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already so close. All of these preparations took less than a minute, yet it seemed to me that it lasted one
long, very long hour. | knelt down!

The executioner moved a few paces to the left wall. Placing his right hand on the mechanism, he
glanced at the warden. He motioned with his head. The executioner turned a wheel. A red light lit up on
the table as a sign that the connection was complete. Now he quietly grasped the second wheel and
began to turn it slowly, prudently and cautiously. | had the impression that the ground shook. Then |
heard some sort of odd rattled or hissing, and endless bzzz, as if millions of angry bees had flown out of
their hives.

The lighting in the room became very dim. Everything grew dark before my eyes. The electric
current, on its first contact with a human body, first jerks it stubbornly then it tosses it, so that the
leather straps start to crack as though they were being ripped by the force of some super-human
athlete.

It seemed to me that | heard a deep, painful moan from the lips of the condemned man.
However, his body remained further in the strong tension as though he were defending himself
desperately before inevitable death.

His hands twitched convulsively as though they wanted to imbed themselves in the arms of the
chair. His brow became very red as though it were covered with blood. His eyes were protruding
through the openings of the mask. His nose was covered with bruises. His lips were twisted painfully. His
entire face was twitching convulsively as though it were experiencing the entire purgatory of torments.
His body swelled to that extent that it seemed to me that at any moment all of the straps will burst and
they will drop the condemned man from that deadly embrace.

The condemned man grew in my eyes and it seemed that it was no ordinary man seated in that
chair before me but a human giant for whom there was no place on earth. All of this lasted just a little
over 60 seconds but for me they were long and terrifying seconds.

However, the executioner turned the wheel further, constantly farther and farther. The pointer
also moved farther. It was showing a thousand volts; a thousand five hundred, six hundred, seven, eight,
nine hundred — finally two thousand volts.

The executioner held the wheel suddenly for a couple seconds. Then, also suddenly, the body in
the chair started twitching as though it wanted to leap into the air and then a certain relaxation took
place. The fingers of his hands were distorted and his head was lowered onto his chest.

This did not escape the watchful attention of the experienced executioner. He turned the wheel
until the indicator on the gauge jumped to zero. But the dance of death had not yet ended.

The executioner again turned on the electric current. Now above the head of the condemned m
an there appeared a narrow streak of bright smoke. At first it looked like a fog, scarcely visible. Then it
became denser and thicker until it became a little cloud which slowly rose by swirls up to the ceiling.
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Throughout the hall there resounded a gushing and crackling as from meat being fried in a frying
pan. The smell of burning human flesh could be detected. A smell which intoxicates leads to love, to
swooning.

The executioner holds the wheel in his hand for an entire minute. Finally, he cuts off the current.
He quietly goes up to the chair, unbuttons the shirt on the condemned man’s chest and using a towel,
he wipes his chest of the perspiration which is flowing in streams.

The doctors, holding their stethoscopes draw near. They place their instruments on his heart
which had been beating loudly and strongly just a few minutes ago. Evidently they do not find any sign
of life for then the second one turning to the witnesses says in a loud voice, “I declare this man dead!”

The warden turns to the helpers, giving them a sign to free the corpse from his fetters. These
loosen the straps and the executioner removes the mask and the electrodes. It is only now that one can
see in entirety the results of a person’s struggle with an electrical current.

The face was pale as though the last drop of blood had been drained from it. The eyes were
wide open, full of astonishment and fear; the lips were painfully twisted; his tongue which had swollen
during his time of execution had now disappeared in the abyss of his throat.

Upon seeing this, the room began to spin and dance and great dark circles danced in my eyes. |
thought that | would fall. | didn’t want to and | couldn’t believe that this corpse before me was the same
person with whom | spoke about five minutes ago.

Four helpers placed the corpse on a stretcher and they carried him out through a side door to
the hearse. His remains were taken to a funeral parlor. On the next day, he was buried in the prison
cemetery.

| repeat, from the time of placing the condemned man in that chair up to the moment of
carrying him out hardly took five minutes. For me, those seconds were minutes and those minutes were
hours!

| don’t know what the witnesses thought, but within a couple of seconds, not one was in that
hall of death. As | was leaving, some reporter whispered to me: “Father, | wouldn’t like to see my dog
die such a death. It’s terrible and terrific!”

One of the guards took me under his arm and we returned to the warden’s office. | sit down and
wonder. | talk to myself; | ask myself: “What does a person’s life mean? What is its worth? How is it
valued?”

This young man, in the prime of his age, a perfect picture of health as confirmed by a doctor,
who could and should have lived many long years, had to die. Within two minutes he slammed behind
himself the door of his earthly existence and opened the gates of eternity. He did this with his own
hand. What a waste! It always concerns not only the material happiness of the individual standing on
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the threshold of life, but at the same time about the immortal soul whose happiness or misfortune
knows no time because it is eternal.

The warden approaches. | take my leave of him and go out to my car which is being driven by
one of our Fathers from Bridgeport.

And again my imagination begins to work. It opens up scenes which | have just lived through;
scenes down to the very smallest details; scenes which | will probably never forget. | can’t forget! | am
not allowed to forget!

On the return trip to Bridgeport, during the silence of that night, | made a resolution to try very
hard to prevent our young people from suffering a fate and an end like that of this condemned man.

To be a witness of the terrible struggle before death of a young, physically healthy person,
before a charge of electricity eats into the human flesh and takes over the cells of the brain — this is a
matter that is so terrifying that | lack words to properly describe it.

Looking at the unfortunate offering of being fried and burning alive in the electric chair, is a sight
which cannot be forgotten. The smell of frying and burning flesh stupefies, and obstructs the breath of
witnesses and make insensible one just like an injection of poison. Death comes like a filthy thief, ugly
and brutal. It is the thief of life, true — a life that is not always noble, but it is always the life of a person.
It squeezes it out of a person like from a harmful bug.

We arrive at the welcoming monastery in Bridgeport at 1:00 am. | threw myself on the bed but |
couldn’t sleep a wink. | see the prison cell. In it is the condemned man spending his last moments in it.
He is despondent and terrified.

The guards are watchful. They watch so that he does not deceive the law. There is a short walk
to his death-the electric chair. A rattle, a whistle and a hiss of the opened current; a deadly tremor; the
last leap; an easing of tensions; the doctors confirm the death; the witnesses are lost in thought and are
terrified; the jailers, the stretcher, the corpse!

| keep tossing from side to side. My imagination is working; shivers, like gooseflesh cover my
body. At 6:00 am | say my Mass. | walk away from the altar at peace.

My dear young people, my beloved young people! God is giving you an abundance of graces.
Don’t throw them away. God is warning you through your conscience, through the advice and
admonitions of your parents. Don’t disregard them.

However, having a free will, it depends on you to choose the road going on which you will find
happiness or unhappiness. Therefore, all you young people — choose.
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February 23, 1958
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

People have created some weird understandings about God. They imagine God as a Being who
is severe, cold, careless and distant, very distant from the world. In reality, God is not like that. God is
with us. He is beside us. He is among us. God created this whole world for people. He gave the people
land or He leased it out to us, with all of its riches within it and with all of the beauty in it.

God gave us the air, the land, the water, the forests and the animals for our service. God called
us into life and created us in His own image and likeness. God gives us life. God grants people health,
satisfaction and peace. With a generous hand, God throws warm rays of protection and love on human
souls.

Nevertheless, the world does not want to admit this truth. Thus it is that people who are stiff-
necked and have stony hearts lead a life that is empty, aimless, dry and fruitless.

The world is beautiful and magnificent for it is the reflection of the beauty and magnificence of
God the Creator. Human life is beautiful and magnificent because it is the reflection, the photograph,
the picture of the Master Creator, God.

It is not God’s fault that people have torn that photograph of God to pieces; that they defaced
that Divine Sculpture; that they tarnished, insulted and abused that Divine Picture. Therefore, the world
is restricted and stifling. People’s lives are dry and bitter.

People are moving about on life’s arena without any heart, without love and without purpose.
Due to that, there are many shameful and bloody crimes. Hence, a human life even though it is so
precious and so dear, has lost its value, has cheapened because it is no longer a life of virtue and noble-
mindedness, but has become the life of a materialistic person who is absolutely no different from a
senseless animal.

Because of this our penal institutions are filled to the brim in our country; scores of underage
criminals grow with every day and we have an army of dissolute teen-age thieves, hoodlums, bandits
and murderers breaking the laws of God and country.

As for the rest, listen carefully to this day’s talk entitled:
THE ELECTRIC CHAIR

| am once again in the prison of Wethersfield, Connecticut. | am standing in the corridor leading
along the death cells and the hall of execution. On the wall there is a telephone that directly connects
the prison with the personal office of the governor.

Despite the fact that he had already assured the head jailer that he does not intend to postpone
the execution any longer, the telephone remains open in case the governor changes his decision. One of
the guards sits by the telephone. He doesn’t look like one’s own. He is watchful, but very nervous.
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My guide opens a small side door. | step over the threshold and | am already in the hall of the
doomed. It measures barely fifteen feet in width and twelve feet in length, it is about twelve feet high
with the exception of the left corner where there is a two-story opening.

Here, up to not so long ago, stood a gallows on which criminals were hanged. It is exactly here
that the notorious criminal Gerald Chapman was hanged. In this corner room there now hangs an
electrical apparatus called a rheostat which regulates the force of the electrical current.

This room is painted a bright color. The floor is of cement, except there where stands that
hideous chair of death. Here, the floor is covered with wooden blocks. This room is furnished with two
steel gates. The condemned person enters through one from his death cell. Through the other, they
carry him out when he is already dead.

For the sake of precision, | add that the rheostat is made up of two wheels. When one wheel is
turned a red eye lights up as a sign that there is a flow of electricity. The second wheel sends an
electrical current into the body of the condemned person and an indicator shows the strength h of the
current or the amount of voltage.

About four steps behind the chair, near the wall, is a wide high bench. On that bench there are
two large pans full of salty water, sponges, two towels, a band or rather a mask and an odd and ugly
type of hat.

At an execution they use three sponges that have been soaked in salt water for better contact.
They are placed on the body in the area where three wires are attached, namely, the top of the head,
the right hand and the right foot.

Above the bench, the wall clock shows the hour, the minutes and the seconds. Close by, stands
the electric chair, the strangler of human life. This chair made of oaken wood, looks like a professor’s
chair. And in reality it is, for the most eloquent teacher is death!

From the sides of the chair hang heavy leather straps that are three inches wide. They serve the
purpose of fastening the chest, hands and legs to the chair. Why? because the electric current would
throw the condemned person out of the chair.

In addition to that, on the right side of the chair, there are electric wires coming out of the floor.
They look like a serpent’s fangs. Wires also hang over the chair from the ceiling.

Through the wires from the floor death strikes the body from the lower part in the right leg;
through the other, it starts hissing from above, strikes the head, demoralizing the dells of the brain.

As | had already said, | had permission from the warden to stay with a young friend until there
minutes to ten. | go out on the corridor, take two steps and | am by his cell.
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This condemned person is sitting by the couch; a cigarette dangles from his lips. He heard my
foot-steps so he threw the cigarette on the floor and tramped on it. He drew near to the bars and said:
“Father Justin, please hear my confession.”

He knelt down and began to confess in Polish. He whispered and he wept. He wept and he
whispered. At the end, | prayed a few Hail Mary’s with him.

Then he began recalling things about his mother. First he spoke slowly, as though he couldn’t
catch his breath, then again he spoke hurriedly as though he were feverish.

Evidently his imagination took him back to his family home, where throwing himself on his
knees he called out in a despairing and pleading voice, “At least you have pity on me and help me!”

He recalls in succession the years of his childhood and youth when he was still leading a normal
life. Those were the years which foretold a peaceful and profitable life, full of happiness and joy.

He recalls that moment in which for the first time he became entangled in the snares of the
playful, corrupt, evil contemporaries, who with a smile of indulgence were tearing themselves away
from parental authority, insisting that the law of God — “Honor your father and mother” is not
necessary.

Then, little by little, he threw off every law as it shackled human freedom. He began to make use
of things. Before long that usage became an unlimited and senseless abuse. This left indelible traces on
his soul, mind and body.

Yet, from time to time his conscience awakened him and called out but progressively in a
weaker and softer voice — “You mad man what are you doing? You're walking a slippery and dangerous
road. Watch out before the Hand of God’s justice and that of people reaches you and begin a reckoning
with you. Then what will you do?”

There were times when he had decided to break away from those friends, but he always
weakened and gave in to their explanations, jeers and jokes. A dissolute life had already made a prisoner
of him. He lost the power of his will and the strength of his character and became a handful of putty in
the hands of the false-hearted rioters.

What about today? Where are his so-called friends? They are in prison serving long terms and
he is also next to the electric chair. What would he give at this moment if he could tear out those black
pages from his Book of Life for these few last years and begin all over again?

Nevertheless, it is too late. It is too late forever. Every one of us has so many chances and so
much grace. Divine Providence reminds us in various ways. However, when we make light of these
graces, or totally disregard them, then God turns away from us and leaves us to be along. It is then that
we begin to perish.
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The thoughts of the condemned man go back to that painful and sad scene when he bid his
mother goodbye just a few hours ago. With that mother who cried from joy when this newly born was
placed near her side. With that mother who so often shed bitter tears over the dishonorable behavior of
her prodigal son.

With that mother who sacrificed everything, her peace, health and property in order to tear her
son out of the hands of the executioner. With that mother trying to keep herself from crying and
staggering under the weight of pain and sorrow for the last time placed a hiss on his pale and deathly
perspired brow.

Can anyone forget all the efforts, sacrifices and dedications of her, who was the only one who
believed in her child when everyone turned away from him as from a criminal, a felon and a murderer.

What a practical life lesson for the youth of today when so many of these young people look at
their parents with contempt, with indignation they throw off all reminders, advice and pointers of a
caring father and a kind-hearted mother, yet they willingly listen to the suggestions and promptings of
the shrewd and smart exploiters, who prey upon the inexperienced and credulous minds of these young
people whom they always cast off to the dust pile of forgetfulness in the end.

In this way, from day to day the rows of young sacrifices grow and increase; some are seeking
help in hospitals; others are sought out by authorities and placed in institutions of correction and in
prisons. But, that’s enough of this moralizing; come with me into the cell of one of the condemned.

It is already 9:40 am. | am holding my watch in my left hand. He is looking at me as though he
wanted to read my thoughts. He relates to me certain details of his short life of wantonness. And he
ends thus: “Thus a person must die once, thus it is better to die today rather than to spend one’s entire
life in a prison.”

Now there are only ten minutes from temporality to eternity! And again the condemned man
seized me by the right hand. He fastened his eyes upon me as though he were seeking some sort of
protection or help.

The guards arose as by command and surrounded the cell, the condemned man and me. It was
four minutes to ten.

He, so full of emotion whispers: “May the Merciful God accompany you and may He watch over
you!” In parting he said, “Thank you, Father for coming from such a distance to spend this time with me.
Is my time up already? Father, will you stay with me to the end?” At that moment | felt such sorrow for
him that | don’t even know how to explain it.

| answered him in a whisper: “I must leave now the chaplain wants to speak with you.” Then |
crossed over into the death chamber. | stood before that chair. | took my rosary out of my pocket and |
whispered the Hail Mary’s. My legs beneath ne were shaking and my teeth rang out the Funeral March
of Chopin.
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The famous executioner from the New York prison Sing Sing is trying out the machinery. He goes
to the dishes with water. He squeezes out the sponges a little. He lays out the towels. He does all of this
so deftly and cleverly and with such cold blood that one had to marvel at him.

| hear the sound of foot-steps. The warden enters with two doctors and the rest of the
witnesses. The reporters are holding their paper and pencils. They sit in straight benches. The doctors
are standing by the wall, holding instruments in their hands with which they can determine one’s death.
The warden is standing beside me, and the torturer is standing beside the chair. He holds a mask or a
bandage in his hand. The warden raises his right hand as a sign that everything is ready. The loud grating
sound of the steel door is heard.

They open the cage and the condemned prisoner, surrounded by a group of jailers enters into
the death chamber. He moves with little steps, moving from foot to foot. He moves heavily, with
difficulty, with great effort. He is as white as a sheet. Evidently the strong and bright glares of the many
electric lights have blinded him.

And who knows whether he hadn’t imagined that the so called last mile would be much longer
for with his right hand he grasped the left edge of a chair and automatically turned around. He glanced
at them as though he was puzzled and at the sight of the throne of death, he began twitching as though
with his last effort. Huge drops of sweat covered his forehead. One of the jailers seized him by the
shoulder and this unfortunate person sat down heavily.

I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was nine hours and fifty-nine minutes. The executioner and
four guards, specially trained for this, skillfully and quickly began to work.

The executioner placed a type of mask on the condemned man which, however, did not
completely cover the face of the condemned man. He placed on his head a cap shaped like a zucchetto
with an electrode in it. At the same time the jailers fastened his hands, legs and chest to the chair.

One of them rolled up his trouser leg on his right leg and attached a second electrode above his
knee. The stiff hands of this unfortunate one kept convulsively squeezing the arms of that chair. His
head hung on his breast.

This condemned man looked like a huge superhuman, dressed in an old-fashioned coat of mail.
Above the mask shone his forehead which was as white as snow. Through the openings, his eyes burning
with a strange light, pierced nervously; lower could be seen the mouth cavity because he already did not
have the strength to close his swollen lips.

In the midst of a cemetery silence, a hoarse sound from the throat could be heard with a heavy
sigh as is the condemned man was choking. It seemed to me that this condemned prisoner was
deliberately staring at me and was looking at me with horror.

| am moving the beads of a small rosary. The executioner finished his dressing. Here and there
he corrected something. The jailers removed their caps as a sign of respect for the death that was




