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Prayer is an interesting thing in the jail. It is a tool 
we all neglect too often, but prayer seems to be 
valued more highly in the jail than your average 
public place, or even many churches for that 
matter. 

On the Charlie side of the jail inmates are housed 
in 6x9 cells. On Thursday nights when we go into 
the pods, we offer to pray specifically for them. 
After about 30 minutes in one pod, I knew I had to 
get to some other pods, so I headed for the button 
that called the controller. As I did I got several 
desperate shouts of “pray for me!” I assumed  
many heard the discussions I was having with the 
inmates, and knowing it could be weeks before I 
came back, they desperately called for the favor of 
God. Were they the most godly guys you’ve ever 
met? Definitely not. Were some treating God like a 
good luck charm? Absolutely. Some were, 
however, showing signs of spiritual renewal, but all 
of those who called out just couldn’t bear the 
thought of not getting prayer. It appears they 
believed that a prayer may be their last shot at a 
“normal” life. I need to value prayer like that. 

I just got back from a short term mission trip to 
Ecuador. It was everything I hoped it would be. 
Even though the traffic in Quito was insane, I saw 
no wreckage. Talk about skilled drivers. Street 
lines were extremely faint, and that was symbolic 
of their importance. The people, however, were 
warm and welcoming. Especially so as the areas 
became more rural. Where we stayed in Isinlivi, 
there were about 100 residents. I noticed a lot of 
dogs running about the town, but no fighting or 
wild barking. They played with each other and 

were very friendly to us. They were definitely not 
high on the priority list for the residents, and they 
looked quite dirty and neglected. But why were 
they so chill when in America dogs (and people) 
seemed so reactive? I noticed one of our hosts 
giving cooked chicken bones to a dog who quickly 
chewed it up. I gasped, and thought “I’ve been lied 
to! Cooked chicken bones are okay to give to your 
dog! I knew it!” - (this is not veterinary advice). I 
assumed that might be the only “meal" it got that 
day. I started to see that these dogs did not feel 
the need to defend their territory as they had none. 
Their “owners” gave them whatever scraps they 
had and were thankful. Both man and beast were 
thankful for whatever food and socialization they 
got as neither had much. 

People in the Butte County Jail are similar. What 
they had socially and materialistically is now gone 
for the most part. They are off the addictions and 
starting to realize their losses and are now 
crammed into a very small space with needy folks 
like them. Prayer often represents their only hope. 
Do you value prayer like it’s your only hope?  

Prayer is something I use as a spiritual health 
indicator. Inmates who are willing to pray with me 
give me assurance of their relationship with Christ, 
so I usually invite but never push. Do you invite 
your loved ones or friends to pray with you? 

Lord, give us the courage and instinct to pray with 
others. Amen. 

Thank you for your prayer support. It’s the greatest 
thing you can do for us and those at the jail. 
James 5:16 Confess your sins to one another and 
pray for one another, so that you may be healed… 

 


