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T he race is not to the swift, but it’s for the ones 
that endureth even unto the end of the world; 
there are many that started out strong,  

even went to the end of the world, but they did not 
finish strong.
In human races, all may run – the swift, weak, strong, 
great and small – but only one wins the prize. So we 
must run in such a way that we may finish strong, 
spiritually, where we all can win. 
I don’t want to be one who finishes so-so, but the 
one out of ten to finish strong by going the greater 
distance for Christ, to be a light in a dark place 
like the valley of the shadow of North Carolina’s 
death row; therefore, I run thus: in Christ, not with 
uncertainty but with confidence, surrounded by a 
great cloud of believers on the sideline cheering us 
on. But we must be aware of Satan and his cronies 
among the great cloud of believers boooooing the 
weak believers, giving them two thumbs down, and 

FINISHING STRONG
yelling at the top of their voices for us to give in to 
defeat. So weak believers may start to stumble and 
fall back into sins, giving up on all hope to finish 
strong; but if they hear Jesus’ still small voice say: 
“Peace be unto thee” maybe they’ll be encouraged. 
Don’t give up; gird yourself; get back up and stay 
in the race; you are doing just fine; you are almost 
there to the finish line – just another 156 miles to go 
and you can finish strong! 
So let us lay aside every weight and the sin which so 
easily ensnares us, and let us run with endurance 
and patience the race that is set before us, looking 
unto Jesus at the finish line, so that we can receive 
an imperishable gold crown to lay at our Savior’s feet 
to thank Him for helping us to finish strong.

When it comes to love there are so many people 
that are used to it or have been through it. Then 
there are those, like me, that never truly got 
the chance to experience the full emotional 
range that comes with loving and being loved: 
If someone tries to show me what love is, I push 
them out of my life.

But don’t get me wrong, I am far from being a 
jerk. You don’t have to love someone to have 
respect for them! 

Here is an example: You see an older man in 
the grocery store trying to get something that’s 
just out of reach. So out of respect for him as a 

NEW
human being, you get it for him. That’s not love, 
just a simple form of respect! 
So for the first time in my life there was this 
woman who tricked me with the emotion that 
we call love. I didn’t see it from the start, but the 
love was there and I was NEW to it so I didn’t 
know how to eliminate that type of level. So yes, 
I am new to this wonderful feeling that I never 
knew existed.

Paul Sanchez
Nevada Death Row
Ely, NV

Frank Chambers
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC



Similary every detail of our worship is important 
and God’s willing to teach us how to live beautifully, 
but unless I take the time and humble myself to 
see what God’s Word says, trust it, and obey it, I will 
continue building faulty friendships that fall apart 
or expecting glorious results only to be painfully 
disappointed because I handled it my way instead 
of God’s.
Amen

George Wilkerson 
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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E D I T O R I A L :

FOLLOW THE INSTRUCTIONS

A fter I laid out all the parts, my fiancée offered 
me the accordion-folded instructions she’d 

been playing between her hands. “I’ve got this,” I 
say confidently. After all, if I can build a house, and 
entertainment center is nothing by comparison.
Several hours later I’m proudly enjoying my 
handiwork when she sits down with a bowl of 
popcorn and points toward a little baggie of oddly 
shaped metal plates, “What’re those for?” 
I shrug, “Extra parts I guess.”
As soon as I said it, we heard a groaning crunch. 
We swiveled toward the sound in time to gape in 
horror as my new entertainment center imploded: 
shelves collapsed and folded inward, glass 
shattered, DVD’s skimmed across the floor and my 
TV landed flat on its face as if dead.
According to the instructions, those little plates 
were braces meant to be screwed into the corners 
of the shelves to prevent such a disaster. 

Two old friends met each other on the street one 
day by chance. One looked forlorn, almost on 

the verge of tears. His friend asked, “What has the 
world done to you my old friend?”
The sad fellow said, “Let me tell you. Three weeks 
ago, my uncle died and left me Forty Thousand 
dollars.” His friend said, “That’s a lot of money.” “But 
you see, two weeks ago a cousin I never even knew 
died and left me Eighty-Five Thousand dollars free 
and clear.” “Sounds to me like you’ve been very 
lucky.”
“You don’t understand!” he interrupted. “Last week 
my great-aunt passed away. I inherited almost a 
quarter of a million dollars from her.”
Now his friend was very confused. “Then why do 
you look so glum?” “This week… ….nothing!” he 
replied.
That’s the problem with receiving something on 
a regular basis. Even if it is a gift, we eventually 
come to expect it. The natural tendency is that if 

RECOGNIZE THE BLESSINGS
we receive a gift long enough, we come to view it 
almost as an entitlement. We feel hurt, even angry 
if we don’t receive it any longer.

It is the same way with the blessings we receive 
every day. Sunshine or rain, clean water to drink,  
a blue sky. But sometimes we fail to be grateful.  
We come to expect those good things.  
A phone call home, visit on the weekend from 
family, a few dollars to buy things from the  
canteen. And when one of them is removed for a 
short time, we get upset.

I try to make an effort each day to recognize the 
blessings I’ve come to take for granted. I focus on 
what I have rather than on what I don’t have. Try it 
and see if it doesn’t improve your attitude and give 
you peace of mind. Just recognize the blessing.

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS
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Letters to the Editor:

Sarah Gilpatrick
Crain Unit 
Gatesville, TX

“Sometimes light comes to man in such 
a fashion that he remains conscious 
both of his own body and of the world 
outside. He can then stay open-eyed and 
simultaneously behold two lights.”
— St. Silouan the Athonite

WHEN WORLDS 
COLLIDE
I was in two realms simultaneously 
though I don’t know how 
I knew what was going on around me 
I perceived other people in the room 
But at the same time 
The stairway to heaven would unwind 
Somewhere beyond time 
The whole essence  
of this world was different
My words miss it 
A trail 
our ancestors knew well
And I live 
to tell 
for I have seen
The unseen  
and I’ve never been the same

W e must remember that the 
human condition is animal.

It is only by the grace of God that 
the human condition has been 
fundamentally changed by being 
empowered with the Holy spirit.

THE HUMAN 
CONDITION  
IS ANIMAL

The Almighty changed our animal 
condition by imbuing it with three 
sacred elements, a spirit, a soul  
and a conscience.

But He also gave man free will which 
means we can reject these three 
elements and allow ourselves to be 
influenced only by our animal instincts.

An animal will devour anything that 
feeds its greed without compunction.

We humans will revert to the animal  
if we do not embrace these three 
sacred elements which are not of the 
body, but of the spirit.

COTTON  
CANDY SKIES
You make a morning smile – 
Your beautiful color seems to stretch  
     for a mile.
You’re a childhood memory that passed 
      my lips – 
With its sweet and sticky substance
That clung to my fingertips.
And just as quick as you arrived  
      – you fade away
To give me hope for another day,...
Cotton Candy Skies

Shari Eggum 
Crain Unit 
Gatesville, TX



Kim Crespi’s 5 year old twin daughters, Samantha 
and Tessara, were killed by their father, David 
Crespi, during a psychotic episode that the family 
now believes was caused by a toxic reaction to 
anti-depressant medication. Fearing a possible 
death sentence if he went to trial, David pled guilty 
and was sentenced to life in prison without the 
possibility of parole.

Kim writes, “Executing David would only make 
things worse for me and our children. It is hard 
enough for them to understand their loving father, 
in an uncontrolled psychotic state, killed their baby 

Murder & 
Mental Illness

sisters. Trying to understand how reasonable,  
non-psychotic people would now choose to take 
their father’s life would create another layer of 
distrust and tragedy that certainly would do 
nothing to aid in their healing.”
Speaking publicly about her tragedy on 20/20  
and The Oprah Winfrey Show, Kim has also 
participated in a North Carolina symposium 
“Mental Illness and the Death Penalty,” which 
provided a basis for legislation that would exempt 
people with mental illness from the death penalty.
For more information visit www.mvfhr.org
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John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, Kansas

Kim Crespi

An hour a day may mean more 
than you think!
In a year it represents three hundred  
sixty-five hours.
Now time is currency we spend on every 
activity. We give it, and labor, and in exchange 
we get education, dexterity, money and many 
other things of value. To be watchful of time is 
really wise economy.

AN HOUR A DAY FOR A YEAR
A person who had astonished many by his 
achievements was asked once, how he had 
accomplished so much. “The year,” he replied, 
“has three hundred sixty-five days, or eight 
thousand seven hundred sixty hours. In so 
many hours great things may be done. The 
slow tortoise makes a long journey be losing 
no time.”
Think what an hour’s reading each day would 
amount to in a year. You can easily read a 
page of an ordinary paper in twenty minutes 
and at that rate, could get through, in three 
hundred sixty-five hours, no fewer than one 
thousand ninety-five pages.
Instead of reading, suppose a person took to 
writing: an hour a day would then produce 
quite remarkable results. To write one page 
per hour would produce a novel in a year, 
most people can write at twice that speed.
What might the results be for an hour a  
day of study?

How about an hour of physical exercise? In 
an hour, one can, without walking very fast, 
walk three miles. At this rate, a year’s walking 
represents over a thousand miles.
You say it would be easy to devote an hour a 
day to anything; easy to make a start. 
Yes, but it is hard to keep it up!
“We all surely complain of the shortness of 
time. Yet we have much more than we know 
what to do with. Lives are spent doing nothing 
at all or in doing nothing we should be doing. 
We complain that our days are few, then act as 
if there will be no end to them.”
Use that one hour a day to your advantage.  
An hour a day for a year!
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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.

12” x 15”  /  Acrylic
$75.00 

Lighthouse

Original Art Work for Scholarships

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

By Von Davis 
Ohio Death Row 
Chillicothe, OH 

Did Jesus submit to the will of God? 
That’s what the term “Islam” means.

When He said “Peace,” what was  
He saying?

Would we find Him plottin’  
or find Him prayin’?

Did Satan plan to kill Him,  
as he does us all?!

Did His brothers betray Him  
and came His fall?

Did His leaders condemn Him 
 and sell Him out?

Did the guards execute without  
a doubt?

Did He rise from the grave in 
 just three days?

Will He represent the worst of us 
“imprisoned slaves”?

You say, “We’ll see Him again.”  
I say “I feel Him now.” Ponder that  
for a minute and smile.

You say “He’s coming back.” I say  
“He never left, in fact I feel His Holy 
Spirit with every breath.”

You say “You represent Him.”  
I say “He speaks to us all.”  
We’re just so busy chasin’  
“nowness” we’re ignoring His call.

You think of Him in a place, far off  
and high above. I say His Spirit  
is among us to that we might  
know love!

THE REALIST

Glenn Cornwell
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

Her elegance captivates me; I’m often left speechless. When she’s near me I can’t help but be in awe 
of her radiant beauty. She shines so bright with alluring qualities that I’m prone to believe the sun 

just might be jealous of her. When she walks it’s as if gravity is being defied and she’s floating on clouds.
I appreciate her all encompassing compassion and selflessness when it comes to helping others. It’s 
absolutely amazing to watch her as she operates in altruism with such equilibrium and precision. She 
makes lives better just by the way she faces challenges. She has tenacity that is second to none and not 
to be ignored. 
She has a winning attitude and a very big philanthropic demeanor that exudes power. 

1. power to uplift broken spirits
2. power to amplify hope and
3. power to cultivate potential.

She’s like a beautiful waterfall constantly flowing with profound wisdom and indelible comfort with 
every word she speaks. Her advice is always given without judgement or condescension.
I adore the way she attempts to embrace difficult situations and undue hardships with such resolve, 
calm and peace. This delightful human being is never quick to anger, discouraged, displeased;  
she never forsakes or tears down. She’s a true friend to those in need and rises to every occasion.  
The warmth of her heart penetrates the corridors of my soul.

SOPHISTICATED LADY
Dedicated to Ms. Celia Walker

Steven Jones 
California Death Row 
Delano, CA



On the cross of death 
Condemned by the cruel 
Failed in judgment 
They break their own rules 
LORD Jesus, these nails  
     in my hands.

Slanderous lies deprive the truth 
Object of scorn, lawless abuse 
Unseeing eyes refuse to know  
Blind hearts judging, No GOD, no! 
My King, these nails in my feet.

Truth do they hide 
“Kill him!” they plead 
Clinging to faith 
Lama sabachthani? 
My LORD, this blade in my side.

Red wine of my fate 
Dark tomb . . . locked gate 
Poisonous dregs and  
     unwanted dross 
Justice is gone, the time of wait 
O God, take from me this cross.

THE PENALTY  
OF THE CROSS 

John Falk, Jr. 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX
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I am colored with the chaotic pain of sorrow. 
Though bent in misery today, it destines my tomorrow. 
When I dream, I become smoke in a city of time that travels. 
This sister of death slices fate’s cord and my present state of mind unravels.

The midnight sun sets fire to my path amidst this steam of poverty  
that tears at my spirit and sears my flesh, stealing my serenity. 
And I awaken from my own betrayal among the suffering willows  
to what they hiss into my skull, “their homicidal deceptions” on death row.

My consciousness is wrapped with shadows – murmurs of misery. 
A mysterious sadness, but after tears fall my sorrow passes more easily. 
As one whose heart is contrite, I am doomed to the flames of woe, 
a moment of vengeance and it’s the raven that now caws at the crow.

Times of wrath shall dissolve this world into crimson ashes and dust,  
my hollowness creates darkness because murder me, they must. 
My life is more precious than my grave so I’m constantly haunted by doubt,  
I awaken the light in my spirit’s darkness but the pain snuffs it out.

An evergreen, but green no more, now a willow standing alone. 
I can no longer weep in the darkness of eternal night when no one is home. 
So while the dreams of my future are encumbered by my past,  
I pray the equinox of my life takes place and the misery evanesce at last.

Author’s note:  The title is French for “From Dusk Till Dawn”

DU CRÉPUSCULE JUSQU’À L’AUBE

Douglas Blaine Matthews
Florida 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.
n Benefactor – $10,000
n Lead Donor – $5,000
n Gold Donor – $2,500
n Silver Donor – $1,000
n Bronze Donor – $500
n Patron – $100.00 to $499.00
n Subscriber – $50.00
n Prisoners Not On Death Row 
 No charge if requested by 12/31/19. Limit one per form.
n Other

Enclosed is $  for the donation/subscription checked on the left.
n  Please keep my gift anonymous.

NAME

ORGANIZATION

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ZIP

DAY PHONE EVENING PHONE

Please send tax deductible contribution to:  
S T.  R OSE P E AC E & J US T I C E  /  CO M PA S SI O N 
P.O.  B OX 623 |  P ER R Y SB U R G ,  O H 4 3552

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.

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
An Anonymous Friend
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
Sisters of St. Francis, Tiffin, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
Fr. Richard Notter
Ron Hitzler 
Rev. Edward Schleter
Cathy Cappelletty
Norbert Wethington 
Rev. Tony Gallagher
St. Bartholomew Church, Colombus, IN
Sister Delores Schuh, CHM
Father Doug Hennessey
Sisters of Mercy, St. Bernardine Home
Tom Perzynski
Catholic Charities, Youngstown, OH
St. Paul’s, Norwalk, OH
Leo & Nancy Bistak
Bonnie & Jim Keller
Ann Nichols, Arizonans to Abolish DP
Don & Connie Reinhard
Rev Gerald Chmiel
Mary Jo Pfander
Eddie Kanarowski

Randy & Jacalyn Dawson
Joel Konzen
Marist Society
Father Robert Reinhart
Mary J. Flores
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
Sister Pat Schnapp, R.S.M.
Rev. David Tscherne
Bishop Thomas Gumbleton
Carol Kraus

Hal & Melissa Munger
Jeff & Denise Yeager
Tom & Nancy Kabat
Tom & Martha Ann Weaver
Bruce & Laura Brancheau
Jennifer Hamlin Church
Ed Irelan
Germaine Kirk
Jeff & Deborah Marczak
Mary-Beth Matthews
Carlton & Karen Fraker
Paul Belazis
Kathryn Nelson
Sisters of St. Francis of Sylvania
Virginia Froehle
Imran Ali & Umber Ansari
Farhana Habib
Rehana & Naveed Ahmed
Howard & Paulette Stringfellow
Mark Cappelletty
Joe Clark & Mary Dwyer
Eileen Keller
Shelly Kotz
Sisters of Charity, Seaford, NY

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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You can cast me away, bury me 
under a jail, execute me and put me 
in dirt, but still, like a seed, I’ll rise.

Just like the stars shine at night and 
the tides of time come along and the 
light you tried to extinguish with 
your hate and lies, I shall rise.

What? You want to see me in prison 
garb saying “yessir” with my head 
always down? 
With limp arms at sides in defeat 
like a broken clock?

Why do my words frighten your 
demons? Are you scared that 
the truth may come to light and 
thus free me? I’ll become like the 
Phoenix — I shall rise.

“Death Row is a day to day 
destruction of the soul, is an  
assault on humanity’s love:  
it toys with your mind, it takes a toll 
on your spirit and shatters  
our hope.” No, I’ll rise.

To transcend is to enter 
enlightenment. 

To transform is to be a better person.

To thrive is to know what you want 
in life. It is to rise.

To live is to walk along life happily 
with kindness alongside you.

To exist is to love everyone and the 
world, to rise

IN LOVING  
MEMORY OF  

MAYA ANGELOU

Pablo Maldonado
Georgia Death Row
Jackson, GA

I’m suffering. I’m talking to my spirit  
but with lyrics and rhymes
I strengthen my mind 
dedication will decline my chances to fail and crash 
head first unto the concrete allowing my melon to 
burst, bleed if I let the demons get the best of me
they’ll be wrapping my head in bandages and I’d 
be looking like some type of mummy
but I’m far from a dummy so why they want me to 
act basic and slow 
just so others can feel superior install some type of 
dominance and fear where no fear should occupy 
space in my heart of hearts
mentally I’m really clueless and any attempt at 
thinking outside the box only makes me feel 
useless cursed pitiful individual
I feel outcast and even thoughts I once knew to be 
determination, the thoughts I once utilized to pick 
myself up when I felt alone and unwanted 
like failed attempts to shake back off drug habit in 
a deep dark coma
as if I can feel the gates of hell laying on me. 
I’d rather have died than come back to the  
chain gang

I’M SUFFERING
I suffer from continued assassination of my 
character by these
auditory hallucinations on a scale that sometimes 
I wonder how I’m still allowing myself to continue 
breathing in and out of my lungs
I was once like a sponge and wanted to soak up 
skills on a level
that I’d be sitting ‘round tables with some of the 
most elite people birthed 
I mean sometimes excruciatingly it hurts 
knowing I’m not mentally capable of maintaining 
a thought before it’s invaded and raided raped 
murdered and yellow taped
mentally I say I am truly suffering something 
serious and can’t wait until I’m smiling in my 
casket cause I’m free resting in peace 

to be continued...

Khadafy Kareem Mullens
Florida Death Row
Raiford, FL


