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WARNING THIS NOVEL HAS GRAPHIC DEPICTIONS OF VIOLENCE.

A Broken Soul"

Rodney Batchler Sr. swept Carolyn Washington off her feet with his captivating Baltimore City charm and infectious zest for life. Their passion ignited a whirlwind romance, yet after the arrival of their first son, Rodney Jr., Carolyn's idyllic dreams began to crumble. The man she once adored transformed into a figure of torment, revealing a sinister side that left her shattered. What was once a bright future quickly spiraled into a chilling nightmare filled with fear and despair.

With each passing day, Carolyn found herself trapped in a relentless cycle of violence, enduring brutal beatings that shattered her spirit and dignity. Yet amidst the chaos, she clung to the flickering hope buried deep within her heart—the memory of the loving man and devoted father she once knew.

Each day folded into the next, and Carolyn's three sons witnessed a heartbreaking scene as their father diminished their mother's spirit. With every biting comment and cold glare, he chipped away at her self-esteem, leaving her confidence in tatters. Her once-bright smile faded, and the light that once danced in her eyes grew dim. It was as if he was peeling away the layers of her very essence, laying bare a woman who felt increasingly lost and invisible under the weight of his cruel treatment.
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Prelude

The Batchler family appears to be your typical two-parent family living on the Eastside of Baltimore City.

The Batchler family consists of Rodney Batchler Sr., a police officer with ten years of experience in the Baltimore City police force, and his wife Carolyn Batchler, a stay-at-home mother for eighteen years.

Rodney and Carolyn have three sons, Rodney Jr., an aspiring basketball player; Edwin, an artist; and Corey, who is too young to know what he wants. 

It’s August 1983, and the city heat has no mercy on the asphalt-paved streets or the marble steps that Baltimore City is known for. The hydrants are open, and the sound of the kids laughing and playing is a typical sizzling summer day. 
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Carolyn looks up at the kitchen clock and then closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. The thought of her husband, Rodney Sr., coming home from work is dreadful. 

Carolyn takes one last look at her dinner on the dining room table to make sure it is perfect. “This should make him happy; I cooked all of his favorites.”

Carolyn looked at the clock again. It was three o’clock, the time her husband had finished his shift.

Carolyn rushes over to the front door to yell for her sons to come in before their father comes home; she doesn’t want him to have anything to fuss about. 

“Edwin, Rodney, Corey come on, it’s time for dinner,” yells Carolyn!

Edwin hears his mother’s voice. " Hey Corey and Rodney, let’s go. Momma is calling us,” says Edwin.

Rodney is fully engrossed in the basketball game as his team trails by ten points. Determined not to suffer another defeat at the hands of the Westside boys, he pays no heed to his brother's attempts to distract him and persists in playing basketball.  

“Come on, man. We gotta go. Momma is calling us to come in. Besides, Yawl ain’t going to win this game, man. Come on,” says Edwin.

Rodney’s head, ears, and eyes are on the basketball court, and making a jump shot is the only thing on his mind at this moment. “Look bro, you’re breaking my concentration,” Rodney is getting frustrated, “Just go, I’ll be in when I win this game,” Rodney makes two three-pointers, which put his team up by two points. 

Edwin becomes frustrated too, “Come on Corey, I’m not getting in trouble for him. Let’s go!”

Edwin and Corey ran up to the house out of breath.

Carolyn is standing in the doorway looking for all three of her sons to come walking up but instead of seeing all three of them, she only sees two of them. Carolyn instantly becomes nervous. “Where is your brother? Did you tell Rodney Jr. I said to come on?”

Edwin and Corey are out of breath and sweaty from running, “Mama, I told him to come on, but you know how he is when he’s playing basketball. His team is down, and he will not leave until he wins. 

Just as Carolyn was about to tell her sons to go back to the basketball court, her husband’s emerald, green 1982 two-door with the soft white top thunderbird came down their street.

Carolyn’s eyes jump wide open, and she is overcome with anxiety, “Hurry up and get in here and go upstairs and wash up; you smell like pigs.”

“Mama are you alright,” asked Edwin.

“Yes, now go,” Carolyn hurries her sons upstairs while she goes back into the kitchen.

The front door opens, and Carolyn jumps and damn near pees herself when she hears the front door slam.

Rodney Sr. walks into the house, takes his police belt off, and lays it on the couch with his gun in the holster. 

Carolyn takes a deep breath and then walks into the living room with a smile. “Hi honey,” she says, reaching up to kiss him on the lips despite the sweaty stench of his police uniform.

“Move woman,” he pushes her from in front of him. “I don’t feel like all of that. Can’t you see I’m tired, sweaty, and hungry,” he takes a seat on the couch and stretches his long legs.

Carolyn’s feelings are hurt, but she tries not to show them. “How was your day?”

Rodney Sr. grunts, “How do you think work was, huh; I’m a cop. I deal with idiot colored people all day and racist cops all day, so basically, I had a day from hell.”

Carolyn continues to smile despite her hurt feelings, I’m sorry you had a bad day.”

Just as Carolyn was about to walk back into the kitchen, Rodney Jr. burst through the front door and startled her and Rodney Sr.

Rodney Sr. jumps up from his favorite gray leather chair and grabs his gun from the holster.

Carolyn panics, “Rodney, NO! 

Rodney Jr. and his father’s eyes lock on each other,, and Rodney Jr. looks petrified. He attempts to run by his father but has no such luck; his father grabs him by the arm as he stands at his feet.

“Where in the hell you think you doing running through my goddamn house like this is a zoo boy.” Rodney Sr.'s big black hands grip his son's arm tight, and he grits his teeth to intimidate his son.

Rodney tries to unleash his father’s grip on his long, skinny arm, but he’s finding that to be impossible since his father’s hands are as big as the Incredible Hulk, so it feels like to him.

Carolyn looks too scared to save her son from her husband’s fiery temper.

Rodney Sr. looks up at his son, and for the first time, he notices that his son is taller than he is. “Why are you running your little skinny ass in my house?”

Rodney Jr. looks down at his father, and he notices the height difference too. Rodney Jr. has been waiting a long time to look down on his father, and now he’s standing 6’6, and his father is only 6’2. He’s feeling himself. “I’m going upstairs to get ready for dinner,” he tries to walk away.

“Where are your other brothers?”

Before Rodney could answer his father, Carolyn jumped into the conversation, “They’re upstairs, honey.”

“Get back in the kitchen. I wasn’t talking to you!” 

“Let my arm go.” Rodney Jr. tries again to break loose from his father’s grip.

Rodney Sr. leaned in close to his son, pointing his finger in an attempt to intimidate him. "Don't get sassy with me, boy. Just because you're getting taller doesn't mean you can challenge me. When your mother calls you for dinner, you better not keep her waiting for fifteen minutes!"  

Rodney Jr. feels his father’s hot stinky breath on his face.

“I was playing ball, and I wanted to finish my game,” Rodney Jr. keeps trying to break free of his father’s grip.

“You think you can get away from me?” Rodney Sr pushes Rodney Jr. hard, and he falls down the staircase.

Carolyn hurries from the kitchen into the hallway and looks at her son lying on the floor, “Rodney please don’t hurt him.”  Carolyn pleads.

“Get back in the kitchen where you belong and mind your business! These are my kids and I’m not having my son disrespect me. I pay the bills in this house, and I take care of them and you.” The more Rodney Sr. talks the angrier he becomes.

Carolyn hurries back into the kitchen to avoid making her the target of his fury.

Rodney Sr. looks down at his son on the floor, “You want to be a man in my house?”  He starts punching Rodney Jr. in the chest, “Imma show you what a real man is.” 

Carolyn covers her ears to drown out her sons' cries; she leans over the sink and starts crying.

Rodney Jr. screams in anguish at his father’s brutal punches that land on his skinny body frame. “Mama, mama help me,” he cries out. 

Finally, Mrs. Carolyn can’t take it anymore, so she throws down her dishrag on the sink and runs into the hallway, “Stop it, Rodney, and stop it right now!” she yells.

Rodney Sr. turns around and growls at his wife, sweat popping out of his forehead. He then smacks Carolyn across the face. “Shut the hell up!”

Corey and Edwin can hear the commotion on the staircase over top of the air conditioner in their room. They refuse to leave out of the room for fear their father will turn his anger toward them.

Rodney Sr. looks at his son lying on the steps and then walks away.

Rodney Jr. lays on the staircase in excruciating pain, unable to move. 

Carolyn looks at her husband as he walks back into the living room and then she rushes over to help Rodney Jr. up. “Come on, let me get you upstairs.”

“Get off of me,” Rodney Jr. snatches away from his mother and walks up the stairs bent over and in pain.

Carolyn is stunned at the way her son’s tone toward her and the hateful look he shot at her as he walked up the stairs.

“Take your ass back in that kitchen and get my got damn dinner on the table,” yells Rodney Sr.!

Carolyn rushes back into the kitchen and hurries the food on the table, trying not to drop or spill anything as her hands shake. The smack he gave her across the face caused her to have a migraine headache.

Rodney Jr. finally makes it to his room after crawling up the stairs in agonizing pain.

“Don’t come back down here for the rest of the day,” yells Rodney Sr.!

Edwin and Corey open the bedroom door and help their brother into the room. Corey goes into the bathroom to get a cold rag to place on Rodney Jr.’s bruises.

Edwin looks at his brothers, “I hate him.”

“I hate his guts and I hope someone shoots and kills him,” says Rodney Jr.

Corey comes back into the room with a cold rag and places it on his brother’s chest. “If he dies, Mama will have no one, and who’s going to pay the bills around here? That’s the only reason why I think she stays with him,” says Corey.

Rodney Jr. rolls his eyes at his little brother; his innocence is laughable to him. “She stays because she’s a fool.”

Back downstairs, Rodney Sr. sits at the table, still breathing hard after exerting himself by beating his son. “Corey, Edwin get down here to this table!”  

Corey and Edwin jump with fear, “We gotta go Dad is calling us. I’ll sneak you some food upstairs,” says Edwin.

They hurry down the staircase, “Hi Daddy,” says Edwin.

Corey walks in right behind Edwin, “Hi Daddy,” Corey walks over to his father and tries to hug him.

Rodney Sr. leans away and pushes Corey back with his big husky hand, “Stop all that sissy stuff. You don’t need to hug me; real men give each other five. Just because you are the youngest, doesn’t mean you have to be a little punk. Stop letting your mother kiss all over you all the time.”

The table is set, and the food smells delicious: macaroni and cheese, fried chicken, and string beans. Carolyn made Rodney Sr’s favorite dessert, Strawberry shortcake. 

“Honey, can you say the grace,” asks Carolyn.

“Bow your heads, boys, Gracious Lord thank you for another meal on the table and clothes on our backs. Thank you for seeing me safe all day. Bless this house and this family, Amen.”

Meanwhile, Rodney Jr. is upstairs in excruciating pain,” When I leave this house I am never coming back,” says Rodney Jr. as he cries in agony.

Corey and Edwin sneak food under the table to take to Rodney Sr. Carolyn catches them and nods her head to let them know it’s okay.

Rodney Sr. has eaten enough to make him stuffed and sleepy, but he still reaches for the cake.

Edwin excuses himself right after he gobbles down his food fast. Corey takes his time so he can spend time with his father.

Edwin opens the bedroom door, “Here,” he pulls a sandwich out of his pocket that their mother fixed up for Rodney, “Mama told me to bring this up to you.”

Rodney Jr. turns his head and looks the other way.

“You don’t want it?”

“Nope, I don’t want anything from them.”

“Why what did Mama do to you?”

Rodney Jr. tries to sit up on the side of the bed but he’s in much pain, so he lays back down. “She watched him beat me,” he starts crying again.

“Rodney, she tried to stop him, and he hit her and knocked her down.”

Rodney stares up at the ceiling with his hands on his side and his legs curled up in the fetal position.  “She could leave him, we don’t have to stay here and put up with him. She tolerates him and we suffer because he pays the bills. He’s cheating on her. I saw it with my own eyes, and he treated her and us as a piece of trash. I hate him and her and when I make it as a basketball player, I’m never coming back to her or him.”

“Man, you don’t even know if you’re going to college; get out of here with all that talk of being a basketball player.”

Rodney sits up and tolerates the pain, “Oh I'm making it. I got everything it takes to make it to the pros and one of those scouts is going to see me and take me out of this hell yawl call a family.”

“Well, in the meantime, you are here, so do you want this sandwich or not.”

‘Nope,” says Rodney Jr. He rolls over on his side, closes his eyes, and starts imagining his days in the basketball pros.

Downstairs Carolyn goes into the kitchen to wash the dishes while her husband finishes his third beer.

Corey tries to make talk with his father, “Dad did you shoot any bad guys today.”

“No, I didn’t shoot any bad guys today and what did I tell you about that sissy voice of yours. You better not be a faggot.”

Carolyn hears her husband and walks into the dining room, “Rodney please don’t say that he speaks proper English like I taught him to.”

“Why not, look at him, “he’s short and fat, and he takes after your family with that light skin. Every time I turn around, he wants to kiss and hug me.”

“He’s your son and he love you.”

“Yeah, well that’s some sissy faggots shit he’s doing, and he needs to stop it before I whip it out of him so he can be a man.”

“He’s ten years old he still needs love and affection from us.”

Rodney looks at Carolyn and laughs, “Love and affection, what in the hell is that?”

Carolyn wants to give a snide remark but she’s too afraid to.

Rodney Sr. starts on his way upstairs, “Carolyn I’m going upstairs and changing my clothes because I’m going out for a while.” 

Carolyn doesn’t respond right away. She sighs, “Are you and the guys going out again?”

“Yep, me and the guys.”

“It’s Friday, and I thought you and I could go see a movie at the MET Theater. It’s a good movie.”

“I don’t want to go with you; I need some time to myself.”

“But you said you were going out with the boys.”

“I work hard all day and I pay the bills around here, so I deserve some fun by myself,” 

Carolyn finally speaks up, “I work hard around here keeping taking care of you and the kids.”

“You call what you do around my housework!”

Carolyn jumps with fear, she stutters, “Yes, it’s work, I wash, dry, and fold. I cook and clean. I make sure it’s comfortable around here for you.”

Even though Carolyn is speaking up she knows it’s going to fire her husband up.

Rodney Sr. turns around and spits in her face.

Carolyn is humiliated and starts to cry. It’s not the first time he has spit on her.

“You don’t know what I put up with all day. They got the black cops walking the streets while the white cops ride in the cars and when they pick us up, they put us in the back like we’re criminals.  I take a lot of shit on that job Carolyn that’s why I’m so hard on these boys. When I come home, I want the boys in this house ready to eat dinner and have family time.” 

Carolyn wipes the spit from her face with her apron and tries to explain, “Honey, Rodney Jr. was outside playing basketball, and his team was down, and he wanted to win the game before he came in. That’s all it was,” says Carolyn. 

Rodney Sr. shakes his head, “You always making excuses for them. Ain’t nothing out there in those streets but trouble. I see it every day and if we don’t get a hold of them now, they will be in jail by the time they’re twenty-one years old. The white man can’t wait to get hold of them.”

Edwin, Corey, and Rodney Jr. listen as they talk.

Rodney Jr hits the wall, “He acts as if he cares about us. He doesn’t give a damn about us or her,” says Rodney Jr.

“Your son is a great ballplayer, and he wants to go to the pros. He wasn’t trying to be disrespectful to your honey.”

“Carolyn my sons are going to do more than dribble, throw or catch a damn ball. I want them to get an education and do more than run after a damn ball like a nigga.”  Rodney Sr. walks up the stairs.

Carolyn follows behind him. “They are smart, and their report cards are the best. Rodney Jr. is at the top of his class, but his dream is to be a ballplayer. Edwin loves to draw. Have you seen his pictures? He’s really good. Corey doesn’t quite know what he wants to do yet, but he’s still young. You have good sons, Honey.”

“You got those boys thinking weak, why can’t they want more? They should want to be lawyers, doctors, or engineers. Edwin wants to draw what black man you know became a millionaire drawing and who is going to respect a black artist?  Nobody Carolyn, I’m going to beat some sense into them one at a time.”

“Rodney, please don’t kill their dreams like....,” Carolyn abruptly stops talking.

“Like what,” Rodney Sr. faces her.

“Nothing,” Carolyn turns around and walks back into the kitchen.

The children can hear them talking.

Rodney Sr. follows her, “Like what, Carolyn,” he yells.

She jumps with fear, “Nothing, go upstairs and get ready to hang out with the boys.”

Rodney Sr. looks at Carolyn with a stare, “What, you don’t think I’m hanging out with the guys tonight?”

Carolyn never looks up at him. “Sure, I believe you.”

Rodney Sr. walks away to go upstairs again; right before he goes up the steps, he grabs his police belt to lock up his gun. 

The boys hear him coming up the steps.

Rodney Sr. opens the boy’s bedroom door to see what they’re doing.

Edwin and Corey are pretending to play chest while Rodney Jr. is sleeping.

“Is he sleeping,” his deep brazen voice makes them both jump.

“Yes sir,” Edwin and Corey answer him simultaneously.

Rodney Sr. looks at Edwin, “Your momma said you want to be an artist, but you better find something else to do because male artists are fagots. That one over there wants a ball in his hand so he can entertain white folks, a damn monkey.”  Rodney Sr. closes their bedroom door.

After an hour of showering, shaving, and putting on his clothes, Rodney Sr. comes downstairs smelling good and looking fine in his good clothes.

Carolyn looks up at her husband after taking in a whiff of his cologne. She smiles while admiring his handsome face and his chocolate skin.

That handsome face is what won her over.

Reality sits in after a brief moment of lust, and Carolyn snaps back into reality.

“Don’t wait up for me,” says Rodney Sr. right before leaving out the door.

The door closes and a tear drops from Carolyn’s eyes because she knows he is gone to be with one of his whores.

The boys hear the door close, and their father’s car pulls off. They rush downstairs, “Mama why won’t you leave him,” asks Edwin.

“Your father’s a good man and he provides for us. Just look around at all the nice things that we have,” Carolyn tries to convince herself while trying to convince her sons.

Rodney Jr. hears his mother’s lies from the top of the staircase, “you’re a fool if you think he loves us or you,” he mumbles.

A few hours passed, and the scorching sun had come down from the sky, but the humidity was still lingering. 

Carolyn is nodding off to sleep while Edwin and Corey sit on the sofa watching a movie. Meanwhile, Rodney is up in his bedroom dreaming of his days in the NBA.

Carolyn wakes up, “Come on and go up to your room, it’s getting late.”

Edwin and Corey open the door to their bedroom and can’t believe their eyes.

Edwin looks at Corey, “Oh no he left,” says Edwin.

Carolyn walks up behind the boys and her mouth drops open, “where is that boy?”

“Mama, he went out of the window,” Corey points to the open window.

“Where is he this time of night,” asked Carolyn.

Edwin and Corey look at each other but stay silent.

Carolyn looks at both. " If you know something, you better tell me now, and I mean right now,” she yells.

Corey looks at Edwin and then at Carolyn. " He’s at the night game tonight. They have a tournament, and he said there will be scouts there, and he was going.”

“Where is the game,” yells Carolyn.

“On Lakewood and Gay Street,”

“Stay in this house and don’t go anywhere do you hear me!”

“Where are you going mama,” asked Edwin.

“I’m going to get your brother before your father comes home and sees he’s not in this house and kills us all..”

Carolyn goes into her room and grabs her sneakers and just as she is about to walk out of
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