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FOUR SCHOLARSHIPS

IN THIS ISSUE:
u Editorial: Bearing Fruit
u Letters to the Editor
u A Testimony: Part 3
u For the People
u Victims Voice: Compassion 

After Loss
u Book Review: "How  

to Grow Old"
u Bad Because I'm Mad
u only dead 
u Cartoon
u Legal Notes: Keeping It Real
u And More...

We need artwork for the 2022 
calendar. Everyone whose art makes 
it into the calendar will receive 
a copy of the finished product. 
Calendar sales help raise funds for 
our scholarship program.
Deadline is October 31, 2021.
Send to Compassion Office  
address on page 2.
Thank you!

ATTENTION:
Compassion is pleased to announce the awarding of four scholarships to ladies who lost 
family members to murder. The $1,000.00 awards have been given to:

• Olivia Flacco from Philadelphia, PA  
attending Temple University in Philadelphia, PA

• Chelsey Lucas from Pembroke, GA  
attending Southern New Hampshire University in Manchester, NH

• Dusty Moore from Noble, Oklahoma  
attending Oklahoma City Community College in Oklahoma City, OK

• Cali Wade from Tomball, Texas  
attending Blinn College in Brenham, TX

Each applicant wrote an essay which accompanied their application. One of the essays 
will appear in the Victims Voice Section of Compassion every month beginning with this 
issue. Death row prisoners donate their works of art to help fund these scholarships and 
to date over $60,000.00 have been awarded.

Each day is a new beginning 
 fresh as the morning dew. 
The sun rises every morning 
 allowing us to start anew.

Yesterday’s testing is over, 
 learn from it and let it go.

Life is now, not the past, 
 by moving on we grow.

No one knows the future, 
 life is fragile so take care. 

A BRAND NEW DAY
Don’t waste your time being negative; 
 be enthusiastic, relax,  
 you’ll get there.

Fret and worry gets you nowhere. 
 learn to be positive and say. 
I will move forward with a smile, 
 for today is A Brand New Day!

John E. Robinson, Sr. 
Kansas Death Row 
El Dorado, KS



George Wilkerson 
Editor
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 
P.O. Box 623 
Perrysburg, OH 43552

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.

PUBLISHER 
Compassion

EDITOR 
George Wilkerson

ASSISTANT EDITORS 
Konstantinos Fotopoulos 

Kevin Marinelli

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS
Justin Anderson, Devin Bennett, 

William Morgan Herring IV,   
Kevin Marinelli, Ryan Petersen,  

John E. Robinson, Sr. and Antonio Serna 

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

E D I T O R I A L :

BEARING FRUIT

When I think about “bearing fruit” as a 
Christian, I remember a story I heard on the 
news. At the drive-thru window of a coffee 
shop, a patron spontaneously paid for the 
order of the stranger in line behind him.  
It was a pure act of kindness and generosity.

When the next person reached the window 
and discovered that the anonymous stranger 
in front of her had paid for her order, she was 
so touched that she, in turn, paid for the next 
person’s order, then drove away smiling.

Now, when the next person reached the 
window, he too was so moved by the previous 
person’s thoughtful gesture that he paid the 
next person’s order. This was on the news 
because it was a chain of generosity that 
continued for more than 200 people in a row: 
each, upon discovering the person in front  

had paid their order, was inspired and 
delighted to pay for the next person’s.  
The kindness was contagious.

Imagine the very first person in line, the  
one who set in motion this chain reaction of 
love. I’ll bet he had no idea the fruit it would 
bear — but God did. I am convinced that when 
we simply obey Christ’s command to love our 
fellowman, it will bear fruit, even if we don’t 
personally see the results. That drive-thru 
incident has inspired me to obey, in faith,  
and not worry about recognition. As you can 
see, that one man’s kindness is still bearing 
fruit years later…
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Letters to the Editor:

I spent eight years on New York’s death row unit and my appeal 
to the Court of Appeals abolished the death penalty in this state. I 
remember several officers stopping by my cell to drop off requested 
legal books and materials. They would laugh and joke telling me 
that I was wasting my time doing this law work because the state is 
going to execute me anyway.
Like Kevin Marinelli stated in the January 2021 issue of 
Compassion, “Do your own work.” Control your appeals and never 
give up hope. I won! When many people thought I couldn’t!  
Today, I’m serving another form of death penalty (Death by 
incarceration), and I will not stop until I abolish the life without 
parole sentence also. 
Never give up!

Last night I took a journey to a land across the seas. I didn’t go by 
ship or plan—I traveled on my knees.
I saw so many people there in bondage to their sin, and Jesus told 
me I should go, that there were souls to win.
But I said, “Jesus, I can’t go to the land across the seas.” He 
answered quickly, “Yes, you can--By traveling on your knees.”
He said, “You pray, I’ll meet the need. You call, and I will hear. It’s 
up to you to be concerned for lost souls far and near.”
And so I did, I knelt in prayer, gave up some hours of ease, and 
with the Savior by my side I traveled on my knees.
As I prayed on, I saw souls saved and twisted persons healed. I saw 
God’s workers’ strength renewed while laboring in the field.
I said, “Yes, Lord, I’ll take the job. Your heart I want to please. I’ll 
heed Your call and swiftly go by traveling on my knees.”

TRAVELING ON MY KNEES

NEVER GIVE UP Went to a court date, a charge from ’99, told the judge
I needed help, wanting to change my life.
Be the dad my son deserved, do this dad thing right.
He ordered me to treatment, I’d leave in a month.
Giving time to say good bye, spend time with my son.
But things weren’t good, I struggled without weed,
it’s like I needed to be high to keep my mind at ease.
Was angry and impulsive, having mood swings,
still what happened next is my deepest regret,
even after all these years it’s still hard to express.
What happened was unintentional, still my actions
were wrong, and it’s my fault my son’s gone…
When asked what happened, I spoke lies instead of truth,
because of this and his condition they charged child abuse.
I was sitting in jail when Brandon passed away,
now charged with murder, couldn’t attend my son’s wake.
Made bail a month later but I was still in chains,
only now the chains were guilt and pain that caused
my anger and addiction to do more of the same.
Made my dad, girl and family further victims of my pain.
Yet despite my wicked heart, God reached out to me in 2003.
His mercy was a plea, 20 years or a death sentence,
my choice to decide, accept God’s mercy or continue in my lies.
Held captive by my fear and shame, unwilling to deal,
I refused God’s hand, the ugly truth I concealed.
Trial started a week later, they didn’t play by the rules, 
God’s hand was my mercy but His mercy I refused.
After short deliberation, they sentenced me to death,
which really didn’t matter, I was already dead.
Two months later dad died from heart failure.
Then mom from suicide 9 months after that,
after on came more guilt and pain.
Since ’95 he tried to love me but in return I gave him pain.
the lying and stealing, steady making him my mark.
My dad died from heart failure because I broke his heart… 

PART 4 IN THE NEXT ISSUE…

Devin Bennett 
Mississippi Death Row 
Parchman, MS

A Testimony 
PA R T  3  (20 0 0 -20 03)

Stephen LaValle 
Sullivan Correctional Facility 
Fallsburg, NY

Michael Klingensmith
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Waynesburg, PA



 It happened when I was seven years old. My mom gently hung up the phone, and said, “Girls, come here, I 
need to talk to you.” We both could tell something was wrong, but we weren’t sure exactly what it was. She 
started by telling us that she was just talking to Grandma Mary in Missouri, and she said that Rusty’s body 
was found by police that morning. I didn’t hear anything else; I stood there in shock and all I could feel 
were tears running down my face, as the thoughts of never seeing my dad again ran through my head. He 
was never going to hold me again. He was always my safe place, now where would I go when I needed to 
be comforted and reassured that I was perfect just the way I was?
 Growing up without him was hard; there are so many questions that will never be answered. He will never 
see the strong, caring, compassionate, loving, accepting nonjudgmental woman I have become. He won’t 
see his three grandchildren that, like me, look just like him. It has taken many years and a lot of praying 
to move on. I know without a doubt that he would be proud of whom I have become. My uncle is all I have 
left of him, and he frequently reminds me that I am just like my dad, inside and out.
 Losing my dad so early in life taught me that life is too short to not love and accept everyone exactly the 
way they are. I believe that my ability to show compassion, grace, and mercy to everyone is a gift I received 
from him, it is engrained in me. God has guided me through this life, and has reminded me every day that 
I am exactly who I am supposed to be, doing what I am supposed to be doing. Psalms 112:4 says, “Even in 
darkness light dawns for the upright, for those who are gracious and compassionate and righteous.”
   

Compassion 
After Loss
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 (Compassion essay from scholarship recipient Dusty Moore)   

I am quite pleased to know 
That good people exist in the world 
I just wish they did more 
Than just cared.

How can this be, the land of the free, 
And the home of the brave 
That so many are scared?

I am prepared to take 
Full responsibility for my actions 
But I believe that the good 
Should also suffer for their inaction.

If, or rather, when God judges all, 
Perhaps He will hold the good 
To a higher standard than the bad.

Maybe that’s what Jesus meant 
When he said, “The last will be first, 
And the first, last.”

When I came to prison 
I saw a young man get raped. 
I was surprised and shaken. 
Then my surprise quickly turned to anger.

But because it took place in prison; 
Because I am only one; 
Because I was afraid of what might happen, 
I didn’t get involved.

So, the young man was raped 
Cut his own wrists with a razor. 
And the blood stained the floor, 
And the guards came too late, 
And the case was never solved.

They say what affects one of us 
Affects all of us.

Is his blood on my hands then? 
Did I jeopardize my seat in heaven 
By refusing to take a stand?

I didn’t want to be labelled a snitch 
I didn’t want to lose my respect 
I didn’t want to risk everything 
For a convict.

I didn’t know what he did 
To get himself thrown in prison. 
But I convinced myself that 

He deserved it and what happened 
To him was just Karma revisiting.

Would a good person have done 
The same as me in that situation?

I urge you to take a moment  
Before you answer that question. 
Because life has its moments, 
And so do we.

There are no do-overs, just some left-overs. 
Take it from me. 
I’m not selling anything. 
I’m not asking for money 
Nor am I asking for thoughts and prayers.

I just need for good people 
To do more than just care.

FOR THE PEOPLE

Justin Anderson
Arkansas Death Row
Grady, AR

Dusty Moore



5

COMPASSION READERS: To date $58,088.72 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 9” Acrylic 
$100.00 includes postage  
and handling

LADY CHAPEL – GLASTONBURY ABBEY

Original Art Work for Scholarships

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

By John Sexton 
Florida Death Row 
Railford, FL 

I am bad because I am mad! 
In my brain, nearly driven insane. 
Mother left me and didn’t tell me why 
 she chose to die! 
So I became mad and turned to being bad! 
Went insane in my membranes. 
Did things I couldn’t or wouldn’t explain. 
Was just feeding that maniacal strain 
that was running wild inside my brain. 
Have you ever experienced this too? 
Then you know how or why you do  
 what you do! 
Because of the madness that’s festering  
 inside of you 
that propels you to expand from being mad 
to doing and acting against people and 
 situations in a totally bad fashion. 
No one wants to be around or with you,  
 nor deal with you. 
This is absolutely true! 
They wash their hands of you. 
They silently pray for you, 
but other than that there’s not much  
 they will do or say to you! 
Because they clearly can see that you’re  
 gone from mad to being  
 indescribably bad!   
That’s why you’ve been abandoned  
and left alone!

BAD BECAUSE  
I’M MAD

“How to Grow Old”
This is a work by Cicero (an Italian soldier, statesman, writer and philosopher) written 
more than 2,000 years ago, addressing the issues common to us all, over 2 millenia 
later. It’s so relevant that founding father John Adams read it frequently and Benjamin 
Franklin printed a translation in 1744, making it one of the earliest classical works 
printed in America. Cicero breaks it down to: the active life, body and mind, the 
pleasures of old age and death is not to be feared. In the end it gave me a sense of 
peace about the loss of vigor but increase in spiritual and intellectual life. As one said, 
“all things have their season.” Those who like the Book of Proverbs will love Cicero, 
while others can enjoy his wisdom devoid of religion.

BOOK REVIEW:

Kevin J. Marinelli 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Collegeville, PA 

William Morgan Herring IV 
North Carolina Death Row 
Raleigh, NC
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Book ‘Em
The Big Idea Bookstore
5129 Penn Avenue
Pittsburgh, PA  15224

Free books to prisoners 
upon request. Be sure to 
list several categories you 
are interested in.

RESOURCE

 I CAN BE ANYWHERE  
I WANT TO BE

I sit up on the bunk and slightly open the little 
window in the wall. I get some air and not the 
view of the empty rec yard. In this way I can put 
whatever I want on the other side of this wall.

I hum a little melody and put it on repeat in my 
mind to cover the noise around me. In this I can 
be anywhere I want to be.

I imagine places and faces. Some real, others 
not so, in whatever order or variety happens 
to suit me in the moment. These people and 
I are interesting people, having interesting 
conversations. Answering phone calls, or in the 
demonstrative act of ignoring the phone calls. 

We are doing things, being significant. I am 
somebody. I’m not #18451911. I’m just “J” 
so far up this skyscraper that I must be in the 
basement of heaven.

People walk by the door, looking in, calling 
me crazy, but I hit the ignore button on them. 
Straight to voicemail, or somewhere.

I’ve got water in my cup, but I’m slow-sipping an 
exotic fruit juice cocktail.

I’m laughing at my companion’s jokes...“Ha Ha 
Ha.”

I’ve got to go here sometimes to duck away from 
this reality…trust me. God knows I’m so much 
better to deal with if I’ve been on one of my trips.

Because my mind is not contraband, and they 
can’t confiscate it.

Hold on...My phone is ringing...I’ve got to take 
this...”Hello...Ha Ha...You’re too much. You need 
to stop...”

James W.B. Jackson 
Texas Death Row 
Livingston, TX

They want someone real, someone deep
But I am two dimensional,  
     flattened on a sheet.
The world ran me over in my concrete  
     bed of sleep.
It should have served me right, dreaming 
on the street.

The caricature of a man has a wicked grin,
A gun in his hand and a split-second plan
When trouble rears its head,  
     someone winds up dead
And the pieces of his mind cannot 
comprehend:

Those are people on the ground,  
     never to rise;
Not a road mirage, the heat tricking eyes
They are more than length,  
     width and depth;
Life is no illusion, it’s the difference  
          of a breath

CARTOON

Ryan Petersen
Alabama Death Row
Atmore, AL



COMPASSION DONATION | PARTICIPATION FORM
A portion of your donation will be given in college 
scholarships to family members of murdered victims.
n Benefactor – $10,000
n Lead Donor – $5,000
n Gold Donor – $2,500
n Silver Donor – $1,000
n Bronze Donor – $500
n Patron – $100.00 to $499.00
n Subscriber – $50.00
n Prisoners Not On Death Row 
 No charge if requested by 12/31/19. Limit one per form.
n Other

Enclosed is $  for the donation/subscription checked on the left.
n  Please keep my gift anonymous.

NAME

ORGANIZATION

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ZIP

DAY PHONE EVENING PHONE

Please send tax deductible contribution to:  
S T.  R OSE P E AC E & J US T I C E  /  CO M PA S SI O N 
P.O.  B OX 623 |  P ER R Y SB U R G ,  O H 4 3552

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.

PATRONS ($100 OR MORE):
An Anonymous Friend
St. Katharine Drexel, Frederick, MD
Sisters of St. Francis, Tiffin, OH
St. Mary’s Church, Defiance, OH
Fr. Richard Notter
Ron Hitzler 
Rev. Edward Schleter
Cathy Cappelletty
Norbert Wethington 
Rev. Tony Gallagher
St. Bartholomew Church, Colombus, IN
Sister Delores Schuh, CHM
Father Doug Hennessey
Sisters of Mercy, St. Bernardine Home
Tom Perzynski
Catholic Charities, Youngstown, OH

St. Paul’s, Norwalk, OH
Leo & Nancy Bistak
Bonnie & Jim Keller
Ann Nichols, Arizonans to Abolish DP
Don & Connie Reinhard
Rev Gerald Chmiel
Mary Jo Pfander
Eddie Kanarowski
Randy & Jacalyn Dawson
Joel Konzen
Marist Society
Father Robert Reinhart
Mary J. Flores
Danny Puccetti
St. John XXIII Catholic Community
Sister Noel Frey
Bishop Mark Rivituso

Joseph Alonge, Weirton, FL
Louise & Michael Sarra, Rossford, OH
Kayla Pincus, Rossford, OH
Thea Barron, Annandale, VA
Sheila Otto, Toledo, OH
Frank Atkinson
Margaret Buckley
Denise S. Szabo
David & Marilyn Gibson
David & Carolee Snyder
Marianne Black
Father John Blaser
Sister Pat Schnapp, R.S.M.
Rev. David Tscherne

As there are numerous submissions it may take up to eight months for selected articles to be published.
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LEAD DONOR  
($5000 OR MORE):
Margaret Keller

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, Dallas, TX
Diocese of San Diego, CA
Rev. Neil Kookoothe,  
St. Charence Church
St. Joseph Church, Sylvania, OH
Kathleen & Paul Helbling
Ida Nissen, Melton, FL



another day on death row
another failed attempt
to break my soul.
the seconds tick,
the minutes
pass slowly….late
at night I hear
the man
on the moon laugh…at times
I feel alone, so
alone. tears fall
on broken stone. my heart
sways, my mind
bends, my soul
caught in the barbed wire
fence, like a fool
I believed Krystal to be
my friend. now I sit here
and know without a doubt
that only when I’m dead
will I get out…

only dead

Antonio Serna 
New Mexico Death Row 
Santa Fe, NM

St. Rose Parish
215 E. Front Street
Perrysburg, Ohio 43551
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When I first started to research the law, it was easy to hang onto a case or two and think 
that’s all it took to get me home. However, the law isn’t so simple and many a times I found 
myself discouraged. I had to resort to self-motivation on a regular basis. The unpleasantness 
of my surroundings has always been a great motivator. My philosophy has always been hope 
for the best, but prepare for the worst. I’ve seen innocent guys die waiting for relief. Some 
got relief and died while the prosecutor appealed the ruling. One guy was in a different 
county, in jail, when the crime occurred! As we know, life isn’t fair, neither is the “just-us (rich 
folks)” system. I had to keep a level head about things and still do. Injustice exists, all I can do 
is try to get the best for myself and hopefully help some others along the way.

Kevin Marinelli 
(Paralegal/Legal Assistant) 
Pennsylvania Death Row 
Collegeville, PA

LEGAL NOTES: KEEPING IT REAL
Note: I am not a lawyer and do not seek to give legal advice but only to relay my 
experiences with the legal system and opinions developed therefrom.


