
The poisonous toxic effects of anger are detrimental to every facet of a 
person’s life. Such detrimental dire effects are not isolated to those individual’s 
unfortunate enough to reside behind penitentiary walls for years upon years; 

rather no individual is exempt, nor immune to such poisonous toxins of anger, despite their status in life. The 
debilitating detrimental effects of anger have permeated my life from my earliest memories and left dire havoc 
in their wake. Realizing that anger is a serious problem in a person’s life, to me is a crucial step in addressing 
it and doing everything possible to eliminate it. Working to rid oneself of such poisonous toxins in life is a 
formidable challenge but the alternative of doing nothing and allowing its dire consequences to remain is  
not an option for me. 
A little story underscoring the deep pain anger instills in a person’s life and its evasive ability to escape detection 
of its poisonous nature took place not too long ago during a visit with my beautiful daughter Angie C. Being 
a mom of a son who recently enlisted in the military, a teenage daughter who is a handful, and a vivacious 
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The Tears of the Earth

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

Edgar Baltazar Garcia 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

It has been said that the world breaks everyone, 
and afterward some are strong at the broken 
places. I sometimes question that statement 

and wonder if the Heart heals like a wound? By 
becoming scar tissue rough and strong. In the past, 
I have been one to keep a bandage on mine, being 
life’s punches caused by a severe wound to my 
heart. I know I mustn’t go through life wearing a 
bandage over it, instead, give it a chance to keep 
growing. When one wants to build muscle, he 
should tear the tissue down and allow it to heal and 
repeat the process, and I would like to think that the 
heart requires the same technique. By not holding 
grudges, and so on, I believe one’s heart can begin 
to slowly heal from within and with healing comes 
strength. So, I can’t go through life closed off 
and expecting betrayal or the worst from people 
because I may be missing out of the positive things 
that someone or something may have to offer.

Scottish poet, Don Patterson, once said, “Hell is an 
enforced solitude and Heaven a voluntary one,” and 
his words ring loud and clear to my ears. I know 
about being alone, about having people turn their 
backs on you when you need them the most, and 
I’ve had the cold shoulder given to me not once but 

many times, and I am stronger because of it, but 
at the same time I know we humans need other 
people in our life to give us perspective. Being 
alone will usually lead you to make foolish choices. 
I always try to have three types of people around 
me or, in this case, in my life:  One Older who is 
matured; one who is motivated and can offer 
encouragement; and one who is younger or that I 
can guide and from whom I can learn a new way 
of thinking. I remember being around the people 
who were close to going home, back before I ended 
up here, and they wanted to get in shape. Outside, 
as I was teaching them how to work out, it started 
raining. I took my shirt off and let the sprinkles hit 
my skin. I felt like a kid. It had been years without 
being able to feel mother nature’s tears, and I was 
reminded of something I heard as a kid:  flowers are 
beautiful, just for the simple fact that it is the tears of 
the earth that keep their smiles in full bloom, and I 
guess I was smiling because I felt those same tears.

(Continued on page 5)

Notice To All Readers
Compassion is in need of outside 
volunteers to help with clerical, 
research and mailing list updates. 
Volunteers should be within driving 
distance of the Toledo Ohio area  
to attend the one hour monthly 
board meetings. If you have any 
friends or family members you 
think might be interested please 
have them contact:

Fred Moor 
1-419-874-1333



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
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COORDINATOR
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TEL: 419-874-1333 
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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:   The Secret

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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“You’ll never change your life until you change something you do daily.  
  The secret of success is found in your daily routine.”          – Unknown

I heard about a woman whose life was 
characterized by disorder, both inwardly and 
outwardly: She was undisciplined, unreliable, 

and unstable. One day, finally fed-up with it all, she 
committed to bring a tiny bit of order to her life. She 
chose her bed. She swore to herself that she would 
make up her bed every single morning, whether 
she felt like it or not. Most days she didn’t feel like 
it, and knew it, but she made her commitment 
NONNEGOTIABLE. No matter how stressed she felt, 
she made up her bed every morning.
It took about a month for it to become habitual, 
where she didn’t even give it much thought, but just 
did it as automatically as brushing one’s teeth or 
showering. It became part of her daily routine.  
Soon after, as she’d walk into her bedroom at night 
she’d be feeling the pleasure of looking forward to 
lying on her neatly made bed. She was somewhat 
proud of her small accomplishment, and her self-
confidence had grown incrementally. So had her 
self-esteem. But one night, she was struck by the 
stark contrast between her perfectly made bed and 
the cluttered nightstands beside it, the dirty clothes 
lying around, etc. It seemed her bed was an island of 
calm amid the storm.
Without being conscious of it, she began 
straightening her nightstand too. It was much easier, 
she discovered, to keep it clean than to clean it after 
she let it get out of control. A couple weeks later, 
no laundry lied around, but found the hamper in 
the bathroom. Then the bathroom was cleaned 
regularly. The dishes got done each night. Then she 
went to bed on time and thus got up on time and 

was never late for work. She started exercising a few 
times a week, went back to school one night a week.
The bed’s order blossomed outward into every aspect 
of her life. She also remembered a secret prayer she’d 
prayed in desperation after her husband had left 
her: “God help me – I can’t help myself. My life is out 
of control. She realized it was around that time she 
started making her bed. But it wasn’t really about her 
bed. It was her unshakable desire for change, and her 
humble confession that her way didn’t work, because 
she was prone to doing what she felt rather than what 
was right (or what needed doing).
God had her focus on one detail at a time, and it 
kept her from being overwhelmed. That day she 
got married to the idea of change, her life switched 
directions, although the scenery surrounding her took 
awhile to show it. Every time she got one area under 
control, she took another step. Two years later, she 
was a role model for others and eventually wrote a 
book on how to bring order to our cluttered lives. 
Change seldom happens all at once. It happens by 
making NONNEGOTIABLE commitments to fixing one 
small detail at a time. It comes by making our bed each 
morning, then, when we’ve got that down, by picking 
up our laundry. But first, it starts with realizing our old 
way doesn’t work, and by asking God to show us a 
new way.

© 2017  John Robinson
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Letter to the Editor:
Dear Compassion,
God Bless you all and thank you all for the wonderful works 
you’re doing through your newsletter. I have a friend who is on 
death row in California named Paul Loyde Hensley Sr. who’s in 
Salinas Valley state prison where he is now serving the Lord by 
working in the church, in his prison. God is so good. In 2004 I 
was in a Harley wreck, in a coma for two weeks and had a stroke, 
causing brain damage. By the Grace of God I’m alive and living in 
the Lord these days. 
Paul introduced me to your newsletter and I was so inspired by 
what prisoners had to say. So if you would please share what I’m 
sending it would be greatly appreciated. Thank you and may God 
Bless you richly. Truly and admirer of your work. 
With Love and Respect,
Tonya Roberts 
California Dept. of Corrections 
Colfax, CA

Basic Rightousness God’s Redeemed      
Instruction In Redemtion Annoited 
Before Christ At Delivered        
Leaving Hath Christ’s Illuminated   
Earth Every Expense Cared for
 Son  Accepted
   Loved

Animals Herd Names
Rhino’s Crash
Hippo’s Bloat
Owl’s Parliament
Giraffe’s Tower
Geese Gaggle
Porcupine’s Prickle
Lion’s Pride

What do you call a blind deer? .......................................No ideer
What do you call a cow with no legs? .............................Ground beef
What do you call a deer with a bad eye? .......................Bad ideer
What do you call a cow with 2  legs? .............................. Lean beef
What do you call a bear with no teeth? ..........................A gummy bear
What do you call a 3  legged cow? .................................. Tri-tip
Do you know why the chicken crossed the road? .......... To get to the other side
What kind of shoes does a mouse wear? .......................Squeakers
Why was the skeleton failing in school? .........................His heart wasn’t in it
What do you call a cow that just had a baby? ................Decaffeinated
How to you fix a broken pumpkin?.................................With a pumpkin patch
What do you call a box with 4 ducks in it? .....................A box of quackers
What do you call a room full of birds dancing? ..............A fowl ball

1 Jesus
2 Others
3 Yourself

Live life in this 
order and you will 
have a joyful life:

To-Do List:  2017
q Call up a forgotten friend. Drop an old grudge, and replace it with some 

pleasant memories.
q Share a funny story with someone whose spirits are dragging.  

A good laugh can be very good medicine.
q Vow not to make a promise you don’t think you can keep.
q Pay a debt.      q  Give a soft answer.      q  Free yourself of envy and malice.
q Encourage some youth to do his or her best. Share your experience,  

and offer support. Young people need role models.
q Make a genuine effort to stay in closer touch with family and good friends.
q Resolve to stop magnifying small problems and shooting from the lip.  

Words that you have to eat can be hard to digest.
q Find the time to be kind and thoughtful. All of us have the same allotment:  

24 hours a day. Give a compliment. It might give someone a badly needed lift.
q Think things through. Forgive the injustice. Listen more. Be kind.
q Apologize when you realize you are wrong.  

An apology never diminishes a person. It elevates them.
q Don’t blow your own horn. If you’ve done something praiseworthy,  

someone will notice eventually.
q Try to understand a point of view that is different from your own.  

Few things are 100% one way or another.
q Examine the demands you make on others.
q Lighten up. When you feel like blowing your top, ask yourself,  

“Will it matter a week from today?”
q Laugh the loudest when the joke is on you.
q The sure way to have a friend is to be one.  

We are all connected by our humanity, and we need each other.
q Avoid malcontents and pessimists. They drag you down, contributing nothing. 
q Don’t discourage a beginner from trying something risky.  

Nothing ventured means nothing gained. Be optimistic.  
The can-do spirit is the fuel that makes things go.

q Go to war against animosity and complacency.
q Express your gratitude. Give credit when it’s due. It will make you look good.
q Read something uplifting. Deep-six the trash. You wouldn’t eat garbage –  

why put it in your head?
q Don’t put up with secondhand smoke. Nobody has the right to pollute  

your air or give you cancer. If someone says, “This is a free country”, remind 
him or her that the country may be free, but no person is free if they have a 
habit they can’t control.

q Return those books you borrowed. Reschedule that missed dental 
appointment. Clean out your closet. Take those photos out of the drawer and 
put them in an album. If you see litter on the sidewalk, pick it up instead of 
walking over it.

q Give yourself a reality check. Phoniness is transparent, and it is tiresome. Take 
pleasure in the beauty and the wonders of nature. A flower is God’s miracle.

q Walk tall, and smile more. You’ll look 10 years younger.
q Don’t be afraid to say, “I love you.” They are the sweetest words in the world.
q If you have love in your life,  

consider yourself blessed,  
and vow to make this the  
best year ever.

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA
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Bess Klassen-Landis

When she was a young girl of thirteen, Bess Klassen-Landis’ mother was beaten, raped, strangled and shot four times in 
Elkhart, Ind. That was back in 1969 and at that time she learned that her home and community were not safe and neither was 
it safe to be a woman. Bess writes, “I had to really deal with my thoughts about what to do with a person who had committed 
an atrocity. Someone who made me feel wretched and unsafe.”
In 2005, she learned of the Journey of Hope…From Violence to Healing, and joined them in Texas. There Bess met for the first 
time peers who had lost a loved one to murder and some who had forgiven the murderer. By publicly telling her story, she 
was able to expose and release all the ugly feelings of fear and shame that had filled the hidden spaces of her being, and she 
forgave herself for her failures. Bess believes that we are all instruments in healing the hatred in this world and that we will 
never do it with violence (the death penalty), but only by eradicating hunger, poverty and disease and by reaching out again 
and again in love to our enemies. She learned that the death penalty is reserved for the poorest of the poor. 
In 2008, Bess took a year’s leave of absence from her job as an art teacher and spoke to hundreds of groups around the country 
about forgiveness and the abolition of the death penalty. She also put out a CD of original music called “Beauty So Close.”
When asked by Compassion to submit her thoughts to death row prisoners for the Compassion newsletter Bess sent the 
following, “It was when I realized that I could reach out and extend my humanity, my forgiveness and even love, to my 
mother’s murder, despite not knowing who, or where he is, that I found true healing and inner peace and release from fear.”
Bess went on to say, “The justice that I expect in this world is for my own heart and mind to do no evil. If I can resist evil and 
reach out in love, then I have not been totally destroyed by the force that ended my mom’s life. Love is the only thing that can 
redeem death.” 

Dealing With My Thoughts

T hese words form a synergism. Living under 
the shadow of death, we spend every day 
trying to achieve a favorable endgame 

position by overcoming our situation. From working 
on legal briefs and maneuvering our way through 
the 64 squares of the judicial system, to composing 
motivational and inspirational literary works, we are 
dedicated to becoming productive human beings. 
Much like a gambit, we have found that despite 
our circumstance we can still make a difference; 
our lives, our stories, our experiences are wisdom 
for both those who find themselves in a similar 
situation and those concerned with preventing 
it happening to others. All too often, people find 
themselves in difficult situations because the 
principles needed to succeed in life were not 
instilled in them when they were children. 

Introduction to the Death Row Gambit
The school-to-prison pipeline is the sad reality 
for youth on a dead-end road to prison due 
to misguidance or complete lack of guidance. 
During their formative years they are exposed to 
negative lifestyles and develop bad habits that 
cause problems later in life. In this, they are served 
an egregious injustice. Our children should be 
nurtured with care, their young minds cultivated 
with positive thoughts and ideas to facilitate their 
maturation into successful adults.
In January of 2014, the first Chess Therapy Group 
was started here on Death Row in N.C., and has 
proven to be a productive means of relieving some 
of the stress that comes from being condemned 
to die. Our participation in this program is also an 
expression of our humanity, a sign that contrary to 
popular opinion, we are not worthless individuals 
to be cast off from society and forgotten.
Chess is perhaps the most instructional game that 
cultivates life skills. Qualities such as the ability to 
think, plan, and make rational decisions can be 
improved through chess. It also helps with both 
time- and stress-management, and multitasking 
when played in multigame competition. Then, on a 
deeper level, chess is a metaphorical blueprint on 
how to navigate through life. The game itself is an 

example of how various entities with unique qualities 
can work in harmony. In this respect, the pieces can 
be likened to people and the different roles we have 
that contribute to a functioning society.
Considering the benefits of chess, I propose the 
chess-to-boardroom pipeline, a movement with 
a curriculum that would direct the youth to a path 
of success. Yet the focus also includes adults with a 
desire to improve their station in life –  such is the 
agelessness of chess.
The United States Chess Federation’s mission is to 
empower people through chess one move at a time, 
and its vision is to enrich the lives of all persons and 
communities through increasing their play, study, and 
appreciation of chess. Today’s youth (and the world) 
is in desperate need of a successful program of 
social reform. I believe chess is a suitable option for 
achieving this, for it transcends race, creed, gender; 
and its universality speaks a language that can be 
comprehended by all, if only we try. 
Log on at deathrowgambit.com.

For more information visit 
www.journeyofhope.org

Rodney Taylor, Sr. 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Death Row – a prison area housing inmates 
sentenced to death.

Gambit – a chess opening in which a player  
risks one or more pawns or another minor 
piece to gain an advantage in position; a remark 
intended to start a conversation or make a telling 
point; a calculated more or stratagem.



Chaffinch and Butterflies

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”– Mixed Medium: Pencil, ink and water based acrylics

$40.00 includes postage and handling

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

By Anthony LaMarca 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S
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Study  
to Be Quiet

LaTwon Weaver 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

It’s not always good to give your opinion 

Sometimes it’s better to sit back 

And just listen.

You don’t always have to have  

     something to say. 

Quietness is a discipline that should be 

Practiced every day.

Resist the urge to be heard 

For wisdom is not displayed in the 

Abundance of words.

Bite your tongue if you must 

Avoid idle chatter and  

Random outburst.

Every conversation is not an invitation. 

Every discussion does not require 

Your participation.

Study to be quiet.  Learn to sit in silence. 

There’s no need to speak just because  

There’s an audience.

Let this Wisdom be in you. 

Better to be thought of as a fool, 

Than to open your mouth and remove  

     all doubt.

1 Thessalonians 4:11  

kindergartner, she is an intelligent and smart lady. In 
a very heartfelt, but distressful manner Angie told me, 
“Dad, I simply have to find out what is at the root of 
this anger that is affecting everything and everybody 
in my life and has been for many – many years.” After 
a brief pause, seeing a slight smile spread across her 
dad’s face she asked me in somewhat of a taken-back 
manner, “Are you laughing at me?” “Of course, not 
darling,” I told her, “but I want you to stop and think 
about something that you just said about you needing 
to find out what is at the root of your protracted 
deep-rooted anger.” I told her, “Imagine coming home 
after picking the kids up from school and pulling in 
the driveway and witnessing your home being on fire. 
What would you do?” With a puzzled and somewhat 
irritated look she said, “That is ridiculous to ask – my 
house is on fire and everything that is near and dear 
to me and my family’s lives. I am going to immediately 
call the fire department to get the damn fire put out 
so it doesn’t destroy everything in our lives.” After a 
little pause and slight smile on my face I said, “What! 
You aren’t going to wait and find out what caused the 
fire, what is at the root of the fire, before calling the 
fire department to have the fire put out?” “Alright Dad, 
point taken,” my beautiful daughter told me. 

The Buddha said, “If one man conquers in battle 
a thousand times a thousand men, and if another 
conquers his anger, the latter is the greatest conqueror.” 
What causes anger to permeate a person’s life is 
without doubt important and should be addressed as 
well, but paramount to alleviating the dire detrimental 
poisonous effects of the anger is to address the anger 
itself. The causes may be multifarious and may never 
truly be fully known let alone dealt with. I have come 
to appreciate the main person being hurt by my anger 
is myself – being my own worst enemy and going 
nowhere fast. A person’s mind is either their best friend 
or their foe depending on how they cultivate their 
thinking process and what they think about and focus 
on. A person is what they think about. Anger can be 
eliminated through positive and constructive behavior 
which requires tremendous work, but ultimately pays 
tremendous dividends.

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Anger (continued from cover)
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Prison Activist Resource Center (PARC) 
P.O. Box 70447 
Oakland, CA  94612

Write for a FREE 24-page resource directory

Prison Book Program 
c/o Lucy Parsons Bookstore 
1306 Hancock Street, Suite 100 
Quincy, MA  02169

Write for a FREE 6-page resource list.  

Also accepts requests for FREE books  
from prisoners in all states except:   
CA, TX, MD, IL, MI, NV 

Dear Mom,
I know this letter is long over-due, but
know that I understand – I must write this to you!
As a scared, abused child, I could never see
That all the abuse you endured, along with all
The great sacrifices you made, were to protect me!
As children, all we ever saw daily was
you and the Man we called “Father” in an
Alcoholic-daze that soon turned to Anger, because 
all the Alcohol was gone in our broken home.
Then came all the arguments, because through your 
Drunken-haze, you realized we were without lights.
Then came the brutal and bloody fights that
had us kids running into a cold, dark room, 
scared, shaken, and frightened each night;
Tears running down our faces as we hear 
you are begging and pleading to the Man that you
 love so dear, and who you also fear. Your
voice trembling – your eyes full of tears, but all
your pleas fall on deaf ears! I hear you 
say, “Tommy, please don’t hit me no mo!”
but his only answer is another sickening blow.
The foul, degrading names he called you will
Forever burn deeply in my brain, as well
as the memory of a 6 year old cleaning 
up his Mother’s blood stains! I’ll never forget the 
sight of your beautiful face, all broken and
bruised, or the sight of you laying in the Hospital
bed – body completely covered in tubes; Your eyes
swollen shut, all purple and black, your nose and jaw

Domestic Violence: My Letter to Mom
shattered and cracked! The whole times your abuser
sits close by, begging you to please forgive him, and 
take him back; Promising he’ll never hit you again –
that is, until he has another bottle of
Gin! I’ll never forget being held at gun-point by
Him – forced to watch you being Raped by his
Low-life friends: while he stood by with a cup
In hand and a Pistol and wicked grin! I 
Can still see the stone-cold look you wore
On your face, while this un-thinkable act was going 
On. You went through Hell just so they
would leave your children alone! For 42 years I 
never understood why you stood faithfully by your
tormentors side—from the time you were twelve,  
until the day he died! Now I know and understand 
you stayed and lived in fear over
and over again! I know that you
were told by that Devilish Abusive-Man
that he would kill us all if you
ever left him, or turned him in! Mom it
truly saddened me the day you passed away, and
left me all alone! But, then again, I am
happy that all the hurt, pain and fear is
forever gone! I love you now, Mom, and Forever on!
Rest in Peace Dear Momma!

Nothing is all good with no bad 
Nor anything as good as you had 
Our present is compared to the past  
And the future will never last

Nothing is so bad without any good 
Looking for the positive, we should 
Even in the depths of night 
There still shines the moonlight

In the deepest fathoms, new species are found 
And lessons are learned beneath the cloud 
Harsh experiences breed new life 
Growth happens amidst the strife

The good times are for rest 
Calm and peace between each test 
Periods of healing from the storm 
That the Phoenix may be reborn

So, in the dark look to the light 
Embracing new growth with insight 
From struggles don’t take flight 
Stand your ground and fight

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

W hy do certain people cross paths in life? 
Are we supposed to learn something or 
are we simply a guide to help others?

When I received a letter from the mother of a 12 year 
old black girl named Annah suffering from terminal 
cancer, and that little girl asked me to write a poem 
just for her, I was stunned. First by the fact that this 
mom would put her faith in someone sitting on death 
row to comfort her child with his words; then because 
I felt totally unqualified to provide any real solace 
for a terrible, frightening situation that had only one 
possible ending. 

Asked to write a special poem, “just for me”, by this 
young girl, I struggled to find the words. Finally “Our 
Green Eyes” tumbled out of a mind in turmoil.

Over the months that followed I was fortunate 
enough to communicate with both the child and her 
mom. Somewhere along the way she adopted me as 
her second daddy, calling me “Poppa John.” Through 

Crossing Paths
cards and letters our relationship expanded and I 
realized she was having trouble communicating what 
she was going through, what she was feeling to those 
closest to her. She needed someone who understood 
what she was experiencing: Being in that ethereal, 
uncertain space between life and death. 

As her condition worsened, the tumors in her lungs 
grew, the doctors decided to stop the chemotherapy 
treatments and simply make her as comfortable as 
possible until she died. The disquiet of her parents 
facing the death of their child seemed to weigh on 
her. My only counsel was given quietly – talk about it 
openly. Then I received a letter from her mom. It said 
in part:

“Our little one is struggling a lot today. She’s in pain, 
having coughing fits. She has rumbling in her chest. 

She said to me today that she was ready to die. She 
said that she does not want to live in pain anymore. 

(Continued on back cover)

Stephen Jones 
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

The Best  
in Bad

Resource List



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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My Pains

Tavares Calloway 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL

Am I the author 
Of my pains which are 
Narrated by my 
emotions?

I admire those who  
Are able to ignore 
Their pains through 
clever 
Tactics or distractions.

My struggles feel 
Like they are 
In vain, for the more I 
Flee from death the 
closer 
I feel to it.

There are no songs 
That can alleviate 
My pains nor any other  
Thing because my 
pains are 
A part of something 
that only  
The staff can recognize

If it is easy for me  
To say that I am  
Living just to die, 
Then why 
Am I so afraid?

Because my pains are 
Attached to a false 
Reflection of reality.

She said she knows she is not going to get better.  
I held her, we cried together. I promised her I would  
do everything I could to see the doctors made sure  
she was not in pain. I told her, I’ll not go away and  
I will love her always.”

I realized then that I had somehow been placed in 
their paths only as a buffer. Nothing I did or said was 
important enough to change the outcome of her illness. 
I was simply the outsider whose words allowed them 
to comfort the reality of the situation and talk about it 
openly – a needed catalyst to allow them to deal with 
her death together. 

I was blessed to have had their inevitable honor of  
being included in their lives. 

At the right is the poem written for Annah.

Our Green Eyes
There are blue eyes in abundance, 
Brown eyes seem to be the norm. 
We who are blessed with green eyes 
Are few, special hearts so warm.
Green eyes can flash with anger, 
See adversity and sorrow. 
Desperation, suffering, despair today, 
Bright sunny skies tomorrow.
Those of us with green eyes are quite strong 
And full of pluck. 
Perhaps that touch of Irish in us adds 
Just a wee bit more luck.
Green eyes are a sign of resilience, 
Tenacity, real grit. 
They are a window to our inner soul, 
Show love, caring and willingness to commit.
These green eyes show we never give in, 
Never give up; we fight with all we’ve got. 
Only very special people in this world 
Have our green eyes that really say a lot.
Stay positive, keep believing, and think of 
Good times, all life’s highs. 
You and I have a lot more living to do 
And we’ll see it together through – Our Green Eyes

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Crossing Paths (continued from page 6)


