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Compassion Starts With Me

Compassion Scholarship Awarded
Death row prisoners through Compassion have awarded a $2,000.00 scholarship to Marianna 
Gunshore to attend Rochester Institute of Technology. Mariana was salutatorian of her high school 
graduating class and submitted the essay below with her scholarship application. We offer our 
sympathy to Marianna as she continues to deal with the loss of her father. Congratulations to her in 
her accomplishments and our best wishes as she continues her education. 

On February 6, 2010 my 35 year old father was 
taken from me in a senseless, violent act. I 
spent most of my teen years in denial of my 

feelings, angry about his death. Now with graduation 
six months away, I realize how much of him I missed 
in my life.

I learned my father was stabbed when my 
mother woke me up in the middle of the night. I was 
only thirteen, a middle school student facing peer 
pressure and puberty. I was absent from school for 
a week to mourn his passing. When I returned to 
school, I was asked many ignorant questions. To this 
day, I still hear, “Oh yeah, wasn’t your Dad stabbed 
in that one bar?” For me, the worst part was the 
publicity of his death. I, his only child, was put on the 
back burner and left to mourn with my mother in 
the background. I realize that the lack of compassion 
from others is what fueled my anger.

My grief deepened because of my father’s lack of 
life insurance. He was cremated because it was the 
cheapest option, and his remains were not buried. 
Instead his ashes sit on his Aunt’s dresser to this day. 
I have no place to visit my Dad on Father’s Day, or 
his birthday, and I have no place to mourn him. I 
have been reduced to lighting candles at my church 
and mourning him in private.

After five years of denial and anger I finally began 
to mourn. Three weeks ago I started to de-clutter 
my room for college and found stacks of birthday, 
Christmas and Valentine’s Day cards. In the pile 
I found an “I Miss You” card from my Dad and 
suddenly burst into tears. This was the first time I had 
cried over his death in five years. One thing I learned 
from my grief is that compassion starts with me. I am 
proud of how far I have grown since his death, but I 
know I still struggle with accepting he is gone. 

What if…the sky were green not blue? 
Would we, as mere mortals, change colors too?

What if…the world hadn’t gone so high-tech? 
We’d all be a lot less stressed, I bet.

What if…oranges were red? 
Would we call them “reds” instead?

What if…the grass were girly pink? 
And all the beautiful flowers stink?

No one would come out smelling like a rose. 
Romance would take a turn for the worse I suppose.

What if…men could actually give birth? 
Who can guess what that would be worth?

Women could escape nine months of major bloating 
While walking by men, all smiles and floating.

Wasn’t it awesome to think outside the box? 
Thank goodness, I didn’t imagine a purple fox.

“What if’s” have taken oodles of energy from me, 
So, I say, let’s leave everything be.

Thinking Outside the Box, What If?

by Marianna Gunshore

Marianna Gunshore

Carlette Parker
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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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: A Photograph of Compassion

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

A s I spoke with a fellow prisoner, 
he shared an anecdote in which 
his grandfather exemplified the 

principle perfectly. For the sake of giving 
God the glory, he chooses to remain but a 
voice behind the veil of anonymity.

 The stage is set in the Jim Crow and 
Great Depression era as it unfurled 
in rural North Carolina. The famine, 
poverty, and unemployment were of 
Biblical proportions, and the widespread 
desperation multiplied the crime-rate.

 The KKK exacerbated the pain:  
wooden crosses turned to ashes, snipers 
riddled homes, and loved ones were stolen 
by lynch mobs.

 Poverty led people to euthanize their 
family and themselves – just to escape its 
scourge. It even folded the false pride of 
Klansmen, putting their hoods in hand, 
hanging their heads, and moving them 
to seek mercy; during the darkness of 
desperation discrimination is erased…

 Soaked in oily black night, a lone, 
hooded lantern swayed its way through 
woods and fields (like Nicodemus) to find a 
window around the back. A dimly lit hand 
tap-tap-tapped on the sill until a sleepy 
voice asked, “Who’s out there?”

 “Mr. Willie…it’s J---. I came to see if 
you could possibly spare a side of beef, 
maybe some vegetables, anything. I got a 
handful of mouths to feed, and not a bite to 
give ‘em.”

 Unbridled by hatred, Mr. Willie would 
never permit a man – humbled by hunger– 
to slump away with empty hands and 
wounded spirit. Rather, he’d climb out of 
his covers, then wake a son or nephew, 
and together they’d gather food for their 
neighbor (two or three times in a night at 
times), neither asking for, nor expecting, 
anything in return, and not thinking about 
who it was requesting help. He saw only 
their need and humanity, trusting this was 
the purpose for which God had given him 
his family’s generations-old farm. 

We need to have this 
conversation:

 Racism is only the most obvious face 
of prejudice, with others being between 
classes – haves and have-nots, male and 
female, believers and unbelievers, and 
so on. Prejudice can be a two-way street, 
with hatred shooting in both directions, 
smashing crowds of innocents, since, 
by definition, it irrationally hates whole 
segments of humanity it’s never even met. 

 What are ways we can abolish hatred? 
How have you overcome prejudice? 
When victimized, how did you resist the 
temptation of allowing hate to intoxicate 
your own heart, mind, and actions? Why 
do we stir up the embers of old hatreds 
more often than pouring water on them?

 Please share your thoughts, experiences, 
and solutions. Prejudice is a cancer eating at 
our culture; whether we like it or not, we’re 
all affected by it; therefore, it’s time we all 
got involved in treating it. It begins with 
this honest discussion.
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John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS

V isitation day: He gets up early and 
shaves, then stands by his cell door 
waiting for a pass to arrive, so he 

can go to the visiting room. This week, 
like last week, the week before, and the 
many before that—the pass never comes.

 As the day drags itself away, evening 
approaches, and once again he stands by 
his cell door, this time waiting for a letter 
to arrive; something, some message, to 
let him know he is not forgotten…that 
someone cares. As the guard walks past, 
he asks, “Do you have a letter for me?” He 
already knows the answer when the guard 
merely shrugs and keeps walking.

 He doesn’t want to admit it, but I can 
see it in his eyes: He knows he is alone and 
unwanted in this world.

The more I think about it, the more I 
realize that feeling unwanted is the worst 

A L O N E
disease any human being can experience. 
For many diseases, there are medicines, 
cures, some kind of therapy; but for being 
unwanted, there is no easy solution. 
Unless there are willing hands to help and 
a loving heart to care, I fear this disease 
will never be cured.

 You may ask why I write this; simple—
everyday I see men standing by doors and 
I know all they need is a friend, someone 
on the outside to write them, someone 
to share a small piece of their life with, 
someone to care.

Letter to the Editor:
Hope

Anthony DiFrisco 
East Jersey State Prison 
Rahway, NJ

I lived on New Jersey’s death row for 17 ½ years, and was number 
three on the list to be executed when I had my sentence overturned. 
I’m now on my 29th year of incarceration. 

 I’ve always been a man of great faith, but never knew I needed hope 
until I faced the four walls of my little death row cell day after day. 
After all the “how’s” and “why’s were answered for me, I was left 
with only hope and the love of my family (who I’d short changed in 
the ways many of us do – even free people).

 I knew my case and appellate issues were weak. Hope became my 
best friend as I learned more about myself than I would have as a 
free man; I re-educated myself, and faced the demons that drove my 
life in the wrong direction. Alone, like never before, hope was driving 
me forward, despite my circumstances telling me to just give up. 
Hope brought me back to myself, though sadly, I could never give the 
victim back to himself or his family.

 Hope was my lifeline and I held on tightly as it shaped me into the 
man I was meant to be – and actually had been all along. I had 
gotten lost, at age five, in a world that disappeared when my family 
crumbled – an event I never understood could break the soul and 
foundation of my budding personality. He and I are healed now, 
thank God.

 Why have hope, or heal and rebuild yourself, when everything is 
telling you otherwise? Hope brought a miracle to my life: I walked 
off death row in 2006 with a sentence of 30-to-life. I have a good 
chance of going home in a couple of years, or shortly thereafter, when 
I see the parole board. I am 54 years old, attend programs, and work 
every day in the officer’s dining room, and plan for my future. No 
one thought this was possible, and yet, HOPE told me all things are 
possible. And here I am: no drugs; no anger; no pain; though I will 
forever carry my victim with me, because he lives in me, and I owe 
him, myself, and everyone the chance to see me as a good and just 
man – as a changed man.

 Whether you are imprisoned or free, always hope. Even when there’s 
no light, no one around, nothing to hold onto, Hope is there for you. 
The only way to free ourselves on every level about every bad thing 
we’ve done, great and small; go all the way back through our life 
and see ourselves for who we really were and what we’ve done. It’s 
the only way. Having confessed and repented, I know a peace I never 
thought was possible, and you can know it too.



Everyone Has  
Their Humanity

Standing the Test of Time

Wesley Purkey
Federal Death Row
Terra Haute, IN

I have been asked to share my story with 
Compassion readers, which is a deep honor.

When I was 27, in 1984, my Dad, Sir Anthony 
Berry, was killed in a terrorist attack in the UK 
whilst he was attending the Conservative Party 
Conference. The IRA took responsibility and 
one man – Patrick Magee – was charged and 
sentenced for planting the bomb.

I was devastated and made a commitment two 
days later to find a way to bring something 
positive out of this and to understand those 
who had killed him. I never wanted an enemy, 
and saw I had a choice: to blame and stay a 
victim or take responsibility for my healing and 
give up blaming. 

It has been a long journey, full of opportunities to 
heal and grow and some challenging moments. 
One was when I decided to meet Patrick Magee, 
who was released as part of the peace process 
in 1999. I met him to hear his story and see 
the human face behind the labels. He started 
off by giving me a political justification of his 

actions but changed during the meeting. He took off his political hat and became 
vulnerable, later saying he was disarmed by the empathy I gave him. So a new 
journey started, one I am still on. Since then we have met over 150 times, speaking 
at conferences, prisons, schools and in many countries. 

I met him to change myself and it has and is a transformational experience for 
both of us. Pat now knows he killed a wonderful human being and sees that he 
demonized the ‘other’ in the same way he accused the others of demonizing 
him and his group. When he planted the bomb he just saw a political target and 

After spending more than half a century 
on this planet, I’ve come to appreciate 
the impermanence of almost all things 

– with the exception of true character. Such 
character is not forged on pristine mountain 
tops, but in the deep valleys of life’s struggles. 
It is measured by a person’s empathy and 
compassion for others. It recognizes that 
“there is so much good in the worst of us, 
and so much bad in the best of us, that it will 
behoove any one of us, to find fault with the 
rest of us.” As the old adage goes, “Every saint 
has a past, and every sinner a future.”

My deepest regret is for the pain my 
selfish actions cause others; in turn, I hope 
my selfless actions benefited others. I firmly 
believe that, in helping others, we help 
ourselves as well. They say the loneliest place 
on earth is the human heart absent love. 
Fortunately, I am spared this pain by the 
unwavering love my beautiful daughter and 
her family gives me.

Here’s a thought to reflect upon: “In 
prosperity, our friends know us; but in 
adversity, we know our friends!” When 
friendships are built from true character, not 

only will they be solidly formed, by nature, 
but as well will stand the test of time. Such 
character is not found on the roads of least 
resistance, but by refusing to live one’s life 
formed by other’s opinions. Nothing is more 
valuable and durable than true character and 
the friendships built from such.                  

he was cut off from his feelings; now he lives with the knowledge that he killed 
a wonderful human being.

I don’t know your stories but maybe some of you on Death Row in the United 
States can identify with these feelings, maybe some of you feel you could never 
be forgiven, maybe you have never been able to share your story without being 
demonized or judged. Please know from the depth of my heart I wish you could 
have opportunities to restore your past and that as someone who has suffered I 
would never wish the death penalty on anyone. Please know that I care.

I know and truly believe, when I listen to his story that if I had lived his life, I may 
have made the same choices. In that moment of understanding there is nothing 
to forgive. I have also empathized with other groups in the conflict and it shows 
me we all have our story for behaving as we do.

 I have spoken in prisons in the UK and it is a deep privilege to hear the stories of 
the inmates. I don›t think it is helpful to call anyone evil or bad, but instead, we 
need to understand and be compassionate – separating the behavior from the 
person. I don’t believe in punitive justice; instead I believe in restorative justice. I 
have been learning about the roots of violence and see we are all capable of doing 
dreadful things, but it is easier to divide the world into the good and bad ones. 

If we had the death Penalty here, then Pat Magee would be dead and the work 
we have done would never have happened.  I believe everyone can heal and 
transform and that everyone has their humanity.

People expect me to want revenge, but actually that would just take my own 
humanity and delay my healing.  I now call Pat my friend: I care about him and 
appreciate his courage in meeting me. 

I am grateful for the opportunities I have for making a difference, for the skills 
I have learnt, and for transforming my pain into my passion for peace. I know 
how important it is to see the humanity of all, instead of demonizing anyone.

Jo Berry 
Dartington, Totnes, Devon, U.K.

Editors note: Sir Anthony Berry was Deputy Chief Whip in Margaret Thatcher’s government and uncle to Diana Spencer, Princess of Wales.  
You can see more information on Jo Berry’s organization at: www.buildingbridgesforpeace.org
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A Ride With Dad

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

9” x 12” 
Graphite On Bristol Board

$75.00 includes Shipping & Handling

by Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA
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Gates  
of Hell

William Barnes
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

O’ if you give me your kind attention 
Let me tell a tale,

There’s a land in which I drifted 
Far beyond the shores of Hell.

They call it an institution 
For men who refuse to go straight,

One you’ll find much different 
If ever you enter that iron gate.

The devil’s at work with iron hands 
Imping around inside these walls

Striking at every man. 
Woe – your friends will soon forget

You though they said 
They never would,

Because when you were out there  
     with them 
You were doing pretty good. Now

The girl who caused my downfall 
Tries to fill her heart’s desire – 

She’ll no longer remember I ever 
Existed, and marry some other guy.  
     Fellas

It’s hell being imprisoned  
And this I’ll always dread:

These walls surround a graveyard – 
The land of the living dead.

Take it from one who knows;  
     if you don’t 
Stay away from those bad places

To this living hell 
You’ll surely go.

I am on death row in Arizona, a nightmare originating 
in 1984. Throughout this journey, I’ve observed 
the variant belief systems of prisoners – both the 
religious/spiritual and secular persuasions. In most 
instances, there are teachings on being good to 
others; however, an interior hostility arises due to 
these teachings, flowing from self. Take Christianity, 
for example, and how it directs us to be merciful (Mt. 
5:7), forgiving rather than judgmental (Mt. 6:12), 
and to turn the other cheek (Mt. 5:39) – all noble 
goals, yet most frequently, they never penetrate past 
the intellect. That is, by lingering on the surface, they 
stagnate in self-centeredness, and so, medicine for the 
soul remains theoretical, never descending into the 
heart. Our sinful self resists it. 

Psalm 38 illuminates this interior unfolding. King David 
had fallen into adultery and murder, and his cries to 
God reveal sorrow over sin, sorrow that erupted after 
tarnishing God’s glory before the eyes of others. Here 
instead of the grief conceived in self centeredness, 
we witness the birth of repentance from God’s 
perspective: “For my transgressions rise up over my 
head, like a heavy burden, they press down over me 
(Ps.38:5).” Having this heavy burden over our heads is 

like drowning, the sea of sin smothering and crushing 
our soul within its vice-like embrace.

King David came to understand: “My wounds grow  
foul and fester” (Ps.38:6); thus, one’s soul is puss 
filled from having disgraced God, and it is precisely 
this recognition of our debasement of God (in contrast 
to our regret over our misdeeds and shame) where 
righteous repentance begins!

Whatever our value system, we must acknowledge that 
when we sin – when we diminish the Creator’s glory 
– our self-centeredness turns into devastation. This 
movement, from focus on self to focus on God, waters 
the fruits of repentance, stimulating a change of mind 
and a departure from criminality, selfishness, and other 
evils. As such, we establish a platform from which to 
pursue virtues as are expressed in Mt. 5:3-12…So, may 
we all see the blessed transference from self to God.

Against You Only Have I Sinned

Frank Atwood
Arizona Death Row
Florence, AZ



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 murdered, 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

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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A Letter to the Lord from a Condemned Man

Richard W. Rhodes 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL

Lord,

It’s been 30 years for both of us in the man-made hell, 
most of which You’ve carried me in Your loving arms, 
given me comfort. Lord, what is there left of my life? The 
only court left to me is Your court, Your judgment.

If not for Your love and grace in my life, I would have 
long since allowed myself the peace which we both 
know I long for. You, Lord, are the only string holding me 
upright, and I remain at odds as to whether to love You 
or hate You for it.

I am old now, left without family or friend. I am sur-
rounded by my enemies, and the friends of my enemies, 
those who take foolish counsel for their own pride and 
comfort.

My life, Lord, is faded, an echo of what could’ve been. 
I am old in body, mind, and spirit. I beg for death like 
a drowning man begging for air. Your will be done, 
Lord…Without Your permission and blessings, I can do 
nothing, go nowhere. It is not just I Lord; it is us… Your 
will be done, not mine.

I beg you, Lord—I give You prayer. Tell me, Lord, I have 
Your permission, Your blessing, and I will petition the 
powers that be to sign my death warrant. I will stand 
before You in Your judgment, guilty for my life and all 
I’ve done. Only Your judgment is righteous; only You are 
without sin; only you are blameless; only You have the 
right to sit in judgment. 

My Lord, I know You have Your reasons for my life, but 
through my clouded sight, all I see is grief and sorrow.  
I all too often curse the day I was born. What words did 
the state use to describe me: “Mr. Rhodes is, if anyone is,  
truly the living poster child for Roe vs. Wade?” (legal 
precedent for abortion)
One may take offense at these words, but it doesn’t 
change the facts…The truth remains…
Yes, Lord, I do cry. I do pray, but as You well know the 
truth, I am encased by chaos, which threatens to consume 
my life. I am not a part of the chaos, though still it whirls 
around me like some primitive demonic storm threaten-
ing to take from me my very sanity—my soul. I am 
haunted by it, daily consumed by the pure rage of it.
I all too often find myself praying for death.
Lord forgive me: I am weak, sick of body and mind.  
Please touch those hearts that I have wronged with my 
insanity and greed. Forgive me for being weak and living 
a worthless life.
Call me home, I beg of you; for You are the Lamb of God 
whose blood washes away the sins of the world. Have 
mercy on me and grant me peace...

Don’t Ask God 

Those who are Christ’s are the salt and light of the world 
(Mt. 5:13-16). Salt is a preservative; thus, in that sense, the 
believer has been chosen by God to preserve the integrity of 
the body of Christ on earth, and to slow societal decay. Light 
dispels darkness, and as the moon reflects the sun’s light at 
night, so too has the believer been chosen by God to reflect 
Christ’s glory (i.e. His character and truth): The preservation 
of man is accomplished through the demonstration of love, 
truth, holiness, and righteousness, through the words we 
preach and works we practice – all by faith, not of our own 
selves: “Let your light so shine before men, that they may 
see your good works and glorify your Father in heaven.”

Our Lord Jesus Christ came into the world to reveal the 
Father, to glorify Him through His work (Jn. 17:1-4), and 
now we are called to imitate His example (Eph. 5:1-2; Phili. 
2:1-8). And yet, despite many of us entering – through 
prayer – into the presence of God, daily, to ask Him to 
bless others, we aren’t willing to move one finger to make 
it happen. God speaks to this sad reality: “If a brother or 
sister is naked and destitute of daily food, and one of you 
says to them, ‘Depart in peace, be warmed and filled,’ but 
you do not give them the things which are needed for the 
body, what does it profit? Thus also faith by itself, if it does 
not have works, is dead” (James 2:15-17). And, “By this we 
know love, because He laid down His life for us. And we also 
ought to lay down our lives for the brethren. But whoever 
has this world’s goods, and sees his brother in need, and 

shuts up his heart from him, how does the love of God abide 
in him? Let us not love in word or tongue, but in deed and in 
truth” (1 Jn. 3:16-18).

The greatest manifestation of God’s love toward mankind is 
revealed through our willingness to sacrifice our selfishness to 
serve God and others. You, and everything you have – your 
intelligence, your talents, your possessions – belong to Christ; 
He wants to use you as an instrument and vessel of honor, 
sanctified and useful for the Master, prepared for every good 
work (2 Tim. 2:20-21). Therefore:

• Don’t ask God to come down from heaven again and 
reveal Himself to others; you be Christ’s reflection, and allow 
Him to reveal Himself and His power through you.

• Don’t ask God to bless others; you be God’s blessing to 
them.

• Don’t ask God to perform a miracle; you be God’s miracle 
in someone’s life.

• Don’t ask God to feed the hungry and clothe the naked; 
you do it with the resources God provided you.

• Don’t ask God to touch people’s lives; you be God’s hands 
and touch someone with Christ’s love.

Prayer for others is great…but often, if God has drawn your 
attention to a situation and moved you to pray about it, He 
also made you the answer to your prayer.

Edgardo Sanchez-Fuentes 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA



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.

NO DONATION 
IS TOO SMALL

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.

1. Write about an experience that impacted you.

2. It doesn’t have to be religious. Here are some themes: 
anger, apathy, beauty, betrayal, boredom, change, 
complacency, courage, fear, friendship, growing older, 
jealousy, pride, purpose, vices, and wisdom.

3. Use sensory details – the smell, who said what, its 
color, how cold it felt. Sensory details connect your 
experience to your readers.

7 Suggestions and Guidelines
4. There’s no need to use big words when a simpler  

one suffices: leave your ego at the door with your 
case: this isn’t the place for either one.

5. Look for ways to unify; help; and solve problems.

6. Be authentic. Be yourself. No one’s perfect.

7. Try to limit it to 400 words or less, and if possible 
enclose a photo of yourself.
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A Long and Winding Road

Carey Dean Moore
Nebraska Death Row
Tecumseh, NE

What is Love?
What is love?
An emotion felt for someone
No matter how big or small
Love is the passion
Lovers share
Love is the bond between
Mother and daughter
Father and son
Love is strong yet delicate
Love is the glue which binds
The tensest relationships
Love is the power
That powers your mind, heart and soul
Love is me and you
Coming together as 
One 
That is love.

Melvin Knight
Pennsylvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA

I t has been a long and winding road…
throughout all the years, and no doubt, God 
has been very busy in my life – and in my 

heart – straightening all the crooked paths…For 
who among us can murder two men in cold blood 
without being afflicted in one way or another, even 
years after having our slate wiped clean by the 
cleansing blood of Jesus Christ?

I’ve been on Nebraska’s Death Row since June 20, 
1980, and believe me, it’s been a long and winding 
road. What will come with my tomorrows? God 
knows, yes, but I’m waiting and trying to be patient, 
and to gain more encouragement as each day rolls 
on…I’ve lived through much: the executions of others 
on the Row (and had many execution dates myself – 
and was nearly executed); through the heart attack 
of another prisoner; suicides and drug overdoses. 
I’ve watched as many other death row prisoners had 
their sentences commuted, and I dare to add, I’ve 
lived through it as each new man came to the Row, 
whether they were innocent or not. All these events 
and years, and yet, time rolls on and on…

I’m 57 now; I was 22 when I committed my 
crime. What will happen to me and to the others  
on the Row? Oh, God, I’m tired. 

Once again, it is predicted that soon our 
death sentences might be overturned, without 
any possibility of being paroled and released to 
freedom. FREEDOM – what is that?! I’ve been 
here for nearly 35 years, but do I have enough 
HOPE left to sustain me in population? What 
do I want; what should I want for me? It’s odd to 
say this, because I have wanted to be executed for 
such a long time, which has made me walk a long 
and winding road. How can I begin today to want 
something more for my tomorrows? No doubt, 
GOD will lead me on…to wherever He leads…

Can you possibly judge me for a single day 
without at least stepping into my shoes? Thank 
God – HE has delivered me, and brought me from 
danger to safety, straightening and smoothing all 
my crooked and rugged paths, bringing me up 
from the valley of terrors!                                             


