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        Brotherhood
So here I am, convicted and sentenced to death row. Branded a monster

according to the decision of the jury. I was folded, packaged, tied up, stamped and
mailed to the lair of the beast that is designed to consume me.

I was mentally prepared to encounter all the monsters of my childhood
that lurked under my bed and hid in my closet. I arrived in Florida State Prison with my
expectations set in stone, and, I admit, with a certain amount of trepidation and fear
for what I would encounter as the newest inductee to the “brotherhood of the
damned.”

In my heart and mind, I had only one friend from whom I expected a
measure of love and compassion, assuming, of course, that he had not forsaken me
as the rest of the world had done. But from the moment I crossed the threshold and
took my first steps down that long corridor to my cell, I received an outpouring of compassion, and kindness
abounded.

In my time of complete defeat and suffering, the men around me reached out to make me comfortable,
ease my suffering, alleviate my fears and help me gain back the dignity I had all but lost.

Knowing by personal experience how much suffering an individual has gone through to end up in
this place, I was overwhelmed with the attitudes and genuine care these men displayed. They don’t just talk the
talk, they actually walk the walk. They cared!

After establishing names and general instructions, here’s a small sample of what transpired:
“Hey, Mike! You need some deodorant? Here you go.”
“How about toothpaste? Take this.”
“You might need some stamps and envelopes. Use these.”
“Do you have any shower shoes? Let me show you how to get some.”
“Anything you need? Just ask.”
“Are you okay?”
And on it went. There isn’t a day that goes by when someone doesn’t offer a kind word or gesture.

I’m 52 years old, old enough to be a dad to a lot of these guys. But they are teaching me what respect and
compassion are all about.

You may think the items I’ve noted are small and maybe even insignificant. In the free world, they are
easily taken for granted. But here, these things make the situation more humane and offer a small amount of
comfort and peace of mind.

It’s the little things we miss the most. It’s interesting that the positive, compassionate and caring
nature found here can be compared to and can surpass the finest model of a community in the free world.

I’m adjusting, day by day, thanks to the concern I’ve been afforded here. It’s been better than it could
have been. I can only hope that when someone else joins us, I’ll find the strength to act toward him as the men
here have acted toward me.

This place is supposed to house the “worst of the worst.” Yet, I found more compassion among
these men than society afforded me in the nearly three years I waited to go to trial. I am surrounded by great
examples of compassionate doers, and it’s contagious. The monsters! Where are they?

I guess they’re still under my bed and in my closet.
Thanks, guys.

Michael Gosciminski
Florida  Death Row
Raiford, FL
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Tablet
Listen to my heart.

Can you hear it struggling?

Or the Velcro unbuckling?

Can you see the shade darkening?

It’s torture every day

To remember no one cares

And to forget the reason

For most of my dreams and most of my

prayers.

There are shades of gray too dark to feel.

There are no few words

That you can say for me to heal.

When too much cold begins to hurt

And black can no longer form the words,

You can always visit me

Where my tablet stands above the dirt.

Listen to the wind.

Do you recognize my voice?

Can you see the sky darken?

And the anger in my choice?

    Travis Glass
    Missouri Death Row
    Mineral Point, MO

An Appeal to
the Outside
Community
Half of all subscriptions

and undesignated dona-

tions are given in college

scholarship form to fam-

ily members of murdered

victims.  Please help us.

Contribute now so  that we

can maintain free distri-

bution of Compassion to all

3400 death-row prisoners.

See form on page 7.

Thank you.

Your Dream

Somewhere in you is a dream. It’s probably buried deeply under all the day-to-day

concerns, yet somewhere in you, it lives. It’s not at all practical, and it’s probably a little

outrageous. Even so, it energizes your spirit as nothing else can. It rises to the surface every

now and then, and when it does, for a shor t while, the years melt away and you touch that

place where everything seems possible.

Then, it usually sinks back down under the surface of your awareness. And there,

it waits patiently, never losing its hope or its luster.

Your dream, as crazy and impractical as it may seem, is trying to tell you something.

Your dream - with its promise that you all too quickly, all too often, dismiss - wants to tell you

who you are.

Isn’t it time you truly listen to what it has to say? Perhaps it is

time to begin following that dream and live the purpose with which

you’re blessed.

Al Cunningham

California Death Row

San Quentin, CA
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Letters to the Editor are welcomed from
all prisoners (this includes non-death row
prisoners) and the outside community.

In submitting letters, we ask that com-
passionate and introspective guidelines
apply to your communications.

Limit size to 400 words or less.  Letters
may be edited for clarity and space

considerations.
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COMPASSION
Donation/Participation Form

HALF OF ALL AMOUNTS BELOW WILL BE GIVEN IN COLLEGE SCHOLARSHIPS TO FAMILY MEMBERS OF MURDERED VICTIMS.
_____ BENEFACTOR  $10,000
_____ LEAD DONOR  $5,000
_____ GOLD DONOR  $2,500
_____ SILVER DONOR $1,000

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

enclosed is $_____________ for the donation/subscription checked above.  _____ keep my gift anonymous
_____ I (we) Would  be interested in attending meetings For COMPASSION.
                   Would you or members from your organization be willing to assist with mailings or help in the
Communication needs of COMPASSION?   YES_____   NO_____

Name ___________________________________________________________________________________

Organization____________________________________________________________________________

Address ________________________________________________________________________________

City_________________________________________ State ______________  Zip ___________________

Day Phone _______________________________Evening Phone_____________________________

  Thank you to our donors who are making this publication possible.

LEAD DONORS ($5000 OR MORE):
Catholic Diocese of Toledo, OH
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO

GOLD DONORS ($2500 OR MORE):
Ken Cappelletty

SILVER DONORS ($1000 OR MORE):
Mary & Robert Ott
An Anonymous Friend
United Church of Christ, Cleveland, OH

BRONZE DONORS ($500 OR MORE):
St. Rose Peace & Justice

The Redemptorists of Lima St. Girard
Sisters of St. Francis of Tiffin, OH

St. Patricks Heatherdowns, Toledo, OH

St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH

COMPASSION IS SENT FREE TO ALL 3,400 U.S. DEATH-ROW PRISONERS. HALF OF SUBSCRIPTIONS AND UNDESIGNATED
DONATIONS ARE GIVEN IN COLLEGE SCHOLARSHIPS TO IMMEDIATE FAMILY MEMBERS OF MURDERED VICTIMS. PLEASE

SEND YOUR DONATION TODAY! THANK YOU!

YOUR GENEROUS ASSISTANCE IS NEEDED...

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Niki Schwartz, Esq.
Molly C. Ott
St. Michael Ridge Catholic Church,
    Defiance, OH
St. Francis DeSales Parish, Toledo, OH
Rev. Daniel Ring
Sisters of St. Francis, Sylvania, OH
St. John Evangelist, Lima, OH
Martha Baldoni
GL & Lanelle Spence
Friendship Services
Peace Foundation
Grace Universal Community Church
Catholic Diocese of Youngstown
Arizonans to Abolish Death Penalty
Oblates St. Francis Mission
Gesu Church, Toledo, OH
Sts Peter & Paul, Sandusky, OH
St. Mary’s Junction, Defiance, OH
Father John Graden Word Consultants
An Anonymous Friend

People of Faith Against the Death Penalty
Rev. Francis B. McDonald
Holy Trinity Church, Dayton, OH
Lima Sierra Club
St. Charles Borromeo, PT. Charlotte, FL
St. Patrick Church, St. Charles, IL
Rev. Earl Loeffler
Dr. & Mrs. Steven Fox
Margy Paoletti
Corpus Christi Parish, Toledo OH
Jin & Shirley Mann
Rev. Leo P. Riley
Charles Shaw
James Peiffer
Rev. Robert Dendinger
Ramona Ripston
Sisters of St. Joseph of Carondelet
Sisters of Notre Dame, Toledo, OH

Sue Schroeder

ALSO THANK YOU TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS

PLEASE SEND TAX DEDUCTIBLE CONTRIBUTION TO:

ST. ROSE PEACE AND JUSTICE, COMPASSION, 140 W. SOUTH BOUNDARY ST.,  PERRYSBURG, OH  43551

                                                                       THANK YOU

_____ BRONZE DONOR $500
_____ PATRON  $100.00 TO $499.00
_____ SUBSCRIBER $50.00
_____ PRISONERS NOT ON DEATH ROW $25.00

EDITORIAL Please mail
your writings to:

COMPASSION

140 W. SOUTH BOUNDARY ST.
PERRYSBURG, OH  43551

DEATH-ROW PRISONERS

SEND US YOUR ARTICLE OR LETTER

Please mail
your writings to:

Suggestions
Write a compassionate article about someone else.

Write something about yourself that would interest others.
Write about an experience that had an impact on your life.
Write about something positive you have done in prison.

Compose a poem to share with others.
Your article or letter does not have to be religious in nature.

Try to limit your article to 400 words or less.
If possible, enclose a photo of yourself and your attorney’s

name & address.

Approximately six times a year, students from several different colleges
visit Potosi Correctional Center. Many of the nearly 500 students are criminal justice majors. During their brief visit,
they have the opportunity to speak to a panel of death row offenders. As a result, I have the chance to share a few
of my life lessons. The following is an excerpt from what I share.

Have you ever wanted to do something so badly that you can’t see yourself doing anything else? I
wanted to be a musician from age eight. I would imitate those I saw on TV. I didn’t have the benefit of an actual
musical instrument, so I would grab an old tennis racquet and away I would go, jumping around and acting as if
I was playing the guitar.

As I grew, so, too, did my dream. And eventually, I learned how to play the guitar. I read books, studied
and practiced playing by ear as well. My dad bought me a guitar and I thought it was the most beautiful instrument
ever made.

Unfortunately, into my teens, I found a new hobby, and doing drugs became my priority. I put my dream
of stardom on the shelf. I tried to combine the two. Playing while I was stoned, I sounded pretty good: That is, until
I had the opportunity to record some of what I was playing while high and it sounded terrible.

Soon the guitar found its way to the back of my father’s closet. Its destiny, it seemed, was to collect dust.
My drug dependency would later have me take my prized guitar worth nearly $300 and sell it to a local drug dealer
for a dime bag of weed.

The fate of my pride and joy was to literally go up in smoke.
Years later, I thought about the joy I had as a kid and how I would like to revisit that passion I had for

music. So now, clean and sober, I play my guitar all the time. Every day, I live with regret that will never disappear. I
think about how productive I could have been had I pursued my goals. Had I spent the time and energy I wasted
on the streets in a classroom or practicing, where would I be today?

Even though I now have the luxury of playing music and it sets my spirit free, my body remains forever
confined to an 8-by-10 cell. The day I chose drugs over my dreams and ambitions was indeed the crossroads. The
long-term ramifications are that I now sit in a maximum-security prison awaiting my demise. A simple turn in the
opposite direction could have meant an entirely different outcome in my life. I possibly could have traveled the road
to fame and fortune. At the very least, had I made the right decisions, I would have peace of mind, free of regret.

Today, self-reflection allows me to narrow it down to exactly when I strayed from the structure I needed
so badly. Can you put your finger on a similar time in your life? Often, the road we choose limits our life choices. I
know what it’s like to be driven. I know what ambition is. I love to write, play music and draw.

What I don’t know is why I chose role models who could hardly write their own names, cared for music
only when they were stoned out of their minds, and had absolutely no appreciation for art.

The choices you make today will affect the rest of your life. You don’t realize the impact of your early years
as you live them. As you grow older, you have the benefit of hindsight. Yes, actual life experience is the best teacher.
So why not listen and learn from those who have been exactly where you are?

Some would ask why it is necessary to share with college students the importance of their choices.
Going to college does not make you exempt from making bad choices. Two of the five men who sit on this panel
have college educations.

Not one man or women sitting on death row could say they planned to be where they are. No one
aspires to become a failure. Most incarcerated people have recognized the correlation between their choices and
where they find themselves today.

Yes, even the choices that were made at a very young age.
Why not learn from the life lessons we have before us and stop the cycle of self-destruction. Don’t buy

into the myth that this can’t happen to you. Take care with whom you associate. Sometimes, the choice someone
else makes can destroy your life as well as their own. Learn to be an individual. Be a leader in your life, not a loser.

And whatever you do, don’t sell your dream for a dime bag.

Dennis Skillicorn
Missouri Death Row
Mineral Point, MO

Don’t Sell Your Dream

EDITORIAL

Don’t Sell Your Dream
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AWARE
Time echoes

In frozen space
Adrift

Leaving all else to float
Upon a mist

But this
Nagging reoccurrence

Of things before
Seeps into my consciousness

As things adored
A touch, a kiss

Brings love and joy
Amid man’s

Fighting to destroy
And this thing

Within me
Once known as memory

Helps to relive yester-year’s
Past mistakes

In the wake
Of darker times and bloody stakes

Like the pain of entire countries
Left forsaken

Little seeds left to bleed
In tears of hating

Reasons why
Our presence is needed

In so many places
But fall short to help

Sometimes unable to uplift ourselves.
But enough of

Our personal pity
At our worst

We are better off
Than far too many.

   Melvin Speight
   Pennsylvania Death Row
   Waynesburg, PA

Metaphysical Merit: Transformation into a Rose

   [Author’s note: Since I’ve been on death row, many
   prisoners who have been put to death were
   transformed into the rose that I describe in this poem]

She’s an ever whisper,

Quiet and stirring are her hug.

Weighty and sad are the memory of the once was,

When remembering how they were taken before time.

When the last day material self stood,

We stared into the still.

“Only to look into empty space”

that was once filled by us.

On top this bunk, I laid a rose.

I live no more carnally!

I live no more in tears!

I live no more the loud sight of radiant light!

Hold me no longer, material space!

Kiss me no longer, carnal seekers!

A stranger into the coming of tomorrow I go,

Into the arms of eternity:

Transformed into the essence of the Christ,

Risen in the form of a Rose.

Kenny Brown
Pennsylvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA

Al Sunnah

The Fundamental Principles of Islamic Life

The fundamental principle of life is to live in such a way as

would make life well nourished. It should be well protected and well

integrated in its surroundings to have a healthy, peaceful, socially tolerant,

mentally and spiritually satisfied end. All this requires a universally

applicable and acceptable code of rules that promote love, deep

understanding, fair play in trade and business, acquisition of knowledge

and dominance of peace. The dominance of peace is, in fact, the core of

life’s structure.

Peace, in Arabic, is signified by the word “Salamah,” which

encompasses tranquility, rest and humility. The word “Islam” also is

derived from “Salamah,” which stands for submission to the will of peace

and love. There is no higher state within the realm of humans. Therefore,

the Source, the Creator and the Molder of the whole universe is one – yet

has 99 attributes.

The fundamental principle of Al Islam is to spend life in complete

conformity to the objective for which humankind has been created. And

the objective for which humankind has been created is to act accordingly

to the core of universal constitution that instills Oneness.

This implies actual acts that testify to one’s faith and are

conducive to a clean human society promoting equality, justice, tolerance,

morality and general welfare, and all components of social well being and

piety. From there thrives peace and love.

Al Qaeda by definition means “the base.” It’s an idea that leads

to non-spiritual values. The idea is NOT of Al Sunnah. Without Al Sunnah,

Islam deteriorates and thus becomes less enlightened, offering no spiritual

significance. Al Islam does not thrive on anger and hate. It thrives on

peace and love. Al Sunnah (the practice). May your footsteps always

follow the path of beauty.

Abu Ali Abdur Rahman

Tennessee Death Row

Nashville, Tenn.

Raiford, FL

Dear Compassion,
As I sit and ponder if I’m loved or hated, which is often a part of my thoughts, I’m honest

enough to know that such thoughts are not just my own, but the majority of all men and women who are
in prison. There’s something about being within these prison walls that tends to make all prisoners
question their own compassion.

Then I happened to open a newspaper called Compassion. This publication consists of prisoners
who issue money through college funds. In one such case, it was the son of a victim and I was like, “Talk
about practicing what is preached.”

Even though I didn’t have anything to do with that gift, I felt as if I were a part of it. In fact, every
prisoner should feel good about it and feel a sense of being a part of it.

On that day, I felt human again. I felt alive. I felt the love from others and, most impor tantly, I felt
that I, too, need to do something for society to give back somehow.

So often we take for granted what liberties we have. But through the Compassion newsletter,
prisoners have a voice. We have a means to show the world that we are human, too. We are believers, and
we have compassion.

On that note, I just want to thank you all for all the kind and thoughtful deeds toward society as
a whole, which includes all prisoners. May God continue to bless this publication abundantly.

Charles “Louisiana” Mamou
Texas Death Row
Livingston, TX

[Editor’s note: Yes, every prisoner should feel good about academic scholarship awards given by Compassion on

behalf of all the death row inmates in this country. Each of us is giving back through this endeavor.]

We Have Compassion

Loving Unconditionally
Dear Compassion,

I’ve been on death row only four years and started receiving this
newsletter about a year ago. I’ve enjoyed the inspiring articles submitted by the
death row inmates. That’s one of the reasons I’ve been compelled to contribute
my voice to Compassion.

I’ve never been one to talk just to hear myself talking. And I’m the same
way when it comes to writing, especially when I know that what I write will be
seen by many readers. So, whenever I submit an article to Compassion, my
prayer is that what I say will have a lasting effect on the readers.

We know that the international community is fighting a war on terrorism
and the axis of evil that orchestrates terrorist attacks. We see in the media every
day how our U.S. troops put themselves in harm’s way and America honors and
calls them our greatest heroes. Our U.S. troops are on foreign soil protecting lives, reaching out to the
people and helping to rebuild their shattered country.

With all due respect to our U.S. troops, there are some U.S. and foreign heroes that I’d like to
honor who never make the front pages of our national newspapers. You never hear about them in the world
news. No talk shows hosts invite these heroes to their shows. No Congressional Medals of Honor are
issued to them, yet these are some of the most honorable people on the face of the earth.

The heroes I refer to are you, the Compassion contributors. I’m not an international leader, nor
the President of the United States. I don’t hold a public office. But please, let me say, “Thank you.”

You are the people that fight the greatest evil this world has ever known and its weapon of mass
destruction – cruel, unmerciful hate.
(Continued on next page.)

Share Your Life Lessons
Enter Compassion

’
s Essay Contest

What were your choices and how did they affect your dreams? Each of us has a story to tell, a history of hard-earned personal experience. Sharing

those life lessons is a virtual treasure of insight.

What we have to say can have a lasting impression on our youth and change their life’s direction. We should all have a desire to prevent others

from making the same mistakes we made. Children need to know how the decisions they make today will ultimately impact the rest of their lives.
Our words of wisdom can make a positive contribution. The type of legacy we leave is up to us.
Compassion invites death row offenders to enter its new essay contest to help educate young people about the snares in life and the importance

of their choices. We are looking for essays about how your choices affected your goals.
Compassion guidelines will apply with the exception of the essay length. Submissions may be up to 1,500 words. Essays must be postmarked

by Jan. 6, 2006.
The editorial staff will select the winner, who will receive a book or magazine subscription of their choice pending staff approval. Compassion will

print the winning essay in the March issue.

All the material submitted to this contest will be combined into an anthology titled “Today’s Choices Affect Tomorrow’s Dreams.” This material will
be distributed throughout the country as a form of restorative justice.



A n y t h i n g  d e a t h -r o w
p r i s o n e r s  w r i t e  m a y
jeopardize the i r  fu ture
a p p e a l s .

For articles Compassion
wishes to publish,  we
request prisoners furnish us
with their legal representa-
t i v e s ’ n a m e s a n d  a d -
dres s es, if possible, s o  t h e y
m a y  review their submission.
Knowledge of these facts may
limit the s c o p e  o f  a
prisoner’s  expressions.

To Our
Readers
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Half the funds from subscriptions

and undesignated donations to

Compassion are given as college

scholarships to immediate family

members (parent, grandparent,

child, grandchild, sibling) of mur-

dered victims.

Funds for immediate awards  are

available. If you or someone you

know is a U.S. citizen and is either

attending or planning on attending

a college or university(academic

or religious) as a student and had

a family member murdered, please

submit an application.

To obtain an application, write to

Compassion at 140 W. South

Boundary St., Perrysburg, Ohio

43551, or call (419) 874-1333.

Please ask for Compassion’s

office. Or visit our website at

compassion43551.tripod.com/

compassion/id3.html

                                         Thank You

All stories are subject to
editing for grammar,
sentence structure

and clarity.

DONATE ART
For Scholarships

Please Donate
to our

Scholarship
Fund...
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CONTINUED...

You are the people who stand against the heartless society that stands together in rejection of men on
death row. You treat us as human beings and not numbers waiting to be executed. You’re the people who constantly
send us mail and order magazines, books and stationery. You send us financial gifts and visit us when our families
leave us alone.

You are the people whose love we receive every day, every week, year after year without delay. It’s your
unconditional love that makes us keep fighting our appeals when we’re ready to throw in the towel. It’s your
constant involvement in our lives that keeps us holding on.

Compassion is not a title of what you are to us, but your characteristic nature that shines like the sun.
Your love toward us is not some superficial religious façade, but genuinely authentic. Society may make heroes of
people who save abused animals, or make sacrifices to save the wildlife, but you’re the heroes in our lives.

You can’t touch us physically, but you wipe away our tears with your endless pursuit of passion and
love. You resist the hateful norms of the world and persist to love unconditionally.

Years ago, there was a sitcom whose opening theme said, “…Thank you for being a friend, travel down
the road and back again, your heart is love, you’re a pal and a confidante. And if you threw a par ty and invited
everyone you knew, you would see the biggest gift would be from me and the card attached would say, thank you
for being a friend.”

Whenever you feel you haven’t been appreciated by those around you, will you remember, this is one
death row individual who wishes to say, “Thank you for your compassion.”

Ke’ry Allen
Texas Death Row
Livingston, TX

Loving Unconditionally - continued

Harmony
Is God alone in the universe? The devil isn’t alone: He is surrounded by

many. He is legion.

God is no more alone than a single cloverleaf in a green pasture, or the first

brilliant snowflake skydiving from Heaven. So, how can we feel alone in the selfish

pleasure of our own company?

People make themselves unavailable, inaccessible. We are too busy for

friends, meeting only for short intervals, smiling intolerably, sociable, but hurried. We

choose aloneness, preferring the company of time rather than the company of

acquaintances. Solitude is our companion, our silent partner, our confidante.

Loneliness is a traitor – a false friend. It can rob us, beat us down and

defeat us in spiritual suicide. Loneliness is an adversary to aloneness, devouring our

souls. The devil whispers, “I thought you would be lonesome down here by yourself on

rainy days – nights especially.”

But we are not alone. God is with us. God is nature, the stars, the light and the morning dew. Even the

most melancholy man can find peace and solitude despite his surroundings. Harmony comes from within.

An angry man living in a castle will damn his domicile, whereas a happy man, though bound by the chains

of law, lives beyond the walls. Then who, you ask, is really free?

The prisoner, although confined in concrete and steel, has found within himself his true nature, and nothing

can make life a burden to him. It’s all about choice. Even now, many pleasant hours are born inside the bowels of

justice and the confines of his worlds.

Senses create escape, with mental splendors soothed by the long spring afternoon rain pelting against the

steel gray roof. This solitary man lays upon a thin, hard bunk in his little house, enjoying its protection while the heavy

storm lights up a dull, wet sky with jagged jolts of lightning. He smiles, unshaken. For this is his whole world and it is

but a point in space. He is not lonely, only alone in his thoughts, in his comfort.

For what sort of space separates him from the world and makes him solitary?

None. He closes his eyes and sees the stars, walks on a beach, kisses a pretty girl, and smells the

fragrant scent of her neck. Yes! He has experienced the most pleasant images, sweet and tender. The most innocent

and seductive of thoughts are packaged in the gifts of the imagination, prayer and private contemplation. Oh, what a

blessing not to be lonely in aloneness.

There is never a storm that can rob a man of such freedom, peace and joy when he reaches his hand to

Heaven and touches the face of God. He is the comforter. No prisoner is alone when he faces the dawn. His fate,

though a foregone conclusion, is of no concern. His release has been set… No fear, no darkness, no loneliness. His

future is now, his course is set. He is especially guided ands guarded by the angels of light.

Hours become weeks, and weeks turn into years, yet he has never felt loneliness or oppression. He

doubts that the rich man’s castle holds for him any more wealth and rewards as the serenity of his own confined soul.

Soon, release! He is ready, and so, Heaven’s tears subside. The rain has stopped. Only his thoughts prevail.

He has reached his horizons and flies past them, joining God…in a rainbow of applauding angels.

Richard Shere
Florida Death Row

Raiford, FL

Love the Challenge
If you run from the challenges, they will chase you ever

faster. Yet, when you run toward those same challenges, you’ll be
running toward true achievement. For those challenges are not here
to stop you, they’re here to make you stronger.

Challenges provide you with the opportunity to truly make a
difference. The challenges involved are what make any achievement
worth attaining. Every day, every undertaking, every relationship is
filled with challenges. Learn to love those challenges and the genuine sense of accomplishment
that comes from working your way through them.

Learn to love the challenges and you’ll learn to tap into their immense positive value.
This will put you in a position to achieve whatever you put your sights upon.

Turn around, face those challenges and delight in the treasures you will surely find.

Al Cunningham
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

Death Row Prisoners

Donate Art for Scholarships

Compassion is accepting original art

donations from death row prisoners.

When enough items are received they

will be sold with proceeds going

to award college scholarships to

family members of murder victims.

Mail your artwork contribution to:

Compassion
140 W. South Boundary St.
Perrysburg, OH  43551

Sun Pear

Donated by Khristian Oliver
Texas Death Row

Livingston TX

Mercy for me, pain for them
I’m on death row and have been here for the past seven-and-a-

half years and I’m almost 29 years old. In my young life, I’ve been
through more than most and as a result, I’m stronger than most. However,
I’m realizing that with each passing year, I become more and more bitter,
and I’m getting tired as well.

They say that a rock doesn’t bleed or feel, but no one can say it
can’t be broken…and I’m beginning to see pebbles around my feet. I feel
so much pain and misery. I often find myself wanting to die so that I might
finally be free and in a state of peace.

With thoughts of finding peace through death, I often tell myself that not only is my pain
unbearable, but I have nothing to live for anyway. But then I hurt more, because I realize I do have
something to live for: And that is the love, joy and comfort that my mother, daughter and others who
care about me feel by simply knowing that I am alive and loving them.

When I think about how much it would hurt my mother to have her own son executed, or
my daughter to lose her daddy who she loves with all her little hear t, that hurts me far more than
the idea of spending the rest of my life in prison. I know I’d rather be dead than to suffer as I am.
But, I also know that I’d rather live with my daily pain and know my mother has her son - who she
can see and communicate with - and that my daughter has a daddy who can be a par t of her life
to the best of his ability, and express to her his love that means the world to her.

I’ll hur t and suffer for as long as I can, because I never want my loved ones to live with
the pain of my death. I know that there are many who are in the same situation. I’m sure that I’m
not alone in wanting peace through death as opposed to the misery of spending a lifetime in prison.

To all of you, trust me when I say that I feel your pain, but I want to encourage you to keep
your head up and be strong, because we have people who love us and rejoice just in knowing that
we are alive and that we love them.

Death may be a mercy for us, but it can only be a pain for them. Remember the
struggle. Peace.

Marion Wilson
Georgia Death Row
Jackson, GA


