
My name is Ryan Keri Barker I am Brendon Manning Barker’s sister, the only sibling of Brendon. I don’t even know how to begin to write a letter like this. For months I have been trying to prepare what I might say but my heart drops when I realize that nothing I say is going to make a difference in this case of the heart conditions of all the people who are indifferent.

Not a word of the quality of my brother’s character was mentioned during the trial except for the lies told by the defense. I thought only the truth was supposed to be spoken in the court of law but then I guess a lot of things I was raised and thought to believe in have been false. Perhaps if the twelve people that decided the fate of my brother’s murderer knew the sweet, gentel, young person Brendon was, or the struggle of these two teenagers, or the true man Jody Bradley is the outcome of the trial would have been different and maybe a little justice would have been served. I will not call nine years in prison for murdering a sixteen year old child justice by any means! I still am in shock and disbelief of the incredible insensitivity and indifference that was shown by the jury, and the evilness in the faces of Jody Lynn Bradley’s family that stared and snickered at us while specialists explained how my brother was murdered, and the lack of morals, conscience, principals and the total disregard for civil or human rights of the man or should I say animal who stood up and defended an obviously guilty man, and finally the total absence of any emotion on the face of Jody Bradley which sent chills up my spine. The whole event was horrifying. How can I not feel resentment towards a system I was taught to respect and obey after this? How do I get rid of all the hate in my heart towards the man who has caused total devastation to my family? How can I trust anyone anymore? How can my family move on from this? How can we forgive god and ourselves for the sins of this world? My perplexity could fill the page with questions. 


My brother was the victim and his story should have been told in court. I owe it to my brother to tell you of the story of two teenagers in love and the bravery of a boy who gave up everything just to spend a few minutes with a girl. I never heard Brendon talk about a girl until Sarah; she was his very first girlfriend. There is nothing quite as pure as that of first love. Brendon and Sarah grew very close the summer of 2008 and it was later that summer Sarah went to go live with her father due to problems she had with her mother. No one could have guessed the tragic future that was destined to unfold. Sarah barely knew her father at that point but was willing to forgive him for the years of neglect in hopes of a better arrangement then that she had living with her mother. At this point Brendon supported Sarah’s decision to move with her father although he was a little disheartened he would not be going to school with Sarah anymore and that she would be moving forty five minutes away. Everything seemed fine in the very beginning; Brendon helped Jody Bradley on his farm and was able to see Sarah on a regular occasion. I am not sure when things took a turn for the worse but it seemed very abrupt. They didn’t deserve to be punished, but nothing those kids did warranted death!!! Brendon was banned from seeing Sarah. They still secretly  contacted each other via cell phone. I remember how frustrated Brendon was because he was so in love with Sarah and it had become an impossible task just to speak to her. In the mean time Sarah was being held hostage in her father’s farm house. She was to go to school and go straight home. Her father would not allow any contact to friends or even family. She would have to sneak off and hide to call Brendon. I often asked Brendon, “why doesn’t she go back and live with her mother” and he always said her mother was worse than her father. It aggravates me to think it only took the life of my brother to mend Sarah and her mother’s relationship. You know throughout the whole mess my brother never said a single disrespectful thing towards or about Jody Bradley. That was Brendon’s nature though, he was never disrespectful, he was always concerned about how people felt, and he never wanted to cause anyone any type of harm. The incident of Brendon caught in Sarah’s closet naked was so misconstrued in court. I wanted to cry out and say “THAT’S A LIE” every second. I remember the night that happened very well. I was at my mom’s house because I was nine months pregnant and experiencing labor pains. The phone rang and it was Jody Bradley calling to inform my mother that “if her son came back to his property he would be shot”. My mom never had a chance to say anything before he hung up so she called back to ask what happened. He would not be reasoned with, he only had one response. I heard my say “but you can’t just shoot Brendon”. I told mom “we have to report this, that man can’t just threaten us like that”. I said “if something really happens it needs to be on record that there had been previous threats.” The whole time I was saying this I never, never in my wildest dreams thought my brother would actually be shot and killed. We waited for Brendon to get home when he walked into the door his head was hung low and there was a look of utter embarrassment and shame on his face when he looked at my mom. My mom was calm when she asked Brendon what happened because we all knew how Brendon was. He cared so much about how he affected people and he absolutely hated to disappoint mom.  Brendon’s voice was shaky when he began to explain… “Me and Sarah were playing around and she wanted me to dress up like a girl. I told her no at first because that’s gay” he said with a little giggle. “But then I said ok and I put her skirt on. She wanted to show her little brother, it was just a joke but then her father heard us and she told me to hurry up and hide so I ran in the closet to change real quick. I was standing there in my boxers when he found me. He told me to get dressed and he took me down stairs and said if I come back he’ll shoot me.” I looked at Brendon and asked “do you think he’s serious?” “ I know he’ll shoot me and I don’t blame him. If I had a daughter I would probably say that to if I found a boy in her room.” “No Brendon you would never act that way” I told him. “Please, please never go back there” we all pleaded. Brendon was completely compliant when our parents grounded him and took away his license. He always took his punishments well with little complaining. 


The following days after this event were very emotional for Brendon. He was the most depressed I have ever seen him. I told him to move on, there would be other girls. I never really knew how much he loved her and how worried he had become of her safety living with her father. You see there is so much left to be told of this story but I’ll end up writing a book if I tell you. In the meantime I gave birth to my first child. It was the happiest day of my life. Thanksgiving came and went as did Christmas and new years. Everything seemed to be improving, Brendon finally started to act like his old self again; no one even knew they were still seeing each other. Not even two months passed by after the birth of my son on the cold, rainy evening of January 6th  2009 my brother was shot in the head and killed in dark attic of Jody Lynn Bradley’s house. 


My brother paid the ultimate price for the noblest of causes, love. In a letter he wrote to Sarah, he told her he would risk anything just to spend 5 minutes with her and that is exactly what he did. Brendon knew he could be shot. The fear he must have felt knowing that any moment he could be found hiding. I remember him telling my mother when he was caught over there one time that he would get scared but Sarah would start crying when he tried to leave. He was so torn between the rules and his heart. Sarah told me that when Brendon got to the house that day he asked her at the door “please lets go somewhere else, let’s sit in my car”. She assured him it would be ok, I told him “My dad won’t find you, it will be ok I promise”. But it wasn’t ok and now Sarah will have to live with that for the rest of her life along with mental images of my brother being executed right in front of her by her own flesh and blood. What a horrifying thing to live with! All they wanted was to be normal teenagers and go to the movies and talk to the phone and go to prom and live to see another day! 


I just can’t understand how the jury could sit there viewing my brother’s dead face, his blood oozing from his skull, the trash bag Jody Bradley put under him for what reason I still don’t understand., I don’t understand how they could listen to that 911 call with Sarah’s terrified screams in the background and Jody Bradley’s slurred speech as if he was drunk or just plain retarded admitting he shot my brother. I don't understand how they could listen to Jody Bradley testimony how he trapped my brother up there in addic and listen to the absolute coldness in his voice as he said he "lifted the head" of my brother to put trash bags under it as if my brother was just an animal on his farm. I don’t understand how they could listen to the specialist testify that my brother did absolutely nothing to initiate any type of reason for Jody Bradley to defend himself. My brother didn’t deserve this! He didn’t deserve to have his reputation slandered. All the jury seemed to hear were “drugs” and “drug dealer”.  We were told Brendon’s toxicology report came back completely clean so why did the prosecuting attorney fail to mention that. Why was nothing spoken about the real man Jody Bradley is. How he spent most of his young adult life addicted to illegal and legal drugs. How he dislocated Sarah's arm when she was only a year old. How he dropped her on her head when she was eight months old at a field party. How he neglected Sarah and her little brother their entire lives. How by the time Sarah went to live with him he would lock himself in his room for days with the remote tied to his wrist because he had become so reclusive. How he called the police on Sarah because she was "making him have bad thoughts". How this was not the only time he has threatened to shoot someone and has shot at a young man before. I know these facts are probably considered hearsay but I know his history speaks volumes on the character of this so called "quiet man". 


I miss my brother so much sometimes it hurts to breathe. Brendon was five and a half years younger than I, but that never seemed to distance us. We were very close siblings. He was actually just getting to the age where we could really relate to each other. He was so proud when my son Andre was born and now my son will never get to know his uncle. My heart breaks every time I think he will never get to play with him, or teach him anything, or watch him grow up. Brendon was such a mama's boy. Every time he saw me or left me he never ever failed to give me a big hug and kiss and tell me that he loved me. It would take mom and Bren 10 minutes to get off the phone sometimes because they couldn't stop saying bye and I love you. My mom raised us to have respect for all of god’s creatures and Brendon was so much like my mother. He loved animals and was devastated when he saw a helpless creature in pain. I never heard him say one disrespectful thing to my mother, father, or grandmother. He had such a calm disposition which I think actually caused him to be depressed sometimes because he got too melancholy. Brendon had the biggest sense of humor, always joking and trying to make us laugh. He was probably the most humble kid you would ever have met. Never wanted mom to spend too much money on him. Right before he died mom took him to get some new clothes for school but she couldn't afford shoes because she had bought a lot for my son because I was too broke at the time. He never did get those new shoes; mom will forever live with that guilt as will I. I want to go on and on about all of the qualities I loved about my little brother who made me so proud but I know I can't. Brendon was 16 years old when he died only eight days away from his 17 birthday. He never got to graduate from high school, he never got to go to college (he wanted to be a marine biologist), he never got to get married, he never got to have children, and he never got to be a man!

Ryan.
