
Creator, grant me the ability to respect and still love those that unjustly lie 

and despise me. For no matter what I say or do they will hate me. Grant me 

the peaceful contentment to help the small few that do APPRECIATE my 

efforts, and the consciousness to  

know immediately the difference  

and move on.  – Amen!

140 W. South Boundary Street | Perrysburg, OH 43551

IN THIS ISSUE:
u Editorial: Warriors

u Letters to the Editor

u Victims’ Voice

u Karma: The Poison Has  
to Run It’s Course

u Victims’ Voice

u Keep About Your Work

u What If?

u First Stone

u Forgiveness

u Make the Dream a Reality

u LOVE

u And More...

www.compassionondeathrow.net

Publishing compassionate 
and introspective articles 
written by death-row 
prisoners.

Written by Death-Row Prisoners

January 2015  |  Vol. 18  |  Issue 80 (Bi-monthly)

For Lisa

My Serenity Prayer

“Some do not understand the power of 
love…it leaves its own mark. Not a scar 
or a visible sign…to have been loved so 
deeply, even though the person who loved 
us is gone, will give us some protection 
forever. It is in your very skin.”

The above quote is from a Harry Potter 
book. I find this to be so true and fitting in my 
beautiful friendship with Lisa Coleman. True 
love does become a part of us, and I will carry 
the love I shared with her within my heart for 
my remaining time on this earth, and into 
eternity. God’s word tells us in 1 Corinthians 
13:13, “Three things will last forever – faith, 
hope and love – and the greatest of these is love.”

Lisa gave me a card on Sunday, September 
14th, the day before they took her away from 
me. I want to share a segment from this card 
where she wrote: “God has great plans for you, 
Darlie Lynn; I know you can’t see it right now 
and I just want to encourage you to believe, 
trust, and never give up hoping God is in 
control. Look what He did for you and me…  
He gave us something beautiful in the midst of 
all this ugliness…friendship and love.”

Lisa knew they were coming to get her the 
next day for her execution and here she was 
trying to comfort and encourage me.  
Now that is the “power of love.”

With this, I encourage you to show and 
express your love for one another, and don’t 
take a moment for granted. I also encourage 
you to love others, to show love to others who 
are hard to love (Mt. 5:46-47). You never  
know the huge difference it can make in a 
person’s life. 

This all being said, I want you all to know 
that I love each of you dearly, and my prayer 
is that each of you come to believe and accept 
Jesus into your life. 

And to my beautiful best friend, Lisa Ann 
Coleman, I love you with all my heart and 
soul, and I will see you again…hand-in-hand.

©2014 The Prison Philosopher

William Morganherring 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Darlie Lynn Routier
Texas Death Row
Gatesville, TX 
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Please Note: Any opinions expressed 
in this publication are those of the 
individuals writing them and not of 
Compassion or other staff members.

Editorial: Warriors

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

A man stands above a dangerous pit, 
at the edge of a decision, the crowd 
verbally pushing and pulling at him: 

“Jump! Jump!” and, “Wait! Wait!” 
The other contestants stare as unblinkingly 

as the audience – but with a different mind-
set. Rather than for entertainment, they seek 
to learn from his successes or mistakes. His 
opponents, of course, want him to fail.

His teammates WILL him to ignore the 
stormy shouts, to resist the urge to please, and 
recall the plan each has 
committed to memory. 
None knew exactly what 
they’d be facing this 
day, but they’ve trained 
their minds and bodies 
to handle anything; for 
regardless of the obstacle, 
it can be overcome by 
one of a limited number 
of basic principles: Run, 
jump, dodge, dive, climb, lift...pause.

Though we aren’t training to be the next 
America ninja warrior, we must negotiate 
the obstacles of our environment. Some 
guys walk around weaving circumstances 
like nets, trying to pick fights, or at least an 
argument. Others are cynical, bitter, and 
pessimistic--psychological vampires who 
will poke holes into and suck the blood from 
happiness or hope. Our challenges include 
other people’s attitudes and actions...or even 
our own destructive patterns of thinking 
and behaving, those strongholds grabbing at 
our ankles. And yet whatever we are facing 
is nothing new, but only what is common to 
humanity; others have gone before us, and 
others will follow.

However, there are right and wrong ways 
to respond to every difficulty we encounter. 
A crowd-pleaser may jump too soon, or 
whatever the instigators tell him to do--
they jerk his/her puppet strings, but it’s he/
she who’ll do the suffering. Some of us will 
freeze in fear, ambivalence, or indecision, not 
really living but only surviving. Still, others 
seek comfort over integrity: they are slaves 
to circumstance, rocking themselves asleep; 
becoming complacent.

But then there 
are those with quick 
reflexes, knees bent, 
arms up. They clench 
their teeth, and 
maintain their grip. 
They keep it moving, 
except to pause and 
let danger pass before 
them, but then they’re 
off again. 

If we are willing to listen, God will guide 
us around and through anything that stands 
in the way of righteousness. I pray that we will 
engage our world to win, utilizing the strength 
and wisdom offered to us, because it’s the only 
way we’ll overcome.

“The way of a fool seems right to him, but a 
wise man listens to advice.” (Prov. 12:15) True 
warriors are forged through obedience  
to wisdom. Amen.

Compassion’s Outside Board member Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl passed away  

December 23, 2014. Over the years Sister Immaculee wrote letters to death row prisoners 

and was moved by the responses she received from many who worked to give back to 

society and were committed to doing good and spending time in prayer and in educating 

themselves. Because of this she was convinced that she must do more to “show respect for 

life, preserve the dignity of the human person and manifest the redemptive message.” 

Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl
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Mercy, Forgiveness and Compassion
Praise God for the Death Row Inmates who preach and 
teach compassion. I can forgive those who bring the sting 
of condemnation. Forgiving others carries the mind past 
disturbing situations. Suffering taught the heart to be 
less focused on self, and attentive to the needs of others. 
Be good, and do better. Calamities no longer master our 
emotions. I had to stop judging and condemning people. 

Meditation on the Kingdom of God, and Holy Desires 
prompts the intellect to be charitable. Compassionate 
thoughts rise up before awareness, of experiencing hatred 
and hostility from the unforgiving. I learned through 
compassion that I could control my reaction to upset 
immediately. Making better choices was the alternative 
that relieved the burden of despair. A cheerful disposition 
was possible, and thoughts could be changed at will, 
despite dramatic conditions. The Miracle of God’s healing 
love was accepted, and I changed direction. Mercy and 
compassion led the way to a brand new vision. 

Merciful people offered the guilty clemency so we could 
forgive and escape guilt. No longer was there a need to 

As a former death row prisoner, I first would like to say 
to one and all, you’ll never be forgotten and I continue 
to pray for your relief and release. You are not the 
damned unless you accept this title. Being housed on 
death row under a sentence of such for 18 years, I am 
extremely conscious about the reality of how it feels to 
be condemned...not only by a judicial system with an 
inherent proclivity towards injustice, or a society (rightly 
or wrongly) in search of revenge out of blind rage 
and hypocrisy, nor even (paradoxically) the judgment 
of fellow convicts in an attempt to establish hierarchy 
or a caste system within their own ranks...but the 
condemnation of oneself, secretly harboring a sense of 
forlornness at the inability to turn back the hands of 
time--wasting time lamenting over things we’ve done, 
which, we cannot, shall not, ever, undo.

judge our neighbors for we are safe and secure. Students 
who practice compassion are not busy finding faults, 
holding grievances, or seeking revenge. We forgive and 
are forgiven. What we give returns to us; and we need to 
feel forgiven. We want to please the Lord. 

It’s pleasant to care and be sympathetic to the conditions 
and feelings that people experience, Life is supremely 
sacred and holy. Circumstances are satisfactory in Christ 
with courage. Forgiving others with compassion is always 
beneficial. I can create an unselfish interest in the welfare 
of all people. Complaining and condemning stopped 
when I realized it’s Heavenly to be satisfied with God 
alone. The bottom line is this: The Soul unites with the 
Holy Trinity and we sow compassion and forgiveness on 
sinners and Saints.

Charles Henry Diller
Assistant Editor of Outside Communication
Dallas State Correctional Institution
Dallas, PA 

To condemn yourself is to burn bridges, keeping 
yourself trapped on an island of despair; it is to give 
up when there is still fight left within you; it is to 
acknowledge worthlessness when society looks down 
on you; it is the inability to recognize when someone is 
reaching out to you, offering unwavering support. Stop 
condemning yourself, because only God can judge you. 
The Almighty’s design cannot be altered, deterred, nor 
stopped. Forgive yourself and you’ll be able to forgive 
others; forgive others and God will forgive you.

Only God Can Judge Us

Marcus R. Robinson
Lanesboro C.I.
Polkton, NC



Susan Hirsch’s husband Jamal was killed in the 1998 bombing of the U.S. Embassy 
in Tanzania. Susan herself was injured during the bomb blast and described her 
experiences in her recent book: In the Moment of Greatest Calamity: Terrorism, Grief, 
and a Victim’s Quest for Justice. 

Susan said her relationship with Jamal was an unlikely but successful love, partnership, 
and understanding across continents, “races,” religions, cultures, languages, and ways 
of life. Just two weeks before his death she and Jamal stopped in the U.S. Embassy in 
Dar es Salaam to pick up his immigrant visa for his first trip to the United States. The 
bombing destroyed their plans. 

A Victim of 
Terrorism

Susan and Jamal
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Susan works at the Institute for Conflict Analysis and Resolution at George Mason University and has also spoken about her opposition to the 
death penalty on National Public Radio and at the Library of Congress. 

Although prosecutors urged her to testify during the trial of those accused of the bombing Susan felt it was disingenuous of them to try to 
convince her to tell her story on the theory that it would give her a sense of closure or that it would honor Jamal’s memory. One of the things 
she found most frustrating about the specter of the death penalty is that it would not allow for the possibility of the individuals coming to a full 
understanding of what they’d done. She said, “In that sense, the death penalty is the opposite of accountability.”

For more information visit www.mvfhr.org

Home early from 8th-grade 
basketball practice, I was taken 
aback by the foul smell of 

alcohol as I entered my Aunt Ga-ga’s 
house: my aunt never drank a day in 
her life. Also, my German shepherd, 
King, wasn’t customarily lying at the 
foot f the front door waiting on me to 
come home from school.

Sitting on top of the dining-room 
table was an empty bottle of cheap 
wine with the lid off — part of the 
alcohol stench. Over the course of my 
childhood I came to know the brand 
name of this rot-gut well, because I 
found hundreds of them scattered 
around my parents home, when they 
had one, as well as in the trunk of my 
dad’s car, and in their garage; but I 
had no clue what his empty bottle of 
wine was doing at my aunt’s home. She 
adopted and saved me from those two 
drunks (who, if they were not trying 

Karma:  The Poison Has To Run It’s Course
to kill one another, were beating the hell 
out of me), and I’d never seen alcohol in 
her home.

Pushing aside the hanging drapes 
substituting as my bedroom door, the 
room was pitch-black with the blinds 
and curtains closed, unlike how I’d 
left them when I went to school that 
morning. Now the alcohol smelled to 
high heaven. Turning on the bedroom 
lights, I was shocked to see someone 
sprawled sideways across my bed, 
particularly because the top of their head 
was obliterated; their brains scattered on 
the ceiling and back walls. Recognizing 
the person didn’t take long. 

Lying on the person’s lap was the gun 
used to kill themselves, and nearby laid 
another empty bottle of cheap wine in 
which they found the courage to blow 
their head off.

“You son-of-a-bitch,” I told him. 
“You had to come to my home to kill 

yourself,” I raged. “Why didn’t you 
do this fourteen years ago and save 
everyone the misery you put them 
through?” I repeated to myself time 
and time again.

The only emotions I have ever felt 
about witnessing that guy, my dad, 
sprawled across my bed with his brains 
blown out, are disgust, hate, bitterness 
and perhaps pity; but nothing which 
could remotely be considered as 
sympathy. Not even close! All poisons 
have to run their course or they will 
destroy the person clinging to them. 
Unfortunately, that’s easier said than 
done because, here, even after half a 
century, that poison is toxic to my life.

Wesley I. Purkey
Federal Death Row
Terra Haute, IN



Street Ball

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S

Please Donate to Our Scholarship Fund...

We are in Need of Prisoner Drawings and Paintings
All proceeds from sales of artwork go to college scholarships for family 
members of murder victims.
Please make check out and mail to: Compassion Art for Scholarships 
 140 W. South Boundary St. 
 Perrysburg, OH 43551

12” x 18” 
Oil on Canvas 

Price: $125.00  
Includes Shipping

by Daniel Gwynn 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA
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What If?
If I had a million pages, what would I say?

If I had a million thoughts, what would  
they be?

If there wasn’t such a thing as love,  
what would  equal hate?

If there wasn’t such a thing as being well off, 
then would we dream big?

What if all the things in this world that are  
so important today, didn’t spark the least 
bit of interest tomorrow?

What if you woke up tomorrow and realized 
that the things you stood up for yesterday  
were the direct opposite of what you 
believe today?

What if you realized that all the nations are 
flawed, simply because men are flawed?

What if each one of us looked in the mirror 
and embraced our flaws without blame, 
or recognized our prejudices, stopped 
complaining and instead began to change?

What if we as a world realized that it takes 
only one man or one woman to affect  
the course, change the direction in  
which society moves and everyone  
could be heard?

What if we realized that fighting injustice 
requires sacrifices, and that not every 
sacrifice will see a gain – but will leave  
an impression?

What if we understood that the things we 
fight for today are not for us, but for the 
benefit of our children tomorrow?

What if we realized that together we  can 
overcome anything  because

WE  ARE THE PEOPLE, and without people 
you are nothing?

What if you realized that all it took was  a 
stand, and then you actually took a stand?

What if we all realized that together we can  
do anything, possibly even changing the 
views of others on capital punishment?

What if we started today, united as one; 
instead of only complaining about injustice, 
we used each failure as a stepping stone, 
not letting up but increasing our efforts.

What if?

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

The Lord has given to every man his 
work. And it is the devil’s business to 
hinder man from doing it. He may 

present other things more promising. He 
may allure you by worldly prospects; he may 
assault you with slander, torment you with 
false accusation, and cause you to work at 
defending your character. He may employ 
pious persons to lie about you, editors to 
assault you, and excellent men to slander 
you. You may have Pilate, Herod, Ananias, 
and Caiaphas all combined against you, or 
Judas standing by to sell you for 30 pieces of 
silver. You may wonder why all these things 
have come upon you. Can you not see that 
this is brought about through the craft of the 
devil; to draw you away from your work and 
to hinder you from your obedience to God?”

“Keep about your work. Do not flinch 
because the lion roars; do not stop to stone 
the devil’s dogs; do not waste away your 
time chasing the devil’s rabbits. Do your 
work. Let liars lie, let sectarians quarrel, let 
corporations resolve, let editors publish, 
let the devil do his worst; but see to it that 

Keep About Your Work
nothing hinders you from fulfilling the work 
that God has given you!”

“He has not sent you to make money. He 
has not commanded you to become rich. 
He has never bidden you to defend your 
character. He has not set you at work to 
contradict falsehood which Satan and his 
servants may start to peddle. If you do these 
things, you will do nothing else; you will be 
at work for yourself and not the Lord.”

“Keep about your work. Let your aim be 
as sturdy as a star. Let the world brawl and 
bubble. You may be assaulted, wronged, 
insulted, slandered, wounded, despised, and 
rejected of men; but see to it with steadfast 
determination, with unfaltering zeal, that 
you pursue the great purpose of your life,  
and the object of your being, until at last you 
can say, ‘I have finished the work which thou 
gave me to do.”

Anonymous
Submitted by: Stephen Buckner
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC



A portion of the funds from subscriptions and 
undesignated donations to Compassion are 
given as college scholarships to immediate 
family members (parent, grandparent, child, 
grandchild, sibling) of murdered victims.

If you or someone you know is a U.S. citizen  
who is either attending or planning to attend  
a college or university (academic or religious)  
as a student and had a family member mur-
dered, please submit an application.

To Obtain an Application:
Write 
COMPASSION 
140 W. South Boundary St. 
Perrysburg, Ohio 43551 
Call 419-874-1333 
Ask for Compassion’s office
Visit 
www.compassionondeathrow.net

Death Row Prisoners
Please Write To Help Youth!
Compassion is gathering essays written by 
death row prisoners on words of advice on 
how juvenile offenders can best avoid going 
back into prison. Recidivism rates are very high 
among youth and your words of encourage-
ment and wisdom may save a young person 
from having to reenter the prison system. This 
book, like “Today’s Choices Affect Tomorrows 
Dreams,” will be sent without charge to at-risk 
youth in juvenile detention facilities throughout 
the United States. Send your submission to:

New Book Compassion 
140 W. South Boundary 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

All stories are subject to editing for 
grammar, sentence structure, and clarity.

Now Accepting 
Scholarship  
Applications

To Our Readers:
Anything death-row prisoners write may 
jeopardize their future appeals. Knowledge  
of these facts may limit the scope of a  
prisoner’s expressions.
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I t’s disturbing to see people so quick to cast 
stones at others, without taking time to 
fully reflect on their own past behavior. 

Everyone is entitled to his or her beliefs and 
opinions, so I’m exercising my right to opine. 
It has become common to pass judgment 
without attempting to become educated about 
the subject of our condemnation.

Many believe it’s harmless to judge others 
during their daily lives, not realizing that 
words, and especially judgmental actions, 
have undeniable impact on many in adverse 
ways. One example is how quickly society 
judges the incarcerated. Some believe, “If 
they’re in there, they must have committed 
the crime!” or, “Only bad people go to prison!” 
These few words affect many and cast them 
into a sometimes underserved light of guilt. 
But, as the saying goes, “Everyone who talks 
about Heaven isn’t going to Heaven; so, does 
the expression, “Everyone in prison is guilty,” 
convey any truth?

I concede that many might be guilty of 
putting themselves in a position to be blamed 
for a crime; however, that doesn’t necessarily 
mean they’re guilty of what they’ve been 
accused! This applies to every prisoner on 
the planet, though it doubly applies to the 
men and women on Death Rows around 
the world. However difficult it may be for 
some to believe, many people are unjustly 
incarcerated. Men, women, and even some 
children, have literally been kidnapped 

First Stone
from their families and friends so that law 
enforcement officials and informants can 
appease their superiors and quickly close 
out criminal cases. It’s sad when factually 
innocent people are sent to prison in this 
land of so-called “Democracy.” People’s 
misjudgment only adds insult to injury. 

Death Row prisoners are labeled “The 
worst of the Worst;” irredeemable; or socio/
psychopathic monsters”. People sentence the 
occasional poster child for alleged crimes, and 
have them paraded in the media for victims 
of crime to see, but they fail to see (or choose 
not to) that some of the prisoners on Death 
Row are just as much victims of crime as the 
victims of the alleged crimes!

If judging others unjustly was a crime, 
I believe there would be more incarcerated 
people than free citizens “No one is perfect” 
yet many seem to think they are, and it’s to 
them I pose this query: If you’ve always been 
perfect, having done nothing in your entire 
lifetime which could ever be deemed wrong, 
indecent, immoral, imprudent, dishonest, 
disloyal, misinterpreted, misleading, and , but 
not limited to, malicious, then I ask – will you 
please cast the first stone?

Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Without going into any legal aspects of my case, I would have to say that it was my case  
which has had such a profound effect on me from the moment I stepped inside this Death  
Row cell. Despite the regrettable and tragic events that brought me to such an abysmal place, 
this situation would turn out to be the Best Blessing I ever received.

There I was, all alone inside an empty concrete and steel cell, and no matter which way I 
turned, I saw nothing but a constant reminder of how my family and friends shunned me – 
everywhere I looked, I saw nothing but their backs to me.

I’ll never forget how, for the first time in my life, I asked God to enter in. And He sent Richard 
Gardner (aka, “the old man in the red hat”), and on September 29. 2009 I was baptized by 
him. Being able to repent and ask forgiveness – and receive it – while still above ground,  
is the most precious and priceless gift anyone can receive.

I would like to say “thank you” for allowing  
me to share with each of you the experience 
 that has changed my life.

Forgiveness

Robert Faulkner
Tennessee Death Row
Nashville, TN
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In Memory of Deacon Ken Cappelletty
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Knights of Peter Claver, New Orleans, LA
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Compassion Donation | Participation Form
A portion of your donation will be given  
in college scholarships to family members 
of murdered victims.
q  Benefactor – $10,000
q  Lead Donor – $5,000
q  Gold Donor – $2,500
q  Silver Donor – $1,000
q  Bronze Donor – $500
q  Patron – $100.00 To $499.00
q  Subscriber – $50.00
q  Prisoners Not On Death Row – $25.00
q  Other

Enclosed is $  for the donation/subscription checked on the left.

q  Please keep my gift anonymous.

Name

Organization

Address 

City State Zip

Day Phone Evening Phone

Please send tax deductible contribution to:  
St. Rose Peace & Justice / Compassion 
140 W. South Boundary St., Perrysburg, OH 43551

Thank you to our donors who are making this publication possible.
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IS TOO SMALL
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Sisters of Mercy of Americas, Fremont, OH
Ron Hitzler
Margaret Keller 
Joseph Griffin
Aux. Bishop David Talley
Rev. Nicholas Weibi
Rev. Edward Schleter
Carol Smelley
Rev. Don Peiffer
Anna Mae Whaley
Cathy Cappelletty

Compassion is sent free to all 3,200 death-row prisoners.  
Your donation in any amount will help us to continue this outreach. 

Also, Thank You to Our Subscribers and Other Donors.
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A portion of all subscriptions 

and undesignated donations 

is given in college scholarship 

form to family members 

of murdered victims. 

Contribute now so that we 

can maintain free distribution 

of Compassion to all 3,200 

death-row prisoners. See  

form on page 7.

An Appeal  
to the  
Outside  
Community

W hat is Love? Where does it come from? 
We cannot see it, yet it exists. It cannot 
be weighed or measured, although the 

scientist says it’s only a chemical reaction. Love is 
a maddening force that brings us to the heights 
of irrationality and yet the most sublime acts 
of charity. It constantly gives of itself and, yet is 
never diminished. What is this “love”!? It is self-
sacrificing yet never dies. Most psychoses come 
from either the inability to give or receive love: 
Psychoses are defects of love.

Love produces and creates, always reaching 
beyond itself. But where does it come from? 
Love rises up in us as if it was always there, 
like the seed germinating until it bursts forth 
its fruit, that ambrosia of love. And it has an 
infinite number of expressions - between 
spouses, friends, family; for God, country and 
the lonely or outcast. It is compassion, empathy 
and intimacy. It is limitless in variety. Love 
never gets old and we never tire of it.

O this love! How we yearn for it, and we 
are not satisfied without it. Love makes us 
whole. But love that is for itself is not love at all. 
Love always extends outward. To love is to be 

Make the Dream a Reality
Within this dark coffin of death, most mornings are 

quiet because of the fear of awaking into a nightmare. 
It’s the afternoons that present an array of abrasive 

noises from the people trying to avoid the painful 
reality of their incarceration.

We anticipate and appreciate the nights most 
because they present the freedom of sleep with 
many peaceful, fulfilling dreams, where our lives are 
meaningful, successful, and an existing respectful, 
functioning part of humanity.

I share the burdens, circumstances, and life of the 
prisoner being one myself. I have been considered, 
classified, and treated as a worthless existence 
by an obviously ignorant society who placed me 
on an overcrowded prison shelf where I’ve been 
warehoused for over 27 years of my life. But my spirit 
perseveres, unbroken.

I know I must continue to fight for my – and 
others’ – freedom against the poisonous venom of 
racism and injustice because they are lethal.

I must fight and continue to reveal the truth until 
we all eventually awake into the reality of justice, and 
are treated as equals.

LOVE
defenseless. No one is more vulnerable than 
the one who loves. It takes courage and trust; 
trust in love, not the one loved. Objects can’t 
be loved because the object is an end of itself. 
Love has no end, it is eternal. It doesn’t know 
self. Love seeks out more love waiting in the 
other. The lonely cry out for love with tears 
and with rage.

Action not guided by love is violence (love 
gone bad); rage is emotion not guided by love 
(love misunderstood). Jealousy is love turned 
sour, and obsession is love gone mad. Love is 
of the will. Lust, infatuation and desire aren’t 
love, though usually called by that name. The 
mind often doesn’t desire to love but the will 
wills to love. Love is divine. When we love we 
are the most like God, for God is love. Know 
God, Know Love/know love, know God. No 
God, no Love/no Love, no God.

Kevin Marinelli
Pennsylvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA 

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA


