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Announcing the O. Henry Contest
Compassion is hosting a 3-category contest! Rather 
than a single category contest that awards a 1st, 2nd, 
and 3rd place prize, we are going to grant a $50.00 
award for the sole winner in each category:

Best short story/article/essay  
(limit 600 words)
Best poem
Best artwork

Participants may submit only one entry for  
each category. The contest will be judged by an 
outside board. 

Compassion Awards Two Scholarships
Compassion death row prisoners are awarding $1,000.00 scholarships to Deanna Caperton from 
Kernersville, NC who is a graduate student at Wake Forest University and to Summer Ruff from 
Philadelphia, PA who is first year student attending West Chester University. The essays they wrote to 
accompany their applications are below:

Making Sense  
of Tragedy
By Deanna Caperton

One of the biggest complaints many of us have 
about life is how unfair it is. It seems like when 
you are doing everything right, something can 
always go wrong. After this past Christmas that’s 
the only question that plagues my mind day after 
day. Thoughts of “why me” and “what did I do 
to deserve this” are reoccurring questions that 
will haunt a person long after a tragedy when an 
unexpected death takes place. 
The day after Christmas my father went to spend time 
with my uncle after dinner that night. My sister and 
I were aware that they had a shaky relationship but 
my father always told us family was important. My 
father and my uncle had a physical altercation and 

Kindness and Aspiring 
to the Greater Good 

By Summer Ruff

My mom’s cell phone rang, and she politely took 
a few steps to perch against the wall to answer. 
Moments later, I noticed her tears as she frantically 
started to gather her things. Choking back her 
tears with all the life within her, she answered the 
question: “Justin got shot. Brandon is on his way 
here to pick us up.” Her voice trembled with pain 
and fear as we rushed toward the exit.
Before I could get my second foot in the van, or 
even close the door, Brandon pulled away from 
the curb and sped through traffic. We rushed 
only to wait in the waiting room of the emergency 
department: my oldest brother, his girlfriend,  
and my mother. 

Deanna 
Caperton

Continued on page 6 Continued on page 6

Summer 
Ruff

Please address your entries to: 
Compassion O. Henry Contest 
140 W. South Boundary Street 
Perrysburg, OH 43551

All entries must be postmarked by November 25, 2018. 
Winners will be notified via mail and announced in the 
January 2019 issue of Compassion. All entries become  
the property of Compassion and may be used in  
the Compassion newsletter publication, where the  
artwork goes toward raising money for the Compassion 
scholarship fund. 

 (Awards are sponsored by an anonymous donor.)



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: TRANSIENT

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
Edgar B. Garcia,  

Douglas Blaine Matthews,  
William Morganherring,  

Wesley I. Purkey,  
John Robinson  

and Donald Shorts

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

A s a Boy Scout, to grasp the pragmatics of 
wilderness survival, I first had to grapple 
with transience, with the pain and fear that’s 

interwoven with impermanence, since, while hiking 
through mosquito-bitten forests, life as I knew it got 
left behind. Everything I carried served a practical 
function, and, after being rolled up, tucked, folded, 
stacked, and packed, it altogether occupied roughly 
six cubic feet. Or so my canvas rucksack advertised. 
One of my handiest items was twine, a fat spool of 
sturdy twine for starting fires bow-style, building 
snares, catching fish, dangling food supply, making 
tourniquets, and generally for binding – many things 
find a higher purpose when bound.
An object’s value was the sum of its utility minus 
its volume; and measured in cubic inches, ounces, 
and effectiveness. My sense of liberty kindled when 
limited to necessities, my creativity sparked to life 
against the rock-solid notion of SURVIVAL. 
Now I camp in a cell with the square-footage of a tent. 
According to prison policy, I should be able to fold, 
tuck, roll, stack, and pack all my personal possessions 
into three boxy, flimsy-white-plastic shipping bags 
for a total of six cubic feet. Books qualify as personal 
property. No more than ten. It takes ten books to 
study my faith and writing, to hone my spirit and 
mind, but it also takes ten law books to work on my 
appeal and get my body out of prison. That’s 2.5 cubic 
feet of mental and Spiritual acuity for me.
I own one cubic foot of hygiene items, little luxuries 
to prevent odors and itches, to preserve dignity, to 
soothe my need to feel neat and clean. Two more 
cubic feet are crammed with creativity, with paper, 
pens, pencils, poetry, essays, drawings, idea journals.

That leaves half a cubic foot for commissary food, 
shiny things, and sentimentality. I have a large brown 
envelope stuffed with tattered pages scrawled on 
by my dad before he died, and crappy-but-cute 
kindergarten drawings by my nieces, who say I’m the 
world’s best uncle though they’ve never even hugged 
me. I also own two inches of photos of when my 
brothers and I were little boys, of my parents prior 
to their destructive divorce; of people I’ve never met, 
places I’ve never been, but that are important to my 
friends and family and therefore important to me.
That’s how I fill and maintain my six feet of cubic 
space carved out of a hard place. Technically, all my 
commissary food is considered contraband then, and 
can be confiscated.
Souls moving through space and time accumulate 
a ton of attachments, possessions, places, people, 
sentiments, activities, ideas. We latch onto them, 
make them a part of us, become dependent on them 
for happiness. We tote them around, they weigh us 
down. They bow our backbones, distort our decision-
making, drain our sense of freedom.
My life in here is packed in plastic bags. It reminds 
me that I could die at any moment, that I need to 
be ready to move without notice, that I must be 
prepared to drop all my worldly possessions, which is 
fine by me because my real treasures – my faith, my 
memory, my love and creativity – inhabit the infinite 
space inside my soul, invisible, weightless, ethereal.

proclaimed, and then said, “My prayer was 
answered and God sent me a professional.”
Tabby has retold this story to her friends 
and family though the years on many 
different occasions. This extraordinary 
fortuitous meeting literally changed her life 
forevermore, as she and the kind biker who 
rescued her that day from those challenging 
circumstances were later married and 

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Embrace Chance Meetings  (Continued from back cover)

raised a loving family of their own. Yes, 
fortuitous meetings and circumstances can 
be commodities far more precious than 
gold when embraced, cultivated and taken 
advantage of.



Dear Friends,

I’m writing to say thank you for all the help and support you give 
to all prisoners. I’m 48 years of age I have served almost 24 years 
in prison. I’m about to discharge the whole 25 years sentence next 
year. In 2019 I’ll be a free man.

Inmates Matter Too

Letters to the Editor:
Dear Compassion Readers,

If anyone needs assistance/advice, I am allowed inmate 
correspondence without prior approval. I am trained in homicide 
type offenses. I do not assist any sexually based offenses without 
innocence claim.

I continue to pray for your organization, as I have for many years 
now. May those on death row have luck in being commuted from 
such a sentence.

Sincerely,

Benjamin J. Biese, 05202-090 
Green Bay Correctional Institute 
PO Box 19033 
Green Bay, WI  54307-9033

                                             

Pelagio Perales 
Texas DOC Clements Unit 
Amarillo, TX

I plant a rose seed to see
It grow. I saw it born, I 
Saw it bloom. I saw it
Decaying. I saw it dying…
I drew a rose for every inmate
That is born. I drew a rose for
Every inmate that is aging…
I drew a rose for every inmate 
On death row.  I drew a rose 
For every political prisoner, inmates

In  prison worldwide.  I drew a 
Rose For every inmate that is
Dying in prison.  I drew a 
Rose for every female inmate,
Every male inmate – to show
Them I care. Plant a rose 
Seed for every inmate that is
In prison today worldwide 
To show them 
Inmates matter too.

3

Through adversity they never waiver, their strength unmatched 
Nothing compares to someone around who gives their all 
No strings attached…

On the darkest days they provide light that illuminates hope 
Which allows faith and determination to surface,  
     helping us cope…

From their mouth encouragement and comfort seems  
     to freely flow 
They see you as an equal rather than anything above  
     or below…

It’s their warm heart and sincere compassion that always  
     draws us in 
Simple acts of kindness that remind us why they’re  
     our closest friend…

Closest Friend

Anthony Cain 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

©2018 John Robinson

On the Bright Side

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS



Dr. Jack Sullivan

Dr. Jack Sullivan’s younger sister Jennifer was murdered in 1997. In the traumatic days, weeks and 
months that followed her untimely death his family steadfastly rejected any notion that the killer(s) be 
sentenced to death if apprehended; however no one was ever arrested in Jennifer’s death. 

Dr. Sullivan is the Senior Pastor of First Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) of Findlay, OH., and his 
life and leadership have been forever influenced by his sister’s murder. He is a leading ecumenist, 
peace and justice activist, death penalty abolitionist, men’s retreat leader and lecturer on the 
dynamics of church governance and transformation. 

In addition to his many church related duties Dr. Sullivan is the chairperson of the board of directors of 
Ohioans to Stop Executions. Reflecting his views on the subject Dr. Sullivan said: “The death penalty is 
a hollow instrument of punishment that carries no redemptive value and has no power to heal, uplift 
or transform lives.”

(At the time of printing Pastor Sullivan was on his way to Sierra Leone and could not take part 
in a Compassion interview. He will be writing an article for our Victims Voice column which will 
appear in the November issue. 

For more information visit www.journeyofhope.org

Losing His Sister
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This Is Just Something I Felt  
The Need to Share

Now I don’t know if everyone on death row is attentive to and 
aware of their character and internal self, as I am; but the more 
I study and reflect on myself, my life, and my surroundings, 

the more I come to realize that death row is a dark, demonic place… 
(Especially California’s Death Row) No matter what brings a person  
here, Death Row is not a place for the simple or slightly good hearted…

Through a lot of studying and self-reflecting I have identified the system 
behind this system, and the spiritual forces it uses against us.  
But the thing is there are no faces to:

fornication – masturbation, uncleanliness, lewdness;

idolatry, sorcery, superstition; hatred, contention, fear,

jealousy, outbursts of wrath; selfish ambitions,

discord – division, heresy, envy, drug use, etc.

These are the behaviors and characteristics that keep us down, separated, 
and bound within this system, and if we keep practicing these things we 
will NEVER gain our control and power back, and will remain separated 
and self-destructive.

In contrast these are the spiritual forces of our true nature which give 
power and life and lift one’s internal self-up:

love, (internal and external) unity

peace within the sub conscious and conscious mind,

courage, long suffering endurance, humility, kindness;

faithfulness, loyalty, gentleness, and most of all,

“discipline and self-control”

If we were to start practicing these with our words and actions and help 
those around us who’re spiritually weak to practice these, nothing or 
no-one can defeat or overcome us and those at the highest shall be right 
there with us all…

All are not lost, yet; and with that, peace I leave with you and more 
understanding I pray we receive…
     (2 Corinthians 13:5)

Donald Shorts
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA



African  Mother

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

12” X 16” Acrylic
$75.00 includes  
shipping and handling
To purchase make your check  
to Compassion and send to the 
address on page 2.

By Daniel Gwynn 
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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Time Keeps 
Moving

Douglas Blaine Matthews
Florida Death Row
Raiford, FL

A day, a week, months and years
A time of opacity, few smiles,  

many tears.
The black flower of civilized society,  

I am within these walls,
When your sun rises, the moon 

 in here falls.
But time keeps moving…

     Hearts still beat, minds continue  
to wonder

Of the starlit November night or  
the spring’s blue yonder.

     Dreams still float down the halls  
of my mind,

Caught in the air by memory,  
forever suspended in time.
And time keeps moving…

All things change from one day  
to the next,

So I’ve learned to be patient,  
instead of feeling vexed.

Calmed by the presence of  
parchment in care.

I have reasons to smile says the  
gray in my hair.

Time keeps moving…

So I float on the waves of this  
ageless current.

Finding peace and stillness through  
the minds of contentment.

Obtaining what I need by expecting  
only nothing.

And listening for my breath  
while time keeps moving.

Because time keeps moving.

I was sitting the other day, just kind of musing 
about life and some of our human foibles and 
characteristics. I try to see the humor in our  

lives as we react to everyday living.
Do you realize that the only time in our lives we 
actually look forward to getting older is when we’re 
children? If you’re less than 10 years old, you’re so 
excited about aging that you think in fractions.  
“How old are you?” “I’m four and a half!” You’re 
never thirty-six and a half. You’re four and a half, 
going on five! That’s the key.
You get into your teens…You automatically jump to 
the next number, or even a few ahead. “How old  
are you? “I’m going to be 16!” You might only be 
13, but hey, you are going to be 16 one day! And 
then the greatest day of your life…you become 
21. Even the words sound like some kind of grand 
ceremony…YOU BECOME 21…YESSS!
But then you turn 30. Ooohh, what happened there? 
Makes you sound like spoiled milk. He TURNED; 

One-Hundred and a Half

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

no fun now is it? You’re jus a sour-dumpling. What’s 
wrong? What’s changed? You BECOME 21, you TURN 
30, then you’re PUSHING 40. Whoa! Put the brakes 
on, life is slipping away! Before you even know it, you 
REACH 50…and all your dreams are gone. But wait! 
You make it to 60. You’ve built up so much speed that 
you HIT 70. After that, well, it’s day to day going; you 
HIT Wednesday! You get to your 80’s and every day is 
a complete cycle; you HIT lunch; you MAKE tea time at 
3:30; you REACH bedtime. And it doesn’t end there.
Into the 90’s, you start going backwards “I was just 
92.” Then a very strange thing happens. If you make 
it over 100, you become a little kid again. I’m 100  
and a half!’ 
May we all MAKE IT to be 100 and a half!



unfortunately my father lost his life that night. 
When my sister and I received the news that he 
had been killed we were heartbroken. My father 
was only 54. 
I had imagined my father to walk me down the 
aisle at my wedding, see me graduate from college, 
and be a grandfather for the children I hope to 
have someday. 
The loss of my father has affected me in many 
ways. He and my uncle never got along well but 
as children they were very close. Family was so 
important to my father and it is heartbreaking that 
my uncle caused his death. While this has been a 
tough subject for my family and me to accept, my 
uncle has been charged with two different counts 
of manslaughter. The DA told my family and me 
that we may be involved in a jury trial, something 
none of us are prepared for. 
While I am still brokenhearted over the loss of my 
father, I am trying to forgive my uncle. I am aware 
my uncle never intended on taking my father’s 
life but regrettably their altercation left him dead. 
Compassion for others is important and I know my 
uncle is going through a tough time in his life as 
well. He now has to be responsible for the death of 
his own brother and many of my family members 

have isolated him. I plan 
on writing to him in 
prison after the trial in 

hopes to further 
make sense of 
this tragedy.

6

PEN American Center Prison 
Writing Program 
588 Broadway, Suite 303 
New York, NY  10012

Sponsors an annual writing  
contest for Prisoners; publishes 
“Handbook for Writers In Prison”  
(free to prisoners). 
Write for more information.

Resource

A Concrete Ocean
Lost amidst an ocean of grief and pain
O’ how friends forget our name;
Waves and storms a constant reminder,
Of the many perils seeking to plunder.
A number rings out like Thunder,
Loud and clear the spell we’re under.
The scent of fear, hate and danger
Tend to be no utter stranger.
No sign of comfort or sandy beach shore,
Just negativity crying out for more.
Alone, stripped of humanity and identity,
Left to battle with insanity.
Where the broken and the brave
Ride the same concrete wave.
No paradise or great palm trees,
Just remote as a place can be.
Steel bars shield the bright sunrise
As mortals dream of touching skies.
This concrete ocean I will survive,
And though I fall I’m bound to rise

Edgar B. Garcia
Federal Death Row
Terra Haute, IN

We waited in the emergency room for what felt like 
an eternity. A detective appeared. He asked us to 
show him a picture of Justin to verify his identity, 
even though we knew it was him.
“Is he OK?” My mom pleaded, unconcerned with 
producing a photo.
Irritated the man responded: “The man back there 
is dead. At that moment, it seemed that I was 
seeing my life through a screen. My brother’s death 
occurred about two years ago, and I have struggled 
to believe that humanity is good at its core (and still 
do sometimes). My brother had been murdered 
in cold blood by someone who only needed to 
pull a metal trigger, and the news of his death had 
been communicated to us in the most callous way 
possible, as if he did not matter at all.
A few weeks ago, however, my perspective 
changed. On my way home from school on the 
trolley, a man had a seizure. Instantly, people 
intervened on his behalf: they shouted for the 
conductor to stop the trolley and as the man was 
regaining consciousness they repeatedly asked 
him if he was alright. I could hear their desperate 
concern for someone they had only known for 
about 15 minutes and that kindness astonished me. 
 Witnessing this act of kindness is not only helping 
me regain my faith in the goodness of others, but 
it also makes me want to be a person that others 
can have faith in. I aspire to be the type of person 
who will care for anyone, even those who may not 
necessarily “deserve” to be cared for, because we 
are all human.

Compassion Awards Two Scholarships (Continued from cover)

Making Sense of Tragedy Kindness & Aspiring to the Greater Good

I have been studying the Book of Latter Day Saints, 
aka the Mormons who claim (and I believe them) 
historical records bear them out as migrating to 
this land in the B.C. era after the Tower of Babel 
Diaspora. But what is unique is when I received 
my 4 books: something on the shipping invoice 
touched my heart and caused me to want to 
familiarize myself with this person.  
On the shipping invoice was this line: 
Your order was packaged with love by 
It was enclosed in the booklet “The Pearl of Great 
Price.” Now I just got a letter from a pen friend ©2018 Prison Philosopher

Recognizing God’s Leadership 
in England named Margaret, which translates 
as “Pearl.” So I ask myself is God sending me a 
sublime message or proverbial messenger? God 
often speaks to us through incidents, others, and 
by placing people of wisdom in our path to lead us. 
Will you be conscious enough to recognize when 
God is leading you to a better situation in life, or a 
better place in life?

William Morganherring 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC



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):
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
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
Martha May
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
Kolbe House, Chicago, IL

Sisters. of Mercy,  
  St. Bernardine Home
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
Friends Meeting of Raleigh
Loaves  & Fishes Jail Visitation
Rev Gerald Chmiel

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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Breaking  
News

Maybe unwittingly prisons 
are removing evolution’s rev-limiter 
  and taking off 
its restrictor plates. 
Its transformative  
mutations now take  
place in as little as a year by using 
Therapeutic Seclusion – also known 
as “THE HOLE” in prison lingo. No 
one who passes through ever leaves  
the same person who entered a year 
ago. The hole is a tool designed  
     to break  
man, down to his quintessence.  
     It hyper- 
bolizes by creating a parody of  
     one’s character. 
I’ve seen it strip away the masks  
     and games –  
no time for masquerades when        
     insanity is  
gaining – forcing a sort of apotheosis.  
I have watched it petrify pretense  
into cement, making men fake 
forever. I’ve even witnessed 
it dissolve humanity in 
atavistic acid; acting 
like an animal now  
comes naturally  
to him.

George Wilkerson
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

Embrace Chance Meetings

Often times unforeseen circumstances are 
subconsciously ignored, in contrast to being 
embraced and actually cultivated and/or taken 

advantage of, which could’ve ultimately deeply enriched 
a person’s life in many different facets. The following 
little anecdotal story underscores such contentions.
Tabby May was hurrying from the Doggy Rescue 
Center, where she worked, to the pharmacy to get 
medication, and as is the case when someone is 
hurrying to get something done other problems seem 
to always occur, and this would not be an exception 
to that rule. When Tabby May got back to her car after 
picking up her medication, she found that she had 
locked her keys inside the car. By haphazard Tabby 
found an old rusty coat hanger laying on the parking 
lot ground. She picked it up, trying to remember 
seeing on TV, how coat hangers were used to unlock 
car doors, but she had absolutely no clue what she 
was doing, so with a deep overwhelming sigh she just 
stood there wondering about what she needed to do. 
With another deep sigh she prayed, “God I need some 
help, please send some help.” During her prayer, 
motivated from frustration, she heard a motorcycle 

pulling up in the parking slot next to hers. The biker 
was a bearded guy wearing one of those biker jean 
jackets with cut off sleeves. Getting off his motorcycle 
it was obvious he’d seen that Tabby May was having a 
rather bad day, and asked her what the problem was. 
“I locked my keys inside the car, and have absolutely 
no idea what to do to get the car unlocked,” she said 
in a disheartened manner, adding that, “I need to get 
back to work.”
Seeing Tabby holding the rusty old hanger the 
biker asked her if she would like him to help her 
get the car door open. “Of course I would if you 
wouldn’t mind,” she said. After getting the old 
rusty hanger from Tabby and walking over to her 
car in less than a minute he had the car door 
open. Prodigiously thanking the biker she asked 
him if she could give him a hug and in that hug 
she told him, “Thank you so very much. The biker 
kinda laughed telling Tabby May, “This is the first 
hug that I have had in almost a decade. I just got 
out of prison yesterday where I was serving time 
for multiple car thefts.” “That is amazing,” Tabby 
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