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HELPING PRISONERS ON DEATH ROW LIVE CONNECTED AND FRUITFUL LIVES

You Are Not Alone
For the black sheep, misfits, prisoners and 

the outsiders. For the orphans, refugees, 
scapegoats, nerds, victims, and weirdos. 
For the abandoned, the invisible ones, the 
homeless, shunned, and the uprooted.

Confer upon yourself the ability to retract 
the fealty you swore to hesitation, insecurity, 
meekness, and self doubt.

Allow yourself the power to resist the wrong-
ful projections of others, capable of delivering 
your disagreements with grace and precision, 
and to love whomever you wish.

May you know with absolute clarity the 
forces of nature flowing through you, and 
realize that your voice is not only heard  
but desperately needed to haul us all out  
of this muddle.

Strive to feel entwined, reassured, and 
supported as you offer yourself and your 
gifts to the world.

Proudly be willing to be unlikable, and in 
the process utterly loved.

Recognize with increasing certain and 
vividness that you know what you know.

Grant yourself leave to feel the strength 
within that radiates from you, even as you 
stand by yourself, and know that you are 
not alone.

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

Condemned and Convicted
Don’t you (who are free) be a statistic 
Of the Justice System’s Condemned and Convicted, 
Stay out of trouble, live life and be Realistic, 
Cause if you don’t you’ll be damned and constricted, 
So easily you could go insane or ballistic, 
For a crime you had or had not committed or concocted.

That’s the life of the condemned and convicted. 
It’s not about wrong or right in a court of law,  
These days, 
But about evidence to prove innocence, or a guilt flow,  
In  other ways.

That’s the life of the condemned and convicted.

The laws of this here land are supposed to protect 
The innocent from conviction, 
But that’s not necessarily true, but a reject 
Of human contradiction.

So before you think about committing a crime, 
Think about the condemned and convicted doing time.

Chris Hyde 
Alabama Death Row 
Atmore, AL
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Letters to the Editor are welcomed 
from all prisoners (this includes 
non-death row prisoners) and the 
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In submitting letters, we ask that 
compassionate and introspective 
guidelines apply to your 
communications.
Limit size to 400 words or less. 
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A s a Christian, this desire hasn’t decreased 
– but my reasons for wanting to get out 
have changed. Some of them at least. I’ve 

prayed, asking God to let me demonstrate my 
repentance, promising that I would serve Him, help 
those in need…Those of us who consider ourselves 
Christians have all probably prayed and promised 
some variation of it. Repeatedly.

The answer comes 
first in the form of a 
question God meant 
me to contemplate: 
If you won’t serve Me 
now, in a place and 
situation with fewer 
temptations, what 
makes you think  
you’ll serve Me when 
free, when surrounded by the many choices that 
condemned you to start with?

My initial reaction was to argue that I’d changed. 
But had l? Was I still lying, cheating, and stealing?  
Admittedly, I was – only now I justified it by saying, 
“I’m in prison, I’m trying to survive.”

Then I moved toward the next question: How can 
I possibly serve God right here, on death row? I 
asked God to help me understand, and the answer 
I received was silence. Yet, the question was on top 
of my retinas and I seemed to walk around with it 
superimposed over everything.

Six or seven years ago, I was in my cell working 
on a project when suddenly God broke into my 
thoughts. Unbidden, I saw this image of me putting 
together a bag of commissary items and handing 
it to another prisoner, one who was elderly, less 
fortunate, had a very abrasive personality (almost 
nobody liked him) – and he was on another pod. 
Lord, how will I get it to him? You know the guards 
won’t just let me walk over there and pass it to him.

God brought another scene to mind: Me walking 
toward my pod door. That was it.

I got the message: Just do what I tell you to do. 

So, I headed toward my pod door, bag in hand. As 
I approached, the pneumatic door hissed open. 
Looking up at the guard booth, I saw no guard. And 
coming around the corner was the very person I was 
to give the bag to. “Hey!” I exclaimed.

“Hey!” The old man returned. 
I’d scared him.

I quickly thrust the bag into his 
hands and said,  
“God wants you to have 
this…” I felt weird saying it. He 
seemed unfazed though. 

“Okay. Thanks. I gotta see the 
nurse.” And off he went toward 

his appointment as I stepped back into my pod, a 
little stunned about how it’d all played out.

A guard popped up in the booth, saw the open 
door. I shrugged at her and walked away. It hiss-
banged shut behind me.

Now I understood. I didn’t need to know how God 
would accomplish His goals. To be of service was 
simple: I needed only to maintain a humble and 
willing heart, and do what He tells me to do, when 
He tells me to do it, how He tells me to do it. Period.

Whether I’m in prison or out of it, if my heart’s in the 
right place, I am useful to God’s purposes.

Of course, I still want to get out of prison; only, 
getting out isn’t a condition God must meet in my 
life before I’ll serve Him.

George Wilkerson
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC



Letter to the Editor:

Consider a still calm lake at sunset. Sit on the bank of the water  
and look at the peacefulness of unmoving dark water. Pick up a  
rock and toss it into the pond. Immediately a ripple will flow out in 
all directions. No longer is the lake still, it has been disturbed by  
the action of making a splash with a rock. Soon after, the ripples 
burn out and stillness returns.
Watch the stillness of the lake until a fish jumps. Your attention  
goes to the fish until it falls back into the water. Another jumps,  
then another and another. The lake is full of jumping fish and the 
serenity you felt by watching the still water has been replaced  
by the commotion.
The mind works the same way. Naturally it is at peace until thoughts 
start jumping. We have to control our thoughts at this point. We 
watch our thoughts in smart recovery. No longer do we practice 
dumb recovery which is no recovery at all. We are mentally quick to 
perceive; alert, bright, sharp and clever handling thoughts, words 
and ideas. The power to discern through reasoning and logical 
thinking helps us understand and fully recognize the good from the 
bad; making excuses for our irrational beliefs is an error to correct. 
The wrong use of imagination, our creative ability, serves to pamper 
our illusions. We think we are right, when we are wrong. We keep 
our harmful beliefs in store; since no one enjoys admitting that they 
are wrong. We’d rather blame others than ourselves. As we judge 
so we are judged. What I think of this or that is a clear picture of 
myself. If I think a person is inferior, less to me, then at the moment 
of judgment I am inferior.
The easiest way of ending this dilemma is to cease making 
judgments as to the condition of people, places or things. If we do 
wrong, guilt is hot on our heels and will attack the love in our heart. 
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When a child becomes an adult, they must purge themselves of all 
the garbage they collected in childhood. The hurt, disappointment, 
fear, pain. All these things represent what we collect as we search 
for happiness. Ironically, the happiness is usually never found 
because we collect too much other stuff along the way. The 
journey gets weighed down by baggage and we stop our forward 
movement after a while, never to resume. We think where we are 
is as good as it gets, and we make our home somewhere in the 
middle of this wilderness, having convinced ourselves that true 
happiness is an illusion. It isn’t! We just lost sight of the original 
goal. You must transfer the hurt and pain.

The more you judge your neighbor in a negative way, the more you 
will be judged in a negative way. Manage thoughts to achieve your 
purposes and goals. Be careful, you are the manager, the boss, 
the director, the supervisor. Actually, you are the governor of your 
state of mind. Consider the Recovery Group as the management 
team who directs the enterprise. Learn how to recognize errors of 
judgment and put into practice what you’ve learned. Work at a task 
repeatedly to become skillful and proficient. Habit changes habit. 
A good habit should replace a bad habit. Morality is a standard of 
right normal conduct, conforming to behavior, set by experience 
and law. The opposite: badness, evil, wickedness. To manage our 
recovery we direct our thoughts with skillful awareness to achieve 
our aim. Our mind should be treated with care and great respect. 
Virtue is the active ingredient that enables our will to seek after 
moral excellence. As the manager of your own ideas, it’s up to you 
to direct what will and what will not be part of your belief system. 
The power to choose new good thoughts belongs to everyone. 
Making excuses or blaming others doesn’t fit in well with recovery 
principles. Lazy thinkers make little progress, they like life soft and 
easy. “I’ll do it tomorrow,” is their battle cry. Think about recovery 
or let improvement slip away. We need to make a choice. Do I want 
to be the victim of my own false beliefs, or recover? I choose to 
practice smart recovery. 

Your joy is your own; situations in life can distract a person from being 
able to see their joy, but the situation cannot ever take the joy away. 
Happiness is not something you find – it’s something you create. Take 
everything in your life as a lesson instead of as a punishment. Try to 
see how every event makes you better. 
Once you get the lesson – Let Go!

Joy is Our Own

Ceasing to Make Judgments

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

Shari R Eggum 
Texas Department of Corrections 
Gatesville, TX



Mom Forced  
Into Reliving Pain

This past March I sat by the gravesite of my son 
Benjamin Hamilton, who was murdered along with  
his girlfriend and 5-year old daughter in Titusville, 
Florida, in 2006. Whenever a loved one is murdered 
that pain stays with you forever. But you work to 
heal and find some peace. That day in March, I felt 
some peace. To be sure, the wound was still there, 
but I was dealing with my grief and taking steps to 
rebuild my life.
Several days later, that peace vanished. I received 
a call, just a day before it was all over the news, 
that the person who murdered my son would be 
returning to court for a re-sentencing hearing. Most 
people who commit murder would never get such 
an opportunity. But this case is different: The person 
who murdered my son received the death penalty.
So that has meant 11 years of trials, appeals, 
letters, and now a new re-sentencing hearing 
because the original death sentence came under 
an unconstitutional law — one that did not require a 
unanimous jury vote to sentence someone to death.

Juanita Perez
Mother of Benjamin Hamilton
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We’re still not any closer to resolution in the case. 
As we have been dragged in and out of court, 
this process has devastated my family and me, 
constantly reopening old wounds and leaving us 
confused and hurt.
I didn’t want the death penalty back in 2006 
when the murder occurred. I knew what lay 
ahead for my family if the death sentence was 
handed down. No one listened to me though. 
The prosecutor stubbornly pushed forward with 
the death penalty. All the pain and uncertainty  
I predicted with the death penalty sadly has 
come true.
My story is not unique. There are now over 150 
death row cases across Florida returning for re-
sentencing because defendants were sentenced 
to death without a unanimous jury vote being 
required. Families promised that the death 
penalty would bring justice and closure are 
discovering that those were empty promises.

In 79 A.D., what is possibly the most archaeologically 
explored disaster in recorded history occurred: 
Mount Vesuvius erupted. More than 16,000 

Pompeii residents perished under a 14-to-17-foot-thick 
pyroclastic and tsunami of ash and pumice speeding  
at 450 miles per hour, reaching temperatures of almost 
2000°F; and its neighbor Herculaneum drowned 
beneath 60 feet of mud. The inhabitants of both cities, 
literally caught in their tracks, were frozen in time as 
Mount Vesuvius for 24 hours spewed 1.5 million tons  
of molten rock each second. 
Today it’s the world’s largest archaeological site, at  
150 acres. Before Mount Vesuvius erupted, no Greek 
word for “volcano” existed. Later, it was derived from 
the name Vulcan, their god of flame and metal forging. 
Over the years, tens of thousands of artifacts have 
been recovered, by far the most interesting discoveries 
being the cavities within the pumice deposits left after 
the decomposition of victims’ bodies who had been 
instantly slain in their daily activities (eating, working, 
playing), becoming three dimensional silhouettes of 
themselves. Yet…
From this incomprehensible cataclysm one may  
garner wisdom. 
Perhaps the most important moral of the story is 
connected to the fact that tragedy was avoidable.  
Yes! The population chose to ignore smoke and fire 

Gaining Wisdom from a History of Greed
warning signs that broadcasted an imminent eruption—
for two years. Pompeii was considered a luxurious 
vacation destination where people went to let their 
hair down, and “what happened in Pompeii stayed 
in Pompeii.” In Pompeii one did not count calories, 
physically or morally. Slaves provided everything: hard 
work, entertainment, sexual pleasure.
Merriment was everywhere, and nobody wanted to be 
a party pooper, even with a volcano in their backyard 
spitting fire and brimstone.
With today’s accentuation of amusing diversion and 
recreation, with little-to-no emphasis placed on family, 
work commitment, and individual responsibility, are 
we so far removed from the lessons of Pompeii that we 
cannot see catastrophe looming in our future?
One archaeological dig unearthed the remains of a 
woman who evidently had finally gotten the message 
screaming out of Vesuvius. But it was too late. The 
pumice left by her body revealed she had been in  
mid-stride, racing toward the pier in the port, toward  
a ship – when her life was instantly swallowed by  
2,000° ash. But her posture puzzled the excavators. 
Clearly her feet and torso faced the pier’s direction, 
yet her face and right arm were extended behind her. 
A valuable necklace had fallen. It seems that in her 
preoccupation with earthly treasure, she had lost her 
opportunity to escape.

Can anything be added concerning the dangers of 
greed and what our priorities should be, than what 
the Lord has already made clear? “Is not life more than 
meat and the body more than raiment?”
We can acquire another Spiritual principle from an 
unknown guard whose pumice-cavity remains were 
discovered at the city gate. Those of other soldiers were 
noticeably absent. The evidence suggests that only he, 
of all those charged with protecting the people, had 
remained at his post to assist as he could those fleeing 
the disaster.
Whether around the community, at work, or in the 
church, it’s saddening to admit our society places 
little value on the caretakers of the especially needful 
children of God—the elderly, intellectually challenged, 
emotionally unstable, abused children. Regrettably, 
the self-serving and flamboyant are more likely to be 
esteemed, emulated, and rewarded than the loving 
servants faithfully remaining at their posts,
 Again, Christ’s profound words echo through the 
centuries on into eternity: “When you have done it  
unto the least of these my brethren, you have done it 
unto Me…Enter into the joy of your Lord.”

For more information visit: www.mvfhr.org

Anonymous in North Carolina 
Submitted by George Wilkerson 
Raleigh, NC



Spirit Warrior

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 14” Pastels
$200.00 includes  
shipping and handling

By Anthony James Fiebiger 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA

Original Art Work for Scholarships
D O N A T E D  B Y  D E A T H  R O W  P R I S O N E R S
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Vulture 
Culture

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

Kevin Marinelli
Pennsyvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA

Meet the culture

Of the Vulture

Picking the bodies clean

For all to be seen 

All that’s fake is praised

And everything  pure is razed

Good and evil gone awry

While all are left to die

Immersed in popularity’s filth

Bringing originality’s death

Where can we find

A cure for the blind?

Awakening to what’s real

Relearning how to feel

Heaven-ward we turn our eyes

While our neighbor dies

Cast down culture’s gods

Defying all the odds

Extending an altruistic hand

Gathering in  
brotherhood’s band

Bring peace by your light

Giving each their right

Wiping away all sorrow

For a better tomorrow

©2019 John Robinson

By John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS
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S ometimes we think that to develop an open heart,
to be truly loving and compassionate, means that

we need to be passive, to allow others to abuse us, to
smile and let anyone do what they want to us. Yet
this is not what is meant by true compassion. To
the contrary, compassion is not weak, but is strong
and actually demonstrates strength that arises out
of seeing the true nature of suffering in life. Com-
passion allows a person to bear witness to the depth 
of others’ suffering and to do so with courage to
recognize it, to feel in some way what that
person is suffering. It allows us to recognize injustice
and to call it out for what it is despite criticism
or retaliation, to act strongly in efforts of redress
for such painful injustice. To develop this mind of
both empathy and fortitude of compassion in a person’s 
life they need to learn to live, as the Buddha said,
to live in empathy and compassion for all living
beings, without exception to difference that may or
may not exist. A compassionate heart is synonymous
with a heart of courage which deeply appreciates and 
recognizes that there is so much good in the worst 

of us, and so much bad in the best of us, that it will
strain any one of us, to find fault with the rest of 
us. A true heart of courage affords even those who
others judge as undeserving of kindness, forgiveness
or love of any magnitude, a magnanimous caring
for others despite their shortcomings, and offers
kindness to all. Such a magnanimous heart of compassion
and courage realizes the need to be kind because every-
one we meet is facing struggles that we know absolutely 
nothing about. Forsake the bitter heart of judgmental
unforgiveness, hate and scorn, and adopt a heart of
compassion and offer others kindness which will help
heal wounds, alleviate suffering and temper their pain.
Life is a struggle, so be kind to each and everyone you
meet, no matter the circumstances, because everyone
deserves kindness and empathy.

Wesley I. Purkey 
Federal Death Row 
Terra Haute, IN

Another winter, spring, summer, fall
     Incarceration’s pain is extremely raw.
Another spring, summer, fall, winter,
     Prison discriminates against  
     no gender,
Another summer, fall, winter, spring
     Trapped in a cell, caged fiery ring,
Another fall, winter, spring, summer,
     Are regrets meaningless, I wonder?
Another murderer commits treason,
     Sentenced to die for great reasons
Another loser convicted of stealing,
     Three strikes seemed very pleasing.
Another sex offender got the feeling,
     Life without possibility of leaving
By far the victims outweigh the seasons.

Deep in my Heart lives Desire;
Incentive to live higher—
To be better than I am now;
I will conquer my Obstacles!

Nothing can stop my intentions—
To be better than I am now;
Incentive to ascend higher!
Deep in my Heart lives Desire!

The most destructive habit .......................................................... Worry
The greatest joy ............................................................................ Giving
The greatest loss .......................................................................... Self-respect
The most satisfying work ............................................................. Helping Others
The ugliest personality trait ......................................................... Selfishness
The most endangered  species ................................................... Dedicated Leaders
Our greatest natural resource ..................................................... Our Youth & Our Elderly
Our greatest “shot in the arm” .................................................... Encouragement
The greatest problem to overcome ............................................ Fear
The most effective sleep aid ....................................................... Peace of Mind
The most crippling failure disease .............................................. Excuses
The most powerful force in life ................................................... Love
The most dangerous outcast ....................................................... A Gossip
The world’s most incredible computer ....................................... The Brain
The worst thing to be without ..................................................... Hope
The deadliest weapon ................................................................. The Tongue
The two most power filled words ................................................ I Can
The greatest asset ........................................................................ Faith
The most worthless emotion ...................................................... Self-pity
The most beautiful attire ............................................................. A Smile
The most prized possession ........................................................ Integrity
The most powerful channel of communication ......................... Prayer
The most contagious spirit .......................................................... Enthusiasm
Our greatest teacher .................................................................... Experience

A Beautiful List To Live By

Have a Compassionate Heart

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

Four Seasons

Desire

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

Christopher Henriquez
Submitted by Anthony  Cain
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
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH

BRONZE DONORS ($500 OR MORE):
Ken & Elizabeth Green, Kansas City, MO
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe, St. Charence Church

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
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
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
Kristen Keller
Fr. Richard Notter
Sisters of Mercy of Americas,  
 Fremont, OH
Ron Hitzler
Margaret Keller 
Aux. Bishop David Talley
Rev. Edward Schleter
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
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
Richard & Shelly Kotz
Louise & Michael Sarra
Ursuline Convent of the  
 Sacred Heart
Catholic Charities,  
 Youngstown, OH
St. Caspar, Wauseon, OH
St. Paul’s, Norwalk, OH
Deacon Larry & Sue Lottier
Carl Kammire
Marian & Brad Wallace
Kathleen & Paul Helbling
Leo & Nancy 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
Sisters of Charity, Seaford, NY
Mary Jo Pfander
Eddie Karanowski
Rev. Eric Mueller
Randy & Jacalyn Dawson
Joel Konzen
Marist Society

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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Kevin Marinelli
Pennsyvania Death Row
Waynesburg, PA

I look strong on the outside

But within I just weep

Showing the world a  
wolf’s clothing

That covers this  
wounded sheep

If I wore my scars 

Outside for all to see

Then you’d know why I hurt

And all the pain within me

You’d wonder how I bear

All the torment and grief

My wounds fester and ooze

With no hope of relief

Tis the past written in  
my flesh

But carved deep in my soul

That which will never heal

Leaving me all but whole

All that hurt I carry in me

No medication can  
ever erase

A past I have to live with

Unlike any other must face.

O nce again, we witnessed a distinctly 
American ritual. We cycled through 
the shock, sadness, and cynicism of yet 

another mass-shooting. This time-span between 
these tragedies grows ever shorter; the country 
moves past it a little faster each time…Little will be 
done to prevent the next massacre.
We look at the endless video footage and cringe, 
the news ghouls recount every moment, check the 
shooter’s background and opine over and over again 
on every detail…It’s great for ratings! The sad fact 
is that we’ll be back here again before too long. The 
time-lapse between mass-shootings is measured 
in months and not years. Soon it may be weeks and 
days. In gun attacks in which four or more people 
are shot, the Las Vegas massacre was America’s 
337th of the year. 
Think for just one moment about the survivors 
of these rampages. The thousands of Americans 
who have seen family and friends fall, or who have 
themselves had to couch on the floor, slick with 

When Will the Madness Stop?
blood, to avoid whizzing bullets, wondering: Is this 
my last day? Since Columbine, in 1999, more than 
135,000 American students have experienced a 
shooting at school. Think about how surviving these 
nightmares traumatizes their sense of security and 
will echo throughout their lives. Survivors of mass-
shootings grapple with recurring night mares, 
obsessively search for exits in every room they 
enter, are hounded by survivors’ guilt.
Virginia Tech, Fort Hood, Aurora, Newtown, 
Charleston, San Francisco, Orlando, Las Vegas and 
hundreds that don’t make the national news – the 
casualties are far higher than those the bullets 
found. The cost of the national insanity includes 
a traumatized army of people with deep wounds 
we cannot see. Their number jumped by 22,000 
in Las Vegas yet politicians owned by the NRA do 
nothing… When will this madness stop?
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