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The jailor leads me first to a large room that is connected by a small gate with the cell in which
stands that gloomy electric chair. Here the place is swarming with guards. Today, everybody must be at
their post. They greet me politely, but very seriously out of respect for the majesty of death The
condemned man knows nothing of the fact that he is so surrounded on all sides in these last moments
of life.

Again they are asking me many questions concerning the behavior of the condemned man.
“What is he saying? Is he peaceful? Does he seem to be nervous? Is he reconciled to his fate? Is he
cursing and swearing and threatening revenge?” And again | explain to them that his behavior does not
show any abnormalities.

After that | listen to the considerations made by those who had already been witnesses of both
death by hanging as well as death in the electric chair. | mention a few: “My God, what a horrifying
sight.” “A person dies like an animal.” “There is no time for him to die slowly. Within seconds, he is
thrown into eternity.” “Such a strange thing. The most hardened criminal in the end looks for refuge in
religion.” “Religion attunes them with joy and peace. It reconciles them with their fate.” “Religion quiets
their altered and overstretched nerves.”

I am listening and thinking. Ask myself: “Then why do people run away from God and avoid
religion and live without God and religion? Why do they blaspheme God and sneer at religion? These
impudent people and these madcaps insist that is superfluous, that religion is not only not needed, but
that it is harmful.

Why? And once more, why? When sooner or later the right hand of the Creator’s justice and
obliteration rests on them, when all of their so called friends abandon them, when they find themselves
in a hospital or behind bars in prison, why is it that they only then wake up and come to the realization
that it is better with God than without God, that it is easier with faith, than without faith.

Why is it that it is only after their health is ruined or after they have lost their freedom that they
throw themselves on their knees and raising their arms towards heaven, they call out — “Our Father,
Who art in heaven!”

About 20 years ago, in one of the American universities, a famous professor of law spoke to a
group of young law students: “The most precious thing today in the entire world is a young man or
woman in their 21% year of life. Why? Because into the minds of these young people is poured the entire
fortune of culture and knowledge, gathered through 20 centuries and in this youth lies the hope of the
entire civilization, not only of the present, but also of the future.”

That learned professor did not tell the whole truth. He forgot and it seems to me that he did so
on purpose, he forgot to mention God. He should have said : “The most precious thing on earth today,
this youth, because the Creator poured an immortal soul into this youth which not only has a timely and
temporal purpose, but also beyond the grave and eternally.
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In the second place, because these young minds have at their service the acquisition and
possession of the culture and knowledge of the past 20 centuries, and on the shoulders of these youth
rests the responsibility for the present and future civilization.”

Then and only then was this learned professor right. Why wrap the truth in wool and thus cheat
yourself and others? Why don’t we have the courage to present the true reason for wantonness, pranks,
criminality not only by juveniles but also by adults?

If the spirits of the ancient pagan philosophers could stand before us, they would call out
together in one voice: “You have homes without God, you have families without God; you have schools
without God, you have life without God; you have young people without God and more and more of
these youth are led astray and end up behind the bars of correctional institutions and prisons.”

Today every honest person admits that if a person does not know God and does not have faith
in the justice of Divine Providence, such a person, no human force, no court, no police club nor prison
can maintain on the road of noble mindedness of honesty and of virtue.

Unfortunately, these things are happening during our times in every country and in every
nation. Furthermore, if the youth are the truest and greatest treasure of a country and nation, what
should every country and every nation do for their young people? What are they actually doing?

It is true that certain governments care about the development of the physical bodies of their
young people. At the same time they instill in the minds of the young, the principles of hatred of one’s
neighbor. They do not forget to teach that the country and the State are not for the citizen, but the
citizen is for the country and State.

Do they at least with one word remind these young people about God; about the
commandments of God; about faith; about one’s soul; about life eternal? They list God as one of the
monsters of the Middle Ages.

Faith, that’s such a fairy tale, a mask full of stories and lies. A virtuous life is nothing other than
falseness and hypocrisy. Such is the arch-patriotic food and drink given to young people.

In France, during the time of the battles of the progressive atheists with the Catholic faith, the
leader stood up in the state Senate and called out in triumph — “We erased the word God from the
heavenly skies and we tore God out of the hearts of our young people!”

The Senators bestowed upon the speaker an abundance of applause and cries of: “Bravo!
Bravissimo!” And what was the result of this impudent and shameless politics? The youth of France
rotted away and began to speedily rot away. The young people turned into dwarves, wallowing in a bath
of debauchery, sensual pleasure and paganism.

Not a full 40 years after that triumphant cry — “We tore God out of the hearts of our young
people!” in that same Senate another Senator rises and calls out in a pleading voice: Gentlemen, give
your children and young people to God!”
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Today | call out to you — “Invite God back into your souls. Invite God back into your home and
family. Live with God, close to God! Then there will arise a true life worthy of a human being and we will
find the true road to satisfaction, peace and happiness.”

Next Sunday | will speak about the death of the man condemned to the electric chair.
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February 16, 1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

On this program you often hear the word materialism; that the world turns on the basis of
materialism. What does that mean? Materialism is nothing other than a philosophical system that
teaches that material is the only principle of existence.

A materialist, again, is one who places his whole outlook on life on material things excluding
God, the soul and eternity. Already in 1902 Pope Leo XIIl wrote: “He who peacefully reflects on the state
of the soul and the customs of today’s society he who listens to the deaf and the suppressed when the
echo reaches it, who does not close his eyes to the extreme growth of brutal strength, is fondling power
at the cost of law and justice and he cannot say otherwise.

Alongside the misery, under which burden millions are groaning, some sort of undefined
sadness, weighing upon souls testifies that a surfeit prevails in them.

The man of today, in his walk through the world, has harnessed thoughtless material to his
chariot; however, he couldn’t take in it that which he did not possess. A person’s inborn desire for truth,
virtue and infinity was not satisfied, because in giving him riches, pleasures and comforts, the earth did
not give him anything to bring peace to his heart.”

As a result, instead of the world moving forward, it is going back to barbarity. It is pulling a
person below the level of Christian morality. It is ruining the foundations of the family.

Our young people are swimming in a flood of falsehoods, playfulness and corruption spread
through writings, newspapers and the theater. Everything is permitted today, under one condition, not
to be caught in the act. Sooner or later, in reality sooner, that young person stands before a judge and
hears the verdict of a reform school, a prison or even a death sentence. Such is the sad fate and misery
for those who break the law and live a dissolute life.

From this point to our talk entitled:
THE PRISON CELL

Today, December 17, 1937 | received a letter from a young prisoner No. 13483 who was in the
State prison of Wethersfield, Connecticut, awaiting his death in the electric chair. The young condemned
man wrote: “Most probably, Father Justin, you already know from newspapers that the State
commission had refused to grant me a reprieve. My execution has been postponed to February1, 1938.

| have already petitioned the head jailer to allow you Father Justin, to spend the last moments
of my life on earth with me and to accompany me and lead me to that chair. The warden heartily
agreed. Write him a letter to tell him.”
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Meanwhile the condemned man’s lawyer appealed to the Highest Court of the United States.
This matter dragged out. Finally, on January 27, the governor postponed the execution to April 12 in
order to give the defense time to make a new appeal.

These efforts were fruitless because on April 11, the federal tribunal refused the plea for a new
process. But, already on the day before, that is on April 10 the head of the prison telephoned me
informing me of the execution. He further informed me that it would be best if | came to the prison in
the early afternoon of the day of the execution because the condemned man would like to speak with
me a little longer, face to face.

He ended — “Father, please do come! That will greatly soothe this young man’s nerves.” Upon
ending my talk with the warden, the telephone receiver fell out of my hands; | picked it up and hung it
on its hook. My legs trembled beneath me and | began to perspire!

Yes, | will admit that it was from fear. The very thought that | was to lead a young Polish criminal
to the electric chair and be a witness of his death in that chair terrified me totally. | lowered my head
and with slow heavy steps went to the chapel.

After a short prayer, my nerves became calmer, but wherever | moved, whatever | did, that
electric chair was always before my eyes and that young criminal was always seated in that chair.

In the early morning of April 12, | was on the train to Bridgeport, Connecticut where our former
resourceful and thrifty Father Karol was Pastor at the parish of St. Michael. | said Mass, but | doubt very
much whether it pleased God. | was terribly distracted and | didn’t know how to concentrate my
thoughts on the altar and my Bloodless Offering.

| stood at the altar but my imagination was in the prison. In the afternoon, | drove to the prison.
It was 3:00 pm. At the entrance | met the mother and brothers of the condemned man. They were
broken, completely broken.

| went to the warden. He gave me directions on how | should behave, where to stand, what to
do. He informed me that the execution would be carried out punctually at 10:00 pm but the condemned
man does not know the exact time and | was not permitted to inform him.

The warden entrusted me to the care of two sheriffs who led me through several doors. By
every doorway there stood a special guard.

Finally, we were walking down a long, wide corridor. We met some prisoners who were in small
groups. They looked like scared pigeons. They knew well that this evening, one of their companions will
die in the chair. One can see faces that are gloomy, restless and alarmed.

Among the prisoners, there is no lack of young people. Both the young and the older prisoners
were casting us looks that were full of contempt and hatred.




image3.jpeg
We were walking slowly; finally, near the end of the corridor, we descended some narrow stairs
to the so-called death cell. This death cell is a steel cage in the middle of a small room that has only one
small grated window that is high up in the wall. The room is poorly lit.

Under the walls there are low wooden benches around the cell on which twenty guards sit. They
watch every move of the condemned man whom they put into this cell the day before his execution.
These guards are somehow thoughtful and very serious. They speak to one another in a soft, hushed
voice.

In the cell itself, there is a simple army couch, a water faucet, a sewer, a heavy, very heavy chair
made of crude, rough logs. They are too heavy to be used defensively nor even aggressively. The
condemned man is seated by the couch. He is writing some kind of letters. Since he was so occupied, he
never noticed my entrance.

One of the guards said to him, “Look, here is the guest for whom you were waiting.” Only then
did he raise his head, throw his pencil on the couch and with a painful smile, he came close to the
railing. His steps are uncertain, shaky. He moves from one leg to the other as though he were paralyzed.

He reaches out his hand to me. He squeezes my hand; his palm is icy cold, yet it is sweaty. His
colorless lips whisper: “God, it is good to see you, Father Justin.” And immediately adds in a quick,
nervous voice, “May God reward you for coming!” And then he asked whether | would stay with him
until the end. Did | meet his mother and brothers? At what time will the execution take place? | answer
all these questions with a certain caution.

One of the jailers brings in a chair. The condemned man seizes my left hand in both of his as
though he feared that | would leave him. He squeezes it passionately and convulsively. This poor man is
covered with perspiration. He is wearing a clean white shirt. He is dressed in heavy gray trousers.

His right pant leg is ripped to above the knee and tied with a rough string, the kind that is used
to tie packages. On his feet he has no socks just some sort of old bedroom slippers without ties that are
falling apart.

| asked him what he was doing and how he had spent this day. He told me that he had
awakened at 7:00 am. The chaplain of the prison heard his confession and gave him Holy Communion.
The he ate breakfast, but it did not appeal to him. He spent the rest of the morning writing letters. In the
afternoon, from 1:30 to 3:30 pm he spent with his mother and brothers. He ended with the remark —
“God, but my mother took it hard!” And then again he asked me — “At what time are they going to come
for me?” “Actually, | don’t know; probably between 8:00 pm and midnight.” | answered timidly. “But
did you write that little diary that you promised me?” “No because | couldn’t write the truth without
implicating others and doing them harm.”

A lot of meaningful talk came from the lips of a person standing on the threshold of eternity. |
insisted: “Tell me, what caused you to forget yourself and to lead a life that did not agree with the
commandments of God and the laws of civilized society?”
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Listen to his short answer: “Bad company and booze.” He suddenly stopped as though he was
thinking about what he was saying. And again: “In order to have a good time | joined everyone in
everything. | drank too much and | drank everything.” Then, after a pause, as though to himself: “Today |
must die. Well, everything is already too late.” He is standing with his back to me. His eyes are glued to
the floor. Words pour out of the side of his mouth, and his lips scarcely move as he speaks. “I read a few
religious books that the chaplain gave me, but how much does faith mean if you don’t live according to
that faith?” He was arguing with himself.

Now he looks at me directly. His eyes shine like two burning coals. Better, two lights, like two
small electric lights shone in his eyes.

| drop his hand and say, “Let’s smoke a cigarette:” | pulled out a package of cigarettes and
handed it to him. He pushed it away with his hand saying, “No, for even a cigarette no longer appeals to
el

Suddenly he changes the subject. “Father Justin, do you know that certain radio programs
encourage young people to commit crimes? They actually teach young people how to bypass the law.”

Now his face definitely changes. This is not a good sign. With his imagination was he able to
penetrate the wall and see the electric chair? And did he see himself on that chair twitching about from
the electric shock. His tongue is muddled up. His words don’t come together.

Evidently the guard also noticed this and in order to break the tension, one of them came up to
him and asked — “What would you like for supper?” Only that which the other prisoners are getting,
nothing more.” His dry indifferent answer resounded.

And again he turned to me: “I heard several programs of The Rosary Hour. | enjoyed your special
way in going after the fast stepping youngsters. You seemed so honest and sincere and you certainly
told them the truth. But, if only they would listen to your advice and be willing to be guided by you they
would never make a mess of their lives as | did with mine. | hope you will keep up your good work for
many years after | am dead and forgotten.”

| quieted him as | know how. | took by watch out of my pocket. I look and now | just realize how
quickly that time passed, those moments spent in conversing with the condemned man.

It is already 7:30 pm. He is now showing signs of anxiety and unrest. He looks at me as though
he expected some sort of defense or help. The he asks me — “Father Justin, will you be with me until the
end?” “I will be,” | assure him, “but now, | have to go to get something to eat and get a cup of coffee for
| haven’t had anything to eat since morning.”

“Father, hurry back as soon as you can, for | would like to go to confession again.” | assured him
that | would return as soon as possible. Then | left with one of the guards.

In the main office, a clerk informed me that the warden would like to see me, therefore | go to
the private office of the head administrator. He cross-examines me. He questions me politely and




image5.jpeg
diplomatically about the condition of the condemned man — whether he is nervous or peaceful, whether
he is threatening anyone, shows signs of desperation, etc. | tell him the truth that I'm no expert on
prisoners, but with me, he has been behaving and speaking with me as a normal person.

“That’s good news, Reverend, because some get very despondent and desperate and have to be
carried to the chair.” Then, very tactfully and delicately, he gave me instructions: “I can remain with the
condemned until three minutes to ten because punctually at 10:00 pm the execution takes place. There
isn’t the slightest doubt about this happening for he had just finished his telephone talk with the
governor of the State of Connecticut who does not intend to drag this out. Three minutes before ten |
must bid the condemned goodbye and go into the little room of execution. | am to stand about four or
five feet in front of the chair. The chaplain will be kneeling behind the chair, for he can’t look at the
condemned. His nerves are too weak.

There is no need to lead the condemned man because the passage from his cell to the chair is
very short. The condemned, by taking just four steps, is already alongside the chair.

-
The warden gives him yet one more short warning: “Naturally, we must all keep grave yard

silence. He expects that the priest will not be terrified and will not faint, because an execution, even in
the best case, is a horrifying act, literally — “a terrific performance.”

My tongue clung to the roof of my mouth at such a description. Now there was no thought of
supper. | lost my appetite due to fear. | felt a surfeit to the point of feeling faint. My stomach shrank and
my throat tightened.

Nevertheless, | drive to the rectory of the prison chaplain. | drank a few cups of fresh, black
coffee. To quiet my nerves, | smoked cigarette after cigarette. What a coward | am. But, how can | help it
that | am shaking all over, my legs are quivering, chills are running races up and down my back and chest
and my face is like that sheet that was just washed. My hands grow numb and sweat is rolling from my
brow. My head is in a whirl, and my thoughts race to the prison, crowd around the man condemned to
die, waiting for his last moments and for his last breath.

It was already before 8:00 pm that | returned to the prison. Today, the walls and the court yard
of the prison are brightly lit. There will be about thirty guests. The majority of them are representatives
of the press, a few are from the police and a few are doctors.

I go into the office where once more scrupulously there is a search through one’s clothing so
that no one would chance to have a hidden camera. On the faces of the invited guests, as well as of the
guards, there was a look of thoughtfulness and fear. | leave them and again in the company of a guard, |
hurry to my condemned one.

It is quiet and empty in the corridors of the jail. All of the prisoners are in their cells that are
locked with automatic locks. The jailers go from cell to cell checking by looking through a small opening
in the steel cell door. They move about from cell to cell with the quiet of spirits. They look on all sides
they prick up their ears like hunters in the chase of a frightened animal.




