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My Declaration of Self-Esteem

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

Bailey Jackson 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Back Where I’m From
Sitting on the threshold of pain

Trapped in the Hourglass of time

Leaning toward the edge of no gain

Falling deeper where no light shines

Hanging onto yesterday’s memory

Trying desperately to invoke faith’s energy

Walking down the corridors of shame

Navigating insanity’s crude game

Attention! Compassion intends 
to create a special issue this 
upcoming May (2018). We call 
it “The Pink Edition” and will 
celebrate Mother’s Day. 
We are seeking submissions – 
artwork, poetry, essays – that 
honor the women in our lives 
who are mothers, and hope 
to be able to feature work by 
women on Death Row. The 
normal constraints apply. 
Please have your submissions 
to us by February 1, 2018, 
and label your envelope 
“Attn: Mothers” above the 
Compassion address. 

I am me. In all the world there is no one else 
exactly like me. There are some parts like 
me but no one adds up exactly like me. 

Therefore, everything that comes out of me is 
really mine because I alone choose it. I own 
everything about me – my body, including 
everything it does; my mind, including all my 
thoughts and ideas; my eyes, including all the 
things they see; my feelings whatever they might 
be – anger, joy, frustration, love disappointment, 
excitement; my mouth and all the words that 
come out of it – polite sweet and rough, correct 
and incorrect; my voice loud or soft and all my 
actions, whether they be to others or myself. 
I own all my triumphs and successes, all my 
failures, sins, problems and mistakes. Because I 
own all of me, I can get to know me very well. By 
doing so, I can love me and be friendly with me. 
I can then make it possible for all of me to work 
for those things that are best for me. I know there 
are some things about me that puzzle me, and 
other things about me that I do not even know. 
But as long as I am friendly and loving to myself, I 
can keep looking with great hope for the answers 

Standing in the shadow of love
Bracing for the heartache to come
Consumed by all of the above
Content only – when I get back, from where 
I’m from.
– Hype Tone Poetry 2013

Anthony “Wrinkles” Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

to the puzzles and for ways to find more about 
me, however I look and sound.
Whatever I say and do and whatever I think 
and feel at a given moment in time, is me. It is 
really me and I can show others where I am at 
that moment in time. When I review later how I 
looked and sounded, what I said and did, and 
how I thought and felt, some parts may turn 
out to be good and other parts might be bad or 
unfitting. I can throw away that which is unfitting 
or not good, and keep that which has proved 
to be good; and invent something new for that 
which I have thrown away.
I can see, hear, think, say and do: I have tools to 
survive, to be close to others, to be productive 
to make sense and order out of the world of 
people and things outside of me. I own me and 
therefore I can engineer me.
I am me and I am okay! In fact I am great!!

From You 
A Tribute To Mothers



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:   POWER

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITORS
Anthony Cain, 

Konstantinos Fotopoulos,  
and Melvin Speight  

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Anthony “Wrinkles” Cain,  

Franklin Davis, Edgar B. Garcia,  
Bailey Jackson, Kevin Marinelli,  

James L. Morgan, Jr., Wesley Purkey, 
John Robinson, Kesaun Sykes 

and Randy Tundidor 

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

Ideas (i.e., knowledge) are powerful because 
they shape the way we think, which determines 
how we feel and behave. In seven points, I 
just explained the relationship between faith/
hope, but I’ll take it further. I don’t want it to be 
abstract; I want us to see and touch it.

It’s said a person can live without food for 
weeks, without water for days, without air 
for minutes, but not one second without 
hope—which means we cannot live without 
faith. Imagine you’re in a solar powered car. 
Hope is the fuel gauge letting us know how 
much energy we have. Faith is the solar panel 
atop the car, and knowledge is the light that 
energizes us and keeps us moving forward.

Being spiritual, knowledge of God is my source 
of power. I know about God, I know Him as a 

person, I know what God has promised, and 
I know God’s will for me – which gives me 
direction. And I want what God is offering, what 
He’s promising, and to do what He wants me to 
do. Thus I have Hope.

However, when I feel myself stalling out, 
when I feel myself low on hope, I know either 
something’s blocking the light, keeping me from 
bringing what I know to mind; or something’s 
wrong with my solar panel, meaning I’m not 
trusting or believing. See, hope is a symptom 
of faith, an indicator of belief’s strength, since a 
lack of hope indicates a lack of faith (or loss of 
desire for an outcome). I pull over and examine 
myself. Then I:

a) State plainly what I was looking forward to; 

b) ask whether I still desire it; 

c) check whether new obstacles have  
come into play; 

d) look for any doubts that may be dusting  
up my faith; 

e) assuming I still want what God’s offering 
or promised, I recall what I know of God, 
especially that He never lies and that He’s 
all-powerful, bigger than any obstacle – 
thus I dust off those doubts.

 Then I get back in my car and floor it. And don’t 
look back. If it was the area of personal success, 
for example, that I struggled with, I realize if it’s 
God’s will, I will succeed. But if I don’t succeed, 
at least I know it’s God’s will – at least I know I 
didn’t beat myself, or stop with a full tank.

1. HOPE is a pleasant, excited feeling of 
anticipation.

2. It is generated by the belief that 
something we desire can, and will, 
come to pass.

3. The strength of our confidence 
that something will come to pass, 
combined with strength of our desire 
for it to come to pass, equals the 
intensity of hope we fee.

4. The confidence something will come 
to pass, or that a specific result will 
occur, is called FAITH.

5. Faith doesn’t appear from nowhere; it 
is based on trust.

6. To trust is to rely on the integrity, 
power, or ability of a person or thing.

7. To decide whether to trust or not, 
we employ our reasoning processes, 
either consciously or unconsciously.
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Letters to the Editor:
Thanks
Today at mail call I received a letter of thanks for my gift – a drawing 
called “By Any Means Necessary” – I sent to support Compassion’s 
scholarship program. It was my pleasure to donate my artwork to such a 
beautiful cause, and I’m honored to know that my artwork will be sold to 
help benefit a murder victim’s family member trying to attend college.

I am not a good artist when it comes to drawing, but I felt compelled to 
try my best, and will continue daily improving my craft for years to come 
because I see this as one way to give back to society, and especially to 
victims’ families. My real passions are poetry and writing. “Spoken Word” 
has been my outlet since childhood as a way of expressing myself in what 
I consider the purest form. I am truly grateful that people enjoy the poems 
and articles I send Compassion, so I will continue contributing my work. 
I fully support Compassion’s mission of reaching out to us behind the 
wall and providing us a voice… so it is I who should be thanking you for 
publishing my work.

Compassion is a source of true and positive inspiration in my life and 
allows me to understand the plight and struggles of my fellow convicts as 
we heal the wounds of the soul. For all good things you do, and on behalf 
of all those who benefit (inside and outside prison) from this newsletter – 
Thank You!

I Take You With Me
On September 27, 1996, the judge told me, 
“Mr. Shawn Bonnett, you are hereby sentenced 
to Death.” I looked back at my sobbing  
girlfriend and asked, “Why are you still here?” 
We’d already agreed that if I were sentenced to 
die, she was to leave and  
never look back. But she said:

 “I take you with me…”

When Young Money and Sunchild asked

Me how I could turn the other cheek, 

I said, “A shot at being with my family

Is more important than vanity.”

 I take you with me…

When JB asked me why an innocent 

Man would take a life sentence, I said,

“Because, by 2019, Life will be 300 months.”

 I take you with me…

Unwavering kindness, taught to me

By JT, Mr. Blue, Mack, Alim – 

 I take you with me…

When the nephews of Lil’ Chris and Fuzzy

Ask me what their uncles are like – 

 I take you with me…

When I got to Whiteville, there was

No organized sport. Today I run the sports

Program: 13 b-ball teams, 6 V. ball teams, fully

Equipped – even a newsletter like 
Mannofstats!

 I take you with me… 

Faith
When I get to the edge of light

  I know I am

About to step off into unknown dark.

  Faith is knowing

One of two things will happen:

Either there will be something solid

To stand on, or I will be taught to                  

  Fly.

Darrell Sharpe 
Massachusetts Department of Corrections 
Norfolk, MA

Stephen  LaValle 
Wallkill, NY

Shawn Bonnett 
Columbus Correctional 
Brunswick, NC
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Ron & Carolyn Callen

In 1991 Ron Callen’s mother, Leona Callen, was brutally beaten and murdered in her home in a suburb of Akron, Ohio.  
Ron recollects his memories of that devastating incident below. 
“We had a great family Thanksgiving that year. Much of our immediate family could be with us: my wife, Carolyn’s mother and 
sister, our son who lives in Washington and my mother from Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio. Family togetherness, especially at holidays, 
was a hallmark of our family having been one of the many blessings handed down from our two sets of parents. The celebration 
occurred in Washington, where I was on loan from my position with the State of Michigan to open and direct a national office. 
On Sunday, Mother and Carolyn flew off together on their return trip. They said goodbye at the end of their first leg and returned 
to their homes. Carolyn to ours in Lansing, MI. Mother called Carolyn the next morning to see if all was well. Not knowing it, of 
course, that’s the last time we’d ever speak to her.
On Thursday, I called between flights to my answering machine back in Washington. One message, still ringing in my ears after 
these seven years, was coming from the Coroner’s office of the county Mother lived in. My dear Mother had been murdered.
The police told us the clues had been minimal. After a month without progress, the City offered a reward which led to 
identification through an informant. A television bulletin releasing the suspect’s name brought him to capture.
Then came contact with the Prosecutor’s Office and their question whether we would support, as punishment the death penalty, 
an option in Ohio. It didn’t take long for all of us in our family to say no. And the Prosecutor, to our great satisfaction, did not 
pursue it… via a plea bargain the defendant was sentenced to almost a lifetime in prison and would not kill again.
The legacy of the loving person my mother was would be forever enshrined in our pursuit of mercy. Rather than of further 
violence. We finished the legal process in a 15-minute trial: surely, there would have been no plea bargain if the defendant’s life 
were at stake.

In Pursuit of Mercy

For more information visit 
www.journeyofhope.org

Be Like A Rubber Ball

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

T rying to find inner peace through a number of 
protracted years on this earth, it was literally 
mindboggling to me. When I came to grips 

with how very little I knew, is when I actually started 
to grow. Coming to grips with this knowledge helped 
me develop and acquire adaptive behavior in given 
circumstances and in turn brought with it the awareness 
that I was not generally seeing things as they were, but 
instead as I am. Really, a blind man wearing sunglasses 
could easily have seen this as well as seen that I was 
looking for inner peace in all the wrong places, and 
coming up miserably short; and ultimately reaping 
misery and suffering in their wake. These efforts of trial 
and error were necessary prerequisites for nurturing 
inner peace in my life and brought to bear the need 
of being grounded in perpetual learning from cradle 
to the grave. Realizing as much enabled me to see that 
everyone’s life, as my own, was in constant flux; that 
nothing remained the same for long; and that no tough 
situation was all bad and that no good situation was all 
good, but that each of them provided unique learning 
opportunities in themselves, helping to spawn inner 
peace. I believe the following little insightful story about 
the Venerable Teacher Dipankara gives some substance 
to such learning in all situations nurturing inner peace.
The Venerable Monk Dipankara lived in India and he 
traveled around the Tibetan area with a man to help 
him carry his bags and cook his meals, and this man 
was a very unpleasant person. He had a really bad 
temper; he was quite rude; and on top of that he was 

a terrible cook. Of course, people began to notice 
this person’s bad manners and they felt sorry for 
Dipankara. They went to him and said, “Venerable 
Sir, why don’t you fire your servant and we’ll be very 
happy to cook for you and help you in whatever way 
you need?” Dipankara looking at them said, “Venerable 
Sirs, you do not understand; this man is not with me as 
a servant, he is with me as my teacher. He teaches me 
patience and tolerance, as well as fortitude!”
Utmost patience and tolerance will enable a person to 
learn that the greatest anathema to cultivating inner 
peace is the inability to accept circumstances and other 
people as they are. One must come to terms with 
learning that one cannot always change circumstances 
or others as one wants them to be. This all 
acceptance is not resigning action, but to the contrary 
demonstrates acute courage and fortitude, ultimately 
seeing the active and positive consequences of letting 
go of deep-rooted opinions and judgmental thinking. 
Such a tenacious spirit underscores unflagging patience 
and tolerance, which in turn provides enthusiastic 
and unwavering learning in any given circumstances, 
nipping detestable and toxic ignorance in its bud. 
Such learning taught by patience and tolerance gives 
a person malleability and will enable them to be like a 
rubber ball under adversity: the harder that they are 
hit, the higher they will bounce.
Today, there is increasing recognition, as well as 
scientific evidence, that confirms the close relationship 
between a person’s state of mind and having 

inner-peace. Many people live in societies that are 
well-developed materially, and who have every creature 
comfort that affluence can provide, yet they only have 
superficial inner-peace. Underneath the creature 
comforts that seem to be beautiful on the surface, there 
is mental unrest, leading to anxiety and frustration, 
leading to drug and alcohol use, and in some cases 
suicide. There is no guarantee affluence, social status 
or creature comfort will provide a person with inner-
peace. I am a pundit on the devastation reaped from 
chasing every imaginable destructive pleasure there 
is while trying to find inner-peace. Being a glutton for 
punishment, I repeated such destructive behaviors over 
and over again expecting different results; insanity at 
its best. Patience, on the other hand, as I later found, is 
exhibited in the abnegation of comforts, and enhances 
empathy for others and self. In turn, tolerance helps a 
person to avoid criticism, and to realize that even the 
finest human beings are fallible. Being cognizant of the 
symbiotic nature of patience and tolerance is not only 
germane to learning in any given circumstance, but is  
also paramount for cultivating a spirit of inner-peace,  
and having the tenacity and malleability of a rubber ball.
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Mistaken Shame

Kesaun Sykes 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Hearing of the illness or death of a 
loved one is a difficult situation. I’ve 
gone through it many times. I’ve 

had the dreaded visit from the chaplain, 
or the phone call where somebody has 
“passed.” The feelings of helplessness arise 
immediately. There’s nothing we can do, short 
of condolences in card or letter form, maybe 
a phone call to connect with fellow mourners. 
Our process is a largely solitary one at a time 
when you should be surrounded by family 
and friends. There are no funerals or wakes 
for the condemned. We don’t get the closure, 
only the hollow emptiness in our heart where 
that loved one used to reside (and still does 
in a different way). The strangest thing for me 
was that most of them I had no contact with 
in 20 years. How do you reconcile the absence 
of somebody who really wasn’t in your life? 
Others where only a voice or a letter, allowing 
things to be less material. The loss is still felt 
but its residual effect is minimal.

Grieving
I started to ponder this as a close relative 
has terminal cancer. There’s the same 
helplessness. I can’t endure the pain for 
him, only encourage and comfort via cards 
and letters and reach out to loved ones in 
support. Then there’s the constant anxiety 
of that dreaded call or chaplain visit. Is today 
the day…what can I say to him? Everything 
I go through seems trivial compared to his 
situation. I can only hope and pray. That’s the 
best I can do, not the least. Ultimately, it’s 
in Greater Hands. You can never get used to 
the absence of control on the Row, but use 
that which you possess. Part of grieving is the 
regret at not doing all we can when we can. 
Hopefully I’ll have no regrets.

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Rendering of  
Frederic Lordbrighton’s  
“Flaming June”

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” Graphite

$100.00 includes postage 
and handling

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

By Kevin Marinelli

Pennsylvania Death Row

Waynesburg, PA

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

I am not a killa, 
 Nor am I to blame,
     For the millions who’ve been slain
In the nearly four hundred years since my     
   conception,
Yet guilt has been placed upon me for  
   misperceptions
Although the truth of the matter is plain to see,
And finding the answer is as simple as one,  
   two, three,
However, if you refuse to open your eyes,
You’ll run the risk of remaining subject  
   to the many lies.

I am not a killa,
 Nor am I to blame,
     For the millions who’ve been slain.
Some would argue that he who bears the shame,
Is he who originally conceived me in mind  
   before design,
Or subsequently one of them who expanded to align
The preconceived mind with a refined time;
Although it may be your desire, it’s far from true,

No, I am not a killa
 Nor am I to blame,
     For the millions who’ve been slain.
Listen to the sounds of this well-oiled machine,
And tell me without the hands of someone real
If this here steel that I am is able to deal
The amount of pain that has remained since  
   my creation,
When in actuality, you’ve been filled with  
    this murderous
Blood lust,
Since the beginning of your kind, when  
   Cain betrayed his
Brothers trust,
But you’ve blamed me for all that you have slain,
So, trust and believe,

I am not a killa,
 Nor am I to blame
     For without you I wouldn’t have a 
     single body to my name.

(“It is my sincere personal belief that “guns do not 
kill people;  it is people who kill people” , even 
though guns were designed to do just that.”)



6

Prison Activist Resource Center (PARC) 
P.O. Box 70447 
Oakland, CA  94612

Write for a FREE 24-page resource directory

Prison Book Program 
c/o Lucy Parsons Bookstore 
1306 Hancock Street, Suite 100 
Quincy, MA  02169

Write for a FREE 6-page resource list.  

Also accepts requests for FREE books  
from prisoners in all states except:   
CA, TX, MD, IL, MI, NV 

 Lost at Sea

Resource List

W aking up from a sound sleep 
is fascinating. Those first few 
moments between stillness and 

activity hold a precious gift, waiting to be 
discovered. (At my age I just marvel that I woke 
up to another day.) Immediately on becoming 
conscious, you’re paying attention to what is 
happening inside yourself: you feel the quiet 
stillness inside you leftover from sleep; you’re 
aware of your breathing—easy, relaxed, deep. 
If you pay attention to how your heart and mind 
are, you see thoughts and feelings starting. 

You feel the weight of your heels, calves, back, 
against the bed; the pillow beneath your head. 
You’re aware of awakening, and with the 
attention focused on your breathing, you have a 
second thought; “Here I am stuck in this damn 
depressing, bleak place for another day.” Stop 
right there, this is the moment, the beginning of 
each day when you can direct how positive or 
negative the day will be! 

 Focus inside yourself and notice your breathing 
becoming shallow and faster, your stomach and 
your shoulders beginning to tighten slightly. 
Now make the conscious effort to take three 
slow, long, deep breaths. As you exhale remind 
yourself that every moment is precious, and also 

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Lost at sea,
 Isolated
Now surrounded by darkness,
 Longing
To hear a familiar voice.
Determined to live, but
Oh, how alone I am—
Is this my ending, here at sea?
Have mercy on me! This dark 
cold night. The stars have fallen,
nothing’s in sight. Can anyone
hear me? HELP! HELP! I’m crying
for HELP! I’m lost! Is anyone 
 out there?
Is there no hope for me? Look:
There’s a voice inside me reflecting
Off this dark
       Glass like sea light
In the distance. HELP! HELP! 
I scream. HERE! OVER HERE!
There, up ahead, gleaming
  Brighter
And approaching me…shining, shining
Brighter now. I scream. Safe. At
Last, I see who has saved me.
I’m not lost anymore.

Wake Up Decisive
that you do have control over what happens this 
day in your life. During the third breath, think 
about something positive that happened the 
day before. You’ll notice your lips forming a faint 
smile, your breathing will become more relaxed, 
and the tension in your shoulders and belly will 
fade away. Something like curiosity about what 
else the day might bring has crept into your 
thoughts. In less than half a minute, you have 
gone from feeling hopeless and powerless to 
curious and engaged.
 Today, this new day, concentrate on three things: 
(1) keep a positive attitude as much as possible; 
(2) take all the ups and downs in stride without 
overreacting; (3) offer kindness or help to at 
least two other people, and be open to receiving 
help for yourself, wherever it might come from.
It’s easier to be mindful when the mind is 
relatively quiet – not jumping around from one 
thing to another, as it tends to do when you’re 
fully awake. Try, just for that first moment each 
morning, and you’ll see how thoughts affect your 
outlook, and even how they affect others in a 
positive way. Wake up decisive!                 

The Light
A ll my life I’ve been a pessimistic person 

seeing the world through the eyes of 
a vulture. I always expected the worst 

because it is what I was used to. Despite the 
pain and the suffering, I still smiled. I guess it 
was my way of concealing my pain. I don’t hide 
it anymore. My pain is what created most of 
my strength. Now that I’m looking death in his 
slightly crossed eyes I can say I’m optimistic. 
Now I see the world through the eyes of a 
hummingbird, smelling the flowers, so to speak. 
It feels good too. 

Dying on death row does not snuff out our 
light. It does give us the opportunity to shine 
in another world. I have to shield my eyes each 

time I look into the mirror. My light shines that 
bright. Your light is a gift, one that can give 
others hope. Hope is seeing a glitter of light 
when you’re surrounded by darkness. Death is 
promised to visit us all. It’s inevitable. Kind of like 
a spoiled child that demands attention. When 
the darkness taps me on the shoulder, I want the 
world to remember me as a flashlight – or the 
mirror that reflected it. 

Franklin Davis 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX 

Randy Tundidor 
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.
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
Catholic Diocese Jefferson City, MO
Margy Paoletti
Martha May
Walter Foster
Rev. Arturo Perez-Rodriguez
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
Rev. Nicolas Weibl
Sisters of St. Francis, Tiffin, OH
Carl Hyde
Rev. Nelson Belizario
St. Thomas Aquinas, Toledo, OH
Good Shepherd Church, Toledo, OH
Eugene Schmitt
Constance Laessig
St. Jerome Church,  
   North Weymouth, MA
Charles Henry Diller
Church of the Sacred Heart,  
   Sauk Rapids, MN

St. Bartholomew Church,  
   Colombus, IN
Cong. Of The Humility of Mary,  
   Davenport, IA
Rev. Tony Gallagher
Rev. James Bacik
Corpus Christi Parish, Toledo, OH
Sister Delores Schuh, CHM
Rev. Raymond Ensman
Father Doug Hennessey
Sisters. of Mercy,  
   St. Bernardine Home
Kolbe House, Chicago, IL
Arlynn Lyle
Rosemary Ymzon
Sisters of Charity
Sister Pat Schnapp
Sisters of St. Joseph Carondelet
Carol Kraus
Tom Perzynski
Anita Boylan
Richard & Shelly Kotz

St. Patrick Church,  
   Grand Rapids, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
James Steinle
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In Your 
House

James L. Morgan, Jr. 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Jesus died to save the world

From its sinful ways…

So that we, when we pray

To God, we can be saved. 

 (Chorus):

In your house, in the clouds,

In the city of Zion,

Give me wings that angels have

So around Heaven I’ll be flyin.

God has said, do His will

Though the road is narrow.

As for me, I’ve decided

He’s the One I’ll follow. 

 (Chorus):

I love You, Lord; yes I do.

You are the Creator.

I”ll be true and loyal to You,

And always serve my Maker.

 (Chorus):

Lord, I need your guiding hand

To lead me through this land,

And when judgement day’s at 
hand

Lead me into Heaven…

 (Chorus):

A lbert Einstein once said, “Learn from yesterday, 
live for today, hope for tomorrow.” In my youth 
and sappy mind-set, it was impossible to fully 

grasp the meaning behind these words. Nowadays, 
these words resonate with me. My entire youth and life 
outside of prison revolved around looking forward to 
future events, which wouldn’t allow me to focus on and 
imbibe in the richness of the present, much less relish 
it. It’s a frightening way to look at things: Is a person 
truly living or just going through the motions in life when 
trapped in this perspective?
The past is long gone and cannot be changed, but it is 
also replete with important lessons we can carry and 
use for improving our present. The past can also be an 
anchor holding us back from our true potential, whether 
that anchor consists of heartache, abuse, or a traumatic 
event in our lives. I’ve realized that many people from 
my past hold onto the notion of what I used to be or they 
think I was, totally ignoring the fact we are ever-changing 
for better or worse. The person I used to be is foreign to 
me, but I still accept my past and have chosen to leave 
it exactly where it belongs – in the past. In my opinion, 
a person will remain in limbo with who they have the 
potential to become until that person comes to terms 
with their past. I believe there is a sense of freedom in 

The Lessons of Yesterday
letting go of the person you once were. 
To live for today is easier said than done. One can easily 
misuse it as a crutch to live a wild and selfish lifestyle, 
squandering their life away as I once did. At the same 
time, a person can accept that life is not meant to be 
easy, and instead seek self-growth, understanding, and 
improvement as I am doing every day. Which means 
focusing on today, the people who are truly important in 
our life, and who care about us, and want to see us reach 
our full potential; and most importantly to be thankful for 
what we have in life. There is absolutely nothing wrong 
with seeking people and things that could add a little 
flavor into our lives, but true joy lies within us already and 
it is up to us to work to bring it to the surface. 
Hope for tomorrow. Hope is a commonly used word but 
to some it is what encourages and drives them through 
the toughest moments in life. As for myself, I like to live 
by this old saying: “Why leave for tomorrow what can be 
done today?”

To the music of:  
Jesus Keep Me Near the Cross

A Tribute Song

Edgar B. Garcia 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN


