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Right now, a deadly virus is harming and killing 
people all around the world and people are 
forced to wear a mask for protection. The Web-

ster’s Dictionary defines mask as “a cover for the face 
for a disguise or protection and to conceal from view.” 
So, a mask can be used “to conceal from view.”
Well, how about people that wear masks to conceal 
things like hate and pride? What about the mask for 
the unloving father who has left the children alone 
with no dad to help them be a loving person in this 
life? There is also a mask for the unforgiving, but you 
got to look deep for that one because behind the 
mask it still hides in the heart.
There is also the mask of pride. Now that one can de-
stroy a whole nation. Just look at Adolph Hitler and 
what he did! Pride will also tell you to never open 
up again! That dude Jesus said in Mathew 7:16, 
“you will know them by their fruits.” You can always 
tell the prideful. They are the ones who say, “I am 
not prideful; I just believe I have the right to defend 
myself when someone crosses me the wrong way!”
And what about the mask that so many people wear 
to conceal the “pain”? I had a mask for them all, 
especially for the hate and pain. But you could not 

really tell, because I hid them behind a plastic  
laugh and smile.
So, ask yourselves, “What kind of mask am I wear-
ing today?”  Better yet, can you even admit there 
is one? If so, there is your first step to freedom! 
Because it is written —“If we ‘confess’ our sins, He is 
faithful and just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse 
us from all unrighteousness (1 John 1:9).” But most 
believers kneel and confess to our Lord and Savior 
yet totally forget about the end of that scripture:  
“To cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” And 
so, they still mask their sins. We are a cleansed 
people. So, let me encourage you today to take off 
that mask and to read God’s word. Because there 
is a new way to live our life and that life is in Jesus 
Christ, where you can be yourself. 
He said, “COME TO ME...” (Matthew 11:28-30).  
I no longer hide behind my masks. Freely I have 
received so, freely I give to you. God bless you all...

I sit on death row day after day

Watching my life waste away

Yet I think back on a life I once had

Where times now don’t seem so bad

Thinking of all the love I had

But the drugs surely clouded my view

And ruined my life and others’ too.

Clouded Views

Ronald W Clark Jr.
Florida Death Row
Raiford, FL



George Wilkerson 
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

E D I T O R I A L :Letters  
to the Editor

Letters to the Editor are welcomed 
from all prisoners (this includes 
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From dust, a man 
we are all more than our stories. 
paradoxically, storytelling adds to self-

discovery, which I characterize in two 
ways: 1) a shedding: of labels,

traumas, shames; roles, race, age. 
though embodied, I intuit my humanity

is equally Spirit and balloons 
to fill whatever space I occupy.

pressing against all walls, even 
shoving into dirty apertures and across

genres, with the understanding 
that one story by nature is but

a matter of telescoping a particle 
of dust  the totality being

in truth irreducible, inexpressible 
as a whole — a gestalt.

2) a rising: I feel like when 
I learn a self-truth,

since it was already a fragment of my preexistent 
spirit, the subliminal, the sublingual, the un-

articulated me, i merely fished it across the veil 
into the physical realm and it’s now

an assembled part of me/ 
I can see, touch, taste, speak

like a story told in stained-glass chapters 
that others may hear the black-rimmed

colors of so we may engage, at least 
empathetically. stories are the raw

ore of border crossings, of building 
a way between. one day the invisible

and visible will be indistinguishable, 
like cupping breath into our hands.
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Don’t grieve for me, for now I’m free.

I’m following the path god laid for me.

I took his hand when I heard him call

I turned my back and left it all –

I could not stay another day.

To laugh, to love, to work, or play.

Tasks left undone must stay that way

I found that place at close of day.

If my parting has left a void,

Then fill it with remembered joy.

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss,

Oh yeah, these things i too will miss.

Be not burdened with times of sorrow.

I wish for you the sunshine  
     of tomorrow.

My life’s been full; I’ve savored much:

Good friends, good times,  
     a loved one’s touch.

Perhaps my time seemed all  
     too brief,

But don’t lengthen it with  
     undone grief.

Lift up your heart and share with me.

God wanted me now,  
     so he set me free.

Surely, everyone reading this must know 
at least one person suffering from the 
agony of depression resulting from this 

god-awful societal lockdown that ostensibly is 
designed to save lives.
It seems that everywhere we turn these days, 
we see gross violations of common sense, the 
likes of which remind us that progress often 
requires conciliation as well as conflict. Covid-19 
has turned the world inside out. As if loneli-
ness weren’t bad enough on its own, prisons 
have transformed America into a vast oasis of 
loneliness by decree. With several months of 
lockdowns behind us and several ahead for 
sure, this is unyoking our nation’s psyche one 
day at a time.
While mental health experts are finding links 
between loneliness and depression, the adverse 
effects on our public’s health grows increasingly 
worrisome with every passing week.
Prisoners are not exempt. Death Row is no 
picnic. Assorted other negative behavioral and 
sociological effects stem from the fear that 
has begun to disrupt our daily dose of healthy 
human interactions. People everywhere are 

I’ve seen guys rely on somebody else to 
work their case for them, instead of with 
them. Then the guy doing it either gets 
relief or goes to the  hole and the dude’s 
left high and dry.  
I’ve always  wanted somebody to help me 
help myself, not to  do it for me. I don’t 
even let my lawyers do anything without 
me seeing it before it is filed. 
I have input during every part of the 
process: They keep the ship afloat,  I keep 
it on course. If you do all you can do, even 

Authenticity Within  
the Crisis of Confidence

withdrawing into themselves, coming unglued. 
We must find meaningful ways to interact while 
remembering that solitary confinement in all of 
its forms, is still punishment—self-quarantine, 
social distancing, etc. What part of the program 
is that? Fortunately, proven solutions actually 
exist.
The human body is oriented toward health while 
hastening its antibodies and t-cells to the areas 
that are in greatest distress. Socially, love (both 
tender and tough) are our antibodies and t-cells 
that fight loneliness and depression.
Clearly, our nation’s “antibodies” and those 
otherwise committed to our health and healing 
are in need of one thing: the support of our law-
makers, philanthropists, and concerned citizenry. 
However, most law-makers do not move the 
needle. It is up to each one of us to do our part, 
whether policies support and facilitate it or not.

Michael Flinner
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

Legal Notes: Do Your Own Work
if it goes bad, you have the satisfaction of 
knowing you gave it your all.    
And in the event you get new lawyers, or 
your helper disappears you can correct 
course while filling in a new lawyer or 
awaiting other competent assistance.                                                                                            

Kevin Marinelli
Certified Paralegal
Pennsylvania Death Row
Collegeville, PA                                                                                                                                               

I AM FREE

Michael Klingensmith
Pennsylvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA
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Overcome Evil With Good…
How can you stand firmly on the word of 

God and overcome evil with good while all 
around you everything is evil? Well, it is not as 
simple as some might convince themselves.
We must first believe that God exists, must 
accept the things that we cannot change, and 
submit themselves to God, allowing Him to 
change those things for us! Also, be mindful that 
all things work together for the good for those 
who love God, to those who are the called  
ones according to His will, His purpose.  
He’s even able to use evil.
I have tried to overcome evil with good my  
entire life. Now that I am 60 there seems to be 
more and more evils to overcome with good, 
on a daily basis. But not as much as the good 
and evil that is at war within my brain. The evil 
forces of Satan war inside everyone — my fellow 
prisoners, the staff, etc. But that’s not to  
say we’re all evil.

I am a diehard, living witness and disciple of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. I will be the first to admit at 
times I feel like throwing in the towel — A “TKO”! I 
feel like turning aside from Christ’s will, purpose, 
and plan and just let evil overcome the good 
inside of me. I identify with Paul: “For what I am 
doing, I do not understand. For what I will to do, 
that I do not practice; but what I hate, that I do.” 
(Romans 7:15)
I am sent here to do the will of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, not my own. Doing God’s will, carrying 
his yoke, and placing his burdens upon my 
shoulders for my brothers and the staff on the 
row can be heavy.
It is a daily challenge, being wrongfully convicted. 
I have been on the row for 27 years — here in the 
valley of the shadow of death, in the lion’s den, 
the fiery furnace, the viper’s pit, among wolves 
in sheep’s clothing, and stone-casters without 
shame. Myself included, for I do it too.  

While trying to be a dove you can become easy 
prey. While trying to be as wise as a serpent 
nearly every day someone says that they are 
upset, angry, or displeased with something that 
I do for their enemies. I don’t show favoritism to 
either side: staff or prisoner. I am like Christ.  
I try to be a peacemaker.
If someone is acting out of character, whether 
staff or prisoner, I will intervene and try to bring 
peace to the situation so that both parties are 
happy. But it doesn’t work every time! Though 
sometimes it works, other times it backfires — 
nevertheless, I keep on keepin’ on...doing my 
best to use my light to overcome the darkness.

Frank J. Chambers
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

Come on…
Grab the Rope and Let’s Pull Together

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, Kansas

Call it what you will, but I think most of us 
are tired of the verbal hyperbole that is 

constantly hitting the air waves, floods social 
media, and comprises the vast majority of the 
newsprint each and every day. Can’t we  
stop the name-calling, insults, put-downs,  
mud slinging, the bad-mouthing, and the 
character assassination? 
Where does this rudeness, disrespect, slander 
and coarseness come from? It seems that 
much of the day is consumed in fault finding, 
criticizing, vilifying and railing against anything 
and everything. One has to wonder is anything 
worthwhile getting done? Isn’t there some sort  
of neutral zone or just a little bit of common 
ground where some semblance of agreement 
can be found?
 What is to be expected if bullying is constantly 
viewed and heard being demonstrated by others 
throughout the media? Kids learn by example. 

A phrase I’ve heard over and over in my lifetime 
and it still resonates with truth today, “practice 
what you preach.” In other words, we can’t 
expect today’s children to change course or habit 
because we say they should, when adults are 
doing the exact opposite. Adults should have 
learned by this time how to treat one another 
with respect and decency. Unfortunately it is 
blatantly obvious that not all adults have grasped 
that lesson. 
Will we all agree about everything? Absolutely 
not! But there should always be a forum where 
different opinions can be expressed, ideas 
exchanged, and meaningful dialogue can take 
place. We can even have intense arguments 
that substantiate our positions, whether right or 
wrong, but in the end, we must recognize that 
every individual has a right to their own opinion. 
It never works to attempt to force someone into 
our mold of thought. A rope is useless when you 

try to push something with it but it can move  
a tremendous amount of weight when it’s used 
to pull.
Let’s lead by example, proving our point by 
earning trust and producing results that can’t be 
refuted. Let’s tone down the anger and insults 
and take the responsibility for our actions and 
not shake an accusing finger at anyone else.  
Let’s find ways to encourage good deeds, 
honesty, and civility. If we unite our efforts by 
helping pull together – so the full strength of the 
rope is maximized and utilized…so much can  
be accomplished. So, come on…Grab the Rope  
and let’s pull together.



COMPASSION READERS: To date $58,088.72 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.

15” x 20” Colored Pencil 
$75.00 includes shipping  
and handling

Silhouette of Faith

Original Art Work for Scholarships

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

Kyre Allen
Texas Death Row
Livingston, TX.

We are living in an age where the drum  
     beat of hatred 
Is beating to the norm of the day, 
And the love of many waxes cold as it fades away.
The rhythm that evil is good, and good is evil, 
Immorality is accepted, morality is rejected, 
Injustice is the rule of law where justice is no 
longer permitted—
How is it that lies are accepted as truth, 
Inhumanity to humanity is justified  
     and excused? 
Promiscuity is now called the rite of passage, 
But a virtuous woman gets ostracized  
     and made ashamed — 
How can this be! — somebody please  
     explain it to me.
Explain how a heart filled with hate 
Can be an example of love; 
How can a heart filled with fascism and bigotry 
Writes lyrics of empathy and unity? 
Who is left to teach human decency  
     and compassion in the world? 
But those who are wounded, and not yet healed 
From their personal traumas and racist views?
We all must pull together rather than  
     forsake our humanity, 
And show that the majesty of love is  
     much stronger 
Than any evil ills can be.
We the people must show those who desire  
     any level of war, 
That the glory of peace will not be defeated — 
But will in great honor, and integrity,  
     always prevail.
The perniciousness of racism and bigotry  
     must hear our voices unite, 
That we will not be divided by any weapons  
     formed against us 
And we will lift up a standard against such evil,  
     arm-in-arm.
And if we fail in our humanity to be the  
     life of love-in-action 
For the darkness of this world to see, 
How can we exist as a people — 
Somebody, please, explain it to me.

I often question
 My love for meth
Knowing she brings death.
 Well, now, because of her
I’ll give the executioner 
 My last breath;
My last day
 I’ll sing a sad melody.
My last night the silver needle
 Will stick me to sleep.
Heaven or Hell—
  Who will my soul keep?

Close My Eyes
At times this feels unreal.
 Yet my dreams…
I kiss my daughter’s picture
 One last time, that smile.
Cuffed and shackled
 I shuffle my last mile
And close my eyes.

Antonio Serna
New Mexico Death Row
Clayton, NM

By John Falk, Jr. 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX 
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Prisoners Rights Handbook 
Available for free. 

Write to: 
PA Institutional Law Project 

The Cast Iron Building 
718 Arch Street, Suite 304 South 

Philadelphia, PA 19106

Or go online: pailp.org

RESOURCE

Many years ago, toward the beginning of 
my bid, a follow prisoner name “Chuck” 

showed me how to make card size pictures us-
ing ordinary sewing thread. “Thread Art” as I call 
it. After making several for family and friends, I 
forgot about it while pursuing my appeals. Back 
then, I was blessed to have support, but as time 
passed, so did family members. I found myself 
alone, needing some way to support myself. 
Thankfully I remembered what Chuck taught 
me, so I made some “Thread Art” for the prison 
art sale. Some thought it was nice, while others 
laughed. I was discouraged by the enormous 

Time had imprisoned him in a tomb of eighteen bars.
He waited there for years, healing his scars.
Many had come to visit his world of death.
Not one had left the mark he waited for from the world of meth.
Time was running out for the old grey cat and his many sins.
When in walked a kitten to show him love again.
“Too old a cat to be screwed by a kitten,” he thought to himself.
Then she showed him a little reflection of her heart and herself.
Time is the answer to his secret life of dreams.
The color of her love, the look in her eyes,
The foxy little kitten and her little white lies.
Put the cat on death row until the day he dies.

Who should I believe 
Imam, Rabbi, or priest; 
To whom should I cleave 
And who is the least?

They all claim possession 
Of what I most need— 
Of my obsession, 
The truth, to which I must heed.

How to know right from wrong, 
Separate false from true; 
Weeding out the weak from strong, 
The goal I aspire to.

Self-confidence is a must 
To fix my ignorance. 
In myself can I trust, 
Fearing the plague of arrogance?

In this task I chase my tail — 
After years and years I tire, 
Hoping some day to prevail, 
To embrace my soul’s desire

Kevin Marinelli
Pennsylvania Death Row
Collegeville, PA

Confused Thread in Time
amount of time required, but Chuck wouldn’t let 
me give up.  
My persistence paid off as people outside caught 
wind of it, and appreciated my work. Since I was 
doing so well, I wanted to help others like Chuck 
did for me; so I paid it forward by teaching others 
“Thread Art.” Chuck helped me, I helped others, 
and you can too. Live, Learn & Pay it forward! 
Helping others helps stitch us together!

Stephen Edmiston
Pennsylvania Death Row
Collegeville, PA

The Foxy Little Kitten and  
The Old Grey Cat

John Huggins
Florida’s Death Row
Raiford, FL



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 
 No charge if requested by 12/31/19. Limit one per form.
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.
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Fr. Richard Notter
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Father Gary Walters
Friends Meeting of Raleigh
Loaves & Fishes Jail Visitation
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Sisters of Charity, Seaford, NY
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As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.

The Foxy Little Kitten and  
The Old Grey Cat
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Coming Full Circle

Don’t Let Me Be 
Misunderstood
I think I’ve been misunderstood, 
I did not cast you or your parents  
     out of the garden. 
It is still there. 
I haven’t hidden the gateway. 
The angels aren’t to keep you out, 
But give you the sight so you can  
     see your way back in.

I gave you choice, and you’ve  
     still got it. 
I love you that way. Have  
     your freedom. 
I have no need for you to toe a line. 
I don’t need silly robots, singing a 
recorded tune 
“God I love you, God I love you,  
     God I love you…” 
No, I don’t need it. 
But if you do, that’s good too.

I did not create hell. That was you. 
I told you what I created; Everything — 
Everything real that is. 
And I said everything was good. 
If you don’t believe Me, that’s  
     your choice. 
Believe My truth or believe your lie.

I did not create sin either.  
     That was your lie also.  
And your first sin was the lie that  
     We are separate. 
I did not cast you out. I did not  
     alienate you. 
That was your creation. 
You believe a lie that We are not One. 
That’s easy to fix. 
See the truth and come Home.

Oh, please don’t let Me  
     be misunderstood.

Jailhouse religion is generally frowned upon. 
They say, “you only get religion because 

you’re in prison”! That may be true for some 
but I’ve always tried to live a spiritual life and 
do right by others. I used to sing at my family’s 
church as a child. My spiritual journey has  
come full circle — back to the beginning, back  
to the Church.

My journey bent back toward God years after 
I was incarcerated. It wasn’t something I did 
alone either; I thank the Good Lord for the 
people He brought into my life, whether 
pen pals I’d discuss scripture with, or fellow 
prisoners. I couldn’t B.S. my way through it, 
I had to read and understand it for myself. 
Without realizing it, it grew into a Bible Study, 
shaping what I learned.

Richard Hirschfield 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

©2021 Richard Hirschfield

Stephen Edmiston
Pennsylvania Death Row
Collegeville, PA

When I was asked to work for “religious 
services”, I jumped at the chance to get 
involved, even if only to clean and set up 
chairs. It led to enjoyable spiritual conversation 
with faith leaders and prisoners. For me, 
getting religion just ’cause I’m in prison isn’t 
accurate. I’ve always been a religious person, 
it just took prison to get me back there and 
share it with others. Prison simply marked 
the turning point in my faith, where I started 
circling back toward God.


