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My Mother Teresa: 
Legacy of Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl

Show Your Obedience

I write this on behalf of all of us who knew 
and loved Sister Mary Immaculee. She 
was my pen-pal for 18 years, and even 

after she was confined to Hospice she still tried; 
and when she couldn’t, she’d have others write 
to send her love, care, and to tell us that though 
she couldn’t write, she had us in her prayers 
and thoughts. She was my “Mother Teresa.”

 Sister Mary was a great woman of faith 
and prayer, but her greatest attribute was her 
“love walk.” Our modern throw-away society 
encourages us to get rid of people in our lives 
who are difficult to get along with, whether 
they are friends, family, or acquaintances,  
and even some of us on death row who never 
knew love growing up. Yet this attitude runs  
in complete contrast to the love described  
and shown by Sister Mary. She told me,  
“True love puts up with people who would be 
easier to give up on. This is the kind of love 
Christ modeled.”

 Sister Mary has left her earthly suit, but she 
touched countless lives by wrapping love inside 
of letters and sending them to us. We have 

many special memories of her. She is not just 
in our past though; she is also in our future, 
because we will see her again. Only her body 
has died. She’s very much alive and well, not 
only in heaven but in our hearts. 

 I miss you, Sister Mary. God has taken you 
home now, where you are truly alive, but you 
left rich resources for the task, to continue your 
legacy of love. I’ve not only been touched, but 
also changed by you. You were a good steward 
of your life, spending it for the glory of God.  
I, in turn, will try to be a good steward of your 
death, spending what you left me for the glory 
of God. I love you and thank God for bringing 
you to us. I am not ashamed of my tears: you 
loved us all. You indeed loved us. How well-
named you are. You lived and died with heart. 
God gave us the best in you, and I will not 
waste this generous gift. See you later, Sister.

      Anyone can be loving, kind, and self-controlled 

in seasons of blessings. But what happens to our 

attitude in trying times? The real test of who we are 

occurs not when things are going our way, but when 

misfortune shows up. If the Holy Spirit is in charge, 

we will learn to do four things:

To love when we want to hate;
To practice kindness when we are accused;
To respond gently when others are harsh;
To have self-control when temptation strikes hard!

– Anonymous

Stephen M. Buckner
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

Johnny Capistrano
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA
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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.

Editorial: Remorse

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

Without the ability to feel pain, 
doctors say, we’d do damage to 
ourselves, break bones, and so 

on – and not know it. An absence of guilt 
is similar; since guilt is a mental pain we 
feel when we commit a moral misstep. Not 
only will its absence allow us to do horrible 
things, but we won’t care if others do them 
either, as long as they aren’t interfering 
with what we’ve got going on. Though 
guilt is necessary for positive ethical 
transformation, of itself it’s insufficient. 
For guilt to play its proper role, I must 
acknowledge it (and 
my wrong), then 
marry it to the desire 
never to commit that 
bad act again. It’s 
this coupling which 
turns into remorse: 
Remorse, which 
includes guilt, not 
only tries to separate itself from the painful 
feeling, but also the bad acts and character 
flaws that made them guilty. 

There is something remarkable about 
remorse. It doesn’t necessarily take place 
immediately after an offense has been 
committed. In fact, it may take years. 
Since we are always learning, a person 
can make minute adjustments – or have 
them made – to their moral framework 
without the conscious goal of bettering 
themselves or dealing with guilt, but merely 
as a by product of having come to new 
understandings of life, people, God, etc., 
and it changes them.

Similar to how an oil tanker cannot be 
turned around except by small increments 
over the course of many miles due to its 
immense momentum, a person can be so 
set in their ways, hold so tightly to their 
ideas, that to try to change their course all 
at once would tear their world apart. But, 
piece by piece, replacing a wrong idea or 
lie with a right idea or truth, a person may 

incrementally have his heart softened and 
develop remorse. Now twenty years later, 
to face their guilt seems only natural rather 
than traumatic. I’ve seen the error of my 
ways! It brings to mind a few verses: “But do 
not forget this one thing, dear friends: with 
the Lord a day is like a thousand years, and 
a thousand years are like a day. The Lord is 
not slow in keeping His promise, as some 
understand slowness. He is patient with you, 
not wanting anyone to perish, but everyone 
to come to repentance.” – 2 Peter 3:8-9

 I was like the ship that had to be turned 
incrementally 
over the course of 
many years, until 
one day it was only 
natural for me cry 
in utter sincerity, 
“God, I’m sorry. 
Forgive me. Have 
mercy on me, a 

sinner.” There are tons of wrongs we do, 
some “small” some “large”, that drag us 
down and slow our growth as human beings 
because we even refuse to acknowledge 
them – this isn’t a one-and-done situation; 
rather, we are perpetual works-in-progress. 
It’s not just “criminals” who need character 
transformation, but humanity as a whole: 
the murderer, the liar, the thief. The teacher 
and fireman. The nun, the doctors, gluttons, 
and alcoholics. All of us. 

 I challenge everyone reading this to 
remember a wrong they did, examine 
how they dealt with it, and explain how it 
changed them – for better or worse – then 
send it to “Compassion” as an essay. As for 
me, I’m not the boy I used to be: he’s dead, 
though as a man I wear his skin and bones 
and prison clothes. Amen.



Letters to the Editor:
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Apology Letter

Charles Henry Dillar 
Dallas State Correctional Institution 
Dallas, PA

Forgive me please, I wasn’t there for you. I am sorry for the suffering I 
caused. I wasn’t home to teach you right from wrong. I didn’t train you by 
good example how to live upright in society. No, I wasn’t there when you 
needed me most. Please forgive me for being a failure as a father, a failure 
as a husband, a failure as a man, and as a citizen. I am sorry for the tears 
you cried when no one was there to comfort you. I am sorry for living life 
dependent on drugs and alcohol. I could have treated everyone with more 
kindness, more compassion, more love; but I was too selfish, and didn’t 
respect myself or others. I am sorry for being an immature man, living for 
the approval of others, yet deserving of and getting none. I was a fool, a 
worldly clown, living in a make believe, fantasy world where I was the star.
 I need your forgiveness for being blind, weak, and silly. I should have been 
home to teach you by good example how to achieve success. I should 
have been there to watch you grow into adulthood. I should have been an 
honorable man instead of a self-centered druggy.
 I was responsible for the safety and security of our family, but I failed 
completely. I should have been home for you. I failed again. Please don’t 
resent me; holding grievances leads to hate, and poisons mature mental 
health. I pray for your forgiveness. Look past my mistakes and sins.
 I’ve learned through hard times and troubles, it’s not too late: I can do the 
right thing. I can earn and win your love just by being good instead of bad. 
I am not the man I used to be. Thank God! I am a new personality, and 
a changed human being, determined to learn better ways, think better 
thoughts, dream noble dreams, and help people.

 I was ignorant before. but now I’m wiser. Forgive my stupidity. I thought that 
I was smarter than the average person but I really was ignorant. I can do my 
part and play the role of a repentant sinner making amends to the people. 
I was a drug-addicted, drunken fool; but today, thank God, I’m a father 
making an apology to the children of the world.
 With your forgiveness, we can all be healed. In truth, with your forgiveness, 
the whole country will be new and better. Forgiveness is the greatest gift 
we can give. Mercy, love, and compassion are what most of us grown-ups 
need. I must say, the quickest way to the gates of Heaven on earth is through 
forgiveness.
 I love to forgive offenders because of the benefits and blessings received. 
What are they? Peace of mind. Satisfaction. Useless, ugly thoughts are 
swept out of mind. Kindness returns. I’m not mad any longer, and hate is 
healed. I can love again. Unforgiving people live a horrible miserable life. 
They complain about things (at times everything). They are full of anger and 
dislike, which they pour into their precious mind.
 I hope you forgive me so we can put the past behind us and move forward 
together toward a brighter future. Jesus summed it up like this, “You are 
forgiven, go your way, and sin no more.” “Love one another, that is the law.” 

Taking So Much For Granted

Carey Dean Moore 
Nebraska Death Row 
Tecumseh, NE

©2015 John Robinson / Kansas Death Row / El Dorado, KS

 I would like to keep you in the loop of our lives here on Nebraska’s death 
row, and I’m asking for your prayers on our behalf. Thank you!

 First, I would like to mention that I’ve been on the Row for over 30 years 
– since June 20, 1980. Does anyone have an idea of who has been on any  
U.S. death row the longest, and for how long?

 I must admit, my friends, comparatively speaking, Nebraska’s death 
row has to be one of the best in the U. S., which probably has to do with 
the Consent Decree. The Consent Decree gives us on death row such 
things as: access to legal research materials and the courts; two hours 
of daily outside yard time; 45 minutes each night of day room time; 15 
minutes of phone time daily; twice weekly 2½ hour visits. Without the 
judge-ordered Decree, the administration here will likely take away the 
privileges afforded us.

 We can often take so much for granted, can’t we? No matter where 
we’re located, no matter what kind of life we have had, how  
blessed we are!

 In conclusion, I’d like to encourage everyone: Keep your chin up and  
try to be better than you were the day before...            



Aswad Pops
CalifornianDeath Row
San Quentin, CA
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We’re Wasting Money

A Tribute to My Mother

Judy Kerr Bob Kerr

Judy Kerr’s brother Bob was beaten and strangled in 2003. His killer has 
never been found and his murder remains unsolved.

Since that time Judy has become spokeswoman and victim liaison for 
California Crime Victims for Alternatives to the Death Penalty. She has 
testified before California lawmakers and other officials and her opinion 
pieces have appeared in numerous publications.

Judy writes:  “My brother’s killer is still walking the streets. My message and 
voice are focused on dispelling the delusion that the death penalty keeps 
us safe. We are wasting millions each year sentencing a few aging convicts 
to death while thousands more murders each year remain unsolved, and 
tens of thousands of family members like me are left with little hope for 
any justice. I don’t want the state to execute my brother’s killer, but I do 
want him arrested and punished for what he has done.”

For more information visit www.mvfhr.org

Dear Mama……Once again it’s that 
time of year when we children give 
tribute to call all Mothers in our 

lives. I think it’s a grand gesture to have 
such a holiday which is solely intended to 
acknowledge Moms.

However…in my opinion, “She’s being 
short-changed!” One day out of a calendar 
year is not nearly enough time to pamper 
and shower her with love and affection. 
She deserves every second of each day to be 
celebrated with honor!

One of the greatest marvels in life is 
being a Mother. It’s amazing! A remarkable 
achievement! Certainly not an easy task. 
Many have failed under the enormous 
pressure the job entails. Not every woman 
(or man for that matter) can handle the glory, 
guts and pain! A Mother is much more than 
the title name “Mom” that is universally used 
for her. She wears many hats, which, like the 
skin of a chameleon, changes when needed 
to fit the situation at hand. She is a protector, 
provider, teacher, confidant, best friend, 

nurturer, disciplinarian, role model and 
above all she is able to give endless love and 
care without waiver or complaints. Her hats 
may change, but her crown always remains. 
She is more than mere words could explain. 
She exemplifies strength in ways no man 
could – not even Dad! She put the “Fan” in 
Fantastic! She is my earth! She is amazing – 
She is YOU!

I’m blessed to have a Mother like you, 
and I give praise and thank God and the 
Almighty Ancestors for that fact. In me your 
spirit stands strong! Resilient, since the day 
I was born. My current situation does not 
define who I am, but what you instilled in 
me speaks volumes to the type of Mother 
you are. You prepared me for all adversity - 
regardless of how rough, tough or raw!!

I appreciate all the struggle, strife and 
sacrifices you made, and I apologize for 
every headache you had to endure as well… 
All the stress and tears that I made occur! I 
dream of one day showing you how much 
I love you, on a scale as profound as the 

pyramids of Egypt! I have faith that dream 
will become a reality. I hope to be as good 
a son to you, as you’ve been a Mother to 
me. All of your love, joy, struggle and pain 
haven’t been in vain. You are the apple of 
my eye. You are my everything.

Ca Va Sans Dire
 I Love You Very Much Mama 
May the stars continue to shine 
On you for many more moons!

HAPPY MOTHER’S DAY 
Today and every second thereafter 

YOU’RE AMAZING  

Love, 
Your #1 Fan and Son



Untitled

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S

Please Donate to Our Scholarship Fund...

We are in Need of Prisoner Drawings and Paintings
All proceeds from sales of artwork go to college scholarships for family 
members of murder victims.
Please make check out and mail to: Compassion Art for Scholarships 
 140 W. South Boundary St. 
 Perrysburg, OH 43551

8” x 7” 
Water Color & Pencil

Price: $25.00

by August Cassono 

Ohio Death Row 

Chillicothe, OH
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Alone With  
My Thoughts

Imperturbability

Duane Allen Short
Ohio Death Row
Chillicothe, OH

John Robinson
Kansas Death Row
El Dorado, KS

Charles Allen said it first: “When faced with 
problems which threaten to steal your peace 
of mind, learn the meaning of the word 
‘imperturbability’.”

 I heard of two artists who were asked to illustrate 
“peace.” Each was assigned the task of depicting 
a peaceful scene on canvas. The first artist drew 
a beautiful picture of a countryside on a warm, 
spring day. A soft sun illuminated green grass; a 
picturesque farmhouse and grazing cattle bathed  
in warm sunlight. A farmer walked contentedly 
behind strong plow horses, getting his field ready 
for planting. The picture was one of beauty and 
quiet tranquility.

The other artist took a different approach, drawing 
a majestic, rugged cliff. Gnarled trees, twisted by 
years of violent winds, jutted from the craggy rocks. 
Dark clouds hung low and fierce, while jagged 
streaks of lightning slashed across an angry sky.  
At first glance, the picture was one of violence, 
chaos and rage.

But as one looked closely, something else became 
visible. There in one of the crevices, protected from 
the fierce wind and rain – a nest with two small 

birds. Apparently unconcerned about  
the impending.

And really, isn’t that the way it so often is?  
We may want to be surrounded by peace but 
instead storms rage around us. Problems pressure 
from the outside, threatening to steal our peace of 
mind within.

The answer is Imperturbability; inner peace which 
doesn’t leave us when circumstances change. It’s a 
peace that is greater than the problems of life, built 
on the assurance that the tempest will finally pass; 
that we will survive the storm: we may even grow 
stronger because of it, and in the meantime, we  
will not have to endure it alone.

Imperturbability – it’s the result of a peace, which 
surpasses understanding, because serenity is not 
freedom from the storm, but the inner peace we 
find amid the storm. 

Tic-tok, tic-tok, 

I sit in my cell made out of rock.

Every day I sit all alone,

So much in my heart I long to go home.

Imprisonment, I’ve experienced, is hard  
on the mind.  

It leaves you with nothing, but your 
thoughts mixed with time.

Time and again, I find my mind going back.

To a time when my mind and my heart  
felt relaxed.

Sorrow and loneliness is unpleasant  
to endure, 

And grief can also be a hard thing to cure.

But, of all the emotions I’ve had to 
confront,

The roots of regret run deepest off  
the stump.

This stump, which once was a beautiful 
tree of life,

It flourished with blossoms, like my 
children and my wife.

In the rings of the stump, on memories  
I reflect.

But, much of the memories are spotted 
with regret.

Love is powerful, hate can be too.  

But, the third runner-up, is regret to 
torment you.

I wish I could go back, and do things 
better and differently.

So for those who read this empty poem:

Make sure you don’t end up, regretting  
like me.



A portion of the funds from subscriptions and 
undesignated donations to Compassion are given  
as college scholarships to immediate family  
members (parent, grandparent, child, grandchild, 
sibling) of murdered victims.
If you or someone you know is a U.S. citizen  
who is either attending or planning to attend  
a college or university (academic or religious)  
as a student and had a family member murdered, 
please submit an application.

To Obtain an Application:
Write 
COMPASSION 
140 W. South Boundary St. 
Perrysburg, Ohio 43551 
Call 419-874-1333 
Ask for Compassion’s office
Visit 
www.compassionondeathrow.net

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

Now Accepting 
Scholarship  
Applications

To Our Readers:
Anything death-row prisoners write may jeopardize 
their future appeals. Knowledge of these facts may 
limit the scope of a prisoner’s expressions.
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Do You Have An Attitude of Gratitude?With Power Comes 
Responsibility
Have you ever wished that – knowing what you 
know now – you could live your life again? What do 
you know now that would make a difference? Can 
you identify it? If so, please share it with those who 
are at that age you would like to relive. It may change 
their lives and let their future be brighter. 

Compassion is gathering essays for a book about 
incidents in the lives of death row prisoners, life 
changing choices they made, lessons learned from life 
experiences. Parents’ words ricochet off young heads, 
“scared straight” programs have little effect, but your 
words have power where theirs don’t. This doesn’t 
presume your guilt, nor is this an admission of such; 
neither does your story/anecdote have to be anything 
about your case. Rather, this is about making youth 
receptive: your death sentence alone establishes 
credibility, empowers your words to penetrate and 
take root. Share your story, save a life.

The book will be sent free to youth detention facilities 
throughout the U.S. Send your submission to:

New Book – Compassion 
140 W. South Boundary St. 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

When Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl passed on Dec. 23, 2014,  
every one of us lost a friend. Over the years she had  cor-
responded with 480 men and women on death row and  
their families, and regularly offered spiritual support to those 
preparing for execution.

 While I was awaiting trial in 2001, she was sent an article I  
had written from jail. She reached out, encouraged me to 
continue writing, and told me about a planned publication by 
and for death row prisoners: “Compassion”.

 When the inevitable was finalized, I was sent to the bowels of 
a solitary-confinement prison in El Dorado, Kansas. The very 
first letter slid under my cell door was from Sister Immaculee. 
She knew I was hurting, and that letter, which I still have, was 
warm, caring, full of encouragement – and of course pushing 
me to continue writing. Her idea was for me to help tell the 
story of death row, describing the daily emotional roller-coaster 
we ride, using articles, poems, short stories and humor. 

 Over the years I shared every one of my writing efforts with 
her, and each time she would critique it honestly: “Be proud of 
this effort,” or “You can do so much better.” She was always 
right! Other organizations, newsletters, and publications in 
the U.S. and Europe began using my material because of her 
encouragement. To my surprise, in 2011, she wrote that we 
should compile a book of my writings, put them into one 
volume, arranged so they would tell the death row story. The 

In Memorium
book –“Journey of Hope”– was eventually completed, and 
Sister Immaculee personally wrote the foreword. 

 Sister Immaculee Heinl had a long and fruitful life. Holding 
both a Bachelor’s and Master’s degree, she taught every 
elementary grade; high school English, History, Math and 
Physics; and she served as a principal, administrator and 
Director of Religious Education. When forced by health 
issues to retire, she found yet another way to make a positive 
impact: by writing death row prisoners and becoming a 
board member for “Compassion”.

 Her death is a loss for all of us because we will no longer be 
able to share her wit and warm personality, but she didn’t 
want us to be sad; instead, she said, “Remember me with a 
smile. Think of my passing this way: when I die, each person 
on death row will be gaining a lobbyist in heaven. I will be 
able to personally tell Jesus that it’s past time to end capital 
punishment. I will be reunited with my family and every 
friend executed; and I will be waiting to personally welcome 
each one of you as you arrive.”

 Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl is a friend to us all...I’ll smile 
every time I think of her – just as she wanted.

Steve Livaditis
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

Every person has at least something for which 
to be grateful. We need to appreciate our blessings 
and thank their source. Look carefully at your 
present life and you’ll probably see many good 
things from which you benefit. Some things for 
which I am grateful are the following:
• My salvation/relationship with God  

(which I value more than anything else)
• Jesus having died for my sins so that I could be 

redeemed and reconciled to God
• God changing me, and causing me to have  

good character
• Daily grace from God, and answered prayers
• My knowledge that God is sovereign and in 

control of my life
• Everyone who truly cares about me, and all the 

healthy relationships I have
• Being literate, having the Scriptures and study 

aids, and my appreciation of truth and logic
• Being healthy, both physically and psychologically
• Adequate nutrition, clean tap water, clean air, 

shelter, sufficient sleep, clothes, footwear, adequate 
lighting, a flush toilet, a sink, hot water, and 
medical and dental services (things some people  
in the world lack)

• A cell that doesn’t feel too small, and sufficient 
storage space

• Being housed in this unit (N. Seg.) where the living 
conditions are better than they are in other units

• Opportunities to socialize and to enjoy  
fellowship with other Christians, share the 
gospel, and bless people

• Being able to correspond with family and 
friends, make phone calls, get visits, and receive 
photographs; having a TV, radio, hot pot, 
typewriter, fan, electric razor, headphones, 
reading glasses, a wristwatch, a clock, art 
supplies, magazine subscriptions, a bucket  
(used to sit on, in place of a stool or chair, which 
are not allowed): all these things are privileges

• My personal creativity, and my ability to 
appreciate natural beauty and good music

• Opportunities to go outdoors and see the sky  
and birds, feel the warmth of the sun,  
and play basketball

• Being able to purchase things from the canteen, 
and get food packages and books

• Heated air during wintertime
• Living in the greatest country in the world
• Having a sense of humor 

What are you grateful for? Count your 
blessings and have an attitude of gratitude.

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS
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A portion of all subscriptions 

and undesignated donations 

is given in college scholarship 

form to family members 

of murdered victims. 

Contribute now so that we 

can maintain free distribution 

of Compassion to all 3,200 

death-row prisoners. See  

form on page 7.

An Appeal  
to the  
Outside  
Community

More Precious than Gold is  
a Mother’s LoveThe road to redemption

Is never straight
And frequently
Obstacles block your way
Opportunities
Are few and far between
Like true friends
On whom you can lean
You will be met
With a barrage of criticism
From passersby
Afflicted with cynicism
Stay the course
Knights of the road
And for an indefinite time
Your stories will be told.

Knights of the Road

Wesley L. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Justin Anderson 
Arkansas Death Row 
Grady, AR 

A Mother’s love is not dependent 
On recognition, nor receiving appreciation 
But totally instead on selfless giving, and 
Through benevolent acts from the heart.

When a Mother’s children suffer  
Life’s trials and tribulations 
She is there to soothe the disappointments 
Calm their fears, but as well 
To restore their hope for another day.

Looking back, we all know 
That a Mother’s love is steadfast and true 
Not because of anything we do, but 
Because of the quiet joy she finds in that 
love’s fortitude.

When life has bruised and wounded us  
A Mother’s love is there to inspire us 
And when we have fallen and failed 

The strength of a Mother’s love is there  
to pull us through.

When all others have forsaken you  
And your friends have deserted you 
A Mother’s love is there to comfort and 
reassure. 
More precious than gold is 
A Mother’s love. 
Her stories are seldom told

Dedicated to my daughter Angie C.,  
mother of 3 beautiful children.
“I love you sweetheart – and those kids could not 
find a more wonderful Mom...Your Dad.”


