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Amazing Grace

Samuel Capers 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

George Lopez 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Somewhere a prisoner’s heart
Is drowning
In all the tears he tries to hide
Let not your eyes be blinded 
To its false display
Of pride
Somewhere a prisoner keeps reaching
For dreams that have faded 
And died
Let not your ears be deafened

A Prisoner’s Hidden Pain
To its sad and mournful cry
Take time to look and listen
You will find each broken heart
And to show an act of kindness
God will bless you for your part

T he last few years of my life have been 
pretty rocky. I lost my wife, all family 
support, and a large portion of my 

sanity. Had someone told me things would 
turn out this way, I’d have laughed in their 
faces. Nevertheless, it happened, and for 
a long time I directed my anger toward 
God. I blamed Him for the loss of my family, 
my drug addiction – and for everything 
else I could think of. I was blinded by all 
the negatives in my life, refusing to really 
consider the positives: what is the positive 
when my life is crumbling around me?

Psalms 46:1 says, “God is our refuge and 
stronghold, a help in trouble, very near.” 
In my time of hardship, I kept my eyes 
focused on the problems at hand, rather 
than focusing on the Lord God the solution. 
Instead of tapping into His amazing grace, 
I ran the other way. Keep in mind what 
happened to Jonah when he disobeyed 
God, and ended up in the big fish’s belly. 

When he was called to do his work, he ran 
from the Lord. The same thing happened, 
in a sense, to me – minus the big fish. God 
had a particular plan for me, but I ran from 
Him; therefore I lost everything. 

Some may think that’s a bit extreme, but it’s 
the truth. Those rocky years in my life were 
brought about by my actions. I had rebelled 
against God. Today, I keep my eyes focused 
on the Lord God, abiding in His perfect will. 
Brothers and Sisters, if the Lord has called 
you to do His work, plug into that and move 
forward. If your life is stuffed with suffering 
and loneliness, take a moment to call on the 
Lord God, for it is written: “Whosoever calls 
on the name of the Lord shall be saved.” 
That’s amazing grace.
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Daniel Gwynn 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Here’s a situation I’m sure we can each 
relate to. Imagine speaking with someone 
and they just aren’t getting it. This is a 
writing lesson and a life lesson: 

(Read this aloud. I do it with incredulity, 
mounting into frustration, ending plaintively.)

you care about me 
the person or human 
it’s the difference between  
nothing and everything

you care about me  
the person or human 
it’s the difference between 
the world and me

you care about me 
the person or human 
it’s the difference between 
distance and proximity

you care about me 
the person or human 
it’s the difference between 
seeing and feeling

you care about me  
the person or human 
it’s the difference between 
friendliness and friendship

you care about me 
the person or human 
it’s the difference between 
handwaves and handshakes

you care about me  
the person or human 
it makes all the difference 
In the world

Appear or disappear 
to me

That poem is about yearning for connection, 
and requires the reader to bring their own 
inflection of emotions to the reading – to 
connect with me.

Some people in my life claim to care about 
me and want to help me. However, it’s clear 
they mean from a distance. I feel like I’m 
invisible to them, like they don’t really feel me. 
What’s sad is that I am just as guilty of doing 
this to others. 

Don’t get me wrong, I’m convinced we ought 
to care about humans altogether; but a prob-
lem can be as unique and complex as the hu-
man stricken with it and can only be touched 
by a genuine emotional connection. The only 
way to help is by getting closer. Much closer: 
To build deep, intimate (platonic) relation-
ships, to get involved in a person’s life, to be 
sensitive to the complexity of their humanity.

Many times I’ve said, “If I could help only 
one person, I could die satisfied I’d served a 
purpose…” We can get so caught up focusing 
solely on global social issues we become 
blinded to the individuals suffering within 
our sphere of immediate influence. Perhaps 
this is one reason God commands us to love 
our neighbor – to keep things in perspective; 
loving our neighbor actually includes our 
neighbor. Being proximate to problems 
comes with responsibility, and God will hold 
us accountable for what we neglected to do, 
as well as for what we did.

Time continues to pass me by,
As I sit and wonder when it’s my turn to die.
My dreams are suppressed,
Void of comfort and pleasure.
My body is trapped but my soul will soar
To the highest real where I adore.
Feelings of despair fill my soul
As the stillness of the night takes control.
But there is a light; yet so far away.

 The Stillness of the Night
My hands reach out, but it fades away.
I scream out in despair as the light disappears.
Come back! Come back! And guide my path today,
So the stillness of the night doesn’t take me away!



Dear Compassion,

I’d like to share a most powerful writing with you. These words have 
encouraged and inspired me to keep on keeping on. My heartfelt wish is 
only that others are encouraged by them too. I’m not the author; however, I 
feel compelled to share the power invested in these words: 

The Fellowship of the Unashamed
I am part of the fellowship of the Unashamed. I have Holy Spirit Power. 
The die has been cast. I have stepped over the line. I am a disciple of 
Jesus Christ. I won’t look back, let up, slow down, back away or be still. My 
past is redeemed, my present makes sense, and my future is secure. I am 
finished and done with low living, sight-walking, small planning, smooth 
knees, colorless dreams, tame visions, mundane talking, chintzy-givings 
and dwarfed goals!
I no longer need preeminence, prosperity, position, promotions, plaudits 
or popularity; I don’t have to be right, first, tops, recognized, praised, 
regarded or rewarded. I now live by presence, learn by faith, love by 
patience, lift by prayer and labor by power.
My pace is set, my gait is fast, my goal is Heaven, my road is narrow, my 
way is rough, my companions few, my Guide is reliable, my mission is clear. 
I cannot be bought, compromised, deterred, lured away, turned back, 
diluted or delayed. I will not flinch in the face of sacrifice, hesitate in the 
presence of adversity, negotiate at the table of the enemy, ponder at the 
pool of popularity or meander in the maze of mediocrity.
I won’t give up, back up, let up or shut up, until I’ve preached up, prayed 
up, stored up and stayed up for a cause of Christ. I am a disciple of Jesus 
Christ. I must go until He returns, give until I drop, preach until all know, 
and work until He comes and when He comes to get His own, He will have 
no problem recognizing me. My colors will be clear. Romans 1:16

Carlette Parker 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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Letters to the Editor:

Submitted by:
Donna Roberts 
Ohio Death Row 
Marysville, OH

Jesse Compton 
Oregon Death Row
Salem, OR

Orlando Maisonet 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Taking Responsibility
When I was 20 years old I was part of a horrible tragic set of some of  
the most terrible decisions you could ever imagine someone making.  
As a result I was convicted of a horrific set of fictitious charges and 
sentenced to death. I sat around for years seething with anger and  
self-pity. I hated everyone who had a hand in stealing my life away.  
I wished terrible deaths on them. 

Then I got a little older. I finished growing up and I saw other people’s 
actions and heard their words, the same things I was doing and the  
same words I was saying, and I realized how weak this whole way of living 
is. Regardless of my guilt or innocence, or yours, it is very rare that a truly 
innocent person gets snatched up off the street and put on death row.  
I realized that I am not a victim. I made the decisions that led me here  
and it’s nobody’s fault but my own. I got railroaded, I did not do what  
I was convicted of doing, but I made a lot of very bad choices that most 
certainly contributed to a very tragic death, so here I am. 

The people who lied, cheated and manipulated the system to put me  
here are much, much better human beings than I’ll ever be, and I wish 
nothing bad upon them. I’m not religious, this has nothing to do with Jesus, 
and this is just reality. I respect people who take responsibility for their 
actions and don’t blame everyone else for their problems. I’ve also been 
on the opposite side of that. It’s extremely difficult to come to terms with 
your own failures, but if you can let go of the anger and take responsibility 
for yourself and your own actions you will be a whole lot closer to being 
the person you should have been before you made your set of mistakes. 
Getting railroaded by the system is not an excuse for becoming a victim. 
Let’s all remember who the real victims were.

Life is a puzzle that you have to try and piece 
together all your life, and the longer you live it, the 
more you have to try to piece it together. Because 
the puzzle gets bigger and bigger the longer we 
live, it gets even more difficult. We are not only 
trying to piece together our own life, but also 
that of our loved ones, especially the little ones 
growing up. They are new pieces of the puzzle that 
we have to piece together because they depend 
on you. So building our life’s puzzle is the continual 

Life is a Puzzle
challenge of our lives until our day comes, when 
our life puzzle is completed on this earth. May God 
bless you, and your family, and may He give you 
the strength and help to continue piecing together 
your family’s life.



SueZann Bosler

On December 22, 1986, SueZann Bosler and her father, Rev. Billy Bosler, were attacked in the church parsonage 
by an intruder. Rev. Bosler was stabbed 24 times. SueZann, in an effort to help him, was herself stabbed in the 
back and head and left for dead. While lying on the floor pretending to be dead, she heard the intruder ransack 
the house as she watched her father take his last breath.

As a Brethren minister, Rev. Bosler had been an opponent of capital punishment, and had once told SueZann that 
if he was ever murdered he would not want his killer to receive the death penalty. On her father’s behalf, SueZann 
worked for 10 1/2 years to spare the life of his murderer, James Bernard Campbell. She voiced her opposition 
to the death penalty throughout three trials and two sentencings. Her efforts put her at stark odds with Florida 
prosecutors and judges, who at one point threatened her with contempt of court if she revealed her views to the 
jury considering Campbell’s fate.

SueZann devoted many years to seeking commutation of Campbell’s death sentence. On June 13, 1996, her efforts 
were successful and his sentence was commuted to three consecutive life terms. “Being able to point to him at that 
moment, and express my forgiveness, was like having a weight lifted from my shoulders,” she recalls.

For more information visit: JourneyofHope.org

Carrying Out Her  
Father’s Wishes

Our entire lives are “works in progress”, 
constantly at the fork in the road of decision-
making. It’s often a string of life-defining 

moments that help shape the course in which we 
navigate. For some, the task is fairly easy; for others, it’s 
very difficult! It simply boils down to the circumstances 
surrounding the individual and the tools that he/she 
works with! But, most of all, will-power is the key!

Many of us grew up in environments where we 
had nothing handed to us! In addition, others were 
depending on us to be their guiding-light, or a savior, in 
times of crisis! The single-parent home was the norm 
and two-parent households were rare or non-existent! 
Even households that had two parents were not 
guaranteed to succeed! When times got hard, certain 
things just couldn’t be avoided – such as hustlin’ to 
make ends meet!

There is a certain type of “vibe and intuition that resides 
in men and women of any urban ghetto environment 
that doesn’t exist elsewhere! The “vibe” is one of 
ultimate survival! It doesn’t matter if you’re a father, 
mother, spouse, son, daughter, gang member, dope 
dealer, dope fiend, prostitute, preacher or any other 
citizen –getting “Ahead” is the goal! To get ahead, 
in most cases, one has to level the playing field by 
first recognizing the surrounding terrain for what it 
is – rough, tough, and dangerous! Secondly, one must 
determine one’s methods of achieving something, only 

After Years of Hard Work – Ended Up On Death Row
to fail because of their meager, or dare I say, feeble 
preparation.

There is a misconception that people who have turned 
to crime or that dabble in drugs, are the “nothings” 
of the world, when in fact, that is far from the truth! 
Some have tried to be part of the everyday workings 
of the world, only to realize they’ve been excluded. 
Inclusion often comes with a price that many will never 
be able to pay due to other people’s ignorant views and 
oppressive behavior!

It is appalling to see that a person who has been 
working extremely hard to get ahead can be unjustly 
ridiculed for a mishap, miss-step or miscalculation 
similar to those made by their suburban counterparts! 
I’m a firm believer that in order to maintain balance in 
life, certain things (good & bad) have to happen! Some 
people never get what they deserve, while others seem 
to continually get what they don’t deserve, and the ones 
who recognize this and attempt to do something about 
it are the ones penalized.

If at this point you’re confused, then it’s safe to say that 
you’ll never get it! You see, you can work for a company 
or be self-employed; punching a time clock, hustling in 
the streets, collecting cans or performing other work. 
If you understand why you’re truly doing it, then at 
least you’re cognizant of your reality. Let me clarify this: 
there are many who wander aimlessly back and forth 
like a Zombie to a dead end job and/or hustle, with 

no conception as to why. The obvious reason would 
be to potentially make money. But, when all of one’s 
drive and determination have been sucked from one’s 
self, or one has been disrespected by another person 
who hates, the purpose is questioned. Even when one 
tries to stay the course for the greater good, such a 
dependant loved one’s transformative measures go into 
effect, commonly known as “going into double survival 
mode.” A person in this mode feels they have no choice 
but to “turn it up a notch!” They become like a bull 
seeing red! The bull becomes so mesmerized by the 
bull fighter’s silky red cape that he never sees the sword 
coming to take his life! In layman’s terms, a person 
“seeing red” becomes frustrated and begins to engage 
in behavior they feel will bring them closer to their goal 
– by any means necessary. However, in doing so, they 
often allow common sense to diminish, and a sense of 
invincibility to flourish! But, at what cost?

When I look back over my own life, I see a pattern of 
willfully trying to do my best for myself, as well as for 
others, only to fall by the wayside! In the grand scheme 
of things, I worked my proverbial tail off in life to no 
avail, and allowed the frustration of it all to lead me 
straight to death row! It is here where I sit and ponder 
the recurring question, “Was it all worth it?”

Anthony “Wrinkles” Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA
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Psalm 127:1

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” Colored Pencil and Pen

$75.00 includes postage and handling

To purchase make your check to 
Compassion and send to the  
address on page 2.

By Kevin J. Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA 

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S
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There is no way you can completely understand the 
conditions and circumstances I endure and suffer 
each and every day of my existence in this place. Oh, 
I can sometimes tell you about such ill-conditions 
and events, but you cannot experience the mental, 
physical, emotional and psychological torment I have 
been, and continue to be, forced to endure; or sadistic 
treatment by prison authorities.
Some people subjected to these ill-conditions and 
circumstances will become like the monsters they are 
being tormented by, like a virus spreading madness 
– a frothing, rabid, dog-eat-dog culture of fear. Some 
others will succumb and escape into another mental 
dimension, never to return to reality or to the person 
they once were.
Words couldn’t capture the full effects upon my mind, 
body, heart and soul as each part of these struggles to 
sustain the man and person I am and want to become 
even better in being.
I am not trying to frighten you or lessen any sub-
standard conditions you may have experienced in your 

When I was lost, You found me

When I was dead, You gave me life

When I was in darkness,  
      You were my Light

When I was a prisoner;  
     You gave me freedom

When I didn’t have a reason to be,  
     You gave me a purpose

When I feel alone, You are with me

When I’m afraid, You are my refuge

When I’m weak, You are my strength

When I feel downhearted,  
    You are my encouragement

When I’m in doubt,  
     You are my hope and conviction

When I stumble, You will sustain me

When I fall, You will lift me up

When I can no longer go on, 
      You will carry me

When night falls, and my days are over,  
     You will be my new dawn

When I open my eyes,  
     You will be my admiration and my joy

You are the First and the Last

You are the Beginning and the End

You are the same yesterday, today,  
     and forever

You are my past, my present, and my future

You are my everything, the only One I need,  
     the One I long for

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Edgardo Sanchez-Fuentes 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Tormented By Circumstances
life. I am only making you aware of the conditions of my 
existence and sufferings here in this place. I may not 
be using the appropriate printable words to describe 
the full psychological, physical, emotional and spiritual 
impact such conditions can have on a person’s mind, 
life and daily existence in this coffin-of-time place.

But I will inform you of one reality: I am fortunate 
because the source of my strength to endure such 
conditions come from you, your concern, your support, 
your sincere love and letters and photos. You have truly 
given my life purpose, reason and dreams filled with 
desires; and creative and positive goals to conquer and 
attain. And I thank you very much for coming into my 
life and giving me a reason to live.

You Are  
My Everything

(Psalm 23)



Be a Servant

©2016 John Robinson
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One day I started to wonder why we call each 
other “mister” or “miss”/”misses”. Though 
nobody I asked seemed to know, they were 

satisfied to leave it at that. However, I am more 
inquisitive than that.

“Mister” is the Anglo-Saxon equivalent to the German 
“Meister”, and the Italian “Maestro”. Some take 
offense to that but that is what it means so don’t get 
mad at me. On the other hand, “Sir” is similar, but 
less offensive, being a derivative of “sire” from the Old 
French/Norman, meaning male parent, i.e. father. 
Even though Protestants have a problem calling a 
priest “father” because of the verse “call no man 
father, master of teacher” they have no problem with 
doing it in another language. (as a side note, doctor 
means “teacher”, just like Rabbi.)

“Miss” and “Misses” (abbreviated Ms. and Mrs., 
respectively) are the female forms of Mister. 
“Madam” is the same as “Sir” but for a woman, 
derived from the Old French/Norman “ma dame”, 
literally “my lady”, as in Notre Dame (Our Lady).

In 1 Timothy 5:1-3, St. Paul tells Timothy to treat 
the older men as fathers and the older women 
as mothers, the young men as brothers and, by 
implication, the young women as sisters.

In Luke 22:24-30, Jesus tells the disciples that the 
greatest must be servants of all (Mk.9:35) and 
repeatedly says the first shall be last and the last shall 

be first. His meaning might be better understood by 
saying “The greatest shall be the least and the least 
shall be the greatest.” Jesus also tells us not to seek to 
elevate ourselves (LK.14:7-11) or we will be humbles 
but to humble ourselves and He will elevate us.

Therefore, the tradition of calling others “Master” or 
“Sir” / “Mistress” or “Madam” reflects ones desire 
to be that person’s servant. We put ourself at their 
disposal. It is like saying, “Here I am your servant. 
What would you have me do?” Then, in response, the 
other says “Master”; as if to say “NO! NO! I am your 
servant,” thus elevating you. First the one humbles 
himself then the other will elevate him.

Isn’t this a more beautiful way to see our interactions? 
Most only use these titles as a form of politeness or 
formality. Others become prideful and indignant and 
say “I will not serve! I will always be Master!” Well, I 
feel sorry for you because that is what Satan said too: 
“I will not serve; at least not willingly.” However all will 
serve, i.e. be humbled, whether willfully or not. It is 
best to serve now and then at the Great Feast of the 
Lamb, Jesus will get up to serve us – as He did to the 
disciples; or you’ll be serving the sentence of eternal 
condemnation. Either way, service will be rendered, 
willingly or not. How much more pleasant to choose  
to do what we will have to do anyway?

When I accepted my imprisonment it became much 
more bearable. I said “I am where God wants me to 
be, and I want to be where God wants me to be, or 
I’d be somewhere else; whether it’s a state in life,  
our career, or relationship, etc. When we serve 
wherever we are, we fulfill God’s purpose for us. 
The purpose of life is not to have “fun” but to obtain 
salvation and glorify God. Of course, He will bless 
us with many enjoyable things along the way, but 
“first seek ye the Kingdom of God and all else will be 
added unto you.” Humble yourself and then, only 
then, God will elevate you.

Jesus, help us to humble ourselves, just as you did. 
Amen.

Kevin Marinelli  
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Anthony “Wrinkles” Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Like cool water from a fountain on one  
of Summer’s hottest days –  
It quenches a thirst down deep in my soul 
In every way...

Like the morning sky after a night of  
Storm and rain – 
It washes out sadness and the beauty of 
It is mine to gain...

Like medication in the midst of being sick 
And shut in – 
It heals my aches and pains making me 
Whole again... 
Like a priceless painting and all the 
Skills invested –

It gets better with time and should  
Always be protected...

Like the feeling of achieving victory 
Over life’s drama – 
That’s what I feel and see in the love... 
of my Mama

(Hype Tone Poetry)

The Love of  
Mama



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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Sisters of St. Joseph Carondelet
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For decades Americans have been breeding anger,  
and, as a consequence, the unborn will experience 
difficulties during the stages of their development, 

especially the children who do not have their essential 
needs met.
Our trustees are neglecting to resolve this nation’s 
sickness, and, at the same time, setting people up  
for failure. Here in this country many are still learning to 
hate and discriminate. Many still neither compromise 
nor conciliate. Why are we still suppressing and 
oppressing one another over misunderstandings  
and misconceptions that should have been reconciled 
long ago? 
No one can deny that our cultural state of mind is 
emotionally disturbed. Fifty percent of the middle 
class are on some kind of anti-depressants. The 
disenfranchised do not have the middle class insurance 
privileges and so they seek their anti-depressants from 
street hustlers. Why are the distressed being criminally 
charged for being emotionally or mentally disturbed? If 
this class of people does not have the means they will 
receive punitive penalties beyond comprehension.

There are multiple suicides in this country every day. 
Our children are running away from home by the 
millions it seems because of abuse and rape. Violence 
against women is rampant, and there are approximately 
60,000 males who are raped per year in our penal 
systems. There are homeless people here who feel 
abandoned. They are desperate and lack hope.
At the age of twelve, I was made to eat a pack of Lucky 
Strikes and a cigar. I vomited. I was made to get on all 
fours like a dog, and eat the vomit. I am a survivor.  
I live to bear witness.
I think the time is now to consider the integration of 
philosophy, religion, and the science of psychology into 
one system of instructions and let that be what writes 
our narrative for this era. If we do not seek to enlighten 
ourselves and transcend, self-destruction is inevitable 
and will come at a much faster pace. 

Ills of the Heart 
Restore and Rejuvenate

Abu Ali Abdur Rahman 
Tennessee Death Row 
Nashville, TN

Living is essentially a mystery because we 
struggle with humanness; to know who we are.

Living is like a journey, a journey we can never  
cease making.

When we talk of living, we talk of individuality, 
immediately involved in interiority,  
in inter-subjectivity, in individual presence.

Living is the profound gratitude to realize that  
no matter what happens, we’re ahead.

Living is to be in reverence, in joy, in awe of each 
moment of each day

We live, have our being, move, think, express 
emotions, enter into relationships-love.

Living is not our effort to reach for eternity,  
but recognition of being drawn deeper into 
ourselves and into others.

Living is work, a discipline. It cannot rest upon  
mere spontaneity. It does not come easily.

Living becomes real when we discover that  
our hunger for community with others is life.

Living is, in this dimension, always a mystery  
of person; and what it is to be a person is  
forever a mystery.

Living never ends in itself, but enables us  
to experience joy, peace, and deep quiet  
within ourselves.

Living leads us to a deeper discernment of  
how we are before others and how they are 
interconnected to us.

Living is an expression of who we are and  
the deepest levels of our being.

Living is stillness, learning to listen – it takes time.

Living is waiting. It is hunger; it is knowledge;  
it is love.

Living is a constant experience of re-birth. 
Breathing in a time no one has ever  
experienced before; realizing no one has  
observed this hour before now.

Living is the measure that we come to be  
persons; and we come to be persons in the  
measure that we live.

Living is life always evolving, always moving, 
realizing this moment can never be replaced.

Living is experiencing the awe, the wonder,  
the mystery of our relationships to others.

Living is the realization that we can only  
become what we believe of ourselves.

Living = Life force.

Life Force = Living

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS


