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Then immediately after the Christmas holy days, | felt the urge to travel. In order to cover up my
true intention and to deceive my parents, | signed a contract with a building company in Ashcroft, British
Columbia. I set out to the mortification of my parents. | never returned home again.

Had | remained with my parents, most probably today | would not be where | unfortunately am.
Now | understand how unreasonable parents are who care little or nothing about where their children
go, with whom they go, and where they stay.

When children are out of their parents’ sight, they feel that they are absolute lords and often
without realizing it, little by little, but constantly they are descending to devious paths. Every young boy
should go to school regularly and he should also be interested in some sort of craft or trade. He should
find himself under parental supervision and should not be left loose, uncared for, without any control.

A second thing that is very important: Parents should strictly watch and sharply censure all
written materials that their children keep and read at home. | say this without any reservations.

I loved to read and | read a lot, but | read inappropriate literature. My parents weren’t the least
bit interested in what | was reading. | buried myself in the reading of novels of a criminal character
called crime stories. | admit that then they were not as enticing and seductive, so full of praise for the
actions, courage and shrewdness of various bandits and hoodlums as they are in modern times.

Shortly before my arrest, | was looking through a book with stories for children. Every story praised the
actions of violence and gave an intoxicating sex appeal. No such literature should ever get into the
hands of young people whose imagination greedily drinks and swallows such writings. | know that such
literature had an enormous influence on my soul. For juveniles, this is fire which will someday not only
singe them but will burn them badly.

I didn’t stay long at this new place. Something was pushing me to visit the great city of
Vancouver. Therefore, | quit my job and | began my journey. On the way, | met a young woodcutter with
whom | became friends and whom | took under my protection, perhaps out of pity because he didn’t
even possess a cent. Nevertheless, when we finally arrived in Vancouver, | had exactly as much as he
had — nothing! Not even a broken penny.

It was evening. As luck would have it, a very observant policeman spotted us. He stopped us on
the street and began to question us. From where? Where to? Why? Evidently our answers did not
satisfy him, because he put us in chains and led us to the police station. We were accused of vagrancy.
For this we were sentenced to 60 days of hard labor on a prison farm. This farm was about 5000 acres. |
admit that | never worked so hard in my life as | did in that place.

The jailer, a rough and strict person, assigned me to clear the land of stubs, roots and trees
which stood in the swamps. | cried, cursed and promised revenge, but somehow, | managed to last
through these two months. But, meanwhile, | promised myself forcefully, that | will take revenge for this
wrong and for all of this, the authorities and society must pay me a thousand fold. | vowed revenge and |
kept my vow.
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During the next six months, | committed about 30 robberies, all of them in Vancouver. | was
breaking into private homes and stores. | was breaking display windows of jewelers and stole whatever
fell into my hands. My anger was almost rabid, especially against the police and the courts. | burned
with a sincere hatred and fury for the guardians of order and safety. | was ready for everyone and every-
thing.

I forgot that | had stolen so many times and | always got past the police. Yet, this one time, | did
nothing wrong and | was punished. | don’t know — maybe these 60 days spent in a cell under the strict
supervision of a very tough guard were to remind me that crime does not pay and that sooner or later,
one must pay dearly for his crimes. For crime is a debt in the presence of God and of people.

This debt must be paid to the penny. Meanwhile, | was not considering this matter of justice
because | was burning with hatred and disregard for every law and for all laws.

Hatred took away my judgment and my mind. | don’t have any intention of excusing my crazy,
stubborn feelings, but if even today the police pick up juveniles from the street under the charge of
vagrancy, | do not guarantee that some of these young people feel the same as | felt.

Here | am interrupting the story of my condemned man. | will finish this story next Sunday.

I'am hoping that the reminders of this unfortunate person will sink deeply into the minds of
parents, as well as the minds of children, of all children, as long as they are still under the care and the
eyes of their parents. So that the children would remember, when the deceitful coax them with freedom
and unconstraint beyond the yoke of parents, that maybe it is good in other places but it is always best
and safest at home.
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November 16, 1958
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Our talk today refers to our young people not because | consider these young people to be
corrupt and criminal, far from that. There is another reason that inclines me to give this talk.

| want to warn a certain section of our young people of the misfortune that hangs over their
heads. | have in mind especially those young people who scorn God and His commandments, those
young people who disregard the advice, reminders and pleas of their parents, but they listen to the
promptings of evil and false-hearted people who persuade them that a person can live comfortably and
freely at the cost of others; that only a crazy person is honest and hard-working. He who uses
shrewdness, cunning and the consciousness of one’s mind need not worry about tomorrow.

Furthermore, which of you has ever met in your life-time, people of that type? People who live
from the harm of others; from breaking every law under the sun? Naturally, that such people not only
did not grow fat on such a job, but sooner or later the justice of the people and of God caught up with
them, measuring out a penalty that they deserved. Here is one of the examples:

Shortly before noon on May 25, 1950, some tall, strongly built man entered one of the Canadian
banks in Montreal and tried to rob the manager of this institution. A bloody scene took place within a
few minutes. During this time three people were shot.

Alex Gamman, a constable of the Canadian Mounted Police was mortally wounded; the
manager of the bank, 5.G.Bickley, despite being wounded seriously in the hip, pulled through. The
unknown bandit did not come out of this bloody adventure whole and entire. He was wounded in the
leg. In spite of that, he managed to save himself for the time being.

The Canadian police, with a meager description of the bandit, took to the chase which lasted 23
days, over a distance of almost 3000 miles. The police came upon the traces of the fugitive first in the
suburbs of Montreal, a little later on the prairie of Saskatchewan, and later, the forest rangers patrolling
the borders in an airplane, came upon his trail in Montana.

The sheriff sent out two deputies to search for the suspect. They caught him on June 17 on the
State road. The Canadian police brought him to Montreal. Inmediately, at the first court hearing he
admitted the attack.

He gave his name as Thomas Rossler, 45 years of age and a Canadian citizen. The court of
Canada sentenced him to death by hanging. This sentence was carried out on December 15, 1950 at
12:13 am.

Despite his strong denials, the police proved that in realty, the so-called Rossler’s real name was
Joseph Olander. He was born of Polish parents in Winnipeg but, listen to what he wrote in his cell
awaiting death.
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Today’s talk is entitled:
THE ROAD TO THE GALLOWS

| am going to be hanged this week. This sentence, which will be carried out in a Montreal prison
is valid and just because | murdered a Canadian policeman on horseback. | am willingly going to my
death after scorning and breaking laws for 37 years and for running away and hiding from the law from
the time when | finished my 8" year of life. During all of these long years, the law chased me like a dog
pursues a scared rabbit.

In describing in detail my criminal life, | have only one purpose, that is to scare today’s young
people from youthful escapades which pave the road to criminal misdemeanors which always end up
either in a long-term prison sentence or with death in the electric chair or on the gallows.

My account will show not only the wickedness of my behavior, but will also prove that both
society as well as the authorities would have been able to hold me back in the beginning when |
considered that road of crimes and misdeeds as the way on which | would gain fame, happiness and
property.

These last months, spent in a death-cell, gave me time to think and to review the events and
incidents in my life.

| am not a highly educated person, but | did do a lot of reading. | spent so much time sitting in
various jails and in all of these institutions, there was a lot of time to read. Also, in order to kill time, |
memorized several pages of the English dictionary. That’s why | consider myself a person who is well-
read.

And if experience is the best teacher, as they generally say it is then | am completely qualified to
speak as a professor about criminality and the criminal character. The criminal profession is well known
to me, from every point of view. There is probably no offense for crime which | would have allowed
myself.

Please don’t think that | am writing this in order to brag about it in some way; far from it. | am
only presenting a sad, humbling fact. My descent downward, my mortal march, or rather death began
when | was barely eight years old. During that time | was living in a western town of Canada. | am not
giving the name of the place because till this day, my parents still live there. | mention sincerely that my
parents were always honest people, hard-working and deeply religious. It is not their fault that | fell into
error and went astray.

My first rub with the law took place when | ran away from school and arranged for myself a trip
to a very big department store, where with another boy of the same age, we stole a pile of
handkerchiefs, gloves and little purses.
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We were so happy that our first attempt turned out so well and with such ease. We carried out
that operation not only cleverly and skillfully, but also with a certain impudence. It seemed to me that
no one will figure out that first robbery.

Nevertheless, after two days, several detectives showed up at our house. | was arrested. My
companion wanted to make money and sold what we had stolen to our school companions, dirt cheap.
The school authorities took him and cross-examined him. My companion told them everything. Despite
the fact that I did not admit to any wrong, the court sent me for six months to a home for juvenile
delinquents.

Still today | can see how my parents stood in that court. My mother shed bitter tears as though
her heart was about to break from pain. My father was furious. | saw how he was clasping his fists
together out of anger.

When, after so many years, | think about my first escapade, | come to the realization that even
at that age, about eight years old, very many children can do the very same thing. And if the first step in
that direction goes well, the second step is even easier.

| quit school, because my parents never checked my presence or my absence from class. They
were too involved in hard work.

In school | was the object of laughter because | had a serious speech problem — | stuttered. |
was under the impression that the teacher deliberately called me out to recite the lesson in order that
the rest of the class could have a good time at my expense. | painfully felt my handicap and my
humiliation. | couldn’t bear more any longer.

Therefore, | began, more and more often, to be absent from school. Who knows, if the teacher
would have shown me some consideration, or if she would have reprimanded the children in class and
forbade them from laughing at me, who knows, if that would have saved the situation.

Today, that’s the least of it. What is more important is the fact that in this house of correction
for juveniles | began to learn the trade, the business of crime and wickedness. They added me, an eight
year old toddler to a group of boys in the age range of 12 to 16 years of age. They taught me a lot. They
were the ones who finally opened my eyes. | wonder whether this same kind of story repeats itself in
many penal institutions even today. Isnt this a crazy mistake to lock up a child after his first mistake
with a group of older and more experienced breakers of the law?

After | served my time, the authorities freed me. | had learned well the art of roguery and in
particular | had learned to avoid all snares and traps and not to allow myself to be caught in a hot action.

Now | already had in my hand the key to use and for my discretion. | perfected myself in the
technique of robbery, the easiest way to avoid the police, how to get into the interior of locked cars, and
more. My impudence raised me to level X. | walked about as in a fever, pondering how to put into
practice as soon as possible that which these hoodlum experts had taught me in reform school.
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Already on the second day after | regained my freedom | broke into a freight train that was
standing on the crossing. | had a young boy whom | came to know at the institution to help me. We stole
several boxes of bullets of .22 caliber. We could not sell this product therefore, we gave them away.
Almost every boy in our section was gifted with several boxes of bullets. This generosity of mine brought
about my arrest for a second time.

Again [ fell into the hands of the [police because my partner betrayed me. Before | even realized
it, | found myself behind the bars of that same higher correctional academy. For the second time, the
judge slapped me with six months. It was then that | lost confidence in others and | decided that in the
future | will operate alone.

During the time of this second stay in jail, I learned a little more about the profession of a thief.
However, when | was freed and released | did not immediately return to robbery.

My parents wanted to force me to return to an elementary school. | didn’t even want to hear of
that. | refused stubbornly. This angered my father. He beat me several times. | ran away from home and
for three years | slept in alleys, in parks and wherever | could. | was idle about the streets and stole
whatever | possibly could. | had gained from my experience and | did not allow them to catch me. | was
getting very sure of myself.

Finally, | decided to leave that town and forget about my parents. | wanted to see a greater piece of the
world. | got to the forestry prison where the lumberjacks had a saw mill in which they, by hand,
fashioned and shaped huge oak and pine trees. The place was called Prince George of British Columbia.

| begged for a ride by hitch hiking. Everyone showed me so much kindness after all, | was still a
child. I was satisfied and free and this kind of gypsy life really appealed to me. | found difficulty in sawing
the wood.

In addition | had to help in the kitchen: wash dishes, sweep and scrub the floors. For all of this, |
received food, board, bed and $30 dollars monthly. | got along very well up to the time when | had an
argument with our Chinese cook. He beat me until the blood flowed. Without giving it enough thought, |
quit that job. You must remember that even though | was just fourteen years old, | was healthy, tall and
heavy set.

| began to wander about. On the road | stayed at a farm for several days, working for my
upkeep. | got to Los Angeles in California. | didn’t even have a penny in my pocket. That night, | broke
the lock in the shop of iron works and | took $30 with some cents from the register.

I spent the next day in a stuffy pool room close to the ship’s docks. Here, some young ragged young man
attached himself to me and urged me to carry on a common operation together of attacks and
robberies.

Despite my previous determination to never get tied up with another, | let him convince me and
| believed him. He was only two years older than | was. He had run away from home because his father
was a drunkard who ill-treated him.
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And here | throw in a short warning to all young people not to seek amusements in public pool
rooms, danced halls and other public places because these are truly very dangerous places where very
suspicious characters loiter, sexual perverts, morons and abnormal people.

My newly found confederate was an expert in robberies and thefts. He said we should call him
Jerry. I never did learn his last name.

He and | created a first class twosome. He taught me many things. After a short time, we found
ourselves in Denver, Colorado where we robbed several small shops and then with free travel by stages
with rest periods, we reached the States in the west. During our trip, we limited ourselves to two
robberies per week. True, that did not make us very rich, but we lived in plenty and comfortably.

We traveled in stolen automobiles which we dumped in some side alley when we came to a
bigger city and then we would steal another one. We scrutinized the plans of the homes in the
aristocratic sections, especially in the suburbs. At a convenient time, we broke into t hem.

We would steal jewelry, furs, dresses and other costly articles. Jerry had a miraculous gift of
finding buyers for this illegal merchandise. They paid us with cash even though we often received onlya
hundredth part of the value of that article.

In Chicago we lived like millionaires. There our incomes were beyond expectations. We were
living in a first rate hotel. In Chicago, we were extremely careful. We operated very diligently in the
suburbs and in the nearby towns.

It was exactly at this time that we both became homesick for our parental home. Maybe that
strange homesickness will surprise you. Therefore, | remind you that while | was already fifteen years
old, my companion was already all of seventeen years old.

My parents received me with joy and open arms because they believed that | had been working
for a huge building company as | had informed them several times in letters. From that you can
recognize that lying and a swindle go hand in hand with a robbery. I, myself, knew that a thief and a liar
are Siamese twins that cannot be separated.

I shall never forget that scene when | stood before my parents. My mother burst into tears and
my father, a hard and stern man, hugged me to his chest and kissed me on my forehead. | was very
touched by this but only momentarily. Today | recognize that at that moment | had the opportunity to
tell the truth but, today it is too late.

Outwardly, and to all appearances, | was in order, but within | felt some sort of rebellion and an
unwillingness to order in society.

Without any difficulty, | got employment in a store packaging and mailing smaller articles. For
this they paid me $11 weekly. It was getting very close for me and day by day it became closer, but |
held on for two long months.




