September 3rd 2008
Dear Congregation of St Alban

First of all giving honor to God I want to say may his many blessings be upon each of you.  This letter is a humble cry for companionship and friendship.  I know you may find this letter out of context but according to the teachings of our Saviour “we must treat people as we want to be treated.” 

Which brings me to the reason for my letter.  My name is Deborah Harper, I am a 43 year old black mother of a beautiful daughter who is 10 years old.  Although I am not married I chose to bring my daughter into this world and raise her.

Due to bad choices I am in prison and it has been 10 years I have been away from my daughter.  As she was an infant when I came to prison.

I am in need of the understanding friendship of someone who will take time to correspond with me, in the hopes that I will become a pillar in society not an outcast.

As Jonah I am in the belly of the whale and like Daniel I am staring the lion in the face.

I have faith that one day I will be able to share my struggles with my daughter and make her understand that God does not make mistakes.

The last time that I held my child in my arms she was three years old.  And even now I have no idea if she is even alive.  Yet I find peace and comfort in knowing that God answers prayers and I pray that she is safe and knows I love and miss her.
Please help me – I am a motherless child I have no immediate family and my friends are virtually non-existent.

I’ve only just stumbled upon your address by a kindly spirit who sends your Sunday Message to a friend here in the States.

We were sitting around a table tonight at mailcall and when she opened her letter it included them and I asked if she would mind if I read them? Her response was “that’s what my friend sends them to me for.”  So that she can spread the benevolence and fellowship of her church with others.  I found myself thinking that maybe if I take a step out in faith that somewhere out there someone will answer my plea of friendship.
I must ask that you not judge me for I am an unwed mother of color.  Because like the woman with the 18 year infirmity I have faith that my Savior can and will change my life for the better

I have been baptised in the Baptist Church but I must admit I have backslid.  My family brought me up inside the religious world as my aunt was a former Missionary president for the East Coast Texas Region.  Her name was Belzora Eastland.  She went to Jerusalem before her death and it was one of the most memorable experiences of her life.

Sadly, I, while caught up in my addiction, destroyed the vial of holy water she brought from the Wailing Wall.  I know things like that can never be replaced but I hope one day just to be able to have her obituary.  Because over the past 10 years of my incarceration I have lost everything.  I have no contact with anyone on the outside.  I will probably not get an answer from anyone at St Alban’s.  I get no mail or anything.  It’s like I am no longer worthy of the human race.  It is not because of my crime because I have a possession of a controlled substance case.  I got busted with some drugs ten years ago.  I am by the grace of God drug free – I don’t even take an aspirin now.
Well I will close for now, here’s hoping someone will find my letter interesting enough to correspond.

May God bless and keep you safe

Deborah

Deborah’s address:

Miss Deborah Harper  #810415
K2A 59
Lane Murray Unit Women's Facility
1916 North Highway 36 Bypass
Gatesville
Texas        76596
