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Two Compassion Scholarships Awarded

Kurt  Michaels 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Trust in the fact

I will never leave you or turn my back on you.

Trust in the fact

Wherever you go or live, that I am with you.

Trust in the fact

I will always be loyal to our people of faith.

Trust in the fact

I wish to reside wherever you are.

Divine Love
Trust in the fact

In life and light that we will never be separated.

Inspired by Ruth 1:16-17 
Intended for wedding vows 2010

Compassion Death Row Prisoners are awarding $1,500.00 scholarships to Jordin Brown from Grove 
City, Ohio who will be attending the University of Charleston and to Colby Leeper from Wichita, Kansas 
who will be attending Missouri Southern State University. Both are recent high school graduates and 
the essays they wrote to accompany their applications appear below:

From Carefree… 
To Man of the House

By Jordin Brown

On Friday, November 22, 2013, I was going about 
my daily morning routine, getting ready for school 
when my life changed forever. The doorbell rang 
and when my little brother answered the door 
he was shot point blank in the head. Jaiden was 
nine years old and in the fourth grade. It’s easy to 
remember him – I do it every day. The hard part 
is accepting that he’s gone forever and adjusting 
to life after his death. My older brother, my mom 
and I lost an angel that morning.
My family has changed dramatically since his 
murder. Physically we are no longer a family of 
four but a family of three. Our routines changed. 
I no longer needed to take Jaiden to school, and I 

I Wish We Could All  
Let Go of Hate 

By Colby Leeper

I understand what it feels like to be lonely, to 
yearn for something you cannot have, to be lost 
and sad. I also know what it is like to overcome. In 
November of 2008, 49 days before my eleventh 
birthday, my dad was murdered. I remember 
my mom coming to my school that day to tell me 
and I could not believe that I would never see 
him again. I have missed him every day of my life 
since. He was taken from me in an act of hate, 
but I am grateful that I do not hate. The man who 
murdered my dad had his own children. They 
are also victims of this crime. I know it is not their 
fault. I wish I could change what happened. I 
could have my dad and they could have theirs. 

Jordin 
Brown

Colby 
Leeper

Continued on page 6 Continued on page 6



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.

SEND ALL  
COMMUNICATIONS TO:
COMPASSION OFFICE 
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. Anything death row 
prisoners write may jeopardize their 
future appeals. This may limit the 
scope of their expressions.

Editorial: Impulse Control

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITORS
Anthony Cain, Al Cunningham,  

Konstantinos Fotopoulos,  
Kevin Marinelli, Wesley Purkey, 

Melvin Speight and  
Abu Ali Abdur-Rahman

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Kyre Allen, Kurt  Michaels, 

John Robinson, Marcus Robinson, 
Randy Tundidor  

and La Twon R. Weaver  

All stories are subject to editing for  
grammar, sentence structure, and clarity.

Several impulses can seem almost 
impossible to resist. Perhaps that’s why 
God tells us to “flee sexual immorality.” 

Entertaining a sexual thought can instantly 
arouse the body, thereby adding intense 
sensation to the temptation, making it even 
more difficult to control. 

Amnon (II Sam.13) found his sister Tamar 
beautiful, which was fine… until he turned his 
admiration into sexual attraction, and then 
allowed his desire to drag him away and entice 
him with inflammatory images of what he’d 
like to do with her. He should have fled. Those 
thoughts dominated his mind, making him 
so sexually frustrated he felt sick. The images 
consumed him.

Rather than fleeing, he engaged. He knew 
he was in trouble, but failed to pray for God 
to help. Instead of seeking Godly counsel, 
he sought ungodly advice: He listened to his 
cousin’s devious scheme to arrange a scenario 
that would place Amnon and Tamar alone, in 
a bedroom – which was unlikely to happen 
otherwise, since, back then everyone was 
sensitive to anything considered suspect,  
such as a woman being alone in a bedroom 
with a man who wasn’t her husband.

Scripture tells us not to make provision for  
sin, yet by accepting the scheme, Amnon 
committed to a chain of events, a course of 
action along the way of which he would have  
to make decision after decision until it 
culminated in the brutal rape of poor Tamar.  
He had to plan and arrange events, tell lies, 
act out roles; he had to make dozens of little 
decisions to achieve his ultimate goal.  
At each point he could’ve stopped and repented 

for having chased a sin. The rape was not an 
accident or spontaneous incident. It didn’t “just 
happen”. He made provision for it.

How many times have I gotten preoccupied 
with a sinful desire, like getting money by any 
means necessary, become so set on making 
it reality that I made provision for it? Since my 
goal was sin-motivated, so too was every choice 
I made along the way to attain it contaminated. 
I can see how a single sin (greed, lust, etc.) can 
pull a person off the path, because for some 
sins we have to literally go out of our way to 
commit them.

When I sold drugs, I had to do a lot of things to 
make it happen. It became a lifestyle. My daily 
life was consumed with doing the hundreds 
of little things necessary to be a successful 
drug-dealer. It distorted my life and worldview, 
because when I felt guilty, or was called out for 
what I did, I justified myself by changing the 
Truth instead of my behavior.

Think:  How much of your life consists of the 
hundreds of “little” things needed to attain 
the wrong thing? How many people hurt, how 
many lies told, how many crimes committed? 
For those of us who get caught up making 
provisions, I pray God will help us interrupt the 
domino effect, and save us from our own worst 
enemy: ourselves. 

Correction 
In our July issue the article “The Fellowship of the Unashamed” mistakenly identified 
Donna Roberts as submitting the piece.

The article was submitted by: Carlette Parker  
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC



Hidden Voices
Greetings men and women on Death Row, and thank you for your courage 
in sharing honestly, your pains, fears, sins, joys and transformations. Your 
essays and poems give insight and inspiration, and we want you to know 
your voices are heard, that people outside the walls are watching and 
listening. Keep up the work: It makes a difference.
Since 2013, we’ve had the privilege and challenge of working with men on 
death row through a project called “Serving Life”. As part of this project, 
we’re developing an interactive touring exhibit to connect the public with 
the stories of those incarcerated. We would like to include prayers from 
prisoners on Death Row. We invite those who are so moved to share 
your personal prayers--the words you use to guide your days, to ask for 
assistance, to bless the life of an enemy, to praise and thank your Creator. 
We will share as many as possible within the exhibit, and look forward to 
sharing with you the audience responses. For more information, you may 
have your family or friends go to: hiddenvoices.org. Prayers are sacred, they 
are intimate: your soul is vulnerable, and we honor and respect that. What 
better way to show your humanity than to share your heart? 
Please send contributions to: 
Prayers from Prisoners  
c/o Hidden Voices 
9602 Art Road 
Cedar Grove, NC 27231
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Letters to the Editor:
The Real Prison
Prison is not the way people think it is. I found that only prisoners know 
the real prison. The real prison is loneliness that sinks its teeth into the 
souls of people, emptiness that leaves a sick feeling inside. It is anxiety 
that pushes and swells, uncertainty that smothers and stifles. It is 
frustration, futility, despair and feeling indifferent,
The real prison suppresses, deadens and crushes: Its walls seem to  
close in on an inmate. It makes life without meaning, life without 
purpose. It is all that and more. It is being incarcerated without even 
notoriety: without the traditional storybook plot and intrigue.
The real prison is never portrayed on the screen. The real prison  
is where people struggle fervently to find the answer to themselves.  
The place of routine, where, at times living is a weary task. It is a place  
of hopelessness. 
Prison is the mute drama of the people who have been paying debts for 
5, 10, 20, even 50 years and know their debts will never be paid in full.
Too much of the real prison is sordidness, indifference and 
disappointment. Crowded in the confines of corrections are people who 
have seen so many third-rate motel rooms in so many cities, too many 
smoke-filled gin mills on too many skid rows: too many days without 
beauty and too much darkness without light.
The real prison is much more formidable than stone walls, steel bars and 
gun towers. It almost shouts its contempt for its fumbling and groping 
humanity. It listens unhearing, unheedingly, to the cries of the damned.
Prison is cold, harsh, and merciless. It is the place of many  
“reasons,” many “causes” and many “failures.” The place of hundreds  
of untold stories.
The real prison is the empty feeling that gnaws at a man who waits with 
anxious anticipation for letters that never come and the visitors that never 
arrive. It is the place of despair for the youths committed to it for the rest 
of their natural lives... The youths whose futures have been taken away.

The real prison is the place filled with the regret of men who took lives in 
moments of anger; once the moments of passion were spent, they began 
paying for their crimes and have paid for them in a thousand different ways.
The narrowness of a cell that crushes, that bears heavily, speaks of the  
real prison. The strains of familiar songs on the radio that stab and torture 
memory are part of prison life. The emptiness of the days and the  
loneliness of the nights are repeated endlessly. 
The real prison? It is the prison only those who live within its walls  
will ever know.

There’s an old legend about a proud man 
who was making fun of a beggar who  
was a Christian. “How can you say God  

is everywhere?,” the unbeliever taunted.  
“I have looked all over, and I don’t see Him 
anywhere.” Without saying a word, the ragged 
man reached down, picked up a clump of 
earth, and bounced it off the man’s head. 
“Ow!’ the man cried, “That hurts.” The beggar 
replied, “You’re complaining because you say 
you have pain in your head. Show me your 
pain. Then I will believe it.”

Faith

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Although I wouldn’t advise konking someone 
on the head to win an argument, the beggar 
did make a good point.
We don’t need to see God with our eyes to 
know that He is there. The Bible tells us He is 
everywhere present (Psalm 139:7-10), and by 
faith we accept that concept to be true. And 
because He is a spiritual being (John 4:24),  
He is not bound by time or space.
The fact that God is always with us scares 
some people. They don’t want Him to know 
what they’re doing. God’s omnipresence 
should not make us uneasy, however. It should 
encourage us. It means that wherever we go, 
whatever we get ourselves into, He is with us. 

When we drop off to sleep and when we wake 
up, He is there. When we are surrounded by 
unbelievers at work or in transit to and from 
work, He is there. In the solitude of our rooms 
or among the crowds at the mall, in the car 
while we drive, He is by our side. He leads us, 
protects us, and comforts us.
Lord, I am glad that there is no place I can go 
where You are not there. Thank You for being 
the God who is with me.

Stephen  LaValle 
Shawangunk Correctional Facility 
Wallkill, NY          

Lynden Harris
Founder & Director 
Hidden Voices



Charisse Coleman

Charisse Coleman’s brother Russell was shot to death in 1995 
during a robbery at his workplace in Shreveport, Louisiana.

Although Charisse was against the death penalty even 
before her brother’s murder his killer is now on death row 
in Angola. She says “My sorrow is not for Russell or myself 
or my family alone. It is for the upwardly spiraling frenzy of 
violence swirling around us. How do we put an end to that? 
I just can’t justify executions when I believe they make that 
larger problem worse. At best, the State’s decision to kill in 
order to show that killing is wrong… is an ineffective act. At 
worst, it inflames the very problems that led to violence in 
the first place.” 

Charisse is currently a writer and teacher living in Durham, 
North Carolina. She recently received a North Carolina Arts 
Council Fellowship to further her work on a book about 
changes wrought by her brother’s murder.

For more information visit: JourneyofHope.org

My Sorrow
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Humility, I believe, should give a person 
greater patience and tolerance in fighting 
life’s difficult struggles, as well as keeping 

in mind that all individuals, with rare exception, 
deserve not only love and respect but forgiveness 
for their transgressions in this world. Some 
people have taken issue with my contention that 
“rare exceptions” exist to such love, respect and 
forgiveness being shown to all individuals; but 
whether such claims are justified is not germane 
to this brief material and will be saved for another 
day. Generally the insightful lessons taught through 
humility are not taught on pristine mountain tops, 
but instead are taught in some of the darkest 
and deepest valleys of despair. In such valleys of 
despair, loneliness and desolation is where genuine 
and sincere remorse is cultivated, in combination 
with forging the true essence of humility. These 
synonymous virtues of humility and remorse teach 
a person that it is far better to extend empathy, 
kindness and love for others in their life’s sufferings, 
downfalls and plights rather than to levy scorn, 
ridicule and hasty harsh judgments upon them. 
These hard-taught lessons indubitably bring to bear 

Humility
witness that no individual who dwells on the  
face of this earth is infallible and that “to be  
human is to err.”

Generally, the weaknesses that we perceive to be 
in others, and are so ready to criticize them for, 
can readily be found in ourselves through minimal 
scrutiny. Humility is the true measuring stick for 
any human being, no matter their status or stature 
in this world. It cannot be bought but must be 
earned via life’s darkest trials and tribulations. 
Such humility of depth is seen through a person’s 
empathy and compassion shown to others and 
self. We all live in glass houses and as Christ told 
the gathering crowd, who eagerly waited to stone 
to death the sinner prostitute who cringed and 
cowered before them in fear, “let them without  
sin cast the first stone”. You could have heard a  
pin drop as the stones were being reluctantly 
released by the crowd and hitting the ground.  
The “sinner,” the prostitute, lived to see another 
day and found that by helping others who  
shared similar plights in their lives as she did –  
she actually helped herself as well.

Genuine remorse to me is when a person finds the 
courage and fortitude to face up to the suffering and 
harm that their selfishness has caused others. Mere 
lip service of a person claiming remorse for their 
dire selfish actions that have caused heart-breaking 
suffering in other people’s lives demonstrates not 
only their utter lack of character, but is the ultimate 
disrespect for those individuals that they have so 
egregiously harmed. Truly, remorse is not only found 
in a person’s courage to accept responsibility for their 
selfish and devastating actions, but I believe comes 
to bear when they actually start to experience the 
feeling of dire pain and suffering that they caused. 
Humility and remorse are mutually cultivated 
through a person’s life on a continuing basis, aiding a 
person to mature in the face of their egregious selfish 
actions and making amends for such through acts of 
empathy and significant consideration for others.

Of course, remorse is not dependent on forgiveness, 
as forgiveness is not dependent on a person’s failure 
to demonstrate genuine and sincere remorse. 
Dale Carnegie offered an alternative to these given 
circumstances and said that “a person may not be 
saintly enough to forgive their enemy their sins, but 
for the sake of their own health and happiness, at 
least forgive them, and then forget them. “ 

Of course, remorse could never be of substance if 
extended for the purpose of seeking forgiveness, 
whereas the sincerity of such deep-rooted emotions 
must germinate from the depth of a person’s heart 
and soul. The symbiosis teaching of remorse and 
humility has taught me what Plato so poignantly said, 
and that is, “be kind, because everyone you meet is 
fighting struggles that you know nothing about!”

Without a doubt, love is the best antidote for hatred, 
and goodwill for anger; the presence of one implies 
the absence of the other. In saying as much, when 
unconditional love is mustered in a person’s heart  
in lieu of hatred, then all individuals on the face 
of the earth will receive the love, respect and 
forgiveness that is so deserving based on a person’s 
dignity in this world.

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN
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Tomorrow is not promised. 
Anything could happen. 
The world could come to an end. 
Or you could die laughin’

 I’m just say’n

Tomorrow is not promised. 
You shouldn’t take it for granted. 
You could go into cardiac arrest

And drop dead eating a sandwich. 

I’m just say’n

Tomorrow is not promised. 
There are no guarantees. 
Life is full of surprises.  
Who knows what a day may bring?

I’m just say’n

A trip to the doctor 
May reveal the worst. 
A slip on a banana peel  
Head first

I’m just say’n

Just because you’re healthy, 
And work out 7 days a week, 
Doesn’t mean death won’t come creepin’ 
While you’re asleep.

I’m just say’n

Why wait until it’s too late? 
Why put off what you can do today? 
Why let pride get in the way? 
Why not take a moment and pray.

I’m just say’n

Randy Tundidor 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL

 La Twon R. Weaver 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

I’m Just Say’n

T he past few days have been hard without her. We’d 
written about friendship and family, happiness and 
sorrow, support and abandonment. How can two 

people have so much in common? 
Thousands of miles, the vast ocean, centuries of 
cultural differences – all were between us, yet week 
after week we got closer, even with both of us having 
life-changing medical conditions, the worst of which 
known only to those caught up in that nightmare.  
We were two people intimate with pain, forgotten by 
many, and challenged by numerous obstacles, helping 
each other day after day, waiting anxiously for the next 
letter to arrive. Letters became a source of life.
My Viking friend understood me, so how could I hurt 
her? Why can’t things ever be simple? We were two 
people who could make each other laugh and cry from 
pure joy. Why do we let our pasts negatively affect our 
wonderful friendships? Why does there always have to 
be a right and wrong with people?
I felt this special person would leave soon, thinking it 
was too nice to be true – so I pushed her away,  
she who was undoubtedly one of the best things in  
my life. Why can’t we just focus on the person in  
front of us and leave the past behind? We need to  
hold onto and cherish our children, the friends we 
have, our soul mates.

The Viking Lady
Does the past always make being honest hard 
because we’re scared of being hurt again? Truth is  
the past can lead to disaster. The pain others have 
caused us can be the thing we focus on, causing us  
to see those “telltale” signs telling us we’re about to 
be hurt: The safety net is erected.
How do we avoid hurting the people in our life now? 
Is there one right way? I pushed the Viking lady away 
figuring she was going to leave anyway, like everyone 
else has. But was she? I’d do anything to take that 
action back. She’s hurt now though, and I have 
neither her letters nor the smiles they brought. I feel 
worse than ever…
Do any of my relationships have a chance?
How long before my friends are gone?
How many chances are enough? One?
Should a man or woman be condemned for a single 
incident? The good in us – does it even matter?
It’s crazy:  I’m sentenced to death, and it’s the loss of 
the Viking Lady that has me so dismayed…

Bless You

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.

16” x 16” Colored Pencil on cotton

$50.00 includes postage and handling

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

By Jeffrey Tiner 
Oregon Death Row 
Salem, OR 

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S



Kyre Allen 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX©2016 John Robinson
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Marcus Robinson 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

The thrill of the kill is no longer the 
      deal to a man 
Who’s changed his life… 
Wife, kids, and family to consider 
No more time for living tripe,

A new reality is his mentality 
When contemplating difficult decisions, 
Prosperity, longevity, and success  
      is the main focus 
Of his mission. 
Shunning the cloak of debauchery, 
Starving oneself of the blood-lust... 
Hanging up the sword of mayhem  
      and the urge to use its mighty thrust.

The thrill of the kill is so very real 
It courses through the veins. 
It takes a resilient chum to buck  
      against the thrum  
And pull in the robust and potent reins. 
The thrill and the rush is akin to lust,        
      desire boiling to a climax 
Adrenaline flows, blood-pressure  
      blows now look 
Where I’m at! 
I can’t swallow this pill;  
      it’s no longer a thrill, 
My ride is coming to an end... 
I just want to chill, live life for real 
And end this self destructive trend.

The Thrill Is Gone
received no more text messages asking if I could 
pick him up from school or daycare on my way 
home from practice. I also lost my youth that day. 
I went from a carefree sophomore to the man 
of the house almost immediately. My mother 
witnessed her youngest son shot in the head.  
She has good days and bad days of functioning, 
and it is painful to see her hurting. I took on the 
role of grocery shopping, cooking dinner, making 
sure my mom was okay – things she normally did 
for me, and which I took for granted. I took on this 
new role of caring for my family while continuing 
to keep my grades up so I would be eligible to 
play football and basketball.
This scholarship is important to me as it will help 
me achieve my goal of attending college and 
furthering my education. The police informed 
us that I was also a target of the shooter that 
morning. Since learning this, it has changed my 
outlook on life and just how precious time with 
our loved ones really is. My goals are to be the 
first in my family to graduate college and live 
the rest of my life in honor of the world’s best 
little brother, Jaiden Dixon. I also have been an 
advocate for organ donation and common sense 
gun control. Assistance from this scholarship will 
help me on the path to achieve these goals.

Violence is senseless. I wish we could all let go 
of hate and learn to feel compassion for one 
another. I learned this lesson the hard way, but it 
is one I will never forget.

Over the last seven years I have become a good 
athlete, a good friend, and a good student. I love 
my school and my community and I want to be 
involved. I am captain of the football team and I 
volunteer at my school and in my city. I currently 
have a 3.4 GPA, but am trying to increase it this 
year, and I am ranked 92nd in my class of 316.

My father will never watch me play football 
again; he will not be at my graduation. But I am 
still determined to make him proud. I will go 
to college and pursue a degree in secondary 
education. My goal is to become a teacher and 
a coach. This scholarship will help me reach that 
goal and become the person I know I can be. I 
have the courage to grow, and  
with my guardian angel  
watching over me  
anything is  
possible.

There are memorable moments of my past that 
will always be a treasure to me. Like the time I 
kept my goddaughter over the weekend while 

her mother was in the hospital. My goddaughter 
was only 3 years old at the time. I was dealing with 
some personal issues that were really getting the 
best of me no matter how strong I was trying to be.
I remember this particular night, while in the 
kitchen cooking dinner. I sat my goddaughter in a 
chair and put a coloring book in front of her while 
I cooked. My mind started pondering what was 
happening to me, and, before I knew it, tears were 
rolling down my face. I was cooking and crying at 
the same time, it’s a wonder I didn’t burn our meal.
But while I was caught up in my thoughts, crying, 
I did not recognize the tune my goddaughter had 
been singing over and over: Bobby McFarland’s 
“Don’t Worry, Be Happy.” That was the only part of 

Don’t Worry, Be Happy
the whole song she knew: Don’t Worry, Be Happy.
When I set our plates down, my goddaughter got 
out of her chair, walked over to me, put her arms 
around my neck and softly sang, “Don’t Worry, Be 
Happy,” four times.
Here’s a child whose mother was in the hospital. 
She didn’t understand why. But unbeknownst to 
me, she knew one thing to tell me; and I believe to 
this day God moved my little girl to tell me. Now I 
want to tell those who are hurting, and life is really 
challenging you – don’t worry, be happy. Because 
your weeping may only be for a night, but there is 
truly a joyful morning to come.

From Carefree…To Man of the House
Two Compassion Scholarships Awarded (Continued from cover)

I Wish We Could All Let Go of Hate 



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
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
Carl Hyde
Rev. Nelson Belizario
St. Thomas Aquinas, Toledo, OH
Good Shepherd Church, Toledo, OH
Eugene Schmitt
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We are getting left back 
destroying ourselves
from within
I’m trying to destroy  
      the misconceptions 
with a pen
Eradicate each line
of self hate
and gravitate
to the positive
That is
that which lives
and gives 
and asks nothing
in return
We want
what we earn 
thus we must
learn to learn
And lead by example 
spending ample
time 
Showing love 
and patience 
each community 
is a nation 
unto itself
Sharing its knowledge 
more valuable 
than wealth 
Improving the health 
of our state of mind
Existing in a state 
of being kind 
And in turn we yearn 
for a better tomorrow
For in the end 
we’re stronger
Remembering 
but moving past 
our sorrows.

My Heart is Aching

Melvin Speight 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

H ow does someone become a friend? It is difficult 
to comprehend that, as individuals, we can create 
kinship with others. A friend, or being a friend, 

belongs in the realm of gifts or mystery. A friend is sent 
to create, to understand, to be compassionate. There is 
no such thing as a friend school. No one can teach that, 
by simply making ourselves present to another in our 
lives, we bestow friendship. Where do we learn that 
within each of us is the power to create peace and caring 
in one another? How strange that in this presence to one 
another, friendship develops. What we first discover, 
what everyone eventually discovers is that to become a 
friend we must first offer ourselves. A friend is chosen by 
another, and enters into an experience like none other.
Friendship seems to happen because of the quality 
of accumulated presence that builds up over time or 
experiences shared with one another. In the process  
we absorb the ability to reconcile, heal and forgive. At 
times it is damn hard to be a friend, yet because we are 
different persons we are constantly being formed.
Friends are somehow given new eyes, new ears, a new 
heart and mind; and this happens simultaneously in each 
other. The curious thing about a friendship with someone 
is that it draws us into deeper friendships with other 
people around us. We begin to see others as friends too.
The secret which we each carry within ourselves is our 
uniqueness. We are each a whole new entity. We differ 

What Exactly is a Friend?
as blade of grass to blade of grass, planet to planet, star 
to star. Yes, each one of us carries deep wounds within  
us because of someone else’s words, because of some 
else’s lack of faith in us. Every person in our life has in 
some way created or diminished us, opened or closed  
us. Our availability to another calls them forth or holds 
them at a distance. Friendship of others is a reality  
which some are only dimly beginning to perceive –  
an extraordinarily comforting reality. 
Select a person who is in and out of your life and decide 
to befriend them. Move first to settle old grudges, offer 
your hand in friendship. It was Gandhi who said, “The 
love of one person is sufficient to compensate for the 
hatred of millions.” Each of us has the capacity to share 
our experiences, our life with someone as a friend.  
There is no greater gift we can give to another person 
than our time, our presence, our friendship. 

When you look into my eyes as I speak,
When you focus your attention toward my pain,
When you lift me with your smile and affirmation,
You become my true friend.


