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Although justice must be tempered with mercy, it must still maintain a sense of retribution (Ben Stone- Law and Order SVU).


The newspapers read, June 23, 2001, sixteen-year-old female, Stacey Brooks, brutally assaulted, raped and killed.  When asked what happened, Ms. Brooks despondently answered “She never even made it to basketball practice.”  A mere sixteen and a sophomore in high school, I couldn’t bear the news.  My mom called me into her room, and as I entered, basic instinct suggested that something horrible happened.  Sitting in her bed, head flaccid, with the phone off the hook, my mom appeared petrified.  With a trembling voice, I uttered, “Yes mam.”  She looked up at me with puffy red eyes and candidly said, “Stacey is dead.”  At that moment, everything became a blur.  The television was on, but I could no longer hear or even see it.  The light, which once shone bright, suddenly, vanished to gloom.  Nothing on my body moved.  I stood there, staring at absolutely nothing or everything in the room, for what felt like an hour.  Thoughts of Stacey and I walking to practice, laughing, joking, and sharing our deepest thoughts, 

filled my mind.  Standing there, caused me to reminisce about the good ole days when basketball brought me entertainment, excitement, and joy.  Eight years ago, nothing was better than 78 degree weather, which meant a day at Bannaker Park.  While “normal” eight year olds swung on the swings, slid, or played freeze tag, I sat on the curb staring at my brothers in great amazement as they dribbled the ball through their legs, gave no look 
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passes to teammates, shot three pointers and made free throws.  My eyes stayed fixated on the ball as it effortlessly convened with the smooth pavement as my brothers dribbled.  Excitement filled my body every time my brothers yelled, “Nothing but net”, as the ball left their hands, made an astonishing arc, and fell flawlessly through the net.  Soon I learned the rules of the court and mirrored my brothers’ athleticism. Having the ability to imitate the moves that they did, people, one of them being Stacey, looked up to me in amazement and admired my knowledge of the game and skill level.  Because we both gained an interest in basketball and wanted to be good at it, we became practice buddies and ultimately really good friends.


Eight years later she was gone.  Why?  Was it because the rules of the court changed and we couldn’t keep up, or because basketball became less like fun, and more like work, or was it because some perverse imbecile couldn’t get a women his own age, opted for a 16 year old then killed her?  I stood there, not knowing what to say, and not even knowing what to feel.  My mind remained full of thoughts of whys and what ifs.    Why did this have to happen to my friend?  What if I still loved the game as much as I did when we were eight, then maybe I wouldn’t have missed practice and she’d still be here?  I wanted so desperately to be out of that moment, out of my mom’s house and back on the court of Bannaker Park.  But I couldn’t, I had to face the facts.


Days passed, exactly four, before I even spoke about it.  Actually, I never even asked mom what happened.  The only thing I said to her was, “Do they know who did this?”  She sobbed no, and that was that.  Stacey’s mom was disheartened about the situation for a while, but she eventually reached the conclusion that no justice system 
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could ever give her justice.  She avowed, “Even if they execute that heartless, satanic being it still wouldn’t be enough.”  Hearing her say this caused me to think that she meant even death by execution couldn’t pose a harsh enough punishment. She later clarified that no earthly being or system could ever do the job of her heavenly father.  “Whoever did this, will one day have to answer to God,” was what she declared.  Be that as it may, I still felt like justice had to be served.


That was almost 7 years ago.  Actually, it has been 6 years, 7 months 3 weeks and 5 days since one of my closest friends was taken from me.  There still has not been a breakthrough, at least not a physical one.  For Ms. Brooks, her breakthrough was spiritual, and I thought that that was sufficient enough for me; that is until I was introduced to Law and Order SVU.  After exposure to this eye wakening show, I’ve decided that our justice system has failed us and a change is needed.  Every Tuesday and Thursday at 8 and 9 pm, I tune in to USA network to catch Law and Order SVU.  For a whole hour my focus is on helping detectives Benson, Stabler, Munch, and Tutuola solve crimes that the producers have already thought out.  I know it sounds crazy, but I often feel like I’m doing something.  I even go as far as to trying to assist the Prosecuting 

Attorney, Casey Novak, in putting away those, in the words of Ms. Brooks, “heartless, satanic beings”. 


For me, it’s not just about getting entertainment from a television program.  Some of the crimes committed really hit home, and as I add my input, I feel like I am getting closer and closer to finding the perp who left me minus one friend.  Watching Law and Order allows me to enter this utopian world where criminals actually have to pay for the 
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crimes they commit.  I know that it’s contradictory to say that an ideal world would host criminals, and I’m not trying to incorporate unrealistic views with utopianism.  I am well aware of the fact that crimes are an inevitable part of this world; nevertheless I don’t feel like it’s too much to ask for justice.    

