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People usually pay little attention to everyday things. That is what I build on. Only those, who know everything, understand the simple principle of my plan and see through it. That is the danger I live with, but also the thrill of doing it. My thinking revolves around this danger.


Anything that shouldn't be revealed should fit quite inconspicuously into its surroundings. And if there are several things that must remain undiscovered they must not have any obvious connections to each other. But they cannot be completely detached from each other. For what has no connections to each other does not exist together. This is the basic principle of my plan. This plan is like an invention, like a tinkerer I work on it until the plan is perfect. Not perfect for everyone, it is enough if it is perfect for me. Day and night it accompanies me wherever I am. The plan drives me and gives me a feeling of morning dawn.


It was just a moment when it all began. A brief moment, the kind that rarely happens in life. I paused. The atmosphere that surrounded me evoked a memory in me, like in the past, far back, maybe from childhood. A peaceful life opened up to me as my gaze roamed over that bay so picturesque, over the slopes as they rose gently, all the way up, and still green overgrown at the top of the line, where only the wide sky stretches over them. What a beautiful piece of earth, so quiet. The houses had something elegant, modest, each different for itself, and you could see that people were taking care of them. People from all over, and who would ask where I came from, what I did, what my story was. And if so, I would offer them a story that would be simple and consistent in itself. People would not need to know anything more about me, why should they? Yes, this is where I could be, this is where I would arrive. Just how do I get here?


Because my life had not been peaceful. I am well known, almost a little famous, but I have lived unrecognized for so many years now. They call me old Joe, but they have no idea who I am.


It has not been a steady life I have led, but soon that is to change.


For what I am about to undertake is based on a simple consideration: I would fit in well here, despite all I had done, despite my past. Just this one thing - I need three million dollars in cash. With that I could find peace in this beautiful place. It would be other people's money, of course, as I have always held it. Why should I change what has worked.


I have checked my idea several times and it is right for me. Now it has become my goal. All further considerations are derived from it and are driven by criminal energy. It is in my nature, in the nature of a bank robber.


So how do I bring it about? Where could the money come from? It doesn't necessarily have to be a bank robbery, not even for a bank robber. There may be a different way. This different creates new possibilities for me.


Possibilities.


There are always more possibilities than you think.


Even if you reinvent the world, there are still more possibilities. Something really new is often not recognized by outsiders at first and therefore easily dismissed. Start right here. It is good if an idea is shadowy to others at first, because when it takes shape and grows into something big, those others stand in front of it in admiration and have to admit to themselves that something has come into being that they themselves did not understand before.


There are many sources of money, but not all of them suit me and my intentions. Banks have always fascinated me because they are proud, tidy and clean. At least until I was there. I know their sluggish and uniform processes well even if they seem almost boring. The fascinating thing for me was always to march through them in a line, open them up and expose their security concept. So precisely that the criminologists knew who had done it. That was my pride, my thrill, the reason to do it again and again. Some banks I cracked just to show how weak they were. A few times I didn't take anything, it already felt like loftiness. How proud I was when the following morning open doors were shown to the public that were previously considered safe. But pride is dangerous because it can make one careless. And carelessness would only have to be my undoing once, then they would have me. If then everything comes out what I've done, I'd be in a place I'll never get out of again. Better not. So be careful, professional, but never proud.


Banks have learned over time, but mostly they defend themselves by hoarding less and less cash. That's not good for me. Another source could be the many business people with cash. And those among them who hold on to cash, at least large sums, are a bit like me - cause they hardly ever ask themselves where the money might come from, but they think a lot about where to put the money. Cash has an appeal for a bank robber, but for its owners it is almost a worry. I help these people. A secrecy surrounds them, and great security gaps open up around these inexperienced ones. I like that. Now there is scent in the air.


Observation.


There are big notes and small notes in the market. If you take the time to observe everything and everyone closely, you will find those people with the big notes and understand how they behave and move their money.


Online transfer businesses would be another option, and there would be many sources in for me, almost the entire financial framework behind the reality of our world. But online is not good. I can cover traces, but digital traces cannot always be completely erased. The systems remember a lot, they can't forget, they can possibly reveal things I hadn't thought of. Systems are not as weak as people - if I exclude a few criminologists, those who are brilliant, who work alone because others can hardly follow them, who never leave a track, and who are similar to me in the end. Danger emanates from them. At some point such a tracker might suddenly appear in front of my door, behind him two men who don´t say anything, whom basically he doesn't need either. And he tells me: He knows that I did it, and he knows all the details because he put the pieces of the mosaic together. At that moment everything would be lost for me. He would have found me, even at the end of the world. He and I would know that he is the better one. Smarter, more consistent, more brilliant. I don't want to let it come to this moment. I have to be better before that.


Ambition.


I don't know if I ´m going to win, but I know I have the skills. But if there is only one opponent in my profession who is superior to me, I am finished. It is not the fear of failure that holds me back, instead it is the thrill of being the best that drives me.


In my coups, I have one premise that I unconditionally uphold and will uphold this time as well even if it takes away some sources of money from the start: No guns. I don't kill anyone. I work with my mind, not with a gun. Because if things go wrong, they can accuse me of many things, but not everything.


Basic attitude


There are rules and limits. Even for a bank robber. And I will abide by them.


I have carefully observed what is happening in the world of cash, and have thought a lot about the people who deal with it. With these considerations I decide on my strategy: Private cash in large bank notes is the starting point. Whether legal or illegal, registered or not, it doesn't matter. This cash, collected and gathered by business people, is initially still in private secured rooms. Then comes the point where private individuals hand over their cash in closed cassettes to security guards for transport. A transport possibly to a bank, to a company, for me it is a kind of collection point. The times when money is transported become routine for people. And for the security services the job becomes routine. I look for the weak points in these procedures and pick one. This is where I will go in when the time comes, just very briefly, and the flow of the security guards' routine will come to a halt. I will take the money cassettes and send them on a new path, on my path. The new path of the money is to run through everyday scenes, each of which must appear unsuspicious. The changes from one scenery to the next must be inconspicuous, they must obviously have nothing to do with each other. The vehicle, the appearance, the transport circumstances, they are different in each section, but they seem ordinary and therefore unobtrusive. I only need to keep calm and walk through the individual sections of my escape route, as it were like one among many. Whoever then wants to follow me should follow trails that leads into nowhere. And thus give me time and distance, which soon make me untraceable.
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