
Jury duty. Some see it as a responsibility; others an 
inconvenience. What I experienced was so much more.
The matter pending trial was uncomfortable for me. 

Two young men, similar in age to my own sons, were alleged 
to have beaten a man while his family looked on helplessly. 
They were charged with aggravated assault: a felony.
The trial lasted three days. Both the prosecution and the 
defense presented convincing arguments. Testimony from 
police officers, witnesses, physicians, dentists, the accused. 
And evidence … graphic, disturbing evidence. Glossy, 
colored photographs of the beaten man when he arrived at 
the hospital battered, bruised, and bloody; the 911 recording 
of the call made by the man’s frantic wife, with their young 
children screaming hysterically in the background.
Now we, the jury, were charged with deciding the guilt or 
innocence of these young men; a decision that would affect 
the rest of their lives. A judgment not to be taken lightly. 
We reviewed the events, evidence, testimony, and judge’s 
instructions. We sent messages to the judge for clarification 
of definitions on which we did not agree. This was not going 
to be an easy decision. 
We had been deliberating nearly ten hours and still had not 
reached a unanimous decision. The evidence had convinced 
me that the boys were guilty, but what if I was wrong? The 
possibility overwhelmed me. 
The jury foreman called a break. I retreated into the restroom. 
I bowed my head and prayed in earnest. “Lord, my heart is 
burdened with the matter set before us. You, Lord, know what 
happened that day. Please guide our deliberations and deci-
sion so that it is fair and just and according to Your will.” 

We returned to the daunting task set before us and contin-
ued our discussion. The foreman called for another vote. We 
had a unanimous decision. Guilty…of aggravated assault.
It was nearly 10 p.m. when the court reconvened. The 
young men rose to hear the verdict. The first stood rigid, 
cold, empty. The second trembling, apprehensive. As the 
verdict was read, the first young man was void of reaction. 
Fear seized the second. His eyes closed slowly. His head fell 
forward. The silence mirrored his anguish. It was an image I 
will never forget.
Tears filled my eyes and flooded my cheeks as the jury was 
excused from the courtroom. I cried uncontrollably for three 
days. The pain in my heart and the unsettledness in my mind 
lingered. I knew I needed to pray, but was uncertain of what 
my petition should be. Confident that God had led us to a 
just decision, I was nonetheless disturbed by it. The Spirit 
reminded me to pray for these boys whenever they were 
placed on my heart. The thought encouraged me, but it was 
not the peace I longed for. 
Peace! Only His peace could satisfy the longing in my heart. 
I turned to Him in prayer. The closing hymn at church that 
Sunday, fittingly meant for me, repeated the words I needed 
to hear. “I give you peace.” Tears of joy now overwhelmed 
me as He enveloped me in His loving arms.
One of the other jurors later informed me that she had 
learned that both boys had been in trouble with the law 
before … information we were not allowed at trial. Her 
words, meant to comfort me about the jury’s decision, 
were not necessary. I had already found my peace … and 
it had come from the highest Authority. Q
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