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Dedication

For anyone who has ever been the victim of a
predator.



Opening Quote


Keep
calm and let Karma take care of it.

—Unknown



Beware of Karma

 


Having a loved one murdered
changes you. At least it did me. But
before I continue, I want to pose a few questions and ask that you
ponder your answers. Is playing judge, jury, and executioner ever
acceptable? Or could it be depending on the circumstance and the
crime committed?

What is crime anyway? Is it
defined by the laws of the land… at least the current laws? Who decides the laws
we live by today and will the laws be the same tomorrow?

As recent at the early 1800s in the US, hanging was
the prescribed punishment for stealing a horse. In the 1600s in
Europe, women accused of practicing witchcraft faced beheading or
being burned alive; the lawful punishment for a witch. Even now,
“judicial amputations” are still practiced as punishment for
stealing in countries such as Iran, Yemen, and Afghanistan.

Whereas today, in some
jurisdictions in the US, stealing hundreds of dollars of goods from
a retailer won’t even result in one’s arrest and isn’t considered a
prosecutable offense! Go figure. Talk about a radical swing of the
punishment pendulum. To use the real estate adage,
location, location, location is everything when it comes to consequences for committing
acts deemed crimes.

Some acts once considered crimes (and I’m not
talking about horse thievery) have become more acceptable than
others. But why? Does motive play a part?

Stealing, for example. Is stealing food from a
grocer acceptable if the thief is hungry? What if the stolen food
would feed a starving child? What about breaking into a home and
raiding the homeowner’s pantry or refrigerator?

Is stealing food (or anything else) from a business
more acceptable than stealing from a private citizen?

What about looting? Is stealing
electronics, clothing, sporting goods, or food from a retailer
acceptable if it’s stolen in the aftermath of a natural disaster?
What about looting a person’s home after a natural disaster? Are
there times when burning the property of others and/or looting is
acceptable? What if the burning or looting occurs during a protest
or riot done in the name of seeking
justice for perceived
injustices?

From the victim’s view, is it
acceptable for a business or homeowner to protect their property
from theft or looting? Are there limits to what an individual
should be permitted to do to protect their property against looting
or burning? Should they be required
by law to allow their
property to be stolen or destroyed by another?

No matter what you call
theft in its many
forms—stealing, shoplifting, looting, fraud, or embezzlement—theft
of tangibles or finances is one thing.

But what about the taking of a life… murder?

Most laws define murder as the unlawful and
unjustifiable killing of a human. The definition itself implies the
killing of a human is acceptable under certain circumstances.
Killing one person to spare the life of another is usually
considered “justified” or “righteous” in self-defense situations,
at least in the US and most democracies in the world.

One is not under legal obligation
to allow themselves to be killed at the hand of another simply because
the other person wants them dead. As the adage goes, “one man’s
freedom ends at the tip of the other man’s nose.”

What about vigilantism? Is taking the law into one’s
own hands ever acceptable?

If there’s such a thing as
crime, the opposing
force must be justice. But what is justice? Moral rightness? An eye
for an eye? Or is crime and punishment in the eye of the beholder,
much as beauty is said to be? For example, if one says or writes
something another finds offensive, is that freedom of speech, or is
the offensive expression a crime?

Indeed, crime is complicated.
Justice even more so. Greek or Roman goddesses are often credited
for first claiming “justice is blind.” That may be true for
goddesses, but not in the real world. There’s no denying that one’s
race, the amount of money they have, and/or their political title
or their social fame can cause justice to go beyond being blind to
turning a blind eye. I’m not an attorney, although I’ve experienced
both crime and aftermath of justice
in our legal system.

How many times have we heard of
victims of stalking, rape, or violence never getting their day in
court? Or of the survivors of murdered loved ones left anguishing
over the so-called justice system
which often holds the rights of the accused in
higher esteem than the one whose life they had taken? Too many. Too
damned many, at least in my humble opinion.

 


MURDERED
SISTER.


A decade ago, my older sister—who I’ll call
Melody—died at the hands of a man who professed to love her.
Preston Davis—not his real name—beat her to death with a hammer
over a burned grilled cheese sandwich. Upon his arrest, he
confessed to murdering her. Said he had been drinking. Didn’t know
“what got into” him.

Later, he recanted his story.
Claimed officers brutalized
him during his arrest. His attorney said the
confession had been coerced. The judge agreed, deeming his
confession inadmissible in court.

At the crime scene, a new officer
accidently dropped the murder weapon on the lawn dumping it out of
the evidence bag which hadn’t been properly sealed. The officer
(not wearing gloves) picked up the hammer and brushed off the grass
stuck to the bloody hammer, smearing the prints.
Contaminated evidence,
the defense lawyers said. Thus, the judge ruled the hammer
inadmissible as well.

Talk about a gut punch. Charges against my sister’s
killer were reduced from first degree murder to manslaughter. The
fucker walked after serving only sixteen months in prison,
including time served in the county jail while awaiting his day in
court that resulted in a sweetheart of a plea deal for him.

The day Preston strolled out of
jail, I dreamed of ambushing him, pressing my late Dad’s .44 Magnum
revolver against his skull, and blowing the bastard’s brains out.
But there had to
be a better way. A way to make him suffer without unleashing the
wrath of the justice system
on myself. Besides, Mom had been through enough
already.

The pain of Melody’s murder and the injustice of her
killer’s punishment took its toll on Mom. Six months later, the
once vibrant woman who loved horseback riding and gardening, keeled
over dead at the age of sixty-four. Doctors said my otherwise
healthy mother had simply died of a broken heart.

The hammer Preston Davis used to
kill my sister, killed my mother too. Or, maybe more accurately,
the hammer of the so-called justice
system beat Mom to death. Either way,
Melody and Mom were dead whereas Preston Davis was free to party
with his buddies, guzzle beer, fuck the local whores, and do
whatever he damn well pleased.

Infuriating enough as that may be, cases like my
sister’s killer walking away with a hand slap are far more common
than anyone would imagine. Or want to. My sister’s murder and mom’s
death took its toll on me too until the day I made a life-altering
decision to refuse to be anyone’s victim any longer. Especially
that of our so-called justice system.

Three months after I buried Mom, Preston Davis met
his Maker. Beat to death with a
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