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In March of 2004, I was sentenced to death 
for murder, an enormous, life-altering 
tragedy rendering my soul hollow, and 

filling it with remorse and a real desire to make 
amends – which is how I stumbled upon my 
spark of divinity among the ashes of atrocity, an 
opportunity is disguise: In America, more than 
130,000 people are on waiting lists for organ or 
bone marrow transplants needed to survive, 
living on borrowed time, clinging to hope in 
the face of unspeakable pain and uncertainty. 
Roughly nineteen of them die each day, waiting.
The thought of my lifelong hero, no doubt 
exhausted by this the cruelest of death sentences, 
one he couldn’t deserve less, is as much as I can 
bear. Despite routine radiation treatments and 
chemotherapy sessions, my loving father of 71, 
head held high, marches into stage 4 non small 
cell lung cancer. Assuming it’s possible to rid  
him of the malignancies by removing both 
his lungs, then cracking me open to take out 
one of mine to give to him, there is nothing 
in California State, or Federal, law definitively 
ensuring I’d be able to spare his precious life.
Many believe the rationale for incarceration 
stems from a responsibility for the prisoner to 
pay his debts to society through restitution, 
rehabilitation, and punishment for his/her 
deeds. If the government has a duty to protect its 

Inmate Organs
citizenry, and the objective of imprisonment is 
to shape positive outcomes in the prisoner why 
are innocent people in the free world still dying 
while awaiting qualified donors when many 
prisoner’s qualify and are willing? It’s senseless. 
What is justice if it isn’t the act of making 
something great come from something horrible?
Part of achieving social change through 
education and advocacy must focus on shifting 
the current narrative; focus on dispelling the 
myth that prisoners are without redeeming 
value – on replacing destruction with life. It’s 
said a man can preach a better sermon with his 
life than with his lips, which makes it easier to 
explain why my son, Jonathon, and I co-founded 
@Inmateorgans, a social media platform. 
Ongoing rehabilitative efforts belong to those 
who encourage real growth and healing, like 
minded people whose faith in humanity remains 
their greatest “weakness.” Ralph Waldo Emerson 
once wrote: “The only gift is a portion of thyself.” 
May we all rejoice when our glory is finally 
revealed. Amen!

Michael Flinner 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

The Exhibit “Windows On Death Row: Art from Inside and Outside 
the Prison Walls” will run until December 18, 2015 at the University 
of Southern California in Los Angeles. Several prisoners through 
Compassion submitted art depicting their art/cartoon interpretation 
of Death Row which is are part of the exhibit. Proceeds from the sale 
of those pieces go to the Compassion Scholarship Fund. An opening 
reception was held was held October 22nd featuring International 
cartoonist Patrick Chappatte and Swiss Journalist Anne Widmann 
along with Sister Helen Prejean author of “Dead Man Walking.” This 
exhibit will also travel to other cities which will be announced later. 

Windows on Death Row Exhibit

Sister Helen Prejean and exonerated Tennessee 
Death Row prisoner Ndume Olatusani address 
attendees at the opening exhibit.

The Wait

Melvin Speight 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

I am a dream deferred
One unheard
Glass half full
Yet broken
He whose wishes 
Go unspoken
And future
Lies gasping and choking.
But the ever-fiery Phoenix that 
I am
Still goes on hoping.
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compassionate and introspective 
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Editorial: Old Bones
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Writing is powerful. I know a 
community of creative writers on 
North Carolina Death Row who are 

taking on the responsibility to wield this power 
as a tool for creating positive change. The 
implication is that, without a moral compass 
to guide their pens, the compulsion to write 
would forever have to be resisted; for inasmuch 
as morality is absent, writing is arbitrary, 
misleading, meaningless, or destructive. They 
hope to flesh out the “Love your neighbor as 
yourself” principle, to embody it as they walk 
their thoughts across the page. 
Having armored themselves with these 
protective ethics, they are digging into 
culture’s rubble, searching for ways to put it 
back together and keep it from falling apart. 
The grotesque history of oppression is the 
first area to be excavated. They brought the 
problem to their group and plopped it in the 
center of the circle, so that each writer could 
chip away at it, sifting solid facts from the 
profuse confusion of opinions, and scrape 
away the muddy emotional attachments that 
clouded progress.
Recently, a breakthrough occurred when a 
penetrating insight unearthed the artifacts 
of an ancient problem with civilization 
– PRIDE. Pride is a fossilized skeleton in 
whose footprints we walk even today. Pride 
can convince individuals, races, classes, 
and nations they are superior to others, 
moving them to take steps to oppress those 
it deems inferior. Bullying, racism, classism, 
imperialism – all can form around a stiff 
backbone of PRIDE. 

And oppression isn’t limited to physically 
violent acts; it can take the form of passive 
violence, which Daniel Hall (an activist 
with Victory Over Violence) defines thus: 
“Anything we do that undermines the 
fundamental dignity of another human being 
or ourselves. (It) is verbal, psychological abuse, 
emotional abuse, teasing, taunting, putting 
someone down, making someone feel bad 
about themselves, basically dehumanizing 
another.” This process facilitates every 
appalling inhumanity in proportion, because 
the less human a man is made, the less 
humane he will be treated. 
However, in the process of dehumanizing 
others, one demeans the dignity of one’s own 
humanity, thereby dehumanizing themselves.

The Conversation:
There is a temptation for the oppressed to lust 
after the power of their oppressors, to wish 
to trade places with them, which turns the 
beaten into the bullies, perpetuating the cycle. 
What are ways you’ve learned to overcome 
the temptation? Or, if you were the bully, 
what changed you? I’ve been on both ends of 
oppression, and it was only after I felt its sting 
that God helped me to refuse its grip:  He 
humbled me to set me free. Amen.

©2015 John Robinson
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Letters to the Editor:
Don’t Give Up

Stephen LaValle 
Shawangunk Correctional Facility 
Wallkill, NY

I’ve been in prison for over 22 years, eight of which I spent on Death Row, 

but it was my case on appeal that got the death penalty abolished here in 

New York on June 24, 2004.

It isn’t easy now, nor was it then. On Death Row, we weren’t permitted 

human contact except with prison guards or medical staff. This, to me was 

the hardest part of Death Row, despite the many other deprivations and 

restrictions. I could “visit” family through the back wall of my cell which 

had a sliding metal-and-GPlexiglas door we had to talk through, but 

being unable to hug and kiss my mother, unable to hold her and tell her 

everything will be alright, seeing my father and sister look at me behind 

that Plexiglas like I was an animal – it was almost unbearable.

One day my mother and sister came to visit me on my birthday...and we 

realized that door was unlocked. I took a chance, opened it, and hugged 

and kissed my mother and sister. It was great. I’ll never forget that feeling. 

I remember overhearing the chaplain say to a guard once: “We don’t know 

our day and time to die, but these guys do,” referring to us on Death Row. 

He went on, “They can repent. This is the advantage they have in their life. 

As a Death Row Correctional Officer, you are not going to feel happy when 

their day comes. You feel for the condemned man’s family as well as the 

victim’s family. One side has lost a family member, the other side is about 

to lose one. It’s a no-win situation of all.”

I relentlessly worked on my case. A guard who saw me studying law books 

came by my cell one day and said, “LaValle, you’re wasting your time. It’s 

not going to help you.” The day I received the phone call informing me 

case had abolished the death penalty, that same guard wasn’t around, but 

I saw him months later in the hall as I walking back from the visiting room. 

He couldn’t see me then, keeping his head down like that. Today, I’m still 

fighting for my freedom. Maybe one day I’ll get it back. Maybe one day I’ll 

be returned to my family. I can’t give up.

Rewriting The Script of Life

Darrell Sharpe 
Massachusetts Correctional Institute 
Norfolk, MA

Nonviolence requires strength, but even more so for those of us coming 

out of violent neighborhoods. From a young age most of us were taught 

that violence is a legitimate method, not just for resolving conflict, and 

survival, but for acquiring wealth too. We hear song lyrics like “I’d rather 

be judged by twelve than carried by six” and “Get rich or die trying.” 

Add to that the images and glorification of gangsta icons such as Tony 

Montana and Nino Brown. Violence as a method for resolving conflict and 

wealth acquisition is deeply ingrained in our psyche. This is what makes 

nonviolence difficult; this is why it requires strength.

First, we must learn why violence is not the solution, and understand the 

impact violence has on victims, communities--and even the perpetrators. 

A person who continuously carries out acts of violence on other human 

beings will eventually suffer from what Frantz Faron in The Wretched of 

the Earth calls this “reactionary psychosis,” a severe psychological disorder 

stemming from violence. We need to deprogram ourselves, which means 

taking a critical and painful self-inventory so that we may adopt new 

principles for living. This is not easy! Having to confront the ugly truth will 

take us out of our comfort zone, but necessarily, since we have loved ones 

who await our return and communities which need us to demonstrate 

that manhood is not determined by our capacity for violence. 

For me, deprogramming meant challenging the scripted behaviors and 

beliefs taught in my neighborhood--beliefs which shaped my habits. I 

was in the habit of thinking kindness, generosity, love, etc., was weakness, 

that to demonstrate these virtues would be subjecting myself to being 

preyed upon or victimized. There was a tension between the way I was 

and the future me I envisioned. I chose to replace the old lyrics with the 

wisdom of the ancients; the old images, with our esteemed contemporary 

leaders’: “Charity in no way decreases the wealth; and a servant who 

forgives, God adds to his respect; and the one who shows humility, God 

elevates him in the eyes of the estimation of the people.” It seems counter-

intuitive, but, when practiced with pure intent, it’s a formula for success. 

Dr. King said, “To meet hate with retaliatory hate would do nothing but 

intensify the existence of evil in the universe: Hate begets hate.”

The opposite is also true – Love begets love. All the virtues are rooted in 

love. By displaying them, we intensify the existence of love in the universe. 

This is the Path I choose, and it always proves beneficial and rewarding. 

Love is the heart of nonviolence.  



Humanizing 
People

Kristin Froehlich

Kristin Froehlich was interviewed by Compassion for this issue. She related to us that her 22 year old brother and four of his 
friends were murdered by their landlord in 1995. This was two days before the Oklahoma bombing so this tragedy was not 
publicized as it might have been otherwise. Her feelings were varied after learning of her loss. “I was overwhelmed and felt 
powerless, vulnerable, depressed and confused, but I had no sense of anger.”

Initially the preparation for the trial of her brother’s accused killer was pursued as a capital murder case. It took several years and 
Kristin began to pin her hopes on the trial: that it would  resolve some of her feelings. “All I really wanted was to begin healing 
and for my brothers killer to be behind bars where he couldn’t hurt someone else.” The state finally abandoned seeking the death 
penalty and Kristin felt she would have been cruelly disappointed if she had awaited an execution to heal her pain.

Kristin attended grief counseling groups and also went to a meeting of Murder Victims Family Members for Reconciliation (MVFR). 
She said, “I met other family members of murder victims and I started learning and was uplifted as I heard their stories of dealing 
with their tragedy. It was just what I needed.” 

Eventually Kristin started working against the death penalty through MVFR. She said, “I wanted to humanize people and I think 
we are kidding ourselves if we believe conforming to violence (through executions) is going to bring healing and closure.”

When asked what message she had for death row prisoners reading Compassion, Kristin said: “It’s important death row 
prisoners remember their humanity no matter what people say.” She continued, “We are all experiencing the same thing.  
We are all wounded and we are all trying to heal.”  

You can read more about Kristen at www.mvfr.org 
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Kevin Marinelli  
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Sin = Selfishness
I n mankind’s primitive days, survival 

meant strength in numbers, which 
equals community. Unlike our society 

today, the mere individual wasn’t exalted. 
Sport is a great teacher of teamwork, the 
group above the individual. The team’s 
success is the individual’s success. However, 
we see “stars” sacrifice victory for the sake 
of their own stats. To work as a solitary unit 
is to choose self instead of others, the part 
in place of the whole, which brings disunity, 
defeat, and destruction upon the team, 
whether that is society as a whole, one’s 
family, one’s marriage.

Capitalism, with its consumerist mentality, 
embodies selfishness, caring only about the 
bottom line. “Trim the fat,” they say; not 
caring that “fat” is people with families, 
needs and dreams.

People call it the “me” generation, with 
tongue in cheek, when it’d be with tears on 
cheek if they fully understood what it meant. 

This perpetual narcissism is fostered by a 
culture of consumption that throws away 
every human being it deems inconvenient or 
unproductive: the unborn, elderly, criminals, 
homeless, handicapped, terminally ill. 
“It’s not my problem,” and “It’s none of my 
business,” are just other ways of saying, “I’m 
too self-absorbed to care.”

This throw-away attitude is prevalent in 
our relationships. We unfriend friends, 
disown family members, divorce spouses. 
“Marriage” is a joke since few mean “till 
death do us part,” but rather: “until you get 
old, ugly, fat, boring, etc.,” then it’s time to 
set you on the curb with the trash. People are 
used as objects for sexual gratification – an 
attitude encouraged and reinforced by our 
culture. We can’t even advertise shampoo 
without using sexual innuendo.

Each of the seven deadly sins (Anger, 
Covetousness, Envy, Gluttony, Lust, Pride, 
and Sloth) has its roots in selfishness: each 

is caused by inordinate self-love, making 
I, me, my, and mine the unholy deities of 
selfishness, which is Idolatry. The remedy  
for this sickness is selflessness, which is  
also sevenfold:  Humility, Chastity, 
Prudence, Justice, Love, Fortitude, and 
Temperance. These require one to focus on 
others instead of self, or at least as much on 
others as on self.

So then, serve others, please others, give 
preference to others, give to others, be  
happy for others, do for others, feed others; 
be a servant, modest, thoughtful, generous, 
complimentary, a volunteer, and  
a philanthropist – and you’ll be blessed,  
for it is more blessed to give than to receive.



Canoe Lake

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

$60.00 includes  
Shipping & Handling

by Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA
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If I Could  
Tell the Children

If I could tell the children
About the pain I’ve known inside, 
All the years I’ve spent in prison
With no one by my side.

If I could tell the children
About the way things could’ve been,
How I wasted life in silent cells
With only darkness as my friend.

If I could tell the children
Of the screams I hear at night,
Of lonely men beside themselves,
Enraged they cannot fight.

If I could tell the children 
This is nowhere they should live,
From deep within these prison walls
Comes the hand that I would give.

If I could tell the children 
That in life they have a voice,
Long before they make a move
They still have got a choice.

If I could tell the children
They must see above it all
This hand of mine is reaching out
To grab them when they fall

And now, I stop to tell the children
Remember where I live,
The advice I give to you this day
Is the best that I can give.

REMEMBER WHERE I LIVE!

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS

You see, when I was a kid, I had dreams, 
When I was young, I had potential; 
But it was buried within, with no way to climb out. 
The desire was there, hidden, disguised, and sheltered, 
Though barely a body scratched the surface; 
It wasn’t identified by an adult.

No one took the time to see it, 
Or give it a face for others to admire; 
The dream was there, someplace, lingering alive.

And now this day, a 51-year-old man, 
A body on death row, living from one day until the next; 
If you had known me as a child and then a teenager,  
Would you have planted a seed in my heart to prevent me 
From murdering two men and spending nearly  
Twenty-nine years on Nebraska’s death row?

Help a kid in need,  
so he won’t come  
to prison.

You See Me Better Than Anybody

Carey Dean Moore 
Nebraska Death Row 
Tecumseh, NE



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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Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Our situation is like being trapped in a microwave. As we spin in and out of daily life, 
it gets hotter and hotter. The heat of survival, the pressure of simply existing, and the 
rigors of maintaining sanity become daunting with one push of a button: Emotional 
buttons are sensitive to the touch, having the potential to blow up everything inside, 
much like metal in a microwave.

As time winds down, we anticipate the cooling-off period in hopes we’ll be able to 
handle ourselves and others without getting burned. More importantly, we hope 

True Treasures Are 
Found In Others
Do not pass your days and nights away 

Permeated in boisterous internal chatter. 

Take care of your essential activities 

Without enormous vainglorious clatter.

It would be truly wasteful 

To delight in the spark of a flint stone 

Where dreams and hopes are like dew 

On a blade of grass 

Where fortunes of life, like a dart of lightning 

Are emptied in an instant, vanished in a flash.

Reach out and help others and find your  
     true path, 

For it is there life’s true treasures  will last. 

This path will set you free of that ever  
     so selfish voice 

That eternally resonates that ever-consuming  

Dilemma of me-me-me!

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Microwave

the radioactive waves of impulsive 
behavior haven’t damaged our 
common sense mechanisms.

Irony in a Name
The opposite of darkness is light,
The opposite of death is life.
Strange sometimes how things come out
Or get turned around
But, for a moment
It might be worth talking about.
And, though it be grasping,
A bit of a reach,
Perhaps in a poem, something to teach:
There was a time before Lucifer
Became the devil, when he lived in heaven.
No doubt, many wondrous blessings  
   he’d been given.
Then Lucifer sinned
A sin God hates most of all;
He focused on himself, 
And pride caused him to fall.
It cost Lucifer everything,
Falling from Heaven to earthly ground –
Yes Lucifer once lived,
But this got turned around,
Because if you look closely
To the name “devil” – one the Bible gives –
Ironically
Devil spelled back to front
Is ever the reminder to him
That he once had lived.

Duane Allen Short 
Ohio Death Row 
Chillicothe, OH



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 3,000 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.

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. 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
Rev. James Bacik
Corpus Christi Parish, Toledo, Ohio

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):
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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 3,000 

death-row prisoners. See  

form on page 7.

An Appeal  
to the  
Outside  
Community

“Thus says the Lord: Let not the wise man glory in  
his wisdom, Let not the mighty man glory in his 
might, Nor let the rich man glory in his riches; but let 
him who glories glory in this: That he understand and 
knows Me, That I am the LORD, Exercising loving-
kindness, judgment, and righteousness in the earth. 
FOR IN THESE I DELIGHT, SAYS THE LORD.”  
                                                              – Jeremiah 9:23-24

For centuries God has always manifested Himself 
to the new generations through a new special 
revelation. Not that the revelation is new, but it is 

as if it was to every new generation who’s yet to know 
the will of God. God has always raised up men and 
women who are willing to believe Him and work in His 
ministry. These are the ones whom God chooses and 
blesses with the Holy Spirit, knowledge, and wisdom 
that enables them to be useful instruments in their own 
generations. Today we are God’s chosen to bless our 
generation with a new revelation.
God sent twelve spies to recognize the Promised Land, 
which was under the control of the enemy. But only 
Joshua and Caleb believed God and gave a good report 
to the people (Num. 14). So also nowadays, God is 
choosing, raising up, and equipping men and women 
among this new generation; people who are willing to 
believe Him; those who aren’t afraid to enter into the 

My Legacy in Christ
enemy’s territory, to fight the good fight, and conquer 
the Land for Christ.
If you and I are the new Joshua and Caleb in the middle 
of this new generation, God has prepared a new 
revelation of His will, through which He will free His 
people from the power of the enemy. We hope and 
pray that you may be a part of the army of warriors  
God is raising up for this new generation. Let’s never 
forget that the legacy we have received from past 
generations has been the result of a long battle that  
has lasted for centuries, and it is the fruit of the sacrifice, 
blood and life of those who, for love of Christ, gave it 
all. And now God is calling us to be His pillars, columns, 
and stones in Christ’s Kingdom to sustain and keep the 
integrity and unity of His body on earth, and preserve 
the light of truth for future generations. Are we God’s 
answer and solution to this new generation? Or are we 
part of the problem? The Holy Spirit is willing to raise 
up and send out workers to the labor. Are we willing to 
be used by Him? (Timothy 2:19-21).

In a place where it’s dark
I am not God
But let me be the light
To bring hope to those who suffer
Such poor dismay.
Let me be the one who pushes you
To bring out your excellence in social skills
And leave behind the bad weed
That has formed over the years.
You are not alone
But loved; however, you continue
To water a weed that’s dead and  
     without growth.
It’s the season to plant new seeds
And watch them grow green, 
Nourish it, tend to it
As if it were your child…
Because, after all, it is your reflection,
Your image
Your unique
Identity!
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