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"I was in prison and you visited me."              

Matthew 25, 31 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Adeodatus is a spiritual program  

helping those recently released  

from prison, those struggling with 

addictions, and other vulnerable 

people, discover Christ. 
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Father Paul Morrissey, OSA became involved in prison 

ministry as a chaplain at the Philadelphia Prison in 2006. As Fr. 

Paul began to interact with the prisoners, he listened to their 

stories, often during confessions that they would sign up for 

after the weekend liturgies. Though most of them were 

baptized, and many spoke of being altar boys, Fr. Paul was 

struck by the chaos of so many of their lives - the fatherlessness 

of their upbringing, the early drug use, the truncated education 

history, and the lack of Catholic/Christian teaching. Yet aware 

of God's apparent movement in their lives now that they were 

in prison, he got an idea. Why not start a "newsletter" that 

would give those prisoners a voice? You might even say, to give 

God a voice through them? St. Augustine's Confessions could 

serve as such a model. Our desire was to provide an avenue for 

the prisoners to share their stories about how they got into jail. 

More importantly, how God is acting in their lives now. Fr. 

Paul's hope: readers of the newsletter outside the jail would 

have an opportunity to break down the wall of separateness that 

makes us think  we are so different from men and women in jail. 

By this spark of the prisoners' stories of God, we hoped our 

readers could discover how God is acting in their own lives.  We 

were challenged by the mysterious meaning of "I was in prison 

and you visited Me" (Mt. 25:36) Where  is Christ in Prison? In 

the inner journeys of the inmates as these stories show. And 

also, we discovered, in ourselves, the "prison" of our own true 

selves crying out with the voice of Christ, Along with St. 

Augustine's desire when he founded his communities, we desire 

to become "one mind and heart in God"--Anima una et cor 

unum in Deo.  Not just one with those who are with us - the good 

sheep - but even with the lost sheep who Jesus gave His life for.  

The following stories, a collection of the best of the issues begun 

in 2008, are offered as issue #30 on the 10th Anniversary of what 

we call Voices From Prison and the Edge. 

Fr. Paul Morrissey OSA, and his Community of Helpers 



                                       Michael… a Real Man                   

I’m the same-- still here and still alive-- except for one single experience 

that I want to share with you. It happened yesterday over the Skill Center. 

One of my “case workers” and I had started to argue, and it got to the 
point that we were screaming right in each other’s faces. Then he had 
tried to grip me by my throat. Before I punched him in his mouth, the 

guard came up and broke it up. Everybody knows that’s not the end 
(don’t forget we’re in jail), so after a couple of minutes, we know we’re 
gonna fight. Then something happened. I started thinking that he was 

right. But anyway, prison life doesn’t take any losers. So soon as the 
guard got lost for a second, instead of jumping on that dude and breaking 

his jaw, I had stepped up to the plate and apologized. To my surprise, he did too. So I got out of that in 

one piece with NO FIGHT! Can you believe, it? Me-- I never had stepped out of fight before. Then after 

words, somebody came to me and told me that he’s proud of me, and the fact that I had humbled myself 

makes me a real man! Unbelievable!  At first I was afraid of losing my respect in other inmates’ eyes, but 
I didn’t. Even if I did, I know deep inside my heart that I did a right thing. God blessed me with 
understanding and peace. Thanks be to God! So that was my “spiritual awakening.” It happened 
yesterday and I’m already looking at a lot of things differently. I think that the transformation from a 
little boy into a grown man has just begun. If I take a close look at myself, I always had based my 

decisions on what other people would say. Enough is enough! So simply, that’s what’s going on with me 
right now… 

 

Dominic…of the Street  

 

Throughout my life in South Philly, I began to fight a lot. I got chased home by a 

bunch of guys once, and I was so out of breath I said I would never run again. 

“I’d rather fight.” And that I did! I ran away from home at eleven to live with 
my father. (He was incarcerated when I was young). I ran the streets rampant. 

But for some reason I always felt protected. I felt safe at times when I shouldn’t 
have. I was critically wounded when I was sixteen. My daughter was born a few 

months earlier. I was stabbed multiple times and hit in the head with a bat, but 

never fell or stopped fighting. A man that I met once happened to be driving by 

and saved me. He drove me to the hospital. I was choking on my own blood and 

all I kept saying was, “I can’t die. I just had my daughter.” I loved the streets more than I loved myself. I justified 
it by thinking I could repay good with evil! I sold drugs, I robbed, I hustled, and I schemed. I had multiple women. 

I’d stay up for days and party. But my heart never felt right. I couldn’t grasp what it was. I began to have crazy 
dreams. I began to take more pills than ever. Reality was brutal for me. The devil was using my gift of gab and 

street fighting skills to do more wrong. But my spirit earnestly fought against it. I would go home and take a 

shower and just cry and cry because of the pain I felt. I had an argument with the mother of my children, and my 

five year old daughter said to me, “I don’t like God, Daddy.” I cried sooo hard and ran out the door to the nearest 
church. Every door was closed except the chapel below. I got on my knees and begged God like I have never 

begged before for help. I had strange visions at that moment that I won’t discuss, but I definitely had an epiphany. 
The next day I was arrested! I did a year in jail, but I started to learn about myself.  Eventually I found God, and 

life changed. I had to become street to know the streets, to do God’s will and speak to the streets.  
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Kathleen…A Mother's Choice 

How to start?  My mother and father never got along that I 

can remember. My mother was mom to a point. My father 

was never there. All he did was drink. I can remember the day 

we were outside on the steps, just talking with our friends. My 

dad was coming home from the bar. All of us were like, “Here 
he comes.” The next thing we know he was fighting with my 
mom because she was outside with all of us. He was calling 

her every name in the book. Well I have been to jail the past 3 

years. I have been here because I asked God to help me save 

me from the street. I am also having another baby. My 

boyfriend did not want me to have this child. Being pregnant 

in prison is no fun. I was going to kill my unborn child. I prayed to God. Then when I talked to my 

children’s father, I told him that I had killed the baby. Before I told him this though, he said that if I did 
not do it he would not bring my son up to see me in jail. It has been so hard for me to talk to him having 

him think I killed our child, but I wanted to see my son.  I keep on praying, asking God to help me. In the 

middle of  the summer I told my boyfriend the  truth. I started to cry because I knew he would hate me 

because of what I had done--lied to him. Then I told him that I never killed the baby. He was like, “I hate 
you!” and hung up the phone on me. This was so hard for me, to lie to the person I love. But I knew if 
God did not want me to have this child then God would never have put it inside of me. Without God’s 
help I know I would have never been able to tell my man that he is going to have another child.  I’m 
having a LITTLE BABY BOY. I am blessed to have God in my life. God wants me to be a better child of 

God. This is my story.  

                         Donald…Parole for Lifers?        

As a teenager Donald killed a man and was sentenced to life in prison. 

Twenty years after the crime he met the victim's daughter. He writes, 

"I met with her, and I was amazed at her courage and strength. She 

had a lot of questions for me. I answered them and she appreciated my 

honesty. I was expecting a hostile meeting but it was anything but 

hostile. She said she didn’t hate me but didn’t think she could ever 

forgive me. I think she was able to get a sense of closure and it was 

healthy for her. I could express my genuine remorse. The meeting was a 

healing on both sides. When the meeting had started I felt terrible 

about everything. All the painful memories surfaced. She seemed like 

such a great person and what I had done was stupid and senseless. It's 

hard to face pain you’ve caused others. I asked her about the impact of my crime on her family. She told 
me her devastation still lasted after 20 years. She told me the family had been made financially poor by 

me, that it was so hard to drive near the house of the crime, and how her brother had become an 

alcoholic. I felt I caused their life to change in such a damaging way. Everything wrong that had 

happened was caused by me. My healing continues as does her healing. I am thinking: should Christians 

support parole for lifers? What do you think? Is there scriptural support for lifers?" 
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Mother of Sorrows 

Mother of a Murderer Judged Insane 

 

I am searching, searching for meaning in all this. How did we end up here? 

Why? How do we accept this? Should we accept this, really? How do we 

manage the anger, the loss of faith? How do we live now? How do we begin 

to heal? Tell us what we are supposed to do, God! We are waiting for signs, 

answers. I pray constantly for answers. I find myself repeating the Hail 

Mary over and over again— When I awake, while walking the dog, in the 

shower, running to work— “Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with 
thee…” I wonder, is the Lord really with us? Why has God forsaken us, I ask! We worked hard. We were 

determined to beat this mental illness thing. My boy, he suffered so much. I had faith that together we 

could figure it out. I felt sure he would thrive— I believed with God by his side, he could become the man 

he wanted to be— A kind, sensitive, effective young man. I am desperately searching for Peace. I am 

hoping the deep, profound   sadness that tortures my heart will somehow lift! I pray this nightmare will 

pass. My boy prays too. He prays for a miracle, his miracle. Oh, that the violent episode was merely a 

delusion of his  mind. And that his guardian angel really could protect and save us from ourselves and 

others. Together we cry. We wait for God’s sign. I pray “Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee? 

 

Al…Amazing Grace 

 

When I was young, my parents spoke to me about Jesus Christ often…but never 
to help me build a relationship with Him. I had no real help in understanding 

Christianity. We never read the Bible as a family. Church only occurred once in 

awhile and I did not have the patience for it. Basically, the seed was planted but 

I never had help growing it into a tree. By the age of 13, I gave up Christ and 

decided to go my own way. I began abusing drugs and alcohol, committing 

crimes, and severely disrespecting my mother. I was thrown out of every school 

they put me in, and my own mother feared me. I found myself in juvenile group 

homes.  I remained incarcerated until I was 18. It never helped me and I 

continued with the drugs, fights, and from time to time…suicidal tendencies. I 
was released to the streets on a path of destruction feeling empty and alone. Soon 

I was back in jail. Eventually I began to really pray and read the Bible.  But when things got hard, I blamed 

it on God and Christianity. My father bluntly told me that he feared for my soul. I also began reading 

things that discredited and rejected Christianity. I even went so far as to become a minister of an anti-

Christian, White Supremacist Church. (I have been a skinhead since the age of 13.) I got into a lot of fights 

with gangs. In December of 2007, my life began to change. I started to realize I was out of control. I began 

speaking to my parents about coming home. At this point I had progressed from alcohol to IV drugs. Also, 

something new happened. I realized that being saved does not make everything miraculously perfect. I 

began praying constantly…at times with so much emotion that I cried. On May 13th, I was lying in my bed 

and the song “Amazing Grace” came to me. My mother used to sing this song to me as a small child…and 
as I sang it to myself,  I began to cry. I poured my heart out to Jesus…my struggles, my sins, my guilt, my 
feelings…everything. Then, I begged to be saved. 
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Joey…the Abandoned 
 

Now Joey was born in Philadelphia. His mother gave birth to him alone, with no 

husband. Where it says, “Father” on his birth certificate, the word “unknown” was 
placed. However, he did have a father, but his father was in jail for being the getaway 

driver in a robbery. You see, both his parents were heroin addicts; back then they called 

them “junkies.” His first memories of life are of being dragged around all the slum and 
ghetto neighborhoods of Philly where he would watch his mother prostitute herself. She 

would leave him with people he didn’t know. He would be so scared that she was never 
coming back that he would cry uncontrollably. Kids laughed at him. He was only 3. 

Sometimes she would keep him with her and he would watch her have sex and shoot 

drugs. Other times she would leave him alone, and he would go out into the streets looking for her. He was often 

hungry. He didn’t know what love was. but he knew that his life wasn’t supposed to be like that. By the age of 4, she 
left him with his grandmother who had no love for him because he was just the junkie’s kid and she had the state 
come and take him away. He was placed in a foster home. They took good care of 

him but still he felt no love and knew he didn’t belong there. After a while his family 

came and got him and brought him home. His mother wanted him back. She had 

gotten herself on methadone and wanted to try and to give him a normal life. She 

got them a nice apartment and sent him to a Catholic school, but Joey never felt 

normal. He wasn’t like other kids. His home life was his secret. He thought that if 
the other kids accepted him then he would be normal, so he did all the things he 

didn’t want to do and in the process he lost himself. He became the very things he 
hated, a drug addict and a criminal. Since then, he has had children and a family. 

He maintains his own business. He has spent many years in recovery, and also many 

years in prison and on the streets. It was a very long and hard journey to repair as 

best he could his damaged childhood. Somehow God had saved him from his 

abandonment. 

 

Adeodatus  

Group Support Through Scripture and Christian Fellowship 

We are, a support group for ex-inmates, for those struggling with addictions, and anyone who cares about 

their reintegration into society. We meet every Thursday t   
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Co-editors…two Augustinians,          6       
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 Adeodatus Group Support Through Scripture 

 and Christian Fellowship 

We are Adeodatus, a support group for ex-inmates, for those struggling 

with addictions, and anyone who cares about their reintegration into 

society. We meet every Thursday night (7:30 to 9:00 P.M.) at St. Rita's 

rectory, Broad and Ellsworth street. Through prayer, the Gospel and 

Christian fellowship we offer strength to meet the challenges of life in 

this world. Join Fr. Paul Morrissey, O.S.A. and our small circle in the 

comfort of the rectory living room.      
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This newsletter is distributed to  parishes, prisons,  halfway houses, universities and retirement 

homes. Contact us at:  Adeodatus Prison Ministry, 2130 S. 21st St.,  Phila, PA, 19145  Phone: 215 925 

3566  Donations are most appreciated and very needed. Checks can be payable to: The Augustinian 

Fund and mailed to: Province of Saint Thomas of Villanova, Office of Advancement, 214 Ashwood 

Road, Villanova, PA, 19085. On the check memo line, add, Adeodatus. 

 


