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R eflect on the world we live in today: A history  
of greed, evil and hate. Throughout the 

pages of time, so many have suffered. I wonder 
sometimes, have we forgotten?

The early church in Roman times, so many Christians 
who were tortured cruelly and died. The unknown 
barbarism throughout the middle ages. Countless 
lives taken, fill up those pages.

Then there are the wars since America has been a 
nation. From the War of Independence to present 
day, so many lives taken! The Civil War, World 
War I and II, Korea, Vietnam. So much death and 
destruction has taken place now, for so very long!

Now there’s terrorism and war throughout the 
Middle East. I wonder sometimes, will our world 
ever see peace? Societies broken and losing their 
moral foundations. We think sometimes, “Has their 
better judgment gone on vacation!”

To think, all of this has happened since Jesus 
ascended. And until He returns, nothing will 

Veiled by doubts and hates, 
Unable to see any Light, 
You taught me the new ways.

Within and without, 
Guiding me out of darkness, 
You unveiled the Light.

certainly be mended. In our hearts we should all 
long for that day. When evil, death and destruction, 
has forever been taken away. 

So, in the midst of all this world has suffered,  
that we know is certainly true. We should all be 
praying, “Come Lord Jesus, and please make all 
things new!”

Spiritual Advisor
My highs are now mine, 
This bliss is truly Divine, 
You Inspire me.

Duane Allen Short 
Ohio Death Row 
Chillicothe, OH

Kurt Michaels
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

DEATH ROW PRISONERS 
WE NEED YOUR HELP
Please write an article, letter  

or poem on a  
subject of your choosing

Send it to us at our  
mailing address on page 2

YOUR SUBMISSIONS HELP 
THANK YOU



George Wilkerson 
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

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 
P.O. Box 623 
Perrysburg, OH 43552

COMPASSION OUTSIDE  
COORDINATOR
compassionondeathrow@msn.com 
TEL: 419-874-1333 
FAX: 419-874-3441

WEBSITE ADDRESS:
www.compassionondeathrow.net
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prisoners write may jeopardize their 
future appeals. This may limit the 
scope of their expressions.
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All stories are subject to editing for  
grammar, sentence structure, and clarity.

B y the time I met Marcus, he’d already 
received his execution date. Despite his 

attorneys trying everything they could think  
of, after two decades of court battles his  
appeals were finally exhausted. Although I’m 
a Christian, I’ve never considered myself an 
evangelist. Nevertheless, since Marcus was on 
my cellblock, I felt I ought to at least try to speak 
to him about God.
When I approached him, before I got ten words 
out of my mouth, he interrupted my prepared 
spiel with a dismissive hand gesture and said, 
“I’ve already tried all the religions — they don’t 
work. But I’ll tell you what: I’ll believe in your 
God if he stops my execution and gets me off 
death row. I need a miracle.” While I was disap-
pointed, he did seem sincere. I prayed, God I 
know you are real. You can save this man...
Not even a month later, to everyone’s surprise, 
our state legislature passed a new law called 
The Racial Justice Act. It allowed prisoners to 
appeal their sentences if they could prove racial 
discrimination played a significant role in their 
conviction. Being that we’re in the South and 
a disproportionate amount of prisoners here 
are people of color, the courts were suddenly 
swamped with appeals. This created a media 
backlash and politicians fought to immediately 
repeal the new law, make it less inclusive. They 

E D I T O R I A L :

The Promise

succeeded — but not before Marcus won his 
claim. He was the only person to do so before the 
law was changed to be more restrictive. That law 
got his sentence commuted.
As Marcus was leaving death row, I shook his 
hand and whispered, “Don’t forget your promise 
to God...” He replied, “I’ll never forget it!” His 
eyes gleamed. I am convinced I witnessed a 
bonafide miracle and the lengths to which God 
will go to save even one person. To me, it was 
greater than the Red Sea parting. Where, from a 
human perspective, there was no possible way or 
hope, God created one. I’m not saying the story 
always ends like this. No, the point is that we 
often rely solely on human logic and perceptions 
to decide what God can or will do; we pin our 
hopes on our own conclusions. We put God’s 
power in a box; make it weigh the same as ours.
But in truth, God is a way maker, a miracle 
worker, our Savior. He’s in the business of 
moving mountains, parting seas, and rescuing 
souls from the furthest depths... No matter how 
bad it looks, it ain’t over until God says it’s over. 
And that’s a promise. Amen.
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Behind the mask; we learn to smile with 
Our eyes — The windows to the soul.

In the heat of summer, the term 
‘I can’t breathe’ is on everyone’s mind... 
Behind the mask. No dis-respect...

Mistaken Identity, Stranger’s passing. 
Incognito...Who’s Who?

Behind the mask — The weariness 
Of time — Shows in your eyes, which 
are now isolated for all to see.

Even the free – Behind the mask— 
Has become a fashion with Gucci  
Eyeware and Versace tie

Yeah, and those of You Who think 
Behind the mask — We Can’t Smell

Our funky morning breath — Yeah, 
You know who you are.

Oh what a great day it will be 
To Not be behind the mask.

Letter to  
the Editor:

Behind the Mask

A fter the cold, harsh winters spring is a 
welcome sight. When winter comes we  

think of the snow, its beauty, the holidays,  
etc. But as the months wear on we get 
frustrated and sullen being stuck in its grip. 
Spring is the light at the end of the tunnel.  
It gives us hope for the coming summer.

As life consists of cycles on different levels,  
I see a lesson in all of nature. Spring is a time 
of hope, a time to sow seeds for the coming 
harvest to carry us thru the lean times. The 
spring of our life should be used for sowing 
seeds of goodness, positivity, hope, all 
nurtured with love. When we plant we must  
do so keeping in mind that some will be lost  
to the elements, animals and/or insects.  

Spring

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Collegeville, PA

A rich man will walk
And a poor man will die
And America will scream
An eye for an eye
But only a poor mother will cry
For a rich woman’s son
Will never die.

The Death Penalty

Ronald W Clark Jr.
Florida Death Row
Raiford, FL

We must plant more than we expect to  
reap. And “as we plant, so shall you reap,”  
as all the great spiritual teachers have said.  
If we sow sparingly, begrudgingly, with 
animosity and negativity, thus shall we  
reap. Good is done from the heart, with love. 
To do otherwise is waste of time and effort.  
Our sowing, our spring, will carry us thru  
the dark times in our lives, the winters  
of the soul. May we all work during the  
light, for we never know when darkness  
may come upon us. 

Shari Eggum 
Gatesville Unit 
Texas
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Thanks for Stopping By
I was having one of those self-inflicted bad days. 

Nothing was really that wrong, but for some rea-
son I just felt upset and discouraged. It was hot and 
I was out digging post holes on the farm. Offers of 
help had evaporated as the temperature rose.
In the middle of this, an unexpected visitor drove 
up. An older man, driving an old station wagon 
loaded with stuff. He had a little dog with him. 
After a quick greeting he apologized for bothering 
me but wondered if he could get some water 
for his dog. I took his two gallon jugs over to the 
hose, filled them, and handed him the hose to get 
himself a drink. “Where do you live?’ I asked, to 
make conversation. “In my car,” he replied. Now 
he had my full attention. “Yeah, I’ve lived in my 
car now for three years. My wife has Alzheimer’s 
disease and lives in a nursing home. In order to 
keep her comfortable I sold our house and now 
spend most of my social security money to make 
sure she’s well cared for.” He proceeded to tell me 
his life’s story.
He said he had two sons and two daughters. He 
ticked off their names, what they did for a living 
and it was obvious he was very proud of them all. 
“Why don’t your children help you out? Surely they 
have an extra room you could use? I asked. “Naw, 

my kids are all too busy and don’t have time for 
their mom, so I visit her as much as I can. Seems 
like they are afraid her Alzheimer’s might rub off 
on ‘em,” he explained. Then, ”would you happen 
to have a little gas? Just need enough to get to 
the gas station, afraid I ran my car a little low.”
I had an almost full, five-gallon can, so I put it in 
his tank. “What’s your name?” I asked. “John.” I 
didn’t catch his last name. I didn’t know if I would 
ever see him again. “Thank you so much, my 
friend,” he said. “Thank you for helping me out!”
After he drove off, I reflected on the fact that I 
had given him a mere five gallons of gasoline 
and some water, but he had given me something 
much more valuable. I don’t believe it possible 
that someone far better off could have made me 
feel that thankful. I also felt a little shame, think-
ing I could have also offered him some food. 
Do you ever feel that your life makes no 
difference? Have you ever felt that no one cares 
about your feelings or opinions? That’s how I was 
feeling that morning. Somehow after John left, I 
realized it’s not worth worrying about.
I really believe that a whole lot of good is done in 
this world by people who may not look like they 

possess much status. I felt guilty and humbled 
by the fifteen or so minutes I had spent with 
this homeless man. He was truly grateful for the 
help that I had given him. To have lent a listening 
ear was probably a greater favor than giving 
him water and gasoline. Sometimes it’s the 
little gestures of Compassion that make all the 
difference. And we can do them every day. So if 
you get to feeling inferior to everyone around you 
and think you can’t make a positive contribution, 
think again. Yes, the world needs its prominent 
people, and there are positions to be filled that 
require training and skill, but this common, 
homeless, old man was able to teach me a 
powerful lesson. John was content to be poor, 
homeless and do without so his wife, the love of 
his life, would be comfortable. 
So, John, thanks for stopping by! If my past life is 
an indication, I will need you to stop by for a visit 
again, sometime soon.

June 26, 2007 was a day my entire life changed. At only 
7 years old, I would have to grow up in the matter of a 
day to help not only my now single mother, but also my 
two younger siblings; because on that day, my father, 
Perry Dewayne Griffin Jr, was murdered. I remember 
that day just like it was yesterday — a family friend drove 
my siblings and me home from summer camp and 
there were people everywhere and loads of cars lining 
our driveway. In my head I thought ‘We must be having 
a party, that’s so exciting.’ Little did I know, that was 
not what was happening at all. We walked inside and 
my mom sat my siblings and me down on the couch 
and said these exact words, ‘Daddy’s not coming home 
anymore, he’s gone.’ My immediate response, at 7 years 
old was ‘Is this a joke?’ I was unable to fully grasp the 
reality that the most funny, aggravating, and greatest 
dad would no longer be picking me up from school, 

HE FORGAVE  
EVERYONE

Perry Griffin Jr. was 
shot and killed by one 
of two men during an 
apparent robbery. He 
left behind a wife, two 
daughters and a son. 
One of his daughters 
wrote to Compassion 
about the tragedy. 
These are her words. 

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, Kansas

videotaping our Christmas morning, or even kissing me 
on the cheek before he left for work every single day. 
I did not fully understand my loss until I was 10 years 
old and that would be the first time I ever shed a tear 
about it. That situation though, the darkest time in my 
life, made me better at forgiving and loving my family 
and others. Forgiving my dad’s killers, who are still 
unknown, was very hard for me, but I did it. Losing my 
father helped me realize that life is too short to hold 
onto hate and that is not what my dad would have 
wanted. He forgave everyone and his loving others was 
an example of what we are all supposed to do, no matter 
how bad someone hurts you. He would have forgiven 
those men who hurt him, and he is the reason that all 
these years later, I can say I forgive them too.
— Georgia Griffin /  Webb, Alabama



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.

9” x 12” Pastels 
$100.00 includes  
shipping and handling

DESCENT

Original Art Work for Scholarships

To purchase make your check  
to Compassion and send  
to the address on page 2.
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By John Sexton 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL 

Heavenly Father’s Business
If the Bible is the Word of God
why is man always prodding it —
I’ve always found this odd.
If the Creator’s Grail is in-charge 
For as long as the Holy Book’s  
     been at-large
why does man attempt to be God?
Scripture says Jesus died for our sins
And proclaims He is coming again.
Yet the devil dwells in men.
If Scripture’s unadulterated
then there’s no debate —
It’s the Truth,

God’s proof
While the curious man may  
     contemplate it,
the devious mind merely seeks to  
     control the sacred;
but be warned: meddling in  
      our Father’s business
is a fatal mistake.

Richard Hirschfield 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Imagine This
Jesus on the cross. 
At the end. 
In pain, 
He wants to die and end the pain. 
He calls on His Father to take Him.

“Oh, haven’t I endured enough?” 
His Father does not respond, 
The heavens grow darker overhead. 
The mourners wail beneath His feet. 
“Father, why hast though forsaken Me?”

“My beloved Son. I have not  
     forsaken thee. 
I have waited to extend your pain, 
Your perfect offering. 
Now the others will see it. 
Some will understand.

They see you broken. 
They see you human.  
As they are. 
They need that, 
Else they would not know that  
     it is possible.

As humans, 
To follow you as you commanded them. 
They do not recognize their divinity. 
As do you. 
Only their humanity. 
You. Your life as one of them  
     is the bridge, 
To open their eyes and their hearts. 
And to see you as their brother. 
They are my children.

We are all One. 
Life is theirs if they grasp it. 
If they grasp the fruit of the tree of life. 
A tree that has always been there, 
For those who could see it.”

Christopher Henriquez
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA
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 Prisoner's  
Prayer

©2021 John Robinson

Amos 4:13, “For, lo, he that formeth the 
mountains, and createth the wind, and 

declareth unto man what is his thought, that 
maketh the morning darkness, and treadeth 
upon the high places of the earth, The Lord,  
The god of hosts, is his name.”

This morning darkness can be revealed in two 
terms: Life row or Death row. These two terms 
seem to cancel each other out, but I can explain. 
A “life row” prisoner believes in their heart that 
there is a God and believes that after death they 
will go to Heaven. A death row prisoner doesn’t 
believe in God, Heaven, hell, etc. To them, 
death is the end of their life, not just a passage. 
However, both life and death row prisoners are 
created by God whether one believes or not. 
God breathed life into everyone’s chest.

When the Roman authorities came to illegally 
arrest Jesus in the Garden, they came with 
lanterns and torches because it was dark and 
they needed light in the darkest hour to see  
their way so that they could see how to carry  
out their evil deeds.

...the morning darkness

Can we trust Jesus Christ to be our lantern or 
torch to give us light in our dark crisis?! Can we 
totally depend upon Him to be all the light that 
we need?

First admit that your enemies enter into your 
morning darkness and become lanterns and 
torches in your darkest hours not allowing you to 
set a good example. But as Christians we need to 
enter into the darkness of the lives of unbelievers 
and be their lanterns and torches in the midst of 
their crisis to become Christ to them. We do this 
by demonstrating faith, hope and love. It is not 
easy but by the grace of God we go. Amen.

Heavenly Father,

I may not understand

     how everything will work out,

But I trust you.

I don’t see a way,

     but I know you’ll make one.

I have faith, as you are

     touching hearts,

     opening doors,

     and lining up the right

     breaks and opportunities. 

Although things look dark and

     bleak now,

I have faith that my dawn is

     coming! 

Thanks for what I have.

John E Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS   

Frank J. Chambers
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 
 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.

LEAD DONOR ($5000 OR MORE):
Margaret Keller

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, Dallas, TX
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe, St. Charence Church
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
Kathleen & Paul Helbling
Ida Nissen, Melton, FL

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
Martha May
Rev. Arturo Perez-Rodriguez
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
Sisters of St. Francis, Tiffin, OH
Carl Hyde

Rev. Nelson Belizario
St. Thomas Aquinas, Toledo, OH
Eugene Schmitt
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 
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
Sisters of St. Joseph Carondelet
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
Carl Kammire
Marian & Brad Wallace

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
James & Roberta Sherck
Bishop Thomas Gumbleton,  
    Detroit Diocese
Deacon Richard Tolcker,  
    Atlanta Diocese

Father Robert Reinhart
Rev. John Michael Botean
Hal & Melissa Munger
Bishop John Stowe
Mary J. Flores
Michael Hannewald
Janet Evans Smith
Danny Puccetti
St. John XXIII Catholic Community
Sister Noel Frey
Bishop Mark Rivituso
Joseph Alonge, Weirton, FL
Louise & Michael Sarra, Rossford, OH
Kayla Pincus, Rossford, OH
Thea Barron, Annandale, VA
Sheila Otto, Toledo, OH
Frank Atkinson
Margaret Buckley
Denise S. Szabo
David & Marilyn Gibson
David & Carolee Snyder
Marianne Black
Father John Blaser

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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God’s Help with  
Life’s Struggles
To be a good Christian it is necessary to 
make certain sacrifices in life. For instance 
we must think of others and give up 
excessive love of self.

We must look to God and ask what he 
wants of us, instead of always looking to 
ourselves, and what we want in life.

Otherwise we lose the need for God and 
the great strength He can give us and along 
with the Spirit to deal with life as it comes.

Prayer and Sacrifice get the greatest 
attention from God that you can ask for and 
He responds with graces and miracles that 
are hard to believe is possible. 

Finding  
the Real You

I see the world through bars and wire 
     A life of freedom to which I aspire 
My restraints are not of steel 
     But of something much more real 
Forged by scars and walls rooted in pain 
     The loss of things I can’t regain

How can I once again be free 
     Experiencing the world with glee 
Who now possesses the golden key 
     That I’m able to just be me 
When will I be pulled from this mire 
     Such sweet release I truly desire

Desperate for such relief 
     My soul being filled with grief 
I haven’t sought the answer within 
     For transformative healing to begin 
Strength and courage it will take 
     To confront all that’s painful or fake

“Know thy Self” is the highest ideal 
     A journey of little appeal 
The greatest struggle deep within 
     Hoping for courage to begin 
Such an enormously complex task 
     “Where do I start?” I ask

Looking deep inside this shell 
     There is something more — I can tell 
An ethereal principle resides there 
     That nothing material can compare 
From where it comes or goes 
     Nobody really knows

I am not the flesh that I can see 
     But the spirit residing in me 
When this husk dies I’ll be free 
     Who, then, will I be 
It is of no nation, race or religion 
     These are not its origin

It existed long before any of these 
     And will outlive them with ease 
I seek for its ultimate source  
     To follow it back on that course 
This is the work of a lifetime 
     To be done by all mankind

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Only God can help us with life’s struggles. 
Spiritual neglect leads to physical 
problems and a weakening mind.

Al Cunningham
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA


