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Love is devotion, friendship and adoration, 
Love is to treasure, hold dear, and show appreciation 
Love is to be dependable, trustworthy, and reliable, 
The love a mother has for her child is undeniable.

Sometimes this love is without effort but with ease 
Most times her love is given even though she’s  
     not pleased, 
Her instincts are maternal, her love eternal 
For that which sprang from her womb 
Though the road gets tough and the way is rough  
She’ll ride with you from the cradle to the tomb;

So be aware, all those who hear 
You’ll never get a second chance 
To have a biological mother,  
Cherish her now, while she’s still around, 
Because I promise you, there’ll never be another.

Cherish Her Now

Marcus Robinson 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Kevin Marinelli  
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

W hen I first came to the row I was only 
23 years old and full of energy. I’ve 
always been hyperactive and being 

bottled up in a 7’ X 12’ cell wasn’t making 
matters any better. I would burn myself out 
with exercise and legal work. I ended up in 
the hole frequently because I didn’t know how 
to deal with my stress. Finally I asked an old 
head, “How can you cope with this?” He said 
basically, “Get a hobby.” 

I needed to keep my mind off of where 
I’m at; I needed a mental challenge. Though 
I dabbled in art, I found it to be my mental 
occupation. It was very therapeutic for me, 
like meditation. I’d get a cup of coffee, put the 
headphones on, and draw my little heart out. 
All the while I was creating a new thought-life, 
a stress free zone. Afterward I felt relaxed, even 
joyful. Later, I noticed that if I didn’t do any 
artwork for a week or more, I’d start stressing 
out. Over the years I got good at graphite, color 
pencil, & pastel, and was able to sell my work, 
which relieved the stress over my financial 
situations. Hobbies are goal-oriented, so there’s 
a sense of accomplishment at the completion 

Get a Hobby
of each project, be it artwork, a book, etc. 
This builds self-esteem and self-worth, 
counteracting the effects of the degradation 
most of us suffer by staff or peers (or have 
suffered by others in the past).

The voices within us that declare our 
worthlessness get quieter with each notch of 
our belt. When I look back at two decades 
as an artist I can see that my time was not 
wasted. I have something to show for it and it 
has helped me evolve into a better person, as 
well as beautify the world and touch others 
with my work. I advise others to get a hobby, 
be it writing, reading, crafts, languages or 
religion. Others that I see with a hobby are 
more fulfilled because of it. Getting a hobby 
gives one a happy, healthier existence, on or 
off the row, in prison or out.
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Anything death row prisoners write may 
jeopardize their future appeals. This  
may limit the scope of their expressions.
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TIME. Who and what we 
spend our time on speaks about 
our values. It’s like currency, and 
our account is draining day by day, 
increasing the value of every second; 
an hour today is worth more than that 
same hour yesterday, because you have 
less now than then. Right? When I went 
to canteen, the guy in front of me may 
have bought $20.00 worth of honey buns 
– but he never buys toiletries; instead, 
he uses the state-issued soap, toothpaste, 
deodorant, and so on. Willingly. What 
does that tell you about his values?

 Consider, what you spend your time 
on reveals not only what you value 
outwardly…but also says something 
about how much you value yourself, 
your life, your body. If you were a 
billionaire and found out you had 
cancer, and that it would cost you every 
penny to beat it – would you spend it? Of 
course, right? Life is priceless…at least, 
our own is.

 And yet, we fight so hard to survive, 
willing to spend every cent if that is what 
it takes, only to waste our time alive 
watching TV, sleeping, doing nothing, 
gorging ourselves on the very things that 
kill us, reading the very things which 
poison our thinking. We strive to live 
only to kill ourselves slowly.

 Would I spend that same billion to 
save my momma’s life? My friend’s? 
Relationships are one of the most 
valuable things in life, but time is a 
crucial component necessary to build 
them, which means we have to invest 
our time… which means we have to 
sacrifice, because every second spent 

on or with someone else is time we can’t 
spend on ourself.

 It tells me I am valued when people 
spend time with me, or on me (like writing 
or visiting). Time is also needed to get to 
know a person. Their eye color, favorites, 
firsts, etc., are part of the person, but to 
know their character costs time, amongst 
other things. Are they stubborn? Do they 
have a great sense of humor? Are they 
kind? Character is their disposition, which 
drives their pattern to behave. Doing a 
kind deed doesn’t make a person kind if 
it’s an isolated incident. Even mean people 
do kind things at times. Only time reveals 
these patterns.

 Don’t put learning on the back burner; 
don’t delay exercise until you “feel” like 
doing it; don’t wait till you’re diabetic 
before you watch your diet, but most 
importantly:

 Don’t bury your Bible beneath your 
mattress till Sunday (or whenever, if ever). 
Spend time in it, for that’s a key way we 
learn who God is as a person; and

Don’t keep putting off writing those 
letters to your people until it’s convenient. 
Make time for God and your other 
relationships – it’s worth it, and that’s what 
life’s about: RELATIONSHIPS.

Spending your time wisely goes toward 
loving God, yourself, and your neighbor as 
yourself. 

Time, Acceptance, Care, Respect, Openness, Sacrifice, Sanctity, Trust
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Letters to the Editor:

In a blind rage that
I can’t see. Is it my skin
Or just me? I wasn’t born this way
So where did it begin? Rage is inherited
It comes from sin. How can I
Contain these feelings 
From within when I feel
These urges coming on? I have to
Ask:  Is something wrong? Rage is
Not something I can ignore. It’s not 

The Holy Spirit leads your steps. No need to worry or to fret. Heaven is your destination. Pass quickly by 
tribulations, remember who walks and talks with you.

Dress for battle, put on your armor, and wear the helmet of salvation gladly. You’re fit for service, 
courageous saint. Call upon the Holy Ghost. Did you do it yet? Well, just in case you don’t know how… 

“Father, In the name of Christ, place your Spirit in my soul.”

Voices full of animosity, ill will or resentment, are not useful actors in the Kingdom of Heaven. Finding 
fault, complaining and being critical is a quick leap into failure. People who do not love can not 
appreciate you. We must be weak so Christ can keep us strong; return to praying the Rosary.

“Led by the Lord, they were as sure footed as wild horses and never stumbled.” (Isaiah 63:13)

From now on come Holy Ghost. Be friendly to a foe. Don’t react with anger. Kindness is a fine idea to 
grow. Be aware of what you’re thinking; how easily we forget. 

I’m the happiest man in the U.S.A. Everything seems to be okay. I smile at people who look this way and 
wish them all a very good day.

Write like a prophet, speak like a saint, think like Christ.

Thus sayeth the Holy Ghost: “I am with you here right now. Trust me and be blessed. Love is worth your 
contemplation. Look for good in what you see.”

Wisdom speak: I gave you my spirit so be like me; faithful and courageous in true liberty.

Enjoy peace, stop wavering. Hear a sermon from Saint Anthony: “God, in order to be able to speak to 
the soul and fill it with knowledge of His love, leads it to solitude, detaching it from preoccupations of 
earthly things. He speaks to the ears of those who are silent and makes them hear His secrets.” Amen. 

Editor’s note: The piece below was submitted by a long time Compassion contributor in 
the Pennsylvania prison system.

Thunder Lightning Rain 
Attention

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

Blind  Rage
Please accept my submission below to the Compassion newsletter.

George Young
CCJ
Cleveland, OH

Haven’t seen her face 

In a long time 

It’s been years 

But she stays on my mind 

I worry about her 

Praying she’s fine. 

For years  

She’s been getting up in age 

But to me she’ll always be a star 

Headlining on a Broadway stage 

Cause my love for her 

Extends way beyond the grave. 

She raised me  

From an infant on 

Instilling in me the strength 

To be mentally strong 

Telling me I was a king 

And never to be no one’s pawn. 

But as a young man 

I messed up  

Hurting her 

Just so I could have the rep of being tough. 

I promise if I ever make it out 

I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up. 

A second chance 

Is all I ask 

To undo the hurt and tears I’ve caused 

With smiles and laughs 

But I’d give anything to see her 

One last time before she passes.

A game where you keep score. Rage  has to
Be dealt with. Rage
Has its own form
Of introduction. Rage not
Kept in check will
Lead to self-destruction!

Love  
Her to Death

Craig Murphy 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA



Hector Black

Hector Black’s daughter, Patricia, was raped and murdered 
in Atlanta in 2000. As Quakers the Black’s reject violence as a 
solution to human problems. He and his wife both concluded 
that they did not want the death penalty for their daughter’s 
killer. Hector wrote a letter to the sentencing judge saying he 
did not want his daughter’s killer to die and has since begun 
corresponding with him in prison.

Hector says that at first he tried to demonize his daughter’s 
killer, because he wanted him to be a monster. Coming to 
terms with the murderer’s humanity  
was like coming to terms with himself, “We all have the 
capacity for enormous good or evil.”

For more information visit: Journeyofhope.org

 The Capacity for Good or Evil
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Talking with my daughter, Angie C., late one 
Sunday night from a Federal Penitentiary 
cell 600 miles away, our conversation 

was interrupted by a small sleepy voice in the 
background. The words were too soft for me to 
make out but there was no doubt it was my three 
year old granddaughter, Haley. This little beauty 
is known far and wide in Kansas City area for 
her horn sharp skills for avoiding the pains of 
her bedtime nearly every night and this was no 
exception. In fact she is so versed and talented in 
escaping her bedtime she has authored a soon to be 
published book titled: “What Every Kid Needs to 
Know to Avoid Their Bedtime Every Night of the 
Week.” It should be a best seller. One of her core 
principles is: “Parents seldom, if ever, mean exactly 
what they say, nor do they ever say exactly what 
they mean!” With this in mind, Haley asserts the 
Golden Rule to be applied when a kid is confronted 
with their bedtime, or, for that matter, being told 
to do anything else by their parents, is to just play 
dumb, get the old puzzled expression on their 
faces and act as if they did not understand what 
they were being told. Then just go and do whatever 
it was they wanted to do to start with. It is true, 
Haley admits, that this does have a tendency to tee 
parents off, but she goes on to clarify that parents 
need to appreciate the fact that “It is better to be 

The Sleepy Little Voice and My Kid
teed off rather that to be teed on.” Furthermore, 
she ensures her peers not to be overly concerned 
with teeing their parents off, because teeing 
parents is not a prosecutable offense in most states 
until a kid is at least seven or eight years old.

The little three year old would not be put off 
and the little voice persisted in the background to 
be heard, despite the formidable consequences for 
testing her mom’s patience this late at night. “What 
do you think you are doing coming down those 
stairs young lady?” I heard my kid telling her kid 
what noticeable aggravation. “You’re supposed to 
be in bed; now get yourself turned around and get 
to bed.”

“But mom,” the obdurate child said, “I want to talk 
with Grandpa! Can I talk with Grandpa, please?”

Of course I chuckled at hearing Angie sigh and 
then say, “You must be hard of hearing.”

“But Mom, I want to talk with Grandpa and 
tell him that I love him,” the little gun fighter 
proclaimed! Boy, she was hitting below the belt 
now!! What mom could refuse their three-year 
olds request to tell her poor old grandpa that she 
loves him and live with herself?

Laughing, I ask my kid, “Honey, how can you 
tell that little sweetie she cannot tell Grandpa 
she loves him? That would be sacrilegious or 
something, wouldn’t it?” I almost felt sorry for my 

kid being subjected to the shrewd and punishing 
psychological warfare her kid was putting her 
through. Almost, I said!

The face-saving conditional surrender was 
not long in coming and it had to be awfully 
humiliating and like eating extremely dry 
crow for my kid, but I am proud of her for 
doing the right thing. “OK young lady,” I heard 
my daughter say stoically, “you can talk with 
Grandpa for just a minute and tell him you love 
him, and then you are going right to bed. Do you 
hear me?” my kid said in defeat. Being kind, the 
small voice said, “Yes, Mom,” but I knew the little 
cutie was thinking: “Just give me the phone, Mom 
and you go do whatever Moms do when defeated 
by their three year old daughters!”

The sound of victory resonated through the 
now wide awake and excited little voice I heard 
say, “Hi, Grandpa! I love you!” into the phone.

I love you, too, Sweetheart,” I told my grand-
daughter late that Sunday night from my now not 
so cold and lonely prison cell 600 miles away!!!

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

I’m getting therapy
To help me understand
To become a better man

To respect all women
The cherish all children.

Finally
I’m getting treatment

For  being physically abused
For being sexually rude

For being verbally crude.
Finally 

I have some clarity
To give to charity
To listen to purity
To speak in unity

To touch universally.
Finally

I’m sober, No more drinking and drugging
No more needles and plunging
No more huffing and puffing—

I’m cleansed by God’s loving.

Finally

Christopher Henriquez 
California Death Row / San Quentin, CA
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OBAMA:  
Terrorist Beware!

We are in Need of Prisoner Drawings and Paintings
All proceeds from artwork and a portion from all donations are given 
in college scholarship form to family members of murder victims. Please 
see page 2 for address to send artwork.

To obtain a scholarship application, visit our website, email, or phone us 
using the information on page 2.

12” x 9” Graphite on Bristol Board

$80.00

By Kevin J. Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA  
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Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S

I am a survivor 
     and history is written by those who survive.

Amid the expectations of death, I live; 
     beneath the shadow of the guillotine, I thrive.

My struggle is not without purpose 
     and my purpose is not without struggle.

All of my failures have been the training  
ground of success, 
     so from the breast of calamity I suckle.

Stumbling has taught me balance, 
     slipping has shown me how not to fall.

Understanding that strength grows from  
carrying the weight 
     of burdens makes even the mountains  
     seem small.

Real life experience is the spinning wheel 
     and trials are the clay from which character  
     forms.

Vital to my survival 
     is the rain that comes along with the storms.

I have learned from the wisdom of suffering, 
     adversity has expanded my scope.

Violently breaking the chains of defeat, 
     fighting despair with the embrace of hope. 

On two feet I stand although whipped with 
afflictions; 
     buried beneath dirt, yet with determination  
     I rise.

Redemption is the song of the Phoenix 
     and with the faith of a mustard seed  
     we will survive.

I am a survivor.

I am a 
SurvivorPurgatory, limbo, the conscious state of the dead 

a waiting room for judgment it is often said 
when the spirit leaves the body and the soul vacates  
     the head  
and all the burdens of this world and this life are shed.

At times I have felt this heavy transitory plane 
sitting silently in patience like a traveler on a train 
while a million thoughts per second rocket  
     through my brain -  
what can my future hold with a past so dark  
     and stained?

The waiting can be maddening if one has no  
     inner peace 
within the mind they are confined, imprisoned  
     with no release; 
while suffering torture souls cry out for their very  
     lives to cease 
yet exist they do, and cry they will, “please help  
     me, please!”

So many souls so lost, so many lights so dim 
lacking a true balance, a shoulder to lean on,  
     a spiritual shim,  
now wishing they’d not followed after every  
     earthly whim 
but instead found solace in their Maker and  
     followed after Him.

thank the God who made me and forgave me  
     of my sin 
for now I wait in faith for my Lord’s return,  
     with peace within; 
without a doubt I believe He’ll take my hand and  
     lead me in, 
never more to tear or tarry in between worlds again.   

In Between Worlds

Virginia Caudill 
Kentucky Death Row 
Peewee Valley, KY

Michael J. Braxton (M.A. Alim) 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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I remember that exact moment those 12 
people announced their verdict. When I 
think about it the pain is a bright explosion 

of colors in my mind. At that instant I stopped, 
pressed my fingers to my eyelids, and buckled 
beneath the weight of loneliness so terrible 
I would have chosen immediate death. The 
despair enveloped me like fog. My mind shut 
down. I was in agony, and it seemed everyone 
else cared only about themselves. I searched for 
courage to go on, embrace my plight, and stay 
strong — but couldn’t find it.

Prison authorities began their planned 
practice of intimidation, abuse, and torture 
(physical and psychological). I was told I must 
become an obedient sleepwalker and accept 
their mistreatment…after all, one day you’ll 
legally die by our hands!” Pain bloomed in my 
heart as if it were unstoppable, out of control, 
and would soon rip me apart.

A simple letter came sliding under my door. 
It asked me to write about adversity, so others 
might learn and understand. And it offered 
friendship. Two thoughts from that first letter 
gave me the will to fight, tell this story, live, and 
accept that friendship: 
1. “Remember, whatever you’ve suffered, no 

matter how bad it’s been, you can use it to  
be a stronger person; and,

That First Letter
2. Remember always, nothing is as precious 

to us as the magnificent gift of life. If you 
would have life, then fight for it. If you’d 
have human philosophy, then struggle to 
gain wisdom, so that nothing can hurt you 
ever. Wisdom is strength. Collect yourself 
into something of purpose.”

When I came to death row, I experienced 
a vacuum of emotions. It was the unexpected 
friendship of a total stranger which saved me 
from the abyss, gave me the opportunity to 
unite with others, and tell the story of death 
row: its history, its physical (and psychological) 
characteristics, its spiritual dimensions, its 
tragedies. We became the portal between the 
free world and the unseen. “Compassion” 
became our vehicle to carry our voices. I urge 
you to write, tell your story, give the outside 
world the opportunity to learn and understand. 
Your words, your life, your participation is a 
catalyst for change! 

The future is our present 
So in my past I prefer to stay; 
Because my yesterdays are memories 
     full of joy; 
Yet my tomorrows are like today!

If that sounded confusing, 
It’s because I meant it to be that way. 
I’m still not able to cope–  
So mentally I try to escape! 
My worst nightmare is now my reality 
One that I will never be able to embrace!

I guess things happen for a reason 
Many believe they are meant to be  
     that way! 
No, not I! Shall not start thinking like  
     the crowd, 
My independence must always  
     keep its place. 
Destiny is a star that guides,  
Brightly shining for those who dare to seek. 
Each step taken to no avail, 
By “soles” that pad their fearful and  
undetermined feet!

The past is now Present and Tomorrow 
I eagerly look forward to see! 
The future will become all of my todays, 
I now realize – Destiny is Smiling for Me!

If that sounds confusing, I didn’t mean  
     it to be. 
But if you understood 
It means you’re able to see that Star 
That guides, brightly shining for  
     you and me!

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS

Changing 
Paths

Aswad Pops 
California Death Row  
San Quentin, CA

©2016 John Robinson



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.

Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
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Just me 
Myself  
And I  
Is how I come 
With no one else to blame 
So far away from home 
Doing my time on my own 
At times feeling alone 
I’ve learned so many things in life 
Never to hold my head in strife 
As this time passed on by 
Hearing grown women cry 
Full of pain  
Sadness 
Drama 
I miss my children 
And my Mama 
Some days are rough 
Up in this place 
Especially in a  
Small confined space 
Different personas, ages, attitudes 
Working on a lot of unfamiliar moods 
Soon the day will come, 
When your time 
Will be done 
Same ole people 
Same ole track, 
Fly, straight, stop the u-turn 
That brings you back 
What is it like to be me 
Knowing they hold the key, 
To set me free 
Right now this is how I feel 
Gotta keep it a 100% real.

No tears for grandma;  I cannot cry.
For the life of me I don’t know why.
Truly I cared cause she raised me with care,
And drummed in my thick head to love, respect & share.
No tears for grandma; I really did try.
But for some unknown reason my well of tears have dried.
This woman was a saint if ever I compare. 
Her heart so full of love, always willing to share.
No tears for grandma; I shriek at the sky.
Why! Oh why, was she taken before I could say goodbye?
On her hands and knees she scrubbed floors to the bone.
Saving pennies to dollars; trying to make us a home.
No tears for grandma; I plea, “Oh my God!”
Then finally a tear has fallen as true emotions give prod.
With the wings of an angel I can see her fly,
Flying high in the sky waving Daniel goodbye.
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