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Momma Linda’s Flowers

HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

Mother

I want to share a short story of a woman 
who I affectionately call “Momma Linda.”  
I call her Momma Linda because she is like 

a mother to many inmates on death row.

She was instrumental in helping get her brother 
off death row. Mamma Linda could have 
severed ties with death row afterward, but she 
didn’t. She continues to come and call men out 

I know
You tried, you cried,
You never gave up
On me. But I was
Blind and unkind.
You did all you could,
I didn’t do
           What I should.

When you pass away
I know the Lord
Will say, 
“Step right in,
you have no sin.
You were always nice,
You paid the price:
From what I can

Tell, loving your son
Was hell. You truly are
Already an angel!”

for visits, helps connect them with their family, 
helps them have a joyful birthday and if she 
can, she tries to see what she can do to help 
their case.
Momma Linda makes us laugh at visits because 
she’s full of life and we can’t help but to enjoy 
conversations with her.
So, I just wanted to give Momma Linda her 
flowers, to say how much we appreciate her, 
and thank her for helping us get through such 
difficult periods.
She represents what Compassion is to 
many men on death row. It’s people like 
Momma Linda and many of you who support 
Compassion that never get recognized. So, 
thank you, Compassion for allowing us to use 
this newsletter to share about those who show 
us compassion and love daily. Thank you for 
letting me give Momma Linda her flowers, so 
that she can enjoy their beauty. 

Dear Mother:
The Creator blesses me 
With wonderful gifts 
Daily. And the best 
Of them are cherished 
Thoughts of you and  
How special you are 
To me – You are my 
Hero; you are my rock. 
I love you.
Your Baby Boy

Kyre Allen 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX

Jeffrey Duke 
North Carolina  
Death Row 
Raleigh, NC



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:  Honor Thy Mother…

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITORS
Anthony Cain, 

Konstantinos Fotopoulos,  
and Melvin Speight  

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Kyre Allen, Justin Anderson,  

Al Cunningham. Jeffrey Duke,  
Kevin Marinelli, James Trimble,  

Wesley I. Purkey, Richard Rhodes,  
and John Robinson

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

T his issue may be too sweet for some people, 
as it’s our first annual “Pink Issue” devoted 
to honoring the women in our lives who are 

mothers: guys’ baby mamas, sisters who are single 
mothers, daughters who are new mothers, nuns 
who love us as mothers do, our own mothers – 
and, as in my case, godmothers. However, since we 
didn’t advertise in time to stockpile submissions, 
we had few to work with; thus, I expanded the 
selection criteria to include family-oriented pieces. 

Maybe next Mother’s Day we’ll have a broader 
variety of creative shout-outs.
It seems mothers by nature are givers (usually). 
Being Spiritual, I’m convinced good mothers give 
us our first peek at what God’s love looks like, in 
terms of His infinite generosity. 
What follows are 10 tips I’ve learned by being the 
recipient of the giving habits of my mom – but 
mostly of my godmother, who gives till it hurts, 
then gives some more.

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

The ordering of this list is arbitrary since each part is equally important:

1. If undecided about whether to give or not, give. It’s better to err on the side of generosity  
than greed. It’s easy to rationalize ways to withhold, try finding reasons to give instead.  
Change the stingy default position.

2. If I decide in my heart to give, then it’s no longer mine to withhold, whether the recipient  
knows I owe them a gift or not. Backing out, once I decided to give, would equate to stealing.

3. Don’t restrict my giving to one area. Life is complex, and I’m God’s steward over all my resources: 
Time, money, energy, talents, etc. I used to be willing to give my time, but not my money; or money, 
but not my labor. If I’m willing to give this but not that, it’s likely my greed’s restricting me.

4. Don’t keep bringing up, or bragging about, what I gave.
5. Don’t try to control it. If I gave it unconditionally, then don’t add strings afterward; it’s now  

theirs to do with as they please.
6. Take the initiative. Be proactive, not reactive. Pay attention to others’ lives, and opportunities to  

give will arise. They shouldn’t always have to ask, nor should I be unwilling to give without their 
asking. If I care, I’ll volunteer.

7. Don’t judge. Giving’s not about whether the recipient “deserves” it. Giving is an act of kindness  
(and mercy) that depends on the character of the giver, not the recipient. Otherwise, it’s conditional.

8. It’s not always about “need.” Sometimes we give merely because we want a person to have it,  
or merely because we know they “want” it. I care as much about my wants as I do my needs.  
Life would be shabby if I only ever got my needs met. So why try to hold others to that “need” 
standard before I give?

9. Spare their dignity. Some people are too ashamed to ask, and if offered they’ll say, “No, I’m good.”  
I know because I’m that way. So, I force gifts on people, just as my godmother forces gifts on me – 
for which I’m grateful.

10. Don’t expect reciprocation; that is, give no thought of return. If we gave it, they owe us nothing.  
But rest assured, we reap what we sow. If we sow generosity, we’ll reap it, though not necessarily 
from those to whom we gave it.
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Letters to the Editor:
To Give and Receive

After a few months of thought, I decided I would 
do it: I would send a letter to the individual I had 
picked out on Death Row and commit to be his 
pen pal. After carefully searching pictures online, 
I chose John E Robinson. Something about his 
photo made me feel he was the one. I had no P.O. 
Box and now I laugh at my family’s concerns that 
I would use my own address. I wanted to do this, 
however, because I had learned the true nature 
of life on Death Row and Solitary Confinement in 
general. I thought this individual would be half-mad 
with loneliness and the mental tortures of being so 
isolated, and I wanted to help. When I first wrote, 
my young daughter was fighting a relapse of cancer. 
Having seen the suffering of a soul condemned to 
the potential of death in my own daughter, I knew it 
must be far worse for one sentenced to die with no 
one around who cared or acknowledged their own 
humanity. So, I sent off that first letter and began 
this amazing journey.

 Our correspondence hit off from the very beginning 
and I felt confident I could be a ray of light, a crack 
in the prison cell through which some fresh air 
could come to him. Over time I greatly looked 
forward to his letter as well as writing my own to 
him. It was a blessing for me to have someone who 
was on the “outside” of my situation with an open 
perspective to converse with. As my daughter went 
through her battle, I found his insight, prayers and 
encouragement kept me going when life was darkest 
for me. I purchased his book, “Journey of Hope”, 
and the caring and comfort of the raw emotions 
therein moved fluidly between fear, surprise, 
loneliness and humor, and it uplifted me. Our 
letters flowed through the mail service and without 
observation, something unexpected happened: I 
realized I was not only his crack in the wall, he had 
become mine. 

 He whole-heartedly became fully present in our 
battle and my daughter, Annah, wrote to him as 
well, sending him pictures and puzzles to work. I 
remember her sitting in the hospital’s play room 
while receiving her Chemo treatments. She was 
tethered to an IV pole feeling very ill from the 
drugs, yet she remained at a small table coloring 
and cutting away at a picture of a pumpkin to send 

In this death row cell
Lies my thoughts
On the road to hell
 Every night
Two 50mg valium take me
To the grave yard that will
Embrace me I prayed to God
Above and cursed the devil
Below I’ll be executed in 
December, I hope
 It shows
I’m gonna cross a  
shadowed tunnel
That bridges a river
I’m sorry Mom but yes, I
 A killer
Will be brave as I enter 
The house of sleep
Death row took
My freedom but
My heart mom
It’s yours
To keep

to him. She knew he had nothing and wanted 
him to have this by Thanksgiving. He had become 
important to her; she adopted him as her Poppa 
John and that connection enabled her to take her 
mind off her pain and focus on giving to someone 
else. 

 Every step of the way he was there with us as 
my daughter battled cancer; a battle she finished 
on February 2014 when she passed away. The 
nightmare of losing a child, while something that 
intellectually any parent can comprehend, is a 
horror that cannot be fully known unless you are 
unfortunate enough to experience it. My pen 
pal was a beacon of light and helped me keep 
my sanity. My emotions the first month after her 
passing were a roller coaster of anger and irrational 
thinking but he was able to help me center and 
ground. I found that the rawness of his life on 
the inside made him able to accept anything I 
wrote without passing judgement on what I felt. 
Because he has spent so much time alone in his 
own reflection, he has taught me this valuable gift 
of deep reflection. In gentleness, patience and 
kindness he has stood with me in letter after letter 
and often he is the only person I can be perfectly 
open with, knowing he will do his best to not only 
understand but help me overcome.

 When I sent that first letter my only desire was to 
improve the life of someone who was in need of 
a friend. A friend who was not interested in the 
sensational issues that surrounded his incarceration, 
but just one imperfect human extending kindness to 
another imperfect human, without judgement. Yet 
without having a dime to give or even the ability to 
be physically present with us I see how very much 
he gave to my child, how much he continues to give 
me. I started this journey on a whim wanting to 
support someone I thought was at a tremendous 
deficit, but I’ve found in the past year that word 
deficit, like many words can be relative. We can all 
fall into times where we are without strength, hope, 
understanding and love. And we are all, no matter 
what our current state or condition are able to 
support, encourage, listen to, and love one another. 

In loving memory of Annah C. Zachary / February 1, 2004 – February 18, 2017

Mom

Angelique Zachary

Antonio Serna 
New Mexico 
Death Row 
Clayton, NM
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The response was immediate. A number of 
legislators walked out during the prayer in 
protest. In six short weeks, Central Christian 
Church, where Rev. Wright is pastor, logged 
more than 5,000 phone calls with only 47 of 
those calls responding negatively. The church is 
now receiving international requests for copies 
of this prayer from India, Africa and Korea.

Commentator Paul Harvey aired this prayer 
on his radio program, “The Rest of the Story,” 
and received a larger response to this program 
than any other he has ever aired.

With the Lord’s help, may this prayer sweep 
over our nation and whole-heartedly become 
our desire so that we again can be called:  
“One Nation Under God.”

The Prayer That Shocked the World
W hen Minister Joe Wright was asked to open the new session of the Kansas Senate, 

everyone was expecting the usual generalities, but this is what they heard:

Heavenly Father, we come before you today to ask your forgiveness and to seek 
your direction and guidance. We know Your Word says, “Woe to those who 
call evil good,” but that is exactly what we have done. We have lost our spiritual 
equilibrium and reversed our values:

We have exploited the poor and called it the lottery.

We have rewarded laziness and called it welfare.

We have killed our unborn and called it choice.

We have shot anti-abortionists and called it justifiable.

We have neglected to discipline our children and called it building self-esteem.

We have abused power and called it politics.

We have coveted our neighbor’s possessions and called it ambition.

We have polluted the air with profanity and pornography and called it  
freedom of expression. 

We have ridiculed the time-honored values of our forefathers and  
called it enlightenment.

Search us, Oh, God and know our hearts today; cleanse us from

Every sin and set us free. Amen” 

Sam Reese Sheppard

At the tender age of seven Sam Reese Sheppard lost his pregnant mother to murder. Adding terror 
to trauma, the State of Ohio later charged his father, Dr. Sam Sheppard, with killing her, and sought 
the death penalty. His father was convicted and sentenced to life in prison. After twelve years of legal 
battles, including five appeals, the U.S. Supreme Court granted a new trial.

Dr. Sheppard was acquitted by the second jury, but was freed only to face an unbelieving public that 
continued to vilify him until his death at age 46.

The Sheppard case inspired numerous books and the TV series and movie The Fugitive. Recently, 
DNA testing of old blood drops from the crime scene demonstrated that a third person was in the 
home on the night of the murder, just as Sam’s father always insisted. 

The murder of his mother at such a young age and the unusual high profile trial of his father severely 
traumatized Sam. He has been an outspoken critic of the “waste and futility of the death penalty” and 
the author of Mockery of Justice, a book about his father’s case.

A Boy Loses His Mom

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



Wherever You Find a Cage...

COMPASSION 
READERS:  
To date $51,988.72 has been  
awarded in college scholarships to  
family members for murder victims.  
Make a purchase of their artwork.

To view available selections, view Art 
for Scholarship in the past issues at 
compassionondeathrow.net. 

Call 419-874-1333 and ask for 
Compassion office to verify availability.

9” x 12” / Colored pencil and ink 
$40.00 includes shipping 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

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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Magnanimous  
Love

Steadfast & True

Magnanimous love is a limitless love, 
Patient, generous and giving. 
It is not conditioned, nor dependent, 
On what someone else may or may not do!

It is a love cultivated through the  
     essence of time 
Predicated on respect, kindness, 
gentleness and forgiveness. 
It puts others before self, and is based on 
unwavering fortitude!

Magnanimous love does not hold onto  
     petty grievances, 
It is not quick tempered, nor judgemental. 
It seeks resolution, not revenge,  
     and it is always 
Steadfast and true!

It is built with bricks of unquestionable  
     loyalty, and 
It provides a safe haven and refuge for  
     loved ones 
When life’s crushing trials and tribulations 
Come raining down upon them and you!

Magnanimous love is deeply rooted, and 
Remains in the hearts of loved ones  
     left behind 
Who must live on despite their  
     enormous grief of loss, 
For loved ones now gone!

And this, my darling, is  
Exactly how daddy loves you, 
Today, yesterday and tomorrow 
Always Steadfast and True!

Over the years I have given a lot of thought to the meaning of the word “Compassion.”  
I have also heard and read much about others’ ideas of its meaning. Many place a  

negative value on Compassion and equate it to condolence, pity, and sympathy. I disagree! 

Compassion is the entirety of the character of a human being.

Compassion is a growing; it is a discovering; it is a knowing who you are.

Compassion comes to each of us in its own unique way, in its own time. 

Compassion is a constant experience of re-birth of new life given to us. It transforms us.

Compassion cannot rest upon spontaneity. It does not come easily, just as being a 
compassionate person does not come easily. 

Compassion is more than our mind. It demands all of us.

Compassion is an expression of our deepest levels of being. 

Our Compassion should never end, it should continue to enable us to be in joy and peace  
and in deep quiet wherever we find ourselves.

Compassion is hunger; it is love.
John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Dedicated To My Beautiful  
and Wonderful Grandkids

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Compassion
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Send S.A.S.E. for application  
to Pen Pal website. 

(Free for Death Row)

Lost Vault 
P.O. Box 242 

Mascot, TN  37806

Resources

A Need for Mercy
Mother’s Love Lord, My sweet wife could use a little mercy 

now. The fruit of her labors falls quickly to the 
ground. Her work is almost over; it won’t be 
long before we both expire. I love my sweet 
wife, and we could both use some mercy now.
Lord, My brothers could use a little mercy now. 
They are strangers to freedom, shackled to their 
fears and doubts. The pain they live in is all 
but out of their control. Some live in darkness 
brought on by hateful souls. I love my brothers, 
they could us some mercy now.
Lord, My church and country could use a little 
mercy now, as they sink into a poison pit that’s 
going to take forever to climb out of. They carry 
the weight of the faithful who follow them 
down. I love my church and country, they could 
use some mercy now.

Every living thing, Lord, could use a little mercy 
now. Only your hand of grace can end the race, 
towards another mushroom cloud. People in 
power, they’ll do anything to keep their crown. I 
love life and life itself could use some mercy now.
Here I am, Lord, I could use a little mercy now. 
I’ve been locked on death row over 30 years. I 
know I don’t deserve it, but Rebecca and I could 
use it anyhow. All of us hang in the balance, 
dangled between high and low ground, and 
every single one of us could use some mercy 
now, Lord, every single one of us could use some 
mercy now. 

With every beat of her heart she loved you with 
Everything she had –

Would’ve made any sacrifice known to man on her 
Child’s behalf 
Beauty and compassion flowed from her like a river 
Running wild – 
She touched so many lives with just her humble  
Presence and smile…

She was the type of person who valued morals, 
Principles and loyalty – 
An individual who knew what a friend, real woman 
And mother was supposed to be…

She was unselfish and always looking for  
     opportunities 
To help another – 

Lives In You

Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Never hesitating to lead by example in the midst 
Of assisting others… 
So don’t let sadness steal the happiness from 
memories 
That hold so true – 
Because although she may be gone physically,  
your Mother’s 
Spirit lives in you… 

 Dedicated to all who have lost 
 A good Mother

Because their children will always  
     be a part of them 
Whether they are near or apart.

Because the future depends on it.

Because God sowed the seeds of  
     love inside their 
Wombs and that’s what preceded  
     the baby boom.

Because the world is filled with  
     hate and mothers  
Are put here to balance the scales  
     of fate.

Because it’s a hard knock life and  
     we need a soft 
Place to land in case we fail.

Because it teaches us to have  
     compassion; words 
Have meaning but we learn  
     from actions.

Because….Well, just because.

Happy Mother’s Day

Justin Anderson 
Arkansas Death Row 
Grady, AR

John Robinson ©2018

Richard Rhodes 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL

Anthony Cain 
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 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
Loaves & Fishes Jail Ministry

Please note: Compassion issues are prepared in advance so it may take up to 8 months before selected articles are published.
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All in the Family

N ow that I’ve been, officially, in prison 
longer than not, I can say I’ve spent 
more holidays and more time with 

my fellow man on death row than with my own 
family. For over 20 years we’ve rang in the New 
Year, celebrated the Day of Independence, and ate 
Thanksgiving dinner together. Sure, we argue,  
and fight, but at the end of the day we are “family.” 
Siblings get on each other’s nerves, that’s what 
they do.

However, there’s a difference between us messing 
with each other – and staff dragging one of us to 
the Bucket. I’ve seen the person I dislike the most 
on the march to the hole and said a silent prayer 
for him. We got our crazy “Uncles” and wise old 
Grandpa’s. In some way we are connected to each 
other through at least on person. We have our 
cliques, but somebody in our clique associates with 

some guys in another, and so on and so forth.  
Like it or not, we’re family. 

What else is “family” than to share a living 
space, spend time together, and be bonded 
by circumstance? The people I’ve been closest 
to mostly weren’t/aren’t blood relatives. I’ve 
watched these men grow older, get sick, lose 
loved ones, and some of them die. I was present 
for the hardships and heartaches. We’ve been 
through it all. Some of us don’t like each other  
all the time. You don’t have to like someone to 
lo love them, it’s a fact; we’re all in the family, 
bonded by circumstance, forged by time.

Kevin Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

A Mother’s 
Acknowledgement

Submitted by A. Cain
Clifton Perry 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, Ca 
April 25, 2012

A wonderful day to remember 
One set aside for joy. 
Time to reflect on your heritage 
Your gifts from our Lord!

May you receive a vase of roses 
Violets and carnations may do… 
Or the sweet smell of tulips- 
All created just for you!

Hope you’re showered with plenty  
    of gifts; 
Dinner, chocolates and hugs! 
Recognition of your nurturing ways –  
All the countless acts of love.

When God created Mothers for us –  
He knew just what to do! 
My gifts to you this Mother’s Day –  
Your personal Billet-Doux.

I’ll close my sonnet with a prayer: 
“God’s Grace be unto you!” 
May he keep you safe this  
     Mother’s Day… 
And bless all that you do!

May your children come to  
     honor you, 
And spoil you in special ways 
Give you a kiss, a “Thank you,”  
     a pat on the back, 
Appreciation and more  
     heartwarming days!


