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I met my husband, Mark David 
Chapman, for the first time in 
early 1978 in Hawaii. I was a 

travel agent, and he wanted my 
help to plan a vacation around the 
world.  While  preparing his 
itinerary, I found Mark to be kind, 
generous, sweet, thoughtful, and 
smart. 

Just before he left for Tokyo—his 
first stop—he sent me a big teddy bear 
that came on a tray with a dozen red 
roses. The morning Mark was to 
depart, I felt compelled to go to his 
house and give him a lei of flowers. I 

arrived just as he was putting his 
suitcase in the trunk of his car. 
Placing the lei around his neck, I 
gave Mark a kiss on the cheek. 

Since I knew what hotels he would 
be staying at along the way, I surprised 
Mark by having letters waiting for 
him at a few of them. He reciprocated 
by sending me postcards as he 
traveled. My love for Mark began and 
grew with each postcard I received. 

When Mark returned to Hawaii on 
August 20, 1978, I met him at the 
airport. We started dating the 
following night. 

By the end of that year, Mark and 
I felt as though we had known each 
other forever. We talked about 
everything, including his mental 
illness and how he had come to 
Hawaii to kill himself and ended up 
at a local hospital’s psychiatric ward. 
He explained that he had gotten well 
enough to get a job at the hospital as 
a housekeeper. It seemed to me his 
mental illness was behind him.

I was an unbeliever, and I knew it 
was important to Mark that I become 
a Christian. He brought me to Sunday 
school and church and told me the 

gospel, yet he never pressured me. I 
heard about Jesus Christ at Mark’s 
church and thought, I don’t need a 
Savior. I’m a good person. I haven’t 
killed anybody or done anything 
really bad. 

One night Mark took me to a 
cemetery, pointed to a gravesite, and 
asked me, “Do you think this is all 
there is after we die?” 

“Oh, no,” I replied. “After we die, we 
come back to live another life, then 
another, and another, until we reach 
perfection. Then we go to Nirvana 
and don’t come back anymore.” 

DARKNESS AND LIGHT
My parents were loving and 
hardworking, but they provided me 
with no religious training. The only 
time we went to church—usually a 
Buddhist service—was for a 
wedding or funeral. 

As I grew older, I became curi-
ous about the spiritual realm 
and wondered how the world 
began and operated. I had 
questions like: Who am I? 
Why am I here? What’s going 
to happen to me after I die? I 
sought the truth about life, and 
I turned to the occult and the 
supernatural for answers.

I had gone to church with Mark 
for about five months, the Holy Spirit 
showed me how wretched a person I 
truly was. I thought of my active 
involvement with the occult—like the 
Ouija board, astrology, Tarot cards, 
and even an interest in witchcraft—
and I thought of the immoral things I 
had done as a travel agent while on 
trips far from home. I was amazed 
that God loved me enough to want me 
in His family. 

I sat alone in my car thinking 
about everything I had heard at 
Mark’s church, and I said aloud, 

“God, I don’t know if You are real, but 
if You are, I want to know You.” It 
was a sincere prayer from my heart. 
God had waited patiently for me to 
pray it, and He answered right away. 

I began to understand the Bible 
better and to see life differently. At 
some point I crossed over the line 
between darkness and light. God 
transformed my heart and mind; I no 
longer had any interest in the occult. 
The old things had passed away. I was 
a new creation (see 2 Cor. 5:17). 

LOVE AND LIES
Mark and I were married June 2, 
1979. Soon after, Mark thought he 
should get a higher-paying job, so he 
took one as the hospital’s printer. But 
it was a lonely job in the basement, 
and he had too much time by himself, 
too much time to think.

Things started to change in our 
relationship. First, Mark lost his new 
job at the hospital after a run-in with 
a nursing supervisor. He got angry 
with me more easily, and on a couple 
of occasions, he hurt me physically. 
He started drinking and sometimes 
came home drunk. 

We still had good times together, 
but he preferred not to join my 
friends and me when we had parties. 
He began to withdraw into himself, 
and we stopped attending church. 

December 8, 1980, was one of the 
darkest nights of my life. I remember 
it was Monday. Mark was away on a 

trip to New York. I had come home 
from work, fixed dinner, and was 
watching “Little House on the Prairie.” 

On the show, Mary had just found 
out she’d become blind when 
suddenly, words ran across the 
bottom of the screen: “John Lennon 
has been shot in New York City by a 
male Caucasian.” 

I knew it was Mark. 
How did I know? Two months ear-

lier, Mark had traveled to New York. 
He came home scared, telling me that 
to make a name for himself he had 
planned to kill the former Beatles 
star. But he said my love had saved 
him. He even had me hold the gun, 
which was still cold from being in 
the plane’s cargo hold. 

The only reason I was OK with 
Mark making another trip was 

because I had believed him when 
he said he needed to grow up as 

an adult and husband and 
needed time to think about his 
life. He wanted me to sacrifice 
being alone for a short time so 
that we could have a long, 
happy marriage together. He 
said he threw the gun into the 

ocean, and I believed him. But 
he had lied to me. 
Now alone in our apartment, I 

paced around repeating, “Oh, my God. 
Oh, my God.” At that terrifying 
moment, I called out to God to comfort 
me. He heard me crying, and I felt His 
big, loving arms surround me. 

TO STAY OR GO
My life changed dramatically that 
night. I was now Mrs. Mark David 
Chapman, the wife of a murderer 
and not just any murderer but one 
whose victim was known and loved 
by millions around the world. The 
question for me was: Should I stay 
married to Mark?

At the time Mark and I were 
married, perhaps because I was a 

“baby Christian,” I was in awe of 
anything to do with God. When our 
pastor said we were “standing  

A friend once told me if we put our hope in people, eventually they will 
disappoint us.  But Jesus will never disappoint.

by Gloria Chapman
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before God and these witnesses,” I 
took our vows very seriously. 

We had chosen to say “I will” rather 
than “I do” because we believe true 
love requires a decision and a 
commitment, an act of one’s will. I 
clearly remember saying that I will 
love Mark “for richer, for poorer, for 
better, for worse, in sickness, and in 
health, so long as we both shall live.” 
Before God, I meant it.

Some well-meaning friends advised 
me to divorce Mark, and in the 
beginning, Mark said, for my sake, I 
should divorce him and get on with my 
life. I admit that when I got lonely and 
depressed in that first year of being 
apart from him, I thought maybe 
divorce was the right thing to do. 

Ultimately, I prayed and searched the 
Bible to read what God says about 
divorce. When asked about it, Jesus 
seemed to indicate that divorce was 
permissible in the case of unfaithfulness, 
but on the other hand, He taught us to 
forgive those who wrong us. 

Finally, in the book of Malachi, I 
read, “‘I hate divorce,’ says the Lord 
God of Israel” (2:16). For me, that 
settled it, and I closed my Bible. 
From that point on, I decided it didn’t 
matter how long Mark was in prison. 
I would wait for him. 

MOVING ON
After the shooting, God knew I 
needed to get back in church. He 
prompted Mark’s former pastor, Rev. 
Charles McGowan, to call me. Even 
though he was a Presbyterian 
minister, Rev. McGowan told me to 
look in the Yellow Pages for Christian 
and Missionary Alliance churches. 
He told me Alliance churches are 
known for their friendliness. 

Lo and behold, there was one 
within walking distance of my 
parents’ home. I was planning to 

move back in with them, so it 
sounded perfect. I discovered the 
people at Kailua Community Church 
really were friendly, and I started to 
grow as a believer.

Rev. McGowan also gave me a 
spiritual prescription. He said to write 
Philippians 4:6–7 on a card and read 
it aloud three times a day. I followed 
his instructions, and pretty soon I had 
the verses memorized. They brought 
me much peace and comfort. 

“Do not be anxious about 
anything, but in everything, by prayer 
and petition, with thanksgiving, 
present your requests to God. And 
the peace of God, which transcends 
all understanding, will guard your 
hearts and your minds in Christ 
Jesus” (Phil. 4:6–7).

Still, living alone while my husband 
was thousands of miles away in a 
prison cell was not easy. I often 
thought, If only Mark had stayed in 
housekeeping and not taken that more 
stressful job. And, What if he hadn’t 
stopped seeing his psychiatrist?

LOCKED UP
Mark was given his prison sentence 
in the summer of 1981. There was 
no trial because he pleaded guilty. 
While he was being sentenced, I 
was in the same building several 
floors above, in a legal library, 
waiting for the judge’s decision. For 
my safety, Mark had asked me not 
to be in the courtroom. 

I was alone for what felt like an 
eternity. The whole time I sang one 
song dozens of times: “There’s 
Something About That Name.” It 
kept my mind on Jesus. 

After Mark’s attorney came in and 
told me the judge sentenced Mark to 
a 20-years-to-life prison term, my 
heart remained at peace. I walked out 
of that building onto the streets of 

Manhattan with no one but God. I 
was confident that He was with me 
and would help me.

Soon after his sentencing, Mark 
was moved from New York City to 
another prison for processing. 
Then he was transferred to Attica 
(New York) Correctional Facility. 
He was there for 31 years from 1981 
to 2012, when he was moved to 
Wende Correctional Facility in 
Alden, New York. 

In 1982, Mark asked me to move 
from Hawaii to New York so that I 
could visit him more often and so we 
could work on a prison ministry 
together. He was getting closer to the 
Lord and had a desire to reach 
prisoners across the nation with the 
gospel of Jesus Christ. 

We created a magazine called The 
New Block and sent it anonymously to 
U.S. prisoners. It included evangelistic 
articles, jokes, cartoons, drawings, and 
word searches. I marvel how God took 
the experience I had working on my 
intermediate school newspaper and 
high school yearbook to help me 
produce this magazine every month 
for almost a year. 

UPS AND DOWNS
First John 4:4 says, “[T]he one who is 
in you is greater than the one who is 
in the world,” but Ephesians 4:26–27 
says, “Do not let the sun go down 
while you are still angry, and do not 
give the devil a foothold.”  

Even though Mark came to Christ 
when he was 16, he had given the 
devil many footholds through drugs, 
anger, rebellion, and even asking 
Satan to help him commit his crime. 
He battled demons, and in late 1982 
or early 1983, Mark told me to return 
to Hawaii. 

It was a spiritually challenging 
time for me; I could not understand 

what God was doing in having me 
move twice in less than a year. 
However, I never doubted God’s 
existence, and I sensed His presence 
and comfort when the nights were 
long and lonely. 

I didn’t hear from Mark for more 
than a year, and three and a half 
years passed before he allowed me 
to come visit him again. Especially 
comforting in those times were 
these verses: 

“Record my lament; list my 
tears on your scroll—are they not 
in your record?” (Ps. 56:8). 

“‘For your Maker is your 
husband—the Lord Almighty is 
his name—the Holy One of Israel 
is your Redeemer; he is called the 
God of all the earth. The Lord 
will call you back as if you were a 
wife deserted and distressed in 
spirit—a wife who married young, 
only to be rejected,’ says your God” 
(Isa. 54:5–6).
When Mark and I were married, 

God took a back seat to Mark. I 
wasn’t spending any time with God; 
my spouse always came first. Now 
with Mark more than 5,000 miles 
away, my husband was the Lord. I 
drew near to Him, and as He 
promised in James 4:8, God drew 
near to me. He gave me a love for His 
Word that continues to this day. 

God taught me to pray in the 
power and authority of Jesus’ name 
for Mark’s complete and permanent 
deliverance from the enemy. This 
liberation finally came sometime in 
1987 when Mark’s pastor, Ken 
Babington, and I prayed.

That same year Mark felt as 
though the Lord had said He would 
grant us family reunion visits. 
They’re sometimes called trailer 
visits. Wives, children, and other 
family members are allowed to spend 
about 44 hours with their loved ones 
in a trailer, or other housing unit, 
inside the prison. 

In April 1987 Mark applied for the 
program but was denied because of  

For my safety, Mark had asked me 
not to be in the courtroom.
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his involuntary protective custody 
status. (Protective custody is a type of  
imprisonment to protect an inmate 
from harm, such as from other 
prisoners. In Mark’s case, it is 
involuntary because he did not request 
it; the prison administrators did.) 

Mark was overjoyed when we were 
denied—yes, denied—because he knew 
God was the “super superintendent” 
and would ultimately be the One to 
grant us the visits. God worked 
through the man in charge of Attica’s 
family reunion program, Bob 
Alexander, who went to the 
commissioner in Albany, New York, to 
ask permission for us to have the visits. 

Mark and I both wrote letters of 
appeal and prayed. Finally, more 
than a year later, we received official 
word that we were approved. It was a 
miracle. We enjoyed more than 20 
years of annual family reunion visits 
at Attica. This summer will be my 
fifth time visiting Mark at Wende. 

JESUS IS EVERYTHING
Mark has been walking closely with 
the Lord for many years now. In 1994 
Don Dickerman Ministries, a prison 

ministry in Texas, printed Mark’s 
testimony in a brochure. Don also 
published “The Prisoner’s Letter,” a 
fictional short story Mark wrote about 
a man who meets Jesus in prison the 
night before the Crucifixion. For 
several years Don distributed both 
brochures in prisons all across the 
country and in Puerto Rico. 

In 2005 Mark felt God wanted us 
to give these brochures to prison 
ministries free of charge. Initially my 
heart wasn’t totally into it; I was 
working full time and pretty involved 
in church. But then one night during 
a family reunion visit, God called me 
to this ministry as well. 

Mark and I were sitting on a stoop 
outside. It was quiet, and I was 
looking at the big building where 
most of the prisoners reside. I could 
hear in the distance guys talking and 
yelling, and the thought hit me that 
most of these men’s families have 
given up on them. They don’t get any 
letters; they don’t have much hope. I 
started sobbing, and God gave me His 
heart for these men. 

We estimate that our organization, 
All About Jesus Ministries, has 

distributed nearly 1 million 
brochures in the last 12 years to 
prison ministries around the world. 
Prison ministries in Africa report 
inmates coming to Christ through 
Mark’s testimony. We have heard 
stories of inmates weeping after 
reading it. 

In 2014 we produced a third 
brochure, “John Lennon’s Killer,” 
based on Mark’s seventh parole 
hearing in 2012. In 2015 we started a 
follow-up ministry called Call Out to 
Him Ministries from which inmates 
can request more information about 
knowing Jesus. 

Mark often says, “All I need is Jesus.” 
And it’s true! Jesus is our healer, our 
comforter, our sanctification, our 
hope. He is our everything. 

Gloria Chapman has 
attended Kailua 
Community (Alliance) 
Church in Hawaii for 36 
years. She is involved with 
children’s ministry and a 
prayer team and is a 

member of the church’s Missionaries 
Encouragement Team. Gloria is director for 
the Hawaii Area Great Commission Women.

BECAUSE OF JESUS' LOVE
What has changed me from “Mr. 
Psychopath” who just cared 
about himself and didn’t care 
about people’s pain or a wife’s 
pain—meaning Mrs. Lennon or 
their children, who are now 
grown? What has changed me 
from that is being close to God. 

The main thing is feeling His 
love for me for the first time, 
finally learning He loves me 
regardless. Even me—convicted, 
condemned murderer—He loves 
me. And what happens when 
you feel His love and it’s not from 
a book, it’s not from a tape? 
When you really experience His 
love, what happens is you don’t 

need attention from people. It 
helps you love others and think 
about others. And that’s what’s 
genuinely happened to me. . . . 

I  don’t have to look to 
somebody for love or attention 
or negative attention, or kill 
people or drink because I don’t 
feel self-esteem. I get that from 
God. I get that from Jesus. 

When that happens, everything 
changes, and I’m able now to 
focus outwardly instead of 
inwardly. I think about somebody 
else. Like today on my visit, a 
fellow from Rochester came to 
see me out of nowhere, and the 
whole visit was me listening to 

him, thinking about him. What’s 
his life like? 

That’s relatively new to me, 
and it feels great. It’s because I 
feel love for the first time. I really 
feel love, and it was a great visit. 
But my point was, because of His 
love, I’m able to think about 
somebody else for the first time, 
and it feels really good. That’s His 
love. It will change you and get 
you on your feet again in this 
world, which has f inal ly 
happened for me.

—Mark David Chapman

Adapted from “John Lennon’s Killer,” which 
includes portions of the official transcript of 
Mark’s seventh parole hearing August 22, 2012.

Aulus AlexanderCounsel to AristarchusThessalonica

Greetings:May this letter find you at peace, my friend, and in good 

health. My affection and deepest love to you and your family at 

this time and always. My regards to Jonathan, the beloved teacher.

Alexander, I have but a short time in which to write this, my 

last letter to you, for tomorrow I am to be executed by the author-

ities. I urge you to read it carefully for it contains information of 

great importance. I want to explain these matters to you in detail, 

all the extraordinary events taking place here and what they have 

come to mean.Do you recall that windy day of years ago, during the war, as we 

stood together outside the charred remains of what was once the 

beauty of Kashra? As we watched, the bravely fallen of our mer-

cenary forces were hauled away in the wood carts. That very hour 

we pledged together our most solemn oath. We agreed, should a 

similar fate look to befall one of us, the one left standing would 

grant the other a final desire, a request to be fulfilled regardless 

of circumstance, whatever it may be. How well I remember that 

day as I sit here, recalling the vow we had sworn as death’s own 

procession creaked by, wondering which of us would be the first 

to feel its hand.In view now of my imminent death, Alexander, I seek this 

day the honoring of our agreement, for you to kindly fulfill the 

with true understanding, to reveal to me the reason I was alive, 

and where my next voyage, the one beyond this brief stay, would 

take me.

The sound of distant chains woke me from the dream with a 

shudder, the starkness of the chamber returning to my thoughts 

like a sudden storm. The anguished cries of men could be heard 

from above. Who knew what fate awaited them? A cold wind 

blew upon my face as I looked about the cell for the stranger. 

Had they taken him away as I slept? 
I called to him, but heard no answer. Peering into the dark-

ness, I saw he still sat in the rays of starlight shining from the 

window. No, they had not come to get him, not yet. I could see 

from the shadows he had lowered his head and was fast asleep.

Despite the man’s alleged acts of treason, I believed his crimes 

were unworthy of the punishment soon to be rendered him – the 

cross. I imagined the agony: The man was to be stripped of all 

clothing and stretched upon two fastened beams of wood. Iron 

spikes would be driven through his hands and feet. As those 

around him watched, he would then be lifted high above the 

crowds, the cross carving a sharp dagger into the sky. A slow and 

painful death would follow.
As I pondered this image, wind howled through the window 

above. How would they justify the death of a man such as this? 

He meant only peace.Suddenly, without warning, a key rattled into the lock of our 

chamber. I could hear the footfalls outside of several men. I was 

frightened beyond belief.A squad of four armor-laden soldiers crashed into the dun-

geon. Finding the man against the wall, one of the soldiers bent 

and slapped his face, as two others lifted him by the shoulders.

As he emerged from the shadows and they began binding his 

hands together, the man slowly raised his head and opened his 

eyes, looking straight at me. Alexander, I have never seen such 

a look.
His eyes penetrated me. An incredible peace began to calm 

me, and it was then I knew. This was all meant to be from the 

beginning, my false arrest, everything. My time with this man 

and the things he spoke of were something very valuable, for me 

and many others beyond myself.
I understood who he was then. That he was exactly who he 

said he was, a life-giver, a rescuer, not a man beaten by circum-

stance, but someone truly from above.
I found myself standing to face him, mindless of the danger. A 

soldier fixed me with a warning glare and ordered me to sit down. 

Yet from what I had seen and understood, I was unable to obey.

For in that moment, which could only be described as every-

thing I had searched the heavens for, all that I had yearned to 

find, as he looked at me, what I beheld in his eyes filled the very 

emptiness of my soul … pearls of the greatest worth, a treasure 

I had never known, that I was cared about beyond the stars, and 

that life itself, everyone’s life, had great meaning to him. He 

was the Savior of the world and had come to save me, even me, 

reaching down into the darkest chambers of my own heart…. 

Alexander, the candle grows dim within the walls of my new 

chamber at the fortress, where I write this, and I must end this 

letter quickly. From the hall, I hear the moving of many chains; 

I will soon be led to my execution. I have but a few things left 

to say, matters which, I pray, I will have time to inscribe upon 

this manuscript.Just as the man had predicted, I was released from the dungeon 

cell four days following my arrest for the theft at the councilman’s 

home. As you can imagine, I was overjoyed. But the experiences 

that were to follow, Alexander, would make this sweet moment 

crumble to dust by comparison.
As I wandered in the intoxicating air of freedom from the iron 

gates of the citadel, I met a youth who beckoned me to follow 

him. After a journey of several miles from the city, I was brought 

to a modest village home filled to the walls with courteous and 

smiling people. Standing in the midst of them, speaking words 

that were as familiar to me as when I had first heard them, was 

the man I had last seen being taken from the prison cell to be 

executed.
The breath seemed to go out of my body as I saw him once 

again ... even death could not hold him. And as I looked upon 

the man and this truth, Alexander, I saw my own destiny and 

purpose clearly – to follow him, even to my own death if re-

quired. Little did I know how soon I would be called to make 

this final decision. Within a matter of days, I was arrested and 

charged with treason when I began telling others of the things 

I had witnessed. My trial was brief. I refused to deny before the 

Roman judges the fact of his resurrection, that the man Jesus 

had actually risen from the dead and walked among us. They 

sentenced me to die.Without shame, I endured the ridicule and indignities of a 

leper as I was cursed, spat upon, and led roughly from the court-

room. 
But this is not the end for me, Alexander. I must share with 

you one final memory before closing this account....

Before my arrest, not many days following our gathering at the 

village home, he began to assemble a small group of his closest 

friends. To my joy, he invited me to accompany them to a nearby 

hilltop where he had often turned for solitude. As we made our 

way in the silence of early morning, he spoke to us carefully, 

instructing us to tell the world of the miracles we had seen, the 

truths we had heard. He told us that he loved us, and promised 

that his presence would always be with us.

Bidding us then to leave him with just his disciples, we de-

scended the hilltop as a strong wind began to blow in from the 

east. Lagging behind the rest of the scattering group, I turned for 

a final look. A huge cloud had gathered itself about the mount 

and I fixed my eyes within it to see if I could spot him but once 

more. Suddenly I caught sight of a billowing robe deep inside 

the rising cloud cover. Was it my imagination – or had I seen a 

miracle too great to comprehend? An instant later, my friend, the 

cloud dispersed. He was gone.Remember our oath, Alexander. I await you in the place he 

himself has reserved for all those who have believed in him and 

called out to him. 

Stephanas
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"I was in prison.
And you came to visit me."

  – Jesus (Matthew 25:36)
There is no one closer to prisoners than Jesus. Have you met Him?

JESUS LOVES PRISONERS.

No matter what you have done, He will never turn you away....

“I will never send away anyone who comes to me.”   – Jesus  
(John 6:37)JESUS ACCEPTS YOU. 

If you call to Jesus, He will hear you. Jesus can be known. Tell Him 

everything that is in your heart. Tell Him that you want Him in your 

life. He is the one Friend who will understand. He knows what you’re 

going through, what you’ve been through.
“ … there is a friend who sticks closer than a brother.”  

(Proverbs 18:24)JESUS FORGIVES YOU. 

“Even though your sins are bright red, they will be as white as 

snow.” (Isaiah 1:18)
That’s why Jesus died, so your sins could be forgiven. The best 

decision you could ever make would be to ask Jesus to forgive you 

for every wrong you have done, and then ask Him into your heart. 

Will you do this?
“ … I stand at the door and knock. If any of you hears my voice 

and opens the door, I will come in …” – Jesus  
(Revelation 3:20)

After you have considered these things, you may want to pray a 

simple prayer similar to this one:
“Thank You, Jesus, for loving me. For forgiving me. I am sorry for all 

of the things I have done wrong against You and others. I need You. I 

know You have accepted me now, no matter what.”

If you have called out to Jesus from your heart, He has come into 

your life and will never leave. Learn more about Him in the Bible. 

The Gospel of John is a good place to start.

Tell others about what has happened to you. Go to church, if you 

can. Talk to Him daily. He loves you, and just wants to be close to 

You. He will be the best friend you ever had. May He bless you today.

Never forget these 3 things:Call out to Jesus.
Ask Him to come into your life. 

Ask Him to be with you!

Short story copyright © 1992 by Mark David ChapmanStory text revised 2015.

 

For additional materials about knowing Jesus, please write:

Call Out To Him MinistriesPO Box 932Kailua, HI 96734 (USA)

Please specify if you want Spanish materials to be sent.

KILLER

Parole Board Transcript
RELEASED!

Jesus helping me to see somebody else’s 

need and maybe try and help them.

Q Is there anything else t
hat you’d like to say

 

at this point?

A Yes. What has changed me now from “Mr. 

Psychopath,” who just cared about himself 

and didn’t care about people’s pain, or a 

wife’s pain—meaning Mrs. Lennon, or their 

children, which are now grown—what has 

changed me from that is … being close 
to 

God. The main thing is fee
ling His love for 

me for th
e first time … finally learning He 

loves me regardless. Even me, convicted, 

condemned murderer, He loves me, and 

what happens when you feel His love—and 

it’s not from
 a book, it’s not from

 a tape—

when you really experience His love, what 

happens is you don’t need attention from 

people. It h
elps you love others and think 

about others. And that’s what’s genuinely 

happened to me. He’s com
e into my life in 

a huge way, helped me to not look inward 

anymore. He takes care of that. He loves 

me. I’m loved now. I don’t have to loo
k to 

somebody for lov
e or attention or negative 

attention, or kill people or drink because I 

don’t feel s
elf-estee

m…. I get t
hat from God. 

I get that from Jesus. So when that happens, 

everything changes and I’m able now to 

focus out instead of inwardly … I think 

about somebody else, lik
e today on my visit. 

A fellow from Rochester ca
me to see

 me out 

of nowhere and the whole visit was, I’m 

listening to him, you know, thinking about 

him, what’s his life like? That’s relatively 

new to me and it feels 
great, and it’s because 

I feel lo
ve for th

e first time. I really feel lov
e 

… and it was a great visit. But my point was, 

because of H
is love, I’m able to t

hink about 

somebody else fo
r the first time and it feels

 

really good. That’s His love. It will change 

you and get you on your feet a
gain in this 

world, which has finally happened for me.

BY COMMISSIONER CRANGLE:

Q Okay. And going back to how much you’re 

feeling better in
 terms of God and speaking 

to God, if you were to be released, what 

happens if you drift off 
again? We have a lot 

of offen
ders that say they found God.

A I understand. But He found me. He found 

me. That makes the difference.

A SPECIAL MESSAGE FOR YOU— 

YOU CANNOT BE DENIED

These portions of the transcript reflect only a 

part of the entire parole board proceeding. Mark 

Chapman was denied parole at this appearance, 

but he has found something much greater—

God’s love and help and forgiveness.

God loves you, too. A portion of the Bible, God’s 

official transcript, states:

“God loved the world so much that he gave his 

one and only Son. Anyone who believes in him 

will not die but will have eternal life.” —Jesus 

(John 3:16)

This means Someone loved you and died for 

you. Somebody cares for you. Someone accepts 

you, no matter what you have done. Someone 

wants to give you a new life. His name is Jesus, 

and if you will call out to Him and ask Him, He 

will give you this new life.

You cannot be denied if you turn to Jesus. The 

Bible says so:

“I will never send away anyone who comes to 

me.” —Jesus (John 6:37)

ONE THING KEEPING YOU

But there’s one thing holding you back. You 

need to ask God for His forgiveness. It’s the only 

thing keeping you from God.

Again, God’s transcript states:

“Everyone has sinned. No one measures up to 

God’s glory.” (Romans 3:23)

“… your sins have separated you from your 

God.” (Isaiah 59:2)

This is why Jesus died, so that you could be 

forgiven.

Jesus said:  “… I am the way …” (John 14:6)

“… I stand at the door and knock. If any of you 

hears my voice and opens the door, I will come 

in …” (Revelation 3:20)

But will you open up that door?

A DECISION TO BE MADE

This is your decision. An important one. Jesus 

has opened up heaven for you by dying in your 

place as God’s appointed sacrifice for sin. But 

you must decide. Will you accept His invitation?

If you decide yes, now is the time to put your 

trust in Him. You may want to express your faith 

in a prayer like this …

“Dear Jesus, thank You for Your love. Thank 

You for dying for me. I have sinned against You 

and others, and I am sorry. I need You, Jesus. 

I know now You will accept me no matter 

what. I want a new life. I want to change. Only 

You can help me. Thank You for forgiving me. 

I call out to You now.”

If you have turned to God in repentance and 

put your trust in Jesus Christ alone, you have 

really been forgiven and Jesus has come into 

your life and will never leave. You can start to 

enjoy this new life with Him every day. Talk with 

Him daily in prayer. Read the Bible, the words 

of His love for you. A good place to start is the 

Gospel of John. You will learn more about 

Jesus and experience His wonderful love and 

acceptance. The more you want Jesus, the 

more you will come closer to Him and feel His 

incredible presence.

Tell others about Jesus. Let them know what 

you have found. Talk with other people who 

really know Jesus.

Still undecided? Never forget these 3 things:

Call out to Jesus.

Ask Him to come into your life.

Ask Him to be with you!

God bless you today.
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For additional materials about knowing Jesus, please write:

Call Out To Him Ministries

PO Box 932

Kailua, HI 96734 (USA)

Please specify if you want Spanish materials to be sent.

To request brochures or 
learn more about All About 
Jesus Ministries, e-mail 
Gloria Chapman at:

 aajm@hawaiiantel.net

1. Gloria and Mark marched out 
to “A Mighty Fortress is Our God” 
at their wedding June 2, 1979.
2. Gloria and Mark honeymooned 
in Kauai before settling down 
in Honolulu, Hawaii.
3. Mark and Gloria had 
their fourth family visit at 
Wende Correctional Facility 
on August 17, 2016. 
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