above  his  eyebrow,  or  the  particular,  bone-deep  exhaustion  of  a  man  who had  begun to 

understand that surviving thirty-five years in a place like Fenwick was not going to be a matter 

of winning fights but of enduring them, over and over, for longer than most men's patience for 

violence could reasonably be expected to last.

“Blessed be the LORD my strength, which teacheth my hands to war, and my fingers to  

fight.” Psalm 144:1 is a warrior's psalm, written by a king who understood battle as intimately 

as any man in Scripture, and it closed out that bloody spring of Rodney Noblit's imprisonment 

with a truth he had lived out in his own body without ever once crediting its source correctly  

— that his hands had, in fact, been taught to fight, first by a father's fists in a trailer off Route 



9, then by a hardware store parking lot and a razor-wire juvenile unit, then by thirteen years  

running crime across three counties, and that same training, however dark its origin, had now 

kept him alive through two attacks that should, by any reasonable measure, have ended him. 

He did not yet understand whose hand had actually been teaching him all along, or toward 

what purpose that terrible, hard-won skill might one day be redirected. That understanding 

was still years away.

He stood in the yard on the last evening of that spring with the sun going down orange  

behind the pine tree line past the double fence, his ribs still stiff enough that he favored one  

side climbing onto the weight bench, and found himself doing something he had not done in  

longer than he could easily remember — simply standing still, not scanning the yard for  

threats,  not  calculating  angles  or  exits,  just  watching  the  light  change  color  over  a  

landscape  that  was,  whatever  else  it  was,  still  capable  of  being  beautiful  in  spite  of  

everything it contained. Duke came and stood beside him without a word, following his gaze  

out toward the same sunset, and the two of them stood there together a long while in a  

silence that had, for once, nothing defensive in it at all. The seed of whatever was working in  

Rodney Noblit that spring was still small, and mostly unnoticed even by the man carrying  

it, planted somewhere down deep beneath the scar tissue, in ground that had been broken  

open, finally,  by more violence than even his hardened heart could fully absorb without  

beginning, at last, to crack.

CHAPTER EIGHT
The Code of the Yard

“Yea, mine own familiar friend, in whom I trusted, which did eat of my bread,  
hath lifted up his heel against me.”

— Psalm 41:9 (KJV)

He thought sometimes, in the quiet hours before lights-out, about how differently that first 

year might have gone if he had understood the yard's code before he ever set foot inside these 

fences instead of learning it one bloody or humiliating lesson at a time. Duke had told him 

once, early on, that every man at Fenwick eventually became a kind of expert in exactly the 

subject that had put him there, and Rodney was beginning to see the truth in that a different 

way than Duke likely intended — thirteen years of reading rooms for danger, of calculating 

exactly how much of himself he could safely reveal to another human being, had prepared 



him, in a strange and terrible fashion, for a place built  entirely around those same skills,  

refined now to a level of precision his old life on the outside had never fully demanded of him. 

By the end of his first full year at Fenwick, Rodney had learned enough of the yard's unwritten 

law to move through it the way a man moves through a house in the dark he has memorized 

every  corner  of,  avoiding  the  furniture  without  ever  needing to  see  it.  There  was a  code, 

though nobody had ever written it down or taught it to him in any single sitting — a whole  

architecture of debts and favors, of who could be approached and who could not, of which 

conversations belonged in the open yard and which belonged only in the narrow, watched 

privacy of a cell. Duke had given him the bones of it that first winter. The rest of it Rodney 

learned the way every man on that block eventually learned it, by watching, by mistake, and 

by the particular tuition every prison charges for a lesson it considers important enough to 

repeat until it finally sticks.

He learned, too, the code's particular grammar around silence — which questions a man 

could ask another man without giving offense, and which questions marked the asker as either 

naive or dangerous, a distinction that took him months of careful observation to map with any 

confidence.  Nobody  asked  another  man  directly  what  he  was  in  for,  though  everybody, 

eventually,  found  out  anyway,  the  information  circulating  through  the  block's  informal 

channels faster and more reliably than any official record ever could. Nobody asked how much 

time a man had left, a superstition Duke explained plainly enough — bad luck, some men 

believed, to speak a number out loud too often, as though naming it gave the number itself  

power to stretch longer than it needed to. “Take ye heed every one of his neighbour, and trust  

ye not in any brother: for every brother will  utterly supplant, and every neighbour will  

walk with slanders.” Jeremiah 9:4 might as well have been posted on the block's bulletin 

board  alongside  the  count  schedule,  because  nothing  moved  through  Fenwick's  economy 

without  eventually  testing  that  particular  warning  against  a  man's  own  experience. 

Commissary  goods  functioned  as  currency  more  reliable  than  the  money  the  state  itself 

allowed inmates to hold — a bag of coffee, a carton of ramen, a phone card, all of it traded and 

loaned and collected on with an informal but ruthlessly enforced set of interest rates that  

made the county's old payday lenders look almost generous by comparison. A debt unpaid on 

that yard was not a matter for small claims court. It was a matter, more often than not, settled 

in a laundry room or a stairwell where no camera happened to reach.

He watched the code operate in full one afternoon that September when a dispute broke 

out over a debt between two men on his block, a disagreement that would once, in Rodney's 

first months, have ended in the same kind of bloodshed he'd witnessed in his third week at 

Fenwick. Instead, the two men brought their grievance to a heavyset older inmate named Boss 

Ferrell, a lifer with no formal authority the prison itself recognized but with a standing on the 

yard that functioned, in practice, as something close to a judge's, and Ferrell heard both sides 



out in the corner of the yard with two other senior inmates flanking him as witnesses, weighed 

the matter for the better part of ten minutes, and ruled that the debtor owed an additional  

week's worth of commissary as interest for the delay, a verdict both men accepted without 

further  argument,  because  arguing  with  Ferrell's  ruling  would  have  cost  either  of  them 

standing they could not afford to lose. Rodney watched the whole proceeding with something 

like fascination, understanding for the first time that the yard was not lawless so much as it 

was governed by a law entirely separate from the one printed in the inmate handbook, older in 

some ways than the prison itself, and considerably more consistently enforced.

“He that goeth about as a talebearer revealeth secrets: therefore meddle not with him  

that flattereth with his lips.” Proverbs 20:19 was a warning Boss Ferrell's court, whatever its 

rough justice, could not enforce, because it operated only on the debts men were willing to 

bring out into the open where witnesses could weigh them fairly. The quieter, more private 

betrayals the yard's code did nothing to prevent, and, if anything, made easier by teaching 

every man inside those fences to keep his real  business as invisible as possible.  Rodney's 

welding  certification  finally  came  through  that  autumn,  a  seat  opening  in  the  vocational 

program after fourteen months on the waitlist, and the six hours a day he now spent in the  

shop building fitness became, alongside Dixie's letters and his growing library of secondhand 

paperbacks Duke passed him from the block's tiny circulating collection, one of the few parts 

of  his  sentence  that  felt  less  like  punishment  and  more  like  something  being  slowly, 

painstakingly built. The instructor, a retired pipefitter named Mr. Hollis who ran the program 

with a gruffness that reminded Rodney, not unpleasantly, of Gene Aldridge, told him within 

the first month that he had real hands for the work, an observation that landed on Rodney 

with more weight than the man delivering it likely intended, since nobody had told him he 

had a talent for anything honest since he was seventeen years old sitting across a folding table 

in a Huntsville welding shop he'd walked away from.

Mr. Hollis kept Rodney after class one afternoon that same October, ostensibly to review a 

welding technique Rodney had struggled with that morning, though the conversation drifted, 

as it sometimes did with Hollis, into territory well beyond the shop's curriculum. “You got 

twenty-some years left  on your  sentence,  way I  understand it,”  Hollis  said,  not  unkindly, 

wiping his hands on a rag that had long since stopped doing much cleaning. “Man can spend 

that time two ways. Countin' down, which is its own kind of misery, watchin' a number get 

smaller and smaller and feelin' like nothin' at all until it does. Or buildin' somethin' inside it, 

so that whenever that number does finally hit zero, you walk out the gate as somebody instead  

of just walkin' out older.” Rodney did not tell him about Gene Aldridge, or the folding chair 

he'd turned down at seventeen, but he thought about it walking back to the block that evening,  

the strange symmetry of a second chance arriving from a second gruff, decent man years after 

he'd thrown the first one away.



It was in the vocational shop that Rodney first got to know Jerome Sellars, a lean, quick-

talking inmate everyone on the block called Trip, three years into an eight-year sentence for a 

string of check-fraud convictions that had, by his own cheerful telling, made him more money 

in eighteen months than most men on that yard would see in a decade of honest work. Trip 

was easy company in a way almost nobody else at Fenwick managed to be — funny, generous 

with his commissary, quick to laugh at his own expense — and Rodney, who had spent nearly 

a year building walls thick enough to survive two organized attacks, found himself, almost 

without noticing the erosion happening, letting a few of those walls down around a man who 

never  once  asked  him for  anything  and  never  once,  as  far  as  Rodney  could  tell,  wanted 

anything from him beyond conversation.

“Confidence in an unfaithful man in time of trouble is like a broken tooth, and a foot out  

of joint.” Proverbs 25:19 is a verse about the particular cruelty of misplaced trust — not simply 

that it fails you, but that it fails you precisely in the moment you have leaned your whole  

weight upon it, the way a man discovers a broken tooth only when he bites down hardest, or a 

bad ankle only when he needs it most to hold him steady. Rodney would not learn, for several 

more months, exactly how much weight he had already placed on a foundation that could not 

bear it.

There was an afternoon in late September Rodney would think back on often once he 

understood what Trip had actually been doing, a slow Sunday with the shop closed and the  

yard half empty from a sudden rainstorm, the two of them sitting under the covered walkway 

outside the block trading stories the way men do when they've decided, without ever formally 

deciding, to trust each other. Trip told him about his ex-wife, about a daughter he hadn't seen 

in four years who he still sent birthday cards to even though they came back unopened more 

often than not, and Rodney, moved by the rare sight of something that looked like real grief  

cracking through Trip's usual easy charm, told him things about Wanda and Dixie and even, 

briefly, about Grandma Ada's porch swing that he had not told another living soul inside those 

walls besides Duke. It had felt, that afternoon, like the first real friendship Rodney had built 

entirely on his own terms since he was a boy trading stolen goods with L.T.'s crew, unearned 

by any test of violence or survival, built instead on nothing more complicated than two lonely 

men choosing, for an hour, to be honest with each other. He would not be able to remember  

that afternoon, later, without a specific kind of grief attached to it — not for what Trip had  

done with the information, but for how genuinely good the hour itself had felt while it lasted.

Duke did not care for Trip from the first week the two men started spending time together, 

a wariness he did not bother disguising even though he offered no specific evidence to justify 

it beyond an old convict's instinct honed across twenty-three years of watching men come and 

go. “Man's too easy,” Duke said one night, not looking up from his paperback. “Everybody on 

this yard costs somethin' to know. Trip don't seem to cost nothin' at all, and in my experience, 



that just means you ain't found the bill yet.” Rodney told him he was probably right to be  

careful, and meant it when he said it, and then went right on eating lunch with Trip most 

afternoons  anyway,  because  a  year  of  careful,  exhausting  vigilance  had worn a  groove  of 

loneliness in him that Trip's easy company filled in a way Rodney had not realized, until it was 

filled, how badly he had needed it filled.

“A man that hath friends must shew himself friendly: and there is a friend that sticketh  

closer than a brother.” Proverbs 18:24 names a real and good thing, the kind of friendship 

Rodney had, without ever quite admitting it  to himself,  already found in Duke Whitfield's 

blunt loyalty — a man who told him hard truths at real cost to their own comfort, who had  

shared commissary and warnings and, eventually, something close to affection across nearly a  

year of forced proximity. The tragedy of that autumn was not that Rodney doubted friendship 

existed inside those walls. It was that he mistook the wrong man for it, drawn toward the 

easier, more flattering version of companionship instead of the harder, truer one that had 

been sitting three feet away from him in a shared cell the entire time.

Trip  asked  questions,  over  the  weeks,  that  seemed  at  the  time  like  ordinary  friendly 

curiosity — about Dixie, about how much she sent him each month for commissary, about 

which crews on the yard had approached him and how those conversations had gone, about 

the particulars of his old life running with Reese and Dexter and, eventually, Yancey Cole. 

Rodney answered more of it than he should have, filling in details across a dozen relaxed 

conversations that he would never have offered up to a stranger asking them all at once. It did 

not occur to him, not once across those months, that a man three years into an eight-year  

sentence for check fraud might have very practical reasons of his own for gathering exactly 

that kind of information, and selling it, piece by piece, to whoever on that yard was willing to  

pay the most for it.

“A talebearer revealeth secrets: but he that is of a faithful spirit concealeth the matter.” 

Proverbs 11:13 drew a line Rodney had not thought to apply to Trip Sellars at all, though he 

had applied a version of the same instinct, without ever naming it, to every hardened man on 

that yard who wore his danger plainly on the surface. The danger Trip posed wore no such 

obvious marking. It wore, instead, an easy laugh and a generous hand with commissary and a  

gift, real or performed, for making a lonely man feel less alone, and Rodney had spent thirteen 

years learning to read threats that announced themselves with fists and weapons, never once 

building the instinct to read a threat that announced itself with nothing but friendliness.

Feldon Ray was the one who finally said something, cornering Rodney by the ice machine 

one evening in October with the particular directness only a man near the end of his own life  

seemed to have any patience left for. “I like you, son, so I'm gonna say a thing you probably  

don't  want  to  hear,”  Feldon told him,  glancing around out  of  long habit  before  he spoke 

further. “Your friend Sellars been seen talkin' to Ronnie Speer more than a man ought to talk 



to somebody he's got no business with. Speer's the one picked up where Cutter Boggs left off 

when they shipped him out. Runs quieter than Poole ever did, which if you ask me makes him 

worse. I ain't sayin' Sellars is dirty. I'm sayin' a man my age has seen enough setups in his life  

to know what one starts lookin' like before it's finished cookin'.” Rodney asked him how he 

could be so sure it was worth the risk of saying anything at all, since a wrong accusation could 

cost Feldon trouble he had little strength left to survive. Feldon only shrugged, slow and tired.  

“Man my age, servin' out what's left of a life sentence, ain't got a whole lot left to lose by tellin'  

the truth when he sees it,” he said. “Figure it's about the last useful thing an old man like me's 

still got to offer anybody. Might as well spend it on somebody I think's worth the spendin'.”

“He that hateth dissembleth with his  lips,  and layeth up deceit  within him; When he  

speaketh fair,  believe him not:  for  there are  seven abominations in  his  heart.”  Proverbs 

26:24–25 landed on Rodney with the particular sting of a warning arriving just late enough to 

hurt but not quite late enough to be entirely useless, and he spent the following week watching 

Trip with a wariness he tried, not always successfully, to keep hidden behind the same easy 

conversation the two of  them had shared for  months,  testing small  pieces  of  information 

against what he already knew, listening for the seams in a story he had never before thought 

to examine for seams at all.

Dixie visited that same October, her fourth trip of the year, and Rodney found himself, 

sitting  across  the  visitation  table  from  her,  mentioning  Trip's  name  for  the  first  time, 

describing him in the easy, affectionate terms of a man talking about a friend rather than a 

threat. Dixie listened, and asked a few careful questions, and did not say much in the moment, 

but she brought it up again in her next letter with a caution that Rodney, reading it in his cell  

two weeks later, wished he had taken more seriously at the time. “I'm glad you got somebody 

to talk to besides Duke,” she wrote. “Just — be careful, Rodney. You've always been quick to  

trust people who make you laugh. Momma used to say that about you when you were little, 

how a joke could get past your guard faster than kindness ever could. Don't let that be the 

door somebody uses on you in there.” He had read the letter and set it aside without giving it 

the weight it  deserved, the particular blindness of a man who wants a thing to be simple 

exactly at the moment his own sister, four hundred miles away and unable to see any of it 

firsthand, had somehow seen more clearly than he had standing in the middle of it himself.

Marcus Teale approached him separately that same month, a conversation shorter and 

more direct than any he'd had with the man before, offering Rodney a place inside his own 

crew not as muscle but as something closer to a quiet business partner — an arrangement, 

Teale explained, that would come with real protection against Speer and whatever remained 

of the Brotherhood's ambitions,  in exchange for Rodney's  willingness to occasionally  pass 

along information of his own, the vocational shop and the kitchen putting him in contact with 

men and materials Teale's own people did not always have easy access to. Rodney turned him 



down, as gently as a man could turn down an offer that both of them understood was not 

really optional in any ordinary sense, and Teale, to his credit, did not press the matter or turn 

cold over the refusal, only told Rodney that the door would stay open longer than most doors 

on that yard tended to, since he respected a man who understood exactly what he was and was 

not willing to become.

“Trust ye not in a friend, put ye not confidence in a guide: keep the doors of thy mouth  

from her that lieth in thy bosom.” Micah 7:5 describes a world so thoroughly corrupted by 

betrayal that even a wife's confidence cannot be trusted, an image that would have struck 

Rodney as extreme before that autumn and struck him, by November, as simply an accurate 

description of the only world he currently lived inside. He had refused the Brotherhood. He 

had refused Teale's crew, twice now, in two different disguises. He had trusted Trip Sellars  

with more of his own history than he had trusted almost anyone besides Dixie and Duke. And 

he was beginning to understand, piece by piece, that the third of those choices might turn out 

to be the one that cost him more than the other two combined.

The confirmation came in late November, delivered by Duke after a conversation with a 

trustee who worked laundry alongside a cousin of Ronnie Speer's — that Trip Sellars had, in  

fact, been feeding Speer a slow, careful accounting of Rodney's schedule for weeks, his shop 

hours, his kitchen shifts, the times his cell sat emptiest, in exchange for a debt reduction on a  

gambling loss Trip had been unable to cover any other way. It was not malice, exactly, that 

had moved Trip to sell out a man he had, in his own limited fashion, genuinely enjoyed the 

company of. It was simply the same old arithmetic that had once moved Rodney himself to  

leave two victims bleeding in a parking lot rather than risk his own freedom stopping to help 

them — the arithmetic of a man choosing his own survival over somebody else's safety, when 

the two came into direct and unavoidable conflict.

“For it was not an enemy that reproached me; then I could have borne it: neither was it  

he that hated me that did magnify himself against me; then I would have hid myself from  

him: But it was thou, a man mine equal, my guide, and mine acquaintance.” Psalm 55:12–13 

named a particular kind of grief Rodney had not expected to feel over a man like Trip Sellars,  

a grief that surprised him with its sharpness even as the more practical, more urgent fear rose 

up alongside it — not fear of Trip himself, who had never once raised a hand against him, but  

fear of Ronnie Speer, a name Rodney had heard only in passing warnings until that week, now 

suddenly transformed into the central, looming fact of his immediate future.

Rodney confronted Trip in the vocational shop two days later, pulling him aside during a 

lull in the afternoon session with a stillness in his own voice that he could tell, watching Trip's  

face change, was more unsettling to the other man than shouting would have been. Trip did 

not  deny  it  once  he  understood  how  much  Rodney  already  knew.  He  only  said,  with 

something that might have been genuine regret buried under the fear, “I like you, man. I do. 



But I like breathin' without Speer's people lookin' for a reason to make an example out of me 

even more, and that's the truth of it, whether you want to hear it or not.” “How long,” Rodney 

asked him, his voice still  flat, still controlled, though the effort of keeping it that way had 

begun to show in a small muscle working along his jaw. “How long you been sellin' pieces of  

my life  to  Speer.”  Trip  looked down at  the workbench between them rather  than answer 

directly  at  first,  running  one  thumb along  a  seam of  scorched  metal.  “Since  August,”  he 

admitted finally. “Wasn't never supposed to be nothin' big. Just enough to cover what I owed.  

Then it just — kept bein' easier to keep goin' than to stop and explain to Speer's people why I 

quit talkin' all of a sudden.” Rodney asked him whether Speer knew about his schedule for the 

following week, about the shop's afternoon session running short-staffed on Thursdays, and 

Trip's silence answered the question more completely than any words could have. Rodney did 

not hit him. He wanted to, badly enough that his hands ached afterward from the effort of 

keeping  them  still,  but  some  calculation  even  colder  than  his  anger  reminded  him  that 

striking  Trip  in  that  shop,  in  front  of  witnesses  and  cameras  both,  would  cost  him  the  

vocational program and land him back in segregation at exactly the moment he could least  

afford to lose the structure and purpose the program had started giving him.

“And a man's foes shall  be they of his own household.” Matthew 10:36 uses the word 

household  to  describe  a  betrayal  that  cuts  deeper  than any  stranger's  enmity  ever  could, 

precisely  because  it  comes from inside  the  circle  a  man has  let  close  enough to  see  him 

without  his  usual  armor  on.  Rodney had  built  almost  no  circle  at  all  in  his  first  year  at  

Fenwick, walling himself off from everyone but Duke on the theory that fewer connections 

meant fewer vulnerabilities, and Trip Sellars had been the single, careful exception he allowed 

himself, the one crack in a wall built otherwise without a single gap. It was, he understood 

now, standing in that shop with his hands still aching from restraint, exactly the crack an 

enemy patient enough to wait for it would eventually find and press.

Duke listened to the whole account that night without interrupting, and when Rodney 

finished, he set his paperback down on his chest and stared at the ceiling for a long while  

before he spoke. “I got betrayed once myself,” he said finally, in a voice quieter than Rodney 

had heard him use before. “Long time ago, different place, different circumstances than yours. 

Man I trusted with my back in a fight sold me out to save his own skin, and I spent damn near  

a decade after that not trustin' nobody at all, not even men who'd earned it fair and square.  

Cost me things I didn't understand I was payin' until years later — friendships I could've had, 

help I could've used, a version of myself that wasn't quite so hard all the way through. Don't  

make the same mistake twice, son. Learn from Sellars that you got to watch close who you let  

in. Don't learn from him that nobody's worth lettin' in at all. Different lesson entirely, and the  

second one'll cost you a lot more than the first one did.”



He told Rodney more of the story that night than he ever had before, the fight itself long 

over, but the man who'd sold him out — a cousin, by blood, who'd run with Duke on the  

outside for years before either of them ever saw the inside of a prison — had walked free on 

Duke's own confession, a deal struck quietly between the cousin and a prosecutor hungry for 

an easy conviction, while Duke carried the full weight of a killing that both men had, in fact,  

been present for and equally responsible in provoking. “Ain't sayin' I was innocent,” Duke 

said, staring up at the same water-stained ceiling tile Rodney had spent a hundred nights of  

his own staring at. “I done wrong that night same as him. But he walked, and I'm still here  

twenty-three years later, and there's a version of me that never did stop being angry about 

that particular math, not all the way. Took me a long time to understand bein' angry about it  

wasn't hurtin' nobody but me.”

“Two are better than one; because they have a good reward for their labour. For if they  

fall, the one will lift up his fellow: but woe to him that is alone when he falleth; for he hath  

not another to help him up.” Ecclesiastes 4:9–10 offered Rodney, hearing it read aloud from 

Duke's worn Bible a few nights later, the first real counterweight he had encountered to the 

growing conviction that trust itself was simply too expensive a habit for a man in his position 

to  keep  practicing.  Duke  had  not  stopped  trusting  entirely,  despite  his  own  decade-old 

betrayal. He had only learned, the hard way, to be more careful about where he placed what 

trust he had left, and Rodney understood, listening to him, that the lesson Fenwick's yard was 

trying to teach him was not the total abolition of trust but its careful, disciplined rationing — a 

distinction that felt, that November, almost too fine to hold onto, though he tried anyway, 

mostly for Duke's sake, and a little, though he would not yet have admitted it, for his own.

Rodney wrote Dixie back that December with more honesty than he had offered her in any 

letter since his arrest, describing Trip's betrayal in plain terms rather than his usual careful 

editing,  and admitting,  in  a  line that  cost  him something to write,  that  she had seen the 

danger before he had, the same way their mother always used to see trouble coming before 

either of her children did. “You were right,” he wrote. “Wish you hadn't been, but you were. 

Don't  guess  I'll  ever  fully  figure  out  how to  tell  the  difference between a  man bein'  kind 

because he means it and a man bein' kind because he wants somethin', but I'm gonna keep 

tryin', on account of I don't much like the alternative, which is turnin' into somebody who 

can't trust anybody at all, includin' you.” Dixie's answering letter, when it came two weeks 

later, said only that she was proud of him for writing that much of the truth down, and that  

she loved him, and that whatever else happened inside those walls, she needed him to keep 

trying to stay a man worth trusting himself, whatever it cost him to manage that in a place 

built to teach him otherwise.

Ronnie Speer never approached Rodney directly that autumn, a restraint Rodney came to 

understand,  through  Duke  and  through  Feldon's  careful  gathering  of  block  gossip,  as 



considerably more dangerous than Poole's loud, impatient ultimatums had ever been. Speer 

preferred information to confrontation, patience to provocation, the slow accumulation of an 

advantage rather than the risky gamble of an open fight, and Rodney spent the last weeks of  

that year with the particular unease of a man who understands an attack is coming precisely 

because nothing yet has happened, the stillness before it  somehow worse than any of the 

violence that had come before.

“They speak vanity every one with his neighbour: with flattering lips and with a double  

heart do they speak.” Psalm 12:2 closed out Rodney's second year at Fenwick with a lesson 

written  in  a  language  he  was,  by  December,  fluent  enough in  to  translate  without  much 

conscious effort — that a flattering tongue and an open hand could conceal exactly as much 

danger  as  a  fist,  sometimes  more,  because  a  fist  announced  itself  honestly  while  flattery 

worked in secret, gathering its information and its advantage long before it ever needed to 

raise  a  hand  at  all.  He  wrote  Dixie  a  letter  that  Christmas  describing,  in  careful,  edited 

language, a hard autumn without going into the specifics she would only have worried over 

from four  hundred miles  away,  and signed it,  as  he  always  did  now,  with  words  he  was 

beginning, slowly and against every hardened instinct in him, to actually believe.

Trip Sellars kept his distance for the remainder of that year, no longer eating at Rodney's 

table,  no  longer  lingering  after  shop  hours  to  talk,  and  Rodney  found,  to  his  own  mild 

surprise, that he felt something closer to pity than hatred watching Trip move through the 

block with the particular hunted look of a man who has burned a bridge he had not expected 

to need again so badly. He did not forgive him, exactly — the word itself was not yet part of 

Rodney's  working  vocabulary  in  any  form  he  could  have  applied  to  himself,  let  alone  to 

somebody who'd sold him out for a gambling debt — but he found he could not sustain the 

hot, focused anger he'd felt in the vocational shop for more than a few weeks, the feeling 

gradually settling instead into a colder, more permanent wariness that asked less what Trip 

deserved and more what Rodney himself intended to do differently going forward.

The year turned over into a new one with the yard quiet on the surface and, underneath 

that quiet, a debt Rodney did not yet fully understand still accumulating interest — Trip's 

information already spent and gone, Speer's patience still  coiled and waiting, and Rodney 

himself  walking  the  block  each  day  with  a  wariness  sharpened  rather  than  dulled  by 

everything the code of that yard had taught him across two hard years, wariness that would 

prove, before the next season turned, to be not nearly sharp enough for what was actually 

coming.

Duke  marked  it  too,  in  his  own  quiet  way,  watching  Rodney  read  and  reread  Dixie's 

Christmas letter one evening with an attentiveness Duke did not usually spend on another 

man's mail. “You're different than you was a year ago,” Duke said, not as a question. “Harder 

in some ways. Softer in others. Don't rightly know how a man manages both at once, but 



you're doin' it.” Rodney did not have a tidy answer for him, and Duke did not seem to expect 

one, only nodded slowly and went back to his own book, and the two of them sat together in 

the small cell a long while in the kind of comfortable silence that had, over two years, become 

the closest thing to peace either man still had access to inside those walls — a silence built, 

unlike  the  silence  Rodney  had  once  used  only  as  armor,  on  something  that  had,  almost 

without either of them naming it, become trust.

He lay awake a long while after Duke's breathing had settled into sleep, turning over the  

whole shape of that year — Trip's easy laugh and quiet betrayal, Feldon's tired courage,  

Teale's businesslike honesty, Hollis's rough encouragement, a sister's letters that saw him  

more clearly than he sometimes saw himself, and underneath all of it, a name he had heard  

only in careful whispers so far, Ronnie Speer, patient and unhurried and still,  as far as  

Rodney could tell, entirely unfinished with whatever plan Trip's information had helped him  

begin  building.  Two years  down.  Thirty-three  left  to  go,  by  the  state's  own  arithmetic,  

though Rodney had stopped trusting that number to mean much of anything fixed, the way  

a man stops trusting a road sign once he's learned firsthand how easily the road itself can  

wash out without warning.

CHAPTER NINE
The Price of Survival

“The sorrows of death compassed me, and the pains of hell gat hold upon me: I  
found trouble and sorrow. Then called I upon the name of the LORD; O LORD,  

I beseech thee, deliver my soul.”

— Psalm 116:3–4 (KJV)

Rodney had let his guard soften slightly across those eleven quiet months, not carelessly,  

but with the gradual, almost imperceptible relaxation of a man who has survived two attacks 

and begun, against his own better instincts, to believe that surviving a third might simply be a 

matter of the same vigilance that had carried him through the first two. Duke had warned him 

more than once that the yard's quiet periods were the most dangerous of all, precisely because 

they invited exactly that kind of relaxation, but a man cannot sustain the same pitch of fear  

indefinitely  without  it  costing  him  something  else  —  sleep,  sanity,  the  small,  ordinary 

pleasures of a welding class or a good letter from home — and Rodney had, without ever 

consciously deciding to, allowed himself just enough ease that March morning to walk into a 



supply closet without first  checking,  the way he once would have,  exactly who else might 

already be standing inside it waiting on him. Ronnie Speer waited eleven months to finish 

what Trip Sellars's information had started, a patience that Duke, hearing the full account 

afterward,  called  the  most  dangerous  thing  about  the  man — not  his  cruelty,  which  was 

ordinary enough on that yard, but his willingness to let a plan sit untouched for nearly a year 

until the exact right seam opened in Rodney's routine. That seam turned out to be a Tuesday 

morning in March, deep into Rodney's third year at Fenwick, when a scheduling change sent 

him to the vocational shop forty minutes earlier than his usual hour, alone in a supply closet  

counting welding rods for Mr. Hollis before the rest of the class arrived, in a corner of the 

building that the shop's single working camera did not fully reach.

“Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou  

art with me.” Psalm 23:4 is among the most recited verses in all of Scripture, carried into 

hospital rooms and funeral homes and battlefields for thousands of years by men and women 

who found,  somehow, that  its  promise held even when every visible circumstance argued 

against it. Rodney Noblit did not know that verse existed, standing in a supply closet with his 

back  to  the  door  counting  welding  rods,  when  three  men  he  never  fully  identified  came 

through that door with the clear, unhurried intent of ensuring he did not walk back out of it 

under his own power.

The attack itself, unlike the shower room and the laundry room before it, was not a test or  

a message. It was an execution attempt, carried out by men who had clearly studied exactly 

where to strike to do maximum damage in minimum time, and Rodney would spend weeks 

afterward, in the strange, disoriented hours of his recovery, trying and failing to reconstruct 

the sequence into anything resembling a coherent memory. He remembered a forearm across 

his throat from behind. He remembered the first blade finding his side before he ever got a 

hand free to defend himself,  a cold, deep pressure followed by a heat that told him, even 

through  the  shock,  that  this  wound  bore  no  resemblance  to  the  laundry  room  cut  he'd 

survived the year before. He remembered fighting anyway, some old and stubborn animal 

part of him refusing to go down without inflicting whatever damage his own two hands could 

still  manage,  and  he  remembered,  dimly,  a  second  wound  opening  along  his  back  as  he 

twisted away from the first. He remembered a voice, one of the three, close to his ear, saying 

something he would never fully reconstruct afterward except for a single fragment — Speer 

says  hey — delivered almost  conversationally,  as  though the men doing this  to  him were 

simply  passing  along  a  message  rather  than  ending  a  life,  and  it  was  that  particular,  

businesslike calm, more than the pain itself,  that Rodney's  mind kept returning to in the 

weeks that followed, a coldness he recognized because he had once carried a version of it 

himself into a garage to collect a debt that wasn't his to collect.



“I cried by reason of mine affliction unto the LORD, and he heard me; out of the belly of  

hell cried I, and thou heardest my voice.” Jonah 2:2 was spoken by a man trapped in the belly 

of a great fish, certain by every outward measure that he was already as good as dead, and it  

was in something close to that same certainty that Rodney Noblit, bleeding out on a concrete  

floor with three men still working over him, found himself doing something he had not done 

with any real sincerity since he was six years old with a crushed peanut butter cracker in his 

pocket — praying, not with words exactly, but with a wordless, desperate reaching toward 

whatever might still be listening, the same reaching that had once moved his mother to press 

her palm flat against unbreakable glass.

It was Deputy Alred, three years into his own career at Fenwick and now senior enough to  

be running morning rounds through the vocational wing, who reached the supply closet first, 

alerted by Feldon's shout and moving faster than any protocol strictly required of him. He 

would tell Rodney much later, in a conversation neither man ever fully finished, that he had  

genuinely believed, in the four or five seconds it took him to reach the doorway, that he was 

about to find a body rather than a man still fighting for his life, and that the sight of Rodney's 

hand still closed around one attacker's wrist, still refusing even then to simply lie down and 

accept what was being done to him, was a detail Alred said he did not think he would ever  

fully forget, whatever else that particular morning's shift eventually faded from his memory.

He did not  know,  until  Duke told  him days  later  in  the  hospital,  exactly  how he had 

survived those final minutes before help arrived. Feldon Ray, walking slowly toward the shop 

for his own morning work assignment, had noticed the supply closet door standing open at an 

angle  it  never  usually  stood  and  had  done  something  that  cost  him  more  courage  than 

anything else Rodney would ever learn about the old man — he had shouted for a guard rather 

than walking past and minding his own business, breaking the yard's oldest and most sacred 

rule in the space of a single decision, certain even as he did it that the choice might cost him 

dearly  among  men  who  valued  silence  above  almost  everything  else  Fenwick's  code 

demanded.

News of the shout traveled through the block faster than the guards' own official report of 

the incident,  and Feldon Ray became, in the days that followed, a marked man of a very 

different kind than Rodney had ever been — not targeted for violence exactly, since a frail 

seventy-two-year-old serving out the last stretch of his life offered little of the reputation or 

challenge that had drawn attacks against Rodney, but shunned, quietly and thoroughly, by 

nearly every man on the block who had once tolerated his presence without much thought 

either  way.  Duke  told  Rodney  later  that  Feldon  took  his  meals  alone  after  that,  his 

commissary trades dried up almost entirely, and that he bore the isolation, as far as anyone  

could tell, without a single word of complaint or regret, as though he had already decided,  



long before that Tuesday morning, exactly what price he was willing to pay and had simply 

been waiting, all those quiet years, for a reason worth paying it.

“Two are better than one... but woe to him that is alone when he falleth; for he hath not  

another to help him up.” Duke had read Rodney that verse from Ecclesiastes months before, 

in the aftermath of Trip's betrayal, and Feldon Ray's shout down that hallway proved its truth  

in a way neither of them could have anticipated at the time — that the small, unglamorous 

kindnesses Rodney had extended toward a frail old man he barely knew, the quiet commissary 

transfers, the patience of actually listening when Feldon spoke, had planted something that  

grew, when it mattered most, into the single act that kept Rodney Noblit from dying alone on 

a  concrete  floor  in  a  supply  closet  nobody  else  had  any  reason  to  check  that  particular 

morning.

The guards who reached him found one of his attackers still standing over him and put the  

man down hard enough to require his own trip to the infirmary, though Rodney would not 

learn any of this firsthand, having lost consciousness somewhere in the chaos of the guards'  

arrival and not surfacing again until he woke, disoriented and intubated, in the trauma unit of 

a hospital sixty miles from Fenwick, his wrist cuffed to the bed rail even as machines around 

him worked to keep him breathing. A collapsed lung. Internal bleeding that had required 

emergency surgery to control. A stab wound along his ribs that had come within what one 

surgeon later  described  to  Dixie,  with  the  flat  clinical  honesty  doctors  reserve  for  family 

members who need the truth more than comfort, as less than half an inch of a major artery. 

“I'm not going to tell you it was close,” the surgeon told her in a hallway outside the ICU, still  

in  scrubs,  exhaustion plain in  his  voice.  “Close would undersell  it.  Whoever got  him into 

surgery when they did is the reason we're having this conversation instead of a very different 

one. I've seen this exact injury pattern before, ma'am, more times than I'd like to. Most of  

those  conversations  don't  go  this  well.”  Dixie  thanked him with  a  steadiness  she did  not 

entirely feel, and did not tell him, because there was no simple way to explain it to a stranger,  

that the man who'd gotten her brother into surgery in time was an inmate named Feldon Ray 

who had broken a code that had governed his entire life behind bars in order to do it.

“O LORD my God, I cried unto thee, and thou hast healed me. O LORD, thou hast brought  

up my soul from the grave: thou hast kept me alive, that I should not go down to the pit.”  

Psalm 30:2–3 is  a psalm of thanksgiving written after the crisis  has passed,  and Rodney, 

waking in that hospital bed three days after the attack with tubes running into both arms and 

a guard posted permanently outside his door, was still far too deep inside the crisis itself to 

feel anything resembling thanksgiving. He felt, mostly, a bone-deep terror unlike anything he 

had experienced even in the worst hours of his childhood — not fear of any specific enemy this  

time, but fear of his own body's fragility, a fear that the next attack, or the one after that, 

might not leave a Feldon Ray close enough to shout in time.



Dixie made the drive that same night, leaving her apartment at eleven o'clock after a phone 

call from the prison's chaplain's office that she would later describe as the worst four minutes  

of her entire life,  arriving at the hospital just after four in the morning with her hair still  

unbrushed and her hands shaking too badly to sign the visitor paperwork on the first attempt. 

A guard checked her identification twice before letting her past the ICU doors, and she was 

allowed fifteen minutes at his bedside, a guard standing in the doorway the whole time, and 

she did not cry in front of him, though her eyes were red enough that the effort of holding it 

together was plain on her face. She only took his hand, careful of the IV line, and told him the  

same thing she had told him on cinder-block steps when she was nine years old and he was 

eleven. “I told you I wasn't leavin'. Same goes double right now. You hear me, Rodney? You 

fight. Whatever's left in you to fight with, you use every bit of it, because I ain't drivin' home 

from this hospital without my brother still breathin' on this side of the ground.”

“We were pressed out of measure, above strength, insomuch that we despaired even of  

life: but we had the sentence of death in ourselves, that we should not trust in ourselves, but  

in God which raiseth the dead.” 2 Corinthians 1:8–9 describes an affliction severe enough to 

strip a man of every last illusion that his own strength could save him, and Rodney, lying in 

that hospital bed listening to his sister's voice break on the word breathin', understood for the 

first time in his adult life exactly how thin the illusion of his own invincibility had always been 

— thirteen years of crime, three years of prison violence, all  of it built on a foundation of 

physical toughness and nerve that a single sharpened piece of metal had come within half an 

inch of ending completely, regardless of how hard he had fought or how much he had survived 

before.

Dixie called her mother from the hospital parking lot before she ever walked inside, sitting 

in her car in the pre-dawn dark with her hands still shaking, because she had decided, driving 

the whole six hours, that Wanda deserved to hear it from her rather than from a stranger or a  

late-arriving letter. Wanda did not fall apart on the phone, or if she did, she managed not to 

let Dixie hear it, only asked, in a voice gone very quiet, whether Dixie needed her to try to  

come anyway, frail as she was, and Dixie told her no, told her to stay put and rest and let her 

handle this leg of it, and Wanda, after a long pause, said only, “Then I'm gonna do the one 

thing I still got strength left to do from here,” and Dixie understood, without either of them 

needing to say the word, that her mother meant to spend whatever hours remained of that 

night on her knees beside a bed in an empty trailer, praying in the plain, unpolished way she 

had only recently begun teaching herself how to do at all.

Wanda could not make the drive herself, her own body by then too fragile to survive six 

hours in a car, but she called every day Rodney's hospital stay allowed it, her voice thinner  

each time, and on the fourth day she told him something that stayed with him longer than 

almost anything else spoken to him that entire month. “I been prayin' for you every single day  



since your daddy first raised a hand to you,” she said. “Didn't always believe it was doin' any 

good. Sometimes still don't. But I ain't stopped, Rodney, not once in twenty-eight years, and I  

ain't fixin' to stop now just 'cause the road got harder. You hold on. Whatever's holdin' you  

together right now, physical or otherwise, you hold on to it with both hands.”

“I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the LORD. The LORD hath chastened  

me sore: but he hath not given me over unto death.” Psalm 118:17–18 would become, in later 

years,  one  of  the  verses  Rodney  returned  to  most  often  when  he  stood  behind  a  pulpit  

describing this particular chapter of his life, though lying in that hospital bed in March, still  

uncertain whether infection or internal complications might yet take what the shanks had 

failed  to  finish,  he  had  no  confidence  at  all  that  the  verse's  promise  applied  to  him.  He 

understood only that he was, against odds a doctor had quietly told Dixie were worse than she 

probably wanted to hear, still breathing, and that the breathing itself, moment to moment,  

had stopped feeling like something he could take for granted ever again.

The  investigation  into  the  attack  moved  faster  than  anything  Rodney  had  seen  from 

Fenwick's administration before, driven in part by the severity of his injuries and in part, 

Duke told him later,  by an unusual  willingness among several  inmates to talk once word 

spread of exactly how close the attack had come to a killing the facility could not easily bury in 

routine paperwork. Marcus Teale's people confirmed, through channels that never had to be 

spelled out directly to any guard, that the three attackers had been acting on Ronnie Speer's 

direct  order,  payment  for  the  assault  already  exchanged in  commissary  goods  before  the 

attack ever took place. Feldon Ray testified formally, the first time in decades he had broken 

the yard's silence in any official capacity, a decision that cost him, in the weeks that followed, 

a level of isolation from the block's general population that Rodney would spend a long time 

trying to find some way to repay.

“When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they  

shall  not  overflow thee;  when thou walkest  through the  fire,  thou shalt  not  be  burned;  

neither shall the flame kindle upon thee.” Isaiah 43:2 promises a presence inside the suffering 

rather  than a  rescue from having to  face  it  at  all,  and that  distinction mattered more  to 

Rodney  in  the  weeks  that  followed  than  any  promise  of  simple  deliverance  could  have,  

because deliverance, in the form of Ronnie Speer facing new charges and transfer to a higher-

security  facility  for  the  assault,  did  not  undo  a  single  hour  of  what  Rodney  had  already 

suffered,  or  restore  the  sense  of  physical  safety  that  three  years  at  Fenwick  had  slowly, 

methodically stripped away from him one violent incident at a time.

The dreams that found him in that hospital bed, on the rare nights morphine let him sleep 

at all, did not stay confined to the supply closet door. They wandered backward through every 

unguarded  doorway  of  his  life  — his  father's  truck  idling  too  long  in  the  gravel  drive,  a  

padlocked  warehouse  door  at  twelve,  a  pawnshop  clerk's  frightened  eyes  at  eighteen,  a 



woman's yellow dress and a stroller frozen in a doorway he had once, by some mercy he still  

did not understand, managed to turn away in time. He woke from one particular dream, three 

nights after the surgery, certain for several long, disoriented seconds that he was still six years 

old and bleeding on a kitchen floor with his mother's voice repeating Lord, please over him, 

and it took the sight of the guard dozing in the doorway and the steady beep of a monitor  

beside his bed to convince him, finally, that he had not simply traveled backward through 

time into the very first violence he could remember.

He spent eleven days in that outside hospital before doctors cleared him for transport back 

to Fenwick's own infirmary, eleven days during which he slept poorly, when he slept at all, 

haunted by a recurring dream of the supply closet door swinging open behind him that he 

could never quite turn around fast enough to see clearly. A hospital chaplain, a soft-spoken 

woman named Reverend Combs who made rounds through the trauma unit twice a week, 

stopped by his room on the ninth day, drawn, she told him plainly, by nothing more than the 

guard's offhand mention that the shackled inmate in room 214 hadn't had a single visitor 

besides his sister all week. She did not push Scripture on him. She only sat with him a while,  

asked him how he was sleeping, and near the end of the visit asked him, in the same gentle, 

unhurried tone, whether there was anyone in his life he needed to forgive, or anyone whose 

forgiveness he found himself  wanting, though he could not yet ask for it.  Rodney did not 

answer either question directly. He only told her he'd think about it, and Reverend Combs 

nodded  as  though  that  answer  satisfied  her  completely,  and  left  a  small  paperback  New 

Testament on his bedside table without further comment, the kind of quiet, unforced kindness 

Rodney had begun, slowly and against every hardened instinct he still carried, to recognize 

rather than dismiss.

He  thought,  more  than  once  during  those  sleepless  hospital  nights,  of  Otis  Pratt's 

shattered  shoulder  and  Carla  Denson's  leg,  wounds  Rodney  had  helped  inflict  on  two 

strangers  in  a  parking  lot  he  had  driven  away  from  without  once  looking  back,  and  he 

understood now, lying shackled to a hospital bed with a similar wound of his own still healing 

beneath its bandages, something about the particular, isolating terror of violence he had never 

once considered from the receiving end before that morning in the supply closet. He did not 

know how to properly hold that understanding, whether it counted as remorse or simply as a 

debt finally coming due in a currency he could personally feel for the first time, but he found 

he could no longer think of Otis Pratt's name, when it surfaced in his memory, without the 

same cold, sick weight settling behind his own ribs that he now associated with a supply closet 

door swinging open behind him.

“Return, O LORD, deliver my soul: oh save me for thy mercies' sake. For in death there is  

no remembrance of thee: in the grave who shall give thee thanks?” Psalm 6:4–5 is a psalm 

written by a man convinced he might not survive the night, and Rodney read it for the first  



time from Reverend Combs's small paperback on his tenth night in that hospital bed, alone 

except for a guard dozing in a chair outside his door, and found himself, for reasons he could 

not  have  fully  explained  even  to  Dixie,  reading  it  three  times  through  before  he  finally 

managed to fall asleep.

The ride back to Fenwick took just over an hour, shackled once more to a transport van's  

bench seat despite the surgical drain still taped beneath his shirt, and Rodney spent the whole 

of it watching the same pine flats roll past the mesh window that had first carried him into 

that place nearly three years before, struck by how little the landscape itself had changed in a 

span of time that had changed almost everything else about him down to the marrow. He was 

transferred back to Fenwick's infirmary in late March, still weak, still moving with the careful,  

shuffling gait of a man whose body had not yet forgiven him for what it had survived, and 

placed, on the recommendation of the facility's security staff, into protective custody rather 

than back into general population — a designation that meant, in practice, something very 

close to the isolation of  the segregation unit  he had experienced once before,  except now 

stretching out ahead of  him with no fixed release date  attached to it  at  all,  only a  vague  

promise from an administrator that his case would be reviewed once the investigation into 

Speer's operation had fully concluded.

“It is of the LORD's mercies that we are not consumed, because his compassions fail not.  

They are new every morning: great is thy faithfulness.” Lamentations 3:22–23 sits inside a 

book almost entirely devoted to grief, a single bright thread of hope woven through page after 

page of devastation, and Rodney would not have been able, that particular spring, to locate 

anything resembling that thread inside his own circumstances. He sat alone in a protective 

custody cell smaller even than the one he'd shared with Duke, his ribs still aching with every 

breath,  and felt,  for the first  time since his  arrest  four years before,  something that  went 

beyond fear or anger or even grief — a flat, exhausted despair that asked, without much hope 

of an answer, whether thirty-one more years of exactly this kind of danger was a sentence any  

man could actually be expected to survive.

Feldon Ray was not permitted to visit protective custody at all, the two men separated now 

by more than the ordinary distance of the block, but Rodney managed, through Duke's careful  

arrangement, to get a letter passed to him within his first week back at Fenwick — a short  

note, all he could manage with his ribs still aching whenever he sat upright too long, thanking 

Feldon plainly for a courage Rodney told him he did not know how he would ever properly 

repay. Feldon's answer, when it came back through the same careful channel, was shorter still.  

“Wasn't nothin' you owe me for,” it read, in handwriting almost as unsteady as Rodney's own 

had been. “Man my age gets real few chances left to do somethin' that matters. You gave me 

one. Reckon that makes us about even, if  you want to keep score that way, which for the 

record I don't.”



Duke was permitted to visit him twice during those first weeks of protective custody, a 

hardship for a man of his age and standing to arrange, and he did not offer easy comfort either 

time, only sat across the small visiting table with the particular steadiness Rodney had come 

to depend on more than he had ever fully admitted. “You're alive,” Duke told him on the  

second visit, when Rodney finally said out loud some version of the despair he'd been carrying 

alone in that cell. “That's not nothin', son, even on the days it don't feel like enough. Feldon  

paid a real price to keep you that way. Your sister drove six hours in the middle of the night to  

sit fifteen minutes at your bed. Man doesn't get handed reasons like that by accident, way I see 

it. Question ain't whether you got a reason to keep goin'. Question's whether you're gonna let 

yourself see it.”

“Then  they  cried  unto  the  LORD  in  their  trouble,  and  he  saved  them  out  of  their  

distresses. He sent his word, and healed them, and delivered them from their destructions.” 

Psalm 107:19–20 describes a pattern of crying out and deliverance that Rodney's own life, 

examined honestly, had already begun to trace without his full understanding of what was 

tracing it — a wordless prayer in a supply closet, a shout down a hallway from a man with  

nothing  left  to  lose,  a  psalm  read  three  times  through  in  a  hospital  bed  at  midnight,  a 

cellmate's steady presence across nearly three years of violence that should, by any reasonable 

calculation, have broken him completely by now.

He wrote Dixie a letter from protective custody that April, his handwriting still unsteady 

from weeks of limited movement, admitting to her more openly than he ever had before that 

he did not know, some days, whether he had it in him to survive the sentence still stretching 

out ahead of him. “Thirty-one years is a long time to keep dodgin' somethin' that's gonna find  

you eventually,” he wrote. “I don't say that to scare you. Just sayin' it 'cause you're the only 

person I got left who I can say the true thing to without it costin' me somethin' on this yard.” 

Dixie's answer, when it came, did not try to argue him out of the fear. It only told him, in 

careful, deliberate handwriting, that fear and survival had never once been opposites in her 

experience, and that she intended to keep showing up regardless of which one currently had 

the upper hand in him.

“For what is your life? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then  

vanisheth away.” James 4:14 names a truth every man eventually has to reckon with, though 

few are forced to reckon with it as early or as violently as Rodney Noblit had now been forced 

to twice — first in a hardware store parking lot he had helped bloody at seventeen, and now in  

a supply closet  where his  own blood had nearly ended a life  he had spent  thirteen years  

treating  as  though  it  were  indestructible.  The  vapor  of  it,  the  sheer  thinness  of  the  line 

between  the  man  writing  letters  to  his  sister  and  the  man  who  had  very  nearly  become 

nothing at all, sat with him through every long, isolated hour of that protective custody unit in 

a way no amount of Duke's steady wisdom or Dixie's stubborn love could entirely dissolve.



The disciplinary hearing convened to review the attack for institutional purposes lasted 

less than twenty minutes, a formality more than an investigation by the time it occurred, since 

the criminal case against Speer and his three men had already been building for weeks on 

evidence considerably more solid than anything Fenwick's internal process required. Rodney 

was not asked to testify in person, his statement taken instead by a caseworker at his hospital  

bedside during the second week of his recovery, and he found himself, giving that statement, 

oddly detached from his own account of it, describing the supply closet and the blades and the  

voice  close  to  his  ear  in  the  same  flat,  unhurried  tone  he  had  once  used  to  describe  a 

pawnshop robbery to his own defense attorney, as though some part of him had catalogued 

the  morning  already  as  simply  one  more  entry  in  a  ledger  of  violence  that  had  been 

accumulating, on one side of his life or the other, since he was three years old.

Ronnie Speer was transferred to a supermax facility in the northern part of the state that  

May, additional charges filed against him for the assault that would add years onto a sentence  

already long enough that the practical difference, Duke observed dryly, amounted to very little 

beyond the satisfaction of knowing he would not be walking Fenwick's yard again anytime 

soon. It was not justice in any form that undid what had happened. It was only consequence, 

arriving late and incomplete, the way consequence so often did in a system that measured 

accountability in years added to a sentence rather than in any real repair of what violence had  

already broken.

“Why art thou cast down, O my soul? and why art thou disquieted within me? hope thou  

in God.” Psalm 42:11 is a question the psalmist asks himself rather than anyone else, a man 

interrogating his own despair rather than simply drowning in it, and Rodney found himself, in 

the last difficult  weeks of that spring, asking some rough, unpolished version of the same 

question during  the  long isolated  hours  protective  custody gave  him no choice  but  to  sit 

inside. He did not yet have an answer. He was not sure, most days, when the isolation of  

protective custody left him too much time alone with his own thoughts, that he believed the  

second half of the psalmist's own answer applied to a man with his particular history. But he 

found, turning the question over again and again in a cell with nothing else to occupy the 

silence, that simply asking it honestly felt different from the flat, wordless despair that had 

first greeted him on his return from that outside hospital — a small, stubborn movement, 

however faint, back toward something that might, in time, prove to be hope.

“Many are the afflictions of the righteous: but the LORD delivereth him out of them all.”  

Psalm 34:19 was not a verse Rodney could yet claim for himself in any honest sense, not being  

righteous by any measure he understood the word, but its shape lingered with him all the 

same through the final weeks of that recovery, a promise offered to a category of person he did 

not yet belong to but had, for the first time in his adult life, begun to wonder whether he might 

someday want to. He did not pray a formal prayer that spring. He did not open the small 



paperback New Testament Reverend Combs had left him more than a handful of times. But 

something in him that had been sealed shut since he was nine years old at his grandmother's  

graveside had cracked further that  March than it  had cracked in the two attacks and the 

betrayal that came before it, and cracks, once they begin, have their own slow and patient way  

of widening, whether or not the man carrying them has yet decided to let them.

He stood at the small barred window of his protective custody cell on the last night of  

that April, still favoring one side when he breathed too deeply, and watched a thin sliver of  

moon cross the narrow strip of sky the window allowed him, and found himself thinking, for  

the first time in longer than he could remember, not about survival in the narrow, tactical  

sense  that  had  governed  nearly  every  conscious  decision  he'd  made  since  arriving  at  

Fenwick, but about something larger and harder to name — what a life was actually for, if a  

man could come as close as he just  had to losing his entirely without ever once having  

figured that  question out.  He did not  reach an answer that  night.  But  he  stood at  that  

window a long while all the same, turning the question over the way he might once have  

turned over a stolen dollar, sensing, without yet being able to prove it to himself, that this  

particular question was worth more than anything he had ever held in his hand before.

CHAPTER TEN
Solitary Shadows

“I am like a pelican of the wilderness: I am like an owl of the desert. I watch,  
and am as a sparrow alone upon the house top.”

— Psalm 102:6–7 (KJV)

There is a particular kind of stillness that settles over a man once every distraction has  

finally been stripped away from him, and Rodney would come to understand, in later years,  

that this stillness is not itself the enemy so many frightened men take it to be, but rather a  

kind  of  clearing  —  ground  turned  over  and  left  fallow,  waiting  on  whatever  seed  might 

eventually  find  its  way  into  it.  He  did  not  understand  that  yet,  that  summer.  He  only  

understood the clearing itself, vast and silent and, for the first several months, almost entirely  

without comfort, a field he had no choice but to stand in and finally look at honestly, having  

spent thirty-eight years arranging his whole life around never once having to. The review that  

was  supposed to  return Rodney to  general  population once the  investigation into Ronnie 



Speer's operation concluded kept getting pushed back, first by the slow grinding pace of the 

criminal case against Speer's three attackers, then by a security review that flagged two other 

inmates on the block as possible continuing threats, then by simple administrative inertia, the 

kind  of  quiet  institutional  drift  that  costs  a  man  months  of  his  life  without  anyone  in  

particular ever deciding, in any single moment, to take those months from him. What was 

meant to last a few weeks stretched instead into five months, and by the time summer arrived, 

Rodney had spent longer alone in that narrow protective custody cell than he had spent, in the 

whole of his life before Fenwick, at any single address.

“He sitteth alone and keepeth silence, because he hath borne it upon him.”  Lamentations 

3:28 describes a posture Rodney fell  into so completely during those five months that he 

sometimes lost track, for whole stretches of an afternoon, of how much time had actually 

passed since the last time he'd spoken a word out loud to another human being. Protective  

custody allowed him one hour of solitary yard time a day in a concrete pen not much larger 

than the cell itself, no cellmate, no shared meals, no card games or weight-pile conversations 

to interrupt the silence — only his own mind, running in circles it had never before been given 

this much uninterrupted room to run in.

The isolation itself had a texture Rodney had not anticipated even after his brief stint in 

segregation two years before, a texture that changed the longer it went on. The first weeks felt  

merely uncomfortable, a familiar loneliness sharpened but not fundamentally different from 

anything  he'd  already  survived.  By  the  second  month,  he  noticed  his  own  sense  of  time 

beginning to blur at the edges, days folding into one another until he sometimes had to count 

backward through meal trays to work out whether it was Tuesday or Thursday. By the third  

month, he had caught himself, more than once, speaking out loud to the empty cell — not 

madness exactly, Dr. Renfro would later assure him, but simply the ordinary cost the human 

mind exacts when it is deprived, for long enough, of any other voice to answer it.

Duke wrote him notes when he could get them passed through a trustee willing to risk the  

infraction, short, blunt messages that Rodney read a dozen times each before he let himself 

throw them away, but the two men were housed in different wings now, their paths crossing 

only rarely and only at a distance across a yard neither was permitted to fully share, and 

Rodney  felt  the  absence  of  Duke's  steady,  unhurried  presence  more  acutely  than  he  had 

expected to, a loneliness layered on top of the physical isolation itself, the particular grief of  

losing  a  friendship  to  circumstance  rather  than  to  any  betrayal  or  falling-out.  He  found 

himself, in the emptiest hours, replaying whole conversations the two of them had once had 

lying in their shared cell, Duke's voice so vivid in memory that he sometimes caught himself 

waiting, in the silence after, for an answer that was never going to come from an empty room.

“Lover and friend hast thou put far from me, and mine acquaintance into darkness.”  

Psalm 88:18 closes out one of the bleakest psalms in all of Scripture without a single note of 



resolution or comfort attached to it, the only psalm in the whole book that ends on despair 

rather  than turning,  even briefly,  toward hope,  and Rodney would have told anyone who 

asked him that spring that the psalm's ending felt like the truest thing he had ever heard, 

though he did not yet know the psalm existed to be quoted at all. He only knew that the men 

who had made Fenwick survivable — Duke, Feldon, even Mr. Hollis's gruff encouragement in 

the vocational shop — had all, in one way or another, been put far from him now, and that the  

darkness left behind in their absence had teeth of its own he had not anticipated.

With nothing left to occupy the long hours besides his own thoughts, Rodney's mind did 

the  thing minds left  alone too long eventually  do — it  turned backward,  relentlessly  and 

without his permission, sifting through thirty-eight years of memory with a thoroughness he 

had  never  once  allowed  himself  before.  He  revisited  his  father's  fists.  He  revisited  the 

padlocked  warehouse  door  at  twelve,  the  pawnshop  clerk's  frightened  eyes  at  eighteen, 

Chester Pruitt's scalding dishwater at fourteen, a boy's shattered orbital bone in a garage he 

had walked into meaning only to make a point. He revisited, most of all and most unwillingly,  

a parking lot outside a hardware store, a woman's yellow dress, an old man's prescription 

bottles rolling across hot pavement, memories that had visited him before in fragments but 

had never before been given this much silent, undefended room to fully unfold. He thought 

often, too, of Earl Crandall, turning over for the first time in his adult life not just the fear his  

father had planted in him but the exact mechanics of how that fear had grown into the very 

violence Rodney had spent thirteen years dealing out to others, a fist passed down like an 

inheritance nobody had ever asked to receive, and he found himself wondering, in the long 

unoccupied hours, whether his own eventual children, had he ever let himself have any, would 

have inherited the same closed fist from him in turn, whether the chain could have ever been 

broken by anyone standing where he had once stood, or whether it simply ran on, generation 

to generation, until somebody finally found the nerve to set it down.

“When I kept silence, my bones waxed old through my roaring all the day long. For day  

and  night  thy  hand  was  heavy  upon  me:  my  moisture  is  turned  into  the  drought  of  

summer.” Psalm 32:3–4 describes guilt  as  a  physical  weight,  a  drought in the body itself 

rather than a mere thought in the mind, and Rodney felt the truth of that description in ways 

he had never expected guilt to manifest — a tightness in his chest that would not release even 

during  his  one  hour  of  yard  time,  a  persistent,  low-grade  nausea  that  no  amount  of  the 

infirmary's antacids seemed to touch, nights where sleep came only after hours of staring at 

the  same  water-stained  ceiling  tile  that  had  watched  over  every  hard  season  of  his  

imprisonment so far.

He found the small paperback New Testament Reverend Combs had left him buried at the 

bottom of his footlocker one afternoon in late April, and he did not open it right away, turning 

it over in his hands for the better part of a week before curiosity, or boredom, or something  



less easily named finally won out over his old resistance. He did not start with the Gospels. He  

started, almost by accident, with a section near the middle he'd flipped open to at random one 

restless evening, and found himself reading, without quite meaning to, an entire psalm — not 

from the New Testament at all but from an Old Testament section bound in alongside it — 

that described his own condition with an accuracy that unsettled him enough to read it a  

second time immediately after the first.

“For mine iniquities are gone over mine head: as an heavy burden they are too heavy for  

me.” Psalm 38:4 was the verse that stopped him cold that evening, sitting alone on his bunk 

with the small book open in his lap, because it did not describe guilt the way a courtroom or a 

newspaper headline had once described it to him — as a public accounting, a debt owed to 

society,  a number of years assigned by a judge — but as something private and crushing, 

carried inside a single man's chest whether or not anyone else ever knew the full weight of it.  

Rodney  closed  the  book  after  reading  that  verse  three  times  through,  unsettled  by  how 

precisely  three-thousand-year-old  words  had  managed  to  name  something  he  had  spent 

thirty-eight  years  trying  not  to  feel  too  closely.  He set  the  small  paperback  down on  his  

footlocker and did not pick it back up again for nearly a week afterward, frightened in a way  

he could not fully explain by how directly its pages seemed to be speaking to him, as though 

whoever had written those words down so long ago had somehow known, across all  that 

distance, exactly which cell and exactly which man they would eventually need to reach.

“So am I made to possess months of vanity, and wearisome nights are appointed to me.  

When I lie down, I say, When shall I arise, and the night be gone? and I am full of tossings to  

and fro unto the dawning of the day.” Job's complaint, recorded in chapter seven of a book 

almost  entirely  devoted  to  a  righteous  man's  undeserved  suffering,  landed  differently  on 

Rodney  than  it  might  have  on  a  man  who  believed,  as  Job  did,  that  his  suffering  was 

unearned.  Rodney  understood,  turning  the  verse  over  during  one  of  his  own  wearisome 

nights,  that  his  months of  vanity  had been earned honestly,  one choice  at  a  time,  across 

thirteen years of crime and now five years of consequence, and that understanding, rather 

than easing the weight of Job's words, only sharpened them.

Wanda's own health took another hard turn that same period, a hospitalization in late 

April that Dixie waited nearly a week to mention, unwilling, she admitted later, to pile more 

weight onto a brother already carrying as much as he clearly was.  When the letter finally 

came,  it  hit  Rodney  harder  for  having  been  delayed,  a  fresh  reminder  that  his  mother's 

remaining time was not a fixed and distant number but something narrowing in real time, on 

the far side of a fence he could do nothing to shorten the distance to. He spent two full days 

after that letter arrived in a state closer to numbness than grief, turning over the particular 

cruelty of a sentence that might, if the actuarial tables Judge Pruitt had once cited proved 



accurate, outlast his own mother's life by decades, a thought he could not make himself finish 

following to its natural conclusion.

Dixie's  letters  continued  arriving  on  schedule  throughout  that  spring,  though  Rodney 

found himself, for the first time in his imprisonment, struggling to answer them with anything 

resembling honesty. He did not want to tell her about the guilt sitting on his chest like a stone, 

or the nights he lay awake reciting the names of people he had hurt the way another man  

might recite a rosary, and he did not want to lie to her either, not after the promise he'd made 

himself  in the hospital to stop editing the truth down to whatever version she could bear 

hearing. What came out instead, in letter after letter that spring, was a careful, exhausted 

middle ground — enough truth to keep the letters honest, not quite enough to worry her into 

another six-hour drive she could not easily afford to make. He did break that pattern once, in 

early June, writing her a single unguarded paragraph about the night in May he still could not 

fully name even to himself, careful to frame it in the past tense, already survived, so as not to 

alarm her into panic four hundred miles away with no way to reach him faster than the mail  

allowed. Dixie's response came back within the week, shorter than usual, as though she had 

written it in a single sitting without letting herself revise it into something safer. “Don't you 

dare,” she wrote, underlined twice. “Don't you dare leave me twice in one lifetime, Rodney. I 

buried enough of my family already without doin' it to a brother who's still breathin'. You call 

the number on the back of this letter collect, any hour, if that feeling ever comes back around. 

I mean any hour. I'll answer.”

“I am weary with my groaning; all the night make I my bed to swim; I water my couch  

with my tears.” Psalm 6:6 described a grief Rodney would have been ashamed, only a year 

before, to admit he was capable of feeling, let alone expressing even in the privacy of an empty 

cell. But something in the accumulated weight of that spring — the isolation, the guilt, the loss 

of Duke's daily presence, the slow unspooling of thirty-eight years of memory with nothing left 

to distract him from any of it — had worn down whatever remained of the hard, unreadable  

mask he had built across two decades, and there were nights that April and May when he wept 

without fully understanding, himself, exactly which grief among the dozen competing griefs 

he was weeping for.

There  came  a  night  in  early  May,  the  worst  of  that  whole  isolated  stretch,  when  the 

accumulated weight of everything — the guilt, the loneliness, the flat gray sameness of every 

day indistinguishable from the one before it, thirty-one years still stretching out ahead of him 

with no guarantee he would survive even the next one — pressed down on Rodney with a 

heaviness he did not have any name for beyond simple exhaustion, a bone-deep tiredness that  

reached all the way into the part of him that was supposed to want to keep going. The cell  

around him felt smaller that night than it had any right to feel, the walls seeming to press 

closer with every hour the digital clock past the bars ticked forward, and he found himself  



pacing the small  floor at  one point,  three steps and turn,  three steps and turn,  the same 

restless motion he imagined caged animals made in zoos he'd visited once as a boy on a school  

trip he could barely remember anymore. He sat on the edge of his bunk a long while that night 

turning over a thought he did not let himself finish, a dark and frightening pull toward the 

idea that stopping might be easier than continuing, that a man could simply set down a weight 

he  no  longer  had  any  strength  left  to  carry.  The  thought  frightened  him  more  than  any 

attacker ever had, precisely because it did not arrive wearing a face he could fight or a blade he 

could grab, only a quiet, reasonable-sounding voice that made a case he found himself, for 

several long and terrible minutes, unable to fully argue against. He had survived a father's 

fists,  a courtroom, two organized attacks,  and a supply closet that should have killed him 

outright, and it was not any of those visible dangers that came closest to finishing him that  

spring. It was an empty room, and a mind with nothing left to distract it from thirty-eight  

years of accumulated weight, and a silence so total it had begun, by that night in May, to  

sound almost like an invitation.

“The spirit  of a man will  sustain his infirmity; but a wounded spirit  who can bear?” 

Proverbs 18:14 asks a question Rodney did not have an answer to that night, sitting alone with 

a darkness pressing in on him that  felt,  for  the first  time in his life,  larger than his  own 

considerable capacity to simply endure. What pulled him back from the edge of that particular 

night  was  not  any  sudden clarity  or  resolve  of  his  own.  It  was  the  sound,  faint  and half 

remembered, of his sister singing half of “Happy Birthday” down a crackling phone line before 

her voice broke, and beneath that, older still, a porch swing creaking under the weight of a boy 

and his grandmother, and a promise, however unbelieved, that he would never be left nor 

forsaken.  He reached under his  mattress instead of  anywhere darker,  and pulled out  two 

folded letters worn soft from handling, his mother's psalm and his sister's photocopy, and 

read them both by the weak overhead light until  the worst of the night's pull  had finally,  

slowly, loosened its grip on him.

He dreamed, three nights after that darkest night, a dream more vivid than any he'd had 

since the fever  dreams of  his  hospital  recovery — Grandma Ada's  porch again,  the swing 

creaking under their combined weight, but this time she did not read to him from Joseph's 

story. She only held his face in both her hands, the way she used to, and looked at him a long 

moment before she spoke. “You still here, baby,” she said, not a question. “That's somethin'.  

That's  not  nothin'  at  all.  A  man can't  get  found if  he's  already given up bein'  lost  where 

somebody can come lookin' for him.” He woke from that dream with tears already dried on his 

face, uncertain how long he had been crying in his sleep, and lay in the dark turning her words 

over until  the six o'clock count, unable to shake the strange, specific comfort of a woman 

nineteen  years  in  the  ground  speaking  to  him  with  more  clarity  than  anyone  living  had 

managed in months.



“For godly sorrow worketh repentance to salvation not to be repented of: but the sorrow  

of the world worketh death.” 2 Corinthians 7:10 draws a line between two kinds of grief that 

Rodney, in that dark May, could not yet have named or told apart — the grief that leads a man 

toward life, and the grief that simply grinds him down toward nothing at all. He was living, 

that spring, almost entirely inside the second kind, guilt without any clear path toward relief,  

sorrow with nowhere yet to go, and it would be several more years before he understood that 

the very weight nearly crushing him in that isolated cell  was,  in fact,  the raw material  of  

something that could eventually be turned toward life, if only he could find his way to whoever 

or whatever was capable of doing the turning.

Deputy  Alred,  still  working  rotations  through  the  protective  custody  unit  that  spring, 

noticed something had changed in Rodney sometime in early May, though he did not say 

anything directly  about it  for several  days,  only extending,  in the small  ways his  position 

allowed,  a  slightly  longer  pause  at  Rodney's  cell  door  during  rounds,  an  extra  minute  of 

conversation about nothing in particular. It was Alred who finally asked him plainly, on a 

Thursday evening near the end of May, whether he was doing all right, a question phrased 

casually but delivered, Rodney could tell, with real attention behind it. Rodney told him he 

was managing. Alred studied him a moment longer than the answer strictly warranted, and 

then told him, in a voice pitched low enough that it would not carry to the next cell, that the 

facility did have a mental health counselor who saw inmates in protective custody by request, 

and that there was no shame in a man asking for that kind of help when a stretch like this one 

got as heavy as it had clearly gotten for him.

“How long wilt thou forget me, O LORD? for ever? how long wilt thou hide thy face from  

me? How long shall I take counsel in my soul, having sorrow in my heart daily?”  Psalm 13:1

–2  is  a  question  David  asks  with  a  boldness  that  would  have  startled  Rodney  if  he  had 

understood, that spring, that Scripture permitted a man to speak to God with that much open 

grief  and  complaint  rather  than  only  reverence.  Rodney  did  request  the  counselor  Alred 

mentioned, a decision that cost him some pride to make and some patience to follow through 

on, given the facility's own slow bureaucracy, but the six sessions he was eventually granted 

with a tired, competent woman named Dr. Renfro gave him, for the first time in his adult life, 

language for feelings he had spent thirty-eight years either fighting or burying rather than 

naming. In their first session, she asked him almost nothing about the attack itself, focusing 

instead on his childhood with a patience that surprised him, and when he finally, haltingly, 

described the night his father first turned on him instead of his mother, she used a word he 

had never once applied to himself — trauma — explaining, in plain clinical terms stripped of 

any judgment,  how a boy's  nervous system adapts to chronic danger in ways that  do not 

simply switch off once the danger itself is gone. Rodney sat with that explanation a long while  

after the session ended, turning it over the way he'd once turned over a strange coin, not quite 



believing it excused anything he'd done as a grown man, but unable to entirely dismiss the 

way it reframed, at least partially, how he'd become capable of doing it in the first place.

“Vanity of vanities, saith the Preacher, vanity of vanities; all is vanity.” Ecclesiastes 1:2 

opens one of the strangest and most honest books in all of Scripture, a meditation on the 

emptiness of a life built around anything less than eternal, and Rodney, reading it for the first 

time that June in the same small paperback that had already unsettled him with Psalm 38, 

recognized his own life's exact shape in the Preacher's ancient complaint — thirteen years 

chasing money and reputation and the particular high of fast, easy power, all of it, examined 

honestly from inside a nine-by-twelve cell,  amounting to precisely the vapor Solomon had 

once described, gone as soon as a man closed his hand around it, leaving nothing durable 

behind except the wreckage it had made of everyone standing near enough to be caught in its 

wake.

Their second session focused on Trip Sellars, a name Rodney had not expected to spend a 

whole  hour  discussing  with  a  counselor,  but  Dr.  Renfro  pressed  him  gently  on  why  the 

betrayal had cut so deep when he'd expected, by his own admission, so little from anyone 

inside those walls to begin with. Rodney turned the question over for a long while before he  

found  an  answer  that  felt  true  rather  than  simply  convenient.  “Guess  I  let  myself  want 

somethin' I already knew better than to want,” he told her finally. “Real friendship. Not the 

kind you gotta watch every minute. I knew the odds of findin' that in a place like this. Wanted 

it anyway.” Dr. Renfro did not tell him that wanting it made him foolish, the response he had 

half braced himself to hear. She only told him that the wanting itself, however costly it had  

proven,  was  evidence  of  something  in  him that  Fenwick's  whole  architecture  of  fear  and 

reputation had not yet  managed to kill  outright,  and that  the evidence was worth paying 

attention to, whatever it had cost him to gather it.

Dr.  Renfro asked him,  in  their  fourth session,  a  question nobody had ever  asked him 

directly before, not Teague, not Judge Pruitt, not even Dixie in her most searching letters — 

not what he had done, which everyone in that facility already knew in exhaustive detail, but 

what  he  actually  believed  about  himself  underneath  everything  he  had  done,  whether  he 

thought a man could do the things he had done and still be worth anything at all. Rodney did  

not have a ready answer. He sat with the question a long while in the small counseling room's  

uncomfortable silence, and told her finally, in a voice quieter than he meant it to come out, 

that he honestly did not know, and that not knowing was, in some ways, harder to carry than 

simply believing the worst about himself would have been.

“Behold, for peace I had great bitterness: but thou hast in love to my soul delivered it  

from the pit  of corruption: for thou hast cast all  my sins behind thy back.” Isaiah 38:17 

records the words of a king who believed himself near death and was granted, unexpectedly, 

more years to live, and Rodney read that verse for the first time in July, deep into his sixth 



month of isolation, with a longing he did not fully understand himself — not for more years 

exactly, since thirty-one of them stretched out ahead of him whether he wanted them or not,  

but for the particular deliverance the verse described, sins cast behind a back rather than 

carried forward forever, a debt somehow settled rather than merely postponed. He did not yet  

know how a debt like that could actually be settled, or by whom, or at what cost to the one 

doing the settling, questions that would not find their real answer for several more years yet.  

But he found himself, that July, returning to the verse again and again in the quiet hours, the  

way a man returns to a locked door he does not yet have the key for, testing it anyway, out of  

some stubborn hope that it might, on a future try, simply open.

“For the enemy hath persecuted my soul; he hath smitten my life down to the ground; he  

hath made me to dwell in darkness, as those that be dead of old. Therefore is my spirit  

overwhelmed within me; my heart within me is desolate.” Psalm 143:3–4 named, with an 

accuracy that had stopped mattering to Rodney whether it came from three thousand years 

ago or from Duke's own mouth the week before, exactly the condition of a man who has been 

made to dwell in darkness long enough that darkness itself begins to feel less like an absence 

and more like the only honest description of the world. He was desolate that summer in a way 

he  had  never  once  let  himself  be  desolate  before,  not  under  his  father's  fists,  not  in  a 

courtroom hearing his own sentence read aloud, not even bleeding out on a supply closet 

floor. Those earlier griefs had all, in their own way, come with something to fight — a fist to 

block, a lawyer to argue with, an attacker's wrist to grab. This grief had nothing left to fight. It  

simply had to be carried, hour after empty hour, with no end date anyone could give him 

beyond a review board's indefinite promise of eventually.

He thought, too, in the last weeks of that isolation, about Dexter Youngblood, serving out 

his own considerably shorter sentence in a different facility entirely, and wondered for the 

first  time in years whether Dexter had found anything resembling the reckoning that had 

finally caught up with Rodney in that small cell, or whether the eleven years the courts had 

handed him had passed instead in the same hardened silence the two of them had once shared 

as boys in a juvenile unit. He composed, in his head if never on paper, several versions of a 

letter he might have sent him, apologies and questions and simple statements of fact about 

how the last few years had gone, but he could never quite settle on what such a letter ought to  

say to a man he had once called the closest thing to a brother he had left in the world, and who 

had, in the end, chosen a different gamble on the same terrible morning that had cost them 

both so much.

The review finally came in August, five months and eleven days after the attack that had 

put  him  there,  and  the  board's  decision,  when  it  arrived,  returned  Rodney  to  general 

population with a new cell assignment on a different block than the one he had shared with 

Duke — a small mercy and a small grief at once, since it meant an end to the isolation but also, 



in practical terms, the loss of easy daily access to the one friendship that had carried him 

through nearly three years of Fenwick's worst violence. Duke met him in the yard the first 

afternoon they were both released to share it again, and the two men stood together a long 

moment without speaking, an embrace neither of them would have permitted himself even a 

year  before,  brief  and  fierce  and  wordless,  the  particular  reunion  of  men  who  had  each 

privately feared, across five separate months, that the other might not survive to see it.

“You look different,” Duke told him, stepping back to study Rodney's face with the same 

careful  attention he'd once used to size  up a  new arrival  on the block.  “Not  just  thinner. 

Somethin' behind the eyes.” Rodney told him about the counselor, and the small paperback 

New Testament, and the night in May he still could not fully talk about even to Duke, and 

Duke listened to all  of  it  without interrupting,  the way he always had,  and when Rodney 

finally finished, Duke only nodded slowly and said, “Five months alone with nothin' but your 

own head is enough to break most men clean in half. Way I see it, you didn't break. You just  

finally  started  lookin'  at  somethin'  you'd  spent  your  whole  life  runnin'  from.  That  ain't 

breakin',  son.  That's  about  the  bravest  thing  I  ever  watched a  man do  in  here.”  He  told  

Rodney, too, that Feldon Ray had asked after him more than once during those five months, 

working out  through the block's  slow,  careful  channels  whatever  scraps of  news he could 

gather, and that Mr. Hollis had kept Rodney's seat open in the vocational program despite 

pressure from a waiting list eager to fill it, a small, practical faith in Rodney's eventual return 

that  neither  man had voiced directly  but both had quietly  acted on all  the same. Rodney 

absorbed the news of it standing there in the yard with something closer to disbelief than 

gratitude, still unaccustomed, after five months of silence, to the idea that so many people 

scattered across  his  narrowed world had spent  that  same five  months quietly,  stubbornly 

refusing to let him go.

Rodney did not feel brave, standing in that yard with the summer sun finally warm on his 

face  after  five  months  of  concrete  and  fluorescent  light.  He  felt,  mostly,  worn  down  to  

something rawer and more honest than he had ever allowed himself to be before, every old 

defense stripped back by five months of silence until there was almost nothing left standing 

between him and the plain truth of who he had been and what he had done. He did not yet 

know what to build in the space that silence had cleared. But he understood, walking back 

toward his new cell that evening with Duke's rare embrace still warm in his memory, that 

something in him had shifted permanently during those five months, and that whatever came 

next in his sentence, he would not be facing it as quite the same man who had walked into that  

supply closet  the previous March believing,  however quietly,  that  his own two hands had 

always been enough to see him through.

He wrote Dixie that same night, sitting on the edge of a new bunk in a new cell with the  

small paperback New Testament set on the shelf above him where Duke's own worn Bible  



had once sat, and told her, in words he chose with unusual care, that he was back among the  

general population, that Duke had met him in the yard, that something in him had changed  

across those five months in ways he was still working out how to describe. He did not tell  

her everything. He was not certain, even now, that he ever fully would. But he told her  

enough, signed the letter the way he always signed them now, and sealed the envelope with  

a steadiness in his hands that had not been there five months before, a small, hard-won  

proof  that  whatever the isolation had stripped out of  him, it  had not,  in the end,  taken  

everything.  He  lay  back  on  the  new  bunk  once  the  letter  was  sealed  and  set  aside  for  

morning mail call, and for the first time in longer than he could easily remember, the water-

stained ceiling tile above him belonged to a different cell entirely, and he found, staring up  

at  it  in  the  dark,  that  he  did not  mind the  strangeness  of  it  nearly as  much as  he  had  

expected to. Something had shifted. He could not yet say into what. But it had shifted all the  

same,  and a  man who has  spent  five  months  learning to  sit  still  inside  his  own worst  

thoughts can, if nothing else, recognize movement when he finally feels it again.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
Enemies Without Mercy

“LORD, how are they increased that trouble me! many are they that rise up  
against me. Many there be which say of my soul, There is no help for him in  

God.”

— Psalm 3:1–2 (KJV)

Word of what Rodney Noblit had survived traveled through Fenwick's population the way 

every  piece  of  yard  mythology  traveled,  gathering  weight  and  exaggeration  with  every 

retelling, until  by the time he returned to general population that August he had become, 

without ever seeking the distinction, something close to a legend among men who valued 

survival above almost every other currency the yard recognized. Three separate campaigns 

against  him  —  Poole's  crew,  Cutter  Boggs,  and  finally  Ronnie  Speer's  carefully  planned 

execution attempt — had each, in their turn, failed to finish what they started, and a man who 

had outlasted that much organized violence carried, whether he wanted it or not, a kind of 

reputation that made him simultaneously more respected and more dangerous to know than 

almost anyone else on the block. Duke had warned him, on his very first night back among the  

general population, that a reputation of that size drew attention no man could fully control the 



shape of once it started circulating, and Rodney would spend the whole of that autumn and 

winter learning exactly how right the old man's warning had been.

“Mine enemies would daily swallow me up: for they be many that fight against me, O  

thou most High.” Psalm 56:2 might as well have been written as a plain forecast of the autumn 

Rodney was about to live through, because reputation, on a yard governed entirely by fear and 

hierarchy, cuts in two directions at once. Some men steered clear of him now out of simple 

caution.  Others,  younger and hungrier  for  a  name of  their  own,  looked at  Rodney Noblit 

exactly the way L.T. had once looked at a thirteen-year-old boy behind a Gas-N-Go — not as a  

threat to avoid, but as an opportunity too valuable to pass up, a single fight that could make a  

man's  whole  reputation  overnight  if  he  was  the  one  who  finally  succeeded  where  three  

separate  campaigns  had  failed.  Rodney  felt  the  shift  in  how  men  looked  at  him  almost 

immediately upon his return to the block, a wary, assessing quality in glances that had once, 

in his earliest years at Fenwick, simply slid past him without interest.  He understood the 

arithmetic well enough from his own years running the streets outside — that a man who had 

beaten the odds three times running became, whether he wanted the distinction or not, the 

exact kind of trophy an ambitious younger man measured his own future reputation against,  

and he found himself, walking the yard that first week back, doing the same old calculations  

he'd once done as a boy sizing up which older men on L.T.'s crew could be trusted and which  

ones were simply waiting for an opening.

The first direct test came within his second week back on the block, a wiry twenty-year-old 

named Cody Marsh who had arrived at Fenwick only months before on a robbery conviction 

and had, in the particular way of very young men serving very long sentences, decided early 

that a reputation built on fear was the fastest currency available to him. He found Rodney at 

the weight pile on a Tuesday afternoon, squared up in front of him with an audience already  

gathering at the edges of the yard, and announced, loud enough for the whole pile to hear, that 

he'd heard Rodney Noblit wasn't so tough once a man actually called his bluff. Rodney did not 

raise his voice back. He only set down the bar he was holding, looked at Cody Marsh for a long 

moment with the same flat stillness that had once made a pawnshop clerk search his eyes for  

mercy, and told him, quiet enough that only the boy himself could fully hear it, that he was 

welcome to find out, but that Rodney intended to make sure it was the last thing Cody Marsh 

ever felt curious about again. The boy backed down. It cost Rodney nothing in blood that  

particular afternoon, but it cost him something else — one more young man now nursing a 

public humiliation, one more name added to a slowly lengthening list of people with a private 

reason to want to see him fall.

The man who organized that autumn's campaign called himself Wade Kessler, a lean, soft-

spoken inmate who had risen through the Brotherhood's ranks in the vacuum left behind by 

Poole's  humiliation,  Cutter's  transfer,  and Speer's  removal  to  a  supermax facility  upstate, 



Duke  had  warned  him,  within  days  of  Rodney's  return,  that  a  new  name  was  already 

circulating through the block's back channels with the particular hush men reserved for shot 

callers  still  consolidating  their  power,  and  Kessler  operated  with  a  patience  and  cold 

calculation that  reminded Duke,  hearing the  first  reports  of  him,  uncomfortably  of  Speer 

himself. Where Poole had led with bluster and Cutter with quiet, personal menace, Kessler led 

by  consensus,  gathering  the  Brotherhood's  scattered  and  demoralized  remnant  around  a 

single unifying purpose — that the crew's whole standing on that yard had been built, brick by 

brick,  out  of  three  separate  humiliations  at  the  hands  of  one  unaffiliated  man,  and  that 

standing could not be fully restored until the debt was finally settled in full.

“Deliver me from mine enemies, O my God: defend me from them that rise up against  

me. Deliver me from the workers of iniquity, and save me from bloody men.” Psalm 59:1–2 

was a prayer Rodney did not yet know how to pray with any real conviction, though he found 

himself, that autumn, returning more often to the small paperback New Testament Reverend 

Combs had given him, reading psalms he could not fully explain his own hunger for except  

that  they seemed,  more consistently  than anything else  in  his  life,  to  already understand 

exactly what he was living through before he ever finished describing it to himself.

“The good man is perished out of the earth: and there is none upright among men: they  

all lie in wait for blood; they hunt every man his brother with a net.” Micah 7:2 describes a 

society  so  thoroughly  corrupted  that  decency  itself  has  become  extinct,  hunted  out  of 

existence by men who have made predation their only remaining trade, and Rodney found the 

verse's despair matching his own observations of that autumn's yard with an accuracy that 

startled him — not because every man inside those fences was cruel by nature, since he had 

met Duke and Feldon and Hollis and Alred and knew firsthand that decency survived even 

there, but because the system itself, the whole economy of reputation and fear Fenwick ran 

on, rewarded predation so consistently and punished decency so reliably that a man could be 

forgiven  for  concluding,  on  his  darker  days,  that  Micah's  assessment  described  the 

architecture of the place better than any policy manual ever could.

Kessler did not come at him directly the way Poole once had, and he did not send a single,  

patient  assassin  the  way  Cutter  had  operated.  He  waged,  instead,  a  slower  and  more 

psychological campaign, one Duke recognized within the first few weeks for exactly what it 

was — a systematic effort to isolate Rodney from every source of support he had left, to make 

the cost of being seen with him, or helping him, or even simply speaking to him in the chow  

line, high enough that eventually nobody on that yard would be willing to pay it. A rumor 

surfaced that  anyone caught  assisting  Rodney  would  answer  to  the  Brotherhood directly,  

regardless of their own crew affiliation. Small, deniable acts of sabotage began appearing in 

the vocational shop — a torch left with its gas valve loosened just enough to be dangerous, a  

stack of scrap metal restacked in a way that nearly crushed Rodney's hand before Mr. Hollis's  



own sharp eye caught the danger in time. Hollis pulled Rodney aside after that particular close 

call,  his  usual  gruffness softened by real  concern,  and told him plainly that  he'd run this 

program long enough to recognize sabotage when he saw it, and that he intended to start 

keeping a closer watch on who had access to the shop during Rodney's sessions, whether or 

not  administration  considered  it  worth  the  trouble.  “Ain't  gonna  let  some coward  with  a 

grudge cost  you the one thing in here you've actually  built  for yourself,”  Hollis  said,  and 

Rodney,  standing  in  a  shop  that  smelled  of  scorched  flux  and  motor  oil,  found  himself  

absurdly grateful  for a kindness so plainly and gruffly offered,  one more small  proof that 

Kessler's campaign, however patient, had not yet managed to isolate him completely.

“From the wicked that oppress me, from my deadly enemies, who compass me about.” 

Psalm  17:9  named  the  particular  dread  of  an  enemy  who  surrounds  rather  than  simply 

attacks, a slow tightening of the circle that Rodney felt in a hundred small ways that fall — 

conversations that stopped a beat too abruptly when he walked into a room, men who had 

once  nodded  to  him  in  the  yard  now  finding  urgent  business  elsewhere  the  moment  he 

approached, a loneliness manufactured deliberately rather than simply circumstantial,  and 

considerably more exhausting to endure precisely because he understood exactly whose hand 

was  arranging  it.  It  was  a  different  kind  of  siege  than  the  physical  attacks  he'd  already 

survived, slower and in some ways crueler, because a man can brace his body against a blade  

in  a  way  he  cannot  easily  brace  his  spirit  against  a  hundred  small,  cumulative  acts  of  

manufactured isolation, each one deniable on its own, each one adding another degree of 

pressure to a weight that never seemed to let up long enough for him to catch his breath.

Marcus  Teale  came  to  him  directly  in  September,  the  conversation  shorter  and  more 

pained than any the two men had shared before, and told Rodney plainly that his own crew's 

patience for the arrangement between them had worn thinner than he could afford to ignore 

any longer. “Got men under me askin' why we keep extendin' courtesy to somebody who won't 

run with anybody,” Teale said, not quite meeting Rodney's eyes, a rare discomfort from a man 

who had never once shown discomfort in front of him before. “Kessler's smart.  He's been 

makin' the case to my own people that protectin' you costs us standin' we can't spare right 

now, and he ain't wrong about the math, even if I don't love makin' it. I ain't gonna move 

against  you.  But I  can't  keep bein'  seen movin'  for you either,  not  for  a  while.  I'm sorry. 

Business is business in here, same as it always was.”

“Consider mine enemies; for they are many; and they hate me with cruel hatred.” Psalm 

25:19 named exactly the arithmetic Teale had just laid out for him, and Rodney did not blame 

him for it, understanding better than almost anyone on that yard the particular calculus that 

governed a man's survival inside two fences of razor wire. He told Teale he appreciated the 

honesty more than he would have appreciated a comfortable lie, and Teale, relieved, told him 



the door hadn't closed permanently, only for a season, the same careful hedge every man on 

that yard seemed to keep in reserve for exactly this kind of retreat.

Duke's own health took a small, frightening turn that same October, a fainting spell in the 

yard that landed him in the infirmary overnight for observation, and though the doctors found 

nothing more alarming than a blood pressure medication that needed adjusting, the incident 

rattled Rodney more than he expected it to. He sat with Duke the evening he returned to the 

block, watching the older man move a little more carefully than usual, and understood, with a 

clarity that had not fully registered before, that Duke was fifty-nine years old and twenty-four 

years into a life sentence, and that the steady, unshakeable presence Rodney had leaned on 

since his first night at Fenwick was not, in fact, unshakeable at all, only a man aging the same 

as any other, inside a system that offered him no particular mercy for the years already spent. 

“Don't go gettin' soft on me,” Duke told him, when he caught Rodney's face doing something 

too close to worry for his own liking. “I got another sixteen years before I even see a parole 

board, and I intend to spend every one of 'em breathin', so you can quit lookin' at me like I'm 

halfway in the ground already.” Rodney forced a laugh he did not entirely feel, but the fear did  

not fully leave him, a new and unfamiliar kind of fear layered on top of everything Kessler's  

campaign had already stirred up — the fear, entirely outside his own control, of losing the one 

man who had taught him how to survive a place built to ensure he never did.

“The mouth of the wicked and the mouth of the deceitful are opened against me: they  

have spoken against me with a lying tongue. They compassed me about also with words of  

hatred; and fought against me without a cause.” Psalm 109:2–3 described, with unsettling 

precision, the rumor Kessler's people began circulating that November — that Rodney had 

been the one to inform on Speer's operation the previous spring, a lie calculated with real 

cruelty, since it painted the very silence that had nearly cost Rodney his life as a betrayal 

instead,  twisting  Feldon Ray's  courage  into  something  the  yard's  code  would  have  called 

unforgivable if it had actually belonged to Rodney at all. Feldon heard the rumor and came to 

Rodney's cell that same week, older and slower than he'd been even a year before, and told  

him plainly that he'd correct the record himself if it came to that, regardless of what it cost 

him a second time. “Ain't right, lettin' a lie stand when I'm the one it actually belongs to,”  

Feldon said, lowering himself carefully onto the small stool outside Rodney's cell door, his 

breathing shallower than Rodney remembered it being even a few months before. “I did what 

I did 'cause it was right, not 'cause anybody paid me for it, and I ain't gonna sit quiet while 

Kessler's people twist that into somethin' it never was, not if it means you carryin' a lie you 

don't deserve on top of everything else you're already carryin'.”

There was a night in late November when Rodney had an opportunity, handed to him 

almost by accident, to end the whole campaign the old way — a Brotherhood associate, one of  

Kessler's own inner circle, caught alone and unguarded in a laundry room stairwell after an 



equipment  malfunction  sent  most  of  the  block's  workers  elsewhere,  close  enough  and 

vulnerable  enough that  a  version  of  Rodney from even two years  before  would  not  have 

hesitated to strike first and settle the matter permanently, the way Cutter Boggs himself might 

once have settled it. Rodney stood in that stairwell a long moment, weighing the opportunity 

with a coldness he recognized from his own worst years, and then, for reasons he could not 

have fully explained to Duke or to himself, simply walked past the man and back toward his  

own block, leaving the moment unclaimed. He did not tell anyone about it for weeks. When he 

finally did tell Duke, turning the decision over out loud for the first time, Duke only studied 

him a long while before saying, “Time was, you'd have taken that chance without blinkin'. 

Somethin' in you's changin', son, whether you're callin' it by its right name yet or not.”

Rodney told him not to. It was, he realized only after saying it, the first time in his life he  

had ever knowingly asked somebody else not to sacrifice something on his behalf, and the 

realization sat strangely with him for days afterward, a small, unfamiliar shape in a life that 

had spent thirty-eight years accustomed to taking whatever protection was offered without 

much thought for its cost to the one offering it.  “Not rendering evil for evil, or railing for  

railing: but contrariwise blessing.” 1 Peter 3:9 was a verse Rodney read for the first time that 

same week, in the small paperback that had become, without his fully noticing the transition, 

something closer to a nightly habit than an occasional curiosity, and it unsettled him precisely 

because it seemed to describe an entirely different way of meeting an enemy than any he had 

ever practiced or witnessed inside those walls.

The frame-up came in  early  December,  more sophisticated than anything Kessler  had 

attempted before — a shank fashioned from a filed-down spoon handle, planted deep inside 

Rodney's footlocker during a work shift by a Brotherhood associate with brief, unsupervised 

access to the block, discovered during a surprise contraband sweep that swept through the 

entire wing two days later. A weapon charge, on top of Rodney's existing record, carried real 

weight — additional time, a permanent mark against any future parole consideration decades 

down  the  road,  a  transfer  to  a  higher  security  classification  that  would  strip  away  the 

vocational program and every small structure he had built across four hard years. Rodney sat 

in an interview room that afternoon across from a disciplinary hearing officer, watching his 

entire future narrow down to a piece of sharpened metal he had never once seen before that  

morning, and understood, with a coldness that reminded him uncomfortably of his own worst 

years, exactly how efficiently Kessler had finally found a way around the one thing three years 

of physical attacks had never managed to touch. He thought, sitting in that interview room, of  

every clever, deniable maneuver he himself had once used running with L.T.'s crew and later 

with Dexter's — the careful distance a smart operator kept between himself and the actual  

risk, the plausible deniability built into every job from the very first planning session — and 

understood, with a bitterness that tasted almost like justice working itself out in reverse, that 



he was now on the receiving end of exactly the kind of cold, calculated maneuvering he had 

once practiced without a second thought against people who had never done him any harm at 

all.

“Deliver me not  over unto the will  of  mine enemies: for false witnesses are risen up  

against me, and such as breathe out cruelty.” Psalm 27:12 might have been written for that 

interview room, and Rodney, sitting across from a hearing officer who had already, by the flat 

set of her expression, more than half made up her mind about what a footlocker shank meant 

coming from a man with his history, found himself doing something he had never once done 

in  front  of  any  official  in  his  entire  adult  life.  He  told  the  truth,  plainly  and  without 

embellishment, offering no excuses and no counter-accusations, only the simple fact that the 

weapon was not his and that he had no explanation for its presence beyond the obvious one 

neither he nor the officer could easily prove. “You understand how this looks,” the officer told  

him, tapping a photograph of the shank laid out on the table between them. “Man with your 

history, found with a weapon in his own locker. I've heard a hundred versions of didn't know 

how it got there, and I'll tell you plainly, not many of them turn out to be true.” Rodney told  

her he understood exactly how it looked, and that he had no way to prove his account beyond  

simply repeating it, and that he would rather she believe the truth and be unable to prove it  

than believe a comfortable lie that happened to fit the pattern she already expected from a 

man like him.

“Our adversaries said, They shall not know, neither see, till we come in the midst among  

them, and slay them, and cause the work to cease.” Nehemiah 4:11 records the secret plotting 

of men determined to destroy a wall being rebuilt in Jerusalem before its builders ever saw 

the attack coming, and Rodney spent three long days in disciplinary holding waiting on his  

hearing's outcome with that exact same dread — not of a blade this time, but of a piece of 

paper and a hearing officer's signature, an entirely bureaucratic violence that could not be met 

with his own two hands the way every previous attack against him had been, leaving him for 

the first time in his imprisonment almost entirely helpless to defend himself against the thing 

actually trying to destroy him.

It was Deputy Alred, reviewing the sweep's own paperwork three days later out of nothing 

more than a nagging instinct that something about the discovery's timing read wrong, who 

found  the  inconsistency  that  ultimately  saved  him  —  a  work-detail  log  showing  the 

Brotherhood associate's unsupervised block access fell inside a fifteen-minute gap that should 

never have existed according to the unit's own posted schedule, a clerical oversight that, once 

flagged,  unraveled  the  frame-up's  whole  foundation  within  a  single  afternoon  of  closer 

scrutiny.  Alred came to  Rodney's  cell  himself  to  deliver  the news rather  than let  it  come 

through the ordinary, impersonal channel of a posted notice, and there was something in the 

younger guard's evident relief that told Rodney the outcome had mattered to him beyond the 



simple correction of an administrative error. “Wasn't gonna let that stand if I could help it,” 

Alred  told  him,  lowering  his  voice  out  of  old  habit  even  though  the  charge  was  already 

resolved.  “Man  doesn't  survive  what  you've  survived  just  to  go  down  on  a  lie  somebody 

planted in a footlocker.  Didn't  seem right.  Still  don't,  thinkin'  about how close it  came to 

workin'.” The charge was dropped. The associate responsible was quietly moved to a different 

block  pending  his  own  investigation.  But  Kessler  himself  was  never  directly  implicated, 

insulated by the same careful distance every shot caller on that yard had learned to maintain  

between himself and the men who did his actual work, and Rodney understood, walking out of 

that hearing room a free man in every sense the institution still recognized, that the reprieve 

changed nothing about the war itself, only postponed its next engagement. He walked back to  

his cell that afternoon past the same weight pile where Cody Marsh had once tried to make a 

name for himself at Rodney's expense, past the same vocational shop where a sabotaged torch 

had nearly cost him a hand, past the same yard where Duke had once told him that respect 

and revenge drew from the same well, and understood, with a clarity that felt less like relief  

than simple exhaustion, that surviving Fenwick was never going to be a single battle won and 

finished, but an unbroken chain of them stretching out ahead of him for as many of his thirty-

one remaining years as his own body and nerve could manage to hold out.

“From the wicked that oppress me, from my deadly enemies, who compass me about.” He 

had already read that verse once that autumn, and he found himself reading it again the night  

after the charge was dropped, struck by how little the relief of one battle won seemed to touch 

the deeper exhaustion of a war that showed no sign of ever fully ending. Thirty-one years, by 

the state's own arithmetic, still stood between him and any hope of walking free, and if the 

pattern  of  his  four  years  at  Fenwick  held  true,  there  was  no  reasonable  expectation that 

Kessler would prove to be the last enemy that particular arithmetic produced, only the latest 

in a line that seemed to regenerate itself indefinitely, one fallen shot caller replaced by the 

next, an economy of violence that consumed men and produced nothing of any lasting value  

beyond more violence still to come.

Wanda wrote him that same December, her handwriting noticeably weaker than it had 

been even in the spring, a short letter that nonetheless carried more weight than its length  

suggested. “I know you're carryin' somethin' heavy right now,” she wrote, though Rodney had 

told her almost nothing directly about Kessler or the frame-up, a testament to how well, even 

from four hundred miles away and failing in her own body, his mother still seemed able to 

read the particular register of his letters. “I can't fix it from here, baby, and I know that eats at  

me more than it probably shows in these letters. All I got left to give you is what I been givin' 

you since you was little — I'm still prayin'. Every single day. Don't you forget that, whatever 

else this Christmas brings either one of us.” Rodney read that letter more times than he could 

easily count, and though he still  could not have said, that December, whether he believed 



prayer  changed  anything  in  any  mechanical  sense,  he  found  himself,  for  the  first  time, 

genuinely grateful that somebody was doing it on his behalf regardless.

Dixie's visits grew harder to schedule that winter, her own life pulling at her in directions 

Rodney understood and resented in roughly equal measure — a promotion at the insurance 

office that came with longer hours, a relationship with a decent, patient man named Cal she 

had started mentioning more often in her letters, the ordinary and good business of a young 

woman building a life that had, at last, very little room left over for six-hour drives on short  

notice. Rodney told her, in every letter, that he was glad, that she deserved exactly the life she 

was building, and he meant every word of it even as the meaning cost him something to say, a 

small, private grief layered on top of everything else that autumn had already asked him to 

carry.

She brought Cal to visit once that December, the first time Rodney had ever sat across a 

table  from  a  man  his  sister  was  building  a  real  future  with,  and  Rodney  found  himself,  

watching the two of them together through the visitation room's scarred glass, working hard 

to keep his own face from showing the tangle of feelings the sight stirred up in him — gladness 

for Dixie, real and uncomplicated, sitting alongside a grief he had not expected, for a version 

of ordinary life that had never once been available to him and now, at thirty-nine years old 

with  thirty-one  years  still  ahead  of  him,  almost  certainly  never  would  be.  Cal  was  quiet,  

respectful, plainly a little nervous meeting his girlfriend's incarcerated brother for the first 

time, and he shook Rodney's hand across the table with a firm, steady grip and told him,  

without any of the awkward pity Rodney had learned to brace himself for from strangers, that  

Dixie talked about him often and with more pride than Cal suspected Rodney gave himself 

credit for deserving. Rodney thanked him, and meant it, and spent the drive back to his cell 

block that evening turning over, with more honesty than he usually allowed himself, exactly 

how much of his own life's wreckage had been built on choices nobody but himself had ever 

made for him.

Cody Marsh, the young man Rodney had faced down at the weight pile back in August,  

sought him out one afternoon in January, well after the disciplinary charge had been dropped 

and Kessler's campaign had settled into its long, grinding stalemate, and told him, with an 

awkwardness that suggested the apology had cost him something to work up the nerve for, 

that  he'd  heard  about  the  frame-up and wanted Rodney to  know he'd  had no part  in  it, 

whatever bad blood remained between them from that first  humiliating afternoon. “Don't 

agree with what Kessler's tryin' to do to you,” Cody said, not quite meeting Rodney's eyes, an 

echo  of  Teale's  own  discomfort  months  before.  “Man  beat  three  separate  crews  fair  and 

square.  Don't  seem  right,  tryin'  to  take  him  down  with  a  planted  weapon  'stead  of  just 

admittin' he's tougher than all of 'em put together.” Rodney thanked him, and told him there 

were  no  hard  feelings  left  over  the  weight  pile,  and  watched  the  young  man  walk  away 



wondering  whether  Cody Marsh might,  given a  few more  hard years  inside  those  fences, 

eventually turn out to be a decent man after all, or whether Fenwick's particular gravity would 

eventually pull him down the same road it had pulled so many others.

“The Lord stood with me, and strengthened me... and I was delivered out of the mouth of  

the  lion.” 2  Timothy 4:17  was  written  by a  man awaiting his  own execution,  certain  that 

whatever earthly rescue might or might not come, some deeper deliverance had already been 

secured regardless  of  the  outcome,  and Rodney  read  that  verse  for  the  first  time in  late  

January, deep into the long stalemate with Kessler that showed no sign of resolving itself 

cleanly in either direction. He did not yet have Paul's certainty. He was not at all sure, reading 

it alone in his cell with the yard quiet outside his window, that any lion's mouth he might yet  

find himself inside would open in time to let him back out whole. But he found himself, for the 

first time in longer than he could remember, wanting that certainty badly enough to keep 

reading past the parts of Scripture that unsettled him, searching, without yet fully admitting  

to himself what he was searching for, for whatever it was that had let a condemned man write  

those particular words without his hand shaking on the page.

“Overcome evil with good.” Romans 12:21 closes a passage Rodney had read a dozen times 

that winter without ever once managing to fully  believe its  practicality  inside a place like 

Fenwick, where evil met with anything other than immediate, matching force had, in his four 

years of hard experience, tended simply to invite more evil rather than overcome it. He did 

not  yet  have  proof  that  the  verse's  promise  held  true  anywhere  outside  the  pages  that 

contained it. But he found himself, walking back to his cell after another exhausting day spent 

watching every doorway and every unfamiliar face for the next iteration of Wade Kessler's 

patient campaign, wondering for the first time in his adult life whether the constant, grinding 

vigilance that had kept him alive so far was the only way left for a man in his position to  

survive, or whether some other way existed that he simply had not yet found the courage, or 

the faith, to try.

“The bloodthirsty hate the upright: but the just seek his soul.” Proverbs 29:10 drew a 

distinction Rodney had never once thought to apply to his own circumstances before that  

winter — that Kessler's hatred of him, however patient and however dangerous, was not  

actually a response to anything Rodney had done to provoke it directly, but a response to  

what Rodney had, almost by accident, come to represent on that yard: a man who could not  

be broken, isolated, or finally destroyed by any of the methods Fenwick's economy of fear  

had ever produced. He understood, turning that thought over on a cold January evening  

with the vocational shop's lights already dimmed for the night, that he had not set out to  

become a symbol of anything, that every choice he'd made since walking through Fenwick's  

gates had been aimed at nothing grander than simple survival. But a symbol was what he  

had become regardless, to Kessler and to Cody Marsh and to every other man on that yard  



still deciding which kind of man he wanted to grow into behind those fences, and the weight  

of that unchosen responsibility settled on him that winter with a gravity he had not expected  

and did not yet know how to carry well.

Chapter Twelve
Running Out of Hope

«And I said, My strength and my hope is perished from the LORD.»

Lamentations 3:18

The visits thinned out slowly, the way a river thins before it disappears into sand. Rodney 

did not notice it happening all at once. He noticed it the way a man notices he has grown 

thinner only when his pants no longer fit — by the absence of something that used to be there 

without his having to think about it.

Dixie had come every month for four years. Then it was every six weeks. Then every two 

months. Her letters explained it before he could ask, and the explanations were never lies, and 

that was almost the hardest part — he could not even be angry at her, because everything she 

told him was true. Wanda's liver was failing faster now, the doctors said, and someone had to 

drive her to appointments, sit with her through the long afternoons when the fatigue pressed 

her flat against the couch, manage the medications that had to be taken in a particular order  

at particular hours or not taken at all. Dixie had moved back in with their mother. She was 

engaged to Cal now, and Cal had taken a job managing a warehouse two towns over, and 

between the wedding plans and the caregiving and the work she still did four days a week at  

the salon, there simply was not a version of her life anymore that included a six-hour round 

trip to Fenwick every few weeks.

He could still call up, whenever he wanted to, the last visit that had felt entirely ordinary — 

a Saturday in September, before any of it had a name yet. Dixie had come alone that day, no 

Cal,  just the two of them across the little table in the visitation room, and she had spent 

twenty minutes doing an impression of their mother arguing with a self-checkout machine at 

the  grocery  store,  flapping  her  hands  the  way  Wanda flapped hers,  muttering  under  her 

breath the way Wanda muttered, until Rodney was laughing hard enough that the guard near 

the door glanced over to make sure nothing had gone wrong. He had not known, sitting there 

laughing at his sister's grocery-store impression of their mother, that it was the last visit of its 



kind he would ever get. Nobody rings a bell to tell a man which afternoon is the last easy one.  

It simply passes, indistinguishable from all the others, and only later does memory reach back 

and circle it.

“For we are saved by hope: but hope that is seen is not hope: for what a man seeth, why  

doth he yet hope for? But if we hope for that we see not, then do we with patience wait for  

it.” Romans 8:24-25. Rodney had copied the verse into the back of his Bible in October, in the  

cramped handwriting he used when his hands were unsteady, and he had told himself he 

understood it — that hope was supposed to be a thing you held onto precisely because you 

could not see it yet. He had believed that, some days. He was finding it harder to believe now, 

in the gray middle of a winter that seemed determined not to end, when even the things he 

could not see felt like they were dissolving along with the things he could.

Duke noticed before Rodney said a word about it. Twenty-two years in that library had 

taught the old man to read the silences between a man's sentences better than the sentences  

themselves. "You've gone quiet on me," Duke said one afternoon, sliding a returned copy of a  

battered paperback into its slot on the shelf. "Quiet in a particular way. I know that kind of 

quiet. Saw it in men who stopped getting mail.

"I still get mail," Rodney said. "Just not as much of it."

"Same thing, if you let it be." Duke straightened a row of spines with two fingers, an old 

habit, a man imposing order on the one small kingdom the state had left him. "A letter that 

comes once a month instead of once a week — you can tell yourself it's the same love, just less  

frequent. And it is the same love. But the frequency does something to a man regardless of 

what the love underneath it is doing. Don't let yourself pretend it doesn't."

Rodney did not answer that. He filed a returned book instead, and Duke let the silence 

stand, because some things a man had to work through with his hands busy and his mouth 

shut, and the library gave a man plenty of both.

The appeal came back in February. Rodney's court-appointed attorney from the trial — a 

tired, overworked man named Furman who had filed a motion two years earlier arguing that 

the length of the sentence was disproportionate given Rodney's age and lack of prior violent 

convictions — had warned him not to expect much. Rodney had let himself hope anyway, in 

the careful, rationed way he had learned to hope for things in prison, never all at once, never 

with his whole chest, always holding some part of himself in reserve so that if the answer came 

back no, there would be something left standing. The answer came back no. Two paragraphs,  

typed, signed by a judge Rodney had never met, citing the severity of the original offenses and 

the  interests  of  public  safety.  Thirty-five  years.  Parole  eligibility  in  year  seventeen.  No 

adjustment. The letter did not even have the decency to be cruel about it. It was simply, flatly, 

administratively final, the way a door closes when nobody is angry, when it is only doing what 

a door is built to do.



Furman called the following week, the one phone call the attorney had bothered to place in  

the two years since he'd filed the motion, and his voice on the line had the particular flatness  

of a man delivering news he had delivered many times before and had stopped expecting to 

deliver any other way. "I wish I had something better," he said. "For what it's worth, I thought 

the argument was sound. Judges don't always see it the way the law reads on paper. I can file 

again in three years if your record stays clean, but I won't lie to you and tell you that improves 

the odds much. These judges don't like revisiting sentences once they've been handed down. 

Makes it  look like the system got it  wrong the first  time,  and most of  them aren't  in the 

business of admitting that." Rodney thanked him for calling, because there was nothing else to 

do with a man who had tried and failed on his behalf, and set the receiver back in its cradle  

with the specific, hollow feeling of a door not just closing but being nailed shut from the other  

side, one more length of years added onto a sentence that had already outlasted his mother's  

life and showed no sign of caring.

He did the arithmetic that night the way he had done it a hundred times before, and it  

came out the same terrible way it always did. He would be forty-two before he could even ask 

a parole board for his freedom, and there was no guarantee they would grant it then. His  

mother would be sixty-eight, if she made it. Dixie would have children in school. The world 

outside these walls would have moved so far past the one he remembered that he sometimes 

wondered if there would be anything of it left that he recognized, or if he would step out one 

day — should he ever step out at all — into a country as foreign to him as the moon.

“My days are swifter than a weaver's shuttle, and are spent without hope.” Job 7:6. He 

found the verse on a night he could not sleep,  flipping through Job with the flat,  dutiful  

attention of a man reading a stranger's mail, and it struck him with a force that surprised him 

— not comfort, not yet, but recognition. Somebody, three thousand years ago, had sat in the 

ash heap of his own ruined life and felt exactly what Rodney was feeling now: the sense of 

days running out faster than a man could use them, spent on nothing, gone before they had 

amounted to anything.

The call about Wanda came on a Tuesday in March. It came through the chaplain's office, 

the way the calls about family always came, and Rodney knew before he even sat down across  

from Chaplain Wooten what kind of call it was going to be, because good news did not usually 

require a man to be walked down to that particular office by a correctional officer with his  

hand not quite touching Rodney's shoulder.

"Your sister called this morning," Chaplain Wooten said.  He was a heavyset man with 

kind, tired eyes who had done this job long enough to have stopped pretending there was a 

gentle way to say it. "Your mother's doctors have moved her to hospice care. They're telling 

the family it's likely weeks now, not months."



Rodney sat very still. He had known this was coming — had known it, in some sense, for 

years, ever since the word cirrhosis first entered his understanding of his mother's body like a  

stone dropped into still water, the ripples spreading outward slowly but never stopping, never 

going back to still.  Knowing had not prepared him for hearing it  stated as a fact  with an 

approximate number of weeks attached.

“Hear me speedily, O LORD: my spirit faileth: hide not thy face from me, lest I be like  

unto them that go down into the pit.” Psalm 143:7. He prayed those words that night, not 

because he had chosen them but because they were the only words that arrived when he tried  

to pray, his own composed on the spot, his own having failed him entirely. He did not know, 

lying on that thin mattress in the dark, whether God was hiding His face or whether Rodney 

had simply stopped being able to see it, and he was no longer sure the distinction mattered.

Wanda Noblit died eleven days later, on a Saturday morning, with Dixie holding one hand 

and Cal standing quietly in the doorway. Rodney learned of it that afternoon, called down 

again to the chaplain's office, and this time he did not need to be told what kind of call it was 

before he heard a word. He could see it in Chaplain Wooten's face from across the room.

A small cardboard box arrived for him three weeks after the funeral, forwarded through 

the mailroom after the standard inspection, containing the few items Dixie had decided he 

should have: a creased photograph of Wanda at nineteen, laughing at something outside the 

frame, taken years before any of her children existed to complicate her life; a small worn Bible 

with her maiden name written inside the cover in a girlish hand from decades before Rodney 

was born; and a bundle of his own letters to her, close to two hundred of them, tied with a  

length of yarn, every single one he had ever sent, kept in the order he had sent them. A note  

from Dixie was tucked into the bundle. She saved every one, it said. Wouldn't let me throw out 

even the short ones. Said your handwriting got better the longer you were in there, and she 

liked watching that happen almost as much as she liked what the letters said. Rodney sat on 

the edge of his bunk with that box in his lap for a long time, running his thumb along the edge 

of  two  hundred  envelopes  he  had  licked  and  sealed  and  handed  off  to  be  searched  and 

stamped and driven  two  hundred  miles  to  a  woman who had  kept  every  single  one  like 

something worth keeping, and he did not have words for what that did to him, only the box  

itself, and the weight of it, which was not heavy at all and yet was the heaviest thing he had  

held in years.

“For these things I  weep; mine eye,  mine eye runneth down with water,  because the  

comforter that should relieve my soul is far from me.” Lamentations 1:16. He wrote those 

words in a letter to Dixie two days later, the only words he could find that came close to the 

shape of what he was carrying, and then he sat for a long time afterward with the pen still in 

his hand, unable to write anything else, because everything else felt small next to the fact of  



his mother being gone from a world he was not allowed to walk through to say goodbye to her  

in it.

The request for a supervised furlough to attend the funeral took nine days to process and 

was granted with conditions that Rodney had half expected and still was not prepared for  

when  they  were  read  to  him:  full  restraints,  two  correctional  officers  in  attendance,  no 

physical contact with family beyond what the officers deemed appropriate, a strict two-hour 

window, transport in a marked van. He said yes before the officer had finished listing the 

conditions. He would have said yes to far worse.

He stood at the back of Mount Calvary Baptist Church in his mother's hometown wearing 

his own funeral clothes over ankle chains that clinked softly every time he shifted his weight, 

his wrists cuffed in front of him at his belt, two officers positioned a few feet behind him like a  

second shadow he could not shake. Dixie had saved him a seat in the second row, but the 

officers explained, not unkindly, that he would need to remain standing at the back where 

they could observe the exits. He watched his mother's casket from thirty feet away through a  

haze of grief so total it felt almost like anesthesia, and when the choir began to sing, he found 

he could not join them, because his throat had closed around something too large to let sound 

pass.

“Out of the depths have I cried unto thee, O LORD.” Psalm 130:1. He mouthed the words 

rather than sang them, the only line of the old hymn he could manage, and even that came out 

broken, half a whisper, the chains at his wrists catching a shaft of stained-glass light every 

time his hands moved.

He recognized faces in the pews he had not seen in fifteen years — an aunt  from his 

mother's side, gray now, who caught his eye once and pressed her hand flat against her chest  

rather  than  wave;  a  woman  who  had  taught  his  fourth-grade  Sunday  school  class,  still 

attending the same church her whole life through; and near the back, unexpectedly, Pastor  

Emmett Calloway, retired now and stooped with age, the same man who had baptized Rodney 

at nine years old in a cattle trough behind a revival tent and who had, Rodney later learned 

from Dixie, driven forty minutes each way every week for the last two years of Wanda's life  

just to sit with her on her porch and read Scripture aloud when her eyes grew too tired to read 

it  herself.  The old preacher found a way to catch Rodney's  eye across the sanctuary,  and 

instead of the pity Rodney braced himself for, what crossed the old man's face was something 

closer to recognition, one sinner acknowledging another, and Rodney understood, without a 

word passing between them, that he had not been forgotten by everyone his mother's faith 

had ever touched, even now, in chains, at the back of a church he no longer felt he belonged 

inside.

Dixie found him afterward, on the church steps, under the watchful eyes of the officers 

who  allowed  her  exactly  the  embrace  the  paperwork  permitted  —  brief,  supervised,  over 



almost  before  it  began.  She  was  crying  too  hard  to  speak  clearly,  but  she  managed  one 

sentence into his shoulder before the officers stepped forward to end it. "She kept your letters 

under her pillow, Rodney. All of them. Right up to the end." Then it was over, and he was 

walking back to the van in his chains, and the last image he carried of his mother's funeral was 

the church doors closing behind him while the people who loved him stayed inside.

“Will the Lord cast off for ever? and will he be favourable no more? Is his mercy clean  

gone for ever? doth his promise fail for evermore? Hath God forgotten to be gracious? hath  

he in anger shut up his tender mercies?” Psalm 77:7-9. Those questions rode with him in the 

back of the van the whole six hours back to Fenwick, the officer up front playing a country 

station low on the radio, the cuffs biting a groove into his wrists that would leave a mark for 

two days  after,  and Rodney found he  had no  answers  for  any  of  the  questions,  only  the  

questions themselves, circling.

He stopped going to the Sunday services after that.  He told himself  it  was because he 

needed time, and there was truth in it, but there was also something colder underneath the  

truth, something closer to accusation. He had prayed for his mother's healing for three years. 

He had prayed the way the pamphlets and the chaplains and Wanda's own hopeful letters had 

told  him to  pray — believing,  specific,  persistent.  And his  mother  had died anyway,  in  a 

hospice bed two hundred miles from the son she had spent her final months writing to, and  

Rodney did not know what to do with a God who let that happen to a woman who had never in 

her life stopped believing He was good.

“If  in  this  life  only  we  have  hope  in  Christ,  we  are  of  all  men  most  miserable.” 1 

Corinthians 15:19. He read that verse in April and set the Bible down on the floor beside his  

bunk without finishing the chapter, because it felt, that day, like the truest thing he had ever 

read and also like the cruelest, and he did not have the strength to hold both of those at once.

Hollis noticed it too, in the vocational shop, where Rodney's welds had gone sloppy for the 

first  time in  two years,  seams uneven,  a  bead once  laid  down clean as  a  ruled  line  now 

wandering off true. The old instructor did not say anything in front of the other men. He 

waited until the shop cleared out and then stood beside Rodney at the workbench, looking at a 

joint that would have failed inspection on any job site in the country. "That ain't like you," 

Hollis said, not unkindly. "I've seen you weld half-blind with a fever and still lay a better bead  

than  that."  Rodney  did  not  have  an  answer  that  felt  worth  giving.  Hollis  studied  him  a 

moment longer, then set a hand briefly on his shoulder, an uncharacteristic gesture from a 

man who mostly communicated in grunts and technical corrections. "Grief does that," he said. 

"Steadiest hands in the world go shaky when the weight's heavy enough. Ain't nothin' wrong 

with your hands, son. Somethin's wrong with what they're carryin'. Take the rest of the week. 

Come back when you can trust 'em again." It was the gentlest thing Hollis had ever said to  



him, and Rodney walked out of the shop that afternoon strangely undone by the kindness of a  

man who ordinarily reserved his softer instincts for machinery.

Duke tried. He left books at Rodney's cell that he thought might help — a memoir by a man 

who had lost a parent in prison, a collection of essays on grief — and Rodney thanked him and 

let them sit unread on the small shelf bolted above his bunk. "You don't have to talk to me,"  

Duke said once, standing outside the bars with his hands in his pockets, an old man who had 

buried his own share of people from behind these same walls and knew there was no fixing 

this from outside a man's own chest. "Just don't disappear on me completely. I've watched 

men disappear. It doesn't happen all at once. It happens by inches, and by the time anybody 

notices, there's nothing left in the eyes."

Rodney said he wouldn't disappear. He was not entirely sure it was true even as he said it.

Feldon Ray noticed too, in his own quieter way. He found Rodney at the chow hall one  

evening sitting alone over a tray he had barely touched, and lowered himself onto the bench 

across from him without asking permission, his breathing shallow the way it had been since 

the  winter  before.  "Man  doesn't  have  to  say  nothin'  if  he  don't  want  to,"  Feldon  said,  

unwrapping a piece of cornbread with hands that shook slightly now, age and old injuries 

finally catching up to him after so many years. "But I buried a mother from in here myself,  

back in '91. Wasn't allowed to go to the funeral at all — different times then, stricter. I know 

what it  does to a man, grievin' somethin'  he can't  put his hands on, can't  touch, can't  do  

nothin' about except sit here and let it happen to him." He did not offer any easy comfort after  

that, did not quote a verse or promise it would get better. He simply sat with Rodney until the  

tray was cleared, present in the particular, wordless way older men who have survived their  

own griefs learn to be present for younger ones still learning to survive theirs.

Marcus  Teale,  still  keeping  his  careful  distance  under  the  terms  of  the  truce  he  had 

negotiated the autumn before, found a way to reach Rodney anyway — a folded note passed 

through a trusted hand, four lines in Teale's blocky handwriting saying only that he'd heard 

about Rodney's mother, that he was sorry, and that if Rodney ever needed something moved 

or arranged that the chaplain's office couldn't manage, the offer stood no matter what the 

current arrangement between them required on paper. Rodney read the note twice and then 

burned it in the sink, the way any wise man burned anything that could be read as evidence of  

an  alliance  the  yard's  politics  no  longer  permitted,  but  he  kept  the  gesture  itself  folded 

somewhere Kessler's people could never reach it.

Duke found him one evening not long after, sitting alone in the library after closing, and 

did not ask permission to sit down across from him the way he usually did. "You've stopped 

going to chapel," Duke said. It was not a question. "I know why. I did the same thing once, for  

the better part of two years, after I lost my own boy to a car accident while I was in here,  

unable to do one single thing about it but sign a form requesting to attend a funeral three 



states  away  that  the  administration  denied  on  account  of  my  custody  level  at  the  time." 

Rodney had not known that. Duke did not offer it often, and something in the offering told 

Rodney the old man understood exactly the shape of what he was carrying, better than any 

chaplain's pamphlet ever could. "I was angry at God for a long while," Duke went on. "Didn't 

feel like sinning at the time. Felt like the only honest thing left to do. I'll tell you what I finally  

figured out, for whatever it's worth to you right now, which might not be much: God never 

once  asked  me  to  pretend  I  wasn't  angry.  Job  wasn't  quiet  about  his  anger  either,  and 

Scripture didn't strike a single word of his complaining out of the record. It's the running 

away that does the damage, not the being angry. You can shake your fist at heaven and stay 

standing in the room. Just don't leave the room altogether." Rodney did not have an answer 

for that either, but he found, walking back to his cell that night, that Duke's words had lodged 

somewhere he could not immediately dislodge them, a small stone in the current, changing 

the water's course by degrees too slow to see.

“What is my strength, that I should hope? and what is mine end, that I should prolong  

my life?” Job 6:11. That verse found him on the worst night, weeks later, a night when the cell  

felt smaller than it had ever felt, when the weight of everything he had lost and everything he 

still had ahead of him — twenty-three more years at minimum, no mother waiting at the end 

of them, a sister building a life that had less and less room in it for the brother behind bars —  

pressed down on his chest until breathing itself felt like an effort he was not sure was worth  

making.  He  lay  on  his  bunk  in  the  dark  and  let  a  thought  move  through  his  mind  that 

frightened him even as it arrived, a thought about whether there was any point in continuing 

to carry a weight this heavy for two more decades, whether the strength required simply to 

keep prolonging this particular life was strength he possessed at all anymore.

He did not act on the thought. He lay very still instead, frightened of his own mind, and 

reached — not for a plan, but for anything that was not that thought — and what his hand 

found in the dark was the Bible on the floor where he had left it weeks before. He did not open 

it to read. He simply held it, the way a drowning man holds whatever floats past him without 

stopping to ask whether it will actually bear his weight, and he stayed like that until the worst  

of the thought passed and left him hollowed out and shaking but still, breathing, present, on 

the same side of the morning he had started on.

“My tears have been my meat day and night, while they continually say unto me, Where  

is thy God?” Psalm 42:3. In the gray hour before the count, he finally opened the book, not to  

any particular page, and found that verse staring back at him as though it had been placed 

there, and for the first time in weeks he did not feel entirely alone in the dark. Someone else,  

long ago, had asked the same question and lived to write it down. That was not an answer. It 

was, barely, enough to get him through to breakfast.



“LORD, make me to know mine end, and the measure of my days, what it is; that I may  

know how frail I am... verily every man at his best state is altogether vanity.”  Psalm 39:4-5. 

He copied that one into the back of his Bible too, beneath the verse from Romans he had  

written in October, and looking at the two of them side by side — one about frailty, one about  

hope unseen — he thought that maybe both could be true of the same man at the same time, 

and maybe that was not a contradiction so much as it was simply what it felt like to still be 

alive.

“God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither  

sorrow, nor crying.” Revelation 21:4. He read that promise in May with something closer to 

grief than comfort, because it felt, in the state he was in, like a description of a country he 

would never be allowed to visit — real, perhaps, somewhere, for somebody, but not for him, 

not here, not now, with his mother eleven weeks in the ground and his sister's letters arriving 

further and further apart and the number seventeen sitting in his mind like a stone he could 

not put down.

“Which hope we have as an anchor of the soul.” Hebrews 6:19. He read the words. He 

could not feel them. An anchor was supposed to hold a ship steady against the current, and 

Rodney felt himself drifting regardless of what the verse claimed was tethering him, and he  

wondered, lying awake more nights than not that spring, whether the anchor had ever been 

real or whether he had simply been telling himself a comforting story for four years because 

the alternative — that he was entirely alone out here, adrift, with nothing underneath him at 

all — was more than a man could stand to look at directly.

Dixie's letters kept coming, even now, even thinned to one a month instead of one a week, 

and Rodney read every single one of them twice, the second time slower than the first, trying 

to  hear  his  sister's  actual  voice  underneath the  careful,  deliberately  upbeat  sentences  she 

chose for him — sentences about Cal's promotion, about the wedding they were now planning 

for the following spring, about a nephew or niece she hoped he might meet someday under 

circumstances neither of them said out loud. He understood what she was doing. She was 

building a life forward, the only direction a life could honestly be built, and he did not resent  

her for it  even on the nights when the distance between her forward motion and his own 

unchanging concrete walls felt like the cruelest arithmetic of all. He wrote back that he was 

proud of her. He meant it. It was simply also true, underneath the pride, that every piece of 

good news from outside those walls landed now with a second, quieter weight attached to it — 

the weight of a world continuing to turn for everyone he loved while his own share of it stood 

locked in place, unmoving, waiting on a number that would not arrive for twenty-three more 

years.

It was into that particular darkness, in the last week of May, that the sirens began.



Rodney was in his cell when the alarm sounded, three short blasts followed by the long, 

flat tone that meant something had gone seriously wrong somewhere on the compound — a 

stabbing  on  B-block,  he  would  learn  later,  two  men  from  rival  sets  settling  a  debt  with 

sharpened  toothbrush  handles  in  the  shower  room,  one  of  them  airlifted  out  before  the 

helicopter had even finished its first pass over the yard. The response was immediate and 

total. Officers moving at a run. Doors slamming shut in sequence down the tier, a sound like a 

great  steel  spine  locking  itself  vertebra  by  vertebra.  A  voice  over  the  intercom,  flat  and 

procedural, announcing what every man in Fenwick already understood in his gut before the 

words finished:  the entire facility  was going on lockdown, effective immediately,  duration 

unknown.

Deputy Alred passed along the tier twenty minutes later doing the final headcount before 

the doors sealed for the night, and paused for half a second longer than the count required at  

Rodney's cell, taking in whatever showed on his face through the bars. "Could be a day. Could 

be a week, depending on what they find when they search B-block," Alred said, low enough 

that it would not carry to the next cell. "Chow'll come through on trays. No yard, no library, no 

calls till they lift it. I know that's hard timing, given everything you've had to carry lately." It  

was as close to a kindness as the moment allowed, a young guard acknowledging a grief he 

had no real power to ease, and then he moved on down the tier, and the amber lights held  

their low, unchanging glow, and the doors held their silence, and there was nothing left in the 

world available to Rodney except the four walls of that cell and whatever he had brought into 

them.

Rodney stood at the bars of his cell and watched the tier empty of movement, watched the 

lights  along  the  corridor  dim  to  the  low  amber  glow  reserved  for  lockdown  hours,  and 

understood that  he  was  about  to  be  alone  with  himself,  in  this  small  concrete  room,  for 

however many days it took the administration to sort out whatever had happened on B-block 

— alone with his mother eleven weeks gone, alone with the number seventeen, alone with the 

verses he had underlined and the ones he could not yet believe, alone with the thought he had 

held at bay one long night in April and was not entirely certain he could hold at bay a second 

time.

Somewhere beyond the sealed doors and the darkened tier, he knew, the ordinary business 

of  the  prison was  still  grinding  forward without  him — men in  the  infirmary  tending  to  

whatever B-block had cost somebody that night,  officers filing the paperwork this kind of 

violence always generated, a chaplain's office somewhere compiling a list of cells to visit once 

the doors opened again, the way it always did after every lockdown, checking on the men the 

staff had learned, over years of doing this work, to check on first. Rodney did not know yet 

that his name would be on that list. He did not know that a lockdown which felt, from inside 

his own cell, like the final closing of every door left to him, would turn out instead to be the 



exact circumstance under which the one door he had not yet tried would finally, unexpectedly, 

come looking for him.

He sat down on his bunk in the amber half-light and picked up the Bible from the shelf  

where it had sat mostly unread for weeks, and he did not open it. He only held it against his  

chest, the way he had held it that other night, and closed his eyes, and waited, because there  

was  nothing  else  left  in  that  cell  to  do,  and  because  some  small,  stubborn,  nearly  

extinguished part of him still did not want to let it go.

Chapter Thirteen
The Chaplain's Invitation

«Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if any man hear my voice, and open  
the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with me.»

Revelation 3:20

The lockdown held for six days before word finally trickled down the tier that chaplaincy 

staff had been granted limited access to walk the cells — not the ordinary Sunday service kind  

of access, but a special dispensation the administration sometimes allowed during extended 

lockdowns, when men confined alone to their cells for days on end started needing something 

the trays sliding through the slot  three times a day could not provide.  Rodney heard the 

footsteps before he saw who they belonged to, an unhurried, unofficial rhythm entirely unlike 

the clipped pace of the officers who had been the only human movement on that tier for most 

of a week.

The man who stopped in front of Rodney's cell was not what Rodney expected a chaplain 

to look like. He was somewhere in his sixties, broad through the shoulders in a way that had 

not entirely softened with age, wearing a plain button shirt instead of a collar, and there was a 

faded blue tattoo visible at his wrist where the sleeve rode up — a crude, jailhouse cross, the  

kind a man gave himself with a sewing needle and burnt ink, not the kind a tattoo parlor  

produced. "Rodney Noblit," the man said, reading it off a clipboard, then setting the clipboard 

down on the floor outside the bars as though he did not intend to need it.  "Name's Jerry  

Gatchell. I do chaplaincy work here now. Figured a week locked in a box alone with your own 

head is about the worst week a man can have, so I thought I'd come see how you're carrying  

it."



"I'm carrying it fine," Rodney said, not looking up from the wall he had been studying for 

the better part of an hour.

"Chaplain Wooten told me about your mother," Gatchell said, undeterred by the flatness of 

the answer. "Told me about the funeral too. Man doesn't stand in chains at his own mother's 

casket and come out the other side of that carrying it fine. I'm not here to argue with you 

about it. I'm just here to sit a while, if you'll let me, and not pretend I don't know what kind of  

week you've had."

Rodney finally turned his head enough to look at the man properly. There was nothing in  

Gatchell's face of the practiced sympathy Rodney had learned to recognize and distrust in 

every chaplain, counselor, and pamphlet-carrying volunteer who had ever stood outside these 

bars — no performance in it, no anxious need for Rodney to respond a particular way. "You 

can sit if you want," Rodney said finally. "Doesn't mean I've got anything to say."

"That's fine," Gatchell said, and lowered himself onto an overturned crate someone had 

left in the corridor, settling in with the unhurried ease of a man who had nowhere else more 

urgent to be. "I've sat with plenty of men who didn't have anything to say. Sometimes that's 

the whole visit. Sometimes a man just needs to know somebody's willing to sit in the quiet 

with him instead of leaving him alone in it."

"You know what I did to get in here?" Rodney said, before Gatchell could settle fully onto  

whatever he intended to sit  on.  He said it  the way he had said it  to every counselor and 

volunteer who had ever come sniffing around his cell with a Bible under one arm, testing to 

see how fast the sympathy curdled once the details arrived. "Armed robbery. Assault with a 

deadly weapon. Man I pistol-whipped in a pawnshop is deaf in one ear for the rest of his life 

on account of me. I've put more good men in the hospital than I could count on both hands if 

you gave me all day to try. So if you're here hoping to find some misunderstood boy who just  

needs a hug and a Bible verse, you drove a long way for nothing."

Gatchell did not so much as blink. "I know what you did," he said. "Read your file before I 

ever walked down this tier. Wasn't trying to catch you off guard with it, and wasn't expecting 

some misunderstood boy either. I've sat across from men who did worse than you, and men 

who did less and felt worse about it, and I quit a long time ago trying to sort inmates into 

categories based on what's written in a file. File tells you what a man did. Doesn't tell you the 

first thing about what he's capable of becoming, given time and the right kind of pressure 

applied to the right places."

"That supposed to scare me straight? Man doesn't become anything different in a cage. 

Cage just teaches you how to survive being a cage's worth of yourself, forever."

"I used to believe that too," Gatchell said. "Believed it for eight straight years, matter of  

fact,  same eight years I  told you about,  and I'd have argued the point with anybody who 

suggested otherwise just as hard as you're arguing it with me right now. So I'm not going to 



waste breath trying to talk you out of a belief I held onto that long myself. I'll just say this and 

leave it be for today: I was wrong. Took me the better part of a decade to find that out, and I'd 

rather see you find it out faster than I did, if you're willing to let me stick around long enough 

to make the case."

They sat like that for the better part of twenty minutes, Gatchell saying almost nothing, 

Rodney saying nothing at all, until the chaplain finally rose, brushed off his trousers, and said 

he'd be back tomorrow if the lockdown was still in effect. Rodney did not answer. He watched 

the man walk unhurried down the tier toward the next cell, and told himself he did not care 

one way or another whether Gatchell kept his word.

Gatchell came back the next day, and the day after that, and by the third visit Rodney had 

stopped pretending to himself that he was not, in some grudging corner of his mind, listening 

for the particular unhurried rhythm of the man's footsteps before he ever came into view. On 

the third visit  Gatchell  brought two cups of  coffee from the chaplaincy office,  passed one 

through the slot  without asking whether Rodney wanted it,  and said,  conversationally,  as 

though  continuing  a  conversation  they  had  actually  been  having,  "You  want  to  know 

something? I hated coffee the first ten years I was locked up. Drank it black because that's 

what was available, told myself I liked it, when really I just liked having something warm to 

hold onto that wasn't a Bible somebody kept trying to hand me."

Rodney looked up sharply at that. "You were locked up."

"Eleven years," Gatchell said, without any particular weight on the words, the way another  

man might mention the weather. "Armed robbery, and a man died in the course of it, though 

it wasn't my hand that killed him — I've had to make my peace with the fact that the difference 

matters to the law and matters less than I once thought it should to my own conscience. I did 

eleven years two states over from here, in a place not so different from this one, and for the 

first eight of them I was exactly the kind of man you're being with me right now. Chaplain  

would come around, I'd stare at the wall till he left. Figured religion was for men too weak to  

survive on their own terms."

“For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God.”  Romans 3:23. Gatchell said it 

without any accusation in his voice, more like a man stating a fact both of them already knew 

to  be  true  about  every  human  being  who  had  ever  lived,  saint  and  convict  alike,  and 

something in the plainness of it  kept Rodney from firing back the bitter response he had 

ready.

"What changed," Rodney asked, in spite of himself, "after eight years?"

Gatchell was quiet for a moment, turning his coffee cup slowly in his hands. "My daughter 

was born the year I went in. Never met her. Her mother brought her to visit once when she 

was seven, and the girl looked at me through that glass like I was a stranger she'd been told  

was supposed to matter to her, and I understood, watching her little face try to work out who I  



was, that I had built a life entirely out of things that had cost me everything I actually wanted.  

That was the night I finally opened the Bible a chaplain — not so different from me now — had 

left on my bunk eight years earlier. Didn't feel anything the first time through. Read it out of 

nothing but desperation, the way a drowning man grabs at anything floating past him without 

checking first whether it'll hold his weight."

“I sought the LORD, and he heard me, and delivered me from all my fears.” Psalm 34:4. 

"Took about a year of reading before anything in me changed," Gatchell went on. "Wasn't a  

lightning bolt. Was slower than that, and quieter, more like a man coming up for air after  

holding his breath so long he'd half forgotten what breathing felt like. But it was real. Realer 

than anything else I'd built my life on up to that point."

"What happened when you got out," Rodney asked, "if it was so real? Man doesn't usually 

walk back through the gate on purpose."

Gatchell  smiled  a  little  at  that,  the  first  real  smile  Rodney  had  seen  cross  the  man's 

weathered face. "Took some doing, to be honest with you. I got out at forty-one with a felony 

on my record and a daughter who was thirteen years old and didn't know what to make of the  

stranger her mother kept telling her was her father. Spent the first two years just trying to 

hold down work — warehouse job, then a stint driving forklifts, nobody in a hurry to hire a 

man with my record for much else. But I kept going to church, kept reading, and about three 

years out a pastor I'd gotten close to asked whether I'd ever thought about seminary. Told him 

I'd barely finished high school, and he told me God generally isn't as particular about a man's 

transcript as the admissions office is. Took me six years working full time and studying nights,  

but I finished. Been doing chaplaincy work eleven years now, near enough as long as I served. 

Feels sometimes like I'm just paying back the sentence a different way, except this time I get  

to go home to my own bed every night, and my daughter calls me on Sundays now, and she's 

forgiven me more than I had any right to ask her to."

“Being confident of this very thing, that he which hath begun a good work in you will  

perform it until the day of Jesus Christ.” Philippians 1:6. Gatchell said that one softly, almost 

to himself, the way a man repeats something he has needed to hear more than once over the 

years, and Rodney found he had no ready answer for it, only the uncomfortable sense that the 

verse had been aimed somewhere close to him whether Gatchell intended it that way or not.

Rodney did not answer that directly. "My mother believed her whole life," he said instead,  

the words coming out harder than he intended. "Believed harder than anybody I ever knew. 

Prayed for me every day I was in here. Prayed for her own healing too, near the end, and none 

of it stopped the cancer eating her liver or kept me from standing at her funeral in chains. So 

you'll forgive me if I'm not real eager to open a book that let that happen to a woman who  

never did anything but believe it."



Gatchell did not flinch from that, and did not rush to answer it either, which was itself 

different from every other response Rodney had gotten to that particular accusation. "I'm not 

going to stand here and tell you I've got a clean answer for why your mother suffered the way 

she did," he said finally. "Anybody who tells you they've got that answer tied up neat is selling 

you something. What I can tell you is that her believing wasn't wasted, whatever it looks like  

from where you're standing right  now. A woman who prayed for you every day for  years 

planted something in you whether you can feel it yet or not. Seeds don't always sprout on the 

season the farmer wants them to."

“Where is now my hope? as for my hope, who shall see it?” Job 17:15. Rodney had read 

that verse himself, weeks before, in the darkest part of the spring, and hearing Gatchell not  

quote it at him but simply sit with the accusation underneath it — without flinching, without 

rushing to patch it over — did something Rodney was not prepared for. It did not fix anything. 

But  it  made the silence between them feel  less  like  an argument and more like two men 

looking at the same hard thing from different distances.

The lockdown lifted on the eighth day, and Rodney assumed, without quite admitting to 

himself that he'd been assuming anything, that Gatchell's visits would end along with it — that  

the coffee and the crate in the corridor had been a temporary kindness extended to a man in a  

temporary crisis, the way chaplains extended kindness during lockdowns and then moved on 

to whatever normal business chaplains had once the yard reopened. Gatchell showed up at the 

library the following Tuesday instead, found Rodney shelving returns under Duke's watchful 

eye, and said, as though it were the most natural thing in the world, that he'd be stopping by 

on Tuesdays and Fridays going forward, if that suited Rodney's schedule.

"Didn't say I wanted a standing appointment," Rodney said.

"Didn't ask if you wanted one," Gatchell said, not unkindly. "Just telling you when I'll be 

here. What you do with that is your business."

Duke had his own history with Gatchell, it turned out, the two men having crossed paths 

years before through the prison's book donation program, and he filled in a detail  or two 

Gatchell had never mentioned himself — that Gatchell turned down a modest salary increase 

two years running so the chaplaincy office could keep its small library of donated devotionals 

and study Bibles stocked for men who couldn't afford their own, and that he drove ninety 

minutes each direction three days a week from the small town where he lived with his wife, a 

woman he'd married four years after his release, to make his rounds at Fenwick when there 

were church jobs closer to home that would have paid him better and asked considerably less 

of him. "Man could be pastoring a comfortable congregation somewhere by now, preaching to 

folks who already agree with him," Duke said. "Chooses this instead. That tells you something 

about a man, choices like that. Anybody can talk grace. Not many are willing to drive ninety  

minutes each way to keep proving they mean it."



Duke, watching the exchange from behind the circulation desk, said nothing until Gatchell 

had gone, and then allowed himself a small, knowing smile. "That man's not going anywhere," 

Duke  said.  "Recognize  the  type.  Seen  a  few  of  them  over  the  years  —  men  who  found 

something real enough in here that they can't stay away from the place once they're free of it, 

keep coming back to hand it to the next man same as somebody once handed it to them."

"I don't need handing anything," Rodney said.

"Didn't say you needed it," Duke said, sliding a returned paperback into its slot. "Said he's 

not going anywhere. Two different statements."

Word of the visits made its way around the yard before long, the way anything unusual 

eventually did in a place with as little privacy as Fenwick. Cody Marsh found Rodney at the 

weight pile one afternoon and asked, with more curiosity than mockery, whether it was true 

he'd been getting regular visits from a preacher. "Heard the old chaplain used to be locked up 

himself," Cody said. "Heard he did time for killin' a man."

"Something like that," Rodney said, not offering more than he had to.

"Guys on my block think it's a play," Cody said. "Think he's workin' an angle. Chaplain 

gig's a soft job, easy hours, and some of these volunteer preachers like the attention more than 

they let on." He studied Rodney for a moment, some of the old wariness still there from the 

humiliation at this same weight pile a year before. "You buyin' it?"

"Don't know yet," Rodney said, and found, saying it out loud, that it was the most honest  

answer he had given anybody about Gatchell so far, including himself.

Cody  chewed  on  that  for  a  moment,  turning  a  weight  plate  over  in  his  hands.  "My 

grandmother  used  to  drag  me  to  church  every  Sunday  before  she  passed,"  he  said, 

unexpectedly.  "Hated  it  at  the  time.  Sometimes  wonder,  now,  whether  any  of  it  stuck 

somewhere I can't feel yet. You ever wonder that? Whether somethin' plants itself in a man 

before he's old enough to notice it happenin'?" Rodney thought of his own mother, of two 

hundred letters kept under a pillow, of a Bible with her maiden name written inside the cover 

in a girlish hand, and told Cody, honestly, that he wondered about exactly that more often 

than he let on.

He got a closer look at the man's sincerity a few weeks later, by accident, arriving at the 

chaplaincy office to return a book Gatchell  had lent him and finding the chaplain already 

occupied  with  another  inmate  — a  young man Rodney  recognized vaguely  from B-block, 

barely out of his teens, sobbing with the particular unguarded grief of someone who had not 

yet learned to hide it behind the yard's hardened face. Gatchell had not seen Rodney in the 

doorway. He was simply sitting with the boy, one hand resting on his shoulder, saying almost 

nothing, the same unhurried, undemanding presence Rodney himself had received on the tier 

during the lockdown. Rodney backed away quietly  and left  the book with the office  clerk 

instead, but the image stayed with him longer than he expected it to — proof, offered without 



an audience, that whatever Gatchell brought to Rodney's cell on Tuesdays and Fridays was not 

a performance reserved for him alone.

Gatchell  kept  his  word.  He  came  on  Tuesdays  and  Fridays  through  the  rest  of  that 

summer, sometimes to the library, sometimes catching Rodney at the chow hall or the yard, 

never pressing further than Rodney allowed and never  quite  going away either,  a  steady, 

unhurried presence that Rodney found himself, against every instinct he had cultivated over  

four years of keeping men at arm's length, unable to entirely dismiss.

"Read anything lately?" Gatchell  asked one Friday in July, nodding at the Bible sitting 

closed on the small shelf above Rodney's bunk, the same one that had sat mostly unread since 

the night of the lockdown.

"Not much," Rodney admitted.

"Mind if I leave you something?" Gatchell did not wait for permission, only slid a folded 

scrap of paper through the bars with a single verse copied out in his own blocky handwriting. 

“Draw nigh to God, and he will draw nigh to you.” James 4:8. "Don't have to do anything 

with it," Gatchell said. "Just thought you should have it in case you ever feel like drawing nigh 

to anybody."

Rodney kept the scrap of paper. He told himself it was because he did not have a trash can  

handy at that particular moment,  and knew, even as he told himself  that,  that it  was not 

entirely true.

He tested Gatchell harder than that, more than once, in the weeks that followed, the way a 

man raised to distrust every kindness eventually tests the kindnesses that refuse to run out. 

He canceled on him twice, sending word through another inmate that he wasn't up for a visit,  

expecting — half hoping, if he was honest with himself — that Gatchell would take the hint 

and stop coming around a man who plainly did not want him there. Gatchell came anyway the 

following Tuesday, unbothered, and did not mention the cancellations at all. He asked Rodney 

once, flatly, whether the whole thing wasn't really just about the chaplaincy office's numbers, 

whether Gatchell got some kind of credit for cells visited, some quota to fill that made Rodney  

nothing more than a line on a report somewhere. Gatchell laughed, an easy, unoffended laugh, 

and said that if he were chasing numbers he'd have given up on Rodney four visits ago, since 

Rodney was, by a wide margin, the least productive use of a Tuesday afternoon in his entire 

caseload.

"Then why," Rodney said, and heard, even as the words left him, that the question had lost  

some of its edge, had become something closer to genuine than accusing.

“The Son of man is come to seek and to save that which was lost.”  Luke 19:10. "Because 

somebody sought me out when I was exactly this hard to reach," Gatchell said. "And because 

I've  come  to  believe  that's  the  whole  business  God's  in  —  not  waiting  for  men  to  clean 

themselves up and come looking for Him, but going out after the ones who've got no intention 



of doing any looking at all. I'm not doing anything more than what was done for me. Just 

returning the favor, one hardheaded man at a time."

Not everyone on the yard took it as harmlessly as Cody Marsh had. Kessler found Rodney 

near the handball courts one afternoon in August, flanked by two of his own men, and made a 

show  of  looking  Rodney  up  and  down  with  theatrical  disappointment.  "Heard  you  been 

prayin' with the ex-con preacher," Kessler said, loud enough to draw a small audience. "Heard 

the great Rodney Noblit's gone soft, lookin' for Jesus like some scared kid his first week in 

county. Man survives what you survived, beats what you beat, and then folds himself up small 

in front of an old man with a Bible. Almost sad to watch, if it wasn't so funny."

Rodney felt the old heat rise in him, the reflex four years of Fenwick had trained into his  

blood — meet the challenge, answer the disrespect before it could spread, the same calculus 

that had once made him face down Cody Marsh at the weight pile without a second thought.  

He held it this time, longer than he expected to be able to, and when he finally spoke his voice 

came out steadier than the anger underneath it. "Don't figure it's your business who I talk to,"  

Rodney said. "Wasn't aware you'd made yourself in charge of my Tuesdays." Kessler laughed, 

unconvinced,  and  moved  on  with  his  men  trailing  behind  him,  but  the  exchange  left 

something uneasy  sitting  in  Rodney's  chest  the  rest  of  that  day  — a  fresh  reminder  that 

whatever  ground  Gatchell's  visits  were  quietly  gaining  in  him,  the  yard's  older,  harder 

economy of reputation and fear had not gone anywhere, and a man seen softening in front of  

the wrong eyes still paid for it eventually, one way or another.

He mentioned the encounter to Gatchell that Friday, half expecting the chaplain to offer 

some reassurance that God would handle Kessler in His own time, the kind of tidy promise 

Rodney had learned to distrust from every pamphlet he'd ever been handed. Gatchell offered 

nothing of the kind. "Kessler's not wrong that it'll cost you something," he said instead. "Might 

cost you a lot, depending on how far a man like that is willing to take it. I won't stand here and 

promise  you  it  won't.  “Yea,  and  all  that  will  live  godly  in  Christ  Jesus  shall  suffer  

persecution.” 2 Timothy 3:12. Nobody who's ever meant anything worth meaning got there 

without somebody trying to make them pay for it. I'm not going to lie to you about the cost to 

make the offer sound easier than it is. I'll just tell you what I've come to believe after eleven 

years on the other side of it: whatever it costs you is smaller than what you get back."

There came an afternoon, weeks later, when Rodney finally asked the question he had 

been circling for most of the summer without letting himself land on it directly. "Why do you 

keep coming back here," he said, "to a place that took eleven years off your life? Man gets out  

of somewhere like this, seems like the last thing he'd want is a reason to keep walking back 

through the gate."

Gatchell considered the question with the same unhurried care he brought to everything.  

"“Freely ye have received, freely give.” Matthew 10:8," he said finally. "Somebody sat with me 



when I didn't deserve the sitting. Cost him something to keep showing up at a cell belonging 

to a man who spent eight years staring at the wall every time he came around. I don't figure I  

get to keep what that gave me without passing the same thing along to the next man staring at  

his own wall. That's not charity, Rodney. That's just paying a debt I'll never actually finish 

paying."

“We love him, because he first loved us.” 1 John 4:19. Rodney did not say anything to that, 

but he found himself, later that night, taking the Bible down from the shelf for the first time in 

months and reading past the verse Gatchell had left him, into the chapter surrounding it, not 

because he believed any of it yet but because some stubborn, curious part of him wanted to 

understand what kind of debt a man could carry eleven years after his sentence ended and still  

consider unpaid.

The chapter he found himself returning to most, in the weeks that followed, was one he 

had skimmed past a dozen times over four years without ever really landing on it — the story  

of a son who took his inheritance, wasted it in a far country, and came home starving to a 

father who ran to meet him while he was still a long way off.  “But when he was yet a great  

way off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed  

him.” Luke 15:20. Rodney read it the first time and thought immediately of his own father, a  

man who had never run toward him for anything in his whole childhood except to close the 

distance faster with a belt in his hand, and something in the contrast between that memory 

and the parable's father lodged in him like a splinter he could not quite work free. He read the 

chapter a second time, then a third, alone in the dark with the tier quiet around him, turning 

the image over — a father who ran, who did not wait for an apology rehearsed and delivered 

correctly, who was already moving before the son had said a single word of the speech he'd  

prepared. Rodney did not know what to do with a father like that. He had spent his whole life 

certain that fathers only moved toward you to hurt you,  and the story refused to let  that 

certainty sit undisturbed.

He raised it with Gatchell the following Friday, cautious, testing the ground the way he 

tested everything. "Doesn't seem right," Rodney said, "a father just running out to a son who 

spent everything and wasted it and never even earned his way back. Man like that ought to 

have to prove himself first. Ought to have to earn it back slow, the way anything worth having 

gets earned."

"That's exactly the part that used to stick in my craw too," Gatchell said. "Felt for years like 

grace that cheap couldn't be worth much. Then I got old enough, and tired enough, and had 

failed enough of my own second chances, to understand that the earning was never the point.  

“For by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of yourselves: it is the gift of God: not  

of  works,  lest  any  man  should  boast.” Ephesians  2:8-9.  Grace  isn't  a  reward  for  good 

behavior, Rodney. It's the one thing in this whole world you can't earn no matter how hard 



you try, and the one thing that's offered anyway, free, to men who by every fair accounting 

deserve exactly the opposite of it. Took me the better part of a decade to stop finding that 

offensive and start finding it the only thing that ever actually saved me."

"And if a man's done what I've done," Rodney said, quieter now. "Pistol-whipped a man 

deaf. Put a needle in another man's arm and watched him go under not caring whether he 

came back up. That kind of man just gets to run home too? Same as anybody?"

“Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners; of whom I am chief.”  1 Timothy 1:15. 

"Paul wrote those words about himself," Gatchell said, "a man who'd stood by holding coats 

while a mob stoned a believer to death, who'd dragged Christians out of their homes to be 

executed before his own conversion. He didn't write 'of whom I was chief, past tense, all better 

now.' He wrote it present tense, years into his ministry, because a man never fully outruns 

what he's capable of — he only learns, over time, to let something bigger than his own record 

decide what he's worth. I'm not going to sit here and tell you what you did doesn't matter, 

Rodney. It matters. That man's still deaf. But what you did doesn't get the final word on who 

you're allowed to become. Only God gets that word, and He's already decided it in your favor, 

if you'll let Him."

He did not tell Gatchell that. When the chaplain came around again that Friday and asked, 

in his easy,  unhurried way, whether Rodney had read anything, Rodney said no, same as  

always, and Gatchell only nodded and let it go, the way he let everything go without pushing.

But something in Rodney's face must have shown more than he intended, because Gatchell 

paused before he turned to walk on, studying him a moment longer than usual. "You're closer 

than you think you are," he said quietly. "I've sat across from enough men to recognize the  

particular kind of quiet you're sitting in right now. It's not the same quiet you had back during  

the lockdown. That one was empty. This one's got something moving underneath it."

"I'm not looking to get saved, Gatchell," Rodney said, more sharply than he intended, the 

old defenses rising fast now that they'd been named. "Don't need you standing there deciding  

I'm some project halfway finished. I've heard men in here find religion because it looks good 

on a parole file, and I've heard men find it because they're scared and looking for something to 

hide behind, and I'm neither one of those men. I just — " He stopped, unable to finish the  

sentence, because he did not, in that moment, actually know how it ended.

“Ye  shall  seek  me,  and  find  me,  when  ye  shall  search  for  me  with  all  your  heart.” 

Jeremiah 29:13.  "Nobody's deciding anything for you," Gatchell  said,  unbothered by the  

sharpness, the way he had been unbothered by every sharp thing Rodney had thrown at him  

for months now. "That part's between you and Him, whenever you're ready for it, if you're  

ever ready for it at all — and I mean that. I've sat with men who never did open that door,  

not in all the years I knew them, and I loved them anyway, and I'll love you anyway too,  

whichever  way  this  goes.  I'm  not  here  collecting  souls,  Rodney.  I'm  just  here  because  



somebody was here for me, and I figure that's the least a man can do with the years he's got  

left." He picked his clipboard up off the floor, tucked it under his arm, and walked on down  

the tier the same unhurried way he always did, leaving Rodney standing at the bars with a  

Bible he was reading in secret, a question he was not yet ready to answer out loud even to  

himself,  and a  stillness  in  his  chest  that  felt,  for  the  first  time  in  longer  than he  could  

remember,  less  like  the  absence  of  hope  and  more  like  something  quietly,  cautiously,  

beginning to wait.

Chapter Fourteen
The Longest Night

«Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no  
evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.»

Psalm 23:4

Duke tried to warn him, in his own careful, indirect way, in the first week of September. 

"Kessler's gone quiet," Duke said, sliding a returned book into its slot with more force than the 

task required. "Man like that doesn't go quiet because he's given up. Goes quiet because he's 

decided the next move isn't worth announcing beforehand." Rodney had heard some version 

of that warning for two years running now, ever since Kessler first began building his slow, 

patient campaign, and he had survived every escalation the man had thrown at him so far — 

the sabotage, the rumors, the frame-up Deputy Alred had unraveled with a stray line in a 

work-detail log. He told Duke he'd keep his eyes open. He did not, in the days that followed, 

keep them open quite as wide as he should have.

Cody Marsh said something similar, in his own less articulate way, catching Rodney at the 

chow line two days before the attack. "Fellas been sayin' Kessler's people are lookin' to settle 

somethin'  before  his  transfer  paperwork clears,"  Cody said,  keeping his  voice  low.  "Don't 

know if it's about you specifically. Might not be nothin'. But figured you'd want to hear it, 

seein' as you're about the only one on this yard who ever gave me a fair shake when he didn't 

have to." Rodney thanked him, filed the warning alongside Duke's, and told himself he would 

be careful. He believed, in the ordinary way a man believes things about his own survival after 

two years of surviving worse, that careful would be enough. He had been wrong about that 

kind of thing before, and he would be wrong about it again, but a man cannot live every hour 



of a nine-year sentence braced for the worst without the bracing itself becoming a kind of  

death in advance, and so, like most men in his position, he chose instead to keep living the 

only way that still felt like living, and walked his Thursday laundry route same as always.

The laundry room sat at the far end of D-block, past the last  working camera on that  

corridor, a blind stretch every man on the yard knew about and most avoided without needing 

to be told why. Rodney had pulled laundry duty that Thursday same as every Thursday for the 

better part of a year, an assignment routine enough that he no longer thought twice about 

walking it alone. He should have thought twice. Three men were waiting for him among the 

industrial dryers when he pushed through the door, faces he half recognized from Kessler's 

circle, and a fourth blocking the door behind him before Rodney had fully registered what 

he'd walked into.

There was no speech, no theater, none of the posturing that usually preceded trouble on 

that yard. That absence told Rodney everything he needed to know about how this one was 

meant to end. The first blow came from behind, a length of pipe across his shoulders that  

dropped  him  to  one  knee,  and  after  that  the  details  came  to  him  only  in  fragments, 

disordered,  the  way memory  breaks  apart  under  enough violence  to  overwhelm a  mind's 

capacity to record it in order — a fist, a boot, the particular white shock of a blade finding his 

side, then his back, then his side again, the taste of blood filling his mouth faster than he could 

spit it clear, his own hands finally closing on something solid enough to use as a weapon and 

connecting with someone hard enough to hear a voice cry out above him. He did not know, in 

the  moment,  how  many  times  he  was  cut.  He  would  learn  later  it  was  six.  Somewhere 

underneath the pain, in the strange fractured space violence like that opens up in a man's 

mind,  fragments  of  things  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  laundry  room  surfaced  and 

vanished just as fast — his mother's hands flouring a countertop in a kitchen he had not  

thought of in years, Dixie's laugh from the visitation room the last easy Saturday they'd had 

together, Duke's voice telling him once that respect and revenge drew from the same well. 

None of it lingered long enough to be called a thought. It arrived and passed the way debris 

passes a man being pulled under by a current, glimpsed rather than examined, gone before he  

could reach for any of it.

“The sorrows of death compassed me, and the pains of hell gat hold upon me: I found  

trouble and sorrow.” Psalm 116:3. He would think of that verse many times in the weeks that 

followed, though he did not think of it then, on the laundry room floor, with the cold concrete  

against his cheek and his own blood spreading warm beneath him and a boot connecting once 

more with his ribs before the shouting started somewhere above him, further away, someone 

calling for help in a voice Rodney dimly recognized as Feldon Ray's.

Feldon had come looking for him when Rodney failed to return a borrowed tool by the 

agreed hour, a small errand that would have meant nothing on any other Thursday, and the 



old man's shout brought two officers running before Kessler's men had finished what they'd 

started. Feldon himself, seventy pounds lighter and thirty years slower than the men he was 

up against, put himself bodily between Rodney and the nearest attacker long enough to buy 

the seconds that mattered, an act of pure reckless courage from a man who had told Rodney 

once, in a different season of danger, that he would not sit quiet while a wrong he could stop 

happened in front of him. It cost Feldon a broken wrist and a split scalp that required nine 

stitches of its own. He would say later, when Rodney was well enough to hear it and thank him 

properly,  that  it  was  the  easiest  decision  he'd  made  in  thirty  years  inside  those  fences.  

“Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.”  John 15:13. 

Rodney thought of that verse often in the weeks that followed, turning it over against the 

image of a seventy-year-old man with a broken wrist throwing himself between Rodney and a 

blade meant for someone else's grievance, and found he no longer had any patience for the 

yard's old insistence that loyalty in a place like Fenwick was only ever a currency traded for 

advantage. Whatever Feldon Ray had been trading for that afternoon, it was not advantage. 

There was no version of the yard's economy that could account for what the old man had been  

willing to spend.

The officers who reached the laundry room found Rodney unconscious in a spreading pool 

of  his  own  blood,  his  pulse  thin  and  fast,  his  breathing  shallow  and  wet  in  a  way  the 

responding nurse recognized immediately as a punctured lung. What happened over the next 

several minutes moved with the blurred, procedural speed of a machine built for exactly this 

emergency and no other — the alarm, the stretcher, the ambulance called in from the regional 

hospital forty minutes out because Fenwick's own infirmary did not have the equipment this  

particular injury required, a helicopter requested and then canceled when the weather turned, 

the ground transport instead, lights and sirens the whole way, two correctional officers riding 

in back with a man they were required by policy to keep in restraints even as the paramedics 

fought to keep him alive.

“For we would not, brethren, have you ignorant of our trouble which came to us in Asia,  

that we were pressed out of measure, above strength, insomuch that we despaired even of  

life.” 2 Corinthians 1:8. Rodney did not remember the ambulance ride at all. He would piece it  

together only afterward, from what the nurses and the incident report told him — the surgery 

that lasted just over four hours, the collapsed lung reinflated, the six wounds closed, two units 

of blood replaced, a heart that stopped once on the table for eleven seconds before the surgical  

team brought it back.

Eleven  seconds  is  not  long,  measured  against  a  life.  It  is  not  long  measured  against 

anything, except perhaps against whatever Rodney experienced inside it, which felt, in the 

strange non-time of it, considerably longer than eleven seconds and considerably shorter than 

a heartbeat, both at once. He would never be entirely sure, afterward, how much of it was real  



and how much his mind supplied in the trying to remember. He remembered darkness that 

was not frightening in the way he expected darkness at the edge of death to be frightening — 

not the panicked dark of the laundry room floor, but something quieter, heavier, waiting. He 

remembered,  or  believed  he  remembered,  a  sense  of  being  profoundly  known  in  that 

darkness, the way a man is known by someone who has read every page of him and has not yet 

closed the book. He did not see his mother. He did not see any bright light, any gate, any voice 

speaking words he could report afterward with confidence. He came back to himself in the 

surgical bay eleven seconds later with the sense only of having stood, very briefly, at the edge 

of something enormous and been, for reasons he could not have explained to anyone, not 

pulled toward it and not pushed away, only set back down, gently, on this side of the line.

“I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the LORD. The LORD hath chastened  

me sore: but he hath not given me over unto death.” Psalm 118:17-18. He did not know that 

verse yet, would not read it until weeks later, in recovery, but when he finally did read it,  

sitting up in a hospital bed with a chest full of stitches and a tube still draining fluid from 

beneath his ribs, it struck him with the force of something written specifically to describe a 

thing that had already happened to him before he had words for it.

The surgeon who had led the operating team, a soft-spoken man named Dr. Okafor who 

came by twice during Rodney's stay to check the surgical sites personally, told him plainly on 

the second visit that the case had gone the way it went for reasons Dr. Okafor could not fully 

account for in medical terms alone. "Six wounds, one collapsing a lung, blood loss that should  

have taken you before the ambulance ever reached us," he said, reviewing the chart with the 

same clinical distance most of the staff carried, but with something else underneath it too. 

"I've done this work eighteen years. I don't say this to every patient, because most cases don't 

call for it, but yours does. Whatever brought you through that door still breathing, it wasn't  

only what we did to you on that table. I've seen men die from less." He did not elaborate 

further, and did not need to; Rodney understood, hearing a trained surgeon decline to take 

full credit for a life he had every professional right to claim he'd saved, that he was not the 

only person in that hospital who sensed something at work in those eleven seconds beyond 

ordinary medicine.

Chaplain Wooten notified Gatchell  the same evening, a courtesy extended to volunteer 

chaplains  whenever  an  inmate  under  their  regular  visitation  was  hospitalized  in  critical 

condition, and Gatchell did not wait for morning. He drove the ninety minutes to the regional 

hospital that same night, arriving a little past two in the morning, and talked his way past a  

skeptical night nurse and a correctional officer stationed outside Rodney's door by producing 

chaplaincy  credentials  and  a  patience  the  officer,  exhausted  from  an  already  long  shift, 

eventually had no energy left to argue with.



Rodney was still  unconscious when Gatchell  arrived,  sedated through the worst  of  the 

post-surgical night, tubes and monitors tracking a heartbeat that had, hours before, briefly 

stopped altogether. Gatchell pulled a chair to the bedside, the same unhurried way he settled 

onto an overturned crate outside a cell, and sat with him through the dark hours the way he  

had told Rodney once he had learned to sit with men who had nothing to say. He prayed over 

him, quietly, not performing it for the officer at the door or for anyone else, a private thing 

between himself and whatever was left of the night. “Preserve me, O God: for in thee do I put  

my trust.” Psalm 16:1. He said it low, more than once, his hand resting briefly on the rail of  

the bed, and then he simply waited, the way he always waited, for as long as it took.

Word reached Duke back at Fenwick the next morning through the ordinary channels such 

news traveled, and the old librarian closed the library early that day for the first time in eleven 

years, a fact that circulated through the yard almost as fast as news of the attack itself. He did 

not talk about it much, in the days that followed, but Marcus Teale would say later that he'd 

found Duke sitting alone in the empty stacks that evening with a book open on his lap that he 

was plainly not reading, and had left him there without a word, understanding that some 

griefs a man had to sit with by himself before he could carry them out into company.

Rodney surfaced from the sedation slowly, in pieces, over the better part of two days — a 

swimming, disconnected awareness of light and sound before any of it resolved into a room he 

could recognize  as  a  hospital,  a  body he  could  recognize  as  his  own,  a  pain that  arrived 

gradually and then all at once, sharp and total, radiating from his side and his back and his 

ribs in a way that made even breathing feel like a negotiation. The first face he made out  

clearly, when his eyes finally focused enough to hold an image, was Gatchell's, still in the chair 

by the bed, looking considerably more tired than Rodney had ever seen him look.

"There you are," Gatchell said, quiet, unhurried, as though Rodney had merely stepped out 

of the room for a moment rather than crossed some distance measured in eleven seconds and 

come back.

A nurse  named Patricia  came in  not  long after,  checking the  monitors  with  the  brisk 

efficiency of someone who had done this a thousand times, and paused a moment at the foot 

of the bed before she left, studying the chart with an expression Rodney could not quite read. 

"You're a lucky man," she said, not unkindly. "I've worked this unit nine years. Don't see many 

come back from what you came back from, prison or no prison. Whatever you believe in, 

might be worth thanking it." She said it the way a professional says something she has seen 

enough times  to  take  seriously  without  being  able  to  explain  it  clinically,  and left  before 

Rodney could think of anything to say back. He turned the comment over in his mind for a 

long while after she'd gone, unable to decide whether it unsettled him or comforted him, and 

concluding eventually that it might, in fact, have been doing both at once.

"How long," Rodney managed, the words costing him more than he expected.



"Two days since the surgery. I've been here most of it." Gatchell did not elaborate on what 

most of it had cost him — the ninety-minute drives back and forth to sleep a few hours and  

return, the arrangements made with his own church to cover his usual duties, the toll two days 

in a hard hospital chair took on a man past sixty. He looked, for once, less like the unhurried,  

unshakeable presence Rodney had come to expect and more like an old man who had spent 

two sleepless nights in a hard chair for the sake of somebody else's crisis, and something in 

that visible cost landed on Rodney harder than any of Gatchell's usual patience ever had. He 

simply  sat  forward,  forearms  on  his  knees,  and  studied  Rodney's  face  with  an  intensity 

Rodney had not seen from him before. "You gave everybody a scare, Rodney. Gave yourself  

one too, from what I understand. Heart stopped on the table. Eleven seconds, they told me."

Rodney did not say anything for a long moment, the monitor beside the bed marking off 

the silence in small, steady beeps, each one a quiet reminder of exactly how close those same 

beeps had come to stopping altogether two nights before. When he finally spoke, his voice 

came out  smaller  than he  intended,  stripped of  the  guardedness  that  had armored every 

conversation  he'd  had  with  Gatchell  for  months.  "I  saw  something,"  he  said.  "Or  felt 

something.  Don't  rightly know which.  Wasn't  heaven,  wasn't  fire,  wasn't  anything I  could 

draw you a picture of. Just — dark, and quiet, and I wasn't scared of it, which scared me more  

than the dark itself did, thinking back on it now. Felt like I was standing right up close to  

something enormous, and it knew every single thing about me, every last thing I've ever done,  

and it didn't send me away and it didn't pull me in either. Just set me back down. I don't know 

what that means."

“For thou hast delivered my soul from death: wilt not thou deliver my feet from falling,  

that I may walk before God in the light of the living?” Psalm 56:13. Gatchell did not rush to 

interpret it for him, did not offer the tidy explanation Rodney half expected and would have 

half resented. "I won't pretend to know exactly what you were standing close to," he said. 

"Man doesn't get handed a map of that territory, not on this side of it. But I'll tell you what I  

believe, for whatever it's worth to you lying there with six new scars and a chest tube: I believe 

you were set back down on purpose. Not by accident, not by luck, not by eleven seconds of  

good surgical timing alone. Man doesn't survive what you survived, twice now in four years,  

by accident. I think Somebody's not finished with you yet, Rodney, and I think you felt that,  

standing there in the dark, even if you don't have the words to say it plain."

Rodney turned his face toward the window, where the gray light of the second morning 

was just beginning to show, and did not answer that directly. "Thirty-one years old," he said 

instead, half to himself. "Been locked up nine of 'em. Almost didn't get to see a tenth. Almost 

didn't get to see anything else, ever, and what would there have been to see, if it had gone the 

other way? A wasted life is what a man on the outside would call it. Man in here might call it  

worse than that."



He thought, lying there, of every version of himself he had been before this one — the boy  

flinching under his father's belt, the teenager learning that a gun in his waistband bought him 

a kind of respect nothing else had, the twenty-four-year-old standing over a pawnshop clerk 

with more rage in him than sense, the man in chains at his own mother's funeral. Eleven 

seconds had very nearly closed the book on all of it without a single page rewritten, the whole 

accumulated weight of a life left exactly as it stood, unfinished business as far as anyone left 

behind would ever know. “It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment.” 

Hebrews 9:27. He had heard men quote that verse in here before, usually as a threat, and for 

the first time he understood it instead as a plain fact he had come within eleven seconds of  

meeting completely unprepared to answer for.

“For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God; being justified freely by his  

grace through the redemption that is in Christ Jesus.” Romans 3:23-24. "I've heard the first 

half of that verse quoted plenty," Gatchell said. "Not enough men stick around to hear the 

second half. You're not the only sinner who ever laid in a bed wondering what an accounting 

of his life would show if it had ended a day early. But the same book that tells you what you've  

fallen short of also tells you what's freely offered to close the gap. You don't have to solve 

thirty-one years of wasted living from a hospital bed today, Rodney. You just have to decide  

whether you want the rest of however many years you've got left to keep adding to that same 

tally, or whether you're ready to let somebody bigger than you settle the account a different 

way."

Rodney did not answer right away. The pain in his side pulsed with each breath, a steady, 

insistent reminder of exactly how close the eleven seconds had come to becoming permanent,  

and for the first time since Gatchell had first sat down outside his cell during the lockdown, 

Rodney found he did not have a wall ready to put back up. "I don't know how," he said finally,  

so quiet Gatchell had to lean in to catch it. "Don't know how a man like me starts settling an  

account that big."

“Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.” John 6:37. "You don't start by knowing 

how," Gatchell said. "Nobody ever does. You start by coming. The knowing how comes after,  

and mostly it comes from Him, not from you. That's the whole of it, Rodney. That's always 

been the whole of it." He did not push further than that. He let the words sit in the room the  

way he let every silence sit, unhurried, unforced, and reached over instead to settle a hand 

briefly on Rodney's arm, careful of the IV line, the way a man touches something he has been  

waiting a long while to be allowed to touch.

Dixie arrived on the third day, having been notified through the same official channel that 

had once told her their mother had entered hospice, and Rodney would remember for a long 

time afterward the particular sound of her crying when she first saw him — not the composed, 

grieving tears of the funeral, but something rawer, closer to panic, the sound of a sister who 



had nearly lost the only family she had left within eighteen months of losing the first half of it. 

The hospital's rules were gentler than the prison's had been. There were no chains here, no 

two-hour window, no officer  counting the seconds of  an embrace.  She was allowed to sit 

beside the bed for as long as visiting hours permitted, and she held his hand through most of  

it, careful of the IV line, telling him about Cal and the wedding date they'd finally settled on 

and anything else ordinary enough to keep her voice from breaking, because the alternative to  

ordinary talk was the thing neither of them wanted to say out loud — that she had come within 

one bad transfer of losing her brother the same year she'd buried her mother.

"You have to stop doing this to me," Dixie said at one point, half a joke and half not, wiping 

her eyes with the back of her hand. "I can't keep driving up here for reasons like this, Rodney. 

I mean that. I need you to still be here when this sentence finally runs out, whatever it takes  

for you to manage that." Rodney told her he'd do his best, and meant it more fully than he had 

meant a promise to her in years, the eleven seconds on the operating table still close enough 

to feel in his chest whenever he tried to draw a full breath.

Before she left that first evening, Dixie mentioned, almost as an afterthought, that she'd 

called the chaplaincy office herself the night of the attack, panicked and unsure who else to 

contact,  and  that  a  man  named  Gatchell  had  answered  and  talked  with  her  for  twenty  

minutes, calm and steady, walking her through exactly what the hospital would and would not  

be able to tell her before visiting hours opened. "He didn't have to do that," Dixie said. "Wasn't 

even his job, answering a scared sister's phone call at midnight. But he stayed on the line till I  

stopped shaking enough to drive safely." Rodney had not known that, and the knowing added 

one more small weight to the side of the scale Gatchell had been quietly loading for the better 

part of a year, one kindness at a time, mostly out of Rodney's sight.

Rodney was transferred back to Fenwick's infirmary six days later, still weak, still trailing a 

drainage tube that would not come out for another week, and spent the better part of a month  

in a hospital bed within the walls that had nearly become his grave. Duke visited as often as  

the infirmary's rules allowed, bringing books Rodney was too tired most days to read past a 

page or two of. Feldon Ray came once his own wrist was out of its cast, showing Rodney the  

still-healing scar on his scalp with something close to pride.  "Told you I wasn't  gonna sit 

quiet," Feldon said. "Meant it then. Mean it now."

Duke stayed longer than the others, most visits, and on one occasion, when the infirmary 

attendant had stepped out and left them alone longer than usual, he told Rodney a piece of his 

own history he had never offered before. "I had a nine-millimeter put to the back of my head 

in  this  exact  facility,  year  four  of  my  sentence,"  Duke  said,  matter-of-fact,  the  way  he 

discussed old library inventory. "Different circumstances than yours. Debt I owed a man who 

collected debts the hard way. Trigger jammed. Just jammed, plain mechanical bad luck, or  

something else,  depending on who you ask and what year  you catch me believing it.  I've 



turned that jam over in my mind more nights than I could count in forty years. Never could 

decide if it meant anything. Getting older, I've come around to thinking it meant something 

even if I can't prove it. Man doesn't get many chances to stand that close to the end and walk 

away without owing something to the fact of it."

Gatchell kept coming through that month of recovery too, Tuesdays and Fridays as always, 

though now it meant walking the infirmary corridor instead of D-block. The conversations 

were slower during those weeks, shaped by fatigue and pain medication and the particular 

rawness a man carries once his own mortality has stopped being an abstraction and become 

something with six stitched lines across his body to prove it. “When thou passest through the  

waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.” Isaiah 43:2. 

Gatchell  read that  one aloud on a  Friday  near  the  end of  the  month,  and asked Rodney 

afterward, gently, whether he thought it might be true — not whether he believed the whole of  

Scripture yet, just that one promise, tested against six weeks of waters Rodney had very nearly 

not passed through at all. Rodney said he didn't know. He said it, though, without the old 

flatness that used to close the subject down entirely, and Gatchell, patient as ever, told him 

that not knowing yet was an entirely honest place for a man to stand, and considerably further 

along than pretending certainty about not believing anything at all.

On another visit that same month, Gatchell brought a small paperback devotional along 

with the usual scrap of copied verses, worn soft at the corners from years of use, and admitted, 

a little sheepishly for a man not given to sheepishness, that it had been his own book during 

his  first  year  of  reading,  the  very  copy,  margins  filled  with  his  younger  self's  cramped, 

uncertain notes written in the same blocky hand Rodney had come to recognize on every scrap 

Gatchell had ever passed him. "Don't have to keep it," Gatchell said, setting it on the little  

table beside the infirmary bed rather than handing it through the bars the way he usually did.  

"Just thought a man in a hospital bed might want to see what somebody else's first uncertain 

year looked like, written down plain, so you'd know whatever you're feeling right now isn't as  

strange or as lonely as it might seem from inside it." Rodney did not open it that day, but he  

did not send it back either, and it sat on the little table through the rest of his infirmary stay, a  

small, worn, deliberate kindness he found himself glancing toward more often than he let on.

Marcus  Teale  came  by  the  infirmary  two  weeks  in,  bending  the  terms  of  the  careful 

distance he'd kept for over a year, telling Rodney plainly that some things mattered more than 

a truce's fine print. "Wasn't gonna let you lay in here without at least one man from my side of 

the yard lettin' you know it mattered," Teale said, lowering himself onto the visitor's chair 

with the same guarded discomfort he'd shown once before, delivering harder news. "Kessler's 

people crossed a line even some of his own crew didn't love crossin'. Word is a couple of 'em 

are relieved he's shippin' out. Man's ambition finally outran what even his own soldiers were 

willing to carry for him." He did not stay long, and did not need to. The visit itself, brief as it  



was, told Rodney something about the particular kind of respect that had grown up between 

them across two years of careful distance, a respect that had survived even when neither man 

could afford to act on it openly. Before he left, Teale paused at the door and added, almost 

reluctantly, that he'd heard about the chaplain's visits too, and that whatever Rodney decided 

to do with that, he wasn't going to hold it against him the way some men on the yard might. 

"Man survives what you just survived," Teale said, "he's earned the right to go lookin' for 

whatever answers he needs, and I ain't in the business of tellin' another man where he can and 

can't look for peace."

The investigation that followed identified two of Rodney's three attackers within the week, 

informants inside Kessler's  own crew coming forward once it  became clear how close the 

assault had come to a homicide charge that would follow every man involved for the rest of his 

life  regardless  of  how much of  his  sentence remained.  Kessler  himself  was never  directly 

implicated in the planning, the same careful insulation that had protected him through the 

frame-up the year before, but he was transferred to a higher-security facility three states away 

within  the  month  regardless,  an  administrative  decision  the  warden's  office  declined  to 

explain  in  detail  but  that  everyone  on  the  yard  understood  well  enough  without  an 

explanation. Rodney never saw the man again.

“He that is our God is the God of salvation; and unto GOD the Lord belong the issues  

from death.” Psalm 68:20. He read that verse alone in the infirmary on a night he could not  

sleep, three weeks after the attack, his hand resting on the still-tender scar along his ribs, and  

thought,  for  the first  time without any of  the old bitterness attached to the thought,  that 

maybe the issues from death had never actually belonged to him to decide in the first place — 

not the night his mother died, and not the eleven seconds on that operating table, and not any 

of the countless other nights across nine years when he might reasonably have expected not to 

see morning. Maybe they had never been his to carry alone at all.

He did not pray that night, not exactly, not in any form he could have called a prayer with 

confidence.  But  he  lay  in  the  infirmary  bed  with  the  lights  dimmed  and  found  himself 

speaking, quietly, into the dark of the room, words that were not quite addressed to the ceiling 

and not quite addressed to no one. "I don't know if You're there," he said. "I don't know if any 

of this was You or just eleven seconds of good surgery and a lucky heart. But if You are there, 

and if You really weren't finished with me — I don't know what You want from me. I don't  

know how a man like me even starts. But I'm asking You to show me, because I'm out of other 

places left to look." Nothing answered him audibly. No light filled the room, no voice spoke 

back. But he lay there afterward feeling, for the first time in longer than he could remember,  

less alone in the dark than he had felt in it for years, and slept that night straight through until  

morning without once waking.



“Thou, which hast shewed me great and sore troubles, shalt quicken me again, and shalt  

bring  me  up  again  from  the  depths  of  the  earth.” Psalm  71:20.  The  physical  therapist  

assigned to  him twice  a  week  for  the  last  stretch  of  his  recovery,  a  brisk,  no-nonsense  

woman named Sergeant Alvarez who worked for the department rather than the hospital,  

told  him  on  his  final  session  that  his  chest  strength  was  coming  back  faster  than  she  

typically  saw  in  men  his  age  with  wounds  that  severe.  "Some  of  that's  just  you  being  

stubborn," she said, watching him complete a set of breathing exercises that had left him  

gasping and red-faced a week before and now cost  him only real  effort  instead of  real  

agony. "Stubborn's not nothing. Keeps a lot of men alive who had no business surviving  

what they survived." Rodney did not tell her about the eleven seconds, or the dark that had  

not frightened him the way he expected, or the words he had spoken into the infirmary's dim  

light on the night he finally slept straight through until morning. He only thanked her, and  

did the last set of exercises, and found himself thinking, walking back to his cell for the first  

time in over a month under his own power, that stubbornness alone did not quite account  

for everything that had happened to him since that Thursday in the laundry room, even if it  

was the only explanation a woman like Sergeant Alvarez had any professional reason to  

reach for.

Chapter Fifteen
A Heart at the End of Itself

«I looked on my right hand, and beheld, but there was no man that would  
know me: refuge failed me; no man cared for my soul.»

Psalm 142:4

The  strange  thing  about  the  peace  Rodney  had  felt  that  first  night  in  the  infirmary, 

speaking into the dark with no confidence that anyone was listening, was how quickly it began 

to feel like something he might have imagined. Weeks passed. Then a month. He kept the 

devotional Gatchell had left him on the small shelf above his bunk, read a page here and there, 

prayed in the halting, uncertain way of a man practicing a language he had not yet earned any 

fluency in, and waited for the feeling from that first night to come back the way it had arrived 

— suddenly, entire, undeniable. It did not come back. What came instead was the ordinary 

grinding weight of every day since, indistinguishable in its heaviness from every day that had 



come before the attack, and Rodney found himself wondering, in his more honest moments, 

whether the eleven seconds and the dark that had not frightened him had been anything more 

than a starved brain doing what starved brains do when deprived of blood and oxygen for too 

long.

“Cursed be the man that trusteth in man, and maketh flesh his arm, and whose heart  

departeth from the LORD.” Jeremiah 17:5. He did not think of that verse yet, would not think 

of it for weeks, but it described, more precisely than he could have put into words himself that  

spring, the particular unraveling that was underway in him — a slow, systematic failure of 

every arm of flesh he had ever leaned his weight on.

The first arm to fail him was his own body, and he had known that already, in some sense,  

since the laundry room. But it was one thing to know it in the abstract and another to feel it  

tested directly, which happened on a Tuesday in April when a younger inmate named Priest, 

new to the yard and eager to make a name for himself the way Cody Marsh once had, squared 

up in front of Rodney at the weight pile and issued the same kind of challenge Rodney had 

faced down a dozen times over nine years without a second thought. The old reflex rose in him 

immediately, the cold, flat readiness that had once made pawnshop clerks and prison toughs 

alike search his eyes for mercy and find none. He felt his body prepare itself the way it always  

had. And then, for the first time in nine years, he felt something else arrive right behind the 

reflex — a clear, unwelcome image of six stitched wounds and a monitor's steady beeping and 

Dixie's raw, panicked crying in a hospital room, and his hands, which had already begun to  

close into fists, opened again instead.

He walked away from Priest without a word, and the yard read it exactly the way the yard  

always read a man's retreat — not as restraint, not as wisdom, but as weakness, the kind of 

weakness that invited exactly the sort of testing Rodney had spent nine years training every 

man on that yard never to attempt. He heard the whispers within the hour. Heard his own 

name attached to words like soft and finished and done. Feldon Ray found him that evening at  

the chow hall, lowering himself onto the bench with the careful stiffness his broken wrist had 

left  behind,  and  did  not  bother  pretending  he  hadn't  heard  the  same talk.  "Word's  goin'  

around you backed down from Priest today," Feldon said. "Some fellas sayin' the chaplain's 

got you gelded. Others sayin' you lost your nerve after the laundry room, which I understand 

better than most, given I nearly bled out myself defendin' you from it." He studied Rodney a  

long moment, weighing something. "For what it's worth, don't much matter to me which one 

it is. But it's gonna matter to some of the younger ones lookin' to make a name, same way 

Priest was lookin'. You want my advice, an old man's advice, worth exactly what you paid for 

it? Figure out which one it actually is, and figure it out fast, because this yard doesn't leave a 

man room to sit in the question for long."



Cody Marsh raised it too, a few days later, with less tact and more worry in his voice.  

"Heard Priest is tellin' anybody who'll listen that he ran you off the weight pile," Cody said. 

"That ain't how I heard it happened, but stories get told the way the tellers want 'em told, and  

enough retellin' and it becomes true whether it was or wasn't. You want, I'll set it straight 

myself. Wouldn't take much." Rodney told him it wasn't necessary, that he'd handle it himself  

if it came to handling, and Cody let it go, though the offer itself told Rodney something about 

how far the rumor had already traveled in less than a week. Rodney found, turning it over,  

that he did not much care about the rumor itself, which surprised him more than the rumor 

did — reputation had once been the single thing he guarded most fiercely on that yard, and 

now it sat in him like a coat he had outgrown without noticing, still hanging in the closet out 

of old habit, no longer fitting the man reaching for it. “Put not your trust in princes, nor in the  

son of man, in whom there is no help.” Psalm 146:3. He had trusted his own toughness for 

nine years the way other men trusted money in a bank, certain it would always be there when 

he needed to draw on it, and for the first time he understood that the account had not simply 

been depleted by the attack. It had been a lie about security all along, built on a foundation 

that any six inches of sharpened metal could puncture in half a second, and no amount of 

reputation could put it back together once a man had felt, firsthand, exactly how little that  

reputation had actually protected him.

The test came again, more seriously, two weeks later, when Priest and two of his newer 

associates cornered Rodney near the shower block in a deliberate echo of the laundry room, 

testing to see whether the man who had walked away from a weight-pile challenge would walk 

away from something with real teeth behind it too. This time Rodney did not walk away. Some 

older instinct, deeper than the new hesitation, rose fast enough to put Priest on the ground 

with a broken nose before either of his associates had fully closed the distance, and the other 

two  thought  better  of  finishing  what  they'd  started  once  they  saw  how  quickly  and  how 

completely their friend had gone down. It should have felt like vindication. It did not. Rodney 

walked back to his cell  that evening with split  knuckles and a familiar,  sick weight in his 

stomach that had nothing to do with the fight itself and everything to do with how easily the 

old Rodney had come roaring back the moment it was needed, proof that whatever Gatchell's 

visits and a devotional's worn pages had been quietly working on him, the man underneath it 

all had not actually changed nearly as much as Rodney had allowed himself to hope. “For the 

good that I would I do not: but the evil which I would not, that I do.” Romans 7:19. He did 

not know that verse yet either, but he understood, walking back to his cell with someone else's 

blood drying on his knuckles, exactly the divided thing it was describing.

Dixie's wedding took place on the second Saturday in May, a small ceremony at the same 

church where Wanda's funeral had been held less than two years before, and Rodney was not 

there for it.  There was no chain of reasoning, no petition Furman could file,  that made a 



furlough for a sister's wedding anywhere near as compelling to the review board as a mother's 

funeral had been, and Rodney had known better than to submit the request at all. Dixie sent 

him a full set of photographs three weeks later — herself in a simple ivory dress standing  

beside Cal in front of the same doors Rodney had once walked through in chains, the same 

pews, the same stained glass that had once caught the light off his wrist restraints. He studied 

every photograph twice, memorizing details he would never get to ask her about in person — 

the particular way she was laughing in one of them, some joke from off camera he would never 

hear the punchline to, a whole day of his sister's life that had happened entirely without him 

and  would  exist  for  the  rest  of  both  their  lives  as  something  he  had  only  ever  seen  in 

photographs,  developed and mailed,  arriving  three  weeks  after  the  fact  like  news from a 

country he was no longer a citizen of.

He had known the date for months, of course, and had spent that particular Saturday the 

way he had learned to spend every date that mattered to people he loved without him — 

awake early, doing the arithmetic of what would be happening at each hour on the outside, 

picturing it in a level of specific, useless detail that helped nothing and stopped nothing and 

changed nothing about the fact that he was standing in a nine-by-twelve cell three hundred 

miles away while his only sister walked down an aisle he had watched her walk down once  

before, in his mind, at their mother's funeral, in an entirely different kind of procession. He 

had been permitted a single ten-minute phone call that evening, after the reception, Dixie's 

voice bright and tired and full of a happiness Rodney was glad to hear even as some smaller, 

meaner part of himself flinched at the sound of it. "I missed you today," she told him, and he 

told her he'd missed being there too, and neither of them said the rest of it out loud — that 

missing was too small a word for a whole day permanently subtracted from the ledger of 

things they would ever get to share. He hung up the phone that night and sat a long while in 

the quiet of his cell, doing the arithmetic he had spent nine years trying not to do too often,  

the  plain  accounting  of  everything  a  thirty-five-year  sentence  had  already  cost  him  and 

everything  it  still  stood  to  cost  before  it  finally  ran  its  course  — birthdays,  holidays,  the 

ordinary unremarkable Tuesdays of a family's life that a man on the outside never thought to  

count as precious until they were the very thing being taken from him one calendar page at a  

time.

“Then I looked on all the works that my hands had wrought, and on the labour that I had  

laboured to do: and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of spirit, and there was no profit  

under the sun.” Ecclesiastes 2:11. He read that verse the same week the photographs arrived 

and thought, for the first time in months, of his vocational certifications stacked in a folder in 

his cell, his GED, the library work Duke had trained him for, nine years of a man trying to 

build something worth calling a life out of the only materials a cell allowed him. None of it had 

gotten him to that wedding. None of it would get him to the next one, or the one after that, or  



any of the ordinary milestones of a family's life that would keep happening, year after year, on 

the other side of a wall he had built with his own two hands and could not now unbuild no 

matter how many books he shelved or how many certificates he earned.

Duke collapsed in the library on a Thursday afternoon in June, halfway through explaining 

a cataloging system to a new volunteer, and went down hard enough that the sound of it  

brought two officers running before anyone had even finished shouting for help. It was his 

heart, the infirmary staff said afterward — not the massive, final kind of event a man his age 

might reasonably fear, but a serious warning shot regardless, an irregular rhythm that had 

starved his brain of blood long enough to drop him to the floor and would require medication 

and monitoring for whatever years he had left. Rodney was not allowed to see him for two 

days, and when he finally was, he found the old man propped up in an infirmary bed looking 

smaller  than Rodney had ever  seen him look,  the  steady,  unshakeable  presence that  had 

anchored Rodney through four separate years of Fenwick's worst suddenly revealed as exactly 

as breakable as everyone else.

He came back to visit twice more that week, sitting in the plastic chair beside Duke's bed 

for as long as the infirmary staff allowed, and found himself, on the second visit, asking the 

old man a question he had never once thought to ask across four years of shelving books 

under his supervision. "You ever scared of dying in here?" Rodney asked. "Not scared like the 

laundry room. Scared like — just the plain fact of it. Man spends thirty years of his life inside  

these fences, and there's a real chance the last thing he ever sees is a ceiling tile in a place like 

this one."

Duke considered the question with the same unhurried care he gave everything, the wires 

still taped across his chest rising and falling with each breath. "Used to be, more than I ever let 

on," he said. "Especially those first years, before I found anything steadier to stand on than my 

own nerve. These days, less than you'd think. Not because I've made peace with dying in here, 

exactly — I'd still rather see the outside of a fence again before I go, same as any man would. 

But I've come to believe the where of it matters a good deal less than I once thought it did.  

Ceiling tile in an infirmary, hospital bed on the outside, front porch at ninety — the where's 

just scenery. What actually matters is what a man's standing on when the ceiling tile's the last  

thing  he  sees.  Spent  a  long  stretch  of  my  life  with  nothing  solid  under  my feet  for  that  

particular moment. Rather not go back to that, whatever room I happen to be lying in when it  

finally comes."

Rodney sat with that a long while, the infirmary's fluorescent lights humming overhead, 

and  did  not  have  an  answer  ready,  only  the  growing,  uncomfortable  sense  that  every 

conversation he was having lately seemed to be circling the same unfinished question from a 

slightly different angle, as though the whole world around him had quietly organized itself to 

keep asking him something he had not yet found the nerve to answer.



"Don't look at me like that," Duke said, managing something close to his usual dry humor 

despite the wires taped to his chest. "I'm not dead yet. Heart's just reminding me it's rented, 

not owned. Every man's is, if he lives long enough to hear the notice."

"You've been the one thing in this  place that  didn't  change,"  Rodney said,  and heard, 

saying it, how much weight the sentence was carrying, how much of his own footing over four 

years had been quietly resting on the assumption that Duke, at least, would always be there — 

steady, unbothered, permanent in the way nothing else in Fenwick had ever been permanent.

“Surely men of low degree are vanity, and men of high degree are a lie: to be laid in the  

balance,  they  are  altogether  lighter  than  vanity.” Psalm  62:9.  "Wish  I  could  tell  you 

different," Duke said, "but I've never been anybody's foundation, Rodney, however much it 

might've looked that way from where you were standing. Wasn't built to be. No man is, not 

really, not underneath it, no matter how steady he manages to look on the surface for a stretch 

of years. You lean your whole weight on any one of us long enough, sooner or later you're 

going to find out the hard way what we're actually made of, same as I'm finding out right now 

what this old heart's actually made of." He said it without bitterness, an old man delivering a 

hard truth he had apparently made his peace with well before this particular Thursday forced 

the issue, and Rodney sat with the words a long time after he'd gone, turning them over,  

unable yet to see where they were leading him but sensing, the way a man senses weather 

changing before the first drop falls, that they were leading somewhere.

Duke was released back to general population two weeks later, moving slower than before, 

a small bottle of heart medication now part of his daily routine alongside the reading glasses 

and the worn cardigan he wore year-round in the library's over-cooled air. He resumed his  

post behind the circulation desk as though nothing had changed,  but Rodney noticed the 

small accommodations the old man made now that he had not made before — sitting rather  

than standing to reshelve the lower rows, taking the stairs to the second tier of stacks more  

slowly, accepting help he would once have waved off without a second thought. It was a small  

thing,  watching  a  proud  man  learn  to  accept  limits  he  had  spent  a  lifetime  refusing  to 

acknowledge, but it lodged itself in Rodney alongside everything else that spring had been 

quietly teaching him about the difference between strength that could be relied upon and 

strength that only looked, from a distance, like it could.

Feldon's warning proved right sooner than either of them expected. Word reached Rodney 

by the end of that same week that his standing on the yard had become, for the first time in 

nine years, an open question rather than a settled fact, and he found himself, in the days that 

followed, watching the other men watch him — sizing him up in the mess hall, in the yard, in 

the vocational shop, the way men on that yard had once sized up Cody Marsh and Priest and 

every other new arrival still deciding what kind of reputation he intended to build. It should 

have alarmed him more than it did. He noticed, turning the fact over, that some part of him 



had simply stopped caring whether the yard respected him or not, and he could not decide 

whether that was a dangerous kind of carelessness that would eventually get him killed, or the 

first  honest  sign that  the whole  economy of  fear  and reputation he had spent  nine years 

mastering had simply stopped mattering to him the way it once had, replaced by some other 

set of concerns he had not yet found words for.

He tried, in the weeks that followed, to locate some version of the old certainty in the only  

place he had left to look — inside himself, in whatever resolve or willpower had once carried 

him  through  nine  years  of  surviving  Fenwick  on  nerve  and  reputation  alone.  He  found, 

reaching for it, considerably less there than he expected. “Innumerable evils have compassed 

me about: mine iniquities have taken hold upon me, so that I am not able to look up.” Psalm 

40:12. He wrote in a letter to Dixie that month, and then did not send it, that he had begun to  

feel less like a man standing on solid ground searching for something extra to add to it, and 

more like a man discovering, one collapsed support at a time, that the ground itself had never 

been as solid as he'd believed.

He tried, in that same stretch of weeks, to manufacture on his own the thing he could not 

seem to locate anywhere else — praying harder, longer, in the deliberate, disciplined way he 

had once trained his body in the vocational shop, as though faith might respond to effort the 

same way a weld responded to a steady hand and enough repetition. He knelt beside his bunk 

some nights until his knees ached against the concrete floor, working through every prayer he 

had ever heard Gatchell or Chaplain Wooten or his own mother speak, reciting them with real 

sincerity and real desperation, and felt, at the end of most of those nights, no different than he 

had felt  at  the start  of  them — a man talking into a  silence he could not  be certain was 

listening, going through motions that felt, the harder he worked at them, increasingly like one 

more project he was failing to complete through sheer determination alone.  “Trust in the 

LORD with all thine heart; and lean not unto thine own understanding.” Proverbs 3:5. He 

read  that  verse  during  one  of  those  long  nights  and  set  the  Bible  down  harder  than  he 

intended, because it seemed, in his exhaustion, to be describing the exact thing he could not  

figure out how to stop doing — leaning, leaning, leaning on his own understanding of how a 

man was supposed to earn his way into grace, when the whole of what he was reading kept 

insisting, in one form or another, that earning had never been the point to begin with.

He  raised  it  once  with  Chaplain  Wooten,  catching  the  older  man  in  his  office  on  an 

afternoon Gatchell was not scheduled to visit, hoping for some technique or discipline he had 

simply been missing.  Wooten meant well,  Rodney did not  doubt  that,  but  the  answer he 

offered — a pamphlet on daily devotional habits, a suggestion that consistency mattered more 

than feeling, a reminder that faith was a marathon and not a sprint — landed on Rodney with 

all the weight of a man handing out directions to someone who had already told him he was 

lost in a country with no roads. He thanked Wooten and left the pamphlet on a chair in the 



office rather than carry it back to his cell, not out of disrespect, but because he understood, 

walking away, that the answer he needed was not a technique at all, and that no amount of 

disciplined effort was going to manufacture the thing his own hands had proven, over and 

over that spring, they simply did not have the power to build.

He tried one more avenue after that, the oldest one he had, older even than his fists — the 

numbing, forward-leaning busyness that had carried him through every crisis of his adult life 

before he'd ever set foot inside Fenwick's gates, the conviction that a man who simply kept 

moving fast enough never had to sit still long enough to feel the full weight of whatever was 

chasing him. He took on extra shifts in the vocational shop until Hollis told him plainly he was 

overdoing it.  He requested additional library hours until Duke, still  recovering, asked him 

gently whether he was working that hard because the shelves needed it or because he did. He 

filled every waking hour he could find with motion, and discovered, by the third week of it, 

that busyness was simply one more arm of flesh, no sturdier than the others, and that a man 

could outrun grief or fear or a bad diagnosis for exactly as long as his legs held out and not one 

step further. “Man that is born of a woman is of few days, and full of trouble.” Job 14:1. He 

read that  verse  on the  night  he  finally  admitted the  busyness  wasn't  working either,  and 

thought that whoever had written it down three thousand years before must have tried, at 

some point in his own life, to outrun the same trouble Rodney was still failing to outrun now.

Alone in his cell on a Sunday evening near the end of June, with the yard quiet and the tier 

settling into its usual pre-lockdown hush, Rodney found himself doing an accounting he had 

avoided for most of that spring — laying out, one after another, every single thing across nine 

years that he had believed, at the time, would finally be enough to steady him, and watching 

each one fail in turn under the weight of a fresh examination. His fists, which had kept him 

alive but had also very nearly gotten him killed, and which could not, in the end, keep his  

mother breathing or shorten a single day of his sentence. His mind and his willingness to 

work — the GED, the vocational certificates, the library shelves he could organize blindfolded 

— none of which had bought him so much as an hour at his sister's wedding. His family's love, 

which was real, and which he did not doubt, and which was also three hundred miles away on 

the other side of a wall neither love nor longing could dissolve. Even Duke, the closest thing to 

a father Rodney had found inside those fences, revealed now as a man with a rented heart, 

breakable same as everyone else. “We are troubled on every side, yet not distressed; we are  

perplexed, but not in despair.” 2 Corinthians 4:8. He read the first half of that verse and felt 

every word of the trouble in it. He did not yet know what to do with the second half, the part 

about not being in despair, because despair was the only word he had left that accurately  

described the floor he seemed to keep discovering beneath every floor he thought he'd finally 

reached.



Gatchell noticed the change in him before Rodney was ready to name it himself, arriving 

for his usual Friday visit in late June to find Rodney seated on the edge of his bunk staring at 

nothing in particular, the devotional closed on his lap, unopened for over a week. "You've 

gone quiet again," Gatchell said, echoing, without knowing it, the exact words Duke had used 

to open a different conversation nearly a year before. "Different quiet than the one after your 

mother, though. That one had grief in it. This one's got something closer to surrender in it,  

except you haven't surrendered to anything yet. Just surrendered the fight against everything 

you used to think would hold you up."

"Everything I ever trusted's let me down," Rodney said, the words coming slow, each one 

costing him something to say out loud. "My own two hands. My reputation. All the studying 

and the certificates and the library work, like I could build my way to something that mattered 

with my own effort if I just worked hard enough at it. Even Duke. Man I thought was as steady  

as this floor,  and turns out his heart's  rented same as everybody else's."  He looked up at  

Gatchell for the first time since the chaplain had arrived. "I don't have anything left to trust,  

Gatchell. Ran clean out."

"Tried praying on my own too," Rodney went on, the admission coming easier now that 

the first wall of it had already fallen. "Knelt right there on that floor some nights till my knees  

gave out. Recited every prayer I ever heard anybody say over me. Didn't feel a thing. Started to 

wonder if the problem's not that I don't trust anything anymore. Maybe the problem's that 

there was never anything there to trust in the first place, and I've just been too stubborn or too 

scared to admit it till now."

Gatchell shook his head slowly, not in correction exactly, more like a man recognizing a 

milestone he had passed himself once, long ago. "I prayed on my knees till they bled once,  

back in my own eighth year," he said. "Felt exactly as empty doing it as you're describing.  

Took me a long while to understand that the emptiness wasn't proof God wasn't there. It was 

proof I was still trying to reach Him the same way I'd always reached everything else in my life 

— by working hard enough, wanting it bad enough, gutting it out on nerve and effort until the 

thing I was chasing finally gave in to me. Doesn't work that way, Rodney. Can't work that way, 

or it wouldn't be grace anymore, it'd just be one more thing a man like you or me earned with 

our bare hands, same as everything else we've ever built. The emptiness you're describing isn't 

the absence of God. I think it might be the last thing standing between you and Him — your  

own grip, finally tired enough to let go of everything it's been holding onto instead."

“My flesh and my heart faileth: but God is the strength of my heart, and my portion for  

ever.” Psalm 73:26. Gatchell  let  that verse sit  in the small space between them for a long 

moment  before  he  spoke  again,  and  when  he  did,  his  voice  carried  none  of  the  urgency 

Rodney half expected, no rush to close the sale on a man who had finally run out of road. "I  

know," he said simply. "I remember exactly what that running-out feels like. And I'm going to  



tell you something I probably should have told you a year ago, except I don't think you'd have  

been ready to hear it  then.  Running out isn't  the disaster it  feels  like right now, Rodney. 

Running out is usually the only thing that finally gets a man's hands open wide enough to 

receive something he was never going to reach for on his own while they were still full of 

everything he thought he could rely on instead."

Rodney did not answer that. He sat with it instead, the way he had learned to sit with the 

things Gatchell said that he was not yet ready to respond to, and Gatchell, reading the silence  

correctly, did not push further. He only reached over, the way he had once done in a hospital 

room careful of an IV line, and set a hand briefly on Rodney's shoulder. "I'll be back Tuesday," 

he said. "Doesn't have to be today. But I don't think it's as far off as you feel like it is right now, 

either." He left the devotional where it sat, unopened, on Rodney's lap, and walked on down 

the tier the same unhurried way he always did.

“Turn thee  unto me,  and have mercy upon me;  for  I  am desolate  and afflicted.  The  

troubles of my heart are enlarged: O bring thou me out of my distresses.” Psalm 25:16-17. 

Rodney sat alone for a long while after Gatchell had gone, the tier settling into its evening  

quiet around him, and found himself running back over the whole shape of that spring one 

more time — Priest's broken nose and the sick weight that had followed it, the photographs of 

a wedding he had only ever attended in his own imagination, Duke's wired chest rising and 

falling in an infirmary bed, the knees he had bruised praying prayers that felt like they were 

bouncing off a ceiling. Every one of them a different door he had tried, in his own way, to force 

open with his  own strength,  and every  one of  them,  examined honestly,  a  door that  had 

refused to move an inch for all his pushing.

He thought of his mother, too, in a way he had not quite let himself before — not the grief  

of losing her, which he had carried plainly enough for two years now, but the particular fact of 

what she had actually believed, all the way to the end, in a body that had failed her completely 

and a son who could not get to her bedside. She had never had Rodney's strength, never built 

anything like his reputation, never earned a single certificate proving her worth to anyone. 

And yet she had died, by every account Dixie had ever given him, at peace — steadier in her  

failing body than Rodney had ever once felt in his healthy one, holding onto something that  

had never once depended on her own grip being strong enough to keep hold of it. He had 

spent two years assuming that peace was simply who she was, a gift of temperament he had 

not been born with. Sitting in his cell that evening, turning it over one more time, he began to 

wonder, for the first time, whether it might have been something she had been given rather 

than something she had simply always had — the exact thing Gatchell kept telling him was 

still, even now, sitting on the other side of a grip Rodney had not yet found himself able to 

loosen.



He did not sleep well that night, and did not try very hard to. He lay in the dark instead,  

turning the day's  conversation over and over,  feeling,  for the first  time since the eleven  

seconds on that operating table, less like a man drowning and more like a man standing at  

the very edge of something he had spent his whole adult life running from without ever once  

turning around to actually look at directly. He did not know yet what it would cost him to  

finally turn around. He only knew, lying there in the dark with an unopened devotional  

somewhere on the floor beside his bunk, that he had run out of every other direction left to  

run.  “With men this is impossible; but with God all things are possible.” Matthew 19:26.  

Somewhere near the edge of sleep, that verse surfaced in him unbidden, a fragment from  

some page he had skimmed weeks earlier without letting it land, and it stayed with him now  

in the dark the way nothing else had managed to stay all spring — not an answer exactly,  

not yet, but a door he had not noticed standing open until every other door in the house had  

finally, completely, closed. He did not walk through it that night. He only lay there in the  

dark, aware of it for the first time, and let himself, for once, stop pretending he did not see it  

standing there.

Part Two: From Prison to Pastor 
(Chapters 16–20)
The transforming power of Jesus Christ.

Chapter Sixteen
Amazing Grace Behind Bars

«Therefore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things are passed  
away; behold, all things are become new.»

2 Corinthians 5:17

Rodney did not wait  for  Tuesday.  He was standing at  the chaplaincy office door on a  

Monday morning in July, before Gatchell had even hung up his jacket, and the older man took 

one look at his face and set down the folder he was carrying without a word, the way a man 



sets down whatever he is holding when he recognizes that something more important than his 

morning schedule has just walked through the door.

"I've been up most of the night," Rodney said, before Gatchell could ask. "Couldn't sleep. 

Kept thinking about that door you've been talking about for a year now. Think I finally see it. 

Don't  know how to walk through it.  But I  don't  want to keep standing here looking at  it 

either."

Gatchell closed the office door behind him, motioned Rodney to the two chairs that sat  

across from his small desk, and did not rush, even now, even with a year of patient waiting 

finally arriving at the moment he had been waiting for. "Then let's walk through it together," 

he said. "Won't take anything you don't already have in you. Just takes being honest about 

what you don't have, and asking for what you do need."

“For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God.” Romans 3:23. "You've heard 

that one plenty of times from me by now," Gatchell said. "But I want you to hear the next part  

too, because most men only ever get handed the first half. “For the wages of sin is death; but  

the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.” Romans 6:23. Every wrong thing 

you've ever done, Rodney — and I know there's a long list, same as there was a long list for me 

— earns exactly what it earns. That's not in dispute. But there's a gift sitting right alongside  

that earned wage, free for the taking, and the gift doesn't care how long the list is. Never has."

Rodney  sat  with  that  a  long  moment,  his  hands  folded  tight  in  his  lap,  years  of 

guardedness fighting a losing battle against something that had finally grown stronger than 

the guardedness itself. "I don't know if I can list it all out," he said. "Might take longer than 

we've got this morning."

"Wouldn't matter if we had all week," Gatchell said. "I've heard confessions in this office 

that took three sentences and I've heard ones that took three hours, and I'll tell you plainly,  

the length of the list has never once been the thing that determined whether a man walked out 

of here different. Man could confess for a week straight and still walk out the same, if he's only 

doing the confessing to feel better about himself. Man could say four honest words and walk 

out  entirely  remade,  if  those  four  words  are  the  truest  thing  he's  ever  said."  He  leaned 

forward, forearms on his knees, the same posture Rodney had come to associate with the 

older man's most direct moments.  "What I  need to know isn't  the inventory,  Rodney. It's 

whether you're ready to stop being the judge, jury, and defense attorney of your own life, all  

three jobs you've been running yourself ragged trying to do at once for nine years, and let  

somebody else take the bench."

"I don't know how to do that either," Rodney admitted. "Been the only one running my 

own case as long as I can remember. Man learns to trust his own judgment or he doesn't 

survive where I've been."



"I know it," Gatchell said. "Learned the same lesson myself, in a place not so different from 

this one. But I'll tell you something about that kind of survival, Rodney, now that you're finally 

sitting where you're sitting. It gets a man through the yard. It has never once, in the whole 

history  of  men trying it,  gotten a  man through his  own soul.  Different  kind of  survival's  

needed there, and it isn't the kind you can win by outworking, outfighting, or outsmarting 

anybody. It's the kind you only get by finally putting your hands up."

Gatchell was quiet a moment, looking down at his own worn Bible, and when he spoke 

again his voice had dropped into a register Rodney had not heard from him before, something 

closer to memory than instruction. "I put my hands up on a Tuesday afternoon in October, 

twenty-three years ago now," he said. "Wasn't dramatic. Didn't feel like much of anything 

while it was happening, if I'm honest with you, which surprised me, because I'd always figured 

a  moment  that  big  would  announce  itself  somehow.  It  didn't.  Felt  almost  quiet,  almost 

anticlimactic, right up until about an hour later, when I noticed I'd walked the length of the 

yard without once scanning it for threats the way I'd trained myself to do every single day for 

eight straight years. That's when I knew something had actually happened. Not in the moment 

itself. In the ordinary hour that came right after it, when the old reflexes just weren't there to 

reach for anymore." He looked up at  Rodney. "Don't  be discouraged if  it  doesn't  feel  like 

fireworks today. Watch what happens in the ordinary hour that comes after. That's usually 

where a man finds out whether it took."

"Don't have to list every item," Gatchell said gently. "God's not confused about what's on it. 

He was there for every one of them, same as He was there in that laundry room, same as He 

was there in that operating room when your heart stopped for eleven seconds. What He wants 

isn't an inventory. He wants you to stop carrying it alone." He opened his own worn Bible to a 

page Rodney had come to recognize, the spine soft from years of exactly this conversation. “If 

we confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all  

unrighteousness.” 1 John 1:9. "Confess doesn't mean recite a list. It means agree with God 

about what's true — that you did what you did, that it separated you from Him, and that you 

can't fix it yourself no matter how many certificates you earn or fights you win or years you 

serve. You've already done the hardest part of that, Rodney. You did it walking through my 

door this morning instead of walking past it one more time."

Rodney thought, sitting there, of his father's belt, of a pawnshop clerk who would never 

hear  out  of  one  ear  again,  of  needles  he  had  sold  to  people  whose  names  he  had  never 

bothered to learn, of a courtroom, of chains at his mother's funeral, of six wounds in a laundry 

room, of a wedding three hundred miles away he had only ever seen in photographs. The 

weight of the list did not feel smaller as he named it silently to himself. It felt, if anything,  

heavier than it ever had, laid out complete for the first time instead of carried in pieces. But 

something else sat alongside the weight now, something Gatchell had been quietly pointing 



toward for a year without ever once forcing Rodney's hand — a gift, sitting right next to the 

wage, waiting.

"There's a story in the book of Acts I want to tell you before we go any further," Gatchell  

said. "Paul and Silas, two preachers, thrown in a Roman prison for the crime of setting a girl  

free from something that had been exploiting her. Beaten, chained, thrown in the deepest cell  

the jailer had. And at midnight — Scripture says at midnight, Rodney, the darkest hour a  

man's got — they were praying and singing hymns loud enough for every other prisoner to 

hear them. Earthquake hit. Doors flew open, chains fell off every prisoner in that jail. And the 

jailer, about to fall on his own sword because he figured he'd lose his life either way once his 

superiors found out the prisoners had gotten loose, cried out asking what he had to do to be 

saved. Paul told him, plain and simple: “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be  

saved.” Acts 16:31. That jailer and his whole household were baptized before that same night 

was over. A man whose job was locking prisoners up became, before sunrise, a brother to the 

very prisoners he'd been guarding."

"Why are you telling me that," Rodney asked, though some part of him had already begun 

to guess.

"Because grace has always found its way into prisons, Rodney, since the very first chapters 

of the story. Wasn't invented for men who had their lives put together nice and neat on the 

outside. It was built, from the very beginning, for men in chains, in the dark, at midnight, with 

nothing left to sing about except the fact that they were still breathing and God was apparently 

still listening. That's you. That's been you this whole year, whether you had the words for it or 

not."

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth  

in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.” John 3:16. Gatchell read it slowly, the 

most familiar verse in the whole book, worn smooth by a thousand pulpits and a thousand 

church-fair bookmarks, and Rodney heard it that morning as though for the first time in his 

life, the word whosoever landing on him with a weight it had never carried through all the 

years his mother had tried, gently, patiently, to hand it to him. Whosoever. Not the men who 

had earned it. Not the men whose list was short enough to be manageable. Whosoever.

"There's a man three cells down from me," Rodney said slowly, thinking it through as he 

said it, "doing life without parole for something I won't repeat, even to you. If I asked you 

straight, does that word cover him too, what would you tell me?"

Gatchell did not hesitate. "I'd tell you the same thief who was executed next to Jesus that 

same Friday afternoon, with no time left to do a single good work to prove himself by, no 

chance at parole of any kind, heard the words 'today shalt thou be with me in paradise' from  

the Lord's own mouth, hours before either of them died. If grace reaches a dying thief with  

literally  nothing left  to  offer  but  his  last  breath,  I  don't  know of  a  list  long enough or  a  



sentence heavy enough to put a man outside its reach. Wouldn't be much of a gospel if it only  

worked for the moderately guilty, Rodney. It has to reach all the way to the bottom, or it 

doesn't really reach anybody at all, because we're all further down than we like to admit." He 

let that settle before he added, quieter, "That's not permission to go easy on yourself for what 

you did. It's the opposite, if you think it through. It means the debt was always too big for you 

to pay regardless of how it stacks up against the next man's. Which is exactly why it was never  

yours to pay in the first place."

"I don't know the right words," Rodney said, his voice unsteady now in a way he had not 

allowed it to be unsteady in front of another man in longer than he could remember.

"There aren't any right words," Gatchell said. "Just true ones. Say what's true. That's the 

whole of it."

Rodney closed his eyes. What came out of him then was not polished, was not the kind of 

prayer a man might read off a card or recite from memory, but it was entirely his own, halting 

and plain and shaking in places, the words of a thirty-two-year-old man laying down, for the 

first time in his adult life, every weapon he had ever carried. "God, I don't fully understand 

this," he said. "Don't know if I ever will, not all the way. But I know I've done wrong my whole 

life, more wrong than I could ever make right on my own no matter how long I live or how 

hard I try. I know I can't fix what I broke. I know I've been running from You and toward  

every other thing I could find instead, and none of it held. I'm asking You to do what Gatchell  

says only You can do. Forgive me. All of it. The pawnshop, the drugs, my mother, all the men I 

hurt, all the years I wasted. I'm asking Jesus to come into whatever's left of me and make 

something out of it that isn't just wreckage. I don't have anything else to offer You except that 

I'm done running. That's all I've got left. Take it."

“Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.” John 8:32. Gatchell said it 

quietly when Rodney finished, his own eyes wet in a way Rodney had never seen from the 

older  man  across  an  entire  year  of  visits,  and  then,  without  ceremony,  without  any 

performance for an audience that did not exist in that small office, he simply reached across 

the space between the two chairs and pulled Rodney into an embrace, the kind two men who 

have carried the same kind of weight recognize in each other without needing it explained.  

Neither of them spoke for a long moment. Outside the office door, the ordinary sounds of the 

block carried on exactly as they had every other Monday morning for nine years — a cart's  

wheels,  a  distant shout,  the metallic clang of  a door somewhere down the corridor — the 

whole indifferent machinery of Fenwick grinding forward, entirely unaware that inside one 

small office, something enormous had just quietly finished happening.

Rodney could not, afterward, describe precisely what changed in that moment, only that 

something had — a lightness where a stone had sat for nine years, a quiet where the old, 

familiar noise of guilt and grievance and calculation had run continuously in the background 



of his mind for as long as he could remember. He did not feel instantly like a different man in 

every particular. His hands were the same hands. His sentence was the same sentence, thirty-

one years still standing between him and a parole board that might or might not ever grant 

him freedom. But something underneath all of that, some floor he had spent his whole life 

searching for without knowing its name, had finally, unmistakably, arrived.

“If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.” John 8:36. He sat in 

that small office for a long while after, turning the strangeness of it over — a man in a nine-by-

twelve cell, still seventeen years from even the possibility of a parole hearing, walls and razor 

wire and locked doors in every direction, and yet freer, in that moment, than he had felt on 

any single day of  the eleven years he had spent walking around outside a fence,  free and 

unconverted and, he understood now, in his own way every bit as imprisoned then as he had 

ever been since.

Word moved through Fenwick the way it always moved, faster than any official channel 

could  account  for,  and  by  the  time Rodney reached the  library  that  afternoon Duke was 

already waiting for him at the circulation desk with an expression Rodney had never seen on 

the  old  man's  face  before  —  not  surprise,  but  something  closer  to  a  held  breath  finally 

released. "Heard you had a morning," Duke said.

"Heard right," Rodney said.

Duke studied him a long moment, the way he studied a book's spine before deciding where 

it belonged on the shelf, and there was something unusually unguarded in the old librarian's 

face, a crack in forty years of careful composure that Rodney had only seen once before, in the 

infirmary, talking about a jammed trigger and a debt he'd never fully settled with himself. "I 

prayed for this," Duke admitted, quietly enough that the volunteer restocking the far shelf  

couldn't hear it. "Been praying for it since about your second year in this library, if I'm honest  

with you. Didn't tell  you, because a man's got to walk his own road at his own pace, and 

pushing usually just makes a man dig his heels in harder. But I prayed for it plenty, same as I  

imagine your mother did, same as Gatchell's been doing longer than either of us probably 

knows."  And then,  uncharacteristically,  he came around from behind the desk and shook 

Rodney's hand with both of his own. "Been watching this coming for the better part of a year," 

Duke said, "same as I watched it happen in my own life forty years ago, though it took me 

longer to walk through the door than it took you. Welcome to the far side of it, son. Different 

world over here, even inside these same four walls."

Feldon Ray heard within the  hour and found Rodney at  the  weight  pile  that  evening, 

offering nothing more elaborate than a firm hand on the shoulder and a simple "good" that 

carried  more  weight  coming  from  him  than  a  longer  speech  would  have.  He  lingered  a 

moment longer than the greeting required, working something over in his own mind, and 

finally added, gruffly, that he'd been raised Baptist as a boy back before any of the choices that 



landed him at Fenwick, and had let it lapse somewhere in the middle of thirty hard years, and 

that watching Rodney find his way to it had stirred something in him he hadn't expected and 

wasn't quite ready to name out loud just yet.  "Might come sit in on one of the chaplain's 

services myself sometime," Feldon said, already looking a little embarrassed at having said it. 

"No promises. Just might." Rodney told him he'd save him a seat. Marcus Teale, hearing it  

secondhand through the yard's usual channels, sent no note this time, only passed Rodney 

once near the chow line and gave him a small, deliberate nod, an acknowledgment between 

two men who had weathered two years of careful distance and understood, without needing to 

discuss it, that something real had just changed on one side of that distance.

Cody Marsh was less certain what to make of it. "So that's it," he said, catching Rodney at 

the yard a few days later. "You're one of them now. Chapel every Sunday, Bible under your 

arm, the whole thing." There was no cruelty in it, only the particular skepticism of a young 

man who had watched enough performances on that yard to distrust anything that looked, 

from the outside, like a sudden and convenient conversion. Rodney told him he understood 

the skepticism, that he'd have shared it a year ago himself, and that the only thing he could 

offer as proof was time — that Cody was welcome to watch and see whether it held, the same 

way Rodney had spent a year watching Gatchell before he'd been willing to believe any of it  

was real. Cody said he'd be watching. Rodney told him that was fair. It was, in its own way,  

exactly  the  answer  Rodney  would  have  given  a  year  earlier  if  their  positions  had  been 

reversed, and he found he did not resent the skepticism in the least — only recognized it, the 

way a man recognizes his own former face in an old photograph, close enough to unsettling.

He wrote to Dixie that same week, a longer letter than he'd sent her in months, trying to 

put into words a thing he was still not entirely sure he had words adequate for. He told her  

about the office, about Gatchell's story of Paul and Silas singing at midnight, about the prayer 

that had come out of him more honest than any words he'd spoken in years. Her reply arrived 

faster than her letters usually did, only five days instead of the usual two weeks, and it was 

blotted in places  where the ink had run,  whether from her own tears  or  Cal's  coffee  cup 

Rodney never found out and never thought to ask. Mama would be so happy, she wrote. I 

know that probably sounds like a strange thing to say about somebody who's been gone two 

years, but I felt her in the room reading your letter, Rodney, I really did. She used to tell me 

she wasn't worried about your body surviving that place. Said the only thing she prayed about 

every single night was your soul. Guess she finally got her answer. Wish she could have heard 

it from you herself. But I believe she knows. I have to believe that, and now I think you might  

finally understand why. Rodney read that letter more times than he could count in the weeks 

that followed, and each time he reached the line about his mother's nightly prayer, he found 

himself understanding, at last, precisely what Gatchell had meant, months before, about seeds 

that did not always sprout on the season the farmer wanted them to.



Dixie called two weeks later, using minutes she and Cal could not entirely afford, just to 

hear his voice say some of it out loud rather than trust it only to paper. "You sound different,"  

she  told  him,  twenty  minutes  into  a  conversation that  kept  circling  back,  unable  to  land 

anywhere else. "Can't put my finger on what exactly. Just — different. Lighter, maybe. Is that a 

strange thing to say to somebody who's still locked up same as he was last month?" Rodney 

told her it wasn't strange at all, that he felt exactly that word himself most days now, lighter,  

though nothing about his circumstances had changed by so much as an inch. She was quiet on  

the line a moment, and then, in a voice thick with something she didn't try to hide, said she 

wished their mother could have heard him say that. Rodney told her he believed, now, that 

maybe she already had.

He asked Gatchell about baptism the following Tuesday, having read enough that week to 

understand it as something more than ceremony — “buried with him by baptism into death:  

that... we also should walk in newness of life” Romans 6:4 — a public burial of the man he 

had been and a public rising into the man he was only beginning to become. Gatchell arranged 

it within two weeks, securing Chaplain Wooten's approval and the use of the chapel's small 

immersion tank, built  decades earlier for exactly this purpose and used only a handful of  

times a year. Wooten stopped by Rodney's cell himself to confirm the date, something he had 

never once done for  any other  administrative  matter  in  four years,  and admitted,  a  little  

sheepishly, that he did not get to witness this particular part of the job as often as he would 

have liked.  "Mostly  I  process paperwork and deliver hard news,"  Wooten said.  "Funerals, 

denied appeals, family emergencies. Man forgets, doing that kind of work long enough, that  

the other kind of news exists too. I'm grateful for the reminder, Rodney. Genuinely."

The night before, Rodney lay awake in his cell turning the whole year over in his mind — 

the lockdown that had first brought Gatchell to his bars, the hospital chair the old man had sat  

in through two sleepless nights, the office where a year of patient waiting had finally, quietly, 

come to its point. He thought about his mother's Bible, still sitting on the small shelf above his  

bunk beside the devotional Gatchell had once left him, her maiden name written inside the 

cover in a girlish hand from decades before Rodney was born, and understood, for the first  

time since the box of her belongings had arrived, why she had kept every single one of his 

letters even the short ones — because she had never once stopped believing this exact night 

was coming, long after Rodney himself had stopped believing anything was coming at all. 

“Create in me a clean heart, O God; and renew a right spirit within me.” Psalm 51:10. He 

read the verse once more before he finally slept, and for the first time in longer than he could  

remember, he did not read it as a plea from a man who doubted whether such a thing was  

possible. He read it as a plea already, unmistakably, being answered.

The chapel held perhaps thirty men on the Sunday of Rodney's baptism, more than usual 

for the early service, word having traveled the way word always traveled at Fenwick. Duke sat  



in the second row, in a collared shirt Rodney had never seen him wear. Feldon sat beside him, 

his cast long since removed but the old injury still stiffening his wrist in cold weather. Even 

Marcus Teale slipped in near the back, arriving late enough to avoid drawing attention to 

himself but present all the same. Cody Marsh came too, arms crossed, watching, exactly as 

he'd promised.

“Who hath delivered us from the power of darkness,  and hath translated us into the  

kingdom of his dear Son.” Colossians 1:13. Gatchell read it standing beside the small tank, 

water reaching to his waist, Rodney beside him in a plain white shirt that clung wet to his  

shoulders even before he'd gone under, and there was no grandeur to the moment in any 

worldly sense — a cinderblock chapel, a plywood platform, thirty men in state-issued clothing 

watching from folding chairs bolted to the floor. And yet Rodney would remember it, for the 

rest of his life, as the single most beautiful room he had ever stood in.

Before the baptism itself, the small congregation of inmates sang, unaccompanied, a hymn 

Rodney had heard a hundred times growing up without ever once feeling the weight of its own 

title land on him the way it landed that morning — a song written, Gatchell reminded them 

beforehand,  by a man named John Newton,  a  slave ship captain turned preacher,  a  man 

whose own list had been longer and darker than most anyone in that chapel could imagine,  

who had nonetheless found the same grace waiting for him on the other side of his own worst  

years. Thirty voices, most of them rough, untrained, some of them barely carrying the tune,  

rose together under the chapel's low cinderblock ceiling: Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, 

that saved a wretch like me. I once was lost, but now am found, was blind, but now I see. 

Rodney did not sing the first verse. He could not get his voice to work through it.  By the 

second verse, something in him finally broke loose enough to let the words out, unsteady, off 

the beat Duke was keeping two rows back, and he sang the rest of it anyway, badly, honestly,  

the truest thing his voice had produced in longer than he could remember. Through many 

dangers, toils, and snares, I have already come; 'tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, and  

grace will lead me home. He thought, singing it, of a laundry room floor and eleven seconds  

on an operating table and a mother's grave he had visited only in chains, every one of them a 

danger he had somehow, against every reasonable expectation, come through still breathing, 

and understood the verse for the first time not as a pleasant old sentiment but as a plain,  

literal accounting of his own life set to music two hundred years before he was born.

"Rodney Noblit," Gatchell said, his voice carrying easily in the chapel's plain acoustics, 

"upon your profession of faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, I baptize you, my brother, in the name 

of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit." And then the water closed over him, cold  

and complete,  the  whole  of  the  old  life  held  under  for  one  long,  suspended second,  and 

Rodney came up gasping, streaming, into a chapel full  of  men on their feet,  Duke's voice 

among them, Feldon's, even a few he did not recognize, applauding not for a performance but 



for a man they had watched, in their own ways, come apart and come back together across 

nine hard years, arriving finally at this.

“Stand fast  therefore  in  the  liberty  wherewith  Christ  hath  made us  free,  and be  not  

entangled again with the  yoke of  bondage.” Galatians 5:1.  Rodney stood dripping in the 

chapel afterward, a towel around his shoulders that someone had pressed into his hands, and 

looked out at the small collection of hard men who had come to witness an ordinary Sunday  

morning miracle inside a place built to contain nothing but bodies, and understood, for the 

first time in his life, the particular shape of a freedom that had nothing to do with walls or 

wire or the number of years still standing between him and a parole board's decision. He was 

still Fenwick inmate number 40217. He would be that number for a long time yet, maybe all of 

it. But he was, as of that morning, something else first, something the state's paperwork had 

no box to check and no number to assign, and no fence in the world was built to hold that  

particular thing in.

Duke found him afterward, in the corridor outside the chapel, still damp, the towel still  

around his shoulders, and did not say anything clever or profound, only gripped Rodney's 

hand once more and held it a moment longer than the first time. "Forty years I've been in and 

out of these fences," Duke said, "and I've seen exactly two things in here that ever looked like 

real freedom to me. This was the second one." He did not say what the first one had been, and 

Rodney, watching something pass briefly across the old man's face, understood it was not his 

to ask about, not that day, and let it go. Perhaps someday, further down the road the two of  

them were now walking together in a way they had not quite been walking it before, Duke 

would tell him. For now it was enough to stand in that corridor, damp and spent and lighter 

than he had been in nine years, and let an old man hold his hand a moment longer than  

strictly necessary.

He lay in his cell that night, hair still faintly damp at the collar, the cell around him exactly 

the same nine-by-twelve rectangle of concrete and steel it had been every night for nine years, 

and found that it did not feel the same at all. “Behold, I make all things new.” Revelation 21:5. 

The walls had not moved. The door still locked from the outside at the same hour it always 

had. Seventeen years still stood between him and even the possibility of a parole hearing, and 

no baptism in the world was going to move that number by a single day. And yet he lay there  

in the dark, in the same cell, under the same ceiling, and felt, for the first time in his entire 

adult life, that he was exactly where he was supposed to be — not because Fenwick was where 

he  belonged,  but  because for  the  first  time since  he  was  a  small  boy flinching under  his  

father's belt, he was no longer alone in the dark with nothing but his own resources to face it.  

Somewhere down the tier, faintly, he could hear another man's radio playing low, and beneath 

it, or perhaps only in his own chest, something that felt, unmistakably, like a hymn.



He  thought,  before  sleep  finally  took  him,  of  Gatchell's  words  about  the  

ordinary hour that comes after — the true test not being the moment itself,  

dramatic  or  quiet,  but  what  a  man  discovered  about  himself  in  the  plain,  

unremarkable stretch of time that followed it. He did not know yet what that  

hour would show him. He thought of Paul and Silas one more time before sleep  

finally came, chained in a Roman cell built to break them, singing anyway, at  

midnight, in the dark, long before any earthquake came to prove their singing  

had meant anything at all. He understood now, in a way he could not have  

understood even that same morning in Gatchell's office, that the earthquake  

had never been the point. The singing had been the point. The earthquake was  

only ever God's business, arriving in His own time or not arriving at all, and  

either way changing nothing about whether the singing itself had been worth  

doing in the dark. He did not know that the coming months would ask him to  

lead a Bible study for men who had once mocked him for softness, or that Cody  

Marsh would be sitting in the front row of it inside a year, or that the same  

yard which had once measured him entirely by what his fists could accomplish  

would slowly, grudgingly, begin measuring him by something else instead. He  

knew only that  for  the  first  time since  he  was a  boy young enough to still  

believe  his  father  might  someday  stop  swinging  the  belt,  he  had  stopped  

bracing for the next blow, and had let his shoulders, finally, all the way down.  

Nine  years,  twenty-three  cellmates,  one  mother  in  the  ground,  one  sister  

married without him, six scars along his ribs, and thirty-one years still ahead  

of him by the state's own reckoning — and yet, lying there in the dark that  

particular night, none of it any longer felt like the whole of the story. Only the  

middle  of  it.  Somewhere  beyond  Fenwick's  walls,  a  much  larger  story  had  

apparently been quietly underway the entire time, and Rodney Noblit, against  

every reasonable expectation he had ever held for his own life, had just been  

written into it.

Chapter Seventeen
A New Man in an Old Prison

«But grow in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus  
Christ.»



2 Peter 3:18

“Seeing that ye have put off the old man with his deeds; and have put on the new man,  

which is renewed in knowledge after the image of him that created him.”  Colossians 3:9-10. 

Rodney read that verse in the autumn following his baptism and thought, for the first time, 

that Scripture had apparently anticipated the exact confusion he was living through — the 

strange, ongoing experience of being simultaneously a brand-new creature and the same man 

everyone on that yard had known for nine hard years, both truths occupying the same body at  

once, the old man's reflexes still occasionally rising before the new man's convictions had time 

to override them.

The small  evidences  of  it  showed up  in  ordinary  places  first,  long  before  anyone else  

noticed. He caught himself, one October morning, holding a door at the chow hall for a man 

who had once run with Kessler's crew, a man he would have walked past without a glance a 

year earlier, and felt a small, genuine surprise at his own hand on the door, as though some  

other man had reached out and done it on his behalf. He noticed he had stopped scanning the 

yard for threats the way he'd trained himself to do every day for nine years, the exact shift  

Gatchell had described from his own conversion, arriving not in the moment of decision but in 

the ordinary hour that came after it. He noticed he no longer flinched, quite so hard, at the 

particular clang of a cell door slamming down the tier at night, a sound that had once sent  

something old and frightened scrambling up through his chest every single time, a sound that 

had followed him, if he was honest, all the way back to a belt buckle and a slammed screen  

door in a house he hadn't lived in for twenty years. None of it was dramatic. All of it, taken  

together, amounted to a man he barely recognized from the inside, wearing a body and a 

number the state still recorded as belonging to somebody else entirely.

The test of which man had actually taken over came on a gray Wednesday in October, at 

the vocational shop, when Priest — the same young man Rodney had broken a nose over the 

spring before, now six months wiser and considerably less eager to prove anything with his 

fists — found himself on the wrong end of a dispute with two of Kessler's old associates, men 

who had stayed on after their leader's transfer and never quite lost the habit of throwing 

weight around when the opportunity presented itself. Rodney was across the shop, welding a 

bracket for the chapel's new sound system, when he heard the shouting start and looked up to 

see Priest backed against a workbench, badly outnumbered, the old familiar shape of a beating 

about to happen in a blind corner of the room.

The old Rodney would have moved without thinking, closed the distance in three strides, 

and settled the matter with his hands the way he had settled every dispute on that yard for  

nine years. This Rodney felt the same pull — the same hot, immediate readiness rising in his 

chest — and made himself walk instead of run, arriving at the confrontation not as another set  



of fists but as a wall of calm authority that startled all three men into stillness simply by how 

little threat it seemed to be making. "That's enough," Rodney said, not loud, not postured, just  

final, the voice of a man who had nothing left to prove to anyone in that room. "Whatever this 

is about, it's not worth what it's about to cost somebody."

“A soft answer turneth away wrath: but grievous words stir up anger.”  Proverbs 15:1. 

One of the two men, a broad-shouldered inmate named Griggs who had run with Kessler's  

crew since before Rodney's own arrival, looked Rodney up and down with open confusion, 

plainly trying to reconcile the reputation he'd inherited about Rodney Noblit with the man 

now standing calmly between him and an easy target. "Since when do you play peacemaker," 

Griggs said. "Heard you were the one who put Priest on the ground yourself, not six months  

back."

"I  was,"  Rodney  said.  "Different  man  handled  that  particular  afternoon  than  the  one 

standing here now. I'm not going to pretend the old one's not still in me somewhere, because  

he is,  and some days I  feel  him plenty.  But I've got somebody bigger than my own pride 

running things these days, and He's not real interested in watching Priest take a beating over 

whatever this is about." He did not raise his voice, did not square his shoulders the way nine  

years of yard instinct kept urging him to. He simply stood there, immovable in a way that had 

nothing to do with muscle, until Griggs and his partner, unable to locate the fight they'd come 

looking for, finally backed off with a muttered curse and left the shop.

Marcus Teale heard about the shop incident within the hour, same as everyone else, and 

sought Rodney out that evening with a look on his face Rodney had not seen from him before  

— something between respect  and genuine puzzlement.  "Two years I  watched you handle 

every threat on this yard the same way," Teale said. "Fast, final, no wasted motion. Today you 

had every right to lay Griggs out same as you did Priest back in the spring, and everybody who 

saw it  says  you just  stood there  instead,  calm as  still  water,  and it  worked better  than a 

beatdown  would  have.  Man,  I  don't  understand  what  you're  runnin'  on  these  days,  but 

whatever it is, it's got a kind of power I didn't know this yard even made room for." Rodney 

told him plainly what he was running on, same answer he gave anybody who asked now, and 

Teale listened without the old guardedness, nodding slowly, filing it away the way a careful  

man filed away anything that might eventually prove useful to understand better, the way he'd 

once  filed  away  every  piece  of  yard  intelligence  that  might  someday  matter  to  his  own 

survival,  except this time the filing away looked less like calculation and more,  if  Rodney 

allowed himself  to hope for it,  like the first  quiet stirrings of  a man genuinely wondering 

whether there might be more to life than survival after all. He did not ask to sit in on the 

library study, not that autumn, but he began, in small ways, treating Rodney with a wary 

deference the old yard hierarchy had never quite extended to men who wouldn't fight, and 

Rodney understood it as its own kind of testimony — not conversion, not yet, but a hard man's  



grudging acknowledgment that something real enough to survive daily testing had apparently 

taken hold in a place he'd once have called too far gone for it.

Priest thanked him afterward, awkward and still a little wary, unsure what to make of a 

man who had once broken his nose now standing between him and a beating for reasons that 

had nothing to do with debt or advantage. "Why'd you do that," Priest asked. "After what 

happened between us. Wouldn't have blamed you for lettin' it play out."

“But I say unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that  

hate you.” Matthew 5:44. "Because you're not my enemy, Priest," Rodney said. "Never really 

were.  You  were  a  scared  kid  trying  to  build  a  name  the  same  way  I  built  mine,  and  I 

understand that better than most men on this yard. Doesn't mean I owe you anything. Means 

I've been given something I didn't earn either, and it's hard to hold something like that tight to 

your own chest and watch somebody else get worked over ten feet away." Priest did not have 

an answer for that,  but he found Rodney at  the library two days later,  hovering near the 

religious section with an expression that suggested he was working up to something. "Might 

sit in on one of them Thursday things," Priest finally said, not quite meeting Rodney's eyes, 

the same awkward, hedged offer Feldon had made months before. "Not promisin' nothin'. 

Just might." Rodney told him the folding chairs didn't ask for promises, only for a man willing 

to sit in one, and Priest showed up the following week, quiet, watchful, saying almost nothing 

for the first month, another slow migration Rodney recognized now as its own familiar shape.

Word of the shop incident traveled the way everything traveled at Fenwick, and it did more 

for Rodney's credibility on that yard than any sermon Gatchell could have preached on his 

behalf. Men who had watched him for months with the same wary skepticism Cody Marsh had 

voiced  openly  began,  one  at  a  time,  drifting  toward  the  small  study  Rodney  had  started 

keeping in the library on Thursday evenings — nothing official at first, just three folding chairs 

and a  handful  of  Bibles  Duke kept  in  reserve  behind the circulation desk,  a  space  where 

Rodney read a passage aloud and let whoever showed up talk through what it meant for men 

living exactly the life they were living.

Feldon Ray made good on his promise from the summer, arriving at the second Thursday 

session still carrying some of his old Baptist boy's discomfort at being back in a room built 

around Scripture after thirty lapsed years. Cody Marsh came the third week, arms crossed at 

first the way he'd crossed them at the baptism, watching more than participating, though by 

the  sixth  week he  was  the  one  asking the  sharpest  questions  in  the  room,  the  particular 

hunger of a young man who had grown up dragged to church and never once let himself 

actually wrestle with what he'd heard there until Rodney gave him a room safe enough to do it 

in.

One November evening the study worked through the story of the prodigal son together, 

the same parable that had first cracked something open in Rodney the year before, and Cody, 



working through it out loud for the first time in his life instead of half-listening from a pew as 

a boy, stopped cold on the verse about the father running. "Don't make sense to me," Cody 

said. "My own daddy wouldn't have run a step for me, not after what I did to land in here. 

Would've made me walk the whole way up that road myself, prove I meant it before he'd even 

come out on the porch." Feldon, sitting across the circle, said quietly that his own father had 

been the same, and two other men nodded before anyone had to ask. Rodney let the silence sit  

a moment before he spoke. "That's exactly why the story needed telling," he said. "If earthly  

fathers ran like that every time, wouldn't be much of a surprise, would it? Story's remarkable 

because it isn't how fathers usually work. It's how this one does. That's the whole scandal of 

the thing, and Jesus told it on purpose to men who'd have found it just as hard to swallow as 

you're finding it right now." Cody did not say much else that evening, but he came back the 

following week with three questions written out on a scrap of paper, and Rodney understood, 

watching him unfold it with visible nervousness, that something in the boy had shifted for 

good that night.

“Be ye doers of the word, and not hearers only, deceiving your own selves.”  James 1:22. 

Rodney built the study around that verse more than any other that autumn, insisting, every 

week, that the point was never simply to know the material the way a man might know a 

vocational  manual,  but  to  let  it  actually  change the way a  man walked the yard the next 

morning. "Don't tell me what chapter twelve of Romans says if it hasn't cost you anything by 

Friday," he told the room more than once, a discipline he had learned first from watching 

Gatchell live it out for over a year before Rodney had ever been ready to receive it.

Gatchell attended the sixth session himself, sitting quietly in the back rather than at the 

front, and afterward, walking Rodney back toward his cell, told him plainly that he'd been 

looking for exactly this moment since the day he'd first sat down outside Rodney's bars during  

the lockdown. "Every man I've ever discipled eventually gets to a fork," Gatchell said. "One 

road, he keeps everything he's learned to himself, treats it like private property. Other road, he 

starts  giving it  away faster  than he's  able  to  hold onto it  himself,  and something strange 

happens when a man does that — the giving away doesn't empty him out. Fills him up faster  

than  the  keeping  ever  did."  “And  the  things  that  thou  hast  heard  of  me  among  many  

witnesses, the same commit thou to faithful men, who shall be able to teach others also.” 2 

Timothy 2:2. "I've been waiting to see which road you'd take," Gatchell said. "You took the 

second one without me even having to point at it. That tells me something the chaplaincy 

office is going to want to hear about."

Gatchell stopped walking a moment before they reached Rodney's block, and turned to 

face him directly,  something more personal  than administrative in his  expression now. "I 

want to tell you something I don't say to every man I disciple," Gatchell said, "because it isn't 

true of every man, and I don't hand it out cheap. Watching you these eighteen months has 



done something for my own faith that I didn't know I still needed doing. Eleven years I've 

been coming back through these gates,  and some seasons it's  easy to wonder if  any of  it  

actually takes root, or if I'm just a lonely old man throwing seed on gravel year after year to 

make myself  feel useful.  You didn't  just get saved, Rodney. You reminded me why I keep 

showing up on Tuesdays and Fridays in the first place." It was, Rodney understood, about as 

close as Gatchell ever came to admitting his own doubts out loud, and the admission landed 

on him with a weight that felt, in its own way, like one more piece of the debt Gatchell had 

described paying off a year before — a debt, Rodney was beginning to understand, that ran in 

both directions between any two men who walked far enough down that road together.

What the chaplaincy office wanted,  it  turned out,  was for Rodney to complete a  short 

certification  course,  offered  through  a  mail-based  Bible  college  several  other  Fenwick 

chaplains and volunteers had used over the years, and to begin leading a second, officially 

sanctioned study on B-block, where the population skewed younger and harder and Gatchell's 

own  schedule  could  no  longer  stretch  to  cover  it  alone.  Duke,  hearing  about  the 

correspondence course, produced from some back corner of the library an entire shelf of study 

materials Rodney had never noticed before, explaining a little sheepishly that he'd ordered 

them two years earlier,  on a hunch, long before either  of  them had any reason to expect 

Rodney would ever need them.

“Study to shew thyself approved unto God, a workman that needeth not to be ashamed,  

rightly  dividing  the  word  of  truth.” 2  Timothy  2:15.  Rodney  worked  through  the 

correspondence course at night, after lights-out allowed enough glow from the corridor to 

read by, filling notebook after notebook with questions he brought to Gatchell on Tuesdays 

and Fridays and, increasingly, to Duke, whose forty years of reading in that library had made 

him a more thorough theologian than either man had ever advertised. One January evening 

Rodney brought Duke a question the correspondence course had left him stuck on for the 

better part of a week — how a man was supposed to reconcile a good God with the plain fact of  

his own mother's suffering, a question he had carried, unresolved, since the spring of her 

death. Duke set down the book he'd been reading and considered it with the same unhurried 

care he gave everything. "Smarter men than me have spent whole careers on that question and 

not landed anywhere final," Duke said. "I won't pretend I've got it solved. But I'll tell you what  

I've come to after forty years of turning it over in a place with more suffering per square foot 

than most anywhere on earth. God never promised us an explanation. He promised us His  

presence in the middle of it, which is a different thing entirely, and harder to accept, because a 

man's  mind  wants  the  explanation  a  good  deal  more  than  his  heart  actually  needs  the 

presence. Your mother didn't die because God stopped loving her. She died in a broken world 

same as all of us are going to, sooner or later, and the miracle was never that she was spared 

from it. The miracle was that she wasn't alone in it, any more than Otis Fennimore was alone 



in it with you sitting there holding his hand." Rodney carried that answer with him a long 

while afterward, turning it over the way he turned over most things Duke gave him, slowly, 

and found it did not resolve the question so much as it made the question bearable to keep 

carrying.

The B-block study started with four men in December. By February it had grown to eleven,  

spilling out of the small classroom the chaplaincy office had allotted and into the hallway 

outside, men standing along the walls because the folding chairs had run out.

Not every reaction was warm. A guard named Purdy,  known on the yard for  a  casual 

contempt toward anything resembling inmate self-improvement, made a habit of interrupting 

the B-block sessions with unnecessary headcounts and pointed comments about wolves in 

sheep's clothing, certain that any inmate's sudden religiosity was calculated for a future parole 

hearing and nothing more. Rodney absorbed the interruptions without complaint, refusing to 

let Purdy's contempt bait him into the old defensiveness.

Purdy pushed harder in January, cornering Rodney after a session to tell him plainly that  

he'd seen a hundred jailhouse conversions in eighteen years on this job and every single one of  

them had evaporated the moment a parole hearing came and went, one way or the other. 

"You'll drop the act the day the board tells you no for the fourth or fifth time," Purdy said. "Or 

you'll drop it the day they finally tell you yes and you're back out there with old friends and old 

habits waiting on you. Either way, this," he gestured at the folding chairs, the open Bibles, 

"doesn't survive contact with the real world. Never does. I've watched it not survive plenty of  

times." Rodney did not argue with him. He only said that he understood why eighteen years of 

watching men perform for a parole board would leave a man believing exactly what Purdy 

believed, and that the only answer he had to offer wasn't an argument at all, just time, the  

same offer he'd made Cody Marsh and would keep making to anyone who doubted him for as  

long as he had breath to make it. Purdy walked off unconvinced, but he did not interrupt  

another session for the rest of that winter, and by March he had taken, without ever admitting 

it out loud, to arriving a few minutes early and leaning against the back wall through the first  

ten minutes before finding some pretext to leave. Rodney never asked him about it directly,  

sensing correctly that naming the habit out loud would only embarrass the man into stopping 

it altogether, and simply let Purdy have his ten quiet minutes each week, unremarked upon, 

the  same  patient,  undemanding  welcome  Gatchell  had  once  extended  to  Rodney  himself 

outside a cell during a lockdown neither of them had chosen.

“But by the grace of God I am what I am.” 1 Corinthians 15:10. Rodney quoted that verse 

to the B-block group on a February evening when one of the newer men, a hard-eyed lifer 

named Osei who had said almost nothing in three sessions and sat, every week, in the same 

chair nearest the door, as though keeping half his attention on his own exit the entire time, 

finally spoke up to ask, with real hostility in his voice, how Rodney expected any of them to 



believe  a  man  with  his  record  had  actually  changed  rather  than  simply  found  a  more 

sophisticated angle to work. Rodney did not flinch from the question, which he had expected 

for months and had, in truth, asked of himself more than once. "I don't expect you to believe it 

because I tell you to," Rodney said. "I only ask you to watch long enough to find out. Same 

thing I asked of a nineteen-year-old named Cody Marsh sitting right next to you, who didn't 

believe me either,  for about six weeks."  Cody,  startled to be named, nodded once,  slowly, 

backing up the claim without being asked to. Osei did not come back the following week. He 

came back  the  week  after  that,  and  kept  coming,  and said  almost  nothing  for  two  more 

months, though Rodney noticed, week by week, that the chair nearest the door had migrated, 

by inches, closer to the circle, until by March Osei was sitting fully among the others rather 

than half out of the room. Rodney learned, piecing it together slowly from things Osei let slip 

without meaning to, that he was serving a life sentence for a killing committed at nineteen,  

that he had two daughters he had not seen in eleven years, and that he had spent most of  

those eleven years operating on the flat, settled conviction that a man with a life sentence and 

a body count like his own had no further use for hope of any kind, spiritual or otherwise, since  

hope only ever seemed to make prison hurt worse rather than better. He finally, on a rainy 

evening in April, asked Rodney after the session ended whether he might walk him through 

what it had actually taken for Rodney himself to stop needing to prove anything to anybody.

“A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within you.” Ezekiel 36:26. 

Osei's own conversion, three weeks later, quiet and undramatic compared to Rodney's own, 

nonetheless struck Rodney harder than almost anything since his own baptism — proof, laid 

out in front of him in another man's changed face, that whatever had happened to him in 

Gatchell's office was not a private miracle reserved for one particularly desperate case, but the 

same offer, made available, whosoever, to every hard-eyed lifer willing to sit in a folding chair 

long enough to hear it.

Osei wrote to his two daughters for the first time in six years the week after his conversion,  

a short letter he showed Rodney before he sent it, hands unsteady in a way Rodney had never  

once seen from the man across five months of near-silent Tuesdays. "Don't know if they'll 

even open it," Osei said. "Don't know if their mother's told them anything true about me at all 

these  eleven  years,  or  if  she's  had  good  reason  not  to.  But  figured  a  man's  got  to  start 

somewhere, and I'd rather start with something true than keep livin' inside the silence I built." 

Rodney told him that was exactly right, and thought, watching Osei fold the letter with the 

same careful attention he brought to everything now, of his own two hundred letters kept 

under a pillow, and hoped, for Osei's sake, that some version of that same faithfulness might 

be waiting for him on the other end of an envelope he had no way of knowing yet whether  

anyone would open. A reply came six weeks later, addressed in a careful, unpracticed hand 

Rodney recognized from the way Osei described it as belonging to his younger daughter, now 



seventeen, and Osei read it three times through before he could bring himself to tell anyone 

what it said, and when he finally did, at the following Tuesday's study, his voice broke twice 

getting through it. She'd written only a few lines. But she'd signed it love, which Osei said was 

more than he'd let himself hope for in eleven years of silence, and the whole room sat with 

him a long moment after he read it, nobody quite willing to be the first to speak into a silence 

that plainly belonged to him alone.

By that spring, Rodney was leading three separate weekly studies — Thursday evenings in 

the library, Tuesday afternoons on B-block, and a smaller Sunday morning group for men in 

the  infirmary  too  unwell  to  attend  the  chapel  service,  a  group  Chaplain  Wooten  had 

specifically asked him to take on after watching Rodney sit for two hours with a dying man 

named Otis  Fennimore who had no family left  to  visit  him and nothing left  in the world 

except,  by the end,  the particular comfort of  not  dying entirely alone.  Wooten had found 

Rodney there almost by accident, making his own rounds, and stood in the doorway long 

enough to hear Rodney reading Psalm 23 aloud in a low, steady voice to a man too weak to 

hold the book himself,  Fennimore's  cracked hand resting on Rodney's  forearm the whole 

while as though the contact itself were part of what was keeping him tethered to the room.  

Fennimore died eleven days later, early on a Sunday morning, and Rodney was the one who 

sat with him through the last of it, having asked the infirmary staff to call him regardless of 

the hour if the end looked close. He held the old man's hand until it stopped needing to be 

held, and walked back to his cell afterward in the gray predawn light thinking that nine years 

earlier he would not have crossed the yard for a stranger, let alone sat through a dying man's  

final hours for one, and marveling, not for the first time that winter, at exactly how completely 

a man's whole architecture of caring could be rebuilt from the ground up. Wooten wrote a 

short commendation for Rodney's file that same week, unprompted, the first positive entry 

Rodney's record had carried in nine years of otherwise routine, unremarkable paperwork, and 

told him afterward that  he'd done it  not  for  any parole  board's  future benefit  but  simply 

because the truth of what he'd witnessed deserved to be written down somewhere official, 

regardless of who might or might not ever read it. “Not forsaking the assembling of ourselves  

together, as the manner of some is; but exhorting one another.” Hebrews 10:24-25. Rodney 

found himself, some weeks, teaching nine or ten hours across Fenwick's different blocks, a  

schedule that would have exhausted the old Rodney's patience within a single afternoon and 

somehow left the new one, more often than not, with more energy at the end of the week than  

he'd started it with.

Duke watched all of it unfold from behind his circulation desk with an expression Rodney 

had learned to recognize as the old man's version of unrestrained pride, though Duke himself  

would never have used so soft a word for it. "Forty years I've watched men come through this  

library looking for an escape," Duke said one evening, helping Rodney restock the small shelf 



of  Bibles  that  the  growing  studies  kept  depleting.  "Most  of  them  looking  to  escape  the 

boredom. Some of them looking to escape themselves, though they'd never say it that plain. 

You're the first one I've watched turn around and start handing other men a way out of the 

exact hole he climbed out of himself. Wish I could tell you that's common. It isn't. Most men 

who finally claw their way up the well just keep climbing and don't look back down at who's 

still stuck in it."

He paused, straightening a row of spines with the same two fingers he'd used for forty 

years,  and added, quieter,  "Makes an old man wonder what he might've done differently, 

watching you. Whether I climbed out too quiet myself, all those years back. Something to sit  

with, I suppose, this late in the game." Rodney told him it wasn't too late for anything, a 

phrase he'd said to a dozen men that year without once tiring of how true it kept turning out 

to be, and Duke, for once, did not have a ready reply, only nodded slowly and went back to his 

shelving.

"Wouldn't  have found the well's  bottom without you standing at  the top of  it  for four 

years," Rodney told him, and meant it fully, understanding now, in a way he hadn't when it 

was happening, exactly how much of Duke's steady patience over those first hard years had 

been laying groundwork for a harvest neither of them could have predicted at the time.

“I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ: for it is the power of God unto salvation to  

every  one  that  believeth.” Romans  1:16.  Rodney  thought  of  that  verse  often  that  spring, 

walking the long corridor between B-block and the library on a Tuesday evening with a Bible 

under  one  arm  and  a  stack  of  Osei's  completed  workbook  pages  under  the  other,  and 

understood  that  the  sentence  described,  with  a  precision  he  could  not  have  appreciated 

eighteen months earlier, the particular kind of unashamed the verse was describing — not 

loud, not performative, not interested in being seen, but simply unwilling any longer to hide 

the one thing that had actually worked when nine years of every other strategy had failed him  

completely.

He wrote to Dixie that spring describing all of it — the shop confrontation, the growing 

studies, Osei's conversion, the correspondence course notebooks stacking up on his cell shelf 

— and her reply, when it came, carried a question he had not expected and had to sit with for  

several days before he found himself able to answer it honestly, even to himself. Have you ever 

thought,  she wrote,  about what you'd do with all  this once you're finally  out? Not asking 

because I think it's coming soon. Just wondering if you've let yourself think about it at all.  

Rodney had not, not seriously, not in any way that felt safe to hope about given seventeen 

years  still  standing  between  him  and  even  the  possibility  of  a  hearing.  But  reading  her 

question that evening, sitting on the edge of his bunk with a decade's worth of transformed 

Tuesdays and Thursdays behind him, he found the question would not entirely leave him 

alone,  and understood,  turning  it  over  in  the  quiet  of  his  cell,  that  some part  of  him — 



cautiously, for the first time in longer than he could remember — had already begun, almost 

without his permission, to hope.

He thought back, that same evening, to the man he had been standing in this  

exact cell nine years earlier on his first night at Fenwick — twenty-four years  

old,  furious,  certain  the  whole  world  had  conspired  against  him,  planning  

nothing further ahead than surviving whatever came next by whatever force  

his hands could bring to bear on it. That man could not have imagined the one  

now sitting on this same bunk, notebooks full of correspondence coursework  

stacked  on  the  shelf  where  a  switchblade  memory once  lived,  three  weekly  

studies waiting on him across three different blocks, a dying stranger's hand  

once  held  through  its  final  hours,  a  hard-eyed  lifer's  daughters  about  to  

receive, for the first time in six years, proof their father was still somewhere  

worth knowing. Fenwick's walls had not moved an inch in nine years. Its steel  

doors  still  locked  at  the  same  hour,  its  yard  still  ran  on  the  same  uneasy  

mixture of fear and grudging respect it always had. But something inside those  

unchanged  walls  had  been  so  thoroughly  remade  that  Rodney  sometimes  

found himself standing in the middle of his own cell, unable to fully reconcile  

the two men who had occupied it — one who had arrived here with nothing left  

to lose, and one who now understood, for the first time, exactly how much he  

had already been given. He fell asleep that night still turning Dixie's question  

over,  unresolved,  unanswered,  but  no  longer  frightening  in  the  way  an  

unanswerable question about his own future had once always felt. Whatever  

came next, however many years still stood between this cell and whatever door  

might eventually open at the end of them, he understood now that he would not  

be walking toward it the same man who had first walked in.

Chapter Eighteen
Walking Through Open Gates

«The Spirit of the Lord GOD is upon me; because the LORD hath anointed me  
to preach good tidings unto the meek... to proclaim liberty to the captives, and  

the opening of the prison to them that are bound.»

Isaiah 61:1



Duke walked out of Fenwick two years before Rodney did, on a bright, cold morning in 

February, a parole board finally persuaded after thirty-eight years that a seventy-one-year-old 

man  with  a  failing  heart  and  four  decades  of  impeccable  conduct  no  longer  represented 

whatever  risk  had  once  justified  keeping  him.  Rodney  stood  at  the  gate  with  him  that 

morning, not permitted to walk him all the way through it, only to the last line an inmate was 

allowed to cross, and the two men held onto each other a long moment before the final walk, 

longer than either of them had ever held onto anyone inside those fences.

The library had thrown him a small, unofficial send-off the evening before, a gathering the 

administration tolerated without quite sanctioning — Feldon Ray, his wrist long healed but 

his  hair  gone  fully  white  now;  Marcus  Teale,  who  had  begun,  in  the  past  year,  quietly 

attending Rodney's Thursday sessions himself, sitting near the back the way Cody Marsh once 

had, and who had told Rodney privately, only weeks before, that thirty years of running his 

own careful economy of favors and threats had left him with nothing he could actually hold 

onto once his own release date finally arrived the following year, and that he intended to  

spend whatever time he had left figuring out whether Rodney's God might be willing to take 

an old yard boss's cautious, half-convinced curiosity as a starting point; a dozen other men 

whose lives had passed through Duke's circulation desk over four decades, some converted, 

some simply grateful for a librarian who had never once made them feel smaller than they 

already felt. Duke had stood at the front of the small room, uncharacteristically emotional,  

and told them that forty years in this library had taught him more about the human soul than 

any seminary could have, and that he intended to spend whatever years he had left on the 

outside making sure the lessons hadn't been wasted on him. Osei had spoken too, briefly,  

telling the room that a man who had once believed himself too far gone for hope of any kind 

now  had  two  daughters  who  called  him  on  Sundays  and  a  librarian  who'd  shown  him, 

patiently, week after week, exactly what it looked like to spend a whole life pointing other men 

toward a door he himself was still  years from walking through. "Wanted you to hear that  

before  you  left,  Duke,"  Osei  said.  "Wanted  you  to  know the  door  you're  walkin'  through 

tomorrow, you already opened for the rest of us a long time before you got there yourself." 

Duke had not trusted himself to answer that without his voice breaking, and simply nodded, 

and let the moment stand.

"Won't say goodbye," Duke told him, his voice unsteady in a way Rodney had heard from 

the old man only twice before. "Say it that way and it starts feeling permanent. I'll tell you 

instead what I mean to do, and you hold me to it. I'm going to get myself an apartment near 

my daughter, and I'm going to sit in the front pew of whatever church she takes me to, and I'm 

going to wait, however many years it takes, right there at this gate, on the day they finally let 

you walk through it too. That's not goodbye, Rodney. That's just see you later, on the other 

side of something we both know is coming."



“He brought them out of darkness and the shadow of death, and brake their bands in  

sunder.” Psalm 107:14. Rodney watched Duke walk the last stretch alone, a small, stooped, 

unhurried figure crossing a distance of perhaps forty yards that had taken him thirty-eight 

years to earn, and felt something complicated rise in his chest — genuine joy for the man who 

had shepherded him through his  hardest  years,  tangled  together  with  a  grief  he  had not  

expected, the particular loneliness of being left behind by the one person who had never once 

left him alone inside these walls.

The two years that followed passed differently than any of the previous ones had. Rodney 

kept  teaching — four studies now instead of  three,  the fourth a  men's  discipleship group 

Chaplain Wooten had specifically requested after watching Osei, once a hard-eyed lifer who'd 

sat nearest the door with half his attention on his own exit, become one of the most reliable  

teachers on the yard in his own right. Gatchell kept coming, Tuesdays and Fridays, seventeen 

years of the same unhurried rhythm now grown so familiar that Rodney sometimes forgot 

there had ever been a version of his life without it. Osei's daughters wrote him regularly now, 

both of them, the younger one having visited twice with her mother's cautious blessing. Cody 

Marsh,  twenty-six  now  and  three  years  from  his  own  release  date,  had  taken  over  the 

Thursday library study almost entirely, Rodney stepping back deliberately to let the ministry 

outgrow any single man's hands, the same lesson Gatchell had modeled for him without ever 

needing to state it directly. "Man builds a ministry that can't survive without him," Rodney 

told Cody the day he officially handed over the Thursday sessions, "hasn't  actually built a 

ministry at all. Just built a monument to himself with extra steps. You keep this going after 

I'm gone, and you keep training somebody to take it after you're gone too. That's the only way 

any of this outlasts any one of us." Cody took the charge seriously, Rodney would learn later, 

training two younger men of  his  own before  his  own release  date  ever  arrived,  the  same 

pattern rippling outward exactly the way Gatchell had once promised it would.

“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, saith the LORD, thoughts of peace, and  

not of evil, to give you an expected end.” Jeremiah 29:11. Rodney had once read that verse, 

years earlier, with something close to bitterness, certain that whatever end God had planned 

for him would be measured out in decades he would never see the far side of. He read it now, 

in the final months before his own hearing, with an entirely different weight attached to it,  

though he was careful, even then, not to let himself hope too loudly. Seventeen years had 

taught him exactly how much a man's hopes could cost him when a parole board's answer 

came back no, and he had watched enough other men's hearings end in disappointment to  

know better than to treat his own as a foregone conclusion.

Furman, older now himself, gray-haired and walking with a slight limp he hadn't had at 

Rodney's  trial,  took  on  the  parole  petition  personally  rather  than  handing  it  to  a  junior 

associate, telling Rodney frankly that he'd followed the case loosely over the years and had 



never  seen  a  file  accumulate  the  particular  kind  of  documentation  Rodney's  had  — 

commendations from three separate chaplains, a letter from the warden's own office citing 

Rodney's role in a measurable drop in B-block disciplinary incidents since the discipleship 

program's founding, testimony from Deputy Alred and half a dozen other officers, a stack of  

character letters from men Rodney had taught who were themselves now years into changed 

lives on both sides of the fence. "I've seen thin files get denied and thick files get denied,"  

Furman told him. "But I don't believe I've seen a file quite like this one. Whatever happens in 

that room, you should know you gave it everything a man could give it."

The night before the hearing, Rodney could not sleep, and lay in the dark running through 

everything he intended to say the way he had once run through Scripture memorization for 

his correspondence coursework, trying to anticipate every question a skeptical board might 

throw at him. Gatchell had told him, on his last visit before the hearing, not to over-prepare.  

"You've spent eleven years living the answer," Gatchell said. "Don't walk in there tomorrow 

trying to perform it fresh. Just tell them the truth, plainly, the way you'd tell it to me. The 

truth  doesn't  need  dressing  up.  It  only  needs  saying."  Rodney  had  nodded  at  the  time, 

unconvinced he could manage anything so simple under that much pressure, but found, lying 

awake that final night, that Gatchell's advice was the only thing steady enough to hold onto  

until morning finally came.

The hearing itself took place on a Tuesday morning in October, seventeen years and four 

months after Rodney's sentencing, in a plain institutional room with three board members 

seated behind a long table and Rodney seated alone in a single chair facing them, no lawyer 

permitted to speak on his behalf in that particular room, only to have prepared him for it in  

the weeks leading up. Two of the three board members reviewed his file with what seemed like 

genuine attention. The third, a heavyset man named Corcoran who Rodney would later learn 

had denied more petitions than any other member on that board, regarded him for a long 

moment before speaking.

"I've sat across from a hundred men who found religion in here," Corcoran said. "Most of 

them found it about six months before their first hearing. Awful convenient timing, wouldn't 

you say, for a man's soul to catch fire right around the exact moment it starts helping his 

case?"

“Now the Lord is that Spirit:  and where the Spirit  of  the Lord is,  there is  liberty.”  2 

Corinthians 3:17. Rodney had rehearsed a version of this exact question with Gatchell a dozen 

times in the weeks leading up to the hearing, and still felt his pulse climb hearing it asked to  

his face by a man with the power to keep him inside these walls  for years longer.  "Sir,  I 

understand exactly why you'd be skeptical," Rodney said. "I'd be skeptical too, sitting where 

you're  sitting,  having watched what  you've  watched.  I  can't  prove to  you in the  next  five 

minutes that what happened to me is real.  All  I  can offer you is that it  didn't  happen six 



months before a hearing. It happened eleven years ago, in a chaplain's office on a Monday  

morning nobody was watching, when I had no hearing scheduled and no reason to perform 

for anybody. Everything in that file after that date is just a man trying to live out something 

that started long before it  was convenient." Corcoran studied him a long moment without 

responding, and Rodney could not read, in that silence, which way the man was leaning.

The second board member, a soft-spoken woman named Reyes who had said little through 

most  of  the  hearing,  leaned  forward  at  that  point  and  asked  Rodney  directly  about  the 

discipleship program, about Osei by name, having apparently read the letters closely enough 

to  remember  details  Rodney  himself  had  half  forgotten  he'd  included.  "This  man  you 

discipled," Reyes said, "the one doing life without the possibility you're asking for today. What 

do you say to him, going forward, about the fact that you're walking out and he never will?" It  

was, in its way, a harder question than Corcoran's suspicion had been, and Rodney took a 

moment before answering it. "I've already had that conversation with him, ma'am," he said.  

"Told him the truth, which is that I don't understand why his road looks the way it looks and 

mine looks the way it looks, and I'm not going to pretend I've made peace with the unfairness  

of it, because I haven't, not fully. But I told him what's true whether either of us understands it 

or not — that his worth was never tied to a release date, and neither was mine. If I walk out 

that gate today, it doesn't make what happened to him inside these walls any less real or any  

less valuable. I intend to keep showing up for him regardless of which side of the fence I'm 

standing on." Reyes wrote something on her legal pad and did not ask a follow-up question, 

and Rodney could not tell, then either, whether he had helped or hurt his own case.

“To  every  thing  there  is  a  season,  and  a  time  to  every  purpose  under  the  heaven.” 

Ecclesiastes 3:1. The board's decision did not come that day. It came three weeks later, by 

letter, delivered to Rodney's cell by an officer who, unusually, waited a moment after handing 

it over rather than walking straight on down the tier, as though he already suspected what it  

said and wanted to see Rodney's face when he read it. Rodney opened it with hands he could 

not  quite  keep  steady,  scanned  past  the  formal  language  twice  before  the  actual  finding 

registered, and read, at last, the sentence he had waited seventeen years to see typed on an  

official page: parole granted, effective the fourteenth of December.

“I will restore to you the years that the locust hath eaten.” Joel 2:25. He did not know, 

standing in his cell with that letter in his hands, exactly what such a restoration could look like 

for a man who had spent nearly two decades of his adult life behind a fence. He knew only that 

something in him, reading the words parole granted for the first time, felt less like triumph 

and more like a held breath finally, after seventeen years, being allowed to release.

Gatchell told him the story of Peter's own release from prison that same week, a passage 

Rodney  had  read  before  but  never  with  this  particular  weight  attached  to  it  —  an  angel 

appearing in the dead of night, striking Peter's chains loose, the iron gate leading into the city 



opening of its own accord as the two of them approached it, Peter following along in a daze so  

complete that Scripture says he thought at first he was only seeing a vision, not living an 

actual escape. “And when Peter was come to himself, he said, Now I know of a surety, that  

the Lord hath sent his angel,  and hath delivered me.” Acts 12:11.  "Took him a minute to 

believe it was real," Gatchell said. "Man walks free after expecting execution the next morning, 

mind doesn't catch up to the body right away. Don't be surprised if the same thing happens to  

you. Freedom's going to feel like a dream for a while before it settles into just being your life." 

Gatchell's prediction proved accurate almost to the letter; for the first several weeks after his  

release, Rodney would catch himself waiting for a guard's voice to call count, for a door to lock 

automatically at some appointed hour, before remembering, each time with a small fresh jolt,  

that no such hour was coming anymore. He mentioned it to Duke once, a little embarrassed, 

expecting to be told it  was a foolish thing to still  be catching himself  doing months after  

release. Duke only laughed, gently, and said he'd caught himself doing the exact same thing 

for the better part of a year after his own release, and that as far as he could tell, a man's body  

took considerably longer to believe in freedom than his soul did, however certain the soul 

itself had already become.

The fourteenth of December arrived cold and clear, the yard dusted with the season's first 

hard frost, and Rodney walked the length of Fenwick's main corridor for the last time carrying 

a single duffel bag containing everything the state permitted him to take — his Bible, heavily 

annotated  now  in  three  different  colors  of  ink  accumulated  across  eleven  years,  the 

correspondence course  certificates  he  had completed,  a  handful  of  letters,  and the  folded 

scrap of paper Gatchell  had passed him through the bars years before with a single verse  

copied in blocky handwriting, kept all this time in the same spot in his footlocker.

Gatchell walked him to the final gate himself, the same unhurried walk Rodney had grown 

to recognize across seventeen years, and stopped where Duke had once stopped, at the last 

line an inmate crossed alone. "I'm not going to make a speech," Gatchell said, which both of 

them understood by now was itself a kind of speech, coming from him. "I'll  just say this.  

Eleven years ago I sat outside a cell belonging to a man who wouldn't look at me. Today I'm 

watching that same man walk out a free one, carrying more grace in one duffel bag than most 

men carry in a lifetime. I couldn't be prouder if you were my own blood, Rodney. Go on now. 

Somebody's waiting on the other side who's been waiting a lot longer than she should've had 

to."

“He brought them out of darkness and the shadow of death, and brake their bands in  

sunder.” Psalm 107:14. Rodney walked the last forty yards alone, the same distance Duke had 

once crossed without him, and came through the gate into a cold, bright December morning to 

find Dixie waiting exactly where Gatchell had promised, Cal beside her, and beside both of 



them, leaning on a cane he hadn't  needed two years earlier,  Duke Whitfield,  keeping the 

promise he'd made at this same spot the morning he'd walked through it himself.

Dixie  reached  him  first,  and  there  were  no  chains  this  time,  no  officer  counting  the 

seconds, no two-hour window closing down around them — only his sister's arms around his 

neck for as long as either of them wanted to stand there, which turned out to be a long while,  

long enough that Cal had to gently remind them, laughing, that the car was running and it was 

cold enough to see their breath.

“When the LORD turned again the captivity of Zion, we were like them that dream... The  

LORD hath done great things for us; whereof we are glad.” Psalm 126:1-3. Rodney stood in 

the parking lot afterward, Duke's hand gripping his shoulder, Dixie still holding onto his arm 

as though she thought letting go might somehow undo the morning, and looked back once at 

the gray walls he had walked out of, seventeen years and four months after walking into them 

a  different  man  entirely.  He  did  not  feel  triumphant,  exactly,  standing  there.  He  felt  

something quieter and larger than triumph — the strange, dreamlike disorientation the psalm 

described, a man who had waited so long for a particular morning that its actual arrival felt,  

for several long minutes, less like reality than like something he might wake from.

The drive to Dixie and Cal's house took forty minutes, and Rodney spent most of it in near 

silence,  watching a  world  he  barely  recognized slide  past  the  window — cars  that  looked 

nothing like the ones he remembered, a cell phone in Dixie's cupholder thinner and stranger 

than anything he'd seen in a magazine, billboards advertising products and technologies that 

meant nothing to him. Dixie stopped at a drive-through on the way, an ordinary errand she 

clearly hadn't  thought twice about,  and Rodney found himself  nearly overwhelmed by the 

simple fact of a stranger's disembodied voice asking what he'd like to order, by the number of  

choices scrolling past on a lit menu board, by the casual speed of the whole transaction — a 

small, mundane piece of modern life that had changed in a hundred invisible ways across  

seventeen years and left him, for a moment, unable to do anything but stare until Dixie gently 

ordered for him, laughing, not unkindly, at the expression on his face. Duke, riding along in 

the back seat beside him, caught his eye once and smiled. "Told you it'd feel like landing on 

the moon," Duke said. "Give it time. You'll get your bearings. Took me the better part of six 

months myself, and I wasn't carrying near what you're carrying."

“Remember ye not the former things, neither consider the things of old. Behold, I will do  

a new thing; now it shall spring forth.” Isaiah 43:18-19. Rodney moved into a small room 

above Dixie and Cal's garage that same week, a condition of his parole requiring a verified 

address and steady employment within thirty days, both of which Dixie and Cal had arranged 

for him months in advance — the room prepared,  and a job already waiting at  the same 

warehouse where Cal worked, loading trucks on the overnight shift, honest work that asked 



nothing of him except a strong back and a willingness to show up, which after seventeen years 

of exactly that discipline came easily.

He lay awake most of that first night above the garage, not from anxiety but from the sheer 

novelty of the room itself — a real mattress instead of a thin prison-issue pad, a window he 

could open without a guard's permission, silence unbroken by another man's snoring three 

feet away or the distant clang of a cell door somewhere down a tier. He got up twice just to 

stand at  the window and look out at  an ordinary residential  street  under streetlight,  cars 

parked in driveways, a dog barking somewhere two houses down, the whole unremarkable 

machinery of free life running on without anyone in it  having the faintest idea what such 

ordinary details could mean to a man who had waited seventeen years to stand in the middle 

of them again. A coworker at the warehouse, a heavyset younger man named Deshawn who 

complained good-naturedly through every shift about the early hours, asked him once, within 

his  first  month,  what  he'd  done  before  this  job,  and  Rodney  told  him the  truth  without 

flinching, the same discipline Gatchell had modeled for him for over a decade. Deshawn did 

not pull away the way Rodney half expected. He only nodded, said his own uncle had done a 

stretch  upstate,  and  asked  whether  Rodney  wanted  to  grab  coffee  sometime  and  talk  it  

through, an offer of ordinary, unremarkable friendship that struck Rodney as its own small, 

quiet miracle.

He and Deshawn did get that coffee, the following Saturday, and Rodney found himself, 

for the first time in seventeen years, sitting across a small table from a man his own age with 

nothing weightier at stake than an easy conversation about football and the warehouse's new 

shift schedule — no ministry, no confession, no counseling, just two men getting to know each 

other the unremarkable way free men did it. He drove home afterward turning the plainness 

of the whole afternoon over in his mind, understanding that this too, the simple unburdened 

companionship of it, was part of what freedom had been quietly waiting to hand him, if he'd 

only had the patience to let  it  arrive on its own ordinary terms rather than demanding it 

announce itself as something momentous every single time.

He attended Gatchell's own church his first free Sunday, an ordinary congregation in a 

modest brick building forty minutes from Dixie's house, and stood through the first hymn 

with tears running freely down his face, unable to sing, the way he had once been unable to 

sing the first verse of Amazing Grace in a prison chapel eleven years before. Nobody in the 

pews around him knew his story. Nobody stared or whispered. He was, for the first time in 

seventeen years, simply a man in a church pew, indistinguishable from anyone else standing 

in that room, and the sheer, ordinary anonymity of it struck him as its own small miracle.

Dixie  drove  him to  the  cemetery  the  following Saturday,  a  visit  he  had  asked  for  the 

moment he'd stepped through Fenwick's gate, and Rodney stood over his mother's headstone 

for the first time as a free man, no chains, no officers, no two-hour window closing in around  



the visit. He knelt in the frost-hardened grass and set his hand flat against the cold granite the 

way he had once set it flat against a Bible in a dark cell, and told her, out loud, everything he 

had never gotten to say from behind three hundred miles of fence and seventeen years of iron  

doors — that he was sorry, that he understood now what her nightly prayers had actually been 

asking for,  that  he  had finally  become,  however  imperfectly,  the  son she  had never  once 

stopped believing he could be. Dixie stood a little apart, giving him the privacy of it, and when 

he finally rose and walked back to the car, she did not ask what he'd said. She only took his  

hand, the way she'd taken it as a little girl trailing behind him on their way to school, and held 

it  the  whole  drive  home.  Rodney  went  back  most  months  after  that,  sometimes  alone, 

sometimes with Dixie,  and found the visits  growing steadily lighter over time rather than 

heavier, grief slowly making room alongside itself for something closer to gratitude — not that 

his mother was gone, which he would grieve in some quiet corner of himself for the rest of his 

life, but that she had lived to plant the seed at all, and that the seed, so many years later, 

standing in a cold cemetery a free man, had finally, unmistakably, sprouted.

“I  press  toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus.” 

Philippians  3:13-14.  He  enrolled  at  Heritage  Bible  College  the  following  month,  a  small 

accredited  school  two  counties  over  that  accepted  his  eleven  years  of  correspondence 

coursework as substantial transfer credit, cutting what would have been a four-year program 

down to a little over two. He drove himself to his first class in a used truck Cal had helped him 

finance,  parked  in  a  gravel  lot  beside  eighteen-year-olds  fresh  out  of  high  school  and 

grandmothers  auditing  classes  for  their  own  enrichment,  and  sat  in  the  back  row  of  an 

introductory homiletics course feeling, for the first time in longer than he could remember, 

like the least remarkable person in the room — which was, he reflected, driving home that 

evening, exactly the kind of ordinary he had spent seventeen years learning to want.

His homiletics professor,  a soft-spoken man named Dr. Ellery who had pastored three 

churches over thirty years before taking up teaching, asked each student on the first day to 

share briefly why he'd come to study preaching. Rodney gave the shortest, plainest answer he 

had, without elaborating on the seventeen years behind it, and thought the matter closed until 

Dr.  Ellery  kept  him after  class  to  ask,  gently,  whether  the  calluses  on his  hands and the 

particular  economy  of  his  speech  meant  what  the  professor  suspected  they  might  mean. 

Rodney told him the truth. Dr. Ellery did not flinch, did not treat him differently in front of  

the other students, but from that day forward made a quiet habit of assigning Rodney the 

more  difficult  passages  to  preach  on  in  their  practice  sermons  —  the  parable  of  the 

unforgiving servant, the woman caught in adultery, the thief on the cross — texts, he said 

privately, that a congregation needed to hear preached by somebody who had actually stood 

where those texts were describing, rather than somebody merely gesturing at the idea of it  

from a comfortable distance.



Rodney's first practice sermon, delivered to a classroom of eleven fellow students and Dr. 

Ellery himself,  was on the thief on the cross, the same passage Gatchell had once used to  

answer Rodney's question about whether grace could reach a man doing life without parole. 

His voice shook through the first two minutes, unused to speaking from any platform larger 

than a folding chair circled with familiar faces, but steadied as he went, and by the closing 

minutes the room had gone entirely still, eighteen-year-olds and grandmothers alike leaning 

forward,  caught  up  in  an  account  of  mercy  that  Rodney  delivered  not  as  theory  but  as  

something closer to eyewitness testimony. Dr. Ellery told him afterward, in front of the whole 

class, that he'd been teaching homiletics for eleven years and had rarely heard a first sermon 

land with that kind of weight. "Most students preach what they've read," Dr. Ellery said. "You 

preached what you know. Don't ever let seminary polish that particular rawness out of you. 

It's the only thing some of them can't teach."

“For he hath said, I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.” Hebrews 13:5. Duke came to 

his small apartment for dinner most Sundays that first year, the two of them working through 

Rodney's coursework together the way they'd once worked through correspondence lessons 

across a library counter, Duke's own decades of reading proving nearly as valuable outside the 

fences as they had been inside them. Gatchell drove up once a month, same unhurried visits, 

same worn Bible, though now they sat across a kitchen table instead of a chaplaincy office 

desk. Osei wrote faithfully. Feldon Ray wrote too, his own parole hearing finally scheduled for 

the following spring after thirty-one years inside, his handwriting shakier now than it had 

been but his voice on the page exactly the same gruff, plainspoken man Rodney had known 

since his second year at Fenwick. I still tell fellas about the day you stood between me and a 

boot to the ribs, Feldon wrote. Wasn't the last kindness anybody ever showed me in there, but 

it's the one I think about most, on account of what it turned into afterward. Proud of you, son. 

Always will be, whichever way my own hearing goes. Cody Marsh, still two years from his own 

release, wrote too, asking Rodney, in a letter that made Rodney sit very still for a long while 

after he finished reading it, whether Rodney might consider coming back to speak at Fenwick 

someday, once he was ordained, so the men still inside could see for themselves what the  

other side of the gate actually looked like.

Rodney wrote back that he would. He did not know yet, finishing that letter at his small 

kitchen table on a quiet Tuesday evening, exactly what shape his ministry would eventually 

take, or which church, if any, would ever be willing to hand its pulpit to a man with a record 

like his. He knew only that whatever door opened next, he intended to walk through it the  

same way he'd walked through Fenwick's last gate — carrying everything he'd been given, 

forgetting what lay behind as best a man could manage it, and reaching, with everything he 

had left, toward whatever lay ahead.



Dixie had a daughter of her own by then, a bright, curious three-year-old named Grace, 

born  the  same  spring  Rodney  enrolled  at  Heritage,  and  Rodney  spent  more  Saturday 

afternoons than he could count that first year sitting on Dixie's living room floor building 

block towers with a niece who called him Uncle Rodney with no idea at all what the name had 

cost him to earn, and no need to know it either. Watching her knock down a tower and laugh,  

delighted,  utterly  unburdened by  anything  resembling  the  childhood Rodney  himself  had 

known, he understood that this too was part of what Joel's promised restoration looked like in 

practice — not the years themselves returned, which no power on earth could manage, but 

something  adjacent  to  them  and  nearly  as  good,  ordinary  afternoons  a  man  had  never 

expected to be given at all, arriving now, unearned, one Saturday at a time.

He thought sometimes, in the quiet moments that first year afforded him in  

a way seventeen years of Fenwick never had, of the frightened, furious boy  

who had stood in a  cell  on his  first  night,  certain the whole of  his  life  had  

already been decided by everything that came before it.  That boy could not  

have imagined Grace's laughter, or Dr. Ellery's classroom, or Duke's steady  

hand on his shoulder at a cemetery visit, or Deshawn's easy Saturday coffee, or  

any of the thousand small, ordinary mercies now filling up the days of a man  

who had once measured his hope in decades and now, cautiously, measured it  

in mornings. Every gate he had ever walked through — the one at nine years  

old into a house he learned to fear, the one at twenty-four into a courtroom  

that sealed his fate, the one at Fenwick that had held him seventeen years, and  

now  this  last  one,  standing  open  behind  him  —  had  led,  against  every  

reasonable  expectation,  to  exactly  this:  an  ordinary  Tuesday,  a  stack  of  

homework on a kitchen table, and a life he had not earned and did not deserve,  

freely  given anyway,  the same as  it  had always been offered to  whosoever  

would come and take it.

Chapter Nineteen
The Preacher with a Past

«But we have this treasure in earthen vessels, that the excellency of the power  
may be of God, and not of us.»

2 Corinthians 4:7



Dr. Ellery was the one who first mentioned Mount Hope Community Church, catching 

Rodney  after  chapel  in  his  final  semester  at  Heritage  with  a  folded  bulletin  from  a 

congregation Rodney had never heard of. "Small church, old mill town about two hours from 

here," Ellery said. "Down to maybe thirty members, most of them past seventy, no pastor in  

fourteen months since Reverend Kessing retired and nobody wanted the assignment badly 

enough to move his family to a dying town for a salary that barely covers utilities. I don't  

recommend it lightly, Rodney. It's a hard field. But something tells me it might be exactly the  

kind of hard field you were built for."

“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee; and before thou camest forth out of the  

womb I  sanctified  thee,  and I  ordained thee  a  prophet  unto  the  nations.”  Jeremiah 1:5. 

Rodney read the passage that same week, sitting with the small folded bulletin on his kitchen 

table, Jeremiah's own protest running alongside it in his mind — Ah, Lord GOD! behold, I 

cannot speak: for I am a child — and understood the prophet's objection better than most  

seminary students likely ever would, though for reasons considerably more complicated than 

youth. He drove out to Mount Hope the following Sunday, unannounced, simply to sit in a 

back pew and see the congregation for himself before he let himself consider it seriously. He 

told no one at Heritage he was going, not even Dr. Ellery, wanting the visit to belong entirely  

to his own honest first impression rather than to anyone else's hopeful framing of what he 

might find there.

“I thank Christ Jesus our Lord, who hath enabled me, for that he counted me faithful,  

putting me into the ministry.” 1 Timothy 1:12. He thought of Paul's own words on the drive 

out, turning them over against everything he had learned about himself across eight years of 

correspondence coursework and two years of Heritage classrooms, and found himself unable 

to shake the sense that the small folded bulletin sitting on his passenger seat represented 

something considerably larger than an ordinary job posting — an invitation, however modest 

the church itself might turn out to be, to the exact work he had spent a decade learning to  

want more than he had ever wanted anything in his old life.

The building was smaller than he expected, white clapboard gone gray at the corners, a 

sanctuary that could seat perhaps a hundred holding, that morning, nineteen. The hymnal 

pages were soft with age. The organ wheezed on the high notes. A visiting lay reader, a kind,  

exhausted-looking woman named Mrs.  Holloway who Rodney would later learn had been 

holding the congregation together largely on her own since Reverend Kessing's retirement, led 

the  service  with  the  patient,  threadbare  determination  of  someone  who  had  watched 

something she loved slowly dying and had refused, so far, to let it die entirely unattended.  

Rodney sat in the back pew and felt something in his chest recognize the room before his 

mind had fully caught up to why.



Mrs. Holloway found him afterward in the small gravel lot, introducing herself with the 

direct, unhurried warmth of a woman who had long ago stopped having patience for pretense.  

"You're not from around here," she said, not quite a question. "We get the occasional visitor  

scouting the place out. Most don't come back a second time once they've counted the pews 

and done the arithmetic on what's left of us." Rodney told her he might be back, depending on 

some things he was still working through, and she studied him a moment with the particular 

sharpness of  someone who had buried a husband, raised four children largely alone,  and 

outlasted two pastors' worth of promises about revival that never quite arrived. "We're not 

much to  look at,"  she said finally.  "But  there's  some good people  left  in  these  pews who 

deserve  better  than  another  young  man  passing  through  on  his  way  to  a  bigger  pulpit  

somewhere else. You come back, you come back meaning to stay a while. That's all I'll ask of 

you." Rodney told her that staying was exactly the kind of thing he'd spent the last several  

years learning how to do, and something in his voice must have carried enough weight to 

satisfy her, because she nodded once, decisively, and told him she'd be praying he made it 

back for a second Sunday. She kept that promise, Rodney would learn much later, praying by 

name for a candidate whose actual name she did not yet even have, every night for the five  

weeks it took him to work up the nerve to submit his formal application. She became, in the 

years that followed, something between a church secretary and an unofficial deaconess, the 

steady  administrative  backbone  without  which  Mount  Hope's  slow  revival  would  have 

foundered on nothing more dramatic than unpaid utility bills and unanswered phone calls,  

and Rodney came to rely on her judgment second only to his own conscience and Gatchell's  

continued long-distance counsel.

He submitted his name to the pulpit search committee the following week, and was invited 

to candidate a month later — a formal process involving a trial  sermon, a  congregational 

meeting, and an interview with the small governing board, chaired by a stern, silver-haired 

deacon named Arnold Pruitt who had, Rodney learned before ever meeting him, served on 

that board for thirty-one years and buried two pastors' tenures he considered failures.

“I  have  heard  by  many  of  this  man,  how  much  evil  he  hath  done  to  thy  saints  at  

Jerusalem.” Acts 9:13. Rodney insisted, against the search committee's own preference for a 

gentler introduction, on disclosing his full record before the congregational meeting rather 

than after — the armed robbery, the assault, the nine years, the seventeen years total behind 

Fenwick's fences, all of it laid out plainly in a single letter mailed to every member of the 

congregation two weeks ahead of his candidating Sunday. "I won't pastor a church that finds 

out later and feels lied to," he told the search committee, when they gently suggested the letter 

might be premature, might cost him the position before he'd even had a chance to preach. "If 

God wants me here, He can get me here with the truth out front. I've spent too many years 



learning what  it  costs  a  man to  hide things.  Not  doing it  again,  not  for  a  pulpit,  not  for 

anything."

The  letter  did  exactly  what  Rodney  expected  it  might.  Attendance  at  the  candidating 

meeting nearly doubled from the previous Sunday, curiosity and alarm both drawing people 

who hadn't set foot in Mount Hope in months. Deacon Pruitt asked the hardest questions, his 

voice carrying the particular skepticism of a man who had watched two previous pastors fail  

this  congregation  in  gentler,  more  ordinary  ways  and  had  no  patience  left  for  a  third 

disappointment,  this  one  dressed  in  a  story  dramatic  enough  to  distract  from  whatever 

ordinary  weaknesses  might  be  hiding  underneath it.  "Man says  all  the  right  words  in  an 

interview," Pruitt said, to the room rather than to Rodney directly. "Question is what he does 

the  first  time  this  church  disappoints  him  the  way  churches  disappoint  every  pastor 

eventually. Prison taught you how to survive being caged, Mr. Noblit. I'm asking whether it 

taught you how to stay, when staying gets hard and nobody's forcing you to anymore."

“My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee:  for  my  strength  is  made  perfect  in  weakness.” 2 

Corinthians 12:9. "Fair question, Deacon," Rodney said. "Honest answer is I don't know for 

certain, not the way you'd want me to know it. I've broken plenty of promises to plenty of  

people across my life, and I won't stand here and tell you I've got some guarantee in my back 

pocket that says this time's different simply because I mean it more sincerely than I meant the 

others. What I can tell you is that I'm not running on my own strength anymore, the way I was 

every other time I broke and ran. I'm running on Somebody who's never once left when things 

got hard, seventeen years of evidence for that in a place that gave a man every reason in the 

world to believe otherwise. If that's not enough for this church, I understand completely, and I 

won't hold it against a single person in this room. But it's the only answer I've got, and it's the 

true one."

The vote, when it finally came two weeks later, was not unanimous. Twenty-two in favor, 

six  opposed,  two  abstaining,  Deacon  Pruitt  among  the  six.  Mrs.  Holloway  told  Rodney 

afterward,  gently,  that  a  divided vote  for  a  struggling church of  thirty  was  not  the  worst 

outcome he could have hoped for, and that in her thirty years of watching pulpit committees 

operate,  she  had  rarely  seen  a  congregation  that  size  arrive  at  anything  resembling  full 

agreement on any matter more significant than the color of the fellowship hall carpet.

“But God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to confound the wise; and God hath  

chosen the weak things of the world to confound the things which are mighty.” 1 Corinthians 

1:27. Rodney kept that verse taped inside the cover of his first sermon notebook that whole 

first year, a reminder on the mornings the small, half-empty sanctuary and Deacon Pruitt's 

watchful  skepticism threatened to convince him he'd taken on more than a man with his 

particular  history  had  any  business  attempting.  Mount  Hope  was  not,  by  any  worldly 

accounting, a prize appointment. It was exactly, he came to understand, the kind of foolish, 



weak, unimpressive assignment the verse seemed to be describing, and he found a strange 

comfort  in  that  rather  than a  discouragement,  the  same way he'd  once found comfort  in 

Gatchell's insistence that grace had never once, in the whole of Scripture, shown a preference 

for impressive vessels.

The  installation  service  itself,  a  modest  denominational  formality  most  congregations 

barely noticed,  drew a fuller  sanctuary than Mount Hope had seen in years,  word having 

spread through the small  town that  something unusual  was happening at  the  little  white  

church on Chestnut Street. His first sermon as installed pastor, delivered on a cold Sunday in  

January to a congregation that had grown to twenty-six, was built around the same passage he 

had first preached in Dr. Ellery's classroom — the thief on the cross — though this time he let  

the room see considerably more of himself  in the telling than any classroom exercise had 

required. “They that be whole need not a physician, but they that are sick... I am not come to  

call  the  righteous,  but  sinners  to  repentance.” Matthew  9:12-13.  He  told  them,  plainly, 

standing behind a pulpit for the first time in his life with his own name on the church sign 

outside, that he had spent nine years learning exactly how far a man could fall and eight more  

learning exactly how far grace could reach down after him, and that Mount Hope, struggling 

as it was, dwindling as it had been, was not in his eyes a dying church so much as a room full  

of people who had simply forgotten, the way he himself had once forgotten, that the reaching 

was never contingent on the falling stopping first.

"I stood exactly where some of you are sitting right now," Rodney told them, his voice 

steadier than he expected it to be given how badly his hands were shaking against the pulpit's 

edge. "Convinced my own list was too long, my own record too public, my own failures too 

permanent to ever be worth reaching for again. Took a man named Jerry Gatchell the better 

part  of  a  year,  showing up outside  a  cell  I  didn't  want  him standing outside  of,  before  I 

believed otherwise. I'm not up here this morning because I've got it all figured out. I'm up here 

because somebody was patient enough with me that I finally ran out of reasons not to believe 

him, and I intend to be exactly that patient with every single person who walks through Mount 

Hope's doors from this Sunday forward, whatever kind of past they're carrying in with them."  

Mrs. Holloway, sitting in the second pew, would tell him months later that it was the first  

sermon in fourteen months that had made her cry, and that she'd gone home afterward and 

told her  sister on the phone that  Mount Hope had,  against  every reasonable  expectation, 

finally found itself a preacher worth keeping.

Deacon Pruitt tested him hard those first few months, in ways both large and small — 

questioning every line item Rodney proposed for the church's threadbare budget, showing up 

early  to  services  as  though  checking  that  the  doors  would  actually  be  unlocked  on  time, 

offering  pointed,  unsolicited  critiques  of  sermon  length  and  hymn  selection  that  Rodney 

suspected had less to do with the sermons themselves than with a man determined to find out 



whether  this  particular  pastor  would  fold  under  ordinary  friction  the  way,  in  Pruitt's 

experience, most eventually did. Rodney absorbed it without complaint, applying the same 

discipline Gatchell had once modeled outside a cell door during a lockdown neither of them 

had chosen,  and after  four months of  steady,  unflinching patience,  Pruitt's  testing began, 

almost imperceptibly, to soften into something closer to ordinary collaboration, two men who 

disagreed often but had begun, despite themselves, to trust the disagreements were offered in 

good faith. Rodney learned, over those months, to distinguish Pruitt's genuine objections from 

his reflexive ones, and Pruitt, in turn, learned that the young pastor did not wilt or sulk when  

overruled, only absorbed the correction and kept showing up the following Sunday exactly as 

steady as he'd been the week before, a consistency that impressed the old deacon more than 

any single sermon could have.

The  crisis  came  in  March,  four  months  into  his  tenure,  when  a  member  of  the 

congregation's adult daughter, doing what she described afterward as routine curiosity rather 

than malice, found an old newspaper article from Rodney's original trial,  complete with a 

photograph  of  a  much  younger,  harder-eyed  Rodney  standing  beside  his  attorney  at 

sentencing, and posted it to a community social media group with a caption asking whether 

the town's churchgoers knew exactly who was now standing in their pulpit every Sunday. The 

post  spread through the  small  town faster  than Rodney's  own disclosure  letter  ever  had, 

stripped of the context and the honesty he had built the letter around, reduced to a mugshot  

and a headline about armed robbery and assault with a deadly weapon. Rodney learned about 

the post the same way most of Mount Hope eventually did, through a concerned phone call 

from Mrs. Holloway on a Tuesday evening, her voice tight with an anxiety she was clearly 

trying to keep out of it for his sake, and he sat at his kitchen table afterward for a long while, 

the old, familiar dread of exposure rising in him in a way he had not felt since the weeks 

before his  own parole  hearing,  before he finally  picked up the phone and called Gatchell  

rather than sitting alone with it any longer.

The  reactions  across  the  small  congregation  split  along  lines  Rodney  could  not  have 

entirely predicted. Two elderly members, longtime pillars of Mount Hope who had voted in 

his favor back in January, stopped attending altogether within the week, one of them, a soft-

spoken widow named Mrs. Teasdale, telling Mrs. Holloway privately that she simply could not 

shake the image of the mugshot every time she tried to picture Rodney behind the pulpit, 

however  unfair  she  recognized  that  reaction  to  be.  Others  rallied  harder  than  Rodney 

expected. A recovering addict named Terry, only weeks into attending Mount Hope after years 

of feeling unwelcome everywhere else he'd tried, showed up at the church unannounced on a 

weekday afternoon specifically to tell Rodney that the article had made him respect the man 

more, not less, and that he intended to say so loudly to anyone in town who asked his opinion 

of it.



“Holding fast the faithful word as he hath been taught, that he may be able by sound  

doctrine both to exhort and to convince the gainsayers.” Titus 1:9. Deacon Pruitt called an 

emergency board meeting within the week, and Rodney spent the two days before the meeting 

in something close to the old despair he'd thought he'd left behind for good in a Fenwick 

infirmary bed years before — not the same hopelessness,  not  that  deep or that  dark,  but 

familiar enough in its shape that he recognized it immediately and called Gatchell the first 

night, needing to hear the old man's voice more than he needed any particular advice. "Feels 

like the ground's moving again," Rodney told him. "Same as it used to, right before something 

bad happened. I thought I was past feeling that." Gatchell listened, unhurried as ever even 

over a phone line two hours away, and told him that the ground moving wasn't necessarily a  

sign of anything failing. "Sometimes it's just a man remembering he's never actually stood on 

his own two feet in the first place," Gatchell said. "You didn't build Mount Hope, Rodney. 

You've just been faithful to it. Whatever happens Thursday night, the faithfulness doesn't get  

undone by a vote either way. Go into that room the same way you walked into that chaplaincy 

office all those years ago — telling the truth, and trusting the rest to Somebody bigger than the 

outcome." Rodney arrived at  the meeting expecting,  and half  prepared to accept,  his own 

removal.  The  room  was  tense,  several  board  members  having  fielded  angry  calls  from 

longtime church members who felt deceived despite the letter, despite the disclosure, despite 

everything Rodney had tried to do correctly from the very beginning. "I want to say plainly, 

before anybody else speaks," Rodney told the board, standing rather than sitting, "that if this 

church needs me to step down to protect what's left of its reputation in this town, I'll do it  

tonight, no argument, no hard feelings. I never wanted my past to become bigger than my 

ministry here. Seems like it has anyway, and I understand if that's simply too heavy a thing for 

a congregation this size to keep carrying."

Deacon Pruitt, to the surprise of nearly everyone in the room including Rodney himself, 

was the first to speak against the idea. "Sit down, Reverend," Pruitt said, gruffer than usual,  

plainly uncomfortable with the position he was about to take. "I opposed you four months ago, 

and everybody here knows it,  and I'm not going to pretend tonight that I've become your 

biggest admirer overnight. But I've watched you visit Ed Callahan in the hospital three times 

this winter when his own children couldn't be bothered to make the drive. I've watched you sit  

with the Merritt boy after his father's overdose funeral longer than any pastor I've had in 

thirty-one years would have stayed. Whatever you did twenty years ago, I've had four months 

to watch what you do now, every single week, when nobody but this town was looking. That  

newspaper article didn't tell this board one single thing your own letter hadn't already told us 

honestly, four months ago, before any of us ever cast a vote. I'll not punish a man for the sins 

of a stranger who happened to share his social media account with the wrong headline."



“He which persecuted us in times past now preacheth the faith which once he destroyed.  

And they glorified God in me.” Galatians 1:23-24. The board voted seven to one to retain him, 

the single dissent citing not doubt about Rodney's character but simple discomfort with the 

ongoing  controversy,  and  Rodney  preached the  following  Sunday  to  the  fullest  sanctuary 

Mount Hope had seen in over a year, a mixture of longtime faithful members and a scattering 

of curious newcomers who had heard the story secondhand and wanted, evidently, to see for 

themselves what kind of man it actually described.

“If any of you do err from the truth, and one convert him... shall save a soul from death,  

and shall hide a multitude of sins.” James 5:19-20. He preached from that text the following 

week, the closest thing to a direct response the controversy ever received from Mount Hope's 

own pulpit, and told the congregation plainly that he did not intend to spend his ministry 

apologizing for a past that had already been paid for in full, first by the state of the courts and  

then, considerably more completely, by the cross itself. "I'm not interested in outrunning my 

own history," he told them. "Man can't outrun what happened to him. He can only decide 

what he's going to let it become. I've decided. Every week I stand up here, I intend to let it 

become exactly what James describes — the thing that helps me recognize another man erring 

from the truth, because I've stood exactly where he's standing, and I know precisely what it 

looks like from the inside." Several longtime members told him afterward it was the sermon 

that  had  finally  settled,  in  their  own  minds,  whatever  doubt  the  newspaper  article  had 

planted.

“I will seek that which was lost, and bring again that which was driven away, and will  

bind up that which was broken, and will strengthen that which was sick.” Ezekiel 34:16. The 

controversy, rather than emptying Mount Hope's pews as everyone had feared, slowly began 

filling  them  instead,  and  not  always  with  the  kind  of  congregant  the  church  had  grown 

accustomed to over its quiet, declining decades. Terry himself, two years sober and estranged 

from every church he'd ever tried attending sober before Mount Hope, brought two friends 

from his recovery meetings the very next Sunday after the article broke, telling them plainly 

they'd finally found a pastor who understood exactly what it meant to have a past nobody else 

wanted to sit next to. A young mother whose husband was serving time three counties over 

began bringing her two children every week not long after, telling Rodney privately, sitting in 

his small church office with her hands wrapped tight around a cup of coffee she never quite 

drank, that she'd tried two other churches in town before Mount Hope and had felt the weight 

of other people's judgment in both of them the moment she mentioned where her husband 

was,  a  subtle  cooling  of  welcome  she'd  learned  to  recognize  instantly  and  had  stopped 

bothering to test a third time. "You didn't flinch," she told Rodney, of the first Sunday she'd 

worked up the nerve to mention it. "Everybody else, their face does this thing. Small thing.  

They think you don't catch it. You didn't do that thing." Rodney told her, gently, that he'd 



spent seventeen years on the other side of exactly that flinch, and understood better than she 

probably wanted him to exactly how much weight a small, involuntary expression could carry 

for the person watching for it. By summer, Mount Hope's membership rolls listed thirty-one 

souls for the first time in six years, several of them men and women who would never, by their 

own admission, have walked through those doors for a pastor without a past resembling their  

own.

Mrs.  Teasdale,  the widow who had stopped attending after  the article  broke,  returned 

quietly in late August, slipping into her old pew without fanfare, and told Rodney afterward, a  

little ashamed, that she'd spent the intervening months watching the church from a distance 

through her daughter's reports and had finally concluded that whatever discomfort she still  

carried about his past was a smaller thing than the plain, visible good he was doing in the 

present. Rodney told her there was nothing to forgive, that fear was an old, familiar language 

he understood better than most, and welcomed her back without a single word of reproach, a 

choice Mrs. Holloway told him afterward had done more to settle the congregation's lingering 

unease than any sermon could have.

“As every man hath received the gift, even so minister the same one to another, as good  

stewards of the manifold grace of God.” 1 Peter 4:10. Cody Marsh was released that same 

summer, six months into Rodney's tenure, and drove straight from Fenwick's gate to Mount 

Hope the  following Sunday  still  carrying  the  small  duffel  bag  the  state  had handed him, 

arriving twenty minutes into the service and sliding quietly into the back pew where Duke and 

Mrs.  Holloway  had  once  sat.  Rodney  spotted  him  mid-sermon  and  nearly  lost  his  place 

entirely, the sight of the boy he'd once broken a nose over now a grown man standing free in  

the doorway of his own church striking him harder than almost anything else that whole first 

year.  Cody stayed after  for  the  fellowship hour,  awkward in  his  unfamiliar  street  clothes, 

eating three plates of Mrs. Holloway's potluck casserole and answering the same handful of  

gently curious questions from Mount Hope's older members with a patience Rodney found 

himself quietly proud of, and told Rodney simply that he'd had nowhere else he wanted to go 

first. Osei wrote the following month, still  years from any hearing of his own, saying he'd 

heard about Cody's visit  through the prison grapevine and that  it  had done more for the 

Thursday study's morale than any sermon Rodney could have mailed them. Rodney thought 

often, that first year, of Osei's letter asking him to come back and preach at Fenwick someday, 

and of Cody Marsh, now free and rebuilding a life two towns over, and understood that Mount 

Hope, small and struggling as it had been and in some ways still was, had become exactly the 

kind of earthen vessel Paul once described — cracked, unremarkable, entirely unimpressive by 

the standards the world usually measured such things by, and yet somehow, against every 

reasonable expectation, holding a treasure considerably larger than its own container.



Dixie and Cal drove out for his one-year anniversary service, Grace in tow, four years old 

now and utterly unimpressed by the length of her uncle's sermon, and Duke made the trip as 

well, seated in the same back pew Rodney himself had once occupied the first Sunday he'd 

come to look the place over. Gatchell came too, driving the two hours without complaint the  

same way he'd once driven ninety minutes each way to Fenwick for over a decade, and told 

Rodney  afterward,  standing  in  the  gravel  parking  lot  under  a  bright  autumn  sky,  that 

watching  him preach that  morning had  been,  without  question,  the  proudest  he'd  felt  in 

twenty-three  years  of  ministry.  "Told  you  once  that  grace  has  always  found  its  way  into 

prisons," Gatchell said. "Ought to have told you the other half of it too. Sometimes it walks  

right back out of them again, and builds a church nobody thought was worth saving."

Duke, walking slower now than he had even at Rodney's release, leaning more heavily on 

his cane than he liked to admit, pulled Rodney aside after the fellowship hour and told him, 

with the same unhurried care he'd once brought to shelving a difficult book, that he'd been 

turning something over on the drive out. "Forty years I spent inside those fences wondering 

what a life spent giving instead of getting might actually look like from the outside," Duke 

said. "Wondered it in the abstract,  you understand, the way an old man wonders about a 

country he's fairly sure he'll never get to visit. Standing in the back of this little church today, 

watching you preach to people who needed exactly what you were handing them — I got my 

answer, Rodney. Took me most of a lifetime, and I got to see it secondhand instead of living it  

myself, but I got it all the same. That's worth more to me than you probably know." Rodney 

did not trust his voice enough to answer that properly, and simply embraced the old man 

instead, right there in the gravel lot, two men who had once measured their whole lives in 

years remaining on a sentence, now measuring them instead in Sundays freely given away.

“Depart from me; for I am a sinful man, O Lord.” Luke 5:8. Rodney thought of Peter's 

own  words  often  in  the  years  that  followed,  standing  at  that  same  pulpit  each  Sunday 

morning, the fisherman's instinctive recoil from the very calling that would come to define the 

rest of his life — an impulse Rodney recognized intimately, the same reflexive unworthiness 

that had nearly kept him from ever submitting his name to Mount Hope's search committee at 

all. He understood now, more fully each year he stood in that pulpit, that the recoil itself had 

never been evidence he was unfit for the calling. If anything, it had been the opposite — proof  

that  he  understood,  at  least  in  some small  measure,  exactly  how much  grace  the  calling 

actually required, an understanding no confident, unscarred candidate could have brought to 

that particular room half so well.

Deacon Pruitt  shook Rodney's  hand on his  way out  that  same afternoon,  an  ordinary 

gesture that had become, over the past year, a small weekly ritual between the two men, and 

said, gruffly, that he supposed he owed Rodney an apology for the doubts he'd carried into 

that first candidating meeting. Rodney told him no apology was necessary, that a man who'd 



buried two failed pastorates had earned every ounce of skepticism he'd brought through that 

door. "Maybe," Pruitt allowed. "But I've come to think a preacher without a past might not  

have known what to do with half the folks now sitting in these pews. Terry. The Callahan boy.  

That young mother with her husband upstate. Took a man who'd stood exactly where they're 

standing to make this little church into somewhere they'd actually walk through the door of."  

He paused at his truck, working something over. "Preacher with a past," Pruitt said, half to 

himself, trying the phrase out. "Believe that's exactly what this town's been needing, whether  

it knew it or not."

Rodney stood in the empty gravel lot a long while after Pruitt's truck pulled  

away, the autumn light going gold and low over the church's gray clapboard  

siding, and thought back over the whole strange arc of the year — the folded  

bulletin on his kitchen table,  Mrs.  Holloway's careful warning about young  

men passing through, the letter he'd insisted on sending before anyone could  

vote,  the newspaper article  that should have ended everything and instead,  

somehow,  had  only  widened  the  door.  He  thought  of  Deacon  Pruitt's  gruff  

apology, of Terry's two friends from the recovery meetings now sitting most  

Sundays in the fourth pew, of the young mother's children learning the words  

to hymns their father, three counties over, had never once heard them sing.  

None  of  it  looked  anything  like  the  ministry  he  might  have  imagined  for  

himself,  back  in  a  Fenwick  cell  with  a  correspondence  course  notebook  

balanced on his knee. It looked, instead, exactly like what Gatchell had once  

promised  him  grace  always  looked  like  up  close  —  smaller,  stranger,  and  

considerably more scarred than a man expected,  and for that same reason,  

entirely unmistakable once a person had learned to recognize it.

Chapter Twenty
Chains Broken Forever

«To loose the bands of wickedness, to undo the heavy burdens, and to let the  
oppressed go free, and that ye break every yoke.»

Isaiah 58:6



Eight  years  into  his  pastorate,  Mount  Hope  Community  Church  bore  only  a  passing 

resemblance to the nineteen tired faces Rodney had once counted from a back pew on an 

unannounced  Sunday  visit.  Membership  had  climbed  past  two  hundred,  the  little  white 

clapboard building expanded twice to hold them, and alongside the ordinary Sunday services 

the church now ran a recovery ministry that met three nights a week in the fellowship hall, a  

prison outreach program that sent volunteers into two regional facilities every month, and a 

family support ministry that had grown, almost without anyone planning it that way, out of 

the young mother Rodney had once counseled over a cup of coffee she never quite drank.

“I was in prison, and ye came unto me.” Matthew 25:36. Terry led the recovery ministry 

now, seven years sober, the same man who had once shown up at Mount Hope specifically 

because he'd heard about a pastor who understood what it  meant to carry a past nobody 

wanted to sit next to. He ran the Tuesday and Thursday meetings with a plainspoken honesty 

Rodney recognized instantly, having modeled it for the man himself without ever intending to 

be modeling anything at all. The family support ministry had grown large enough to need its  

own coordinator,  a  role  the  young mother  — Sherry,  her  name was,  though it  had taken 

Rodney the better part of a year to learn it, so guarded had she been in those first anxious 

visits — had taken on herself once her husband's own sentence finally ran its course and the 

family was, after six long years, whole again under one roof.

“There is joy in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner that repenteth.” Luke 

15:7. Rodney kept a small, worn notebook in his desk drawer at the church office, a habit he'd  

started his second year at Mount Hope and never broken, recording nothing but names and 

dates — every baptism, every reconciled family, every man or woman who had walked through 

Mount Hope's doors carrying a weight nobody else in town wanted to sit next to and walked 

back out, weeks or months or years later, carrying something lighter. The notebook ran to four 

volumes by that eighth year, well over three hundred names, and Rodney read back through 

the earliest entries every January, a private ritual that never failed to leave him undone in the  

same  quiet  way  each  time  —  not  from  pride  in  what  he'd  built,  but  from  the  sheer, 

accumulating evidence of a grace that had apparently never once run short across eight years 

of daily testing.

Sherry's story alone filled three entries in that notebook — her own name, entered the 

week she'd first found the nerve to mention where her husband was without flinching herself;  

her husband Marcus's name, entered the week he'd written Rodney his first letter from three 

counties over, having heard about Mount Hope from his wife's increasingly hopeful phone 

calls; and finally, entered in Rodney's own hand on a Sunday afternoon eighteen months later, 

the whole family's name together, the day Marcus walked through Mount Hope's doors for the 

first time as a free man, his two children racing down the center aisle to meet him before the 

closing hymn had even finished. Rodney had baptized him three weeks after that, the whole 



congregation on their feet applauding a family made whole the way they'd once applauded 

Rodney's own retelling of a Fenwick chapel baptism years before, a chain of ordinary Sundays 

that  Rodney  had  come  to  understand  as  its  own  quiet,  unglamorous  kind  of  miracle, 

considerably less dramatic than a laundry room or an operating table but no less real for the 

lack of drama.

The letter from Fenwick's current chaplain, a younger man named Reverend Alvarez who 

had taken over the bulk of the chaplaincy office's caseload as Gatchell's own health had begun, 

gently, to slow him down, arrived in March of that eighth year. Osei had been asking for years, 

Alvarez wrote, whether the administration might permit a former inmate turned ordained 

minister  to  return and preach a  chapel  service,  and the paperwork,  after  years of  careful  

advocacy from men Rodney had once taught  in  a  library after  hours,  had finally  cleared. 

Would Reverend Noblit be willing to come?

Anna had come into  his  life  the  ordinary  way  most  lasting  things  eventually  did,  not 

through any dramatic intervention but through two years of steady, unhurried friendship that 

had slowly,  quietly become something neither of them had been in any particular rush to 

name. She had never once asked him to be anything other than exactly what he was, past 

included, and Rodney had come to understand that particular gift — being fully known and 

fully welcomed regardless — as one more small, ordinary evidence of the same grace that had 

first found him in a chaplaincy office years before. Grace, standing beside her uncle's pulpit 

some Sundays now that she was old enough to be trusted not to wander, called Anna her aunt 

without anyone ever having formally decided she should, and the two of them, aunt and niece,  

had grown close enough over the years that Rodney sometimes caught himself marveling at a 

family that had assembled itself so naturally out of what had once been, by any reasonable  

accounting, wreckage. He told his wife Anna about the letter that same evening, over a supper 

that went cold while he talked, the two of them having married four years earlier in the same 

small sanctuary Rodney now pastored, a soft-spoken schoolteacher who had come to Mount 

Hope the same year as Terry and had never once, in the years since, flinched at any part of his 

story the way Sherry had once described other churches flinching at hers. Anna listened to the 

whole of it, the lockdown and the crate and the cell and the two decades of a story she had 

heard in pieces many times before but never quite assembled into this particular shape, and 

told him, simply, that she thought he ought to go, and that she'd be praying the whole drive 

there and back, same as she prayed every Sunday morning before he ever stepped up to that 

pulpit.  "You've told that  story  from a hundred pulpits  by  now,"  Anna said,  clearing their 

plates, "and it's changed a hundred lives you know about and probably a few hundred more 

you don't. But there's something different about telling it inside the actual walls it happened 

in. Some kind of completing a circle, I think, that those other pulpits never quite let you finish. 

Go finish it, Rodney. I'll be right here when you get back."



“He is able also to save them to the uttermost that come unto God by him.” Hebrews 7:25. 

Rodney read the letter twice at his kitchen table,  the same table where he had once read 

Dixie's question about what he might do with his life on the other side of a gate he had not yet  

been permitted to walk through, and felt the whole shape of the last eight years fold back on  

itself in a single instant — every Thursday study, every correspondence course notebook, every 

Tuesday and Friday visit from a man who had refused to give up on him, arriving now at this 

particular envelope on this particular morning.

Gatchell insisted on coming along despite Dixie's gentle worry about the drive, seventy-

four now and moving slower than he once had but no less determined, and Duke came too, 

eighty-three, his own health more fragile with each passing year but his mind as sharp as it 

had ever been across four decades of shelving other men's stories. The three of them drove to 

Fenwick together on a bright Tuesday morning in April, Rodney behind the wheel, Duke in 

the passenger seat working through a crossword with the patient concentration of a man who 

had never once let  his  hands sit  idle,  Gatchell  in the back seat  dozing intermittently  and 

waking,  each  time,  to  ask  how  much  farther,  the  same  question  with  the  same  boyish 

impatience Rodney imagined he must have asked as an actual boy seventy years before.

“I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith.”  2 Timothy 

4:7-8. Somewhere past the halfway point of the drive, Duke set down his crossword and asked  

Rodney, without much preamble, whether he ever thought about the men who hadn't made it 

— Poole, Cutter, Speer, the whole cast of a war Rodney had nearly not survived in his first  

hard years at Fenwick, some of them dead now by Duke's own accounting, killed inside or lost 

to overdoses within months of a release that came too late to save them. Rodney admitted that 

he did, more often than he let on, and that the accounting never entirely resolved itself into 

anything he could call peace, only into a deeper, more sober gratitude for the particular grace  

that had reached him and, for reasons he would never fully understand this side of eternity,  

had  not  reached  them  in  time.  "Not  our  job  to  solve  that  arithmetic,"  Duke  said,  quiet, 

watching the fields slide by. "Only our job to keep showing up for whoever's still in the room 

to be reached. I've made my peace with the rest of it being God's business and not mine."  

Gatchell, half-dozing in the back seat, murmured his agreement without fully waking, and the 

truck rolled on in a comfortable, companionable silence the rest of the way.

“The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he hath anointed me to preach the gospel to  

the poor; he hath sent me to heal the brokenhearted, to preach deliverance to the captives.” 

Luke 4:18. Rodney thought of the verse watching the familiar gray walls rise up out of the flat  

spring fields exactly as they had risen up in front of a frightened twenty-four-year-old two 

decades before. He had read that passage a hundred times since his own release. He had never 

once expected to read it standing at a podium inside the same walls that had once held him.



The processing to get in took longer than Rodney remembered processing to get out ever 

taking, ironic paperwork he found himself smiling about despite the strangeness of standing 

on the visitor's side of a metal detector he had once been marched past from the opposite 

direction in chains. Deputy Alred, gray now himself and closer to his own retirement than his 

rookie years, recognized him at the security desk and shook his hand warmly before waving 

him through. "Been telling the newer guards about you for years," Alred said. "Man they said 

would never make it past his own anger. Good to see them proven wrong for once." He walked 

with them partway toward the chapel himself, off his usual post for a few minutes, and told 

Rodney quietly that he'd put in his own retirement papers for the following spring, twenty-six 

years at Fenwick behind him, and that watching men like Rodney walk back through these 

gates by choice rather than under escort was, without question, the part of the job he intended 

to remember longest once he'd finally hung up the uniform for good.

The chapel held nearly sixty men that afternoon, more than Rodney's own baptism had 

drawn eight years before, word having traveled the way word always traveled at Fenwick that 

the preacher scheduled to speak had once worn the same state-issued clothes as every man 

now filling the folding chairs. Osei sat in the second row, older, grayer at the temples, reading 

glasses  now perched on his  nose where none had been before,  still  serving the same life  

sentence  that  had  brought  him  to  that  folding  chair  a  decade  earlier,  and  Rodney  felt 

something catch hard in his throat seeing the man's face again after eight years of nothing but  

letters.  They  had  ten  minutes  together  before  the  service  began,  Alvarez  granting  a  rare 

exception to the usual scheduling, and Osei spent most of it asking after Duke and Gatchell by 

name rather than talking about himself, wanting to know how the old librarian's heart was  

holding up and whether the chaplain had finally slowed down the way everyone had been 

telling him to for years. Rodney told him both men were seated in the second row not thirty 

feet away, and watched something move across Osei's face that he recognized immediately, 

having felt the exact same thing himself once, standing at a hospital bed with a man who'd 

driven ninety minutes through the night to sit with him. "Both his daughters still writin' you?" 

Rodney asked. Osei's whole face changed at that, softened, years of hard-won peace visible in 

it all at once. "Grandbaby now too," he said. "Girl sent a picture. Keep it taped inside my Bible.  

Never thought I'd say a sentence like that one, back when you first met me." Neither of them 

had an answer big enough for the moment, and neither tried to find one, only sat together in 

the particular silence of two men who had crossed an impossible distance toward each other 

from opposite sides of the same fence.

“Let the redeemed of the LORD say so, whom he hath redeemed from the hand of the  

enemy.” Psalm 107:2. Rodney did not preach a polished sermon that afternoon, not in the way 

Dr. Ellery might have graded it. He simply told them the truth, start to finish — the belt, the  

pawnshop, the courtroom, the laundry room, the eleven seconds, the chaplaincy office on a 



Monday morning nobody was watching, the baptism in a cinderblock chapel not unlike this 

one. He told them about Duke sitting in the third row that very afternoon, and Gatchell beside 

him, two men who had given him more patient love across two decades than he had any right 

to expect from strangers. And he told them, looking directly at Osei without needing to name 

him specifically,  that freedom and release were not,  and had never been,  the same word, 

however much the world outside these walls liked to treat them as interchangeable.

“Unto him that loved us, and washed us from our sins in his own blood, and hath made  

us kings and priests unto God.” Revelation 1:5-6. "You want to know what a king looks like 

inside a place like this," Rodney told the room, "I'll tell you plainly, it doesn't look like what 

you'd expect. Doesn't look like the man with the most fear built up around his name, the way I  

once measured it  myself  for nine straight years.  Looks like a man who's stopped needing 

anybody's respect to know what he's worth, because he's already been told what he's worth by 

Somebody whose opinion doesn't change based on your custody level or your disciplinary 

record  or  how  many  years  you've  got  left  to  serve.  That's  the  kingdom  this  book  keeps 

describing, chapter after chapter. Not a kingdom you earn your way into with a clean record. A 

kingdom you get handed, free, the moment you stop insisting you have to earn it first." He 

watched several men shift in their folding chairs at that, the particular restless discomfort of 

hard truths landing somewhere they weren't fully braced for, a discomfort he had learned,  

over eight years of preaching to congregations far gentler than this one, not to rush past or 

smooth over, the same discomfort he remembered feeling himself, years before, the first time 

Gatchell had said something similar to him through a set of bars. He watched a few of the 

younger  men  in  the  back  rows  exchange  skeptical  glances,  the  same  skepticism  Rodney 

himself had once worn like armor, and did not try to argue them out of it. He simply kept 

talking, patient, unhurried, trusting the same slow process that had once worked on him to do  

its own work now, in its own time, on whichever of these sixty men were ready to hear it and 

whichever weren't yet.

“For I  am persuaded,  that  neither  death,  nor life,  nor angels,  nor principalities,  nor  

powers, nor things present, nor things to come... shall be able to separate us from the love of  

God.” Romans 8:38-39. "I know men in this room who'll walk out that gate someday," Rodney 

told them, "and I know men in this room who won't, not ever, not in this life. I'm not going to  

stand up here and tell you those two things carry the same weight, because they don't, and I 

won't insult you by pretending otherwise. But I will tell you this, because I've lived both sides 

of it now — the chain around a man's ankle was never the real chain. Never was. The real 

chain is the one wrapped around a man's own belief that he's too far gone to be reached, and 

that chain, unlike the one on your ankle, can break clean off regardless of what your release 

date says, or whether you've even got one."



Osei  stood  at  the  close  of  the  service,  unplanned,  and  asked  whether  he  could  say 

something to the room. Rodney nodded, and stepped back from the podium. "Eleven years I  

sat in these chairs believing exactly what Reverend Noblit just described," Osei told the room, 

his voice steady despite the weight of what he was saying. "Told myself hope only made prison  

hurt worse, so best not to have any. Man standing up here broke that lie wide open for me,  

one folding chair at a time, patient as anything I ever seen in my whole life. I'm doing the  

same  sentence  today  I  was  doing  the  day  I  met  him.  Nothing  about  my  paperwork  has 

changed one bit. But I want every man in this room to hear it plain from somebody still sitting 

where you're sitting — I am free. Freer than I ever was walking around outside these fences at 

nineteen years old with a gun in my hand and nothing but fear running my whole life. Chains 

broke a  long time ago.  The state  just  hasn't  caught  up to  it  yet,  and far  as  I've  come to  

understand it, it doesn't have to."

“Thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.” 1 

Corinthians 15:57. There was not a dry eye among the folding chairs by the time Osei sat back 

down, and Rodney understood, standing at that podium looking out over sixty men in state-

issued clothing, that whatever he had come to say that afternoon had already been said more 

powerfully by a man who would never walk through Fenwick's gate a free man in this life, and 

had found a freedom considerably larger than that gate regardless.

Marcus Teale met them in the parking lot afterward, released three years earlier and now 

working as a peer mentor for a reentry program two counties over, a role Rodney had helped 

connect him to not long after his own release, writing letters of recommendation and, on more 

than one occasion, driving two hours himself to sit beside Teale at intake meetings the man 

had been too nervous to face alone. Teale had driven two hours to be there for the service, 

sitting quietly in the back row, and told Rodney afterward, gripping his hand the way he'd 

once gripped it across a careful, guarded distance on Fenwick's yard, that he'd been baptized 

himself  eighteen months earlier,  in an ordinary Sunday service at  an ordinary church,  no 

fanfare, no folding chairs, just a man finally putting down thirty years of calculated distance 

he no longer had any use for. "Wasn't sure I'd ever tell you that in person," Teale admitted. 

"Figured you'd hear it eventually through Cody or one of the others. But seemed right, sayin' it  

to your face, seein' as you're the reason I ever gave it a fair hearing in the first place." He told 

Rodney, too, that the reentry program had him mentoring eleven men currently, most of them 

younger, most of them convinced, the way Rodney himself had once been convinced, that the 

world outside had no real use for a man with their particular history. "Tell 'em about you 

sometimes," Teale admitted. "Don't use your name, exactly, client confidentiality and all that.  

But I tell 'em there's a preacher out there used to run these same streets I ran, used to think 

the same way I thought, and if grace found him, it can find anybody fool enough to let it catch  

up." Rodney told him that was about as fine a compliment as he'd received in eight years of 



ministry, and meant it fully. They stood together a moment longer in the parking lot, two men 

who had once measured each other's worth entirely by reputation and fear, now measuring 

something else instead, before Teale finally checked his watch and said he had a two-hour 

drive back and a mentee waiting on him that evening who didn't yet know his own story was 

capable of the ending Teale's had found.

Feldon Ray had been paroled the year before, Rodney learned that same afternoon from 

Alred, and was living now with a niece two states over, too frail these days for the long drive 

but sending word through the chaplaincy office, once a year around Christmas, that he still  

told anyone who'd listen about the day a man stood between him and a beating he never 

should have taken on Rodney's behalf in the first place. Rodney made a note to write him that  

same week, the first of what would become a standing correspondence that outlasted, in the 

end, nearly everyone else's memory of exactly how the two men had first come to know each 

other.

He thought, hearing the news, of Feldon's broken wrist in a laundry room years before, of  

a seventy-year-old man throwing himself between Rodney and a blade meant for somebody 

else's grievance without a moment's hesitation, and understood that some debts a man simply 

carried forward rather than repaying outright, passing the weight of them on to whoever next 

needed exactly that kind of reckless, unearned defense. He had tried, across eight years of 

ministry, to be that kind of defense for Terry, for Sherry, for a dozen other names filling up 

four notebooks in his desk drawer, and understood, standing in that Fenwick parking lot with 

the spring sun sliding lower, that the whole chain of it — Feldon to Rodney, Rodney to Terry, 

Terry now to eleven men of his own — traced back, link by unbroken link, to a single old 

librarian who had first shown a frightened, furious inmate what patient, unearned kindness 

actually looked like up close.

“Unto him be glory in the church by Christ Jesus throughout all ages, world without  

end.” Ephesians  3:20-21.  Rodney  stood  at  Fenwick's  outer  gate  as  the  sun  began  sliding 

toward the flat spring horizon, Duke on one side of him leaning on his cane, Gatchell on the 

other with his hands folded, all three of them looking back at the same gray walls that had 

once held two of the three men for a combined total of nearly sixty years. "Never thought I'd 

stand here again except to leave it a second time," Duke said, quiet, more to himself than to 

either  of  the  other  two.  "Didn't  expect  it  to  feel  like  this.  Not  like  escape.  Like  arriving  

somewhere."

Gatchell was quiet longer than usual, his breathing a little labored after the walk from the 

chapel, and when he finally spoke it was with an unaccustomed weight Rodney had rarely  

heard from him across two decades of unhurried visits. "Doctor tells me this heart's not good 

for many more years of these long drives," Gatchell said, matter-of-fact in the same way he'd 

once described his own conversion, a man long practiced at naming hard things plainly rather  



than dressing them up. "Told Alvarez as much last month. Man's going to need somebody else  

making  these  Tuesday  and  Friday  rounds  before  too  long."  He  looked  at  Rodney  with 

something searching in his expression. "You ever think about it? Coming back regular, not 

just  for a service twice a year.  Man like you, retired from Mount Hope someday, still  got 

plenty of years of usefulness left in him. Fenwick's going to need somebody who understands 

it from the inside long after I'm not able to make the drive anymore." Rodney told him he'd 

think on it seriously, and meant it, understanding even as he said it that Gatchell had just 

handed him, gently, unhurriedly, the same kind of patient invitation the old man had first  

extended to him outside a cell door during a lockdown neither of them had chosen, twenty 

years before.

Rodney thought of his mother,  buried now twenty years,  who had never once stopped 

believing a morning like this one might eventually come, praying it into being one letter at a 

time from a hospital bed and a kitchen table three hundred miles from the son she loved past 

all reasonable evidence that loving him was worth the cost. He thought of the boy who had 

stood in a cell his first night at Fenwick certain the whole of his life had already been decided,  

and of the man now standing at this same gate by his own choice, walking toward a truck that 

would carry him home to a wife he had not yet met that long-ago night but would meet within  

the year, to a congregation of two hundred souls who called him pastor, to a niece named 

Grace who still, even now, thought her uncle told the best bedtime stories in the family.

“He that glorieth, let him glory in the Lord.” 1 Corinthians 1:31. Rodney had preached 

enough sermons by then to know how easily a testimony like his could curdle into something 

else entirely — a man's  own cleverness dressed up as grace,  his  own hard-won discipline 

mistaken for the thing that had actually saved him. He did not intend to make that mistake,  

not that afternoon and not in whatever years remained to him. Every chain that had ever 

bound him — his father's belt, a pawnshop's cash register, a courtroom's verdict, nine years of 

Fenwick's particular darkness, and the longer, quieter chain of his own conviction that he was 

too  far  gone  to  be  worth  reaching  — had  broken not  because  Rodney  Noblit  was  strong 

enough to  break them, but  because Somebody had walked into a  cell  during  a  lockdown 

nobody had chosen, sat down on an overturned crate, and refused, for over a year, to leave.

He thought,  too,  standing there,  of  Wanda Noblit,  twenty  years  in  the  ground now,  a 

woman who had never  once  lived to  see  her  son walk  free,  who had died  believing  in  a 

promise she would not get to watch fulfilled this side of heaven. He no longer carried that  

particular grief the way he once had, sharp and accusing, a debt God owed him an explanation 

for.  He  carried  it  now  the  way  Duke  had  once  told  him  a  man  learns  to  carry  every 

unanswered question about suffering — not resolved, exactly, but held, and held alongside a 

gratitude that had grown, over two decades, considerably larger than the grief itself. She had 

planted a seed she never saw sprout. Rodney had spent eight years making sure the sprouting 



itself became a kind of answer, offered on her behalf, to every mother and father in Mount 

Hope's fellowship hall still waiting on their own prodigal to come to himself in a far country.

Duke was quiet on the walk back to the truck, more tired than he let on, and Rodney 

slowed  his  own  steps  without  comment  to  match  the  old  man's  pace,  the  same  patient 

accommodation Duke had once shown him a thousand times over across a circulation desk. 

Gatchell, walking on Rodney's other side, reached over at one point and gripped his forearm, 

briefly,  wordlessly,  the  same gesture he'd used outside  a  hospital  room years  before,  and 

Rodney understood it needed no further translation. He climbed into the truck beside Duke 

and Gatchell, and pulled out of Fenwick's gravel lot onto the same two-lane highway he had 

once traveled home in Dixie's car with a duffel bag and a Bible annotated in three colors of 

ink, and did not look back at the walls in the rearview mirror, not because the memory of  

them frightened him but because he no longer needed to. Somewhere behind those walls, a  

man named Osei was walking back to a cell he would likely die in, freer than most men who 

would sleep that night in their own beds under open sky. Somewhere ahead, a small white 

church  on  Chestnut  Street  was  waiting  for  its  pastor  to  come home and  preach  another 

Sunday to whoever walked through its doors carrying whatever chains they hadn't yet found 

the nerve to name out loud. Between those two places,  on an ordinary highway under an 

ordinary spring sky, Rodney Noblit drove on, grateful, unhurried, and entirely, finally, free — 

not because the years behind him had been undone, but because the God who had walked 

every  one of  them with him had never  once,  from the very  first,  let  go.  Duke fell  asleep 

somewhere past the county line, his crossword forgotten in his lap, and Gatchell hummed 

something low and tuneless in the back seat that Rodney recognized, after a moment, as the 

melody of an old hymn about grace and wretches and being found, and Rodney drove the rest  

of the way home in the quiet company of two men who had each, in their own patient season,  

walked him out of a darkness he had once been certain would never end.

“For to me to live is  Christ,  and to die is  gain.” Philippians 1:21.  And he 

would keep telling it, plainly, without polish, exactly the way he'd first told it  

in a cinderblock chapel with wet hair and a towel around his shoulders. He  

would tell the story many more times in the years that followed — from Mount  

Hope's own pulpit, from the pulpits of other small, struggling churches that  

asked him to come share what grace had done with a life the world had once  

written off  entirely,  and eventually,  when his  own hair  had gone the  same  

silver as Duke's and Gatchell's, to a new generation of men in folding chairs  

who had never known Fenwick without a preacher who used to be one of their  

own showing up, faithfully, twice a year, to remind them that no gate built by  

human hands had ever once been strong enough to hold what God intended to  

set free. There would be more Fenwick visits in the years ahead, twice yearly at  



first  and  then,  once  Gatchell's  own  driving  days  finally  ended,  monthly,  

Rodney taking up the mantle the old man had gently offered him in that gravel  

parking lot without ever needing to be asked a second time. There would be  

more  names  entered  into  four  notebooks  and  then  five,  more  baptisms  in  

cinderblock chapels and modest country sanctuaries alike, more nights spent  

on the phone talking a frightened young pastor somewhere through his own  

first  crisis  of  confidence,  the  same  way  Gatchell  had  once  talked  Rodney  

through his.  He was not a remarkable man, not by any measure the world  

outside those walls  generally used to sort  such things.  He had simply been  

reached, patiently,  across a year and then a decade and then a lifetime, by  

people who refused to believe a locked door was the final word on anyone — a  

librarian who never once gave up a difficult book on a difficult man, a chaplain  

who sat outside a cell he had every reason to walk past, a sister who kept two  

hundred letters and drove six hours every few weeks for as long as her own life  

allowed it, and a mother who prayed a single unglamorous prayer every night  

for years without ever once living to see it answered in full. And so, from a cell  

that had once seemed like the end of every road worth traveling, Rodney Noblit  

— a convicted criminal, a broken son, a grieving brother, a frightened inmate,  

and finally, against every reasonable expectation his own life had ever offered  

him, a faithful shepherd of a flock he had never once believed himself worthy to  

lead — gave, to the very end of his days, all the glory to God. Every gate in his  

life  — the one at  nine years old into a house he learned to fear,  the one at  

twenty-four into a courtroom that sealed his fate, the one at Fenwick that had  

held him seventeen years,  and this  last  one he  now walked through freely,  

again and again, as many times as the work required of him — had led, against  

every reasonable expectation, to exactly this: an old highway under a spring  

sky, two beloved friends beside him, a wife and a church and a niece waiting at  

the end of the drive, and a chain, once wrapped tight around a frightened boy's  

whole understanding of who he was allowed to become, broken, at last and for  

good, forever.

Epilogue
World Without End



«Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord from henceforth: Yea, saith the  
Spirit, that they may rest from their labours; and their works do follow them.»

Revelation 14:13

Jerry Gatchell died on a quiet Thursday morning in October, eleven years after he first sat 

down on an overturned crate outside a cell during a lockdown neither of them had chosen, 

eighty-one years old, in his sleep, in the same small house he'd lived in since three years after 

his own release. Rodney got the call from Gatchell's daughter before six in the morning and 

sat on the edge of his bed in the dark for a long while afterward, Anna's hand on his back,  

before he trusted himself to stand up and start the day.

“Well done, thou good and faithful servant... enter thou into the joy of thy lord.”  Matthew 

25:21. Rodney preached the funeral himself, at Gatchell's own request, written down years 

earlier in a letter the old man had left with his daughter for exactly this purpose. Don't let  

them make it somber, the letter said. I spent eighty-one years learning that grace was worth 

throwing a party over, seventy of them getting that lesson wrong. Have somebody sing loud. 

Tell them about the crate. Tell them I was hard-headed and stubborn and showed up anyway, 

same as He does. That's the whole sermon, if you want it. The rest is just decoration.

Duke sat in the front pew, ninety-one now, his hearing mostly gone but his mind still sharp 

enough to correct Rodney afterward on two minor details of the eulogy he'd gotten slightly out 

of order. Osei sent a letter to be read aloud, having heard the news through the prison's own 

slow channels within a week, four handwritten pages recounting a hospital room and eleven 

sleepless  hours  and  a  coffee  Gatchell  had  once  passed  through  iron  bars  without  asking 

whether anybody wanted it. Marcus Teale drove three hours. Cody Marsh, ordained himself 

by then and pastoring a small congregation two states over, sat beside Rodney on the platform 

and helped him get through the closing prayer when his own voice finally gave out partway 

through it.

“Remember them which have the rule over you, who have spoken unto you the word of  

God: whose faith follow, considering the end of their conversation.” Hebrews 13:7. Rodney 

kept that verse taped inside the same sermon notebook where he'd once kept a verse about 

foolish  things  confounding  the  wise,  and  found,  in  the  months  after  the  funeral,  that  he 

thought of  Gatchell  most  often not in the big  moments — not the hospital  chair,  not  the 

baptism, not the gate — but in the small, unremarkable ones. The particular unhurried way 

the old man used to settle onto a crate. The blocky handwriting on a scrap of paper passed  

through bars. The habit of never once answering a hard question faster than the question 

deserved.

Mount Hope had a second pastor by then, a quiet, steady young man named Marcus — no 

relation to Teale, a coincidence of names Rodney had found amusing the first time he'd heard  



it — who had come to faith through the very prison ministry program Rodney had built out of 

Osei's old letters and Terry's old Tuesday meetings. Rodney had spent two years discipling 

him the way Duke and Gatchell had once discipled him, patient, unhurried, willing to let the 

man  fail  and  try  again  without  ever  once  withdrawing  the  invitation  to  keep  trying.  He 

preached his first sermon that same October, three weeks after Gatchell's funeral, on the exact 

passage Rodney had once preached in Dr. Ellery's classroom a lifetime ago — the thief on the 

cross — and Rodney sat in the second pew and wept through most of it, recognizing, in the 

young man's shaking hands and steadying voice, every year of his own beginning.

“Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye stedfast, unmoveable, always abounding in the  

work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labour is not in vain in the Lord.”  1 

Corinthians 15:58. Rodney still makes the drive to Fenwick most months, older now himself, 

his own hair gone the same silver Duke's and Gatchell's had gone before him. The men in the 

folding chairs change, year over year — some released, some transferred, a few, like Osei, 

destined to grow old and gray inside those same walls and to do it, by every account those who 

know him will give you, entirely at peace. But the chairs themselves are never empty. There is  

always another Rodney Noblit sitting in one of them somewhere on that yard, certain he is too 

far gone, too guilty, too permanently marked by what he's done to be worth the reaching. And 

there is always, because grace has never once in its whole long history run short, somebody 

willing to pull up a crate and refuse to leave.

That is the whole of the story, as far as it belongs to Rodney Noblit alone. But it was never  

only his story, and it was never meant to end with him.

“For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.” Romans 10:13. If you 

have read this far — if some part of Rodney's story has settled into a place in you that feels less 

like fiction than like recognition, less like somebody else's history than like a mirror held up to 

your own — then this last page was written for you specifically, whoever and wherever you are, 

whatever list you are carrying that feels too long to ever be forgiven. It was never too long for  

him. It has never once, in the whole of recorded history, been too long.

“Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation.” 2 Corinthians 6:2. 

You do not have to wait for a laundry room, or an operating table, or a lockdown, or seventeen 

years, the way Rodney did, stubborn as he was, before you finally put your hands up. The door  

Gatchell once described standing patiently outside of is not reserved for men behind fences. It  

stands open for whosoever, this morning, wherever you happen to be reading this — in a cell, 

in a hospital bed, in a kitchen not so different from the one where a folded church bulletin  

once sat waiting for a frightened man to finally pick it up. “And the Spirit and the bride say,  

Come. And let him that heareth say, Come. And let him that is athirst come. And whosoever  

will, let him take the water of life freely.” Revelation 22:17.



Rodney Noblit was not a remarkable man. He would tell you that himself, from any pulpit 

you  asked  him  to  stand  behind,  until  the  day  he  draws  his  own  last  breath.  What  was 

remarkable was never the vessel. It was only ever the One who filled it — the same One who is 

not finished, and will not be finished, calling prisoners into daylight, addicts into sobriety,  

broken families back under one roof, and frightened, furious, guilty men and women, one 

folding chair at a time, into freedom that no gate, anywhere, was ever built strong enough to 

hold.

To God be the glory, great things He has done, and greater things He is not  

finished doing yet.

A Note from the Author
Dear Reader,

Thank you for picking up The Preacher with a Past: From Prison to Pastor.

This is more than a story about a criminal who went to prison and eventually became a preacher. It is a 
story about grace. It is a story about redemption. Most importantly, it is a story about the transforming 
power of Jesus Christ.

Rodney Noblit begins this story as a deeply broken man. His past is filled with violence, crime, anger, 
and decisions that carry devastating consequences. He hurts people. He makes terrible choices. 
Eventually, those choices lead him behind prison walls.

But prison does not have the final word.

While Rodney is surrounded by steel bars, violence, gangs, loneliness, and despair, God sends a man 
into his life who refuses to give up on him—Prison Chaplain Jerry Gatchell. Through the faithful 
witness of the chaplain and the truth of God's Word, Rodney begins to discover something he never 
believed possible:

God can forgive him.

That truth changes everything.

One of the greatest messages of Christianity is that Jesus Christ did not come for people who believe 
they have everything together. He came to seek and save those who are lost.

The Apostle Paul wrote:

"Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners; of whom I am chief."
— 1 Timothy 1:15

Paul understood what it meant to have a terrible past. He had persecuted the church and participated in 
the suffering of Christians. Yet Jesus Christ transformed him into an apostle and preacher of the 
Gospel.



That same grace is at the heart of Rodney's story.

I want to make something clear: Rodney Noblit is a fictional character. This novel is not intended to 
portray the life of a specific real prisoner, pastor, or chaplain. However, the spiritual truths presented 
throughout this story are firmly rooted in the Word of God.

There are people sitting in prison cells today who believe they are forgotten.

There are people walking free who are prisoners of addiction, anger, guilt, hatred, and shame.

There are people sitting in church pews who believe their past makes them unworthy of serving God.

And there are people who desperately need to hear that Jesus Christ still saves sinners.

I wrote this story to remind every one of them that God's grace reaches farther than our failures.

The world may remember what you did.

Your record may contain your worst mistakes.

People may refuse to forgive you.

You may even struggle to forgive yourself.

But when a person truly comes to Christ, the past no longer has the authority to determine the future.

The Bible says:

"Therefore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things are passed away; 
behold, all things are become new."
— 2 Corinthians 5:17

That verse is the heartbeat of this novel.

Rodney's prison sentence eventually ends, but his greatest freedom comes long before he walks through 
the prison gates. His chains are broken when he bows his knees before Jesus Christ and surrenders his 
life to Him.

His journey will not be easy.

Following Christ never promises an easy life.

But it gives life a new purpose.

The man who once lived for himself learns to live for others. The man who once used his hands to hurt 
people learns to use them to serve. The man who once ran from God eventually stands behind a pulpit 
and proclaims the very Gospel that saved him.

That is the miracle of redemption.

My prayer is that you will not simply read Rodney's story—you will allow its message to speak to your 
own heart.

If you are a believer, I pray this book reminds you never to give up on someone simply because of their 
past. The person you are tempted to write off may become the very person God uses to reach others.



If you are struggling with your own past, I pray you will understand that there is forgiveness at the 
cross.

If you do not yet know Jesus Christ as your personal Savior, I pray Rodney's journey causes you to 
consider the One who can make all things new.

And if you are serving Christ, may this story encourage you to keep preaching, keep praying, and keep 
reaching people the world has forgotten.

Because sometimes the greatest testimony is found in the person everyone else thought could never 
change.

The prisoner can become the preacher.

The sinner can become the saint.

The broken can become a blessing.

The lost can be found.

And the man with the darkest past can, through the grace of Jesus Christ, have a brand-new future.

Thank you for taking this journey with Rodney Noblit.

May every page point you beyond the story and toward the Savior.

To God be the glory.

Dr. Paul Crawford

A Closing Prayer 
“Father, I thank You for every reader who has walked through these pages. For the one who does 
not yet know You, I pray they would hear Your voice and receive Your Son, Jesus, as Lord and 
Savior. For the one who already believes, I pray You would set their heart ablaze with urgency—
to speak, to share, to love, and to never be silent. May we all live as faithful watchmen, sounding 
the trumpet until the day You call us home. In Jesus’ mighty name, Amen.” 

THE BIBLE WAY TO HEAVEN 
1. Admit you are a sinner.

"For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God." (Romans 3:23) 

No one is good enough to go to Heaven on his own merit. 

No matter how much good we do, we still come short.

2. Realize the penalty for sin.



"For the wages of sin is death..." (Romans 6:23a) 

Just as there are wages for good, there is punishment for wrong. 

The penalty for our sin is eternal death in a place called Hell.

3. Believe that Jesus Christ died, was buried, and rose again for 
you.

"That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that 
God hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved." (Romans 10:9)

4. Trust Christ alone as your Saviour.

"...But the gift of God is eternal life though Jesus Christ our Lord." (Romans 6:23b) 

"For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved." (Romans 10:13) 

Eternal life is a gift purchased by the blood of Jesus and offered freely to those who call upon 
Him by faith. 

Anyone who believes on the Lord Jesus Christ will be saved forever. Being saved is a one-time 
event.

Dr. Paul Crawford is more than just a Christian Author; His books are a source of inspiration 
and guidance on your spiritual journey. His books are created with a deep sense of faith and a 
desire to uplift and inspire all who read. 
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