
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Lorem ipsum dolor  
sit amet, conse ctetuer 
adipiscing elit,sed diam 
non umy nibh  euismod 
tincidunt ut la re 
etdolore magna. 
 
Ut wisienim adminim veniam,quis 

nostrudexerci tation ullamcorper. Et iusto 

odio dignissim qui blandit prae sensdf dkd dt 

luptatum zzrildelenit dfkd  augue duis dolore 

te feugaitnulla facilisi.Loremipsum 

dolorsitamet,  et dikdkd kdkjd kd kd jalk 

skmd kjd k djl ko lok lul jke hi consectetuer 

adipiscing elit, seddiam nonummy nibh 

euismod te de senor ben rri tetinciduntut 

laoreetdolore magnaa iquam eratvolutpat.  

wisi enimadminim  niam,qu isnostrud exerci 

tation ullamcorpersus cipit lobortis nisl ut 

aliquip ex eacom modo consequat. Lorem 

ipsum dolorsit amet, duis dolore te feugait 

nulla facilisi.Lorem ipsum dolor sitamet, 

consectetuer adipiscing elit, seddiam 

nonummy nibh euismod tinciduntut laoreet 

duis dolore te feugait nulla facilisi 

consectetuer adipiscing zzril delenitaug ue 

duis dolore te feugait nibh euismod 

wisitincidunt ut laoreet dolore magnat. etuer 

adipiscing elit,sed diam nonummy nibh 

euismodtinc idunt ut laoreet dolore magna 

aliquam erat volutpm ad minimveniam, quis 

nostrud exerci tation wisi ullam corper. Et 

iusto odio dignissim quiblan dit prae sent  

Ut wisienim adminim veniam,quis 

nostrudexerci tation ullamcorper. Et iusto 

odio dignissim qui blandit prae sensdf dkd dt 

luptatum zzrildelenit dfkd  augue duis dolore 
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  The man I had “pounded” on 

just a few hours before lit up a smoke, 

and I watched him from a tiny 

window in my maximum security 

cell. Lemon Creek inmates and 

guards called it “mutual combat” — 

shared blame and equal penalty. For 

30 days this cell would be home, and 

the cruelty of my solitude sliced deep.   

 Nothing to do but worry. 

 Which inmate would jump 

me when I returned to the general 

population? My rival had allies, and I 

was new to Juneau’s prison. I cursed 

myself. I shouldn’t have taken his 

challenge — I had traded visits from 

my kids for “status” among cons. 

 No one even knows I’m here. 

 I glanced at the desk, my 

only furniture except a bunk, and 

thought about the Bible the chaplain 

had given me, lying unopened. This 

preacher could never understand my 

life. 

When I was a boy, my father 

had taken us from Angoon, Admiralty 

Island, across the Gastineau Channel 

to live in Juneau, closer to sawmills 

and commercial fishing work. Liquor 

piloted my father through every 

season, and after fishing, Dad and  

 

Mom partied their livelihood away. My 

big brother taught my two young sisters 

and me how to scrounge food from 

neighbors, or rifle through my parents’ 

pockets for money, when they were 

passed out. Us kids needed each other 

to survive.  

 My mom hated to see my 

older brother, Donny, go off to a 

dangerous life tending nets on the 

ocean when he was only 16, but that’s 

not what killed him. He came home 

with a bundle of cash after a good 

season, and drank himself to death. 

 Mother’s heart was broken, 

and one night she sat on our hide-a-bed 

where he and I usually slept together 

when he was home.  

 “Donny. Donny…” 

 “No, Mama. It’s Stan.” 

 I wanted to comfort Mama as 

she rocked in grief, weeping. Suddenly 

she stopped, and her words laid my 

heart open. 

 “It should have been you — 

not Donny …” 

 I was 11.  

 I told my sister that I was 

going to do things my way when I  

 

turned 13. I was going to stand up 

for myself. I wouldn’t drink myself 

to death, or blow all my money like 

Dad and Mom. I planned an escape. 

But how? Juneau hemmed me in 

like a prison; ocean bound me on 

one side, and no roads led out. 

But I finally escaped —the way all 

my friends did — through drugs and 

liquor, when I could get them. I 

didn’t graduate from high school, 

and got harder in my soul, so that I 

could face jail time when I broke 

into cars or got picked up for 

drinking.  

 When I got past my teens, I 

uncovered a work ethic amid the 

wreck I was making of myself, and I 

became a good painter. I decided to 

settle down with a wife and — she 

liked to party too. Booze and drugs 

ate up our money and made us hate 

one another. 

 After our divorce, and four 

children later: I still lived in Juneau, 

but I was trying to clean up my life. 

I attended AA (Alcoholics 

Anonymous) meetings, and I owned  
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 a trailer — no payments. I drove a 

good car ... then my mom died, and it 

hit me hard.  

 But not as hard as when my 

father died soon after. He suffered a 

massive stroke, then fell into a coma. 

Doctors had asked me what I wanted to 

do.  

 “If we take him off life 

support, he might revive …” 

 I called family members, 

signed papers to unhook him, and in 20 

minutes my dad left this world. 

 When I hit the first bar, it was 

as if I had never stopped drinking at 

all,. The booze lit up my rage, and I  

fought in the streets to maim and smash 

everyone. For months, I fought all 

comers, but as brutal as I was, I 

couldn’t beat down the confusion 

inside me. I had tried to fix my life 

with AA meetings and hard work, but  

nothing seemed strong enough to keep 

me clean. 

 My violence and sexual 

perversion caught up with me. I was 

sentenced to four years in prison, and 

given a new residence in my hometown, 

at Lemon Creek Correctional Center. 

Alone in my maximum security 

cell, I picked up the Bible the chaplain 

left, and invisible “fingers” seemed to 

turn the pages. It flopped open to St. 

John 14:1: “Let not your heart be 

troubled: ye believe in God, believe also 

in me.” 

 A man like me doesn’t fall apart 

over a d*** Bible verse … but I did. 

Religious stuff usually baffled me, but 

this time a force stronger than anything I 

had experienced was close to me. I shut 

the Bible, and set it aside, but it flipped 

open again to the same verse.  

 It’ll be bad if anyone sees me 

balling my eyes out. 

 

Bible truths kept jumping off 

the pages, and I really started to 

understand them. I wrote down verses 

and filled up page after page in a 

notebook the chaplain had given me. 

After my stint in “the hole,” I felt 

protected somehow in the general 

population, and I began to look for 

answers to questions I had about the 

Bible.  

 “Hey, I know some ‘bout 

scripture, bro.” 

Jose was awaiting deportation, 

and he explained that I needed to ask 

forgiveness from God for what lived 

inside my heart — the hatred, the 

perverse thoughts, unforgiveness — all 

of it. Then he said I should change 

direction in my life.  

It wouldn’t be easy being a 

Christian in prison. 

  

  

 

How could I keep on the “right” path 

all alone, without Jose around? I 

didn’t know, but I made a 

commitment to Jesus, and got 

baptized. I found other inmates who 

loved God, and like a gradual ocean 

tide, I started trusting people for the 

first time.     

 God had a 4-year plan all 

mapped out for me. The chaplain told 

me about a program called TLC: 

Transformational Living Community, 

a faith-based residential program, 

starting up at the Palmer Correctional 

Center. At TLC, they would prepare 

me to live a Christian life outside of 

prison walls, and at the end of the 

program, I would help other men 

learn to live a good clean life in 

society. 

 I still had years to go before 

my release, but after I was paroled, 

TLC friends would help me find a 

home, a church, and a job. The 

program was a proven success in the 

prison at Florence, Arizona. 

 I had added my name to a list 

of inmates to show interest in the TLC 

program, and my probation officer 

called me in to talk. 

 “I think it will be good for you 

to go to Palmer and participate in TLC, 

Stan.” 

 Everything was happening too 

quickly for me. Should I risk leaving 

the “security” of Lemon Creek, to live 

and work in a place I knew nothing 

about? I had it pretty good where I was, 

and I worked at a job where I actually 

could save a few bucks. 

 Then Mike Ensch, the 

Administrator of Chaplaincy for the 

Alaska Department of Corrections, 

spoke to me on the phone, and told me 

I had been accepted into the program. I 

agreed to a transfer, and at Palmer, 

Chaplain Mike gave me a study Bible 

— it touched my heart. No one had 

ever given me a gift like this before. 

In my four years as an inmate,  

 

I finished all the requirements set by 

the Alaska Department of 

Corrections, including: AA, sex 

offender, substance abuse, anger 

management, and educational 

programs and classes. At the 

Transformational Living 

Community I worked my way 

through every phase of faith-based 

rehabilitation and graduated into a 

leadership role. 

 I have been out of prison 

for five years now, and I work for a 

maintenance company in 

Anchorage. I completed my 

probation period and parole, and 

have been a drummer with a 

Christian band for over three years. 

With our group, the “Good News 

Blues”, I am now cleared to minister 

at Palmer and Hiland correctional 

facilities, where I beat out the gospel 

message: “Jesus gives men and 

women the power to change!”  

 

continued...

 

 

Transformed

 

Redeemed

 

 



 

Donations 
 

We need winter gear for the residents in our Safe 
Living Homes.  We are currently accepting coats, 
boots, hats, and gloves. 
 

 

Upcoming event …. Save the Date! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We want to express our deepest appreciation to all 
of our ministry partners: donors, volunteers and 
churches, who sacrificially give of their time, 
talents, and treasure. You are the light of the world 
serving God in a dark place bringing hope, love, 
and a redemptive perspective to those who are 
desparate for help. Together, we are making a 
powerful difference in our prisons throughout 
Alaska and in our communities. 
 
At Alaska Correctional Ministries, we continue to 
rely on the Lord to meet the financial needs of this 
growing and highly impactful prison ministry 
organization. Please continue to pray and support 
this ministry with your generous gifts. It is stories of 
radical life change, like that of Stanley Brown, 
which validates the effectiveness of your 
investments in this awesome ministry.  
 
Chaplain Mike Ensch 

ALASKA CORRECTIONAL MINISTRIES presents “Unto the Least of these in prison” 

A prison ministry dessert event celebrating the transforming work of God in Alaska prisons. 
ChangePoint Church   March 23rd 2012   6:30-8:30 PM 

We need 60 Table Captains for this event.  Please call Deidre at 334-2591 

Investing in the least 

of these in prison 

 

 

Prayer  
 

Please pray for all of our chaplains and volunteers 
and for the prisoners they are ministering to.  
Ministry to incarcerated persons can be very 
draining. 
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Financial Support 
 
We are currently seeking donations to aid us in our 
efforts to purchase Bibles, electronic equipment, 
and curriculum for our life-changing faith based 
prison programs. 

 

 

 

Chaplain’s Corner 


