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It has been 312 days since the execution and murder of my son Brendon Manning Barker.  I feel certain that anything that I say today will fall on the ears of either ones that empathize but are powerless to bring real justice for my son’s murder or by those who choose to distance themselves from the very real and constant pain a mother must endure after her only son is taken by a brutal, unnecessary and horrendous violet act by another human.  I am compelled to at least give a glimpse of the pain a mother must bear.

How does one measure this kind of grief?  How do you express in such a limited language just how profound and immense and all consuming the loss one’s child, one’s only son, to murder has on a person?  If I were to try to relay the intensity I would perhaps try to develop a formula by which one may try to relate.  It would be something like this:  Take your WORST, most horrifying nightmare, the one that wakes you up in the middle of the night in a sweat and cold panic (of our your child being murdered, perhaps), the one that wakes you with its crushing fear bearing down on you so hard that you can’t scream out your voice so frozen with fear and your body a lead weight unable to move under the crushing weight of pure terror.  Carry that nightmare into ever waking moment and multiply it by 86,400 seconds in a day then multiply it again by all the days of your life.  Then add to it the element of extreme guilt.  The guilt of not somehow being able to save your child.  The guilt of even breathing and living when your child is dead.  The regrets in their many forms.  The regrets of your child’s very short life-all the things you could have, SHOULD have done.  EVERY moment taken for granted.  The guilt of your child’s life not yet lived.  SO MANY regrets, SO MUCH HEARTACHE!  Every small detail of your child’s life.  His loves, his dreams, his desires.  The guilt of not being able to satisfy not even the simplest of one of these ever again.  The guilt of living without your son, having to continue.  Even the guilt of allowing even the most minute measure of joy to dance across your heart no matter how fleeting.  Guilt in breathing, eating, experiencing, God forbid you allow joy of any kind to ease your heartache for even a moment!  Each day filled with the heaviest, deepest regrets.  Then add to it dread.  Sick, cold dread that makes you panic and suffocate.  The dread of knowing what violent means ended your child’s life.  The dread that lives in the pit of your stomach, making nausea your constant companion.  The dread of knowing what a bullet, intentionally aimed just 2 feet from your child’s face, did to your son’s beautiful skull as it ripped into his forehead exploding into fragments, the blood, his life blood flowing from this massive wound, shattering bone and brain matter, ending his beautiful and promising life.  The dread of knowing that THAT murderer attempted to stick your beautiful son’s dead body into a trash bag.  The further insults done to his beautiful physical person by an extensive autopsy, cutting his beautiful flesh and removing his wonderfully made organs, once alive and now cold and lifeless.  IMAGINE it.  Imagine what your son looked like as he lie in a crime lab being cut into little pieces!  Imagine it, because it is true!  Imagine in because it happened to your son!  Imagine that your mind replays that over and over and over again, without your permission, just over and over.  Now feel the dread of your son’s final moments.  The fear he must have had as he had to stare down the barrel of the gun, knowing his end was near, anticipating the trigger being pulled and the fatal gunshot ringing out.  Knowing how enormous his fear must have been in those final moments.  The dread, the sick horrible dread of knowing that you couldn’t save him.  Wishing with all of your might for a second chance!  The gripping pain of knowing you will never have the chance to right this wrong and give life back to your child.  And finally subtract.  Subtract every moment that you have been robbed of, every moment deprived of your son’s presence.  The empty home.  The complete absence of his physical presence.  Subtract peace from your life.  Subtract happiness.  Subtract hope.  Subtract faith.  All of these taken, robbed by a murder.  Subtract ALL THAT IS BRENDON.  No more family.  No more future.  Everything stolen.  No hopes of seeing your beautiful son again and witnessing his life and his dreams and his hopes unfold.  Not being able to watch him grow into the beautiful man and feel his love.  Not being able to share in his life.  And how much that life meant to you, so much more than your own.  Now add fear.  The fear, not of death, that is a welcome guest now.  The fear of knowing that the ones you love will be taken from you.  Being frightened for them all of the time.  Even anticipating it.  And the fear that drives you from your sleep and won’t allow you to close your eyes.  The fear that drives you to the brink of insanity.  The fear that you will relive this nightmare every day of your life until you take your last breath.  The suffocating fear that won’t allow you to live in peace any longer.  

Now, find a way to try to live a life in that kind of suspended agony.  It is said that losing a child is the single most difficult experience a human can endure.  I know now that this is quite positively true.  It is no wonder that there is no hope of getting passed this grief or even coming to terms with it.  It is mine and my family’s to own forever.  It is most certainly mine to carry until my last moment here.  

I have given a small glimpse of the impact that the loss of my beautiful, brave and loving son Brendon has had.  I am simply heartsick over the trial and its outcome.  I am truly outraged and disgusted with the system that let Brendon and this community down so completely.  I am simply appalled by the inept handling of this case against Jody Lynn Bradley, the murderer of my son.  How a judicial system aimed to protect the citizens of this country can allow a man to premeditate and carry out the murder of an innocent child by shooting him with a high caliber pistol aimed just several feet from his head resulting in this child’s death and only get a meager 9 years.  To take a person’s life, a child’s life and get such a weak sentence.  Surely by allowing this verdict to be reduced to Second Degree Murder and by reducing his sentence and by adding only 3 of the possible 5 years for the use of a firearm in the commission of a felony SCREAMS INJUSTICE!  How can a court allow a single juror who fails to deliberate and another who can’t seem to stay awake to sit  and judge on such an important and weighty matter, seeing absolute positive evidence that Jody Bradley did willfully and intentionally premeditate and carry out murder on a child!  To allow these jury members to sway an entire group of jurors because they were getting tired and hungry and didn’t want to continue because they had jobs to get to the next day.  Discpicable!  For a judge to commend them on their fine participation and THANK them.  The insults have piled up to the heavens!  It is unforgivable.  How are we to continue having any faith in a system so defunct!  Are we not a civilized culture?  Do our children truly mean so little!  
And finally, what of Brendon’s story.  Not a word was mentioned in court as to Jody Bradley’s abuse towards his daughter Sarah.  Not a word of his physical abuse that started at her tender age of 1 ½ years when he dislocated her shoulder.  No mention of his mental and physical abuse or of his long term drug abuse!  No mention that this was the true reason Brendon answered Sarah’s constant pleas and calls of distress.  No mention of the constant turmoil those 2 children were in that stemmed from Jody Bradley’s sick jealousy of his daughter.  No mention of the months of numerous phone calls received by Brendon from a distraught and crying Sarah.  Brendon loved Sarah.  And for the months she was trapped by her father and isolated, he was in a constant state of worry and distress.  She was his first and only love.  He adored her.  Naturally he would have given everything to ensure her happiness and her safety.  There are letters to prove this!  And no mention of it.  No mention either that my son’s Toxicology Report was negative of all drug and alcohol substances!  No mention of this and yet  Brendon’s possible use of marijuana was a huge part of the defense’s argument.  No mention that the police were aware of the circumstances and yet failed to contact me. No mention that I was discouraged from pursuing the threat that Jody Bradley made against my son because it held as much weight in court as spitting on the sidewalk!  No mention that NOTHING was done to ensure the safety of these children.  Who will assume their role in allowing this to happen and then condoning it!  I can only hope that I will gain the strength to do one last thing in my life.  Try to make the truth known.  Scream it from the rooftops!  Try to change a system that was initially established to keep the citizens of this country safe and yet does not even begin to protect our most valuable asset, our children!  
