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Announcing the O. Henry Contest
Compassion is hosting a 3-category contest! Rather 
than a single category contest that awards a 1st, 2nd, 
and 3rd place prize, we are going to grant a $50.00 
award for the sole winner in each category:

Best short story/article/essay  
(limit 600 words)
Best poem
Best artwork

Participants may submit only one entry for  
each category. The contest will be judged by an 
outside board. 

The Deeply Rooted Irascible Nature of  
The Monkey Shine Mentality

Please address your entries to: 
Compassion O. Henry Contest 
140 W. South Boundary Street 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

All entries must be postmarked by November 25, 2018. 
Winners will be notified via mail and announced in the 
January 2019 issue of Compassion. All entries become  
the property of Compassion and may be used in  
the Compassion newsletter publication, where the  
artwork goes toward raising money for the Compassion 
scholarship fund. 

 (Awards are sponsored by an anonymous donor.)

Compassion is looking for 
assistant editor(s) to help 
with the publication of  
the magazine. 
Anyone interested for this 
position please submit a 
request to “Compassion” 
Attn: I.B.C. and mail to 
address on page 2. 
Prospective assistant 
editors must be death row 
inmates in a U.S. State or 
Federal Prison. 

R ecently, I watched a program called “Brain 
Games” where neuroscientists conducted 
experiments with moneys studying what pretty 

much is their inherit irascible nature. The monkeys 
were placed in cages, side-by-side, with slots at the 
front of each cage. A rock was placed at the front 
in between the two cages, and when one of the 
monkeys retrieved the rock it was rewarded with a 
small slice of a cucumber... When the other monkey 
retrieved the rock it was rewarded with a nice purple 
grape; but first the other monkey who was rewarded 
with a piece of cucumber was shown the grape. 
This seemingly disparate treatment sent the other 
monkey into a blind rage, screaming at the top of its 
lungs, beating on the side of its cage, and literally trying 
to reach out the slot of its cage to grab the scientists. 
This acute agitation played out also when the disparate 
treatment was reversed between the monkeys. 
Having spent a protracted number of years living in 
a cage myself, with a slot at the front of it through 
which I retrieved several items a day, seldom do I 
receive so much as a slice of cucumber, let alone a 

nice purple grape, metaphorically speaking. So I can 
readily identify with the monkeys’ irascible behavior, 
particularly under those challenging circumstances 
and conditions of confinement. 
The monkey experiments, to me, brought to bear 
the essence of the monkey shine mentality, an anger 
I equated with suffering. Suffering is a derivative of 
anger, because anger harms first the person (or in 
this case the monkey experiencing it.) For me, this 
monkey shine mentality that permeates the majority 
of those walking up-right is rooted in: “(If) we do not 
have something then we want it, and when we get 
some of it, we want more of it, and when we finally 
receive more of it then we are constantly worrying 
about losing it.” And corollary to this scenario is that a 
person always wants things to be different than what 
they are, and always wants others to be different 
than who they are. In other words, the monkey shine 
mentality permeates a person’s life whether they 
recognize it or not, or are willing to admit it, because it 
causes suffering for themselves and others.

ASSISTANT  
EDITOR NEEDED

(Continued on page 4)



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: Creative Nonfiction

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITORS
Anthony Cain, 

Konstantinos Fotopoulos,  
and Melvin Speight  

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Jerry “Smokey” Chambers,  

Al Cunningham ,  
Christopher Henriquez,  

Kevin Marinelli, Wesley I. Purkey,  
John Robinson & Marcus Robinson 

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

“Creative Nonfiction” – it sounds like a contradiction 
in terms, right? How can one be creative with 
nonfiction? Doesn’t the word “creative” connote 
falsification, when it comes to writing? The short 
answer: not necessarily.
During an interview in a recent issue of Creative 
Nonfiction, memoirist and poet Patricia Hampl said:
“It’s an unfortunate miscue that memoir and the 
personal are called “nonfiction...” This puts them under 
the same umbrella as the daily newspaper and people 
get all heated about whether you “allow” yourself 
to “make things up” or if you “tell the truth.” These 
questions make it almost impossible to consider the 
mind at work on its experience, both inner and outer…
Memory and perception come together, often to make 
imagination. They don’t make invention.”
Hampl is trying to delineate between newspaper 
reporting and creative nonfiction writing. Both are 
nonfiction genres, but the key difference is the 
degree of subjectivity permitted in the writing. I 
emphasize “degree” because ultimately, anytime a 
person describes an event/experience, no matter how 
objective he/she tries to be, there will always be an 
element of subjectivity, since he/she had to process the 
information through his/her unique mental make-up.
And there are countless ways to describe any event/
experience. Deciding which best expresses the way you 
perceived it – that’s the “creative” aspect in Creative 
Nonfiction. For you writers and poets, I offer you this 
handy exercise to both improve your creativity, and to 
illustrate how creativity plays a major role in nonfiction.
First, pick what you want to write about, and “report” it 
as plainly as possible, giving only the bare bones. Then 
write it 5-10 different ways, while remaining true to the 
facts. I will illustrate with a simple sentence:
• On Monday, an automobile accident involving a  

tree occurred. No one was injured.
• On Monday, my neighbor tried to chop down the 

tree in his front yard with his car – at least, that’s 
how it seemed to me. He’s lucky to have walked 
away unscathed.

• Just after midnight, Monday, the high school kid  
next door wrapped his Mustang around the giant 
pine tree in their front yard. God may’ve spared him 
from getting hurt in the wreck, but, knowing his dad, 
I’ll bet he got plenty of bruises afterward.

 • I don’t know who started the fight, but a few days 
ago that huge tree beat the crap out of that boy’s car.

• His poor mama. She saved for six years to buy her 
son a car, and look at him – first day he has it, he 
wanna come flyin’ down the street, tryin’ to drive  
like a stuntman, and wreck right into his mama’s 
favorite tree.

As you can see, how the facts are filtered through the 
writer’s personality determines the unique way he/she 
conveys them on the page. But staying true to the facts 
doesn’t reduce the potential creative opportunities of 
nonfiction; and being creative in nonfiction doesn’t 
reduce the truthfulness of the experience. Thus, 
creative nonfiction isn’t a contradiction in terms – 
rather, it’s an interesting interplay between subjective 
and objective experience, which is the nature of all 
human experience. 

Living in the present moment means saying NO to 
dark and fearful thoughts about the future. Before 
you go to sleep at night say the prayer of St. Francis 
de Sales. He wrote it to help himself deal with his 
own persistent fears.
“Do not fear what may happen tomorrow.
The same loving Father who cares for you today
Will care for you tomorrow and every day.
Either He will shield you from suffering, 
Or He will give you unfailing strength to bear it.
Be at peace then and put aside all anxious 
thoughts and imaginings.”
Why spoil the present moment with anxiety?  
Today is all you’ve got. The past is over, and the 
future is mere fantasy. Ninety percent of things we 
worry about never occur anyway. Granted we all 
have to plan for the future, but we can learn to do 
that without needless anxiety.

Don’t Be Afraid of the Future

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA



Letters to the Editor:

Submitted by: Shari Eggum 
Texas Department of Correction 
Gatesville, TX
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The Cold Within
by James P Kenny

Six humans trapped by happenstance, in bleak and bitter cold. Each one possessed a stick of wood, 
so the story’s told. Their dying fire in need of logs, the first man held his back. For among the faces 
round the fire, he noticed one was black. The next one saw through fading light a man not of his 
church, and so he couldn’t bring himself to share his stick of birch.

The third one sat in tattered clothes, he gave his coat a hitch; why should his log be used to warm 
the idle rich? The rich man sat and thought about the wealth he had in store, and to keep what he 
had earned from the lazy shiftless poor.

The black man’s face showed much revenge as the fire passed from sight, for all he saw in the wood 
he held was a chance to spite the white.

The last man of this forlorn group only worked for gain, giving only to the one’s who gave, was how 
he played the game. 

Their logs held tight in their frozen hands was proof of human sin, they didn’t die from the cold 
without – they died from the cold within.

Last Words  July 24, 2018 9:43 pm

Dear Compassion,

Over the years of receiving your Compassion magazine, there were many, many times when reading  
this helped lighten my load here on Nebraska’s Death Row; here, there are 12 men (counting myself).  
I’ve been on the row since June 20, 1980 now over 38 years.

Say, have you heard about the man on Nevada’s Death Row, that received a stay only hours before his 
execution because the Drug company filed a motion to get their lethal injection drug back? Thing is this 
man had stopped his appeals.

Like him I have also stopped filing appeals. Over the years, I have had 7 execution dates and 6 stays;  
will I have the 7th stay of execution? I have been given an August 14, 2018 execution date.

Well, we will see what God will do with this… I am praying He will open the door this time around,  
so I can come Home to Him. Amen. “Onward Christian Soldiers!”

Respectfully,

Carey Dean Moore 
Nebraska Death Row 
Tecumseh, NE

Editors Note: Mr. Moore was in fact executed as scheduled. God rest his soul.              

The Present
Day
By day
We sit here…
And time sweeps
It all away. Time ticks
Toward Future…Come whatever
May. The future is far off, a phantom.
The past a constant haunt. Time.
Our ever-present burden takes
Anything it wants. Yet
We move on
Toward the future living 
Lives our own way. We leave
The haunting past behind us, praise
The Lord for each new day:
Every single day we awaken 
Is a gift sent from above—
That’s why it’s called 
THE PRESENT,
A box 
Of compassion,
Faith and love. To take
Advantage of this day don’t
Focus on tomorrow; yesterday’s 
Gone, so send with it all your sorrows.
Focus on this moment, let time
Tick away without losing love
And faith and compassion,
These time can never 
Take, so even in our
Dark times, we 
Let past 
And future 
Fly like pheasants
Because we have this
Moment, this little box: THE PRESENT

Ian Z Gilmer
Sterling Correction Facility
Sterling, CO



Dr. Jack Sullivan

 In July 1997, while attending a church convention in 
Denver, Colorado, I received word that my sister, Jennifer, 
had been murdered inside her home, with her two-
year-old child possibly witnessing her grotesque death. 
I gathered my family and rushed to Cleveland to join my 
sister and grandfather in planning Jennifer’s funeral.
One of the tasks I had to carry out was to view Jennifer’s 
body. I will never forget the horrible image of what a 
bullet does to human flesh. Sometimes I wonder what 
would happen if people who rely on guns were made to 
view bodies blasted away by gunfire. Maybe such viewing 
would reduce reliance on these weapons of human de-
struction and deepen our commitment to non-violence.
For years, many prosecutors and politicians have 
asserted that the only way for murder victim families to 
reach closure and healing is for the state to execute those 
who were convicted of killing our loved ones.
 However, alongside thousands who like myself have lost 
loved ones to murder, I believe that state-sponsored killing 
those convicted of murder is as wrong as citizen-inflicted 
murder. It offers neither closure nor healing. Executions 
are hollow continuations of the matrix of death. 
With tears in our eyes and hearts that beat fast with 
every memory of our loved ones, we boldly say to our 
elected officials: execute no one in our names! Not in our 
names! We reject a narrative of vengeance and affirm a 
narrative of vision of true healing for victim families.

Living in Solidarity
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Lawmakers, if you want to honor murder victim 
families, killing those who were convicted, often 
wrongly and with racism insulting the integrity of 
the process, is not the way. I implore you to expand 
the support of victim families. Make sure they have 
access to counseling, quality education, adequate 
housing, and resources that are necessary to 
rebuild their lives. Invest in early childhood 
education and conflict management training that 
enable people to build lifestyles of achievement, 
make meaningful contributions to society, and 
commit to non-violence.
Many of the murder victim family members with 
whom I work through Journey of Hope are people 
of faith, while others are simply people of goodwill. 
Collectively, we do not trust a future devoid of 
reconciliation. A future that excludes pathways 
for redemption nullifies our songs about amazing 
grace and voids our meditations on forgiveness. 
We therefore seek a future that is not restricted by 
the blinding light of vengeance, but is liberated by 
the bright dawn of healing. 
I live in solidarity with people of goodwill and vision 
across the nation who cry out with one voice: vision, 
not vengeance; reconciliation not ruthlessness; 
redemption not retaliation. Stop the killing! 

The Reverend Dr. Jack Sullivan, Jr. who 
is the Senior Pastor of First Christian 
Church (Disciples of Christ) was featured 
in our July Victims Voice section sent to 
Compassion this follow up article.

The scientists provided a couple of different 
examples that would assuage the impulsive nature 
to allow anger to take control and/or to impulsively 
react when confronted with angry individuals. 
The first example portrayed a distraught mother 
who was unleashing a furious tirade against 
her daughter’s fifth grade teacher who she felt 
unfairly gave her daughter a poor grade in a class 
assignment. After making cursory attempts to 
rationally deal with the irate mom the teacher 
responded in kind with angry retorts which led 
down a road of mutual aggravating circumstances, 
utterly failing to produce constructive results. The 
second example was of an angry aircraft worker 
going off totally unprovoked against a co-worker 
who was not going to put up with the verbal assault 
for a minute, thus the confrontation ultimately 
turned physical. Both situations would‘ve been 

significantly tempered if the fifth grade school 
teacher had known that the distraught mom had 
recently, just prior to Christmas, lost her seven 
year old son to cancer; and had the worker at the 
aircraft plant known that his agitated co-worker’s 
house had recently burnt down, and that his 
family was suffering substantial financial struggles 
in its wake. As Plato put into perspective, “Be 
kind, for everyone you meet is fighting a battle 
that you know nothing about.” This, of course, is 
called an insight that is synonymous with wisdom; 
and here what the scientists were describing was 
the “science of empathy”, which is an invaluable 
commodity in life more precious than gold itself.

Getting back to the monkeys; was it truly the grape 
that caused the tremendous upheaval or merely 
the perceived disparate treatment? Fundamental 

to the monkey shine mentality is the perception of 
being treated differently without legitimate reasons 
for doing so. Not receiving the recognition for work 
done or efforts made. Always receiving a slice 
of a cucumber instead of the nice purple grape. 
Everyone wants the proverbial grape, but it’s surely 
not worth all of devastating anger and suffering 
of getting bent out of shape about it when it is 
not received or given to someone else. Savor the 
slice of cucumber, for that is where character is 
built and forged, and insight learned, one which 
alleviates suffering for self and others in these 
rewarding learning opportunities.

The Monkey Shine Mentality (Continued from cover)

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN



Living in Solidarity

Untitled

COMPASSION READERS: To date $51,988.72 has been awarded in college 
scholarships to family members for murder victims. Make a purchase of their artwork. To view available 
selections, view Art for Scholarship in the past issues at www.compassionondeathrow.net. 
Call 419-874-1333 and ask for Compassion office to verify availability.

9” X 12” Pencil
$40.00 includes  
shipping and handling
To purchase make your check  
to Compassion and send to the 
address on page 2.

By Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Original Art Work for Scholarships
D O N AT E D  B Y  D E AT H  R O W  P R I S O N E R S
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Flawed

Christopher Henriquez
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA 
(submitted by Anthony Cain)

Living with myriad afflictions,
Foolishly I still reach for perfection
Begging for God’s protection from 
goons and henchmen.
Trapped in a realm of cynical 
harassment,
Coupled with gross mismanagement, 
death calls
Thy ghost of abandonment!  
However fleeting, love,
My amazing guest, embracing a 
special woman
Of fresh flesh – dream on,  
while poverty-stricken
In a pit, maybe the best are in 
heaven. All the rest,
The fallen sinners live in  
everlasting abyss!
I’m deeply flawed in crooked-walled 
dimensions.
Almighty, please issue me one 
undeserved forgiveness…
Have I committed unthinkable  
acts – perhaps
My unspeakable talents can atone
For the murderously violent?  
Can atone 
For the curse of multiple 
personalities?
An eager hearse will carry away  
my vanity.
Abruptly, demons will surround, 
Satan
Commands them from Hell’s ground. 
Hopefully
Jesus Christ will save me; if not
My defective, ruined behavior,
Like my ugly neighbors’
Inherited sin is my flavor,
Ever missing the mark,
Ever so major.

In prison we wear the same uniform as 
other prisoners. The guards and other staff 
have their uniforms which is not the same 

as ours. Theirs represents their authority, ours 
represents the same confinement we all suffer 
under. We go thru the same hardships,  
struggles and deprivations. I see guys wearing 
the same uniform judging their own more 
harshly than others, even though that prisoner 
didn’t convict them, put them in a living hell, 
feed them bad “food”, keep them from their 
family and friends, etc., etc.

However, the others do, but they get the polite 
responses, smiles, and forgiveness not given 
to their fellows. Maybe they treat their own so 
harshly because they can do so with little-to-no 
repercussions. We should be more patient, 
tolerant, and forgiving with our fellow sufferers 
since we know how a bad letter or phone call, 
or night’s sleep affects us. If it’s not their usual 

behavior, why address every little issue? That 
doesn’t mean let everything slide down your 
back but be more willing to let stuff go. If the staff 
is having a bad time of it, they can take a “stress 
day” while we can’t. I ask that we all let the small 
stuff pass, err on the side of compassion: more 
times than not they’ll apologize later; if not you 
can discuss it when you’re both in better head 
space. You never know, you may need this 
kindness yourself someday.

The Same Uniform

Cowritten by: 
Kevin Marinelli and  
Jerry “Smokey” Chambers 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA



Submitted by: Daniel Cummings 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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PrisonsFoundation.org is a 
nonprofit organization, founded 
by ex-prisoners that reaches out 
to imprisoned artists whose  art 
they exhibit and sell at numerous 
affiliated art galleries; and to 
imprisoned authors whose books 
they publish.

For information, write: 
Prisons Foundation 
P.O Box 58043 
Washington, DC  20037 

Resource

How can I…?
—How can I go on living
With this empty feeling 
of a faith I’ve lost
after paying such a cost?
Now I float in darkness
Preferable to ignorant bliss.
—How can I anchor this life
With a soul in such strife
Seeing the truth of a lie
In a faith gone bye?
When trusting common sense
Seems to be so senseless?
—How can I believe a truth
That has no proof
Nothing but words on a page
Making life a big stage
Where we act out our part?
I reject this deceptive art.
—How can I see a truth my own
When lies are all I’ve known?
Undoing decades of damage 
Starting with such a disadvantage?
A clean slate I must be
To write the history of me.

Kevin Marinelli
Pennsyvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA

P ride is a vice to which few of us admit, 
yet of which most of us are guilty. Once a 
long time ago, a certain architect was filled 

with pride. Perhaps he was justified. He was 
an ancient Greek by the name of Sostratus of 
Cnidus, and he was very clever and very good. His 
skills were sought by many. It was Sostratus who 
designed the famed lighthouse of Alexandria – 
one of Seven Wonders of the Ancient World.
Egypt’s King Ptolemy bankrolled the project, 
and insisted that his name be inscribed upon 
the mighty and beautiful lighthouse. Sostratus 
didn’t think the king deserved sole credit. But 
he complied with the royal edict and inscribed 
Ptolemy’s name in thick plaster.
Beneath the plaster, however – and 
unbeknownst to the king – Sostratus had 
inscribed his own name – in granite!
As long as the king lived, he saw his name on the 
side of the lighthouse. The architect, however, 
knew that eventually the sea water and sea air 
would wear away the plaster and that future 
generations would see the name of Sostratus,  
not Ptolemy. They would then understand the 
true genius of the true architect.

We are not prideful like Ptolemy and Sostratus, 
are we? Is it important to us who gets the credit?
Do we get upset when we are not recognized, 
praised or honored?
It is human nature to desire recognition and 
praise. And, of course, there’s nothing wrong with 
being praised and honored by our peers.
But when such recognition is sought, the result 
sometimes can be the fruit of bitterness when 
the applause does not come our way.
Lest us serve the Lord without giving too much 
thought to earthly recognition. It is enough to 
hear our heavenly Father say, “Well done, thou 
good and faithful servant!”
— Timothy Merrill

Prayer:  Lord, deliver me from the sin of pride.  
To you I give all the glory. In Jesus’ name. Amen.

I’m often asked why I don’t get upset at the many 
small abuses we prisoners suffer at the hands 
of guards or others. This past week this facility 
was locked down because of a small group who 
created a problem where the facility had to 
respond with force.
I have four basic rules I follow to deal with 
stressful ordeals.
1. Resist the temptation to feel sorry for 

yourself: Self-pity is one of the most self-
centered things we are dragged into. I say 
“dragged” into because it grabs ahold of us and 
moves us to a place of pain and darkness. Resist 
the urge to get started in self-pity, it brings 
about nothing good; only a distorted view of the 
world, full of sadness and depression.

2. Be honest with yourself: Being honest 
requires you to examine yourself. Sometimes we 
must face the truth – where we failed or made 
bad choices which may have led to a stressful 
ordeal. Being honest is essential on the road 

to healing and making the future better. Be very 
realistic about your strengths and weaknesses.

3. Check your attitude and outlook on life: 
World crumbling events may change everything 
around us, but they don’t have to change us. 
How we think, process, and react is even more 
important than what happens to us.

4. Ask for help: We often camouflage our worries 
and fears from others; and in the process, we 
foul ourselves. Being honest with yourself is 
difficult. But remember, honesty and humility go 
together. So be honest enough to admit you need 
help, then ask for it. I always add one last thing to 
this. My 5th commandment: Thou shall not pick 
fights with thy friends in like circumstances. 

Pride
Thought:  Pride is concerned with who is right; humility is concerned with what is right. – Anon.

How to Handle Stressful Ordeals

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS



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.

SILVER DONORS ($1000 OR MORE):
St. Rose Parish, Perrysburg, OH
Rev. Charles Ritter
In Memory of Deacon Ken Cappelletty

BRONZE DONORS ($500 OR MORE):
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe, St. Charence Church
Dominican Sisters of St. Catherine of Siena

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
Catholic Diocese Jefferson City, MO
Martha May
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
Constance Laessig
St. Jerome Church,  
  North Weymouth, MA
Charles Henry Diller
Church of the Sacred Heart,  
  Sauk Rapids, MN
St. Patrick Church,  
  Grand Rapids, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
St. Pius X Parish, Toledo,OH
Kristen Keller
Fr. Richard Notter
Sisters of Mercy of Americas,  
  Fremont, OH
Ron Hitzler
Margaret Keller 
Aux. Bishop David Talley

Rev. Edward Schleter
Rev. James Peiffer
Anna Mae Whaley
Cathy Cappelletty
Sisters of St. Francis, Sylvania, OH
In Memory of:  
  Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl
Norbert Wethington 
Rev. Tony Gallagher
St. Bartholomew Church,  
  Colombus, IN
Rev. James Bacik
Cong. Of The Humility of Mary,  
  Davenport, IA
Corpus Christi Parish, Toledo, OH
Sister Delores Schuh, CHM
Rev. Raymond Ensman
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Untitled Emotions
Some days
I want to lie down and die.
Other days
I need to live forever.
When will I make up my mind
Ascertaining my attraction for frigid 
weather?
I’m alive
 but minus endeavor,
I’m dead,
 no I’m tougher than leather.
Damnit, why can’t I be better
Than every genius’s rich letters?
The humility inside of me
 is severed, outnumbered;
My enemies are so clever,
Manipulating
Thy simple measure. Lust
Is just an immature pleasure. Swiss 
cheese
Tastes better than cheddar.  
My mother
Never made me a sweater!  
Some days
I want to lie down and die.  
Other days
I need to live forever. When will I
Make up my mind, ascertaining
My affinity for frozen weather?

The Optimist

 When indulging in your sense of powerlessness
Don’t let it hold you captive.
 Why complicate your present with the past?
Live by the day and by the moment.
 We are with unsettled states of mind
Barely holding on, waiting for a happy ending.
 Some have no present or future,
Only the past happening over and over again!
 The past is a great deal of what we are today.
To dwell, to mourn, to remember is to live
 With an aching heart, struggling sorrows. 
Do not despair, do not cast away confidence.
 Which has great reward to brighten your future?
And to live for a better tomorrow
 By staying strong and focused
In becoming a better person to help others and self!

Chaos and Madmen cannot survive  
Anguish and Torment, will both soon die…
Havoc and Mayhem will wither and squirm, 
Brutality and Cruelty, will crash and burn…

For those are the things we don’t need in life
No matter how much others bring Stress  
and Strife.
Being Optimistic makes us full of vitality,
Allowing fantasies and dreams to become reality.
So keep your chin held high, head to the sky
Better days will soon be here,
With spring times thunder, it only makes  
you wonder,
“Isn’t it wonderful to have friends near?”

Laughing and tearful as you get an earful of the 
latest jokes of hilarity,
Everything’s cheerful, no need to be careful,
Your thoughts are full of clarity.

Take some time to relax and unwind.
This is something like a vacation,

No static lines, you have a clear mind,  
to appreciate a real friend’s dedication:
Someone with clout, who knows about,  
how easy it can turn into depression
Now Scream and Shout, without a doubt,  
you recognize God’s Blessing.
We’ve crossed paths; you do the math, 
 things always happen for a reason…
It might seem daft, or even make you laugh,  
but to me this is very pleasing.
Being an Optimist doesn’t make you weak,  
in this environment
It makes you Unique.

Christopher Henriquez
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA 
(Submitted by Anthony Cain)

NO NEED TO COUNT THE DAYS –  
JUST MAKE THE DAYS COUNT

Wesley I. Purkey
Federal Death Row
Terra Haute, IN

Marcus Robinson 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC


