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PRAYING

ARISE

P raying has always been an integral and para-
mount part of my life since I could remember.  
I was born into a devoted Catholic family. There 

are nine of us children – need I say more? Because of 
the brokenheartedness and unconditional love, with the 
blessings and understanding of my biological parents, 
I was adopted by a family that couldn’t bear children of 
their own. I went from being the fourth child of nine, to 
an only child, the apple of my adoptive parents’ eyes,  
and the answer to their heartfelt prayers.
Praying in my new home was different. There weren’t the 
monotonous familiar litanies and ritualistic-type chants 
that everyone seemed to know by memory. There was 
a free-spirited excitement of this new form of praise. 
And in my new parents’ search to find that acceptable 
and perfect “belief,” I got the grand tour of all the town’s 
local religious establishments. Seventh-day Adventist, 
Church of the Nazarene, Southern Baptist, The Sacred 
Heart, Pentecostal, Bible Missionary, even a few Holy 
Roller and tent revivals that were amazing and deeply 
inspirational for me. There were also those memorable 
Sunday meetings at Grandma’s house where the 
enormous, eclectic family gathered each week and spent 
the day worshipping the Lord in song and prayer, eating 
and enjoying quality family time. There was something 
hypnotic about seeing my uncles waving their arms 

skyward, talking in tongues, and dancing the jig that 
was immensely intriguing, yet incomprehensible to me. 
It was said that the Holy Spirit and prayer were present 
and currently at work. I loved the environment and 
electric atmosphere. There was a powerful  
sense of companionship and love in whatever 
fellowship that existed.
Yet, in spite of it all, praying – that personal and direct 
line to a Higher Power, the Almighty, and the King 
of Kings – has always perplexed me. I was taught to 
pray – “Ask and it shall be given to you. Seek and ye 
shall find.” But I’ve searched my entire past and now 
wonder if all my praying was in vain. What exactly was 
“given” to me? What was it that I was supposed to 
“find”? All the beseeching, the begging, the pleading, 
the entreaties somehow vanished into the cosmic 
void, only to evaporate into the eternal ether...never to 
be responded to. In this vast and unfathomable and 
boundless universe where God has preordained every 
miniscule and mundane event, what is the purpose 
of praying when mere coincidence has better odds of 
swaying the outcome in our favor? Is too much time 
and effort wasted on praying for the wrong reasons? 
Does praying somehow ameliorate those unexpected 
tragedies or devastating events? Does it elevate our 

Daniel Gwynn 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

Arise young prince, become inspired.
Take hold of the reins, learn to aspire.
Steer your people towards the future we create.
A future we shall sustain through unity not hate.
We’ve been suppressed for far too long.
The pain, the woes, the same old songs.
Shouting, “We shall overcome!  
     We shall overcome!”
But we can’t overcome if we continue to kill       
     each other

With words of hate or a gun.
Use your minds to elevate and strive to  
     become one.
Arise young prince and lead us towards the  
     rising sun.

Continued on page 2



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:  The Noisy  Blanket

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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Upon entering prison ten years ago, I 
was immediately assaulted by the clang 
and clamor endlessly reverberating off 

concrete, steel, and Plexiglas: Men chatted loudly 
to make their voices audible; cards and dominoes 
slapped stainless steel tables; the P.A. system 
blared staticky requests; pneumatic saly-port 
doors hiss-banged open and shut; and, like a 
vacuum stuck on, industrial-building-sized central 
air whooshed. “How will I ever get used to such 
noise pollution?” I wondered.
My answer came years later in the hands of a 
hurricane. We were locked in our cells for count 
when it happened – when the power winked out. 
As the central air died down, utter quiet rose in 
the blackness. I felt like I gained a superpower. I 
heard guys breathing in other cells, their personal 
air crawling between the cracks around heavy 
iron doors. I heard the tinny music chirping out 
of someone’s ear buds. I heard blood thrumming 
through my body.
My earplugs had never silenced prison like 
this. I realized how reliant I had become on 
the incessant racket. Privacy in prison is a rare 
commodity, and sounds betray a lot about us, 
our functions, our actions. The noise had come 
to serve as a sort of privacy curtain blocking my 
cell’s doorway, a cloak masking my movements, 
an invisible hand shielding my mouth when I told 
a friend a secret. 

And something else.
The sounds had established a rhythmic baseline, 
like the heartbeat of prison life. In a way, being 
so ever-present and familiar these ten years, the 
noise comforted my innate need for stability. 
Its sudden unexpected absence terrified me 
on an intestinal level, as if the natural order of 
the universe had just been violated. For fifteen 
seconds I laid there fighting panic. What if it 
never comes back on? 
I heard someone mutter, “ohhhh shiii…!” 
mirroring my sentiments exactly. 
Then the power flickered on, the air cranked 
backup, and life sputtered back to normal. When 
the cell doors hiss-banged open, men poked 
their heads out, furtive and cautious. We glanced 
at each other and laughed uneasily, trying to 
shrug off our discomfited feelings…but I could tell 
I wasn’t the only one who felt the fear of being 
enveloped by darkness, alone, with only the 
primitive sounds of breath and blood and soft 
bodies echoing through space that’s wrapped in 
Plexiglas, steel, and cold concrete.

lows or rectify our wrongdoings? Or is it a simple 
exercise to give the seeker a boost of waning  
self-confidence or a modicum of peace of  
mind in troubling times, no matter how fleeting 
and ephemeral?
I believe I am all prayed out and have used up all 
my credit with the Great Creator. Whoever it is at 
the other end of “my” direct line does not pick up 
the receiver. It’s time for me to hang up the phone 
and find a different line of communication. If you 
truly believe one hundred percent in this enigmatic 
and mystical power of prayer, I ask that you please 
do some praying for me. 

In Ephesians 1:15-19, the Apostle Paul speaks of prayer, 
praying that the God of our Lord may give us wisdom 
and revelation in the knowledge of Him; the eyes of 
understanding being enlightened; that we may know 
what is the hope of His calling; what are the riches of 
the glory of His inheritance in the saints; and what is 
the exceeding greatness of His power toward us who 
believe.” So I ponder profoundly: What more can we 
ask for? What more could we possibly need?”

Ramon Rogers 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Continued from cover...
PRAYING
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Letters to the Editor:

…the gift of salvation
No use getting excited about a matter that you have no control 
over. Stop it, drop it, and let it go. You are aware that only good 
will follow. The Holy Spirit guides your steps. Truth demands your 
attention, fly to the Word of God. Jesus said, “Turn away from 
your sin, because, the Kingdom of God is near.” Why would God 
say such a thing? He would have us watching for only goodness 
since His Kingdom is not infested with the evil in our hearts.
We focus on good, and by the effort, evil is transcended. Our 
journey with the Holy Spirit continues. Never can you see His 
Kingdom, while your heart is fixed on: guilt, shame, worry, sin or 
conflict, confusion and doubt. 
Turn away; stop looking at evil movies playing in the theater of 
the mind. Resist them, bring mistakes to the Lord Jesus, and 
don’t allow them to grow bigger and fester. When you know 
where you’re going, stay on the road that takes you to your 
destination. Don’t go backward, to the left, or to the right. Get on 
the goodness highway. “Everything works together for the good 
for those who love God, and are called according to His Purpose.” 
Watch the thoughts aiming at your heart. Ask often. What am I 
thinking? Another Scripture says, “Watch and pray.” In the Name 
of Jesus, good God, good God, good God, good God, good.
“Turn away from your sin; the Kingdom of God is near.”
Pray one word, good, repeat it, good: again, good and again 
good, don’t stop, good, Good God Good, Good, Good, good, put 
good into your heart by repeating the prayer word.
Hail Mary, full of grace; good! Praise God thank you Jesus; 
good God Good, very good. Good! Thinking positive about the 
negative; overcome evil with good. Father God, Lord Jesus Christ 
good. God is with me; I am praying goodness, Lord.
Love is about to bless the mind; good. Start out with good words: 
hope, trust, discipline, faith, peace. What are you thanking God 
for? Gift of goodness, Gift of life, Gift of heaven, Gift of Jesus, Gift 
of forgiveness, the Gift of salvation, the Gift of sobriety, the Gift of 
recovery, Gift of time to seek the Lord, the Gift of praise to honor 
and worship, the Gift of poetry to bless the eyes, the Spirit of God 
to conquer sin, the Gift of now to replace the past. The Gift of 
truth to heal the sick.
To Be Continued

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

Reading Your Stories
I just wanted to drop you guys a line – let you know I really 
appreciate the pamphlet. I’ve been reading it more than  
five years now. 
When I used to hear the words “Death Row” I would think of the 
hopeless, thoughtless, people unable to care, people who just 
can’t be helped. I’m in prison – so I can only imagine what these 
words portray to the free world. Reading your stories and seeing 
some of the faces from death row, I can visualize so much more.
I wrote a short story in your pamphlet years ago. I’ve been in more 
than 35 years now, since I was 17. Although I didn’t commit the 
murder itself in my crime, I could have ended up on death row 
myself. I know how some of you are feeling and I understand.
I want you guys to know this pamphlet is good and because of 
it, many understand that we are human. I will be going back to 
court real soon, to be resentenced. Hopefully I will get immediate 
release under new juvenile law. 
You guys say a little prayer and always know: someone reading 
your letter/stories understands. And remember without this 
pamphlet, the negative is all they have to go on.

May the sun rise in front of you,
may the rain fall behind you,
and the wind follow beside you,
may the angels guard your travels 
for they know the road ahead of you.
Keep you safe
through swirling turns and rolling hills,
let the eagles guide you,
to the mountain tops.
Let the moonlight guide your way,
through the nights,
let the air of spring
breathe life into your soul,
to journey to another life’s adventure
out on the wide open road.

Travel Mile

Robert Howard 
South Bay Correctional Facility 
South Bay, FL

George Lopez 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, Pa  
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Doubling Down and Staying the Course

People say that one person cannot make 
substantial changes in the world by 
themselves and yet I firmly believe that 

even though one person cannot do everything 
by themselves they can do something rather 
than nothing. Doubling down and staying 
the course in the face of adversity and/or 
challenges faced in bringing about change 
generally reaps huge dividends in the long run. 
I whole-heartedly believe that what exists is 
changeable, and what is not changeable does 
not exist. Which means to me that quitting is 
not a viable option when facing challenges in 
seeking redress for protracted and chronic 
abuses in life, and/or cultivating dreams and 
goals in life. Hard work and deep resolve 
spotlights a person’s True character; some 
people find the temerity and tenacity to roll 
up their sleeves and get busy with the task at 
hand no matter the steepness of the challenges 
being faced, and yet others merely turn up 
their noses showing utter complaisance to 
such challenges being confronted, and yet 
others merely turn up their noses showing 
utter complaisance to such challenges being 
confronted, and yet others do not show up at 
all. The latter two categories of individuals are 
part of the problem, not the solution.

Our ideas are powerful, as is our imaginations 
which are literally the workshop where 
change is forged and fashioned. Thomas 
Edison imagined the light bulb and the 
Wright Brothers the Airplane. It was this same 
imagination and opulent spirit of fortitude that 
spotlighted Alexander Graham Bell designing 
the telephone and the two Harvard roommates 
creating Facebook. Overcoming challenges, 
doubling down and staying the course is what 
Beethoven, Mozart, and Franz each did in 
creating some of the most beautiful works of 
art in the music world despite each suffering 
severe hearing defects. Showing such deep 
resolve Helen Keller, who was both deaf and 
blind overcame these unimaginable defects 
learning to both read and write – inspiring 
millions in the challenges she took on daily 
throughout her life. Contrary to the naysayers, 
cynics and backseat drivers who speciously 
claim that one person cannot possibly make 
changes in this world nothing could be further 
from the truth. Albert Einstein brought the 
mentality of change to bear when he said, 
“There are two ways to live your life. One is  
as the though nothing is a miracle. The other  
is as though everything is a miracle.”  
The naysayers and cynics will never be able to 
comprehend the depth of what Einstein said 

because their lives are being superficially  
lived without ever knowing the gratification  
of doubling down and staying the course 
despite hardships, challenges and adversity. 
Such depth of character is beyond their  
meager comprehension.
What dreams do you wake up with? What ideas 
permeate your every minute of the day? Where 
do your passions lie, what would you like to see 
changed, improved and/or alleviated? Whether 
a person resides behind penitentiary walls or 
not, they have the ability to bring about change 
in their lives to affect themselves, and others as 
well. Ralph Waldo Emerson said that, “To know 
even one life has breathed easier because you 
have lived. This is to have been a success.” 
Doubling down and staying the course 
demonstrates acute substance of character and 
creates miracles of wonder in anyone’s life no 
matter mistakes of their past or what side of 
the penitentiary wall they may reside. Roll up 
your sleeves and get busy making positive and 
creative changes in your life today!

Sunny Jacobs

Sunny Jacobs spent seventeen years in prison in Florida, including five on Death Row, 
for murders she did not commit. When she was released in 1992, it was too late for 
her husband, Jesse Tafero, who was executed for the same crimes in 1990 – before his 
innocence could be proven. Now a certified yoga instructor, Sunny credits Yoga for her 
survival and her sanity during her many years of incarceration. She presents workshops 
across the country on “Survival Yoga” where she shares the techniques she used to turn 
her solitary confinement cell into a “sanctuary”. She also speaks regularly against the 
death penalty and works with young people to promote non-violent conflict resolution.  

For more information visit www.JourneyofHope.org 

Too Late For  
Her Husband

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN



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.

8.5” x 11” Graphite  
on light card stock
$50.00 includes postage  
and handling

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

By John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS 

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

5

Going Native

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, Pa

Friends
Friends are friends, no matter what,
Though life gets hard & puts us in a rut…
Our fortitude gets thrashed,  
     our confidence made humble,
While problems escalate, and  
     relationships crumble. 
But friends are true, fierce, & loyal,
Helping each other thru dilemmas is  
     how they toil.
By grief & pain, sadness & rain, lightening,  
     hail, & thunder, 
We must be strong, as time moves on,       
     never growing asunder. 
I will cherish your friendship; it’s more  
     like a kinship,
You’re closer than my family tree,
Your emotions are genuine, your  
     thoughts sanguine,  
And that’s what makes you special to me.
At times you may fret, b/c we disconnect, 
     while months & years
Roll by…
But you have my promise; absence has 
     made my heart grow fonder, 
So wipe those tears from your eyes.
Love can bend; passions can end, while  
     fickle relationships flake,
But scars can mend, so I won’t pretend, 
     you’re like my saving grace.
I hope you don’t change the depth & range
You put into our bond…
Because I can’t submit, nor will I quit,
Feeling like you were always the one.
I won’t change, nor re-arrange, this 
     affection I have for you,
Though it seems strange, this  
     chemistry thing,
Is what binds our friendship together  
     like glue.

T here’s a phrase used in anthropology 
called “going native.” It refers to when the 
anthropologist loses himself or herself 

in the culture and/or identity of the people 
they are studying. Anyone who has been away 
from their culture, family, community, etc. for 
an extended length of time is at risk of “going 
native.” This occurs among those absorbed into 
a cult or even find themselves in prison. 
Before we came to prison there was a “you”, 
your major, core personality/identity. A lot of us 
lost that once incarcerated. You are no longer 
the “father”, “husband”, provider”, etc. That 
gap gets filled in with something, as “nature 
abhors a void.” Some fill that with being the 
“legal eagle”, or with faith, but others take on 
the new identity of “prisoner.” They accept and 
assimilate the prison culture and philosophy, 

lifestyle and attitude. They essentially lose 
themselves and become their environment.
However, all is not lost. No doubt, it’s difficult 
to hold onto your core personality. Every day 
is a challenge, and temptation is everywhere. 
Compromise is easy and peer pressure 
abundant. Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote:  
“Have the courage to be in public who you  
are in private.” Those of us in solitary 
confinement have plenty of opportunity to 
“find” ourselves. God made us one of a kind, 
not one of many. You were created unique; 
don’t go out a cheap copy.

Marcus Robinson 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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u African American
u Book Programs
u Death Penalty Abolition
u Education Programs
u Healthcare/Medical
u Innocence Projects
u Newsletters and  

Publications
u Native American
u Paralegal Courses

Magnified 
Misery

Can Heaven’s eternity be  
     enough to securely
Rescue me
From the hell in my mind,  
     the demons and
The trickery
I	find	myself	talking	back	to	 
     the voices that 
Speak to me
Hoping the conversation  
     doesn’t result in my
Acting deviously
So weary, barely enough  
     strength to open
Eyes to see
So leery, on the brink of  
     paranoia and 
Losing sanity
Just need a moment of 
peace,  
     the sweet 
Taste of victory
Consolation	in	this	fight	
against  
     all that is
Affecting	me
Higher power please step in  
     if you’re
Hearing me
Guide me to triumph over  
     my feelings of 
Magnified	misery

If you woke up this morning with more health 
than illness, you are more blessed than the 
million who will not survive this week.

If you can read this message, you just received 
a double blessing in that you are more blessed 
than the over 2 billion people in this world who 
cannot read. 
Last Word: Be happy with what you have while 
you are working for what you want!!
Thoughts… 
It requires very little ability to find fault. That is 
why there are so many critics. 
You must be the change you wish to see in this 
world. 
The successful never stop 
The strong never give up 
The failures never start.
Circumstances are beyond our control but our 
conduct is in our power.
A friend is the most precious of possessions.
Quality is of more value than quantity.
The voice of experience keeps its mouth shut.
What we can easily see is only a small 
percentage of what is possible. Imagination is 
having the vision to see what is just below the 
surface; to picture that which is essential, but 
invisible to the eye.
Is it possible for a person to own too much? If 
a man has one watch, he knows what time it is. 
But if he has two watches can he ever be sure?
One must not lose desires. They are mighty 
stimulants to creativeness, to love, and to  
long life.

Something to Ponder About
All of us invent ourselves. Some of us just have 
more imagination than others. A sobering 
thought…What if, right at this very moment,  
I am living up to my full potential?
Your living is determined not so much by what 
life brings to you, as by the attitude you bring 
to life; not so much by what happens to you as 
by the way your mind looks at what happens. 
(by: Kahill Gibran)
Don’t count the day done until you’ve made 
the day count.
Every time you feel the need to blame 
someone for a painful experience, but you 
choose consciously not to act on that need,  
you take a step toward love.
Your present circumstances don’t determine 
where you can go; they merely determine 
where you start.
Talk about your blessings more that you talk 
about your problems...
Stay away from negative people. They have a 
problem for every solution.
One positive thought today can show me the 
vision of all the possibilities of tomorrow.
Never doubt in the darkness what God has 
given us in the light.
Gratitude helps us to see what is there instead 
of what isn’t.

The Coalition for Prisoners’ Rights offers Resource lists on the following topics:

u Pen Pals
u Religion/ Spirituality
u Substance Abuse
u Veterans & Military
u Voting Rights
u For Women in Prison
u Wrongful Convictions 
u General Prisoner  

Resource list

These lists include names, addresses, 
and where possible, a short explanation 
of services, info, or materials each listed 
organization may provide. The Coalition does 
not have first-hand knowledge of each group. 
Please limit your request to 3 lists at a time.
Mail to:
Coalition for Prisoners’ Rights 
PO Box 1911
Santa Fe, NM 87504

RESOURCES

Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA



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 & 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
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The Mystery of Prayer

Ticking 
Clock

Have you ever really thought about prayer? 
In every religion there is a designated 
entity to pray to. Thinking about it, prayer 

is to act on the suspicion that some all-knowing, 
all-loving something is listening, loving you, 
and knowing that you have worth. We can’t see 
God but we have faith, believe, and know in our 
hearts and minds that somewhere, somehow, 
we are being heard. Prayer is essentially a 
mystery. We don’t know why, yet we know that 
we are called to pray, to enter into a one-on-one 
relationship, we are drawn to pray! 

Prayer is life always evolving, always moving, 
always new, when rough patches come along in 
our lives, and they will, how can we pray when 
we’re pissed off at God? But somehow we just 
“know” that when we pray He is listening, He 
believes in us. Our faith is more than in our 
mind. It is creative of us. This is one of the great 
powers of prayer – we are allowed to believe in 

ourselves. If we believe God, then we become 
the vision which He gives to us. We become 
the prophecy.

Prayer is also waiting and listening. Prayer is 
growing; it is a discovering; it is an expression 
of the deepest levels of our being. Prayer is an 
escape, a totality of the universe experienced 
in the most minute atom. Prayer always leads 
us to a deeper discerning of who we are and 
the realization that God is leading us. Prayer 
allows us to be in joy and peace, in deep quiet 
wherever we find ourselves. That knowing, 
that constant experience of re-birth is…The 
Mystery of Prayer!

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Antonio Serna 
New Mexico Death Row 
Clayton, NM

My travels in life

     Have led me to a death row cell

Where time has made my load heavy;

     For soon will the executioner and I, 

In the dark, marry. And yes

     Each tick of the clock

Sounds scary. In my steps, I stumble, 

     Weak are my legs. I fall.

Each tick of the clock

     I hear death’s call

And I wonder,

     What’s on the other side

Of the wall? Another dark dungeon?  
I ponder

     In deep despair, will God –  
     or Satan – be waiting

There? My last night, I sit in  
darkness, listening

     To each clock tick, in  
     friggin’ madness,

Slowly. My cell door groans open,

     I’m shackled and chained.  
     My heart 

Beats like thunder, my tears fall  
like rain

     On a gurney. I’m strapped down,

I throw up. I get sick.

     The poison is released. The sound

Of the clock… stops its tick?


