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This_book is written that others may not follow in my foot-
steps. It is the recollection of my life,what I can remember,and
how I remember it. The first| part "From Kid to Convict "is the ac-
count of my earliest memories upto my sentence of death. The last
section "The Joury of a Condemned Man" is my spiritual awakening
at the time of my leaving t county jail and arriving at SCI-
Camp Hill,and then my subsuquent transfer to SCI-Greene. It is
highly unlikely that anyone who is like I used to be will ever
‘read something like this. Itl is upto those around them in their
life to see the signs and warnings and hopefully intercede on
behalf of these people to divert them from a tragic end such as
mine. Many issues I delt with,such as gang,drugs,crime,etc.,are
things that kids today are still dealing with. I've provided alot
of information to combat any; white supremecist nonsense they might
be into,or show the end to afdiction or the illogicalness of
paganism. Hopefully what I'we written will contribute to a better
society and a more peaceful world. My life was,and is,a cautionary
tale. May it be used as such. It is also a witness to Ged's ability
to be able to transform somebody's life. Truly the one who seeks
shall find,and to him who knocks it shall be opened unto you and
ask and it shall be given to|you.
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DEDICATION

Thiz work is dedicated o all those that
I may bave harmed Yy my acticms
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Interuction (Section I)

This first half was written approximately 12 years prior to Section II. My aim
is to show how one ends up sentenced to death, e.g., the negative influences in my
life, abuse that formed my thinking, events that shaped my character. The “Butterfly
Effect” is evident. I sincerely hope that all who read it will watch for the signs in
others around them and get involved to prevent their life turning out like mine did.
Preventive measures are always the best ones.

I would ask none to pass judgment on my parents. I do not wish to dishonor
them in any way. However, I cannot lie about what ever situations and circumstances
resulted from anything done, or not done, by them or anyone else. I'm only sorry I
couldn’t have been a better son and fulfilled all the dreams and aspirations they had
for me. As the saying goes, “10% is what happens to you, while 90% is how you
chose to deal with it.” For many years, I chose poorly, and for that I'm responsible.

Further, I"d ask nobody retaliate on any of the people who may have harmed
me. When possible, I changed the names to prevent them, but those close to them
may be able to figure out their true identity.

Last, but not least, may the lilext of kin of Conrad Dumchock not take offense
to anything written. I've avoided talking about anything involving or related to the
crime I’ve been convicted of, to protect their feelings; also because any specifics have
no bearing on anything I hope to achieve in writing this first section. Forgiveness is
not a gift I ask for myself, but for themselves, that they may heal and not be plagued
by anger or hatred toward me. I'm not worth the energy required for that.

I’m not a word-smith. Actually, I almost flunked English class. My writing
is most likely sub-par. Still, the point is hopefully not lost in the morass of botched
English. Writing this was a physically painful thing, as well as emotionally grueling,
first for my eyes, then my hands. It was all in a handwritten manuscript, then typed
up by some wonderful people. My sincere thanks to them for their efforts. Also, I
give my most grateful appreciatioh to my legal team, without which I wouldn’t be
alive to write anything, and who constantly encouraged me in my efforts to give
something back to the world. Lasi, but not least, my profound gratitude to Prisons
Foundation for publishing this work. With them, it may never have seen the light of
day. ’

In all things, may God be éloriﬁed, Who is responsible for anything good
herein; anything bad is attributabltf to myself,



: _

I was born on April 30th, 1972 and named after St. Kevin of Ireland. My last name -
Marinelli - is Italian for “one who lives|by the sign of the ladybug,” the ladybug being the sign of
the Blessed Virgin Mary, With such a noble beginning you would think I was destined for a
good future, Tragically, it was not so. |

My mother and father were ied young and already had four children before I came
. along. My oldest brother is Joey, then there is David, my sister Debbie and my brother Mark.

We ol grew up in the same chastic nent, but they went through it loager team . ™

-t

Both ey paronts were mq. aad both of them worked. The usual routine would be
them working all day and spending theh{ paychecks on alcchol at the bar until all hours of the
morning. Then they would come home drunk and fight with each other. Sometimes my dad
would wake up one of my brothers just to beat them. Several times my brothers tried to stop my
dad from hitting our mother, only to recéive a severe thrashing. I mean bloody noses, and black
eyes. My dad wasn’t always patient endugh to wait and go get the belt, or the catty-nine-tail we
had. So he would use his fists on them.

I can’t truthfully say that these 'u'*cidcnts were all my dad’s fault. My mother has a way of
. phoveking people to violence. I've seen her do it with one of her boyfriends when I was about

’ I7 years old, and was crashéd out on her couch. Her and her boyfriend came home
ansl ghe saeed in on him, slapping him in the face for no reason. She thought I was asleep but
her boyfriend knew better and did not ddre strike her. All the guys my mother has had a long-
term relationship with have ended up physically abusing her. Now, one can’t logically assume
all these men, without a prior history of abuse?all decided to pick on her. Granted no physical
violence is justifiable against a woman as small as my mother. They could have easily subdued
her without a problem. But, it wasn’t wise on her part to provoke an impatient man.

As a child one does not rationalize such things in the above manner, All that is the result
of my having to cope with these horrible memories and the knowledge obtained from much
philosophical and psychological readings.

I remember myself specifically one incident of abuse my mother suffered at the hands of
my father. I’venewer been able to forget it, and it’s now running through my mind and causing
my heart rate to _ _ence,

Me and my brother Mark used to sleep in the same room, my sister in another and my
other two brothers slept in the attic which was made into a bedroom. Well, my parents came
home from a night of drinking heavily and started to argue in me and Mark’s room. I was
probably only 7 years old at the time and I had no idea what time it was. The yelling woke us
and the incident quickly turned violent when my dad pushed my mom against the tall wooden
dresser and she dropped to the floor as if she was dead. Iyelled out and ran to my mom and
started to shake her saying, “Mommy! Mommy! Get up, Mommy!”, but she wasn’t moving. By
this time my older brothers were there and my dad was raising a fist to hit me when they all
jumped him. God bless their souls, they always protected me because I was the “Baby.” They
actually got the better of my dad that ni%lﬂ. He woke up the next morning not remembering the
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night before. So we all escaped a good beating. We were able to get my mom up and into bed.
She was laid up for a week and had a huge black and blue mark across her back.

My brothers have told me of incidents when I was just a baby how their fighting became
near disastrous for me. I seemed to be the target of many flying objects, like large glass ashtrays
and such. My brothers would literally dive to catch these things or take the blow themselves. I
don’t exaggerate when I speak of the selfless heroics of my siblings. I have seen their scars. My
sister tells of how she used to take me in her bed when [ was a baby to protect me from my
parents. To protect me from my own nts! My sister was but 8 years old when I was born.
Just a child herself! |

These things were everyday living for us. Our parents were never there. This neglect was
to the extent that there was not even any food in the house. My brothers would have to go steal
food. Iremember my brother David got caught trying to shoplift a loaf of bread. The store
owner used to see him shoplifting all the time and wouldn’t say anything, but finally the man
asked him what was the reason for such|thievery. When David explained the situation the
shopkeeper was so moved with pity and compassion that he gave my brother a full box of
groceries that he could hardly carry. Such love from strangers kept us alive. God bless them!

My aunt and grandmother would sometimes have to come and clean the house because it
was too much for my sister. We all had|school except when [ was too young but then my brother
Joey would have to stay home and baby%it me. He was 11 years old when I was bom, so he was
stuck with most of the responsibility — though it’s really the parents’ responsibility to raise their
children. But, nonetheless, here is my ajint and grandmother doing the house work since my
mother never did it. There was mounds, literally mounds of laundry. My mother would sooner
buy new clothes for us than wash old ones. All that would be well and good but you can’t eat
clothes. Besides, sometimes we wouldn’t have electricity or heat, or water for weeks at a time.
Once my aunt and grandmother would find out, they would pay the bill so it would get turned
back on.

Luxuries like televison and toys were rare. Several TVs were given to us but my dad
would smash them in a drunken rage. If the dishes weren’t washed, he would smash those too.
When I would get toys, the small ones were more likely to survive the onslaught. “Matchbox”
and “Hot Wheels” cars were always my favorite and “Legos.”

My dad had another quite peculiar idiosyncracy, if it can be called that. He had his own
special dishes and eating utensils and if any of us touched them, it was all over. He even had his
own food, and even if we were starving he expected us not to touch his food. I remember once
when he was in a generous mood for some reason, he shared some kielbasa with me. My
stomach must not have been used to gook] food because I vomited it up soon after I got it down.
He did not like that at all.

God help us if we ever woke hmi up from a nap as well. Me and Mark used to always get
it for that. That is a bit more understandable than these other things mentioned, but we weren’t
used to him being there for us to be qme It was easy to forget, especially when you’re only
children.

Both my mother and father had }Lmabit of picking up and leaving us. My mother did it

several times for weeks at a time. Then my dad would be at home more and because he had to be
there too now he wanted everything all cozy. But no sooner all would start to go well and my



mother, his drinking partner, would retyrn and everything went to hell again.

My father would do the same. And again my mother would do as my dad did when she
was gone. How weird is all that? Once again, as when my mom would return, my dad returns
and they hit the bars, the home is neglected and we’re back at square one.

My parents’ alcoholism affected me even before I was born. My mother was abusing
alcohol and amphetamines while pregnant with me. This is called “Fetal Alcohol Exposure”
(FAE) and causes a lot of problems for the fetus. I didn’t suffer any of the usual physical
deformities that are a telltale sign of FAE, which was probably worse. No one knew | had FAE
until I was examined by some psychiatrists in 1998. So all my life ] had FAE and even I didn’t
know it. The effects I suffered from FAE was learning disabilities, stuttering, uncorrectable
eyesight, and similar things. [ had everything but the outward signs for someone to look at me
and diagnose me and give me help. So,|I have never received the help I needed.

I was tormented quite profusely because of my stuttering, so I stopped talking. I had only
one friend as a youth and didn’t get to see him often because I ended up moving around a lot
when my parents divorced. I was always being called “stupid,” “idiot” or something to the
effect, because of my learning disabiliti¢s. I actually wasn’t dumb, nor am I now, I just could not
learn as the other kids did. Even now, a‘ lot of what I’ve learned is self-taught. My bad eyesight
wasn’t picked up right away either. So, when that was discovered and I was given glasses, that
brought more torment from the other children. But, I am getting ahead of myself.

My father’s abuse towards my mother didn’t stop while she was pregnant with me. I'm
told she was struck in the stomach morel than once while I was in her womb. She was
supposedly pushed down the stairs too. Despite that they both tried to kill me before I even had a
chance, I was a tough little bugger! Aftér [ was born, as stated earlier, the fight to live wasn’t
over. I wouldn’t have made it without my siblings and the protection of our Lord.

In the midst of all this chaos there would be some moments here and there when my
parents gave it a good effort. It’s too hard to do the right thing though, especially after being on
the wrong path for too long and knowing you can simply take the easy road instead. These
“moments” made it harder though, because we had nothing before that to compare the chaotic
times with. You know heaven only after you have been through hell.

As ] got old enough to be in school, things were easier on my siblings, since Joey and
Debbie were like my parents then. But my life was much harder. We all know how cruel
children can be with their teasing and such, and it was no different in my case. My stuttering,
glasses, shabby looking clothes, etc., did ‘not help me make any friends. I was teased about
everything and couldn’t even open my mouth to defend myself because my stuttering was so bad
nobody could understand what I was sajing, and just received more ridicule. I didn’t even think
of being violent — yet. I was like a docile lamb and did nothing but cry and hand my head.

One of my first friends was Tim (not his real name). He was from a good Christian
family and wasn’t raised up to tease other kids. He felt sorry for me and befriended me. His
parents were good Christian folk and always nice to me. I would go to Tim’s house to play
a lot. Ithink my brothers and sister were happy that I met a friend. They were happy I was
getting out of the house for one reason or another. My sister used to walk me to his house
because it was on the other side of the highway that ran in front of our house, so she met Tim and
his parents. !



their house and play with Tim’s toys. Tim had a sister and I believe our sisters started to hang
around together. Maybe they were doing so before I met Tim. I really don’t know.

I was about 7 years old at this time, that I became friends with Tim. My brothers were
working jobs after school and providing for all of us. It was actually starting to become a home.
Things were becoming stabilized, orderly and secure.

When [ was 8 years old [ fell in %e creek that was at the bottom of the hill by our house.

Tim’s parents probably knew w}at my life was like because they always let me eat at

We use to sleigh ride down the hill in the winter. It was winter time and I was looking into the
creek, which is 40 feet or so down, because Mark was down below walking on the ice with some
friends. Ileaned too far over and fell head first all the way down to the bottom. I cracked the
back of my head open and Mark carriedme out of the creek and up the hill to the house. They
took me to the hospital where I got 36 stitches.

There wasn’t much love in the hpuse though your siblings can only provide a certain love
that is between a brother and sister or briother and brother. Joey and Debbie couldn’t give the
love that actual parents are supposed to |;;ivc. They did not know how to because they never
received it themselves. So it wasn’t possible and to this day I've never felt that strong love that a
mother gives her son, and a father gives|his son. I do not remember either ever calling me “son.”
Now remember this was back when I wis still a boy, before I became a criminal not werthy to be
called “son.” But my life isn’t over yet and maybe I’ll hear that wonderful word “son” some day.
I know when I die my Heavenly Father will take me in His Holy arms and call me “son.” Despite
that I am unworthy of it, nonetheless, the Bible claims it to be so. I dare not argue with God’s
Word!

Around this time when [ was about 8 or 9, my parents got separated. They were soon
divorced and things became worst than ever. As a child [ did not understand it all. My sister
tried to explain it to me, and I understood her words but did not really know what it all meant.
What she really meant was that we, brothers and sister, were all gonna be split up and not see
each other for years; that I had to go live with a total stranger; that I wouldn’t be able to see Tim
except in school; that the only people I have ever loved I would be separated from. This was a
child’s nightmare! It was my nightmare,

You would of thought that one of my parents would of taken me to live with them, but
that didn’t happen. [ was made to go live with my Aunt Katherine (not her real name) and her
daughter, Aunt Kathy, as I called her, was my mother’s sister and I only seen her like twice
before I was tossed on her doorstep. Debbie went to live with my father’s sister, who used to
always come and clean with my g:randm#ther (my father’s mother). Joey was old enough to go
on his own, and David and Mark went tg live with my mother in Allentown.

Aunt Kathy only lived a block away from our house. Her daughter, my first cousin, Lucy
(not her real name) was a year or two older than me. In maturity [ was way below a 9 or 10 year
old’s mentality. I believe ] had a slower|mental development because of FAE and therefore was
always immature for my age. For examl#le, it is said that a person with FAE doesn’t hit full
mental maturity until 25 years of age. Licy and I did not get along well, but weren’t constantly
at odds either. As we go on further you will better understand that confusing statement might of
been in prison. [ had another cousin Jack who was in the Special Forces in the Army. I only saw
him a few times. i



We were always sent to bed early, but were allowed to stay up and watch a little black
and white TV that was in our room. This was certainly unusual for me. Lucy thought I must of
lived on Mars before because I never heard of somebody with a TV in their bedroom. But all of
this was fine with me, of course. Aunt athy even gave us junk food and stuff, So I was living
high on the hog here,

For every good thing there’sac rrespondmg bad one though. As [ said, Lucy was older
than I and I wasn’t very mature (or should I say “very smart”)., Well, Lucy was obviously at the
age of sexual curiosity, and me living on Mars never even pondered it. I don’t know if all boys
are like that at 10 years old, but [ was. Before you know it, we’re playing “house.” What was
really happening was she was having me perform sex acts on her. I didn’t know what all this
“house” stuff was at the time.

The first Christmas at my aunt’siwas special in that there was no fighting, drunkenness
and everything didn’t get broken afterwards. I got my first bicycle then. It had a rustic cowboy
design on it. I thought it was pretty cool. I didn’t use training wheels at all. Lucy put me on the
bike, gave me a good shove, and off I went. It seems I am pretty good at things needing hands on
skill, and this was obviously one of those things. Of course, I didn’t get to try it (the bike) out
until spring since winter in Pennsylvania is almost always very snowy.

Once we were sent upstairs it was like going to an oil rig in the South Pacific Ocean.
Once you are there you can’t come back;until your time is up or there’s an emergency. We
weren’t even permitted to go downstairs to the bathroom or to get a glass of water. I had to
urinate in a soda bottle if I had to go bad. Once I made the mistake of insisting on using the
bathroom. Aunt Kathy didn’t hit me, she just yelled a lot. I don’t even remember my aunt
hitting me. Children’s memories are short though, especially mine.

Soon [ started preparing for my First Holy Communion. At 10 years old who really
understands what incest is? I didn’t and therefore the sex acts continued. Around this time I
started to draw. My aunt encouraged me in this. I believe this was given to me by God to help
me deal with all my problems. At that age the mental, emotional and physical scars were already
abundant. I still use drawing as an escape, a getaway. It helps me to cope with things. If my
drawing is that now, it was probably that then. I didn’t draw for the longest time until I cam to
prison. In the time I wasn’t drawing from *91 to 94, I got in more trouble than ever and dealt
with my problems by violence. My first drawings might reflect my mind set at that time. |
entered an art contest and drew an all pencil drawing of a misty demon, all muscular and evil
looking, emanating from the earth. I dmj’t believe that reflects a healthy mind in a child.

I had my first birthday party with| Aunt Kathy, my grandmother and Lucy. I really did not
have any friends. Tim was too far away for me to go to his house by myself and nobody would
walk there with me, so I didn’t get to seq him except at school, it was just us four, It wasa
modest affair and I don’t remember much of it. All I really know is that I never celebrated my
birthday before that. The most cherished gift I got was a headphone radio set from my Uncle Joe.
It was my pride and joy. I’m surprised Ilam not hard of hearing from using it so much. I used to
sit and draw or play with Matchbox cars|or play Jacks — I was good at Jacks — and listen to this
headphone radio set.

My dad used to some and see mc| on the weekends sometimes. I used to sit and wait for
him and when he wouldn’t come I’d také it on the chin. What else could ! do? Soon I just took



it for granted that he wasn’t ever gonna ¢
didn’t go anywhere. He was living in a
overnight once, I like that a lot. I remer
French Toast was my favorite breakfast
he took me for a ride in the country once
to spend time with my dad, just to be wi
like other fathers and sons did. I don’tk
When I took my First Holy Comi

rome, but when he’d show up I'd be there anyway. [
small apartment above a café in town. I slept there

nber my dad cooked me French Toast in the moming.
dish, He was seeing a woman from Irish Valley then and
. I got to see horses and cows and stuff. I was just glad
th him, We didn’t go fishing or play catch or other stuff
now why that was, so I can’t assume the worst.

munion it was a bigger deal than I thought. I didn’t think

everyone would be so excited about it. It was like a second birthday, sort of. Everybody was

really happy about it.
On March 8, 1983 my Uncle Joe
times as well, once was when he gave

died. He was my dad’s brother. I only met him a few
the headphone radio set for my birthday and the other

was a few days before he died. I believe that was when I had my First Holy Communion, cause
my dad took me around to show me off like a trophy. Uncle Joe was like “Here, take this,” and

slips me $5.00, like 2 mobster greases
me fishing the next weekend but he di

e palm of a bellboy. It was funny. He promised to take
before that weekend came.

I was really effected by this, but | was also stunned. I remember this day like it was
yesterday. [ was sitting at the kitchen table after choking down my coleslaw and I was asked to
remain at the table. [ was sure I was in ﬂ'ouble for something. When Aunt Kathy broke the news

to me I just hung my head and muttered s

omething to the effect that I was sorry and I didn’t

know him too well. My aunt asked me & few times if [ was okay and then let me go outside.
Lucy asked me to play wiffle ball with her, which threw me for a loop but I joyfully

accepted. We weren’t playing long, and
There was a big kid on the same team as

dropped the ball and said, “I’'m gonna kil

time, especially bullies, and I didn’t take
home, and [ said, “Don’t say that,” so he

like the non athletic klutz I was, I dropped a fly ball.
me and he was a bully too. He got made when I

1 you, you're dead!” Now, kids say these things all the
it as if my life was in peril; but the word “dead” hit
starts saying “dead” over and over again. I just burst

into tears and ran to a bridge a short distance from where we were playing. Lucy told the kid
why [ was crying and he even apologized. Like a big dope he says, “well I didn’t know.” 1 went
home and though it was only about 6 o’clock in the evening, I cried myself to sleep. I believe it
was an accumulation of many things that brought this on, but my little heart and little mind could

not take it anymore.
Something changed in my that

iy. Idon’t know what it was, but I acted a little different.

The months of playing “house” ended. I refused to eat that putrid coleslaw and next time [ saw

my dad I told him I did not want to stay t

Around this time I met Simon. H
why I never met him before, but it could
long. His dad was a violent man and gof
blaming me for stuff he did in order to aj
punished more than once because of him
didn’t do it” and “I don’t know” that the
was a kid any more than adults today list

there anymore.
le lived only a few houses down the street. Idon’t know
be he just moved there. This “friendship” didn’t last
upset over everything. So Simon got into the habit of
void a whipping. He was a deceitful little brat and I was
. Grownups automatically think when a child says, “I
kid is lying. Not so! Adults didn’t listen to me when 1
en to their children. But all the things I was getting

blamed for were seen as some psycholoqical sign of my displeasure with my situation. It was



convenient for Simon. :

In the meantime, Lucy wasn’t taking my no sex agenda well. I guess she figured if I
wasn’t of any use to her, she was gonna [get rid of me. She started breaking my glasses. They
were kind of expensive back then, I think around $150 to $200. She took them in the middle of
the night while I was sleeping, because any other time they were on my face and she broke them
in half and put them back in the case. If{I was gonna break my own glasses, ] wouldn’t put them
back in the case! How absurd! I may have been a bit mentally undeveloped but that’s going too
far.

So my dad showed up immediately after the broken glasses were made aware of. 1
couldn’t hide it because I was blind as a bat without them. My dad gave me a whippin’ like 1
never had. He hit me with the belt buckle and all, and then off he went. He came to beat me and
then left. You think he’d show up like that to play catch with me? Never. You think he would
hurry to reward me for the good school es | was getting at the time? Not a chance. But
broken glasses — “I’ll be right there.”

Within a week [ had a new pair if glasses. I hated Lucy for what she did. She knew how
to get me now. I still refused to give intp her. 1 realized it was wrong and wasn’t going to do it
any longer. Sometimes [ would even go|and sleep in Ryan’s room even though I knew I wasn’t
supposed to. Anything to get away from her. I tried hiding my glasses under my pillow, but that
didn’t work for too long. The second pair that was broken was hid in the tank of the toilet. That
doesn’t make any sense either. My aunt slept on the couch and would have heard if I came
downstairs to the bathroom. There was only one and it was in the basement. How did the
glasses get found in there? “I don’t know,” which is exactly what I told my aunt. What else
could I say? Well here came my dad, another ass-whooping that rivaled the last one and off he
went again,

In school counselors started to talk to me a lot and a speech therapist helped me with my
stuttering. I mean she saw me and tried to help me with my stuttering. She did everything but
diagnose me with FAE, like she should have. I was put in remedial reading classes and remedial
math classes. My leaming disabilities were starting to show at this time, but it was all bad
timing. Everything in my life was being translated as rebellion and psychological problems due
to my parents’ divorce, being in a new environment, etc. If this was so it was quite a delayed
reaction. So much for professionalism.

The next pair of glasses I got were a nice pair. My dad figured I just didn’t like wearing
glasses and Id like it more if I actually l{ke my glasses. It was a good thought and a nice try, but
it wasn’t a month before they got broken, This time it wasn’t Lucy who did it. Two kids were
fighting on the bus home from school my face happened to get in the way. Well, so much
for those and lucky me, I didn’t even get|a scratch on me to help support my story. Even though I
ha+ve been telling my dad and aunt the truth all this time, 1 was getting punished. I was really
feeling the injustice of it all. !

On the same day my third set of glasses got broken little did I know that during the day
Simon’s mom was telling Aunt Kathy that I had deliberately put paint on their new tent and that
where the paint was was too high for Simon to have done it. I guess these people never heard of
standing on something to make yourself taller or reach higher. It's a simple concept. So there
was already trouble waiting for me before the broken glasses was announced. Simon’s mom




