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As a social exercise, the author of this book collects some of the most disturbing stories from 21 death row psychopaths and their feelings as a last request to be able to put their deepest emotions on paper.

All of them were executed days before they could personally deliver them, most of them in different states of the United States. The names were kept private for the participants' privacy.

*The opinions shown in this book do not reflect the author's way of thinking or the platform where it is shown.
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Sentenced 1
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How I would like to go back to those past years when I was happy, when I wanted to fulfill my most cherished dreams, when everything seemed possible in my mind. When you are a child, innocence seizes you and noble feelings accompany you, but it depends on how your education is, you begin to gradually take these experiences to your subconscious and in the least expected time your personality begins to form based on your inclinations, your desires... and when you least expect it, you have become a being of good or a being of evil, always by virtue of your experiences, experiences, deals. When I grew up, without thinking about it, I was already killing for drugs and money. 

Is that even possible? some will say When my upbringing was formed by a good upbringing, out of nowhere I began to deviate from the right path, that's where my desires that I learned somewhere entered, desires that were driven by sight or another sense, surely by greed-envy, and bad company, I can't find another explanation. 

Now that I am sentenced to death I say to myself, "Do you think Frank can repent before passing on to a better life or do you simply think that you will go to that eternal place where Lucifer will tickle you with fire...".

Sometimes I think that we are born for nothing, especially to do the same thing as a species: go to school, train, work, meet your spouse, more work, get sick, and die. Although it sounds stupid, as humans we know that it fills us up, but from one perspective sometimes I think that it doesn't fill me up, but you know? I would like to be out there in freedom, you don't know how I would like it, to be the happiest being in the world; I would hug my daughter if she had her, I would kiss my beautiful wife, but you know? I couldn't even do that, I have failed in the law of life, I fell into drugs, but I am aware that it was my fault. I admit my guilt;I murdered more than twelve innocents, and yes, for drugs, but my decisions were conscious. So despite my repentance I deserve to go if there is to that place where surely my punishment will be horrendous. Sometimes I dream of those people that I took their lives, innocent people who would have started families... Here on death row, I spent months agonizing that a lethal injection awaits me..., they say it doesn't hurt, but how do I know? if the dead do not speak?

I have been reading a few books lately and they have calmed me down. Ah to tell the truth, I feel like I'm going to heaven, but... I don't know, my subconscious tells me that even though I have asked for written forgiveness from those I hurt so much, I feel that in the end I will be suffering in eternal fire. I didn't want to extend this much like calling it a letter or farewell, even if it's a stupid farewell for everyone, it means a lot to me. 

At least I have said goodbye to myself in my solitude. My family? Hmm, they didn't want to notify my mother at my request because she is sick, very sick, and I preferred it to be that way, better to go alone without causing them that last pain. Justice will finally be done.

If you ask me my only wish that I have, I will just say that thank you for allowing me to give you this letter and I hope that all those who think of doing something bad think twice. I am not the best person to give them, but believe me, if you were to kill with treachery and advantage, you could repeat my experience and believe me, at first it is hell, although eventually you get used to living in anguish and anxiety until the sentence is executed by lethal injection, and that lasts at least a few months or years where the uncertainty could be any day. If I had known that they would kill me eight months after my arrest, I would have lived happier, but every day I feared that this day would come. 

Tomorrow is my execution at 11.45 a.m. the federal lawyer told me, but what difference does it make! I am happy now that at least those I hurt too much will see that justice was finally done, and this wretch will pay at least in body, because I am sure, very sure inside my soul that when the light goes out, on the other side the real eternal punishment will begin.
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Sentenced 2
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This letter should be a sign of repentance, as the journalist who came the other day told us, proposing as the last thing, to write a kind of letter and express "our most sincere and deep feelings", but, to be honest, I do not feel regret, I know that I raped more than eight women and murdered them, but I don't feel any full remorse, perhaps if I say that I regret it I would be hypocritical and the truth is that I don't want to be. I do not feel that I am sick because if I were, I would not have enjoyed planning the modus operandi when I devised my macabre plans, and stalked my victims... your readers may say that I am shameless, but that is my feeling, probably perversity took over me soul and being, Although I'm not sure if all this arose because in my childhood I only received harassment and beatings from a father figure where he forbade me everything because of his religiosity, apart from the bullying I received at school for many years as a result of my low self-esteem. 

By adulthood, I only felt repressed feelings, they don't know how much I hated women, maybe that was because I began to feel an excessive hatred towards them because I looked at them like cursed because I had never had one at 45 years old, I felt hatred because no one paid attention to me with their eyes, just because I was poor, just because I had nothing attractive in my being. He called me self-conscious, an imbecile, a fool for my way of behaving full of low self-esteem, but they don't know how inside me the mental machinery of hate pounced with the desire to dismember and torture them, but what's up! for my 28 years old it was how it all began, one summer afternoon.

I remember driving my 1973 Chevrolet down a dirt road in Cleveland Ohio when the demon assailed me. In the distance I saw a prostitute asking for a ride to the nearest county that was about 20 kilometers away, at that time I had never had carnal experience with anyone, I didn't even dare to talk to a girl, I was shy, but I hated them, so that putting on my best face I stopped the van. The fox, as I called them at that time, with a sensual tone of voice, told me: "thank you", Immediately afterwards it went up and they don't know how I felt happiness inside my heart because at that moment my hatred accumulated for more than 15 years began to plan something; kill her So at first I drove without any suspicion of what my sick mind was planning, so I swerved around a curve. 

The girl was immediately amazed, and she told me: “hey no, I'm going to the next county not towards a dirt road, and if you want sex at least pay me half”, she said in a laconic tone. At
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