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Finally, when | finished that, the prison authorities gave me seventy-five dollars and a train
ticket home. That was in the month of January.

But—I did not want to return home for any money! Therefore, | sold my train ticket and
remained in that place! A week later, a police-man stopped me on the street. Because | did not give
him satisfactory answers, he took me to headquarters. The next day the judge sentenced me to twenty
months of prison on McNeil Island, not far from Tacoma, Washington. Later, they deported me to
Canada! Now | understood that | was reaching the end of my rope! Therefore, | said to myself: “The
rest of my life will probably be short, but it must be sweet!”

| directed my footsteps to the east. On the way, | made at least two robbery assaults per week.
| stole cars, ditched them, hitch-hiked and even paid my way on trains!

| arrived in Montreal in March, 1950. Within two months | robbed ten places! Therefore, | did
not lack money. | was enjoying life! | used and | abused! Meanwhile, | was planning an assault on the
Band of Toronto, but | don’t know why | dropped that plan and instead turned my thoughts to the
branch on Beaver Hall Hill.

| visited that place three times, but there were always too many people there, so | gave up! Until
one certain day, while hurrying to the area called “Chinatown” for lunch, | noticed though the window
that the cashier was counting a whole stack of banknotes!

“Just my luck!” | thought. | went up to the window, aimed my revolver at her and whispered:
“Give me the money! This is a hold-up!” The cashier began to scream!

A few men ran out towards me! Shooting started! | saw how two of those men fell to the floor.
| was also shot in the left leg. Nevertheless | dragged myself outside to a taxi. | had him drive me
beyond that town.

| bandaged the wound in my leg, changed my clothes and then | went further. Thus, | went from
place to place until crossed the border and found myself in Montana! | knew from the newspapers what
was the result of my attack which didn’t bring me even one penny. | also knew that | am permanently
being sought!

One evening, when | was walking on a state road, a helicopter began circling above me! |
guessed it! It was the border police!

A half hour later, a police car caught up with me! In it were a sheriff and six police armed with
machine guns. There was no thought of my self-defense! They took me and handed me over to the
Canadian police!

After two days of hearings, the court condemned me to death by hanging. | admit that it is the
logical conclusion to my criminal career. For thirty-eight years | had been waging a war with the law.
And finally, the law won, as it wins in every circumstance!
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No doubt, you will ask what was the philosophy of my life? Let me tell you in all sincerity: “I
liked to live fast! | gambled and | lost!”

“What is my parting advice? It’s short and simple! | hope that somebody benefits from it some
day before it is too late! Always listen to your parents for your mother and father know best! Say your
prayers! Tell your parents where you are going and with whom you are going! Avoid suspicious places
where the outcasts of society hang out! Do not read any literature that glorifies bandits, thieves and
hoodlums as heroes for that cripples your outlook on an honest life and honest people! Stay far away
from all intoxicating drinks—for a drunken person will dare to do every crime! Remember thatit’s a
short distance from the street to the prison! From the prison to the death-cell is even shorter! And
finally, from the death-cell to the gallows is only thirteen steps!”

On December 15, 1950—thirteen minutes after midnight, the executioner placed the noose
around the neck of Joseph Olandera, the son of a Polish immigrant, who, with a prayer book in his hand
and with the prayer “I believe in God” went to meet his Creator after years of risky living!
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December 7, 1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Before | give you the ending to my talk about the man condemned to death by hanging, let me
move another picture that is just as gloomy and painful before your imagination. In this picture, the
lead role is played by a young man who is a twenty-five year old Polish man. He died in the electric chair
of the state prison in Wethersfield, Connecticut on Wednesday, April 13, 1938.

| spent an entire afternoon and several hours in the evening in that death cell; then | led him to
that electric chair and | was beside him when the electric current choked the last spark of life out of him!

| don’t want to frighten you with a description of the condemned man in that chair. That
moment is terrifying when the electric current throws the young body; when the body strains itself until
the leather thongs at his legs and arms creak and almost split; when the hair and skin on his head itch,
bake, fry and get scorched; when above his skull there appears a streak of bright smoke; when one can
smell the stench of human flesh burning; when a slackness of the body occurs and the body is torpid,
with protruding eyes, and falling from the chair, falls heavily on the floor—and | choose to omit the
terrifying details that occur!

| am in the office of the warden, or the main jailer. He informs me how one must behave during
an execution. | pay very little attention to his conventional talk. | am excited, nervous and scared.

He hands me over to the care of some subordinate who leads me to the death cell. The
condemned man is being guarded by a cordon of police. There are twenty of them! One of them opens
the small door to that steel cage, and | enter.

The condemned man rises from his heavy chair and seizes my hands. He holds them in a tight
grip. His entire body is trembling! Deep emotion mixed with fear shines from his eyes and face!

| spent the entire afternoon with him—from two o’clock until six, and in the evening—from
seven o’clock until five minutes to ten.

Two minutes before ten, | led him out to the chair. During our conversation, he gave me a lot of
details. But | prefer to keep silent concerning these.

Nevertheless, when | asked him: “Tell me frankly what was the reason of your straying from the
straight path of life?” —he answered without stopping to think: “Disobedience to my parents—bad
company and booze! | used to steal everything | could lay my hands on. When | was sixteen years of
age, | was sentenced to Elmira. There| learned many a trick! Now I learned my lesson, but it is too late.
Well, | must diel”

And he died! At the hour of 9:59 he sat down in the electric chair. One minute after ten, Mr.
Elliot pulled the switch and four minutes later, two physicians verified the death of the condemned
man!
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During the time of the execution, | was kneeling in front of the condemned man, two steps away
from the electric chair.

From this point to the ending of the chat with the one condemned to the gallows. This is his
confession:

“The Road to the Gallows”

In Vancouver | made significant progress on my road of crime! | advanced from ordinary
thievery to attacking for the purpose of stealing. And again, the “pool-room” was the occasion and
reason that | moved from the field of stealing to the field of violent attacks.

There, one evening, | met a man who, after a long conversation with me, asked me whether |
wanted to take part in a very promising excursion in which it will be necessary to use a fire-arm. He
assured me that this is a straight means, very efficient and safe. | agreed to this!

At that time | was nineteen years old. My new friend was twenty-two!

Immediately that very evening, | realized that he was an expert burglar and we stole from the
display window in town eight revolvers and several guns.

From that material, we kept two revolvers for ourselves and we sold the rest to the dealers of
scoundrels and odds and ends for a song. At the advice of my friend, at night we tore across the
Canadian-American border and arrived in Seattle in the state of Washington!

It was there that we arranged our first attack—on a Japanese, the owner of a restaurant! |
stood by the door as a look-out. This entire affair didn’t last even a full two minutes! This attack
enriched us by sixty dollars. At the house in which we were boarding, we divided the loot.

My companion murmured to me: “Do you see how easy this was for us?”—l admitted that he
was right: | reminded myself then of how many sleepless nights | had spent in planning those previous
robberies and then what sleepless nights | had after committing the robberies!

Now that | had a revolver, | felt like the lord of every situation. | didn’t consider the fact that this
weapon which | earned for a dishonest life, could, within a few minutes turn into a death-dealing
instrument for me!

Within the next ten days, we succeeded in carrying out three attacks and three robberies! All of
them in Seattle. Two gasoline stations and one grocery store. From each of these places we each got an
average of seventy dollars! We were beginning to feel the heat, therefore we moved to Portland.

Here, too, we had success. We were enjoying ourselves. My companion wanted to drive out
farther east. But I, flushed with success, decided to stay in the area.

since we couldn’t agree on this, we shook hands and separated. He drove further east and |
remained in Portland! From then on, | hunted alone—solo!—That means me and my revolver!
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But,| didn’t stay here long for | always felt a great dislike for the police of Canada and | bore a
desire for revenge on them.

After a few weeks | went back to Canada and stayed in Calgary. Here | read in the newspaper
that on Sunday several wagons of silk materials were coming. Therefore, Sunday morning, i went to the
track in the area of the express depot to check whether these wagons had yet arrived.

Unfortunately, the railroad detectives caught me! Naturally, they found the revolver on me!
For that, | was sentenced to three months in prison! | lost out on courage, but | did not stop making
plans for the future!

The court ordered me to leave and go somewhere else! Again, | was without a penny in my
pocket! However, | managed to get out of Canada and | found myself in Whitefish, Montana!

| robbed a drug-store. | got twenty-five dollars in cash and a big valise full of expensive articles
valued at over a thousand dollars. However, when | wanted to sell this merchandise to a pawn shop, he,
under the pretext that he had to examine the value of these articles called the police. And for this |
received three to seven years in prison. After eighteen months in prison, | was freed and
unceremoniously deported to Canada.

I felt that | am under the watchful eye of the police. | behaved myself, but this lack of activity
worked on my nerves!

Something inspired me to seek my happiness in Alaska. | signed up for a ship’s crew. | deserted
in Juneau.

In a saloon | robbed a miner who had on his person three hundred dollars, and within himself—
several quarts of whiskey! He didn’t make a sound, for he was completely out of it! | stayed in Alaska as
long as that money lasted.

The inclination to travel again stirred in me. | got a job on a fishing yacht that was returning to
Prince Rupert. Since there were all rich fishermen on that yacht and they drank themselves to the
unconscious state, | collected everything that | could—money, wrist-watches, rings, silk shirts, socks and
three pair of very expensive binoculars and a lornet.

1 got off the ship, carrying my possessions in a sack. | was waiting for a freight train in order to
ride for free into town. This trick did not work! The Canadian police who were everywhere again caught
me. | spent four year in a jail in New Westminster.

When they finally allowed me to go free, | couldn’t find work anywhere. Everyone refused me. |
don’t know why but | had the impression that people always felt or somehow knew that | was a criminal
and an ex-prisoner!

| wonder if at that time | had met a person who would have showed me some understanding
and who would have given me a helping hand, whether | would have departed from that crooked path
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and returned to a straight and narrow path! Anyway, maybe | was already too deeply submerged in the
swamp of lying, stealing and every other kind of crooked work!

Again, | stole across the border and | lived with the help of my revolver. These were attacks on
passersby or on drunken sailors. This didn’t bring me much, but since it was repeated every night, it
brought in not only a good upkeep, but after a few months, | had been able to scrape together more
than three hundred dollars. With this amount in my pocket, | went to Seattle. | was determined to curb
my activity for some time and live frugally!

It was at this time that | saved the life of a young girl who was crossing the street. She wasin
front of me. Suddenly, a car came out of a side street at full speed.

The girl would have perished under the wheels of that speeding car, but | pushed her so strongly
that she fell from the street onto the sidewalk—and | with her! The car battered my leg a bit—a few
scratches!

In the eyes of that girl | grew into a hero! She invited me to the home of her parents who began
to ask me the details of my life! Right from the start | began to lie, telling them that | come from a
wealthy family, that | inherited a fortune from my parents and on this | live, that | love to travel—and |
no longer remember what else | told them. On the surface | saved the situation, but | could no longer
look directly into their eyes!

After two visits, | no longer had the courage to keep contact with them. | explained to them that
| must return to my family’s area in order to settle certain financial matters that could not be delayed.

Nevertheless, instead of driving out into another direction | just moved into another section of
the city and resumed my operations at late hours, always with a revolver in my hand. Within three
weeks | had attacked and robbed seventeen people—grocers, butchers and owners of garages.

| fell into a trap in a cigar and tobacco shop where two private detectives played the role of
clerks. Now | got seven to twelve years in the state prison in Walla-Walla in the state of Washington!

After several months of planning, on June 4, 1932 | escaped from prison. | will not betray the
manner by which | did that! It is enough for me to say that | brutally beat the guard and took his
revolver! Until August | was unemployed and | kept in hiding.

It is exactly that year, 1932, that | consider the luckiest year of my life, because not only did |
successfully escape from prison, but | robbed a bank in Libby, Montana.

| lay the most precise plans. | knew that the bank president and the regular cashier punctually
left the bank at noon and spent the next thirty minutes at a nearby restaurant. | was convinced that
exactly at that time a robbery must be successful.
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| bought an old soldier’s knapsack for the plunder and an old rifle in order to defend myself in
case of a pursuit. | filled the knapsack with food in small boxes for | foresaw that this would come in
handy.

| hid the knapsack and the rifle in an old forsaken barn, a fourth of a mile beyond the town.

At the planned hour, | entered the bank. There wasn’t even one customer there. | went up to
the first window. | pressed the revolver against the chest of some young cashier and ordered him to
give me the money and the checks.

Without any noise the handed me eleven thousand two hundred fifty dollars and seven
thousand in valuable papers. This entire transaction took two minutes! | walked out of the bank
peacefully. | got on a street-car which took me to the end of the town.

| then went over to that old barn, changed my clothes and remained in hiding until evening. It
barely got dark when | left that hiding place. | walked for three nights and covered close to fifty miles.

| knew that | was being chased. During the days, | would sleep in some sort of woods, or
somewhere far out in a field. The slightest noise scared me!

In Newport, Washington, | succeeded in getting a taxi that drove me to Seattle. For this
kindness | paid a hundred dollars.—I barely stayed twenty-four hours in Seattle and from there went to
Portland. | registered there in a first class hotel. Naturally, under a false name!

Then | decided to buy myself a new car! However, | insisted on a car with all of the modern
attachments, especially a good radio! The agent promised me that | should come for that auto on the
following day. | paid for the car in cash. | gave him the name and address of the hotel where | was
staying and he left.

Early in the morning of the next day, | was awakened by a strong pounding on my door. |
opened it. Three detectives walked into the room.

They found the knapsack with the stolen dollars. How did they track me down? Very easily.

The dealer to whom | paid the money for the auto, that same day deposited the money | gave
him in the bank. Here, they recognized the serial numbers of the stolen banknotes and the matter was
finished!

This time the judge sentenced me to fifty years in prison. Fortunately, the state law in Montana
for robbery orders twelve years in prison.

| sat through that penalty, but | spent those long years in making plans for the future!

After being set free, the authorities sent me back to the prison in Walla Walla where | had to
finish for two and a half years from my previous punishment!




