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A Letter to Equality

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

It’s my sincerest hope that you are doing well in 
your existence! I know we don’t necessarily know 
one another, but I felt this missive was a necessity. 

For years, I’ve heard of you from my elders, and 
saw very distorted images of you. I say “distorted” 
because your image didn’t resemble the definitions/
descriptions given to me. I vividly remember closing 
my eyes while my parents spoke of you. I tried to 
visualize how you looked, talked, treated others, and 
what you would say to me whenever we formally met 
for the first time.
It’s crazy:  All of my life, I’ve been limited to glimpses 
of you. Sometimes, I feel duped by every person who 
told me these inspirational stories of you; about how 
you’re supposed to have everyone’s “best interest 
at heart,” and how “your persistence would be our 
Saving Grace, and change the world.” It might be fair 
to say that your intentions are good, but the execution 
is poor. I look around this vast landscape we call Life, 
and I can hardly see you at all! As do many, I’ve spent 
days and nights trying to convince myself that any day 
now, you’ll appear and all would be right in the world.
Suddenly, reality hits me hard with the weight of 
its horrid truths; one being, how just a few months 
ago, we had a fair and decent President who faced 
opposition at every turn, just because he was black. 
While some would argue this point, it’s my opinion – 

therefore I’m sticking to it! Then, there’s this sad but 
true fact: The American Criminal Justice System seems 
to consistently ensnare people of color at an alarming 
rate, as if the laws aren’t applicable to all nationalities. 
Don’t get me wrong, I’m in no way implying that 
people don’t have choices they make in life; but your 
presence or lack thereof matters!
I’m also not implying that races, other than those 
of color, all of a sudden be targeted – because that 
wouldn’t be conducive to my point. What I’m saying 
is that you and only you have the ability to level the 
playing field; but you seem to enjoy the calamity 
and chaos that ensues without your presence! I’m 
almost positive that if I could somehow talk to the 
Philando Castilles, Trayvon Martins, Eric Garners, 
Michael Browns, Sandra Blands, Freddie Grays and 
Walter Scotts of the world, and ask them whether 
they think lack of your presence played a major part 
in the extermination of their lives – they would all 
confidently say “Yes”!
Though many have tried, they never seem to 
acquire you when they need you most! That’s truly 
disheartening, considering I live in a country that 
speaks of you so highly! Even for the countries that 
don’t have a real sense of you. I’m sure they still have 
hoped that what they have heard of you will one day 

(continued on page 2)

Behind my smile lies the truth
Of a lost and misspent youth
I cover the hurt with a laugh
Though blown about like chaff
Scratch the surface to see
All that lies within me
A horror in a shell
A story I shall never tell

Under the Surface
Poking me in the wrong place
I’ll show you another face
Little did you know
Because my expression doesn’t show
All the turmoil in me
Dying to be set free
As I smile and pass on by
Know the reason why

For all you can tell
I’m dying inside as well
Everything else in me I hide
Trying to show you a happy side

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA



appear in tangible form. For decades I’ve seen and heard people cry out for you – even heard a 
very profound speech by a very profound man, in which he professes to “…have a Dream” that you 
would simply show your face.
I imagine if he were still alive, he’d still be looking. You have so much untapped potential.  
If you would only manifest yourself the way you’re  
being advertised! I hope that one day soon,  
you start to have Faith in those who seek you  
the same way they have faith that you indeed  
do exist. They just need evidence of your existence!

Continued from cover...

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:  Enjoy the Ride

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC
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Anthony Cain, 
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Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA 

Is your life characterized by hopelessness 
and fear? Or hope and joy? Ideas have 
consequences. A couple obvious examples 

are wars and laws: a law is an idea that 
influences the way people behave, and wars 
have been fought over differences in ideology. 
Hitler believed in the evolutionist idea that the 
strong survive (“natural selection”) and that 
some races are naturally superior to others. 
These ideas, carried to their natural conclusion, 
were used to justify slavery, racism, eugenics, 
the Holocaust. But I want to focus on how ideas 
shape the way we experience life on a daily 
basis; that is, how what we believe determines 
what we feel. Although we feel emotions first, 
it seems, they are actually the result of what we 
think, whether consciously or unconsciously.
For example, imagine you’re on a roller-coaster, 
one of those gigantic ones with a track that’ll 
twist you upside down, torque you left and right, 
and flip you through puke-inducing loops, all 
at 50 mph. When you take your seat, padded 
safety bars press down over your shoulders 
and across your thighs to make sure your body 
doesn’t fling out into the air and break itself on 
the pavement. They counteract the natural forces 
of gravity and inertia.
Now, there are two main ideas to have about 
these safety devices and those who created/
maintain them: A) They are trustworthy; or B) 
they are not trustworthy. If you believe you 
are not safe, you’ll be terrified the whole ride, 
incapacitated by every twist, loop, and curve as 
you cling desperately to your seat to keep from 
flying out. But if you believe the safety devices 

are trustworthy (which in fact they are), you may 
feel a little fear, but the knowledge that the end 
is predetermined, that every loop, twist, and 
curve is there for a reason, and that everything’s 
going to be okay – together means you’ll feel 
hope and excitement. You can throw your hands 
into the air and enjoy the ride.
Either way, the track is laid, the end a foregone 
conclusion. The difference is in the quality 
of each person’s ride. Where one knows joy, 
excitement, and hope, the other knows fear, 
despair, and torment. The first trusts in the 
creator of the ride, its equipment, etc., while the 
other trusts only in their own ability.
Few analogies translate perfectly, and this roller-
coaster one is no exception. Nevertheless, for 
those who believe in God, this analogy helps us 
see that what we believe about God determines 
how we experience this life. God offers to 
counteract the downward consequences of 
sin, and to break its inertia-grip that keeps 
us headed off the path when times get hard. 
Unbelievers have no such safety bars. As 
believers, faith is central to our lives, our efficacy 
as workers, our ability to discern, our behaviors, 
our feelings. Our sense of well-being is directly 
connected to our trust in God, proportionally. 
The question is, how much do I actually trust 
God? As for me, I’ve thrown my hands in the air.



7 Rules of Life
1. Make peace with your past so it won’t screen up the present.

2. What others think of you is none of your business.

3. Time heals almost everything, give it time.

4. Don’t compare your life to others and don’t judge them. You have no idea what their journey is all about. 

5. Stop thinking too much. It’s alright not to know the answers. They will come to you when you least expect it.

6. No one is in charge of your happiness except you.

7. Smile, you don’t own all the problems in the world.

What Compassion Means to Me
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Letters to the Editor:

Michael Klingsmith 
Pennsylvania Department of Corrections 
Waynesburg, PA

Darrell Sharpe 
Massachusetts Correctional Institute 
Norfolk, MA

Deep into the dreadful confines of our unfortunate 
predicament, where our lonely existence fades out 
of sight, mind, heart, and emotions of others – it is 
Compassion that remembers us. It reaches out to us in 
friendship, fellowship, humanity, kindness.

Compassion, you’ve come to know and understand 
us, and care for us in ways others could not, or would 
not. In this dank, dark, cold womb of incarceration, you 
are a consoling companion, chasing away the isolation. 
Despite sin, flaws, or guilt, you offer mercy and grace 
and forgiveness. You teach the way of repentance,  
which affords us absolution.

You provide a place to share knowledge, wisdom, and 
spiritual enlightenment. When circumstances threaten to 
turn us into animals or monsters you offer shelter for our 
humanity, offer to help subjugate the beasts within: You 
are an ally in our fight against our baser aspect.

You offer methods to better oneself, the how, the 
when, the why – where before, to some of us, no such 
methods existed. Your magnanimous benevolence helps 
us endure, persevere through penitence, and transcend 
ignobility. For all this and more, I am immeasurably 
grateful. That’s what Compassion means to me.



George White

On February 27, 1985 in Enterprise, Alabama, George White was living his little piece of the American Dream. Husband of 
Charlene and father of Tom and Christie, he was a successful, business-degreed executive, Sunday school teacher, little league 
coach and PTA president – a yuppie in southeast Alabama. That evening everything changed.
When George, vice-president of Townsend Building Supply, Inc., and his wife, Char, stopped at his store after business hours, 
they thought they were doing a favor for a man who urgently needed an item for an emergency home repair. Instead, they 
experienced firsthand the insanity and horror of murder. A masked gunman entered the building and shot the pair repeatedly 
during an armed robbery. George suffered gunshot wounds to his left arm, thigh and abdomen during a struggle with the 
gunman. Following emergency surgery, George survived. His wife was not so lucky. Char was pronounced dead at the hospital 
after sustaining two gunshot wounds to the head. Tom and Christie were only twelve and five at the time of their mother’s death. 
The nightmare had only just begun.
Sixteen months later George was charged with the murder of his wife. The State sought the death penalty, and, following a trial 
that was later characterized as a mockery and a sham, George was convicted and sentenced to life in prison. Incarcerated for 
a total of two years, one hundred and three days, the conviction was overturned in 1989. George remained in legal limbo for 
nearly three more years. On April 10, 1992, the prosecution asked that the charge be forevermore dismissed when the proof of 
George’s innocence finally surfaced. The trial court so ruled. The ordeal had lasted for more than seven years.
As a survivor of a violent crime, husband of a murder victim, suspect, accused, indigent defendant, convicted murderer, and 
innocent man exonerated, George understands fully how easy it would be to advocate revenge. However, as a family the Whites 
reject the death penalty as a solution to heal the wounds of their loss. George says, “I believe that society’s laws must offer relief 
for a victim’s anger and loss, and we must be afforded protection from those who would harm us; however, one cannot stop the 
shedding of blood by causing more blood to be shed. No amount of killing would restore Char to my family or take away the pain 
of losing her. What began with a horrible act of violence should not be memorialized with an act of vengeance.”
For more information visit www.journeyofhope.org

From Incarcerated  
to Exonerated
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A Heart Without Compassion  
Knows No True Joy

Human beings by nature are inherently 
social animals with their lives 
intertwined cultivating relationships 

of one magnitude or another; some good, 
some not so much! It is a given that all human 
beings are fundamentally the same, with 
basic intelligence, striving for purpose and 
meaning in their life, and applying tremendous 
energy in finding joy in their life. And yet, reap 
unimaginable suffering in their own lives, and 
cause significant suffering in other peoples’ 
lives. At the root of this needless suffering is 
that individual’s animus against others that are 
different from themselves, and their inability 
to accept such differences. This mentality of 
intolerance is predicated on nothing less than 
ignorance and stupidity at best.
It’s like a blind man wearing sunglasses. 
Intolerance for others by given individuals is 
the absence of compassion in their own blind 
heart. Antipathy fuels such suffering for self 
and others. Such a heart filled with antipathy 

spawns and fuels racial prejudices and hate, color 
bars, religious intolerance and fanaticism, as 
well as other assified bigotries. Generally, these 
individuals with unfathomable hate in their heart, 
driven by other peoples’ difference, have an 
unquenchable thirst for both wealth and power, 
not to mention dominance over others that they 
perceive are inferior to themselves. Often these 
narrow-minded individuals attempt to downplay 
and conceal the deep-rooted antipathy in their 
heart, spewing the most pathetic disingenuous 
palaver imaginable, hoping that others are gullible 
enough to swallow it hook, line and sinker. A 
person doesn’t have to be a rocket scientist to 
see through this malarkey, but one who has 
the temerity to rebuke such pathetic reasoning 
is subject to a torrent of disparaging character 
assassinations. These juvenile shenanigans by 
the hatemongers to justify or gloss over the racial 
prejudices, religious intolerances and other deep-
rooted bigotries, is par for the course: compassion 
is absent from their lives. 

The Dalai Lama said, “If you want others to be 
happy, practice compassion; and if you want to 
be happy practice compassion.” People often 
ask, “Is it the case that compassionate people 
are more happy, or is it that happy people are 
more compassionate?” This question is similar 
to the conundrum, whether the chicken or the 
egg came first, whereas the difference is one 
without distinction. When a person extends 
greater compassion they simply gain happiness 
exponentially, which in turn increases 
compassion being extended. I believe that 
the insightful opus by the Venerable Hsing 
Van Yun bears witness to a person cultivating 
compassion in their life toward others:  
“On the road of life, may I constantly gain 
incomparable strength and not feel weak and 
helpless; in the process of life, may I constantly 
obtain benevolent causes and conditions, and 
never alone!” 

(continued on page 6)



Old School  
Christmas

PRISONERS PLEASE HELP – WE NEED MORE WORKS OF ART
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.

14” x 18”  
Acrylic
$100.00 includes 
shipping and handling
To purchase make your 
check to Compassion 
and send to the address 
on page 2.

By Anthony Sowell 
Ohio Death Row 
Chillicothe, OH

Original Art Work for Scholarships
D O N AT E D  B Y  D E AT H  R O W  P R I S O N E R S
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The Bigger  
Picture

I woke up one morning
In the custody of the state
The judge threw the book at me
My dreams would have to wait

So much I wanted to accomplish
Before my freedom was 
remanded…
Why didn’t God try to warn me?
He answered, “You have my 
commandments.”

Locked down like Jamaican dreads,
So I combed through the 
Scriptures.
Why didn’t God invent the eBook?
He sighed, “You’re missing the 
bigger picture.”

I was repentant despite myself,
But I still had one burning 
question.
Why didn’t God allow me to perish?
He smiled, “You can still be  
a blessing.”

I woke up this morning 
And not a moment too late.
The judge gave me a gift of time.
My dreams don’t have to wait.

Justin Anderson 
Arkansas Death Row 
Grady, AR

God, where is your caring, your mercy? 
How can you allow the suffering and 
death of any child? You allow the 

powerful and authoritarian governments to 
wield their weapons against the weak day 
after day. The poor are oppressed, robbed 
and taken advantage of by the greedy. The 
hungry beg for food. The immigrant laborer is 
mistreated. Refugees walk in long lines seeking 
peace and freedom but never find a real home. 
Our children are abused while waiting for the 
protection of their guardian angel, but find no 
deliverance. Prisoners long for a welcoming 
hand; lonely and condemned they weep alone 
in their cells without answers. We are exiled by 
race, enslaved by greed, crucified by gunshots 
in our inner cities. Your children cry out to you 
for peace, for solace, for justice. 

Why are our prayers met with your silence? 
Why is there no real justice? Why do you not 

Hey God…
comfort us, speak to us, and ease our pain? 
Isn’t that what fathers do?

Then you responded:

“My child…You do not hear my voice because 
it is wrapped in the cries of the poor. I walk 
silently, step by step, beside the refugees. My 
arms are tightly around the abused child to 
ease their anguish and suffering. I sit side by 
side and my tears mingle with those of the 
condemned prisoner in that cold, lonely prison 
cell. You are not alone! I am with you always. 
You do not hear me because I am in your 
heart; my voice is whispering to you, teaching 
compassion, hope, mercy and love. All you 
need to do is listen. I am there!”

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS



Antonio L. Doyle 
Nevada Death Row 
Ely, NV

Because the clock is ticking
The minutes go fast.
No sense in removing the batteries
The hours still pass.
Instead of a life for a life
How about knowledge in exchange  
for a degree
And opening up the children’s eyes
To following a path of less division
And more unity!  Some,
Speaking of “the man” keeping  
them down
Daniel Gwynn (Jan. 2017 issue ) is right:
“You stole your own crown!”  If guilty,
Stop placing the blame at another’s feet;
You’ve gotta place it at your own

Is Enough Enough Yet?
Because we all know when we turned 18
We thought our lil’ butts were full grown!
Then we thought we found love in  
the streetz
So if you want/need to place blame
Place it at your role model’s feet – right
Beside your own!
Take all that’s minus
Turn each to a plus
By ignoring the “I” and focusing on “us”!

James “Frog” Daveggio 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA
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Safe Streets Arts Foundation 
2512 Virginia Ave. N.W., #58043 
Washington, DC 20037
Provides support for imprisoned Artists 
by exhibiting and selling their artwork; to 
writers by publishing their books; and to 
playwrights and musicians by performing 
their works at the annual From-Prison-
to-the-stage show At the Kennedy Center. 
All services FREE. Check status of current 
services. Write for more information. 

Capital Case Litigation & 
Investigative Project Inc.
Web site: cclip.org 
Email: cclipjustice@gmail.com
A non profit working to provide a virtual 
force to help legal teams with the resources 
needed to properly investigate and litigate 
innocence claims of those on death row.

Back Where 
I’m From

Resources

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 on to yesterday’s memory 
Trying desperately to invoke  
Faith’s Energy  
Walking down the corridors of shame 
Navigating insanity’s crude game

Standing in the shadow of love 
Bracing for the heartaches to come 
Consumed by all of the above 
Content only – when I get back  
where I’m from. In Memoriam

Christopher Geier passed away on August 30,th 

2017. He was one of those rare people in the 
world who was able to lighten any situation for 
the others in it. He thought first of his friends, 
and tried to make their time here better. He 
was housed in North Seg, a housing unit of 
California’s Death Row. Sure, he had his faults 
in life. The stress of being on Death Row, and 
everything that comes along with that, got to 
him like it does every prisoner, but when you 
saw him care for elderly inmates, or try to help 
a fellow veteran, you saw his true character. He 
faced many health concerns, most stemming 
from injuries sustained while he served in the 
Army, but you would never hear him complain 
of them. He had either a stroke or cardiac event 
while playing basketball. He was giggling and 
making other guys in the game laugh along with 
him until his last moment. The urgency with 
which his friends took action to try to help him 
speaks to what a good man and friend he was.
Brother, you are finally on your way home to 
Alabama,  ROLL TIDE ROLL

Christopher Geier 
December 27, 1967 – August 30, 2017

Anthony Cain  
California Death Row 
SanQuentin, CA

The hatemongers whose hearts 
are utterly void of compassion and 
whose lives are permeated with 
selfish endeavors, will never know 
the wonderful joy that is found in 
reaching out and helping others despite 
any perceived differences that may 
exist or not. The prejudices, hate and 
bigotries, that manifest in the absence of 
compassion, derives from an individuals’ 
true narrow mindedness and utter 
intolerance. The suffering reaped in its 
wake is unbelievable, and deeply sad to 
say the least, and yet so easily avoidable. 
There is a dazzling inextricable link 
between the joy found in a person’s heart 
and the compassion extended to others; 
as well as the suffering caused by those 
who consider compassion a character 
weakness. Cultivating compassion is a 
true commodity more precious than gold. 
Extending unconditional compassion with 
an enduring spirit to one and all is where 
true joy is found!

Wesley Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Continued from page 4...



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.

SILVER DONORS ($1000 OR MORE):
St. Rose Parish, Perrysburg, OH
Rev. Charles Ritter
In Memory of Deacon Ken Cappelletty

BRONZE DONORS ($500 OR MORE):
Saint Rita Church, Rockford, IL
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO
St. Mark Catholic Church, Augres, MI
Knights of Peter Claver, New Orleans, LA
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
Diocese of St. Petersburg, FL
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe, St. Charence Church
Dominican Sisters of St. Catherine of Siena

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
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. Patrick Church,  
   Grand Rapids, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
James Steinle
St. Pius X Parish, Toledo,OH
Kristen Keller
Fr. Richard Notter

Sisters of Mercy of Americas,  
   Fremont, OH
Ron Hitzler
Margaret Keller 
Joseph Griffin
Aux. Bishop David Talley
Rev. Edward Schleter
Carol Smelley
Rev. James Peiffer
Anna Mae Whaley
Cathy Cappelletty
Sisters of St. Francis, Sylvania, OH
In Memory of:  
   Sister Mary Immaculee Heinl
Norbert Wethington 
Rev. Tony Gallagher
St. Bartholomew Church,  
   Colombus, IN
Rev. James Bacik
Cong. Of The Humility of Mary,  
   Davenport, IA
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
Paul & Carol Kraus
Tom Perzynski
Anita Boylan
Richard & Shelly Kotz
Louise & Michael Sarra
In Memory of Bob McCloud
Ursuline Convent of the  
   Sacred Heart
In Memory of Grace & Larry Russell
Catholic Charities,  
   Youngstown, OH
Our Lady of Hope, Attica, OH

St. Caspar, Wauseon, OH
St. Paul’s, Norwalk, OH
Deacon Larry & Sue Lottier
Carl Kammire
Marian & Brad Wallace
Kathleen & Paul Helbling
Leon & Nanacy Bistak
Bonnie & Jim Keller
Ann Nichols, 
    Arizonans to Abolish DP
St. Rose School, 
    Perrysburg, OH
Sisters of the Most Precious Blood.  
    Dayton, OH
Priest – Diocese of Youngstown
Don & Connie Reinhard
Our Lady of Guadalupe,  
    Chicago, IL
Father Gary Walters
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Who Jesus Christ Is?

T he Psalmist proclaimed, “The heavens 
declare His glory, the firmament shows 
His handiworks. His love is limitless, His 

promises are sure, His mercy is everlasting, His 
grace is sufficient, His reign is righteous, His yoke 
is easy and His burden is light. He is enduringly 
strong. He is eternally steadfast, and He is 
impartially merciful.”

John declared Him, “the only begotten of 
the Father, full of grace and truth.” He is the 
Centerpiece of all civilization. He’s the Loftiest 
idea of literature and the highest Personality 
of philosophy. He is the Miracle of all ages, the 
Superlative of every good and perfect thing. He 
alone is able to supply all of our needs. He is the 
Doorway of deliverance, the Pathway of peace, 
the Roadway of righteousness, the Highway 
of holiness, and the Gateway of glory. He’s 
irresistible. The heavens cannot contain Him, let 
alone man explain Him. You can’t get Him out of 

your mind, you can’t get Him off your hands, you 
can’t outlive Him and you can’t live without Him. 

The Pharisees couldn’t stand Him, but found 
they couldn’t stop Him. Pilate could find no fault 
in Him, Herod couldn’t kill Him, death couldn’t 
handle Him, and the grave couldn’t hold Him. 
He had no predecessor and He will have no 
successor. There was no one before Him and 
there will be no one after Him. You cannot 
impeach Him and He won’t resign. We talk  
about military power and political power,  
but He is God’s almighty power. For His is the 
Kingdom and the power and the glory forever 
and ever and ever! What He is will never 
change…He is Truth and Truth remains! His 
name is Jesus Christ!

Author Unknown 
Submitted by Stephen Buckner 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC

Friends  
to the End

I’m constantly encouraged to create
Something the reader can savor
It’s always my mission to prepare
A literary meal with adequate flavor
Something that leaves them feeling
Full and looking for my next piece
Thought provoking poetry that’s
Destined to live in souls and  
     never cease
Experience these Epiphanies that
Suddenly come to me in a flash
I’m addicted to seeing  
     people’s reaction
To my prodigious and  
     prophetic splash
The look of awe I see etched
In many faces simply blow me away
If it weren’t for a pen and paper
I wouldn’t be able to brighten the day
Writing allows me to escape my stress
And provide an outlet for others  
     in need
This is why I’m grateful for my ability
To use words that heal and intercede
To live is a negative place and still
Be able to tap into positivity
Is the perfect example of refusing
To let anything stifle productivity
My inner flame couldn’t adhere
To the heat of this floetic passion
Without the help and inspiration  
     of those
Who came before me  
     embracing poetic
Action So I’m content with this gift
I have and  all its dividends
Reassured by the fact that creativity
And I are friends to the end.

Anthony Cain  
California Death Row 
SanQuentin, CA


