

    
        
          The Boy from Bed-Stuy: The Case for Sparing the Life of Shawn Rogers

        

        
        
          Jeff Hood

        

        
          Published by Complicit Press, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE BOY FROM BED-STUY: THE CASE FOR SPARING THE LIFE OF SHAWN ROGERS

    

    
      First edition. April 14, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jeff Hood.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233013935

    

    
    
      Written by Jeff Hood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Letter to the Reader

Foreword

Chapter One: A Boy Born Into Nothing

Chapter Two: The Brain on the Scan

Chapter Three: The Cell

Chapter Four: The Brother He Tried to Be

Chapter Five: A System That Failed Him at Every Step

Chapter Six: The Procedural Question

Chapter Seven: Proportionality

Chapter Eight: What We Become

Chapter Nine: Forty-Nine Mitigators

Chapter Ten: The Voices of His Peers

Chapter Eleven: What He Said on the Stand

Chapter Twelve: The Speech He Gave the Jury

Chapter Thirteen: Two Letters, Two Diagnoses

Chapter Fourteen: The Room He Was Born Into

Chapter Fifteen: The Chance That Was Never Offered

Conclusion: A Plea

Sign up for Jeff Hood's Mailing List

Also By Jeff Hood

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Letter to the Reader
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You are holding a book about a man the State of Florida intends to kill. I need you to know that before you go any further...because everything that follows is written in the hope that you will finish it and then do something about what you have read.

I met Shawn Rogers the way I meet most of the men I walk with: I wrote him. He wrote me back. One of the two letters that eventually made it into the record of his case...the letter to "Dr. Jeff"...is a letter to me. I have kept writing him. I have kept showing up. This book is part of that showing up.

I am not writing to you as an objective observer. I am writing to you as someone who believes Shawn Rogers should not be executed and who has read every word of his trial record trying to make that case as honestly as I can. You deserve to know that at the front. This book is an argument. It does not pretend otherwise.

I have read his letters. I have sat with the facts of his childhood, his brain, his crime and his character long enough to believe that a serious case can be made for his life...a case that does not depend on hiding what he did or softening what he said. What follows is that case.

Some of what follows will be hard. The worst passages of Shawn's trial testimony are reproduced here in full. The killing of Ricky Dean Martin is described without flinching. I have not written a sanitized book because a sanitized book would not be honest and a dishonest book has no moral standing to ask anyone for anything. What I have tried to write is an honest one and to trust that an honest account of Shawn Rogers' life is also, at the end, an account of a man who should not be executed.

If you come to that conclusion too, this book will have done its job. If you do not, I hope you will at least close it knowing more than you knew...about him, about the systems that produced him and about what the State of Florida is preparing to do in our names.

The Rev. Dr. Jeff Hood

April 12, 2026
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Foreword
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This is not a book that asks you to forget what Shawn Rogers did. It cannot ask that and it will not try. On the evening of March 30, 2012, in a concrete cell at the Santa Rosa Correctional Institution, Shawn beat a man named Ricky Dean Martin so badly that nine days later Mr. Martin was declared brain dead and removed from life support. Ricky Martin had a family. He had a name and a face and a future and Shawn Rogers took all of it from him. Nothing in the pages that follow undoes that. Nothing can.

What this book asks is something different and, I think, harder. It asks you to hold two truths at once. The first truth is that Shawn Rogers committed an act of devastating violence and bears full moral responsibility for it. The second truth is that the State of Florida now intends to kill him for it and that this is not the only remaining option.

I want you to meet the human being the State of Florida wants to execute. Not the caricature read aloud at sentencing...the snarling gang member, the cold-blooded killer, the sociopath beyond reach. That man exists in the record and you will meet him too. But he is not the whole man. The whole man is a child whose mother handed him needles and a building she once tried to jump off of with him in her arms. The whole man is a fourteen-year-old in a psychiatric hospital being told for the first time that something might be wrong with his brain. The whole man is a person whose frontal lobe...the part of the human brain responsible for impulse control, judgment and the appreciation of consequences...is visibly damaged on a CT scan. The whole man is someone eight other inmates were willing to come into a courtroom and call a friend, a mentor, a humble soul.

If after meeting the whole man you still believe Florida should kill him, this book will not have changed your mind and I respect that. But I do not believe most people, looking honestly at the whole record, can sustain that conclusion. The death penalty is supposed to be reserved for the worst of the worst...the most aggravated and least mitigated of murders. Shawn Rogers' case is many things, but it is not the least mitigated. The trial court itself found forty-nine separate mitigating circumstances. Forty-nine. That is not a clean case for execution. That is a case for life without parole...a sentence under which Shawn would die in prison, would never harm another free person and would cost the state less than the endless appeals his death sentence will require.

Read this book. Then decide.
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Chapter One: A Boy Born Into Nothing
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Shawn Rogers was born on August 9, 1980, in Brooklyn, New York. His mother was a teenager, addicted to crack and to alcohol and psychiatrically unwell. He was brought home from the hospital not to a nursery but to an apartment in the Marcy Projects in Bedford-Stuyvesant. He never knew his father. He does not know his father's name. Forty-five years into his life, that blank space has never been filled.

In Shawn's own words, written years later from a prison cell:


There were roaches and rats walking around the apartment like they owned it. There was chipped lead paint on the walls and asbestos inside the walls. We often didn't have heat in the winter when it was freezing cold. We often didn't have electricity and had to light candles in the dark. My mother got a welfare check and food stamps from the government. But she would use it to get drugs and alcohol. There were times when we didn't have food in the refrigerator.


When Shawn was two years old, his mother surrendered him to foster care. Try to imagine that...not as a legal event but as a sensory one. A two-year-old child does not understand custody hearings. He understands that the person whose smell and voice and heartbeat constitute his entire universe has handed him to strangers and walked away.

From age two onward, Shawn was shuttled. Foster homes. Group homes. The Children's Village. Edwin Gould Academy. Periods back with his grandmother. Periods back with his mother, who was still using, still unstable. He attended at least eight schools by the age of thirteen. Eight. Think about what that means for a child trying to make a friend, trying to learn to read, trying to figure out where the bathroom is, trying to find one adult who knows his name.

His mother once attempted suicide by jumping off a building. She tried to take Shawn with her. He was small enough to be carried. The trial court found this fact to be true and assigned it, in the cold arithmetic of capital sentencing, "little weight."

Little weight.

By the time Shawn was fourteen, he had been hit in the head with a metal pipe...or possibly a metal chair, or both...in a juvenile detention facility. Fragments of metal were left in his skull. He was admitted that same year to an inpatient psychiatric hospital. The assessment from that admission noted that he was impulsive and distractible with poor judgment, consistent with ADHD. He was diagnosed with conduct disorder. Later he would be diagnosed with major depressive disorder, with anxiety disorder, with antisocial personality disorder, with...in the assessment of one expert at his Spencer hearing...toxic stress syndrome, the result of persistent exposure to traumatic and debilitating environments.

None of this excuses what Shawn did to Ricky Dean Martin in 2012. But it begins to explain how a human being arrives at the kind of cell in the kind of prison where such a thing becomes possible. Shawn Rogers did not appear in that cell from nowhere. He was manufactured, slowly and methodically, by a series of failures so vast and so well-documented that to ignore them is itself a form of dishonesty.
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