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O. Henry Contest  
Winners  

Announced
Y ou may have seen or read about sand 

sculptures. These are sand forms that are 
created when lightning strikes the sand  

usually near the ocean. 
They are collected and sold by people who comb the 
beaches looking for such treasures. I had a bright idea 
to increase the chance of lightning striking the sand 
to create some nice sand sculptures. I planned to sell 
them to earn a little extra money.
I bought several small model rockets and several rolls  
of very small wire. Then I watched the weather on 
TV, so when thunderstorms were going to be passing 
through my area, I would be ready.
I set up the rockets on the beach and hooked the wires 
to them. When a storm was overhead I shot up several 
rockets to try and get the lightning to strike the wires 
and come down to the sand and make sand sculptures.

Stephen LaValle 
Shawangunk Correctional Facility 
Wallkill, NY

Thank you to all for entering the O. 
Henry Contest. We received numerous 
submissions in the Short Story/Article/
Essay and Poem categories making 
those areas very difficult in selecting 
a winner. If you entered in those 
categories and weren’t chosen as a 
winner your submission may appear 
in the Compassion newsletter in the 
next few months. The three winners 
were each awarded $50.00 sponsored 
by an anonymous donor. 

O. Henry Contest / First Place Short Story/Article/Essay 
Summer Vacation...What I Did on Mine

But things did not turn out like I planned. After being 
struck by lightning, and having to visit the emergency 
room I looked for a new way to make sand sculptures. 
I tried mixing white glue mixed with sand. Obviously 
this had been attempted before because the expert 
sand sculpture people saw through my fakes in a flash 
quicker than lightning.
Did you know that if you put super glue and sand 
together to try to make sand sculptures you end up in 
the emergency room with your hands glued together?
My next experiment was to use an electric welder, 
some wet sand in a metal bucket. When I got home 
from the emergency room this time I vowed to never  
try to make sand sculptures ever again.
And so this is how I ended up on the beach selling my 
hand painted watercolor paintings on my vacation to 

O. Henry Contest / First Place Poetry

Perhaps time wants nothing from us after all
Just touches us like the changing of the weather.
Clings to us as the dew blesses the grass or as the 
Frost caresses small clefts in our faces
Among others too numerous to count in the world’s 
Vast understanding, and you are ready to live in it
Over and over, again and again, in which newly 
Discovered grammar you find as long as you are
Allowed to remain among the many shifting letters 
Of the living.
The future and the past come together in a 
Domesticated newly arrived return.

Day rushes into night’s embrace.
Dawn caresses twilight’s sleeping back.
Time the playground for our incomplete roles that
Bind our lives together.
Standing ready to pay the price demanded to hold 
On to the possibility of living, a promise of emptiness.
A threat of fulfilled life. As the sounds ring out in 
Their silent stream, calling the lost remnant together
One by one. 

(Continued on page 2)

 O. Henry 
American Writer 1862 - 1910

A Collage (Not Pictured)
O. Henry Contest  
First Place Artwork 

by John Brown
Pennsylvania Death Row  
Waynesburg, PA



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:  
Share What Is Within You...Make Us Better

Konstantinos Fotopoulos 
Assistant Editor 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL
 

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITOR
Konstantinos Fotopoulos

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Al Cunningham, Alden “Al” Harden,  

William Morgan Herring IV, 
Stephen LaValle, David Lynch, 

Kevin Marinelli, Vernon Nelson,  
Wesley I. Purkey & John Robinson  

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

T his publication, although mostly sponsored 
by Christian organizations, is in fact a 
nondenominational publication. Just like the 

death row system. “Compassion”, the name of this 
publication, is just the name of the publication and 
not a hint, or suggestion, that the articles submitted 
must necessarily be exclusively of a compassionate 
or religious nature. If some of you have difficulty 
overcoming the name of the publication, or its 
Christian/religious affiliation, perhaps you can 
look at it a different way. (The following concept is 
suggested just as a conceptual aid for the purposes 
of this article and it is solely this writer’s attempt to 
get the point across. It is not intended to challenge, 
or attack anyone’s belief system.) 

Imagine we are all in a spaceship, in space, traveling 
from an unknown origin to an unknown destination. 
No one can get out mid-trip. The spaceship has a 
number of windows. A person sitting at a window 
seat tells us that if we look out of that window we will 
go to a beautiful place with certain benefits/rewards. 
Another person looking out of a different window 
tells us that if we look out his window we will go to 
a place where the accommodations are even better, 
and so on and so forth for each window in the ship. 

Because no one really knows where space ship earth 
is going, and we are all afraid of an uncertain future, 

we pick a window best suited for us, to comfort us 
during the journey toward the unknown destination. 
But the fact remains that wherever the spaceship is 
going we will all end up there whether we like it or 
not, despite which window we look out of.

This publication encourages all of you to participate, 
by writing articles, poems and doing artwork and 
sharing it with all the readers, no matter whether you 
are looking at God through the Christian, Muslim, 
Hindu, Buddhist, or whichever other window. 
Send us your work product, challenge us, challenge 
yourself, make us laugh, make us cry, make us better, 
let everyone know the real you, you’ll be better 
because of it. Participate in this death row journey 
we are all on.

They might have you in a dark and lonely place, but 
your light can shine through, your mind can soar, 
your imagination can flourish and you can be part 
of something greater than yourself. You can only 
do that by sharing what is within you. All death row 
prisoners are encouraged to participate by taking on 
this creative challenge.

earn a little money and to also help pay for my emergency room visits. I got to be on a first name basis  
with the really nice people in the emergency room.
Did you know that you need a permit to sell merchandise on the beach? Neither did I. I also found out: 
don’t argue with a police officer as you’ll only make them mad. I should have just taken the ticket and 
been done with it. But I offered the police officer a nice watercolor painting to drop the fine and not  
give me a ticket. 
Did you know that is bribery? Neither did I! The next day I got out of the county jail with a court date to  
appear before the judge. Don’t ever get locked up; the food is bad; the beds are nasty; even the air is foul. 
When I appeared before the judge and told him what all had happened he was either sympathetic  
or was laughing his backside off. I plead guilty and paid a fine.
The very next day I saw this ad for a writing contest and thought what could go wrong! It will only  
cost me postage and a little time to write down my  
unbelievable story. And maybe if I win I can invest  
the money in my next money-making experiment,  
make millions and retire.

Summer Vacation  (Continued from cover)

David Lynch 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC



Letter to the Editor:
Positive Thoughts
 (A contribution from a Pennsylvania inmate)

1. You can start the next chapter of your life if you’ll stop rereading the last one you wrote.
2. You have brains in your head, feet in your shoes – you can steer yourself in any different  

direction you choose.
3. Your mind is a powerful thing. When you fill it with positive thoughts,  

your life will start to change.
4. Misery or motivation – it’s your choice.
5. It only takes one person to change your life: you.
6. Progress: you might not yet be where you want to be,  

but you at least aren’t where you used to be.
7. Opportunities aren’t accidents, they’re created.
8. To grow from a mistake: admit it, learn from it, don’t repeat it.
9. Mental bondage: when you don’t control your thoughts.
10. Some solutions to big questions can only be found within;  

self-inquiry with utter honesty will propel you on this journey.
11. The first time you make a mistake is the only time you need it in order to learn the lesson.  

If you’ll learn it, there’s no need for regret.
12.  Stop. Look. Listen. Be open. And the Truth will set you free.

3

Change  
Is Inevitable

The present moment hovers between   
    past and future,

Just as our lives hover between existence  
    and non-existence.

We are reluctant to face change and  
    what we perceive it might be,

Dreading the anguish that we  
    cannot see!

Anguish emerges from craving,

For life to be other than what it is, and

Here lies the most fundamental problem  
    of human existence;

We are never satisfied!

If we don’t have something,

We want some;

If we have some,

We want more; and

If we have lots, 

We’re afraid of losing it!

Life ebbs from moment to moment  
    hooked together like a chain,

Change is inevitable yet we are blind  
    to see it;

The permanents dubious, and

Reality never – ever remains the same!

Do not run from it, 

Nor try to deny it exists,

Because you will suffer for it; instead

Exchange insight for the debilitating pain!

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Electricity is a form of invisible energy, 
from the existence of particles called 

electrons or protons that act as a current  
of energy or force.

When those particles move between 
atoms, a current causes electro-magnetic 
energy which activates machinery and 
appliances on which modern man is 
completely dependent.

But man himself is also completely 
dependent on an invisible current that 
courses through his body and provides 

Invisible Energy
him with the life force and energy that 
activates his actions.

If his invisible current suddenly 
disappears, then what’s left is rubbish 
which is just buried. Man is a conduit for 
this Spiritual energy. Let it gird you. Let 
it live in and through you, let it crackle in 
your heart, your mind, your limbs.

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Steve Wilkinson 
SCI Fayette 
LaBelle, PA 



I never knew the pain of losing a loved one on 
death row, but I did lose my mother to murder.

Since my mother Pilar’s death in Houston on  
Nov. 21, 1991 I have never been the same. 
Holidays can be bad or good. My birthday and  
her birthday can be depressing, and the date of 
her death is always hard on me.
As part of my duties with the Diocese of  
Beaumont, I often oversee prayer vigils for those 
on death row. We pray for them, their victims and 
the families of the victim and the offender at 4 p.m. 
on the day of the execution. The male death row 
inmates are at the Polunsky Unit, in Livingston, 
TX. Which is within our diocesan boundary. The 
Diocese of Beaumont provides the spiritual needs 
of all Catholics at the Polunsky Unit and supports 
the Catholic volunteers who work with us.
On my last birthday, I felt a cloud overhead. A 
sense of depression existed for me as the day 

My Mother’s Murder 
My Prison Ministry
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came closer and closer. There was a scheduled 
execution on my birthday and another execution 
the day after. It was painful for me to oversee that 
prayer vigil. It hit me like no other execution -  
Right between the eyes. If that was not enough. 
The State – WE – killed another man the  
next day, which added to my pain.
During our prayer vigil, we read a line from  
scripture; “Forgive them Father. They don’t  
know what they are doing.”
As a state, and as a nation, when will we learn  
to forgive? When will we stop killing to show  
that killing is wrong?
This month there are two executions. The first is 
December 4 and the second is on the 11th. What 
a way to remember the birth of our savior – two 
executions in the most bloodthirsty state in the 
nation. Why can’t we take a month off to praise  
the Lord’s birth?
My first insight that execution is wrong was after 
my mother’s murder in 1991 when a felony court 
judge, my friend, while reporting on his court 
proceedings, shared a few words with me.  
He said, “Chris, if that was my mother or wife 
and someone killed them I would take a gun 
and go after them.” It was at that time I knew that 
killing prisoners was wrong. Because it’s revenge. 
Although we might want to hurt someone for doing 
something bad to us, we must never act with our 
emotions. We need to let God into the equation.

My late friend, Jan Brown, lost her 9-year-old 
Kandy Kirkland to murder after she was  
abducted in Bryan in 1987. James Earhart, 44,  
was executed for the crime. When Jan spoke to  
the DA, she told him she was against the death 
penalty. He said he didn’t care. She spoke out 
against the death penalty until her death. All she 
wanted was answers, and the death penalty  
didn’t offer her any.
Pilar, 52, served on the Houston Police  
Department Civilian Review Board and was the 
first woman president of the Mexican American 
Chamber of Commerce. She was a single-parent 
who raised three children. Pilar was a registered 
nurse who taught operating room technology at 
Houston Community. She was working toward 
her PhD in business at the time of her death. 
After many years, I forgave the men who killed 
my mother. The Honduran nationals fled the 
U.S. and there were no charges filed in their 
case. There is no real evidence tying them to the 
murder, although police did learn they sold her 
stolen property.
I was depressed for some time because of my 
mother’s death. However, in the end, her life and 
what she stood for made me stronger. 
Let us rise above our primal instincts to kill and 
learn a lesson from our Lord. Let’s forgive them, 
for they know not what they have done.

The house that I was born into was not a home,  
    because
A house that is a home is a harbor, a refuge, a very  
    safe place for a child to be,
A place where a child doesn’t have to live in constant      
    fear and agony.
What deterred this house from being a home  
    was a miserable drunk who would fly into blind  
    violent rages,
Spawned from his child’s most innocuous mistakes; 
you know the kind of mistakes I am talking about,
The kind that every kid makes!
Punishment and discipline were swiftly meted  
    out for these innocuous mistakes-
With strong slaps across the kid’s face, his head  
    slammed against walls at a quick pace, and

Hell’s Front Gate!
Ultimately the kid was thrown in front of hell’s gate!
This shameful, belittling, and out-right hateful,  
    indignation did not stop there,
Hours and hours were mandated to be spent  
    (for this child’s innocent mistakes)
In quiet contemplation in the dark and lonely  
    recess of a secluded closet,
Bitterly known to this child, as hell’s front gate!
This shameful palpable cruelty was administered  
    in this house, not as a secret--
And yet absolutely no one ever so much as 
attempted to intercede, to stop, or rescue
This poor desperate child placed in desolation  
    for his meager mistakes!
No child should have to face and bear such  
    punishment and solitude. I asked myself,

Why did this miserable drunk hate his child so  
    much and continue to hurt him so badly?
No answer has ever been tentatively found and  
    these questions will hound me to my grave.
Such punishment and treatment spawn and  
    cultivate enormous deep rooted seeds of hate,
And no matter the vast amount of years that  
    have passed, they cannot begin
To erase, eradicate, nor abate these soul-wrenching  
    childhood memories that hate permeates,
That were experienced at the hands of that  
    miserable drunk at hell’s front gate!

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Chris Costillo



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
$75.00 includes  
shipping and handling

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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Whispers from  
a Prisoner

Emerging from my nest like an eagle
I soar through the sky, observing the world
From a three hundred sixty degree angle  
    in my mind.
This is how I feel when I walk
Amongst those who are spiritually  
    unconscious in the prison yard.
Many people both in prison
and in the free world spend so much  
    time everyday
Worrying about things that are  
    meaningless…
We want to maneuver on an elevated level
But what we’re doing is
Fooling ourselves, playing ourselves,
Destroying ourselves; and running from 
ourselves.
If we focused more on investing
Our time and energy in bringing one another 
closer
Together, instead of being severed from  
    each other,
We could bend light, communicate our  
    thoughts and visions
And actually accomplish what we were  
    put on this planet to do.
The most important thing in this world  
    is time
And yet (everyday) we are running out of it…
How would you like to be remembered  
    100 years from now?
What would you like said about you  
    when you are reduced
To nothing but dust in the wind?
Did you help others? Did you love others? 
Did you pardon those that perhaps didn’t  
    deserve to be pardoned?
Well, just remember that is the very thing 
We will all be seeking when we stand
Before the Lord in judgment: A pardon.
It’s easy to give to those who are friends  
    and that give back to us,
But, the true test of God’s love
Is to show mercy and kindness to  
    our enemies.

No one can go back and make a brand 
new start. Anyone can start from this 
moment and make a brand new ending. 

There is no promise of days without pain, laughter 
without sorrow, sun without rain, but we are 
promised strength for the day, comfort for the 
tears, and light for the way.

Disappointments are like road bumps, they slow 
you down a bit but you enjoy the smooth road 
afterwards. Don’t stay on the bumps too long. 
Move on! When you feel down because you didn’t 
get what you want, just sit tight, and be happy.

There’s a purpose to life’s events, to teach you 
how to laugh, move and not to cry too hard. You 
can’t make someone love you, all you can do is be 

A New Ending
someone who can be loved, and the rest is up to 
the person to realize your worth. 

It’s better to lose your pride to the one you love, 
than to lose the one you love because of pride.  
We spend too much time looking for the right 
person to love, or finding fault with those we 
already love, when we should be perfecting  
the love we give. 

Never abandon an old friend. You will never  
find one who can take his/her place… 
because friendship is like cheese; it gets better  
as it grows older.

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

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

Vernon Nelson
Nevada Death Row
Carson City, NV
(check out Vernon’s books  
at Lulu.com)
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Citizens United for Rehabilitation of Errants (CURE) 
PO Box 2310 

Washington, D.C. 20013

Emphasis on organizing families of prisoners for legislative change.  
Write for more information. 

Resource

Perspective

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Our perspective is often influenced by 
where we are in life, as well as our 
social, economic and cultural upbringing. 

Consider it this way: when flying in a jet our 
perspective is entirely different than when we 
are standing on the ground. Or, when selling a 
property, the buyer and seller have opposite 
perspectives – the seller wants as much money  
as he can get while the buyer wants to spend as 
little as possible. In a marathon race, the lead 
runner has a different outlook than the one at  
the end of the pack.

In the same way, how you were brought up 
can influence your perspective. A person who 
was taught street manners is dismayed when 
observing someone who wasn’t. It violates our 
value system! Folks, who grow up in a family 
having to scrape to get by, will often be more 
frugal with how they spend money. They make 
things last, often reusing them in a variety of  
ways. Those who grow up in an affluent home  
will tend to be more wasteful and throw things 
away much quicker.

Much of how we think about moral values has  
its roots in the earliest years of our lives. What  
we were taught as a child, and what kind of 
examples were provided, laid the foundation for 

the principles we uphold today. Our past charted  

a course for how we process our everyday 

decisions and form our opinions. 

However, people can and do change, and of 

course there are also other factors that influence 

our beliefs, but it is proven that these have a 

monumental impact. Therefore our convictions, 

etc., while greatly influenced by our perspectives, 

might be easily swayed unless they are rooted in 

something more permanent: TRUTH.

Truth doesn’t need to make excuses. Truth doesn’t 

change with different circumstances. It always 

confronts wrong and its character is always 

honorable. It always offers a clear conscience 

and freedom from guilt. It, too, influences our 

perspective, albeit from a vantage point those nay 

sayers of truth can’t understand. 

I recently read a quote that goes like this, “The 

further a culture strays from the truth, the more 

they hate those who speak it.” Truth brings light to 

those who are unwilling to see; therefore it irritates 

them and makes them miserable. True peace can 

only be found by accepting truth; it is the only way 

to find common ground. Until we can agree on 

what’s true, how can we ever truly have peace? 

Changed
No, I’m not trying to be slick.

This is not some jail house trick.

  Yes…

I know I’m a convict.

But because my heart has  
  learned to care.

I now only wish to open up  
  and share

  No… 

It didn’t happen overnight.

I just want to do what I’ve  
  come to know is right.

This newness that’s blooming  
  wild in my soul 

Is surely beyond my  
  feeble control.

This could be my heart’s  
  last chance

This new tune, to which I  
  now dance.

  This conviction,

Is my new addiction.

It reigns supreme within  
  my being.

 I’ve changed!

Alden “Al” Harden 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC



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
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH

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

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
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
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
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
Father Doug Hennessey
Kolbe House, Chicago, IL
Sisters. of Mercy,  
 St. Bernardine Home
Arlynn Lyle
Rosemary Ymzon
Sisters of Charity
Sister Pat Schnapp

Sisters of St. Joseph Carondelet
Paul & Carol Kraus
Tom Perzynski
Richard & Shelly Kotz
Louise & Michael Sarra
Ursuline Convent of the  
 Sacred Heart
Catholic Charities,  
 Youngstown, OH
St. Caspar, Wauseon, OH
St. Paul’s, Norwalk, OH
Deacon Larry & Sue Lottier
Carl Kammire
Marian & Brad Wallace
Kathleen & Paul Helbling
Leo & Nancy Bistak
Bonnie & Jim Keller
Ann Nichols, 
 Arizonans to Abolish DP
St. Rose School, 
 Perrysburg, OH

Sisters of the Most Precious Blood.  
 Dayton, OH
Priest – Diocese of Youngstown
Don & Connie Reinhard
Our Lady of Guadalupe,  
 Chicago, IL
Father Gary Walters
Friends Meeting of Raleigh
Loaves & Fishes Jail Visitation
Rev Gerald Chmiel
Sisters of Charity, Seaford, NY
Mary Jo Pfander
Eddie Karanowski
Rev. Eric Mueller
Randy & Jacalyn Dawson
Joel Konzen
Marist Society

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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The Power of Prayer: 
Teaching by Example

I don’t remember the exact day that Chaplain T. 
Stratton came to be our Chaplain but there is one 
thing that sticks in my mind. During her service 
there was a small table and upon it was a box 
labeled “Prayer Box” and towards the close of her 
sermon she invited us to submit signed or unsigned 
requests for ourselves, others or anything on our 
minds to be prayed about. She assured us it  
would be between her and God only. 

It was then that I realized this was a spiritual 
woman, as well as a praying woman, and I  
thought of a verse from the Bible that says “The 
prayers of the righteous avail much”. She was  
also teaching us, by example, to use the most 
powerful weapon at our disposal: prayer!

It took me back to the days of my Grandma’s 
“Prayer Closet.” She had a closet in the house  
that had a jug of water and a Bible in it and no 
clothes; she would often shut herself up in there 
for 1, 2, or 3 days at a time praying and fasting 
over an issue for somebody in the family, or from 
church. Even Jesus told the apostles to pray. 

So remember we have a powerful sword to 
defend Evil Temptations: PRAYER!

William Morgan Herring IV 
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Behind my smile lies the truth
Of a lost & misspent youth
I cover the hurt with a laugh
Tho blown about like chaff
Scratch the surface to see
All that lies within me 
A horror in a shell
A story I shall never tell
Poking me in the wrong place
I show you another face
Little did you know
Because my expression  
    doesn’t show
All the turmoil in me
Dying to be set free
As I smile & pass on by
Know the reason why
For all you can tell
I’m dying inside as well
Everything else in me I hide
Trying to show you the happy side
   Within, without
I look strong on the outside
But within I just weep
Showing the world wolf’s clothing
That covers this wounded sheep
If I wore my scars
Outside for all to see
Then you’d know why I hurt
And all the pain within me
You’d wonder how I bear
All the torment & grief
My wounds fester & ooze
With no hope of relief
Tis the past written in flesh
But carved deep in my soul
That which will never heal
Leaving me all but whole
All that hurt I carry in me
No medicine can ever erase
A past I have to live with
Unlike any other must face

Under the Surface
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