The death of the Man-child, too young to die





                 by Farley C. Matchett


On May 28th, Texas executed my friend Napoleon Beazley.  He used to call me “Unc”, which is short for “Uncle” and I called him “Nephew”.

I met him in 1995 when he first arrived to death row.  A polite, courteous and intelligent young man who smiled and everyone.  His very presence radiated a glow of positive energy all the time and in all my time of knowing him, he never said a harsh word toward anyone and I never ever saw him angry.  To know him, was to love him…. A man-child destined for greatness, cut down in his youth by a murderous system that’s set on damnation retribution and Southern styled justice.  He was such a beautiful spirit and I wish each one of you reading this could have met him at least once.

Nephew was very well schooled in philosophy and disciplined by the old ways by his Parents, Mr. and Mrs. Beazley.  He was a “yes sir thank you” type of young man, who would give his last to anyone in need.

Beyond being Nephew, he was like a little brother who I’ll always love and cherish.  The man-child has been abruptly taken away from us.  With him, he has taken a chunk of my heart, but held fast are the precious memories of the many laughs shared between us.  The memories of his silly antics of wearing those ugly rubber boots all the time and how we’d laugh about it.  The times we played countless hours of basketball or just sat around discussing life.  Nephew arrived to death row 3 days before his 18th birthday…. A mere man-child.

Many people around the world pleaded for his life such as Nobel Laureate Desmond Tutu, Mexico ambassador Juan José Bremer Martino, the European Union, the American Bar Association, the N.A.A.C.P. and the International Socialist Organization, along with Amnesty International.  He was a class president, highly successful athlete, very articulate and extremely intelligent.  A young man very much liked all over town, a man who is a prime candidate for rehabilitation that could have re-entered society in a positive way.   Here is a kid who merely made a mistake.  I am in no way forgetting what he did to arrive at this point, but merely stating that somewhere along the way we need to bridle this unabashed vengeance because we are killing juveniles.  Nephew has always admitted his guilt and did so up until his death.  The man-child who acknowledges his mistakes with his last breath, taught us that there is a lesson in dying.  Rest on Nephew, till we meet again.
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Beazley's Own Words Best Decry Capital Punishment

There is nothing I or anyone else can do for Napoleon Beazley now, except ...

Except remember him, and continue to fight against the unjust absurdity of something called capital punishment.

Although I had promised myself that I would not write about the death penalty for a while, convinced that  most of you have long since turned a deaf ear to me and others on the subject, I must speak once again.

Not for me, but in remembrance of Beazley. Actually, I plan to let Beazley speak for himself in this column.

No, I will not recount his story here, or dwell on the fact that many around the world fought and prayed that he would be spared from execution, partly because he was only a teen-ager at the time the crime was committed.

No, I wouldn't dare bore you with detailing the story by Joel Anderson of The Associated Press, who began his article (dateline Grapeland): "A day after celebrating their youngest son's high school graduation on Friday, Ireland and Rena Beazley buried their oldest son, who was executed for shooting a man to death during a carjacking."

And, no, I won't talk about how many of us held our breath until the final hour of May 29 waiting for some black-robed, fair-minded justice to cry out: "Halt! Stop! Cease and desist!"

In the end, voices that should have mattered – that should have spoken up - were hopelessly, pathetically silent. But there was a voice that was meant to be heard.

Today, I want you to hear the final statement of a condemned man, a human being who was not the same man present at a murder scene 15 years ago. Hear the last written statement of a man for whom I have much more feeling than I do for those who most recently passed judgment on him.

Here is the final statement of Napoleon Beazley, dated May 28:

“The act I committed to put me here was not just heinous, it was senseless. But the person that

committed that act is no longer here - I am.

I'm not going to struggle physically against any restraints. I'm not going to shout, use profanity or make idle threats. Understand though that I'm not only upset, but I'm saddened by what is happening here tonight. I'm not only saddened, but also disappointed that a system that is supposed to protect and uphold what is just and right can be so much like me when I made the same shameful mistake.

“If someone tried to dispose of everyone here for participating in this killing, I'd scream a resounding, 'No.' I'd tell them to give them all the gift that they would not give me ... and that's to give them all a second chance.

 “I'm sorry that I am here. I'm sorry that you're all here. I'm sorry that John Luttig died. And I'm sorry that it was something in me that caused all of this to happen to begin with.

“Tonight we tell the world that there are no second chances in the eyes of justice. ... Tonight, we tell our children that in some instances, in some cases, killing is right.

“This conflict hurts us all. There are no sides. The people who support this proceeding think this is justice. The people that think that I should live think that is justice. As difficult as it may seem,  this is a clash of ideals, with both parties committed to what they feel is right. But who's wrong if in the end we're all victims?

“In my heart, I have to believe that there is a peaceful compromise to our ideals. I don't mind if there are none for me, as long as there are for those who are yet to come. There are a lot of men like me on Death Row - good men - who fell to the same misguided emotions, but may not have recovered as I have.

“Give those men a chance to do what's right. Give them a chance to undo their wrongs. A lot of them want to fix the mess they started, but don't know how. The problem is not in that people aren't willing to help them find out, but in the system telling them it won't matter anyway. No one wins tonight. No one gets closure. No one walks away victorious."
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