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One Man’s Sin

Enough is Enough

Antonio L. Doyle 
Nevada Death Row 
Ely, NV

I met a former marine and we engaged in a 
short conversation. He told me that he was 
stationed in Iraq and worked at Guantanamo 

Bay (Cuba).
I suggested that there has to be some really nice 
looking women over there in Iraq and he was visibly 
upset in responding with a string of disrespectful 
racial slurs and obscenities directed toward 
Iraqis. So I decided it best to leave that type of 
conversation alone and changed the subject.
There is no doubt as to what is going on in 
the Middle East and around the world with 
suicide bombers, beheadings, mass shootings, 
persecution, etc., all associated with terrorism.
However, should the actions of those few individu-
als cause us to condemn the entire ethnic group?
Terrorism now has many colors (ethnic). So how 
can one ethnic group be singled out and hated? 
Were the Africans not singled out and hated, 
forced to be slaves, tortured, raped, and killed by 
white men and women? Yet the entire race was 
not singled and hated for the actions of those 
individuals, partly due to not all white people 
feeling the same towards Africans; and some 

were killed for the belief that all men are equal 
alongside the Africans.
Are there not Muslims being tortured, and killed 
fleeing their homes for not feeling the same way 
as the terrorists towards non-Muslims, Americans 
and any others who fight against them?
Does not hate combined with hate only create 
more hate? If I shoot you only because you shot 
me, doesn’t that make us one of the same, or will 
I be deemed the better man by some because 
you fired first?
There are a millions of racist people in this 
country (USA), as well as in other countries 
toward my ethnicity (African American); however, 
I do not hold their entire group accountable for 
their obdurate and nugatory ways.
So I ask, should the actions of one individual be 
the sole cause (where there should never be any 
cause to do so) to open up to HATE towards an 
entire ethnic group?

Enough is enough stop trying to kill,
enough is enough it’s time to get for-real.
Brothers & Sistas it’s time to come alive,
the hardship we face won’t keep you down.
The past is the past so we must live on, 
for our children & their children are yet to be born.
Unity is the key to our oppressive state,
If we continue to hate we’ll only degenerate!
You talk of “The Man” who keeps you down,

But it’s your own misguided stance which 
suppresses your crown!
No good can come from the violence and hate,
You better check yourself before it gets too late!

Daniel Gwynn 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES



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:  Pilgrimage

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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I’ve seen it wince my mother’s cheeks with the 
memory of other Koreans bludgeoning her 
unborn children: with death threats, because 

my dad was American. I’ve heard the slap of slurs 
sticking to colored skin – I was rubber, they were 
glue. I’ve scrunched my nose at the burning hair 
malodor of discomfort as I strolled into a room 
for a job interview: I had sounded white on the 
telephone. I’ve touched its twisted face, felt its 
teeth (scrape the calluses from my fists). I’ve spat 
globs of nasty off-color curses, tasted and cringed 
at the saltiness oozing from crushed gums and 
split lips. Yeah, I’ve been intimate with prejudice. 
We’ve bit and kissed, held hands and threw fists, 
pat and stabbed each other’s back – but now, I 
treat her like a crazy place I used to live.

I’ve been colored and discolored, and I’ve 
done the same to others and though I long ago 
moved on from there, the bad tanning effects 
of prejudice still linger. In Bible study, many 
brothers discarded my answers, since I was too 
young and inexperienced to exceed their wisdom. 
I transformed into a monster when I came to 
prison, because everybody knows convicts can’t 
be human. With contempt, my mother said I 
acted black when I swaggered in her suburban 
home. My own friends teased me mercilessly 
when I spoke, slang less, in the ghetto. A detective 
called me a liar when I told her my name – 
because “George’s aren’t Korean.” 

They assess my superficial incongruities, 
attempting to make sense of me because I 
don’t match their schematic defining how I 
ought to look or think or act or speak; or with 
discriminating eyes they distort the parts of me 
they hate: to justify beating me up or cutting me 
down to size to stuff me in their crates built with 
narrow-sided minds.

But I will never fit in within their exclusive 
prisons, inhabit their claustrophobic solid-
colored categories without room to grow in.

To be human.

I am neither black nor white 
but every color in the spectrum 
plus them. I am only me: 
undefined, unlimited except by God’s physics, 
ever moving forward closer to His Image, which is 
Jesus. Nothing human 
Is alien to me, but I am 
an alien to my race, a foreigner 
in my homeland, at home 
in this foreign place, for I am  
a journeyman.

I was born, the son of a pimp and a dope fiend whore, I was born addicted to dope, 

born dying to score!  

Born dying to eat, born cry’n to sleep, born begging for help, yet abused by the weak.

WHY?

I Was Born

John L. Myles 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA
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Letters to the Editor:
Challenge
Lord with Your help yes I will
Stay stronger than adversity
Lord with Your help yes I will
Be thankful for life You have given to me
Lord with Your help yes I will
Keep it pure, keep it clean
Lord with Your help yes I will
Choose purity over lust any day
Lord with Your help yes I will
Think good thoughts throughout the day
Lord with Your help yes I will
Enjoy your company throughout the day
Lord with Your help yes I will
Be stronger making other people stronger
Lord with Your help yes I will
Cast out Satan in Jesus’ name
Lord with your help yes I will
Overcome evil with good
Lord with Your help yes I will
Carry the Spirit in my heart
Lord with you help yes I will
Praise God, Thank You, Lord Jesus
Lord with Your help yes I will
Thank You for determination
Lord with Your help yes I will
Act with confidence and certainty
Lord with Your help yes I will
Follow the teachings of Jesus
Lord with Your help yes I will
Give to others at every opportunity
Lord with Your help yes I will
Give You the praise, credit and thanks
Lord with Your help yes I will
Believe the Holy Spirit is helping me

Share Your Gifts
Last year, while teaching literature at a prison in Michigan, John, a “lifer,” showed 
me some artwork he’d just done in a class taught by another volunteer. It was very 
impressive. When I complimented him, he said, “You know, I never knew I had any 
art talent until I came here.” That surprised me. 
A few weeks ago, at a church in Toledo, I exhibited work by some of you, men and 
women on death row. Maybe your experience was like John’s; maybe you found 
a talent that was hidden until recently. In any case, the work was VERY impressive, 
and the pastor bought two paintings which now hang on walls in the parish center. 
Other works were sold too.
The parishioners who viewed the exhibit were equally impressed. Much of the art 
portrayed scenes of nature, or perhaps just a single flower. A few were religious. All 
were interesting and thought-provoking.
Your work shows that you’re doing something we ALL are called to do in life – find 
our gifts, use our gifts, and share our gifts. No hiding them, as the poor schmuck did 
in the Parable of the Talents (Matthew 25).
Big thanks and blessings to all the generous contributors! Your art work is an 
illustration in some way of the beauty you hold in your own hearts, beauty which 
reflects the beauty of God. Please keep it coming!

What Does Your Heart Say? 
To the prisoners who responded to our call for prayers: thank you! We would like 
to include more in this touring exhibit, so here is the call again: It doesn’t matter if 
you consider yourself religious or not. What are your deepest longings, for the world 
and for yourself? When your heart speaks, what does it say? We trust that if you 
send something that speaks to your heart, it will also speak to others. And together 
we can re-vision what justice means in America. 
Write:  Prayers from Prisoners / Hidden Voices 
 PO Box 42, Prospect Hill, NC 27314.
To those men who sent requests for assistance or written communication, please 
know our thoughts are with you even though we don’t have enough staff to 
accommodate your requests. May we all continue to learn from each other and grow 
in compassion and action.

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

Lynden Harris
Founder & Director 
Hidden Voices

Sister Pat Schnapp, RSM 
Compassion Outside Board Member 
Toledo, OH



Shirley Dickens 
Anchorage, AK                                          

Shirley Dickens lost her son to murder over ten years ago, when he was a young man. 
His body was found in a local wooded park, and no one was ever arrested for the 
crime. Shirley explains that after her son’s death she “felt a very strong presence that 
told me not to worry about retribution of justice…to instead put my emotional energy 
into prevention and let God take care of the rest. 

As a nurse Shirley believes in preventative medicine. “I think as a society we have put all 
our resources and emphasis on the wrong side of crime. We should be doing all we can 
to have children grow up knowing they’re loved cherished and wanted. If we did this, 
we’d have far less crime and far more valuing of each other’s lives.” 

For more information visit www.JourneyofHope.org 

Losing a Son

4

Let the Negativity Melt Away…

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

I generally write articles that are upbeat, 
positive, informative or questioning. 
Most times I’m enthusiastic, carrying 

a calming message in which I use way too 
many exclamation points!!! But I’ve noticed 
something: when I write an acerbic or cranky 
article, it gets published more widely than do 
my cheerier and meaningful ones. Readers 
in the U.S. and Europe like it fine when I’m 
pleasant, but when I make a point using a 
caustic or cutting comment? The republishing 
rate soars. Of course this is purely anecdotal. 
Still, it made me wonder if there was some 
psychological machinery at work here.

My research has finally come up with an 
answer. It’s called hypercriticism. When 
we hear or read negative statements, we 
think they’re inherently more intelligent 
than positive ones. This so-called negativity 
bias shows that when we seek to impress 
someone with our intelligence, we spout sour 
and negative opinions.

So what is negative? Is a manifesto for change 
negative because it criticizes the status quo 
or positive because it’s idealistic? Those of us 
on the Row are immersed in negativity 24/7: 

some created by the dire conditions, our own 
negativity, or that of others. Just the specter 
of a death sentence becomes a burden of 
negativity that constantly haunts us. When 
we feel unloved, alone, depressed and empty 
inside, finding someone to just provide 
moral support isn’t the real solution. What is 
helpful is to care about someone else – no 
judgments – no exceptions. Accept them just 
as they are, don’t try to change them. 

I once received a letter that accused me of 
“wanting to take God out of a death row 
publication.” I didn’t respond because it was 
a totally ridiculous statement. My position is 
and always has been, I don’t like to “preach” 
at others. I refuse to impose my relationship 
with God onto others. I do however write 
about religion, beliefs, the Bible… 

Knowing about negativity bias has made me 
much more skeptical of dour viewpoints,  
and high-brow punditry. If caustic wit is  
what garners accolades for intelligence,  
then I guess people will just have to  
consider me dull! 

After considerable effort used to convince 
fellow prisoners, we did an off the wall cell 

house experiment a few years ago… We 
banned all foul language insults for one 
week. Instead of the normal verbal insults 
hurled back and forth everyone had to use 
only insults they could find in Shakespeare’s 
works. It was a hilarious week… “Thou art 
a ragged wart!” “Pernicious blood sucker of 
sleepin men!” “Viperous-worm that gnaws 
the bowels!” The guards thought it was 
some sinister code. (Journey of Hope, 203, 
pp.140-141) More importantly it changed the 
negativism in the cell house and opened the 
door for cooperation that still exists today. I 
would encourage you, all of you, to try it for 
just one day. Try not to think or say anything 
negative about or to anyone. Be pleasant, 
polite, and make no condemning judgments 
against anyone you meet. Each time you’re 
tempted to go negative simply ask yourself…
”What would Jesus do?” That negativity bias 
will melt away.



Untitled

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.

8.5” x 11” Colored Pencil on Paper
$25.00 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
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I ’m sure we’ve all heard it, when 

somebody has gone too far & offended 

you; and you “catch feelings” over it; 

they’ll say, “what’s with the feelings?” The 

presumption is that you shouldn’t have 

feelings just because you’re in prison. Sorry 

to break it to you, but we all have feelings. 

If the tables were turned he’d have feelings, 

since “anger” is a feeling too.

Feelings are what make us human. 

Admittedly, we need to be tough-skinned in 

prison, but there’s no reason to use that as 

an excuse to insult others. We get enough 

verbal abuse from others and don’t need to 

give it to each other. Doing time is difficult 

enough already without all that.

Feelings
Indeed, feelings make us human. Not 

thinking about how our actions affect others 

is a contributing factor in much of the 

world’s turmoil. Likewise it is at the root of 

many conflicts between prisoners. Jail isn’t 

an excuse not to care. It’s a time to learn to 

care, and hope and pray that we get another 

chance to be human with our family and 

friends on the outside. Until that time, let us 

try to be mindful of others’ feelings as we 

want others to be mindful of ours.

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, Pa

The Coalition for Prisoners’ 
Rights offers Resource lists on 
the following topics:

u African American
u Book Programs
u Death Penalty Abolition
u Education Programs
u Healthcare/Medical
u Innocence Projects
 u Newsletters and  

Publications
 u Native American
 u Paralegal Courses
 u Pen Pals
 u Religion/ Spirituality
 u Substance Abuse
 u Veterans & Military
 u Voting Rights
 u For Women in Prison
 u Wrongful Convictions 
u General Prisoner  

Resource list

These lists include names, 
addresses, and where possible, 
a short explanation of services, 
info, or materials each listed 
organization may provide. The 
Coalition does not have first-
hand knowledge of each group. 
Please limit your request to 3 
lists at a time.

Mail to:
Coalition for Prisoners’ Rights
PO Box 1911
Santa Fe, NM 87504 

Resources
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T he most beautiful flower that I know 
of is the Lotus that grows out of 
the deep recesses of the mud, and 

when eaten has a luxurious languor effect. 
This beautiful flower growing out of the 
mud, to me, has strong partial similarities 
to individuals who dwell deep within 
the recesses of society’s mud, behind 
penitentiary walls; and find the ability, 
character and courage to bloom, making 
positive and constructive changes in their 
lives under such a prodigious antisocial 
structure. To me one of the first steps on 
that very narrow road of change under 
our contra productive penitentiary setting, 
is the hardest of all: remorse. Of course 
subjects of this nature are taboo within the 
penitentiary tough-guy mentality and are 
considered weakness. Believe me, I am 
more than qualified to attest to this bizarre 
claim after dwelling in the deep recesses of 
society’s mud for almost a half of a century 
now. Remorse, in my humble opinion, is 
the catalyst for change (although rarer than 
sightings of Big Foot) but when taken pays 
huge dividends for all concerned. 

Writing about remorse in general, as well 
as demonstrating my personal remorse for 
the selfish devastating pains I have caused 
others, has been extremely difficult and 
painful, but extremely therapeutic. The 
essence of genuine remorse is not simply 
to castigate oneself, although I agree that 
remorse does cause punishment which 
actually leads a person to change. But even 
more important, such pain (i.e., remorse) 
acknowledges the gravity of harm caused 

The Flower That Blooms in Adversity  
Is The Rarest and Most Beautiful of All

– Walt Disney’s Mulan

is essential to true remorse in-lieu of showing 
mere lip service to such. The deep pain that 
accompanies genuine remorse brings to bear 
the solemn dignity of the person harmed and 
the victims left in that harm’s wake. Without 
accepting responsibility for the egregious harm 
caused others, no sincere recognition of the 
gravity of harm caused can take place. Contrary 
to the consensus behind penitentiary walls that 
remorse is showing weakness, nothing could 
be further from the truth.

I have said it before and I believe that it is 
worth saying again that “When a person starts 
to face up[ to what he or she has done, there is 
both remorse and also a need to feel, in some 
way, what it was like to be the one harmed.” 
Learning to feel empathy for those harmed, 
and the victims who lay in the wake of such 
harm, is what the process of remorse is about. 
This process teaches a person to grow up; stop 
the actions and self-mentality that is at the root 
of hurting others; and to accept responsibility 
for such. It is not merely self-punishment 
we inflict upon ourselves lavishly; it is really 
a benevolent process in which the personal 
pain teaches lessons otherwise unavailable, 
and helps a person to become wiser and far 
more compassionate to others. Ultimately a 
person comes to bloom under the adversity of 
penitentiary walls, and, in my opinion, is the 
most beautiful flower of all.

I’m constantly encouraged to create  
      something the 
Reader can savor
It’s always my mission to prepare a  
      literary meal
with adequate flavor
Something that leaves them feeling full  
      and looking for 
my next piece
Thought-provoking poetry that’s  
      destined to live in souls
and never cease
Experience these Epiphanies that  
      suddenly come to me
in a flash
I’m addicted to seeing people’s reactions  
      to my prodigious 
And prophetic splash
The look of awe I see etched in many  
      faces simply
blows me away
If it weren’t for pen and paper, I wouldn’t  
      be able
to brighten the day
Writing allows me to escape my stress 
      and provide an
outlet for others in need
This is why I’m grateful for my ability to  
      use words
that heal and intercede
To live in a negative place and still be  
      able to 
tap into positivity
It’s the perfect example of refusing to  
      let anything 
stifle productivity
My inner flame couldn’t adhere to the  
      heat of 
this floetic passion
Without the help and inspiration of  
      those who come before me
and embraced poetic action
So I’m content with this gift I have and all
its dividends
Reassured by the fact that creativity & I are
friends to the end

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Friends to the End

Anthony Cain
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA



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 & 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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“Lord, Disturb Me!”
I follow the Radical Rabbi named Jesus, but I am 

too safe, too comfortable, too undisturbed. I 
hang the “Do Not Disturb “ sign on the door 

of my life because I don’t like my comfort, safety 
and status-quo-living being interrupted by the 
turbulence of big dreams, the deep waters of radical 
obedience, the rough seas of suffering, and the 
dark nights of uncertain adventures. The other day, 
I ran across a prayer, written by Sir Frances Drake 
(explorer and naval pioneer during the Elizabethan 
era) that disturbed me! This prayer affected my 
spiritual equilibrium so much, that I want to share 
it with you, in hopes that it will disturb you like it 
did me! Don’t just gloss over the words; sit with 
it a minute and then spend some time dissecting 
and parsing its content! Then ask God to help you 
identify “smooth sailing” areas of your life. Next, ask 
Him to disturb the places in your life where you are 
safe, comfortable, and undisturbed. 
Here’s the prayer: “Disturb us, Lord, when we are 
too well pleased with ourselves, when our dreams 
have come true because we’ve dreamed too little, 
when we arrive safely because we’ve sailed too 

close to the shore. Disturb us, Lord, when with the 
abundance of things we possess, we’ve lost our 
thirst for the waters of life; having fallen in love 
with life, we’ve ceased to dream of eternity; and in 
our efforts to build a new earth, we’ve allowed our 
vision of a new heaven to dim! Disturb us, Lord, to 
dare more boldly, to venture on wider seas where 
storms will show your Mastery; where losing sight 
of land, we shall find the stars! We ask You to push 
back the horizons of our hopes; and to push us into 
the future in strength, courage, hope, and love! 
I know I have been sailing too close to the shore 
lately and I am asking Jesus to disturb me to action! 
In what areas have you become too comfortable 
and need to pray: “Lord disturb me?” In what areas 
in your life have you been traveling too close to 
shore and need to pray: “Lord, disturb me?”

Author Unknown
Pastor Marvin Williams
Submitted by: Stephen M. Buckner
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

I’m trying to steal back 

the time

that was stolen.

If your hands

are empty

what cha’ holding?

A lot of nothing

so nothing

can replace it—

it’s just more time

wasted

chasing dreams

are futile

if you’re asleep.

You’re better off

chasing pavements

in your nightmares

cuz I’m real proof 

that life ain’t fair.

A lesser man

would drown in fear

dry up

and disappear

but I’m

still here

setting fire to the rain

knowing my claim

to fame

is my integrity

despite living all this time

in jeopardy.

Jeopardy

Melvin Speight
Pennsylvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA


