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Starry eyes gazing
upon me delights
in love, shackles broken
in this masterpiece of love.
Hearts broken, shattered
lives their love still 
raw.  Delights in love
as their brave
souls made one gaze
upon those angel eyes
and glistening hair. Love

T here are about 750 men on California’s death 
row. Although the general public may not 
find that fact incredible, most people would 

certainly be skeptical of another fact about this 
state’s death row: quite a few condemned men are 
committed Christians. How is that possible? How can 
anyone among “the worst of the worst” be a Jesus-
loving, Bible-believing, hymn-singing, Spirit-filled 
man of God? Those whom the court has condemned 
to death are supposed to be incapable of true 
repentance and moral reformation. The heinous 
crimes they have perpetrated seem to preclude 
the possibility of genuine contrition, a prerequisite 
of divine forgiveness and reconciliation with God. 
Consummate evil-doers, it is generally believed, are 
simply not redeemable or re-formable.

I know there are dedicated Christian believers 
on death row, because I am one of them. Not to 
mention, some here are actually innocent! Shortly 
after arrest for a number of very serious, violent 
crimes, I became a recipient of God’s amazing grace. 
I repented of my sins and accepted Jesus Christ 
as my Lord and Savior, believing that he died for 

everyone’s sins, including mine. As I put my faith in 
him I was “born again” and made a “new creation.” 
Subjectively, I experienced “the peace of God, which 
transcends all understanding” (Philippians 4:7; 
NIV); also my morality and worldview changed. 
Reading the Bible and learning about Jesus 
became a priority for me, as did living according 
to his teachings. Consequently, people started 
noticing my transformation. Some were skeptical, 
knowing the crimes I had been charged with and 
acknowledged committing, while others were awed 
by the apparent change God had affected in my 
heart. I was a living example of the fact that God can 
make a bad person good.

What God did for me He has also done for many 
others on death row. This should not surprise 
anyone, for as Jesus said, “All things are possible 
with God” (Mark 10:27). I fellowship regularly with 
other believers; we pray, study the Bible, worship 
the Lord with songs, and receive Communion. The 
fact that we are under sentence of death and may 
be executed does not trouble us, because we are 

Delights in Love has come for us, love strong
delights our hearts and souls
oh, starry-eyed princess
in love our love
made strong! No more lonely 
nights those starry eyes
upon me, love delights
                          in you! 

Continued on page 3

Randy Tundidor 
Florida Death Row 
Raiford, FL  



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:  
Invasive Species

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITOR 
Konstantinos Fotopoulos

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Al Cunningham, Don Davis,  

“Al” Alden J. Harden, Christopher 
Henriquez, William Morgan Herring IV, 
Chris Hyde, S. Livaditis, John Robinson,  

Wesley Shermantine, Jr.,  
and Randy Tundidor

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

T o increase the likelihood of survival for 
creatures born in captivity — and to preserve 
an ecosystem’s balance — one should not 

introduce them into just any wilderness but rather 
into a sanctuary area as consonant to its natural 
habitat as possible. 
Teeming with chittering people in earth-toned 
coats and pumpkin spice’s bioluminescent scent, 
the mall (especially in autumn) felt like it could be 
my sky, my forest, my ocean. When I was 4 or so 
the mall activated something primal in me and as a 
child I would strain unintelligibly any time I would 
enter one. At the mall my three brothers and I were 
those kids, the untamable ones with perpetual 
cowlicks and frantic eyes. Step-laddering in age 
like we were, when clustered together we formed a 
menagerie that had to be contained. During family 
outings to the mall, to keep their rambunctious 
little boys from breaking and looting like innocent 
and inadvertent rioters, our parents inserted each 
of our trembling bodies into one of four slipknotted 
loops on a single rope, the ends of which our dad 
wound and wound around his meaty forearms. He 
shushed and wrestled against our bestial urges. 
Though some displayed squinty reproofs most 
other parents would lock eyes with us boys and 

soften their faces into sympathy…with our mom 
and dad, even complimenting their ingenuity. 
This was the mid-80’s, before malls popularized 
the brownish-gray chunky-plastic animal-themed 
buggies to strap unruly kids into—back when my 
parents were still able to tighten family cohesion. 
And just before my dad’s ambitious schizophrenia 
snuck into our primordial home. It’d be 17 years 
before he received a formal diagnosis—way too 
late to stop its invasion. Unchecked, it multiplied 
my dad’s mind like amoebas as it scampered into 
complex sentience, then continued dividing when 
it learned to speak the guttural Esperanto of fists, 
breaking our family into constituent parts: my mom 
on one side, dad on the other, us kids floating in 
the blackness between them like free radicals that 
combined with them to reconfigure into something 
with claws.
The very word family would become a spicy and 
unfamiliar wilderness in the mouth.

George Wilkerson 
Editor
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

convinced God is working in all things for our good and has given us the gift of eternal life. Our love 
for Him compels us to share our faith with unbelievers and to seek the good of all people in our 
lives. We have seen other “incorrigible” men humble themselves and surrender their lives to God. 
As the angels in heaven rejoice whenever a sinner gets saved, we too rejoice whenever we see a 
sinner give his life to him who said, “I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk 
in darkness, but will have the light of life” (John 8:12),

“God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not 
perish but have eternal life” (John 3:16). “Since  
God so loved us, we also ought to love one  
another. No one has ever seen God; but if we  
love one another, God lives in us and his love  
is made complete in us” (1 John 4:11-12).

S. Livaditis 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

Continued from cover...

Living for God on Death Row
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Letters to the Editor:
I See!

“A Good name is better than precious 
ointment; and the day of death better than 
the day of one’s birth.
It is better to go to the house of mourning 
than to go to the house of feasting; for that 
is the end of all men;
And the living will lay it to this heart. Sorrow 
is better than laughter, for by the sadness of 
the countenance the heart is made better. 
The heart of the wise is in the house of 
mourning; but the heart of fools is in the 
house of gladness and laughter.”
(Ecclesiastes 7:1-4)
If today was my last day, I’m not quite sure 
what people would say about me when 
I’m gone. I’d hope it would be something 
positive and maybe something I did or said 
was beneficial for someone else.
It’s easy to blow people off and prioritize 
ourselves. Especially when we are at our 
lowest. No one knows what their purpose 
is in this world. But to help your fellow-man 
in time of need, is a good start. So, when 
I’m gone, those who really know me will 
tell those who never knew me: “She was 
a lot more that what Texas Department of 
Criminal Justice classified her as.”
    

Choosing Wisdom

Sha’Ri Eggum 
Texas Department of Corrections 
Gatesville, TX

Darrell Sharpe 
Massachusetts Correctional Institute 
Norfolk, MA

I see
with both eyes
the whole world.
Love
Hate
Pain
Truth
mixed with falsehood
on a plate of confusion. I see
struggle, war, revolution.
Smiles, laughter, full-moon
eyes as well as frowns
deadlier than a toxic lagoon.  
I see
HOPE amid despair, sitting
on a chair of DOUBT, uncertainty, 
insecurity. I see
things getting better, justice finally 
prevailing. I see
promise, I see a second coming,  
I see freedom. Flexing
as I look in the mirror for the first time  
in a long time I
see me.

Acknowledge ten blessings from God, sent
to increase gratitude.
Holy Spirit what are they please?
1. You know who you are in Christ. 

Who are you in Christ? 
I am a writer for the King.

2. Thus sayeth the Lord 
I am with you, son, Trust me! 
Let truth float around in mind: 
You never are alone.

3. You confessed your sins to the priest 
Who then gave you healing guidance.

4. You received Christ in the Sacrament.

5. God the Holy Spirit is here now.

6. I am a witness for Christ.

7. “MY God shall supply all your needs,” 
said St. Paul

8. I live the life of a novice monk in prison.

9. The word of God is my strength.

10. Prison cell transformed into a 
Hermitage, a secluded dwelling for a 
Hermit, with solitude for spiritual and 
Religious reasons.

Jesus praise God thank you Lord.

Penance

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



We Find a Way  
to Keep Going

Barbara Lewis lost a niece, nephew, and an uncle to murder. Her son, Robert, is on death row 
in Delaware for a shooting that he maintains occurred accidentally during a domestic dispute.
Barbara states, “My family has lost several members to unexpected violence. Somehow, we 
were always able to bury our dead and find a way to keep going. Yet nothing we experienced 
prepared me for having a son on Death Row, unfairly convicted of capital murder. With the 
death penalty, you feel such agony knowing that people you trust, people you work with and 
live next door to, think it’s fine to take the life of your kin. Probably the most hurtful thing was 
when the victim’s mother refused to talk to me at my son’s trial. Until then, the two of us had 
been able to share our hurt, pain, and anger. But while in the presence of the prosecutors,  
she would look straight ahead when I tried to approach her. One of my great hopes is that we 
can communicate again someday and overcome the wall of hatred that was built between us.  
I also hope that our communities can learn to accept that killing is a tragedy on all sides.  
There is never just one set of victims.”
For more information visit: www.journeyofhope.org
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Barbara Lewis

T he story is told of a poorly dressed woman 
with a look of defeat on her face, walking 
into a grocery store. She approached 

the store owner in a most humble manner and 
quietly asked if he would let her charge a few 
groceries. She softly explained that her husband 
was very ill and unable to work, and they had 
seven children they needed to feed.

The grocer scoffed at her and asked her gruffly 
to leave his store. Visualizing her family’s needs, 
she said, “Please sir! I will bring you the money 

The Weight of Prayer
just as soon as I can.” The store owner said he 
could not give her credit.

Standing beside her at the checkout counter was 
a customer who overheard the conversation. 
He walked forward and told the store owner he 
should give her whatever she needed for her 
family. The owner said in a reluctant voice,  
“Do you have a grocery list?” The woman replied, 
“Yes sir!” Sarcastically the store owner said, 
“Okay, put your grocery list on the scale and 
whatever your grocery list weighs, I’ll give you 
that amount in groceries.” The woman hesitated 
a moment, bowed her head, then reached into 
her purse and took out a piece of paper and 
scribbled something on it. She then laid the piece 
of paper on one side of the balance carefully. The 
eyes of the store owner and the customer showed 
amazement as that side of the scale dropped all 
the way down and stayed down.

The customer smiled as the store owner started 
putting the groceries on the other side of the 

John Robinson 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS

scale. It didn’t budge. So he put more and  
more groceries onto the scale until it could hold 
no more.

Finally, he grabbed the piece of paper from the 
scale and looked at it in amazement. It wasn’t a 
grocery list, it was a prayer. “Dear Lord, you know 
my needs and I am leaving this in your hands.”

The store owner gave her the groceries and she 
left the store. The customer handed a fifty dollar 
bill to the store owner and said, “It was worth 
every penny to see that!”

Sometime later the store owner discovered his 
balance was broken: but it would seem that only 
God knows how much a prayer weighs.



Wesley Shermantine, Jr.
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

SUNSET

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.

4” x 7” on cardboard
$25.00 includes 
shipping and handling

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

Abandonment
Our lives are just like a passing shadow.
A mixture of unfulfilled dreams and desires.
But there is hope lurking, springing up 
from our heart’s deep wells…
waiting to flood the darkest holes  
     of our minds.
The weight of our bodies drags us down…
and we forget what it is like to be childlike.
So free your inner minds and fly above  
     the clouds…
never touch again the ground…
So, abandon yourself into my hands  
     and never 
be a slave again and again...
Who am I???
That’s the question to ask yourself, 
that can I free you from a prison of your  
     own self.
I don’t know what you are waiting for…
in your journey:
Is it fear, pride, your ego,
That blind your eyes to see???
I never thought the day would come  
     to be fully free…
So set your eyes on the horizon,
never give up that inner child.
Go on then with your daily life, routines  
     and dreams,
but never forget that I am with you in  
     all you do… 
So, there are no farewells, no tears, no 
shaking hands 
and sad faces… Only the living memory  
     of me; 
the trust that holds you up, the faith  
     which brings
you safely home through stormy seas.
The home, the everlasting bliss—
ever singing upon my lips.  So, my friend.
Wherever you are, whatever you do,  
     don’t forget
that I will always be with you!!!
So, abandon again and again wholly  
     all your troubles,
sorrows, pain and joys to me.
Because YOU ARE PRECIOUS TO ME!!!        

By Michael Oliver 
Louisiana Death Row 
Angola, LA

S everal years ago we got a new therapist by the name of Ms. Ryan. She, by way of introducing 

herself, spoke upon a phenomenon that I took for granted these years I’ve been locked up.  

So I nicknamed her “Cricket”: she spoke that she could hear the sound of “crickets”  

chirping outside our yard and that reminded her of around her house, and peace and calm that  

exists; which must exist in order for them to be chirping. I had never paid any attention, in my 

20-some-odd years here, to the abundant sound of the “crickets”! She raised and awoke my 

consciousness to them and all that they signify. Now I am aware and listen for this sound, for they 

herald that peace, joy and love is present.

Peace All Around!

William Morgan Herring IV 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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On my hands the courts

say I have blood.  The victims’ 

families demand I die slow

by lethal flood.  Have you ever

looked in the mirror, saw two

faces — an Evil one and yours

the innocent?

 I have never seen

Such horror as I have seen

In these places: death row can  
     breed

the Devil in you, in the mind that   
     descends…

Could this place be my true death?   
     Will

I take my last breath, where

my secrets will forever die and where

my body will finally lie?

 The crime I was convicted

Of became my last, will forever be

in my past

thoughts…What do you see

when you look in the mirror?  
      The innocent

man?  I am

guilty of past crimes, it’s clear,  
     but I paid

for my past sins…and now here I sit

on death row because it’s God’s plan.  

Death Row

Chris Hyde 
Alabama Death Row 
Altmore, AL

Once upon a time there dwelt an old 
king in a palace. In the center of a 
golden table in the main hall, there 

shone a large and magnificent jewel. Each  
day of the king’s life, the stone sparkled  
more resplendently.

One day a thief stole the jewel and ran from the 
palace, hiding in a forest. As he stared with deep 
joy at the stone, to his amazement the image of 
the king appeared in it.

“I have come to thank you,” said the king.  
“You have released me from my attachment to 
earth. I thought I was freed when I acquired the 
jewel, but then I learned that I would be released 
only when I passed it on, with a pure heart, to 
another.

“Each day of my life I polished that stone, until 
finally this day arrived, when the jewel became 
so beautiful that you stole it, and I have passed it 
one, and am released.

The jewel you hold is understanding. You cannot 
add to its beauty by hiding it and hinting that 
you have it, nor yet by wearing it with vanity. Its 
beauty come of the consciousness that others 
have of it. Honor that which gives it beauty.”

Al Cunningham 
California Death Row 
San Quentin, CA

So here’s a thought… 
It has kept me up half the night. 
Trying to think of something snazzy  
     to write. 
I’ve been pondering and pondering  
      all day 
I still don’t have very much to say.

It is kinda weird 
Seeing gray creeping into all the  
     familiar beards. 
Actually, it’s one more of life’s lessons. 
Even quite the blessing.

Just Thinking

“Al” Alden J. Harden
North Carolina Death Row
Raleigh, NC

Just look at us… 
Slowly but surely turning back to dust. 
It’s no need to fuss; 
With living, aging is a must!

When it does dome down To The End, 
Hopefully, someone counted each of  
     us as a friend.

Once Upon a Time...



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 
 No charge if requested  by 12/31/19.  Limit one per form.
q Other

Enclosed is $  for the donation/subscription checked on the left.

q  Please keep my gift anonymous.

Name

Organization

Address 

City State Zip

Day Phone Evening Phone

Please send tax deductible contribution to:  
St. Rose Peace & Justice / Compassion 
140 W. South Boundary St., Perrysburg, OH 43551

Thank you to our donors who are making this publication possible.

NO DONATION IS TOO SMALL Compassion is sent free to all 3,000 death-row prisoners.  
Your donation in any amount will help us to continue this outreach. 

Also, Thank You to Our 
Subscribers & Other Donors.

1. Write about an experience that impacted you.
2. It doesn’t have to be religious. Here are some themes: 

anger, apathy, beauty, betrayal, boredom, change, 
complacency, courage, fear, friendship, growing older, 
jealousy, pride, purpose, vices, and wisdom.

3. Use sensory details – the smell, who said what, its 
color, how cold it felt. Sensory details connect your 
experience to your readers.

7 Suggestions and Guidelines
4. There’s no need to use big words when a simpler  

one suffices: leave your ego at the door with your 
case: this isn’t the place for either one.

5. Look for ways to unify; help; and solve problems.
6. Be authentic. Be yourself. No one’s perfect.
7. Try to limit it to 400 words or less, and if possible 

enclose a photo of yourself.

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
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe, St. Charence Church
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
Martha Baldoni
An Anonymous Friend
Martha May
Rev. Arturo Perez-Rodriguez
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
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
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
James & Roberta Sherck
Bishop Thomas Gumbleton,  
   Detroit Diocese
Deacon Richard Tolcker,  
   Atlanta Diocese
Father Robert Reinhart
Rev. John Michael Botean
Hal & Melissa Munger
Bishop John Stowe
Mary J. Flores

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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Prison Is
The unbearable unbustable  
     bubble

ending life changing kind of  
     trouble

Inescapable dog trapped muzzle.

After a couple of attempts I failed

at least I tried escaping jail

I’m unlike anything right or real

death by incarceration no bail

relentless rain and hail in hell

fire brimstone Satan the devil 
     tales

the slammer electrocutes  
     third rails.

Prison is clearly inhumane

to body, to soul, to spirit, to brain

how oddly do I endure insane

bloody stains

ripping hearts to shreds

big house features,

urine, feces, molded bread

Prison is

land of the living dead.

WHY?

Don Davis 
Arkansas Death Row 
Grady, AR

Christopher Henriquez
California Death Row
San Quentin, CA

WHY – look at this word. Why. No, don’t just 
glance at it – look at those 3 letters! One morning 
I climbed out of bed, and instead of going to work 
I decided to burglarize somebody’s house. Now, 
let’s think about this a moment. Why? I had a 
good job; I had a good woman; we were raising 
our young sons. And somehow I decided to do the 
wrong thing. Why? A real man would have gone 
to work so he could provide food, shelter, clothing 
— an example of a MAN for his boys. A responsible 
person would have done that, yet it’s those types of 
people I decided to take from! Why? I ask myself this 
question over and over countless times. Why?
After twenty-five years in a cage with this question 
in my mouth, the only answer I got was: I was 
weak, a punk, a coward; I was not a man. No man 
wants to admit this to himself — but for me to 
become the MAN I am today, I had to meet the 

Why: for what reason, cause, purpose.
person I was yesterday. It took a long time for me 
to understand that being a man was more than 
merely anatomical. I had to accept responsibility, 
rather than blame drugs, or alcohol, or the way I 
was raised, a mental disability, etc.
People keep asking me how I can smile at a time 
like this. I am going to let you in on a secret: The 
State cannot execute the same man that was 
convicted…because I put him to death years ago; 
all the State can do is set me free.
Now there’s something to smile about.


