
“Keep doing what you are doing for me.  
You are not alone!”
Before I knew it, I was in a trance with the 
illuminating glory of God shining so bright inside  
of my cell that it blinded me and drained my 
strength. My brain was shaken as in an earthquake. 
I was dizzy as I found myself standing upon the 
bunk, gazing out of a small window. Christ’s glory 
was so bright that I couldn’t look upon his face 
except for a split-second. 
I fell onto the bunk as I was blinded in fear. I felt 
weak and shaken but I could still feel the holy 
presence of God, which engulfed the inside of 
my cell; God’s presence surrounded me and His 
brightness blinded my eyes.
Again I heard Him speak: “Keep doing what I ask 
of thee, you are not alone!” I could only grunt as 
though in pain, speechless.
The Lord spoke to me a third time, and by this time 
my eyesight was slowly returning, but I was still 
blinking, rubbing my eyes with both hands, and 
shaking my head. The Lord encouraged me, saying, 
“Stay the course. You are not alone!” I jumped upon 
the bunk and looked out of the window and His 
glory faded behind the clouds.
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God Does Visit Death Row Prisoners

Seasons Change
Blood moon hearts astray this love season 
made pain, shattered dreams their love slain. 
Twice broken, having lived greatly, loved 
greatly and suffered greatly this  season made agony.

This season of change two pillars of love 
their love divine,  their love made strong, agony strong.

Somewhere listening this love of mine our love divine 
both agony strong two pillars of love gleaming of love 

this season of change oh love divine this gentle 
love made agony strong.  

Dedicated to all those now agony strong!

Randy Tundidor 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL  

S ome believe doing God’s will is easy, that 
his yoke is easy, and his burden is light. For 
some believers it might be. But as for me, I 

will be the first to admit, it isn’t easy, not at all for 
me. I have been on death row in North Carolina 
for 24 years for a crime I did not commit nor do 
I have any connection with; this has been the 
greatest challenge of all the challenges I’ve ever 
had to endure in life. Believe me, I have had great 
challenges in my past life. It is only with God’s 
protection that I am still here and still a living 
witness to the world that He is Risen

Here’s a recent testimony: I had returned from 
breakfast and was carrying the heavy burden of a 
death row prisoner’s yoke. So much so that I was 
grieved in my soul. Once I returned from chow, 
the Spirit led me into my room and I shut the door 
behind me. I laid down and fell right to sleep. I was 
in a deep rest. It was cloudy outside, but lo and 
behold, I saw a flash of bright light. I paid it no mind 
at first. But the bright light flashed again and at that 
time I felt my head move and I grunted two times 
and said, “ummmm!” But I still wasn’t fully awake. 
The bright light flashed a third time. By that time I 
heard Jesus’ voice beginning to speak to me, saying, 

Continue on page 3



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:  
Are We Searching for Religion That Fits Us or God?

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITOR 
Konstantinos Fotopoulos

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Al Cunningham, Frank J. Chambers,  

Greg Esparza, Kevin Marinelli,  
Wesley I. Purkey, John Robinson,  

Antonio Serna and Randy Tundidor

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

O n September 21, 1903, the very first 
western movie “Kit Carson” premiered. 
Some hold that “The Great Train Robbery” 

was the first real western with a plot, violence, and 
a happy ending (setting the standard for hundreds 
of “oaters” to follow, so called because they were 
cheaply made and turned out so rapidly they were 
described as being as plentiful as oats for horses), 
and that “Kit Carson” actually predated the others.
The western genre reflected the romantic 
idealization of the American Dream, what we 
wanted to be as opposed to the reality. The good 
guys could always be identified by their white-
hatted bad guys, who were thieves, rustlers and 
cattle barons. 
Actually, the expansion of the west was a migratory 
reaction to the times, with the economic conditions. 
New England’s whaling industry had collapsed, 
leaving thousands of sailors unemployed, and 
the Civil War had decimated the South. Horace 
Greeley’s advice “Go west, young man, go west” 
was good counsel to many. Specific features of the 
Old West can be understood as displaced elements 
of these previous lifestyles: the waterfront bars 
turned into cow town saloons; the wagon trains’ 
prairie schooners were terrestrial replacements of 
sailing ships; and who but sailors could navigate the 
vast, mundane-featured plains by the stars?
Unlike the fancy-designed high-heeled boots and 
Stetson hats seen in movies, the real dress of the 
cattle drives was brogan boots and straw hats 
straight off the deep South’s farms. 
These idealized movies reflected the accepted 
values of American Culture at that time in history, 
which was detrimental to the Native American 
population, the West’s environment, and the 
perception of women and minorities (Asians, 
Africans, Mexicans, etc.). Thankfully, American 
Culture began altering its perception, values, 
and treatment of these facets of its populace and 
geographical surroundings, and the Western genre 
evolved with it.
Some assert that Western movies influenced 
American Culture, others claim the reverse — that 
the Western genre evolved as a result of Americans 

changing. But it boils down to this: Do we influence 
our social environment, or does our social 
environment change us?
Applied to one’s faith, the question becomes: Do 
we determine our own behavior, morals, beliefs, 
then seek a religion that complies with it? Or do we 
allow God, instead, to re-create us into the beings 
He desires?
Once, during a presidential election, Jerry Farwell 
was asked by an interviewer about the influence 
of ministers’ sermons upon the choices of the 
American electorate. He replied that preachers do in 
fact sway public opinon…and consequently political 
elections.
Perhaps. But in the pluralistic, religious-freedom 
context of our nation, where “new” churches are 
sprouting on every corner, instead of examining 
our own faults and amending our ways according to 
God’s ways (allowing Him to transform us), too many 
“Christians” are creating our own gods, then going 
church-shopping for one that fits our agenda.
God must truly grow frustrated. I can hear Him ask 
us as he did Saul on the road to Damascus, “Why do 
you persecute me?” 
But, more importantly, we ought to ask God, as did 
Saul: “Lord what would You have me to do?”
Maybe then the American Dream and God’s Dream 
will be one and the same — and more than just a 
dream. It’ll be our reality.

By: Anonymous in North Carolina

Submitted by:
George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC



Letter to the Editor:

Many people, both Free and imprisoned believe “once a  
criminal, always a criminal,” and that all prisoners are criminals, 
subhuman reprobates.  
Therefore, the public shuns and vilifies the prisoner, and prison 
staff mistreat him. Other prisoners victimize him and/or try to  
force him to conform to the brutal criminal culture that dominates 
prison life.  
A prisoner may start believing it’s hopeless and pointless to 
change:  “Nobody Cares, it doesn’t matter anyway.”  The prisoner 
succumbs to prison’s rhythms, attitudes, and behaviors that are 
characterized by crime, violence, and moral decay, which makes 
the prisoner worse than when he arrived.
This confirms the preconceived notion about prisoners being  
lost-causes, and perpetuates the cycle over and over.   
“Cooperating passively with an unjust system makes the 
oppressed as evil as the oppressor.”
Many prisoners have learned over the years: it is not merely  
what one does that is wrong, but what one becomes as a 
consequence of it.  Life’s greatest tragedy is not death, it’s life 
without purpose.
We prisoners must learn that love is our decision.  We can choose 
to love ourselves, no matter what our past, and no matter how 
individuals perceive us.
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What is Life’s Greatest Tragedy?
Is the parent responsible for all the bad that their child does? Is 
a husband responsible for the wife’s impulsive spending of his 
money which was?
Is the family responsible for the action some of the relatives plot? 
Is the city council responsible for the accident in the supermarket 
parking lot?
Can we blame the family doctor (who prescribes to heal) for the 
careless patient who fails to take the prescribed pill?
Can we fault the highway patrolman, out on the interstate, for all 
the speeding cars driven by people running late?
If you answer, “No” to all the questions posed above, then, pray tell 
me, why do you blame your problems on the God of love?

WHY DO YOU BLAME YOUR PROBLEMS ON THE GOD OF LOVE?

Then, Why Blame God?

I couldn’t reach out and touch God in Body form, but He reached 
through the window and touched me. He was so close that if 
there had been a hole in the window, I could have reached out 
and touched the face of Jesus. Some people might not believe 
me, but I am telling the truth: God is on death row because I am 
a living witness that He visited and talked to me on the 2nd of 
August 2018. When my friend, Pastor Cari visited the following 
day, I shared this story with her. She asked me about what time it 

Frank J. Chambers 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC 

was. I told her between 7:30AM and 8AM. Then she replied with 
excitement. “That is the same time that I was praying for a friend 
for you! Wow! God does visit death row prisoners.”

Stephen LaValle 
Shawangunk  Correctional Facility 
Wallkill, NY

Michael Klingensmith 
Pennsylvania Department of Corrections 
Waynesburg, PA

God Does Visit Death Row Prisoners
Continued from cover 



My Brother  
Gave His Life

Art Laffin’s brother Paul was associate director of a 
homeless shelter in Connecticut for 10 years before 
he was murdered by a mentally ill man in 1999 as 
he was leaving the shelter. His murderer was found 
incompetent to stand trial and was sentenced to  
60 years in a Connecticut prison hospital.
A long time organizer, speaker, and writer in the 
faith-based movement for peace, justice, and 
nonviolence, Art is a member of the Dorothy 
Day Catholic Worker in Washington, DC. He 
participated in the annual “Starvin for Justice”  
fast and vigil to abolish the death penalty at the 
U.S. Supreme Court.

Art Laffin
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Art says; “My brother truly gave his life for 
those he served. What happened to him is not 
uncommon. It is a societal disgrace that some 
of the mentally ill homeless, who fall through 
the cracks are not properly cared for, and end 
up committing violent lethal acts. I appealed 
to the public to show mercy for my brother’s 
murderer and pray for him and work toward 
making necessary resources available to care 
for him and all other mentally ill people, so 
that tragedies like what happened to Paul 
might be averted in the future.” 

For more information visit: www.journey of hope.org or www.mvfhr.org

I believe whole heartedly that it is only when a 
person actually starts to face up to and stands 
accountable for the devastating pain and harm 

that they have caused others that true remorse 
can be found. Further such deep-rooted remorse 
is seen when a person starts to feel in some 
capacity the pain that they have caused others 
and in doing so substantial lessons for change are 
revealed. Reaping the egregious and devastating 
pain that I had so selfishly sowed in other people’s 
lives through the more than 30 years of my drug 
addiction was a pivotal point in my life, which I truly 
did not deserve to survive. Such unfathomable 
consequences for the harm I caused others 
devastated me: I lay contorted and uncontrollably 
crying. I was morally and spiritually bankrupt and 
emotionally heart-broken on a cold, lonely, isolated 

Morally and Spiritually Bankrupt...
and Emotionally Heart Broken

K.C. jail-cell floor. I pled with and begged the Lord, 
“Please, please Lord just let me die! Please – please 
just let me die!”
Earnestly, I beseeched Him over and over, while 
I lay on that cold floor twenty years ago. Never in 
my life had I ever experienced such excruciating 
agony. It felt like an eternity, and yet, knowing 
that the pain I was suffering was absolutely 
incomparable to the pain and suffering that my 
selfish drug addiction had caused others. Realizing 
this magnified the excruciating pain tenfold, and 
justly so. The lessons germinated while reaping the 
consequences of my dire selfishness continue to 
cultivate unparallel change in my life today. Lying 
broken and beseeching the Lord to end my acute 
misery taught me a lifetime’s worth of unbelievable 
lessons in empathy and mercy, which is far easier to 
afford others than self. 
I am eternally grateful for the lessons taught me 
that day to remember that excruciating pain is but 
a heartbeat away. Nothing in this world could have 
taught me more about the true substance of mercy, 
which Anne Lamott defined as being “radical 
kindness” in her book Rediscovering Mercy. She 
went on to clarify that, “mercy means offering or 

being offered aid in desperate straits. Mercy is not 
always deserved, because it involves absolving 
the unabsolvable, forgiving the unforgivable. 
Mercy, grace, forgiveness and compassion are 
synonyms.” The approach a person might take 
when considering whether mercy is appropriate 
or not, especially under egregious circumstances 
which others have created or that we have created 
ourselves from arrogance, greed, selfishness and/or 
prejudice, all need radical kindness of mercy. After 
experiencing that wrenching pain, I know firsthand 
what Ms. Lamott so poignantly meant when she 
wrote, “Before a person can truly appreciate mercy, 
forgiveness and kindness as the deepest thing in 
their heart first.” I know indubitably that mercy, 
forgiveness and kindness can absolve a person 
who has remorse in their heart of the unabsolvable 
and heal in the spirit of a person such as me. Yes’ I 
know that first hand!   

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN



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.

5.5” X 8.5” Colored Pencil  
and Ink Greeting Card
$25.00 includes  
shipping and handling

By Eric Anderson 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, PA

Original Art Work for Scholarships
D O N A T E D  B Y  D E A T H  R O W  P R I S O N E R S
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Cappuccino

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

Greg Esparza
Ohio Death Row
Chillicothe, OH 

H ow many times have you seen another 
person and based solely on their physical 
appearance, decided that you didn’t like 

them? At the shopping mall, work, church or in 
prison? Ask yourself how many times have you met 
someone for the first time but had already prejudged 
them? This person is a jerk, an idiot, doesn’t dress 
like I dress. Their crime was rape, child molestation, 
murder, drug dealer… they are different from me...a 
black person, brown person, white person, and gay...
they are “other.” 
We allow our preconceived ideas to mold our 
judgment. Our ego is always judging and comparing, 
giving us the permission to feel superior to “others.” 
Without any real personal knowledge we judge them 
by what we’ve seen in the media or been told by 
someone else. We slip into our black judicial robe and 
appoint ourself the judge. 
Ego is a couch potato. It lays around clicking through 
the same old programs...more of the same. Dr. John 
C. Maxwell said, “The whole world, with one notable 
exception, is made of “others.”

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

SWABONA
There is another way to look at the world and other 
people. In English the word “crisis” means a time of 
great danger or trouble. The Chinese word for “crisis” 
means both “danger” and “opportunity.”
In South African culture when people greet one 
another they say, “Swabona.” The word translates 
into, “I see you.” Not that I see your body, how you’re 
dressed, what I’ve heard about you, your color or 
personality but that I SEE YOU...“YOU” with a capital 
“Y.” I am willing to see who you are, the real you, and 
not prejudge you.
Insight and understanding of others, will give you 
emotional freedom. Let go of the ego, stop judging 
others. Underneath our egos we are all exactly the 
same. “So to each of you I say “SWABONA.”

How you wake me from my solitary cell, 
Oh, the froth of your alps; 
The pressurized steam from your 
     Mediterranean coast, you toast. 
Here’s a toast to the most.
I sip you gently…mentally. 
You tax me – relax me. 
I’ve tasted many brands; none can 
     match your complex flavors, 
So I savor you – favor you, my solitary 
     becomes solitude, 
With little attitude each morning
Washing my face in my vase, 
You take me away from this place:  
     Oh, how I enjoy you! 
Cold, bold, hot, or not, the effect is  
     always the same. 
Insane with a perk and smirk 
For my last meal I will be asked,  
     “Sir, what do you prefer?” 
Strong cup or cappuccino only will  
     soothe my prison blues.
Wednesdays are execution days;  
     what a special day to sip on her 
Wednesday’s the best day; what a day  
     to leave this earth; 
To take the final surf. Oh, I miss Capri. 
Many said, “Find another brand,”  
     but they never understand, 
When you admire – desire – you can’t  
fire the brand that made your day.
As they say, “once you go cappuccino, 
You’ll always remain bilingual,  
     never single,” 
Would I trade her for another? 
Uniqueness, I don’t trade for freedom  
     or comfort.
If you travel my journey, and find  
     a diamond in the rough, 
You’re wealthy by its natural beauty.
My cappuccino is one-of-a-kind. 
Yes, my last days on earth,  
lips will taste her a final time.
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I watch in dismay 
As the tyranny of the day 
Brings our minds decay.

Politicians without conscience 
Line their evil pockets  
As we all witness.

The masses have been duped 
Their backs stooped 
While the rich regrouped.

With their public schools 
Making kids fools 
Used as political tools.

Cogs in the machine 
Grinding in between 
The economic & political scene.

Come embrace the light 
Stand up for what’s right 
Or be engulfed in night.

Al Cunningham
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

Tyranny of  
Decay I don’t have to tell you this. You already know 

that the company you keep, the kind of 
people you hang out with plays a major role in 

determining your future. We know that generally, 
there are exceptions to every rule. It is true that if 
you lie down with the dogs you will wake up with 
fleas. If you keep the company of people who thirst 
for knowledge, eventually that will rub off on you 
and you will be better for it. Hang out with people 
of good character and you will learn morals that 
will sustain you throughout life.
Education is important in everybody’s life. If your 
friends don’t value education, studying, going to 
school and making good grades, chances are very 
good that you won’t value these things either. Then 
you will be a failure in life no matter how intelligent 
you are. Notice drug users hang together, so do 
drug dealers; drunks; hustlers and thieves. It 
is important that people be highly selective in 
choosing their friends and people they intend to 
hang with. It appears to me that it is easier for the 
bad to influence the good, than it is the other way 
around. If this is true, and you by nature are a good 
person, bad friends will change you. Anything you 

The Company You Keep Decides Your Future
don’t want to be or do, then don’t associate with 
people who do those things. Use the eagle for an 
example. Eagles don’t hang out with chickens. In 
fact, the only friend an eagle has is another eagle. 
The eagle is a proud and stately looking bird. The 
eagle appears to have a steel-trap mind. It knows 
what it wants to do. The eagle follows no one except 
its prey. Select your friends based upon common 
interests, established goals, and desires to truly 
want to lead a productive life. 
I say to you all, show me your friends and I will 
show you your future. If your friends have no honor 
or dignity, or self respect, no goals for their lives 
and no sense of responsibility, get rid of them 
immediately. They aren’t good for themselves and 
they sure aren’t good for you. Your goal should be 
and must be—as they say in the army—“Be all that 
you can be!” One last note to remember, most 
people pattern their behavior for those whose 
approval they are seeking!

Resource

The Community of Sant’Egidio is an 
International movement based in France 
and fostering peace, reconciliation and 
friendship. They contacted Compassion 
and  are interested in being a source for 
developing communications with death 
row prisoners in the United States. If you 
are looking for a pen pal please write 
a letter in English introducing yourself 
giving your full mailing address and 
DOC number.

Mail to: E. Ryan 
 PO Box 221134 
 Kirkwood, MO 63122

Reverend John Wesley (1703-1791)
Founder of Methodism 

Submitted by: Stephen M. Buckner
North Carolina Death Row

Raleigh, NC

All You Can
“Do all the good you can.
By all the means you can.

In all the ways you can.
In all the places you can.
At all the times you can.

To all the people you can.”

Kevin Marinelli
Pennsyvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA



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.
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Rev. Nelson Belizario

St. Thomas Aquinas, Toledo, OH
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St. Patrick Church,  
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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
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Sisters of St. Francis, Sylvania, OH
In Memory of:  
 Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl
Norbert Wethington 
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Carl Kammire
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St. Rose School, 
 Perrysburg, OH

Sisters of the Most Precious Blood.  
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Priest – Diocese of Youngstown
Don & Connie Reinhard
Our Lady of Guadalupe,  
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Father Gary Walters
Friends Meeting of Raleigh
Loaves & Fishes Jail Visitation
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As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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inside the 4-foot-square booth is a  
     rectangular window:  
a 6-inch-tall, 2-foot-wide, half-inch thick  
     partition embedded in the center  
     of cinderblock wall;  
it’s scarred by curses, gang graffiti,  
     and lovers’ names

that forever blemishes its surface, 
crusted with bodily fluids and 
textured by grimy palm prints 
holding hands through the plexiglas –

remnants 
of attempts to maintain contact. 
i’ve watched cheap paint grow 
annually over these walls,

prison visitation: at earth’s edge
over the tiny shelf under the window, over 
the little perforated grill that filters 
our words, our scents, our 
lives, making us scream

to be heard through its anorexic 
sound canals clogging with 
waxy latex accretion, 
like a thickening

callus.

George Wilkerson
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

BZZZ – Bzzz – Bzzz: 
Alarm goes off. It’s 5 .A.M...Look 
out of my window, see the  
     same damned  
barbed-wire fence. Get out 
     of bed, shake the nightmares  
out of my head. Brush my teeth,  
     wash my face, a little sad,  
     knowing dead 
I’ll leave this place. I look in  
the mirror: An old man  
     with tombstones 
for eyes. I search my heart 
for tears – run dry. I turn 
on my T.V. there’s that  
     damn governor 
wants to kill me. Screw it,  
     guess I’ll take 
my hour of yard. Thing is,  
     when outside 
freedom’s so close it’s hard.  
     Afterward, 
handcuffed and lead back 
to my 6-by-12 I call “the house  
of pain,” it’s about 7:30, maybe 
8 A.M. Here comes chow, runny 
oatmeal, burnt toast once 
again. Well, people, this 
Is how my day begins.

A Morning on 
Death Row

Antonio Serna 
New Mexico Death Row 
Clayton, NM


