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I am a forty-three year old female on Death Row in the United States.  Like you I had a real life before Death Row!  A life with smiles and dreams, a life with light and love.  However, I lost all of that when I went to Death Row – also known as the Devil’s Roost!

Many caring people write to me and ask what is it like here.  I do not wish to shock them, so I gloss over some of the rough spots.  How do you tell them that your life is a nightmare – but you are awake?  How do tell these people what it is really like?  Death Row could be a new and cheery place but in your heart it is a dark, sad and lonely place!!

A place where some of the officers treat you as if you have no feelings.  Then there are the officers that are into power and hold it over your head, or they have an attitude problem.  I do not need these type of people ‘babysitting’ me.

On Death Row your life is not your own.  You can be strip searched on demand, your living room is subject to search any time, your mail is read and your phone calls are taped.  You have no privacy to call your own.

You have to depend on these officers for your basic needs.  They control your clothes, meals and food, showers, recreation and so on.  They have complete control over your life and some of them really enjoy humiliating you.  However, I will never let these officers, staff of the State, control my mind, my thoughts, my dreams or my feelings!

Surviving on Death Row is a challenge.  It is the Devil’s Roost where evil overpowers good.  A place I try to find some shred of goodness, of decency.

My punishment, whether guilty of innocent, is my death sentence. My punishment was being remov-ed from society and all that I held dear; however I am further punished by existing – not living – in what I refer to as my shoe box, and a tiny one at that.

One day, after another execution took place in Texas, I found myself wondering what is listed on an executed person’s death certificate.  Since, for the most part, the citizens of the United States favour sanctioned murd-ers, I felt they should list it as ‘Judicial Homicide’.

How many more sisters and brothers on Death Row will be another statistic of a Judicial Homicide?  How many more will be sacrificed for the ‘greater good’?

Then I had another thought.  I decided to forgive these people, who want me dead, for what they have done to me and continue to do, because in forgiving them I have the final say in my life.  The state may take my life, someday, but they cannot take away my peace of mind!!!

Many individuals have been executed in America, this land we call a great nation, and many more will be executed in the future, if the ‘authorities’ are not stop-ped.  Once an individual is put to death, they are in a better place than the living hell they once endured.

Will you remember them?

Robin Lee Row 

4017, Unit 4 PWCC, Pocatello, Idaho 83205

*************************************************************************************

Necessity for perseverance and persistence when writing to prisoners

I have found that persistence and perseverance are essential when undertaking the important humanitarian task of writing letters to prisoners.  It took me a year to receive the first reply from my own prison correspondent, who specifically thanked me for my own persistence in sending letters and cards on a regular basis.  It can take some time for a prisoner to place his trust in an unknown correspondent.  I also recommend that a few postcards and cards with pleasant, coloured scenes (such as views of the countryside) should be forwarded to prisoners, as well as kind actions such as these will provide prisoners with some colour in an otherwise drab existence.

Christopher Fitzpatrick, 
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Editorial --- Dear Friends,

We now have our own web page thanks to Ronan Halpenny. And it may be viewed at: http://homepage.eircom.net/~lifelines/Lifelines.htm All ideas and suggestions are welcome.

As the year dips into April both sadness and joy is with me.  The list of executed continues to grow and grow.  But nevertheless letters of hope still come from the rows and we gain more LifeLines members to correspond with those on the waiting list.

In Ireland it's a time for daffodils.  Their yellows splash our wintery landscape and birds are begin-ning to think about nesting time.   It's a time of joy and renewal.  The sun will begin to fill the lengthen-ing days. I hope that you all will have as much to look forward to.

A special 'Thank you'` to Dónal O’Gabháin who fund-raised £235.00 for LifeLines.  Also to all our contributors who have made this newsletter possible

Peace and happiness always


Audrey

***************************************************************************************

USA Executions 2001 (as of 3/28/01)

 2001
Overall
Date
Name


State   Method
 1
684
1/9
Jack Clark            
TX
Lethal Injection

 2
685     1/9     Eddie Trice             OK      Lethal Injection

 3      686     1/11    Robert Glock            FL      Lethal Injection

 4      687     1/11    Wanda Jean Allen        OK      Lethal Injection 

 5      688     1/16    Floyd Medlock           OK      Lethal Injection

 6      689     1/18    Alvin Goodwin           TX      Lethal Injection

 7      690     1/18    Dion Smallwood          OK      Lethal Injection

 8      691     1/23    Mark Fowler             OK      Lethal Injection

 9      692     1/25    Billy Ray Fox           OK      Lethal Injection

10      693     1/29    Caruthers Alexander     TX      Lethal Injection

11      694     1/30    Loyd Lafevers           OK      Lethal Injection

12      695     2/1     D.L. Jones              OK      Lethal Injection

13      696     2/7     Stanley Lingar          MO      Lethal Injection

14      697     2/8     Adolph Hernandex        TX      Lethal Injection

15      698     3/1     Thomas Akers            VA      Lethal Injection 

16      699     3/1     Robert Clayton          OK      Lethal Injection

17      700     3/7     Dennis Dowthitt         TX      Lethal Injection  

18      701     3/9     Willie Fisher           NC      Lethal Injection

19      702     3/14    Gerald Bivins           IN      Lethal Injection

20
703     3/27    Robert Massie           CA      Lethal Injection

21      704     3/27    Ronald Fluke            OK      Lethal Injection

22      705     3/28    Tomas Ervin             MO      Lethal Injection

Methods of execution and numbers executed by that method in the USA are:

electrocution (147), firing squad (2), gas chamber (11), hanging (3),

and lethal injection (542).
(information supplied by Rick Halperin at

http://www.smu.edu/~deathpen/)
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what Easter means to me 

As a child being brought up in a dysfunctional family, Easter was my favourite holiday.  I often wonder why and have finally come to the realisation that it was the only holiday when I actually got a present. I can remember waking up in the morning and finding real Easter baskets filled with food twice in my childhood.  There was a major accomplishment for my mother.  I’m sure.  She no doubt got her date for that night to stop by the grocery store and pick up her children some Easter baskets.  I have to give her credit for at least thinking about us, at that time.  My mother was never at home and always at a bar.  I remember seeing her with a different man on the couch every morning.  There was always a bottle of whiskey and chips and dip on the coffee table.

It didn’t matter I was thankful for the chips and dip on the food or any food that we were able to find.  The only food I remember seeing was welfare -powdered eggs and milk, noodles, cheese, peanut butter, beans and raisins.  Since I was too young to fix anything or even know how to read the instruct-ions, those foods stayed in their boxes.  I was always hungry and Easter was a big treat for me.  

When I realised Easter meant so much to me, I wondered – why not Christmas?  Then I remember-ed the one and only Christmas I ever had was with my stepfather, Bill Wright, and his new wife, Pat.  I was eleven years old at the time and having my first Christmas with real presents and real caring parents.  I remember getting a doll and a cradle.  

It wasn’t my first doll but it was my first new one.  I did manage to pull a Chatty Chatty out of a burn barrel once.  I thought that was pretty neat to have one of those fancy dolls even though she no longer talked.

Life for me was hard and I don’t care to think back on all those abuses.  But, with all this time on my hands, it is getting harder to ignore them.  I never knew I was abused as a child because I knew nothing else.  We never stayed in one place long enough to learn from ‘normal’ families.  My mother constantly moved us on.  I’m sure she was running away from the state authorities and staying one step ahead of them at all times.  Looking back, I’m posit-ive people reported her constantly for leaving all of us children at home alone while she went out drinking and dancing in Kansas City, Missouri.

I can remember one late night, actually it was more like 2 o’clock in the morning.  We lived in the projects and I was five years old.  I was left at home by myself, babysitting my three brothers.  Two of my brothers had measles with high fevers and I remember them just crying – no, screaming was more like it.  They were very sick but no one was at home caring for them.

I tried my best but what does a five-year-old know?  Well, about 2 a.m. some drunk tried to bust in the back door.  He was kicking and ramming his should-er into the door.  I was so scared that I remember running to the closet behind the front door and hid-ing there until someone finally came home.  I left those sick babies upstairs, sick and screaming be-cause I was scared.   I often feel guilty about that and I wonder sometimes how all those things affect-ed my brothers.  The bad man broke the deadbolt but I believe an angel was watching over me that morning because the only thing that saved me was the chain lock.  It didn’t break and he finally gave up.  What a terrifying night that was for me.

I always tried to win my mother’s affection.  I want-ed her to love me so badly but I never could win her love.  I always felt rejected, abandoned and lonely.  I remember once I had saved up all my quarters my mother’s numerous boyfriends would give me.  I was so proud to walk into the big A&P grocery store and buy the biggest and whitest lily flower arrange-ment there was just for my mother.  I thought that this would make her love me.  I remember taking it home to her for Easter morning.  She didn’t appear to be surprised or even care that I had spent my own money on her when I’m sure I would rather spend it on candy.  I was devastated.

As I grew older, I found myself preoccupied with trying to please others and I lost my sense of myself.  Making compromises may please people but you lose touch with our original blessing, the deep and everlasting love of God.  Easter reminds me not to be afraid because He has come that we may have life and have it more abundantly.

My mother robbed me of my childhood and I could be angry and bitter but I am not. I once hated my mother for all she put me through.  Then when I was in my 30’s I wanted God’s healing power of love.  Once I learned to receive it, I knew the deep exper-ience of healing.  I was able to forgive my mother and start the gradual restoration of broken and tense relationships.  My childhood is a painful, mysterious story.  Without any doubt, my story reveals that I was badly wounded along the way.  I’m sure my own mother loved me but was limited because of the wounds of her own life.  She loved me in ways that were very painful to me.  She wounded me not because she wanted to wound me but because she was a broken person.

So when I think of Easter, I think of my mother and the two times I got Easter baskets.  At times I get angry and have to be reminded and encouraged again and again to return to God and ask for His healing and return to receive forgiveness – ‘seventy times seven times’.  He waits to give me mercy.  I pray for my mother for what a heavy burden she must feel, knowing the many sins she committed.

So why is Easter still my favourite holiday? I guess it really isn’t the two Easter baskets after all!  It’s the good news of Ester.  That Jesus has triumphed over sin and death.

Cathy Henderson 999148, Mountain View Unit DR - 2305 Ransom Road, Gatesville, TX 76528

************************************************************************************

De-lighted

Coming to prison is difficult at the best of circumstances, let alone for the first time.  You lose everything that you were used to.  There are various levels of custody and each one has its particular housing arrange-ment.  It is difficult to adjust to being placed in an 8ft by 10ft concrete and steel cage.  You pace, you stand, you sit and you jump up and down, but this has no effect on calming you.

Then you discover the small, unusually hard to access portal to the outside world.  The window!  I have seen numerous prison units and various cell blocks, but you can always depend on some type of window.  Some windows are better than others but the mere fact of just being able to see the outside world brings a certain contentment.  You can still feel a connection to society.  You can breathe the fresh air and see nature.  I have seen dogs, cats, frogs and toads. If you are lucky, you get to see the birds.  They are the best.  What a gift of nature!  The birds are free.  You can not lock them up – they represent true freedom.  Every prisoner dreams of flying away with such ease.  Birds are free like the clouds.

Over the long years of prison isolation you become addicted to looking out of your window.  Every day is a different view and a different story.  Another page in life.  When it rains you are treated to the smell of the air that brings back your child-hood.  The smell is unique to fresh falling rain.  A window connects the prisoner to the outside world as nothing else can. Sunshine and darkness arrive every day.  The light calibrates your internal clock.  The air feeds the body while the light feeds the soul, creating equilibrium. Our mental health is directly related to the light from the outside world.

When the American prison system decided to build these super maximum security control units, the windows in all cell were intentionally left out.  It is an intentional punishment.  It is a tool used to break the human spirit.  It disrupts the internal clock not to be allowed to see sunshine and the outside world.  We are doomed to exist in an environment of artificial light from florescent tubes that contribute to disorientation and sensory numbness through deprivation.  It is the cruellest blow intentionally designed to be a sadistic torture.  Another piece of humanity is stolen from us.  As strange as it seems, we can be ‘de-lighted’ and yet not enjoy it.

Richard Rossi 50337, 

PO Box 3400, Florence, Arizona 85232

***************************************************************************************

Dear Friends

You all have taken me into your hearts and emotionally supported me over the years.  For this I am eternally grateful and hope to maintain our friendship for eternity.

I would like also to thank those of you for respecting my privacy and not questioning me on the situation that has caused me to be in the present situation.  I will now briefly share it with you now.

I was a happily married woman and mother on June 14th 1990 when my world darkened.  This is the day my life stopped.  My husband was violently gunned down at his place of business.  Two and a half months later I was arrested and charged with the murder of my husband for hirebased on the words of a professional alcoholic/drug addict who had never seen or spoken to me.  She told the police her friend told her that her husband told her that I told him I wanted my husband killed for insurance benefits.  

I put my life and trust in two attorneys and the judicial system.  I felt a productive citizen of society, I was innocent and would be treated fairly: after all innocent people are not convicted of something they did not do.  

Twelve people were seated to hear the evidence and make a fair judgement.  One of the twelve slept through most of the proceedings; one was concerned we could rush this through so he could deliberate and make it to his active military duty; while the others' main concern was planning the Friday potluck luncheons and a baby shower for the sleep-ing juror.  The lead detective and the assistant prosecutor conversed with the jurors, a witness and family members of my husband’s in a group in the corridors.  When brought to the attention of the judge the DA gave an explanation they were only giving directions to a store in the downtown area.

The judge I refer to is George Trammell who was recently sentenced to federal prison for abuse of judicial powers, mail fraud and misconduct unbecoming to an appointed official.  He is now fighting to collect a retirement from the state of California in excess of $100,000 annually.

My case is presently under automatic appeal.  The state attorney general is given unlimited resource to fight against my appeal and keep me incarcerated for a crime I did not commit while I am given a limit-ed amount of resources to defend myself.  Because of this I am reaching out looking for support.

All I ask for is ‘Justice for All’!  Thank you 

Cathy Thompson W48876, A04 149L CCWF

PO Box 1508, Chowchilla, CA 93610-1508

**************************************************************************************

The Predators’ Heaven

What are they?


Who are they?

Scrounging, slavering in this?

A modern dimension.

Neanderthals in their own rights


Sucking, draining the only

Sense of dignity left


in the rest of the world.

They have no compassion for the living


They go unnoticed, untried.

They are vultures of their own souls.


Eaters of their own hearts.

They are still amongst

the ones who really matter.

Pining away at their own expense


They try to drown others too

in their dirty, filthy heaven;


They snatch whatever is left

of a person’s self-respect honour.

They are the devils that roam the world.


They lack identities.

They lack humanity.


Who are they?

What are they doing?

Ramsingh Danny Jairam, Remand Prison, Golden Grove Road, Arouca, T&T

*******************************************************************************

list of impending executions in the USA:
703   Mar.      27-s    Robert Massie            California---volunteer

704             27-s    Ronald Fluke             Oklahoma---volunteer

705             28-s    Tomas Ervin              Missouri

706             28-s    Michael Moore            Texas

707             30-s    Philip Workman           Tennessee

      Apr.       3-s    Jason Massey             Texas

                15-s    Steven Oken              Maryland

    (week of)   16-22-s   Sebastian Bridges      Nevada

                17-s    Jay D. Scott             Ohio

                17-s    Walter Mickens           Virginia

                21-s    Michael Gonzales         Texas

                25-s    David Goff               Texas

       May       1-s    Wayne Tompkins           Florida

                 1-s    Marilyn Plantz           Oklahoma--female

                16-s    Timothy McVeigh          Indiana--fed./volunteer

                16-s    Allen Bridgers           Texas

                22-s    Mark Robertson           Texas

                22-s    Terrance James           Oklahoma

      June      6-s    Mack Hill                Texas

                13-s    John Wheat               Texas

       July     11-s    James Wilkens Jr.        Texas

                25-s    Richard Kutzner          Texas

       Sept.    12-s    John Byrd                Ohio

REMINDER--the designation should in no way be construed as absolute...stays can be granted or denied at the very last moments prior to execution.  A name with no "s" designation may simply mean that not enough information is currently available to know whether the execution date is serious.

In other words, please do NOT automatically equate the fact that a name with no "s" designation means that his/her assigned execution date is not serious...it might, in fact, be (very) serious.
Inspiration

Love, indeed, is the source of all good things.  It is an impregnable defence and the way that leads to heaven.  Those who walk in love can neither go astray nor be afraid; love guides, protects and brings us to the journey’s end.  All love is mathematical like the two sides of an equation.  Love is the master key that opens gates to happiness.

I’ll close with these words: the most important spiritual aspiration is to cultivate the love of God.  If you love God then you cannot but love everyone!

Cruel Row

Being on death row is something that I will share

It is a horrific experience of torture and fear

A thrill that lives in the air

That no one alone can bear

The thought of such a cruel death

I cannot hide

At night my eyes refuse to close

Repeatedly blinking at every shadow

My body shivers at every squeak

And my legs yearn to run

I’m in a hopeless world of depression

Where I’m helplessly surrounded by aggression

Would someone give aid to my silent cry?

As I look up for a miracle in the sky

I pray that my dreams will never die

For the hand that made me is divine ….

Poem untitled

Life is but a stopping place


A pause in what’s to be

A resting place along the road


To sweet eternity

We all have different journeys


Different paths along the way

We all were meant to learn something


But never meant to stay ….

Our destination is a place


Far greater than we know

For some the journey’s slow



And when the journey finally ends

We’ll claim a great reward


And find everlasting peace

Together with our Lord

Steve Munroo – State Prison, death row,

103a Frederick Street, Port of Spain, Trinidad and Tobago, West Indies

***************************************************************************************

Rain and tears must 

Fall
life needs them
without

There will be no growth

Too much of it is -

Suffering insufficient 
 

Cuts complete life

Laughter and tears come from

Deep mysterious sources

Where all is equal

Lucia de brazel, landauerdrift 76, 3436 xj nieuwegein

************************************************************************************

To all my friends

For the second time I regret not being amongst you physically.  But in spirit we have never parted since day one.  Because true friendship is forever.

I think this second meeting marks a big turning point for all of us.  But especially for me and my parents.  However, it doesn’t matter about who will take the most important steps that will lead us closer to our goal – because every step taken – we walk together in one direction, wherever that leads us.  And we can only pray that others will follow and help create opportunities that will not knock on the necessary doors but open them as well.  We can only pray.

We are on a journey that started from my need of a friend.  I reached out in the only way I knew how.  I had no idea of what would happen, I had no mental picture of any faces, nor did I have much faith – but I had hope and I have since come to learn and hope, combined with courage, creates faith. Without hope, everything else becomes lost in the confusion and despair that has been a major part of my existence.

I want you to mentally visualise a drowning man with only his hand emerging from the water.  His last effort to hold on to what is quickly slipping away.  At that desperate moment he isn’t a man – he is merely a hand, and that hand represents ‘hope’.  Everything else has lost hope but that hand has not.  Just imagine after every other part of your body has given up being saved and that hand is still hoping to be touched, by anything or anybody.  Now imagine the feeling of that hand suddenly being embraced by another hand!  The mere touch of another hand builds a new life in your entire body.  It sends a message to the other body parts that had lost hope.  Can you imagine the joy and renewed faith?  All of a sudden you believe again and the things concerned you moments before now have no meaning at all.

This is the only way that I can explain to you what you all have given me.  And where I had been before you all came along. Billy was the man who grabbed my hand, along with Aiden and it was you who embraced his hand and this formed a human chain that has bounded us together as friends.  You have become my family.  (Ask all of the people present to hold each other’s hand for a moment.)  As you hold each other’s hand I want you to know that it is in this chain that I draw hope because it is all that I have, other than God who lives inside us.  In these hands we pray that God deliverS the solution that will grant me a life of freedom and give me the strength to continue to endure until injustice is undone.  We ask God to use these hands to deliver my parents from the same troubled waters, that has held them under for twenty-three years.

I also want to thank you all for supporting me with letters, cards, even dollars and also with your wonderful prayers.  I might not write as I wish but sometimes it isn’t so easy. 

The journey isn’t so much about me but it is about the beautiful people who surround me who also have paid the penalty.  We want a second chance.  Justice for us is justice for all of us.  But if there is not jus-tice to be, then love us anyway and pray for peace.

Roger Collins GRP

***************************************************************************************

‘Dives went to hell because he allowed

his brother to become invisible.  He went

to hell because he maximized the minimum

and minimized the maximum.’

Martin Luther King Jr.

Invisible Man

Once upon a time it was fashionable to say such things as, ‘I think that I should never see a poem as lovely as a tree.’  Years later a passer-by might have observed a large oak and exclaimed, ‘That’s neat.’

Our hectic existence is to blame, of course.  We just don’t seem to have the time to express ourselves in the way we use to.  Brevity seems to be the fashion because we are always in a rush to get out there and shear the sheep or become mired in traffic.

This trend has been going on for some time.  Some-times this is for the best.  A British poet, who doubl-ed as priest, suggested (about a hundred years ago) that ‘even the body’s purity, the mind, receives a secret, sympathetic aid.’  Your mother said it better when she asked you to wash your hands!

Our current language is filled with translations of older phrases, one of which definitely applies to my own situation.  As the final months of the millen-nium come about us and as I look for a glimmer or rare instant of progress in a 23-year treadmill run, my case remains suspended in 20th century gridlock.  What we used to say, when the home team was coming to bat in the eighth inning and trailing for a couple of runs, was that ‘they were running out of chances.’  We don’t do that anymore.  Some clever soul figured out a different way of putting it by say-ing, ‘The window of opportunity is closing.’

And, as we approach the new millennium, the quest-ion that needs answering in my case is obvious: Is the window still open?  Is it closing rapidly?  Or has it already been slammed shut, thus bringing about an absence of sunshine and fresh air – until such time as new generation of window smashers comes along to make things right again.  A new surge of energy.

Whether or not I return to death row (where I spent 19½ years prior to be transferred to Georgia State Prison in Reidsville – on September 1996) was determined at a resentencing trail earlier this year.  An actual trail date is yet to be determined at a mandatory status hearing, which we were told, would take place late last year.

The new judge in this case is just sitting on it as he and the prosecutors stall over whether I will be retried.  This new judge just came into the case late last year after the previous judge, who presided the past seven years, withdrew from the case.  This is a capital case with more turns than a corkscrew, where my two death sentences (involving murder and rape) were overturned 13 years ago.  The State of Georgia has been attempting to put the death sentence back on me for the past eight years.

I really don’t want to exploit myself or the situation: yet to just sit here after all these years and not try to maximise my efforts to stay alive and regain my freedom would be derelict indeed.

To be sure, this has truly been a nightmarish exper-ience.  Pure torture.  It has all but exhausted my resolve and stained my meagre resources to the ut-most, and still there is no end in sight.  Then, too, there is the important matter of my support base, which is essential to my defense efforts.  I have lost many of my friends and supporters along the way through attrition.  And I have had very dear friends pass away over the years and they are sorely missed.

It is as if I have become invisible, with my cause (case) being all but abandoned, except for a precious few friends who are still very much in my corner.  I say to all of you that this is exactly what the State prosecutors want: to try and wear me down.  And they know the best way to accomplish this is - to drag the whole process out as long as possible.  They have been quite successful at it too, because most of my friends and supporters have disappeared over the years while I remain in limbo.

I know just how frustrating it can get sometimes when you all are praying and hoping for a successful ending to this ordeal in which I am captive.  You lose hope when at times like now there appears to be no end in sight.  While I never give up hope, I too weary sometimes.  I must admit that I have fallen so far down the road of despair at times until I have started to feel sorry for myself.  Completely helpless and alone.  I cry, just as I am crying inside now.

Yet whenever I feel a sense of despair, I think of two dear friends of ours who are no longer with us.  Their final words to me were to not give up and to press forward to victory.  So I am not only fighting for myself, but also for their memory and spirit too.  I can feel them with me now.  That’s where I get the courage to carry on each day.  I also get the same impetus from all of you who have been in my corner the past six years and continue to strive for me.

As we approach the millennium, with the same hope and objectives, let us renew our commitment and determination to bring about my freedom and keep me alive.  We need to step up efforts to this end because it is not as far off as it may appear right now.

That’s not to say that there won’t be some more dif-ficult days ahead because there will most definitely be more of the same.  Yet if we choose to come to-gether with the same heart and mind to stay the course, then victory will be truly ours.  It will re-quire some sacrifice and perhaps a degree of some suffering of some sort or another, on occasion. How-ever to those compassionate souls who still want to see justice prevail in this case & to anyone interest-ed in joining the campaign, I am here to honour and applaud that choice.  I am also here to warn you that although at times the suffering may indeed be great, it is nothing to the pleasure of doing the right thing.

In order to be successful, the desire to succeed must burn with the same intensity as the desire displayed at the outset.  Alas, so it seems to be human nature that the flame cannot burn as intensely, and saying it won’t get done.  Yet where there is a will, there’s a way.  The other keynote of the window of opport-unity has to do with the need for some new blood and renewed enthusiasm, which is always welcome.

‘Nothing so contagious as enthusiasm.  It is the real allegory of the tale of Orpheus.  It moves stones, it charms brutes.  Enthusiasm is the genius of sincerity and truth accomplishes no victory is without.’  So states Bulwer in one of his Victorian plays.

Fuelled by new-found enthusiasm, we can regain momentum and turn things around.  We can be a force to be reckoned with in future.  I feel we can make great strides in the future and continue to build on that.  Victory is a lot closer than it might seem right now.

Greetings to you all!!!  

Cazell Moore, Georgia

***************************************************************************************

Book Review: WHO OWNS DEATH? Capital Punishment, the American Conscience, and the End of Executions. By Robert Jay Lifton and Greg Mitchell.  270 pp. New York: William Morrow. $25.

Two authors argue that the death penalty may be on the way out. review by By ABRAHAM VERGHESE



Capital punishment has been abandoned by every other developed nation in the West, but in America this is a boom time for the death penalty business.  More Americans were executed in 1999 than any year since 1952, and the execution rate has gone up 800 percent in just a decade. Over 3,500 prisoners, an all-time record, now await their fate on death row.  Strange, then, that Robert Jay Lifton and Greg Mitchell should state in the preface to Who Owns Death? that even as executions soar, the days of the death penalty in America are numbered. They reach this conclusion by a careful study of the psychology of capital punishment among governors, judges, prosecutors, jurors, victims' families, wardens and witnesses. They analyse our society to see if we indeed are obsessed with a "culture of death," as Pope John Paul II has put it.

It is instructive to find that every argument and issue surrounding the death penalty today was sounded in the past. In a debate in Athens in 428 B.C., as re-corded by Thucydides, a certain Diodotus asked: "Why should men have exhausted the list of punish-ments in search of enactments to protect them from evildoers? Either some means of terror more terrible than this must be discovered, or it must be owned that this restraint is useless." But both then and now, rapid swings in death penalty laws have reflected public taste and temper. After the Oklahoma City bombing, a Newsweek headline asked: "If not McVeigh, who? If not now, when?"

Almost two decades ago the Supreme Court threw out laws prescribing capital punishment because, as Justice Byron R. White wrote, "there is no meaning-ful basis for distinguishing the few cases" in which the death penalty is imposed from "the many cases in which it is not." But violent crime was up, and anger against murderers had swung public sentiment in favor of capital punishment. Rather than abandon-ing it, most states set out to change their laws to meet the Supreme Court's standard: in 1977 Gary Gilmore was the 1st American executed since 1967. The subsequent upsurge in executions, which like the stock market reached dizzying heights in the last few years, may, however, be "sowing the seeds for its demise," the authors write. Americans "appear increasingly uneasy" with the "still erratic applic-ation" of the death penalty.

Why, the authors ask, has capital punishment endur-ed so long in America? A leading capital defense attorney wonders if "there's some connection be-tween American dynamism and self-destruction." A federal judge who is a proponent of capital punish-ment suggests that "there's some idea in this country that if people are evil enough you're insulting the memory of the victims if you let them live." 

The electric chair, that uniquely American symbol of capital punishment, has had its reputation tarnish-ed since images of a bloody Florida execution made their way to the Internet last year. Lifton & Mitchell note the historical sequence of seeking, then dis-carding, ostensibly more humane ways of execution: from hangings & firing squads to electrocution & the gas chamber. … each of these methods is still used somewhere at some time in the United States, as if we, as a culture, are unwilling or unable to shed images and rituals of our execution heritage. Lethal injection is the apotheosis of "humane" methods. Ronald Reagan, when he was governor of California, likened it to putting an injured horse out of its misery: "The horse goes to sleep -- that's it."
But even if humane methods solve the aesthetic problem, larger questions remain. Acknowledging that "a still strong majority of Americans endorse the idea of executions," the authors ask whether this means that "they prefer executions over other ways to punish or control a convicted murderer." Polls, they say, suggest that the answer is no. A majority of Americans accept or even favor life in prison without parole as an alternative to execution. It is the uneven application of the death penalty that will spell its downfall; the nature of the crime has be-come far less important than the zeal of prosecutors and where they practice. Even within the same state, a rural county can have five people on death row, which might be exactly the same number as an adjacent urban county with 10 times the population and 200 times the number of murders. The entire system, as we have seen, is geared to soften or eliminate the harsh truth of the killing, the authors write. Nevertheless, we have found doubts and contradictions within all groups of individuals bound up with bringing about executions, caused by their unease with what we call ownership of death.

Ownership of death -- or the denial of ownership -- is the key thesis of this book. Politicians, even famously liberal ones, are reluctant to appear soft on crime by being against the death penalty. Prosecut-ors, judges, juries and governors can also remain aloof from the execution itself as they ambivalently contemplate legal arguments or make judgments from afar.  Indeed post-traumatic stress largely belongs to the wardens and executioners who, though they are simply doing their job, come closest to being responsible for death.

In January 2000, Gov. George Ryan of Illinois halted all executions in the 1st moratorium in the country. He acted after The Chicago Tribune documented the cases of 13 exonerated prisoners released from death row since 1977, and found, further, that of 260 death sentences appealed in recent years, fully half had been reversed. In more than 30 cases, lawyers who were disbarred or sus-pended from practice had represented death-row inmates. The European Union called on America's 37 other death penalty states to follow Illinois's lead. The moratorium met with little political opposition, a measure of how much support for executions has
eroded. Prosecutors, politicians, judges and the news media will respond to public opinion. Large num-bers of Americans, the authors feel, will come to believe that if -- as nearly everyone agrees -- the justice system can never be 100 % right, then how can it administer punishment that is 100 % irreversible?

(source: New York Times Book Review) Abraham Verghese, the author of "The Tennis Partner" and "My Own Country," teaches medicine at Texas Tech University) December 10, 2000 

book review: "A Life in the Balance: The Billy Wayne Sinclair Story" (Arcade, $26.95), co- authored by Sinclair and her husband 

Jodie Sinclair was a child of privilege. Lavish homes, foreign travel, the best private schools here and abroad -- all were hers as the oldest daughter of Texas entrepreneur William Reynolds Archer, a man who, Life magazine claimed, possessed a "Midas touch." Groomed to be a "corporate wife," her future seemed secure.

But love knocked that expectation into a cocked hat. Today, Sinclair, 62, is a "prison wife," the spouse of Billy Wayne Sinclair, a one-time death row inmate now serv-ing a 90-year Louisiana sentence for killing a Baton Rouge convenience store owner during a botched robbery more than 30 years ago.

Rather than attending society teas, Sinclair wrangles with a seemingly intractable prison bureaucracy. She drives hundreds of miles each month to visit her spouse for just a few hours. Clanging prison doors haunt her dreams.

For 20 years, she has juggled her profession -- she's a former television journalist who now directs public relations for a Houston nonprofit group -- with the burdens of being an inmate's wife.

"I have a foot firmly planted in two worlds," she said. "On Friday, I could be in a board room with people who hold these top corporate positions. By 1 o'clock on Satur-day, I'm in a maximum-security jail cell.  The complete, absolute dichotomy between those two worlds is amazing."

Until now, few outside Sinclair's family and circle of close friends and co-workers have suspected the depth of her commitment or the dimension of her ordeal. Written in the inmate's first-person voice, the memoir is part graphic depiction of prison violence -- including a harrowing scene in which the prisoner's convict mentor slowly bleeds to death after slashing his wrists in a long-planned suicide -- and part love story.

The Sinclairs chronicle deadly racial tension that plagued Louisiana's Angola prison farm in the 1960s and '70s, when whites and Hispanics openly warred with blacks and Native Americans. They detail inmate drug dealing and homosexual rape in their unvarnished ugliness. They tell the breathtaking tale of their detective work that helped bring a prison pardon-selling operation to light.
Throughout, the constant fear inherent in locked-up life and the indifference to suffering it breeds are hauntingly conveyed. 
 
The authors argue that the inmate was inadequately represented in his trial, and that -- in any event -- he thoroughly has turned his life around during the 35 years he has been incarcerated. "We have tried 20 years to get him free and, so far, have not succeeded," Sinclair said. "But this book will live outside the walls."  Billy Wayne Sinclair, 56, will be eligible for parole in March, although previous parole hearings have brought vehement protest from the victim's family and friends. Without parole board intervention, he will not be released from prison until 2011.

"In writing "A Life in the Balance," which took about 11 years all told, we blended our writing, stitching it together and polishing it in a series of rewrites so that it became one voice. He rewrote me in sections and I rewrote him. But I did very little work on the prison sequences. That's pretty much straight, undiluted Billy Wayne Sinclair."

By the time Sinclair met her future husband in 1981, the prisoner already had served as a member of an inmate grievance committee and gained recognition for his journalistic talent.  As a writer and editor for The Angolite, a prison magazine, Billy Wayne Sinclair had won Robert F. Kennedy, George Polk, Sidney Hillman and American Bar Association awards for his writing.

Parole was denied the inmate on 6 occasions in the 1990s, and a spokesman for the victim's family -- he identified himself only as the victim's brother-in-law -- said relatives again will actively oppose the prisoner's release.  Billy Wayne Sinclair -- who had suffered horrendous physical abuse as a child -- openly admits in the book that for years he subscribed to the "convict code" of loyalty, violence and criminality.

Even everyday life can be daunting.  Once a month, Sinclair makes a grueling 600-mile round trip to visit her husband at the Homer, La., prison in which he is incarcerated. She visits him for a total of 6 hours, then heads back to her Houston apartment. She yearns for the day when she and her husband can go grocery shopping together, or can rent a video. For now, her contacts consist mainly of thrice-weekly phone calls. Sinclair worries about her husband's health. He has eye problems and a heart murmur. "I don't even allow myself to think about his prostate," she said. "There's no way I can get him a good health checkup." And she frets about how they'll fare when Billy Sinclair finally is released. "He hasn't any Social Security," she said.  Whether deliberate or not, the prison system seems callous. Packages are returned for minor infractions of prison policy. Personnel are rude.

"I get impatient with the conditions and the dehumanizing way visitors are treated," she said."They go on about how they want to keep inmate families together, then they do everything humanly possible to destroy that relationship."

 "Maybe some woman will read this book and take heart. People make the wives of inmates seem like crazy people, dingbats, emotionally unstable people. I think there are many women of whom that simply is not true. You're not a circus freak if the person you love is going through difficult times. There are millions of us, very quietly devoted. Our men have been rehabilitated and are chang-ed and are in very difficult circumstances. It doesn't make us crazy to love and support them." 

(source: Houston Chronicle)

********************************************************************************

A listing of the 2000 executions per capita by state is available at: http://www.dpio.org/executions/2000_per_Capita.html
The Mailing List For People Working to Abolish the Death Penalty.
Created in 1996 and revised in 2000.  Abolish is a semi-moderated discussion list pertaining to the abolition of the Death Penalty, primarily in but not necessarily limited to the USA. Abolish does not nor will it ever serve as a forum for debate regarding abolition vs. retention. It does serve as a forum for the exchange of ideas and information, political as well as philosophical, by people who support the immediate abolition of Capital Punishment in the United States and abroad.

Some background: Abolish was created back in April of 1996 by Gail Carelli. Shortly thereafter, Gail asked Moses Klein to share in the many responsibilities that go along with running a listserv. Here are a few important things they would like all subscribers to know: They don't get paid for this. It takes an enormous amount of time to administer a list as active as this one, not to mention patience. They are called "list owners" because, although the list and its contents are in the public domain, it is a private entity. In other words, they created the list, they run the list, they own the list. 

What sort of postings are appropriate for this list? 

· News items pertaining to Capital cases 

· Calls for action 

· Any discussion, be it religious, political, sociological, philosophical, etc, pertaining to abolition of the Death Penalty 

· Basically, people who post retentionist propaganda/flame bait will be removed from the list. Abolish is not a forum for such a debate. It is assumed that people active on this list have already taken the abolitionist side of the death penalty issue.

LIST ARCHIVES: Searchable archives of this list are kept by St. John's University, the list's host, at http://maelstrom.stjohns.edu/archives/abolish.html.  Archives are also available at http://sun.soci.niu.edu/~archives/ABOLISH/abolish.html and are maintained by the ASC's Critical Criminology Division. 

Why are the archives in two places? Because it's a nice safety precaution to have them in two places, and there are other advantages, depending on how you like your archives served. If you like fast, then go to the ASC's archives. If you like a searchable archive, then go to St. Johns. In either case, the list owners do appreciate both sources offering all that disk space to us! 


TO SUBSCRIBE: If you would like to join the list, send email to (leave the subject line blank):
listserv@maelstrom.stjohns.edu with the text: "subscribe abolish your name" in the body of the message (leave out the quotes).  You will then receive a command confirmation request message. This could take a few minutes or a few hours, depending on how busy the listserv is. Simply follow the instructions in the message and you will be successfully subscribed.

TO UNSUBSCRIBE: If you would like to leave the list, send email to (leave the subject line blank): 
listserv@maelstrom.stjohns.edu with the text: "unsubscribe abolish" in the body of the message (leave out the quotes).  You will then receive a confirmation message from the listserv. This could take a few minutes or a few hours, depending on how busy the listserv is. 

TO STOP MAIL TEMPORARILY:  If you're going on vacation, or just planning to be away from your email for awhile and need to stop receiving list mail, follow these simple instructions: Send a message to (leave the subject line blank): listserv@maelstrom.stjohns.edu with the text "set abolish nomail" in the body of the message. (leave out the quotes)  You'll then get a confirmation message from the listserv. Again, this could take a few minutes or a few hours, depending on how busy the listserv is. If you would like to receive mail again, send a message to the listserv with the text "set abolish mail" and you will begin receiving mail again. 

For more information, contact the list owners*** at abolish-request@maelstrom.stjohns.edu 

BEFORE YOU JOIN:  The volume of the Abolish List can be quite high at times. Be prepared to receive anywhere from 20 to 50 messages per day. Although the owners are trying to work out a solution, we ask that subscribers be mindful of this when posting. We also want people to be aware of the high volume before they subscribe, so there are no surprises. 

The list owners strongly urge all new subscribers, especially those with little or no experience with Listserv, to look over the online manual at the Lsoft site, at http://www.lsoft.com/manuals/userindex.html. This manual will explain how to set your mail options
***************************************************************************************

Dear Friends

I write this letter in hopes of inspiring the many readers and those concerned, in an attempt at encouraging you to write to the many prisoners warehoused within the many prisons throughout the United States.



Some people may have a misconception about prisoners and think we are inhumane, that we are without the sentimentalities which the rest of society experiences. But we do not differ in the respects that; we cry, laugh, smile, experience love, dislike, happiness, sadness, hug, play, kiss, hurt, and exper-ience pain and loneliness just as anyone else in the world. We may even experience pain, hurt and loneliness more so than the rest of society, because we face rejection on a daily basis.

We are denied every right under the sun except breathing, and we're told where even to do that. We are told when to shit, shower and shave and denied the water to facilitate such functions. Our daily food is many times drugged, our water is contaminated, our mail tampered with, our lives threatened; we are beaten, denied proper medical care, and forced into unsanitary living conditions. Yet the system would have you believe that you - the taxpayers, are spend-ing your tax dollars to care for prisoners. But quest-ion rather there is heating and cooling conditions within these prisons and you'll find that those tax dollars are not spent on the prisons and prisoners as said on paper when cutting taxes out of your check.

But we survive somehow and find enough strength to write a letter begging for friendship, begging for correspondence, begging for someone to care, to understand and listen. But all we get is rejection.

Sometimes all it takes is just a letter from someone who cares to deter a man/woman for a life of crime. But where is that letter? Where is that person who cares?

In my vast attempts to establish a cordial relation-ship with someone, I have come to the conclusion that; we all have the tendency to be doubtful before assessing another's status. In this respect, I think it is quite common to observe those that stereotype the individualities of others to justify what they con-sciously reject about the person or themselves.

Many times a lack of communication or the inability to communicate effectively causes and creates misconceptions, and often times we fail to bridge the gap in human relations because of ethics, cultural and other social influences. We have failed to equate time with collective ideas and progress forward as a unit for prosperity, security and growth. I can't continue to identify with the reluctance within our society to communicate and convey concern for one another.

We pride material assets, our status and the chaste pleasures we find throughout our different exper-iences in life, rather than the unification of human-itarianism, the reaching out and touching of one hu-man to another. What we really need is a collective and progressive change in sensitivity, humanitarian-ism and unification of concern, love and respect to materialism. Or we will never progress as a society, and I and many others like me will endure loneliness and oppression and false imprisonment and incarcer-ation till such a state of mind exists, until those of you reading this letter will concern yourselves about your brothers and sisters behind the bars. Only you can make a difference in their lives.

I have the names of many men and women behind the bars wishing to develop communications with those of you. If anyone wishes to write to a prisoner, please send a return stamped envelope to me, and I will send you a list of prisoners around the United States which you can write to.

I wish to thank you for your time and consideration in this desperate problem.

Sincerely 


Al Cunningham, 

Box E-22600, San Quentin, CA 94974

***************************************************************************************

in those final moments

in those final moments

he could not defecate

alone

could not cry or laugh

un-monitored

every breath 

logged

his silent prayers

watched

candles flicker

chest belt tightened

skin pierced and swabbed

across time and space

a universal wail 
erupts

collective consciousness of compassion 


changing

that moment
for 
ever

Audrey S Kaufman  

Parental Love

Parental love

Unique in every aspect

A boyfriend's love dries up

So does that of a girlfriend

A husband's love may end up in divorce

So can that of a wife

But parental love is forever.

AM (Zambia -- full name & address with editor)

***************************************************************************************

January 25th 2001 in Mid-California

The sun is splitting the dusty road and there are oranges on the ground. I want to stop and pick one but my companion warns me about the radar.  So we drive onwards down the lonely road to the middle of this wasted expanse where, because of daily waterings, only vineyards and orange groves co-exist. 

Suddenly, in this vast flat Californian wilderness, grey buildings mushroom – female prisons.  I am going to see my friend, Cathy Thompson, who is on death row.  I'm excited.  We've been writing to each other for over six years and met three years ago (the last time I was in the states).  This time I am travell-ing with Mary Hilpert, who is going to visit Nikki, Cathy's friend.

Mary reminds me of the prison processing proced-ures.  We fill in a form stating which prisoner we are visiting (permission being applied for months ago) and our own personal details.  Then we wait to be called.  My ID is my passport; Americans always find the Irish driving licence a source of amazement (theirs being the size of an ATM card). After a while, my memory reframes and I begin to feel at ease. We are allowed to bring in only the car key and a few dollars in change, nothing else - not even a paper hankie.  

After 15 minutes I hear my name being called – I  feel nervous all over again.  My ID is double check-ed, my watch and jewellery noted.  I take my shoes off to be examined.  Now the prison officer tells me to pass through the scanner & stand beside a sensitiser, first with my back to it then left side, right side and finally facing it.  

I'm given the OK and the prison officer hands me back my shoes and passport, and she presses a button.  The first door opens and I walk outside a few paces to the next locked door.  Now I am in a cage where one door opens only if the other is closed.  Above, in a tower, is the sentry with his gun – I’m through and walking along the rose-lined path towards another door.  Soon I’ll see Cathy and we will have nearly six hours to talk.   In the next build-ing an officer rechecks my ID and another door locks behind me.  I am now in a large room where there is yet another prison officer who checks and keeps my passport until visiting is over.  

In this large room, visitors wait until the prisoner comes up but because Cathy is on death row we will go into one of the small side rooms and be locked in.   

I can’t wait to hug Cathy and to laugh with her.  Then suddenly the lights go out – there is a power cut.  Two hours pass and prisoners cannot be let out until full power is restored.  Will I ever be able to talk to my friend?  The light flicker on and then off again and finally they stay on.  But why is Cathy not allowed up?  Why the wait?  It’s count time in the prison unit and no one is released until it is over.

Then I see Cathy – we are in each other arms and hugging and laughing.  Although we are locked in I am allowed to go and buy food from the canteen.  This is a treat after prison food!  We eat ravenously.

Cathy is truly a remarkable person.  She laughs and makes the most of things.  It shows on her face and complexion.  Cathy is in her fifties & a grandmother but she looks so young. I thing everyone would enjoy being with her.  We have so much in common and talk non-stop. I feel that we have known each other all our lives.  We share mutual friends.  In fact this time I am staying with some of Cathy's friends.  

I have never heard Cathy grumble or complain about anything and I really don't know how this is possible because death row certainly is no picnic.  It's a horrible cold and grey place, full of echoing noises and lacking in everything we, in the free world, take for granted.  Cathy is watched 24 hours a day, 365 days a year - she has no privacy, no key to open her door.  The prison authorities are continually trying to strip conditions as bare and as possible.

Too soon we realise the visit is over.  I will step out into the sunshine to enjoy both the Californian warmth & hospitality.  Cathy will return to her cell and wait out the days, weeks, months, years until her case is heard - hopefully then justice will ensue.

As I say goodbye my heart sinks and I want to take Cathy with me.  Heavy, I retrace my steps going through one door after another, the barbwire glints at me and I involuntarily shudder.  Saddened, I walk away from the building to the car -- Mary calls and we drive out of the prison complex. 

Night is falling and driving on the unfamiliar road gives me something to do.  At least Cathy is loved and has many supportive friends who are able to visit her regularly.  

The next day I head for Arizona -- Las Vegas and the Grand Canyon -- where the terrain is covered with cactus and where desert temperatures will fluctuate between freezing and mid-twenties Centigrade.  I shall never forget this holiday in a hurry.  I will write to Cathy and try to give her a slice of my world while she waits for her freedom.

Audrey S. Kaufman

LifeLines Ireland  - a voluntary, non-religious, apolitical organisation that supports & befriends people on Death Row

 in the US, the Caribbean and Zambia through letter writing. 

LifeLines was founded by Jan Arriens in 1988, in Cambridge, England. This newsletter is produced by the Irish Lifelines’ group, which is autonomous and has been in operation since 1991. 

Membership fees are £10 (£6). This covers the cost of newsletters, postage and meetings. NB: all committee members' services are voluntary. Therefore, PLEASE keep your membership up-to-date so that we can continue to support our friends and fellow members. The views/opinions in the Newsletter are those of individual writers & do not necessarily reflect those of Lifelines Ireland. 

All rights are reserved & copyright remains with the individual authors but we would like to encourage the widest possible distribution.  
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