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Mouse Trap

Do I truly deserve you? 

Do I truly deserve to live? 

For the life that I lived, 

When all I ever did was give 

(More than I had to give) 

Then fell victim to the 

Things I sometimes did,  

Trying to survive 

By any means necessary? 

Please, 
Let me die! 
Or, somebody, please 
Find me 
And love me. 
Anybody.

Stranded on Death Row

John  Myles 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

M oney – our appetite for it is so extreme 
we desperately hurry to obtain it. 
Throwing caution to the wind, we 

abandon common sense, and sometimes we’re 
willing to sell our very souls just to gain a 
few pieces of paper! (Or, as we put it in urban 
vernacular: Big faces, cheese, chips, cheddar, 
and scratch.) Blinded by the bright lights of 

materialism’s perversion, we can only see 
what we want to see and hear what we 
want to hear, rather than what we need 

to see and hear! Instead of spending time 
contemplating how to gain fortune and fame 

patiently, we’re more apt to speed past all warning 
signs and red flags, losing our dignity on the way, 
while attempting to get ahold of the sometimes-
elusive Almighty Dollar!

Bridges become engulfed in flames as we burn 
them down without regard or thought given the 
possibility of having to cross them again! Loyal 
friends turn into foes; happy, vibrant marriages 
turn volatile, sad and dim; good parents become 
mediocre beings. The overall essence of our 
existence is diminished because we perpetuate 
madness, chaos, and disorder where none 
should exist. Also, we deconstruct everything 
meaningful in our lives, thus setting ourselves up 

for failure, which often leaves anyone who had a 
semblance of intelligence looking as if they were 
dimwitted from the beginning.

When we fail to reach that which we believed 
was within our grasp, we attempt to run back to 
the old safety nets, only to realize “the closer we 
think we’re getting to them, the further away we 
really are!” Our minds begin working overtime 
trying to create viable solutions to escape the 
mess engulfing us; but sadly, to no avail! Once 
we finally realize we’ve become ensnared in 
the proverbial “mouse trap” called “greed” 
it’s too late to break away from the sticky and 
destructive situations we’ve spawned! What’s 
even more saddening is this: The moment we 
realize it was we ourselves who set the mouse 
trap which ensnared us, we come to understand 
it happened because we were neither fully alert, 
nor aware, of our true surroundings and the 
people in them! For this, we end up paying a 
heavy price we can never afford to pay.

Stranded on Death Row, 

Left for dead on Death Row, 

Who really cares 

For a man without a face 

Even a mother could love? 

Me! Somebody. 

Please tell me why,  

Somebody, please 

Hear my cry, somebody, 

Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA



Letters  
to the Editor

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 
compassionate and introspective 
guidelines apply to your 
communications.

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

CONTACT US AT:
Letters to the Editor 
COMPASSION 
140 W. South Boundary Street 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

COMPASSION OUTSIDE  
COORDINATOR
compassionondeathrow@msn.com 

TEL: 419-874-1333 

FAX: 419-874-3441

WEBSITE ADDRESS:
www.compassionondeathrow.net
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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.
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REVOLUTION:  a sudden, complete 
or marked change in something, often 
accompanied by violence.

Without question, we stand at attention, right 
hands pressing our chests as if to keep our 
hearts in check. Our sincere faces, too serious 
for fifth-graders, are focused on the eastern 
corner where stars and stripes rise proudly 
from the floor, a golden eagle as its finial.

“I pledge allegiance…”

Our voices began in unison, our words and 
hearts keeping step to the cadence we’d been 
trained in every day, 180 days a year; every 
year since kindergarten.

“…to the flag of the United States  
of America…”

This emblem of fairness and freedom – how 
many times had I tip-toed half-scared into 
that corner to secretly rub those themes 
between my fingers, to feel the silky texture 
of the American Dream? I remember the last 
semester of last year, I received my first ever 
“C” because I couldn’t afford the cardboard 
on which to display my collection of essays 
and reports, since our welfare was spread too 
thin – I told the teacher this; my dad told the 
teacher this. It wouldn’t be fair, the teacher 
said, to make exception.

“…and to the Republic for  
which it stands…”

My straight “A”s made a U-turn as that sickle-
shaped “C” killed my only hope of escape, of 
ever being anyone, or anything, other than a 
prisoner. It symbolized the death of a dream, 
its curve like the screeching of sharp turn 
taking place inside.

“…one nation, under God, 
indivisible…”

Add to that the night before, how my terror 
caused me to burst through my own front 
door after nearly being murdered by my 
father (over nothing). His schizophrenia had 
beaten us 180 times a year, every year since 
kindergarten. This culmination gave me the 
courage to do like my teachers had always 
said: I called for help; I called the police 
from a neighbor’s phone, and they came to 
rescue me. They confronted him with my 
testimony, meeting his reckless gaze head-
on as he responded, “Yeah – I did it.” With a 
comforting hand on my back, the officer on 
my right looked from him, to me, and back 
again, then gently but firmly pushed  
me forward while saying, “Well, you must’ve 
done something to deserve it.” And back 
into the lion’s den I went, past my father’s 
predatory grin. 

“…with liberty and justice for all.”

The Conversation:
Right or wrong, I felt betrayed by the school 
system and the justice system; and became 
convinced the American Dream would only 
be a fantasy for me – that no matter how hard 
I worked, it didn’t’ matter. Without my dream 
(goal) I was aimless. Since my morality was 
defined by the justice system, and I had  
lost faith in it, there was a moral vacuum 
within me: and so ensued the inevitable 
decline into depravity and crime. Have you 
ever felt betrayed, lost, and aimless? If so, how 
did you respond?



3

Letters to the Editor:

The Power of Words

Stacey Johnson 
Arkansas Death Row 
Grady, AR

For years I’ve used my voice as a sword, my tongue sharpening the 

edges of each blow. I used manipulation to deceive, mastering that 

which many today truly believe brings happiness and monetary gain.

To the writers of “Compassion,” supporters, friends, and families 

reading these words:  know there are people who can only hear 

what they want to hear. It is extremely hard and frustrating to 

communicate with them. People who hear only what they want to 

hear usually miss the point, misinterpret the meaning, and aren’t 

above fabricating lies to make themselves more comfortable with 

what’s said and who it is that’s saying it.

Recognizing the power of truth, and using that power to reinforce 

lies, is abominably corrupt. A man who presents his opinion as 

fact does so because he recognizes the value of facts. Using the 

credibility of truth to make falsehoods more plausible simultaneously 

affirms and denies the value of honesty and integrity.

Place your attention on the trivial, 
That will end the pain. 
Go get drunk, take a shot, 
You’ll stay out of the game. 
Get your girlfriend, go get married, 
Tie yourself up in chains. 
Turn on the TV, watch the news, 
You will sing the blues. 
Think of everything, but not good news, 
Don’t believe in salvation; 
Stay sick instead. 
Saints be quiet, what’s the use? 
ISIS is coming after you. 
If you speak out you’ll surely die, 
Jesus is nothing to Satan’s crew. 
So, what are we to do, Lord?

Don’t hold on to what can’t last,  
Let it go, this too must pass. 
To fight demons, you need strength; 

Charge into battle, lift up your shield! 
Hail Mary full of grace 
The Lord is with thee; 
Blessed art thou amongst women, and 
Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.  
Holy Mary mother of God,  
Pray for us sinners,  
Now and at the hour of our death. Amen. 
It is written, “Behold I Am with you 
Always, even to the end of the age.”  
(Matthew 28:20) 
“O chosen people, proclaim the mighty works 
Of Him who called you out of darkness into 
His wonderful light.”  (1 Peter 2:9) 
“The Lord delivered me from all my fears.” 
(Psalm 34:4)

Thank you for helping my broken ones, 
Your love is the love they can see. 
My glory stands before your sight, 

Hear the Holy Spirit say: 
Nothing outside can conquer you. 
Dwell not in fear’s domain, 
My blood was spilled for you. 
Good news will keep you free,  
In the name of Jesus Christ 
Paradise:  My gift to you. 
Look inside for peace worth finding. 
I have brought you right to heaven, 
Step inside and close the door; 
You are saved and you are sure. 
Thank you, Jesus, praise the Lord.

When challenged about their interpretation of what was said, 

people who hear what they want to hear get mad or act offended 

about the things they heard that were never spoken; they can feel 

accused, degraded, or criticized, regardless of what’s said. Since 

they are extremely defensive, it is difficult to reach them, even 

about important things. People who hear what they want to hear 

know how things should be said – but even when things are said 

perfectly, they can’t seem to hear them. I speak from experience, and 

pray the power of these words opens your heart and mind.

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

“A Wonderful Experience”



Author: Unknown
Submitted by: Stephen Buckner
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, N.C.

Families Are Forgotten

Marie Verzulli (center) with Catherine Marsh, their 
mother Marguerite Marsh, and their children

Marie Verzulli’s 29 year-old sister was one of eight women murdered by serial 
killer Kendall Francois in Poughkeepsie, NY in 1997. Francois is serving eight life 
without parole sentences.

Asked by the District Attorney in 1998 how she felt about the death penalty, 
Marie said, “I had never really thought about it. I couldn’t imagine what, if 
anything, could bring me comfort or lessen my pain and despair, but I knew it 
wasn’t that.” 

Marie now works as a Victims’ Family Outreach Liaison for New Yorkers 
Against the Death Penalty. It might be of interest to death row prisoners 
that Marie feels that, with the death penalty murder victims families are 
forgotten, and says, “The most perverse part of this (the death penalty) is that 
the murderer achieves a kind of celebrity while the pain and anguish of the 
murder victim’s family members… just seems to fall between the cracks.”

For more information visit www.mvfhr.org

There was a little boy visiting his 
grandparents on their farm. He was 
given a slingshot to play with out in 

the woods. He practiced and practiced, but 
he could never hit the target. Getting a little 
discouraged, he headed back for dinner. As he 
was walking back, he saw Grandma’s pet duck. 
Just out of impulse, he let the slingshot fly, hit 
the duck square in the head, and killed it. He 
was shocked and grieved.

In a panic, he hid the duck in the wood 
pile, only to see his sister watching. Sally had 
seen it all, but she said nothing. After lunch the 
next day, Grandma said, “Sally lets wash the 
dishes.” But Sally said, “Grandma, Johnny told 
me he wanted to help in the kitchen.” Then she 
whispered to him, “Remember the duck?”

So Johnny did the dishes.
Later that day, Grandpa asked if the children 

wanted to go fishing, and Grandma said, “I’m 
sorry, but I need Sally to help me make supper.” 
Sally just smiled and said, well, that’s alright 
because Johnny told me he wanted to help.” She 
whispered again, “Remember the duck?”

So Sally went fishing and Johnny stayed to 
help. After several days of Johnny doing both 
his and Sally’s chores…he finally couldn’t 
stand it any longer. He came to Grandma and 
confessed that he had killed the duck. Grandma 

The Devil and the Duck
knelt down, gave him a hug, and said, 
“Sweetheart, I know. You see, I was standing at 
the window and I saw the whole thing; I was 
just wondering how long you would let Sally 
make a slave of you, hoping you would come 
tell me yourself—and because I love you, I 
forgive you.”

Thought for the day and every day thereafter:
Whatever is in your past, whatever you have 

done, and which the devil keeps throwing it up 
into your face (lying, cheating, debt, fear, bad 
habits, hatred, anger, bitterness, etc.) – whatever 
it is, you need to know God was standing at the 
window and He saw the whole thing.

He has seen your whole life. He wants you 
to know He loves you and that you will be 
forgiven…He’s just wondering how long you 
will let the devil make a slave of you.

 The great thing about God is that when you 
ask for forgiveness, He not only forgives you, 
but He forgets. It is by God’s grace and mercy 
we are saved! 

There is no sunshine 
Without a sunset.

There is no life 
Without death, and

There is no success 
Without failure. 
Everything and everyone

Is interconnected!

Since death alone is certain, 
And the time of death uncertain 
What should I do?

Stop worrying 
About people who are different than   
    you, and 
Start appreciating what you have in 
common with them!

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

All Lives Are  
Interconnected
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Exploration

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” 
Acrylic

$50.00 includes  
Shipping & Handling

by Anthony Sowell 
Ohio Death Row 
Chillicothe, OH
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Kenneth Reams
Arkansas Death Row
Grady, AK

Strange Fruit
Is what a southern slave once considered
It to be…
The description of a Negro
Hanging and dangling
From the limb of a sycamore tree.

Justice
Is what many labeled it to be:
A spirited tradition
That thousands came out to witness
And see.
The barbaric killing of a brother man
For the deed he committed against 

another man

Lynching is what history would later
Acknowledge it to be.
The death penalty
Is the (code name)
That is mostly used now to describe the 

atrocity,
While capital punishment 

Is what Black’s law dictionary defines 
it to be

In this generation of new chemicals
And high technology.

To some, 
To the naïve,
Just because they cannot see
Strange fruit literally dangling from the 

tree – 
They  have written off lynchings
As if they no longer exist in our society
But I am the new era of strange fruit
Minus the sycamore tree,
And if you open your eyes 
You will see this reality.

Strange Fruit
Help Change the Perception 

How many of you have received a 
letter from a total stranger claim-
ing they want to be your friend? 

You know, the one’s with a P.O. Box return 
address. Because you are starved for contact, 
you take a chance, waste a precious stamp, 
and respond. Then you find your letter posted 
for sale on some murderabilia web site and 
the web owner is mocking you for falling for 
his scam, calling you stupid.

There is a lot of negativity heaped on those 
of us on death row and it comes in various 
forms. The internet social media seem to be 
places where anyone can say or claim any-
thing, and remain anonymous. Rumors begin 
when people who need social recognition 
expand the rumor until it becomes an “urban 
legend.” Psychologists  
call it the “water cooler effect.”

As a death row prisoner I too have 
experienced scammers. I find the worst 
offenders are the murderabilia web site 
owners who recruit others to write. Then they 

teach them what to say and how to make 
their offer of friendship seem sincere. The 
letters, drawings or artwork you send ends up 
on-line for sale. These shills seem to get some 
sick vicarious thrill from taking advantage 
of death row prisoners. Why would someone 
want a souvenir letter from a death row 
prisoner? Do they show it to friends who 
ooah and ahh?

There are also those who offer to “sell” 
your artwork or poetry “for a fee.” Scammers 
who promise everything and deliver only 
enough to keep you sending them your work.

Sadly most of society gets their 
information from the media. When was the 
last time you saw anything positive about 
death row? Those on the outside have no idea 
about the “good stuff” that happens. To most 
we are considered disposable; we have an 
expiration date stamped on our foreheads… 
The “worst of the worst” with little or no 
redeeming value. They only cringe for half a 
second when an innocent person, who has 

Continued on page 6



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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Once the realization  
of that final misstep sets in, 
The one that placed you on the  
path that’s beyond help, 
It’s so believably unbelievable. 
Pain’s so deep you can’t even cry. 
She’s got hers, 
He’s got his. 
You’ve got nothing even close  
to resembling yours. 
You can only think back and  
Wish… 
All that crap about tough love. 
I reckon it’s easier to see 
Looking down from above. 
Ah, wishes… 
Surely they were born of folks living  
life from ditches.

Futility exists in the heart 

Vanity in the eyes 

Foolishness in the mind 

Stubbornness in the will 

Love resides in the soul 

Truth is found with the heart 

Love by the will 

Wisdom in the soul 

Purity by the mind 

Beauty in the eyes

To seek is to find 

When looking aright  

Finding is to know 

When desiring aright 

And knowing is to intuit 

When feeling aright

The soul yearns for truth 
The heart needs it 
The mind seeks it 
The will guides it

The whole being desires it 
Feeling confuses the mind 
Doubt weakens the will  
Vanity blinds the eye 
Desire destroys the soul 
Thinking dulls the heart 
Love is all we are

spent decades on death row, is exonerated and 
released. A minor Ooops!

It’s time to change that erroneous percep-
tion! Compassion is your publication, 
your voice, your opportunity to inform. 
So many good things are done every day 
by death row prisoners… 
the problem is few on the outside are 
aware of them! Write us and tell  
Compassion readers if you’ve held an 
event to Support Special Olympics,  
Share the good thoughts that you may 
have published in a book. Have a cancer 
walk? Support a Cancer Walk? 

Tell us about the “good stuff!” Help us 
change the perception the outside world 
has by showing them the real and positive 
contributions being made by those 
society has written off!

 Discovering Who We Are

Kevin Marinelli   
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

WISHES Well 
    I 
      See 
         How  
            Envy 
               Starts...

Alden (Al) Harden 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Editors Note:  Donations of art to 
Compassion provide scholarship funds  
for relatives of murder victims.

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS

Continued from page 5

Help Change the Perception 



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.

LEAD DONORS ($5000 OR MORE):
Catholic Diocese of Toledo, OH

SILVER DONORS ($1000 OR MORE):
St. Rose Parish, Perrysburg, OH
In Memory of Deacon Ken Cappelletty

BRONZE DONORS ($500 OR MORE):
Saint Rita Church, Rockford, IL
Rev. Charles Ritter
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO
St. Mark Catholic Church, Augres, MI
Mark & Jennifer Cappelletty 
Knights of Peter Claver, New Orleans, LA
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
Diocese of St. Petersburg, FL

Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
Catholic Diocese Jefferson City, MO
Margy Paoletti
Martha May
Walter Foster
Rev. Arturo Perez-Rodriguez
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
Rev. Nicolas Weibl
Sisters of St. Francis, Tiffin, OH
Rev. Neil Kookoothe
Carl & Lorena Hyde
Rev. Nelson Beizario
St. Thomas Aquinas, Toledo, OH
Good Shepherd Church, Toledo, OH
Eugene Schmitt
Constance Laessig

Aux. Bishop David Talley
Rev. Nicholas Weibi
Rev. Edward Schleter
Carol Smelley
Rev. James Peiffer
Anna Mae Whaley
Cathy Cappelletty
Sisters of St. Francis, Sylvania, OH
In Memory of:   
Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl
Norbert Wethington 
St. Bartholomew Church,  
Colombus, IN
Cong. Of The Humility of Mary, 
Davenport, IA
Rev. Tony Gallagher

St. Jerome Church,  
North Weymouth, MA
Church of the Sacred Heart,  
Sauk Rapids, MN
St. Patrick Church,  
Grand Rapids, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
Charles Henry Diller
James Steinle
St. Pius X Parish, Toledo,OH
Kristen Keller
Fr. Richard Notter
Sisters of Mercy of Americas, 
Fremont, OH
Ron Hitzler
Margaret Keller 
Joseph Griffin

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):

Well 
    I 
      See 
         How  
            Envy 
               Starts...
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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

We The Jury

Donna Roberts 
Ohio Death Row 
Marysville, OH 

“You must excuse me, Your Honor, 

But I could never know for certain 

If this person is truly guilty. 

Therefore, neither I nor anyone 

Else has the right to judge him. 

Most importantly, I am not,  

Nor can you make me, a murderer.”

I rest my case!

In his book “Ambiguity of Form: Old and New,” 
Gerald H. Fisher included the above figure. At first 
glance, you may see it as either a horse or a seal. 

But if you keep looking you will see both animals. 
Once you’ve seen it both ways, your perception tends 
to alternate automatically between the two.

The truth is, the figure is both and neither. It’s 
just a suggestive assemblage of lines, a sketch that – 
like your character, personality, and talents – can be 
interpreted in different ways.

Stereotyping is an open door to misjudging people 
we don’t know very well. If our talents and expertise, 
personality and character were all defined by some 
scientific measurement, it would be difficult to 
maintain a bias. But our characteristics are more like 
the horse/seal image, open to different interpretations. 
How easy it is for us to tailor reality to fit our desires.

We may believe that our perceptions are controlled 
by the feedback received by our five sensory organs, 
that they are based in reality, but consider that 
the mind may be like a motion-picture projector, 
projecting our internal mental state onto the world. 
When our mind is filled with upsetting thoughts, we 
view the world and people through that lens. 

 On the other hand, when our mind is peaceful 
we may choose whether to see an angry world or 

What Do You See?

friendly one. When upset, it’s tempting to blame it on 
other people’s actions or on circumstances beyond 
our control. Often I have found I was not upset for the 
reason I thought. Rather, like the horse/seal image, I 
was allowing my bias to define others, tailoring my 
perception to fit.

I’ve learned it makes no sense to blame the world 
for the miseries and pain I experience, suffering 
emotional distress because of a grievance against 
others. When I learned how to let go of my grievances 
against them, practice forgiveness, stop judging – my 
pain disappeared! It all comes down to: What do I see?

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS


