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Revel in Today

7  Steps to Harmony

I am presently serving time on Florida’s death 
row. During my short four year tenure here I 
have become aware of an anomaly concern-

ing the perception of time. The irregularity occurs 
between the free-world people and those here 
on the row. This great contrast being that people 
in the free world often have a positive perception 
of the passage of time. While for people on the 
row the passage of time means another deadline 
has come and gone and we grow one step closer 
to what inevitably awaits us. We do look forward 
to visitation and mail call, as these are two rare 
moments when we can remind ourselves we are 
still human beings. Most free-world people are 
spared this foreboding sense of an approaching 
end. The only time they realize the finite existence 
they possess here on this terrestrial sphere is 
when they are faced with their own mortality.  
It is only then that they experience an epiphany 
and begin to understand the value of each 
evanescent moment they are afforded. Here, on 
the row you will find people diligently working on 
legal work, letters to the outside, art work, bible 
study, or some other things. We are all too aware 
of how unsure tomorrow is, for this reason we 
seldom waste today.

In conclusion I would like to share with you, the 
reader, a quote from Friedrich Nietzsche. I often 
have a difficult time finding things to agree with 
when I read his work. But back home in rural 
Alabama, where I grew up we often use a col-
loquialism, ‘even a blind hog finds an acorn every 
now and then.’ I believe Mr. Nietzsche found just 
such an acorn when he wrote, amor fati: that one 
wants nothing to be different – not forward, not 
backward, not in all eternity. I take this to mean 
that we should become so enraptured in today 
that we haven’t time to regret yesterday or hope 
for a better tomorrow, but simply revel in today. 
I implore you to head Nietzsche’s words and 
do not dare hope there will be a morrow, and 
don’t writhe beneath the cumbersome weight of 
yesterday’s missteps. We must learn from these 
mistakes and try to forge a better today. That is, as I 
see it, the great and only hope of mankind. And no 
matter what anyone thinks, as we sit here on death 
row, we are still a part of mankind. Our freedom is 
taken from us but no one can take our humanity. 

1. Train up properly the children

2. Teach by example the youth

3. Encourage with  wisdom-filled advice  
the  adults

4. Communicate and share with  
love-inspired support your spouse

5. Aide and assist with gentle, patient  
hands and mind the elderly

William Morganherring IV 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

6.  Love without prejudice, malice, or  
favoritism all creation

7.  Listen closely to the oft-times sublime 
words of instruction, correction, and 
rebuke from the Creator’s wisdom

Johnny Calhoun 
Florida State Prison 
Raiford, FL



Letters  
to the Editor
Letters to the Editor are welcomed 
from all prisoners (this includes 
non-death row prisoners) and the 
outside community.
In submitting letters, we ask that 
compassionate and introspective 
guidelines apply to your 
communications.
Limit size to 400 words or less. 
Letters may be edited for clarity  
and space considerations.

SEND ALL  
COMMUNICATIONS TO:
COMPASSION OFFICE 
140 W. South Boundary Street 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

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

WEBSITE ADDRESS:
www.compassionondeathrow.net
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PLEASE NOTE: Any opinions 
expressed in this publication are 
those of the individuals writing them 
and not of Compassion or other 
staff members. Anything death row 
prisoners write may jeopardize their 
future appeals. This may limit the 
scope of their expressions.

Editorial:  
Intersecting Destinies

George Wilkerson
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North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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I could still detect the faint chemical smell 
of paint drying on my latest canvas as I 
bowed my head and heart to pray. “Thank 

you, God, for inspiring me to do this piece... but 
now what? Who do you want me to give it to?”

Immediately, God brought my sister Sara to 
mind. Don’t get me wrong, I love my baby sister 
so much it hurts, but I was skeptical. “Lord, 
she’s an atheist!” And she tended to roll her 
eyes anytime someone spoke about religion. 
Oh, I forgot. My hesitancy flowed from the fact 
God also wanted me to enclose a note telling 
her, “God told me to send you this.” Though 
I’m a deeply rooted and established believer, 
it irks me when people treat me like I’m naive, 
or gullible, or crazy because I live by faith. 
However, convinced this was God’s will, I began 
the process of mailing her the painting I’d just 
spent forty or more hours pouring my soul into. 
I even enclosed the note.

It usually takes three days to get a large  
package mailed out. Remember, I’m in prison. 
I’m supposed to be brought a receipt to sign  
off on by day two.

A week goes by, no receipt. I’m tripping.  
I’m angry. I’m worried, envisioning all sorts  
of scenarios. But before reacting, I prayed,  
“God, should I write a grievance? Have the 
Sarge call? What? Show me what to do…”  
God kept telling me to wait, be patient.  
I waited. (Without patience.)

Day nine, I get the receipt. I almost broke  
my pen signing it, but I was relieved the 
painting was on its way. Three weeks later,  
I heard from Sara:

“...I was in a bad place...desperate. I prayed 
to God that if He was real to please give me 
a sign. Next thing you know, I get this piece 
from you, not even an hour later. When I read 
in your letter God told you to send it to me, I 
cried. I have opened my heart to God...”

Being in prison, on Death Row, I’ve questioned 
how and why God could possibly use me.  
I struggle with feelings of worthlessness and 
aimlessness, despite being a sincere,  
repentant Believer; and despite the Bible 
saying God has plans for each of us 
( Eph.1:11-12; Rom.8:28-31). By allowing me to 
receive Sara’s letter, God affirmed to me that 
He uses every member of the Body of Christ  
(1 Cor.12), including me. Including her,  
a newbie.

Sara may think I was the answer to her prayer, 
but really she was the answer to mine.  
God had caused our destinies to intersect at 
a critical juncture which changed the course 
of both our lives for the better. Further, I’m 
reminded I don’t have to understand what 
God’s planning to do – only what He’s telling 
me to do (e.g., Acts 8:26-27). All I’m called to 
do is to Trust and Obey. The results are often 
incalculable, unpredictable, and up to God; 
that way, He gets the glory, not us. 



The Perfect Helper
Writers look down upon a blank sheet of paper, aware that the heart 
is about to be revealed. Thinking on paper, and allowing the reader 
to participate, carries an awesome responsibility. Purpose should be 
established quickly; if only to hold the attention to intention.
The question that might be asked is: Why is this person writing words for 
the public to read? A writer without readers can’t be an influential word 
slinger. The purpose for the effort is to be a witness for Jesus Christ and 
bring Good News to the Bookstores of America.
Let’s get down to business. The introduction is pretty good so far; 
yet a constant effort can be the victim of distraction, if one is not fully 
committed, to the practice of good!
Who is the audience?
Death Row Inmates surely would be blessed as well as misfits,  
criminals, thugs, addicts of every sort, lunatics, the depressed, people 
in recovery, whores, freaks, perverts, Americans of every color and 
compulsive overeaters.
When you feel the urge to overeat, shout out, NO! Train the mind by 
chanting affirmations. Father God, Lord Jesus Christ, Holy Spirit Trinity. 
The Spirit released a spontaneous thought. You need me now. I am a 
good companion. “Know you not, that you are the Temple of God, and 
that the Spirit of God dwells in you? (1 Corinthians 3.16). Holy Spirit with 
Your help, I will fast and pray.
The Perfect Helper, the Holy Ghost really and truly is in our soul and 
helping us. In other words, we are not alone. He is with us, and through 
the strength God gives, by the Power of the Holy Ghost, we can begin to 
exercise willpower, and say with a confident voice, “I will not break the 
fast.” Discipline is learned through fasting and praying.
“You shall receive the Power of the Holy Spirit coming upon you and you 
shall be My witnesses.” (Acts 1:8).
Thank you, discipline, you make me stronger. Food has no power over 
me. I don‘t want to break fast, NO! I will practice self control; I don’t have 
to do it. NO! Do or don’t, will or won’t, the choice is up to me, I’m not 
going to eat compulsively. Depend on good ideas to occupy the mind. 
Choose your finest thoughts. Take care of the mind, keep it pure and 
clean. Practice faith, get results. Resist the urge to compulsively overeat. 
You can do it with effort. I will not break the fast. Hunger is coming to visit. 
Bless the Lord my soul, everything is perfect, the Holy Ghost is here.
Helpful thoughts: Success. Perfection. Confidence. Self-control. 
Determination. Holiness. Achievement. Abstinence. Jesus loves 
happiness. Praise the Lord, I am abstinent.
To be continued...
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Letters to the Editor:
Some of the Greatest Minds are In Prison
Prison is a place where you can find a scholar of any kind. The system 
can lock up a person’s body, but it can’t incarcerate a person’s mind. The 
mind can accomplish what it wills; it’s stronger than concrete, razor wire, 
and steel. Spending my future incarcerated is something I hate, but my 
mother always told me, “It’s never too late,” : Through self- rehabilitation, 
a criminal can turn himself into a citizen. We may have lost in the 
courtroom, yet we can win at becoming better men.
I am not a model prisoner because prison does not model me. From 
the beginning I was determined to be the best I could be. I was given a 
prison number, labeled as a stereotype, and I walk the yard daily – but I 
don’t believe the hype. I was born to be more than just another statistic, 
so I had to look at my life in a way that was realistic. I couldn’t let all the 
talents I have go to waste; therefore, I had to organize my unprofessional 
talent with haste. I started reading – hundreds of books, I read – 
because history and experience taught me that all the men in prison 
are not crooks. Some are politicians, psychologists, accountants, and 
professionals of every kind. The world has locked up some of its greatest 
minds. They may have committed crimes that landed them behind bars, 
and through the pain of their mistakes they have to heal many scars. They 
went to prison as their problem but now they have a solution, changed 
men who want to cleanse the world of their past pollution.
The smartest people do some of the dumbest things – that’s how some 
of the greatest minds end up living on prison wings. Their entrepreneurial 
spirit was misguided in a criminal enterprise. In the end they lost their 
fortune and freedom to a prison disguise. Now it’s time to turn things 
around for the better; the truth of this rhyme is spelled out in each and 
every letter!
I write this as I sit in prison, but I am no ordinary man, because God has 
blessed me with the gift to write, and a faith-based plan, so with my 
talent I want to author many books of every kind. I am a prisoner, but I 
have a great mind. I succeeded against the odds to claim the greatness I 
possess. Now the greatness in me refuses to settle for less. It doesn’t stop 
with the pen and the books I’ll one day write, because I also study to be 
a paralegal at night. I want to found a nonprofit organization for troubled 
teens headed down my path – to intercept them – for I know they can 
be successful entrepreneurs if they don’t limit themselves to street math. 
And it doesn’t stop there, because there’s no limit to the goals I’ll pursue. 
So many men in prison are doing the same things I’m trying to do: It is 
from the lowest depths the greatest men have risen. Some of the world’s 
greatest minds are in prison.

Charles Henry Diller
Assistant Editor of Outside Communication
Dallas State Correctional Institution
Dallas, PA 

Darrell Sharpe 
Massachusetts Correctional Institute 
Norfolk, MA



Gary Gauger

Gary Gauger was recently interviewed for Compassion newsletter. He was sent to death row in Illinois for the 
1993 murder of his elderly parents Ruth and Morris Gauger. Thanks to the hard work of those who believed in his 
innocence, he was ultimately released and exonerated and two other men were arrested for the crime.

Gary feels that police perjured themselves in his case which resulted in his conviction. As such he is convinced there 
are those on death row that were falsely convicted. He refers to the case of Jon Burge, former Chicago Police detective, 
who was convicted and sentenced to prison for torturing more than 200 criminal suspects into making confessions 
between 1972 and 1991.

Gary said, “Since my arrest and wrongful conviction for the death of my parents, I’ve given the death penalty 
considerable thought. Death for death is an escalation and continuation of society’s murderous domination of 
the weak and disenfranchised. If we desire to transcend our murderous past and grow as enlightened and loving 
beings that we have the potential to be, we must demonstrate forgiveness and compassion to all our members, and 
recognize that we are all fundamentally one.”

Gary knows that it is difficult to get reversals in verdicts since “Prosecutors jealously guard their convictions”. Even so 
he feels Compassion readers on death row should stay positive and “know that people care and keep plugging away.” 

For more information visit www.JourneyofHope.org 

We are  
Fundamentally One
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A Baby’s Hug!
W e were the only family with children in 

the restaurant. I sat Erik in a highchair 
and noticed everyone was quietly sitting 

and talking. Suddenly, Erik squealed with glee and 
said, “Hi!” He pounded his fat baby hands on the 
high chair tray. His eyes were crinkled in laughter 
and his mouth was bared in a toothless grin as he 
wriggled and giggled with merriment.
I looked around and saw the source of his merri-
ment. It was a man whose pants were baggy, with 
a zipper at half-mast, and his toes poked out of 
would be shoes. His shirt was dirty and his hair 
was uncombed and unwashed. His whiskers were 
too short to be called a beard and his nose was so 
varicose! It looked like a road map. We were too far 
from him to smell, but I was sure he smelled.
His hands waved and flopped on loose wrists.  
“Hi there baby. Hi there big boy. I see ya, buster,” 
the man said to Erik. My husband and I exchanged 
looks, “What do we do?” Erik continued to laugh 
and answer,”HI!” Everyone in the restaurant noticed 
and looked at us and then at the man. The old gee-
zer was creating a nuisance with my beautiful baby.
Our meal came and the old man began shouting 
from across the room, “Do ya patty cake? Do you 
know peek-a-boo? Hey, look he knows peek-a-
boo”. Nobody thought the old man was cute. He 
was obviously drunk. My husband and I were 

embarrassed . We ate in silence; all except for Erik, 
who was running through his repertoire for the 
admiring skid row bum, who in turn, reciprocated 
with his cute comments. 
We finally got through the meal and headed for 
the door. My husband went to pay the check and 
told me to meet him in the parking lot. The old 
man sat poised between me and the door. “Lord, 
just let me out of here before he speaks to me 
or Erik,” I prayed. As I drew closer to the man, I 
turned my back, trying to sidestep him and avoid 
any air he might be breathing. As I did, Erik leaned 
over my arm, reaching with both arms in a baby’s 
“pick-me-up” position. Before I could stop him, 
Erik had propelled himself from my arms to the 
man’s. Suddenly a very old smelly man and a very 
young baby consummated their love and kinship. 
Erik in an act of total trust, love, ad submission laid 
his tiny head upon the man’s ragged shoulder. The 
man’s eyes closed, and I saw tears hover beneath 
his lashes. His aged hands, full of grime, pain, and 
hard labor, cradled my baby’s bottom and stroked 
his back. No two beings have ever loved so deeply 
for so short a time! 
I stood awestruck. The old man rocked and cradled 
Erik in his arms, and his eyes opened and set 
squarely on mine. He said in a firm, commanding 
voice, “You take care of this baby.” Somehow I man-

aged, “I will,” from a throat that contained a stone. 
He pried Erik from his chest, lovingly and longingly, 
as though he were in pain. I received my baby, 
and the man said, “God bless you, ma’am, you’ve 
given me my Christmas gift!” I said nothing more 
than a muttered, “thanks.” With Erik in my arms, 
I ran for the car. My husband was wondering why 
I was crying and holding Eric so tightly, and why I 
was saying, “my God, my God, forgive me.” I had 
just witnessed Christ’s love shown through the in-
nocence of a tiny child, who saw no sin, who made 
no judgment, a child who saw a soul, and a mother 
who saw a suit of clothes. I was a Christian who 
was blind, holding a child who was not. I felt it was 
God asking, “Are you willing to share your son for a 
moment?” While He shared His for all eternity! The 
ragged old man, unwittingly, had reminded me, 
“To enter the kingdom of God, we must become as 
little children.” So in everything, do to others what 
you would have them do to you for this sums up 
the Law and the Prophets.” Matthew 7:12.

Author Unknown
Received from: John Scott Bagett
Submitted by: Stephen M. Buckner
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC



Untitled

We are in Need of Prisoner Drawings and Paintings
All proceeds from artwork and a portion from all donations are given in college scholarship 
form to family members of murder victims. Please see page 2 for address to send artwork.
To obtain a scholarship application, visit our website, email, or phone us using the 
information on page 2.

9” x 12” Colored Pencil

$50.00 includes postage and handling

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

By Anthony LaMarca 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL 

Death Row Prisoners Donate Art
F O R  S C H O L A R S H I P S
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A man who knows nothing, a woman 
who knows everything,

A society who believes the opposite,

A man who fathers time, a mother who 
births nature,

A society conceived on an apocalypse.

A woman of study, a man of experience,

I am a society at war,

With man with woman, with difference 
with us,

I am of our one at core.

A man of society, a woman’s child,

Stripped down to find from lost  
what’s left,

The closest thing society must accept,

“I,” a true reflection of our self.

 Of Our SelfThe Past is Over – Leave it Behind
T he other day I was listening to all the negativity 

that passes for communication in the cell house. 
Cell door warriors name-calling, shouting threats 

back and forth, accusations of past wrongs, the noise 
and pandemonium never seems to stop. Normally 
I just tune out this stupid hostility because it serves 
no useful purpose and frankly, I don’t have time for 
anything that’s not positive.
We have all been hurt by someone in the past. To deal 
with it we build up defenses to protect ourselves from 
being hurt again in the future. Being fearful of the past 
causes a fearful future, and then the past and future 
become one. We cannot love when we feel fear. We 
cannot love when we feel guilt. But, when we release 
the fear of the past and forgive everyone, we can 
experience a total rebirth and oneness with all. 
For some reason we seem to consider it “natural” to 
use our past hurtful experiences as reference points 
from which to judge each other and the present. 
The result is we begin seeing the present through 
distorted, dark colored glasses. The negativity 
becomes constant.
Familiarity may not always breed contempt, but it is 
likely to dull our perceptions of those with whom we 
have close relationships. If we are to see our family, 
friends, or other prisoners as they truly are, we must 
see them in the now, by recognizing their past and our 
own have no validity in the present.
To begin this process we must look without 
condemnation on the present. Doing this will allow 
us to totally release others and ourselves from all 

the errors of the past. Then we are free to breathe 
in freedom and experience the miracle of love by 
sharing the mutual release. It allows for healing where 
love and caring is ever present, here and now. It is our 
investment in wanting to control, predict and protect 
that keeps us attached to the painful and negative 
experience of the past. Anger, fear and guilt, which 
are allied and which our minds make up, stimulate us 
to believe in this continuity of time.
If we feel someone rejected us, criticized us or 
was unfair to us in the past, we see that person as 
attacking us. This reinforces our fear and we attempt 
to attack back. Releasing the past means not blaming 
anyone, including ourselves. It means holding no 
grievances and totally accepting everyone, making no 
exceptions. It means a willingness to see only the light 
in others, and not their lamp shade!
Anger, fear, guilt and love, cannot co-exist. If we keep 
reliving the past in the future we become a slave to 
time. By forgiving and letting go of the past, we free 
ourselves of the painful burdens we have carried into 
the present. Now is the time to claim the opportunity 
for freedom in the present without past distortions. 
The past is over – leave it behind.

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Cortne Robinson 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX

He Has Entered
As I sit here - thinking of the past,
My hurt turned to stone,
 my wings - made of glass
I crossed the line
 and rode with Cain.
I f’ed up, and loved the pain,
 I cursed God 
and felt no remorse.
 They call me a Monster,
a walking corpse:
 my hurt, full of scars;
my laughter, made of metal bars.
 Just like a book,
it’s time for the next chapter-
 Death is knocking...
Death has entered!

Antonio Serna 
New Mexico Death Row 
Clayton, NM
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Weeping May Endure For The Night  
But Joy Comes In The Morning 

(Psalms 30:5)
Be on the watch – for those who show you love 

Try and reciprocate their love,  
and pass love on to others.

Be on the watch – for those who want to  
hate you. 
Don’t repay evil for evil, but instead  
show them love too.

Be on the watch – for chances to do good in  
this world. 
People generally want to feel useful,  
and will follow your lead.

Be on the watch – for moments best suited  
for doing nothing. 
Rest and relaxation are vital  
for recharging your battery.

Be on the watch – like Mickey Mouse. 
Make time for fun when your work is done.

Be on the watch – like Timex. 
Take a lickin’ and keep on tickin’.

Be on the watch – like Mick Jagger sang. 
“Time is on my side. Yes it is.” 
 Yet, “time waits for no one.”

Be on the watch – for watches smarter  
than you. 
Apples belong in your mouth  
not on your wrist.

Be on the watch – and act accordingly  
for each light you see. 
Green – go. Yellow – yield. Red – stop.  
Blue – shop. Strobe – dance!

Be on the watch - for those with deals, a 
nd those who steal. 
They may be one and the same.  
Buyer beware!

Be on the watch – for all that you take in a 
nd partake of. 
Food, Entertainment, Religion, and 
Relationships have the potential to poison

Be on the watch - that you take advantage of, 
but don’t take for granted. 
Never feel you are entitled,  
and treat all blessings as such.

Be on the watch – that you live  
each day as though your last;  
a legacy  in mind 

You can beat death in life, sometimes.

Be On The Watch

Virginia Caudill 
Kentucky Death Row

It is impossible to explain the 
excruciating pain, despair and life 
shattering devastation that left me 

laying face down, soul wrenching on the 
cold concrete Kansas City jail cell floor. 
The crushing weight of my selfish drug 
addiction and ruined life that left so many 
other lives utterly destroyed in its wake 
was unbearable and paralyzing.

My agonizing prayer, “Please, Lord, please 
just let me die, please just let me die!” was 
silently voiced between the soul-wrenching 
convulsions where my tears continued to 
flow on that cold concrete floor. The pain, 
sorrow and dread was incomprehensible, 
unimaginable and ineffable, yet a small 
inner voice repeatedly told me, “I love you. 
I will not abandon you.”

Though weeping may endure for a 
night, it is a transient house guest,  

but joy comes in the morning.”  
(Psalms 30:5)

The Lord heard my tears, did not leave 
in spite of my sins, nor did He forsake 
me. Seven years later, sitting on Federal 
Death Row, I know that out of the most 
heartbreaking sorrow and tribulations can 
arise new understanding and strength. 
The unbearable transgressions that left me 

paralyzed and pleading to die on that cold and 
lonely concrete floor have been forgiven. God’s 
marvelous grace is greater than ‘any and all 
sins,’ contrary to what I felt in my heart.

“For by grace you have been saved  
through faith and that not of yourself,  

it is a gift of God.” 
(Ephesians 2:8)

Thank You for that precious gift, for without  
it I would certainly already be dead  
from my transgressions.

There is o easy path for deliverance from our 
sinful selves, from our terrible addictions or 
from life’s hard struggles. My prayer every 
morning is short but strong. It is: “Through Your 
strength, not of my own, do I face this day.”

When I fall down, He helps me back up, as 
I would never have risen from that cold and 
lonely concrete floor without His love and mercy. 
Knowing Jesus has changed my life, taking away 
the old and bringing in the new. I know He will 
also do the same for anyone who calls upon His 
name, no matter the circumstances.

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

©2016 John Robinson



COMPASSION DONATION | PARTICIPATION FORM
A portion of your donation will be given  
in college scholarships to family members 
of murdered victims.
q  Benefactor – $10,000
q  Lead Donor – $5,000
q  Gold Donor – $2,500
q  Silver Donor – $1,000
q  Bronze Donor – $500
q  Patron – $100.00 To $499.00
q  Subscriber – $50.00
q  Prisoners Not On Death Row – $25.00
q  Other

Enclosed is $  for the donation/subscription checked on the left.

q  Please keep my gift anonymous.

Name

Organization

Address 

City State Zip

Day Phone Evening Phone

Please send tax deductible contribution to:  
St. Rose Peace & Justice / Compassion 
140 W. South Boundary St., Perrysburg, OH 43551

Thank you to our donors who are making this publication possible.

NO DONATION 
IS TOO SMALL

Compassion is sent free to all 3,000 death-row prisoners.  
Your donation in any amount will help us to continue this outreach. 

Also, Thank You to Our Subscribers and Other Donors.

1. Write about an experience that impacted you.

2. It doesn’t have to be religious. Here are some themes: 
anger, apathy, beauty, betrayal, boredom, change, 
complacency, courage, fear, friendship, growing older, 
jealousy, pride, purpose, vices, and wisdom.

3. Use sensory details – the smell, who said what, its 
color, how cold it felt. Sensory details connect your 
experience to your readers.

7 Suggestions and Guidelines
4. There’s no need to use big words when a simpler  

one suffices: leave your ego at the door with your 
case: this isn’t the place for either one.

5. Look for ways to unify; help; and solve problems.

6. Be authentic. Be yourself. No one’s perfect.

7. Try to limit it to 400 words or less, and if possible 
enclose a photo of yourself.

Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
Catholic Diocese Jefferson City, MO
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Life’s Greatest Strengths:
Optimism:  forgivng others of mistakes, 
and self as well; buoyance and tenacity  
of spirit   

Life’s Greatest Powers:
Love, empathy, compassion, helping 
others and Continuing education

Life’s Greatest Weaknesses:
Ignorance, selfishness, greed, anger and  
an Unforgiving heart – holding grudges

Life’s Greatest Certainties:
Impermanence, aging, suffering  
and death

Life’s Greatest Teachers:
Adversity, challenges, failures,  
and injustices –Achieving goals  
despite set backs

Life’s Greatest Dangers:
Always wanting more, “me –  
me syndrome”, apathy and chronic 
ingratitude

Life’s Greatest Enemies:
Pessimism, ego, self, pride and lack  
of compassion and empathy for others  
and self

Life’s Greatest Forces:
Impermanence; lack of control over 
uncontrollable events; aging

Life’s  Greatest Challenges:
Accepting others as they are;  
Recognizing conditioned Behaviors 
underlying anger, prejudices  
and perceptions

Life’s Greatest Goals:
Finding meaningful ways to alleviate 
suffering in self and others; to diminish  
its toxic effects; and maintaining  
a loving relationship with children and 
family under adverse circumstances  

Character Assessment  
& Inventory List

Humans Abounding In Contradictions

I t doesn’t interest me what you do for a living.  
I want to know what you ache for, and if you 
dare to dream of meeting your heart’s longing.  

It doesn’t interest me how old you are. I want to 
know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for 
your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.
It doesn’t interest me what planets are squaring your 
moon… I want to know if you have touched the cen-
ter of your own sorrow, if you have been opened to 
life’s betrayals or have become shriveled and closed 
from the fear of further pain! I want to know if you 
can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving 
to hide it, or face it or fix it. I want to know if you 
can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance 
with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips 
of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be 
careful, be realistic, or to remember the limitations 
of being human. 
It doesn’t interest me if the story you are telling me 
is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another 
to be true to yourself, if you can bear the accusation 
of betrayal and not betray your own soul. I want to 
know if you can be faithful and therefore be trust-
worthy. I want to know if you can see beauty even 

The Invitation
when it is not pretty every day, and if you source 
your life from its presence. I want to know if you 
can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand 
on the edge of the lake and shout to the silver of the 
full moon, ‘YES’.
It doesn’t interest me to know where you live or 
how much money you have. I want to know if you 
can get up after the night of grief and despair, 
weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs 
to be done for the children.
 It doesn’t interest me who you know or how you 
came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in 
the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.
 It doesn’t interest me where, or what, or with whom 
you have studied. I want to know what sustains you 
from the inside when all else falls away. I want to 
know if you can be alone with yourself and if you truly 
like the company you keep in empty moments.

Wesley Purkey  
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute,  IN

By Oriah
Submitted by: Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA


