
Troy Bradshaw is not a violent man.
He has sat quietly, almost impassive, for two 

years now, listening over and over and over to 
details of the Mount Vernon School murders.

“I know the streets, but I’m not from the 
streets,” said the father of victims Natasha and 
Terrance Aeriel.

But testimony by Shahid Baskerville in the 
trial of Jose Carranza about how they sexually 
humiliated and violated Natasha had Troy Brad-
shaw doing the math.

“I admit I was sitting there thinking, ‘Let’s 
see, Baskerville gets out in 30. He’ll be - what? 
- 50-something, and I’ll be 73. I’ll still be good,’ “ 
Bradshaw said. “Yeah, I’ll still be good. And I got 
some nephews if I’m not. ... I better not say any-
thing else that might incriminate me.”

Baskerville, as part of his plea deal, is going 
to prison for 30 years. But all Troy Bradshaw 
wants is 30 minutes. With Baskerville, alone.

“That’s all I’d need,” he said. “Maybe less.”
Same for Carranza, whose fate was being de-

liberated by a jury in Newark for the second day 
yesterday.

“What I don’t understand is this guy has his 
mother, girlfriend and other women in court for 
him every day,” Bradshaw said. “He has women 
in his life. How could he treat my daughter like 
that?”

Bradshaw’s fighting words were not said with 
anger. He is not that kind of guy. Quite the op-
posite.

Through three trials and two plea agree-
ments, Bradshaw has not flashed anger or whis-
pered hate after listening to testimony by his 
daughter, who was hacked, sexually assaulted, 
shot in the face and left for dead.

He has not had an emotional outburst or shed 
a silent tear as she struggled to control her facial 
movements and speech as she recalled the night 

her brother, her best friend, Iofemi Hightower, 
and another lifelong friend, Dashon Harvey, 
were executed, just like that.

He has not so much as winced at autopsy pho-
tos of his college-bound son, who died without 
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a fight on the asphalt playground in Newark; 
killed for nothing more than being in the wrong 
place at the wrong time on an otherwise placid 
summer night in August 2007.

Troy Bradshaw is not a violent man. He’s a big 
man, 280-pounds and built like a football guard, 
strong from hauling luggage as a baggage han-
dler at Newark Liberty International Airport. 
He’s a family man, who has never been arrested, 
jailed or in any trouble with the law, except for 
a speeding ticket. A man who raised good kids.

“My kids weren’t from the street; they weren’t 
raised like that,” he said. “They didn’t know what 
to do, they didn’t know how to fight back. These 
cowards knew that, then they killed them any-
way.”

The victims were college kids, band kids, 
friends who were heading off to Delaware State 
to play music and start their lives out of Newark.

The attackers were kids, too.
Baskerville was 16, the night of the murders. 

His best friend, Gerardo Gomez, turned 15 that 
very day. Before the attack, they were “drinking, 
smoking weed, and doing cocaine,” in the apart-
ment of Alexander Alfaro, then 16, according to 
Baskerville’s testimony.

But Carranza, now 32, was no kid then. He 
was out on bail for another violent crime the 
night of the attack, awaiting trial on aggravated 
assault charges.

He was among those who “swarmed” the vic-
tims. “Swarmed” is how Baskerville described it, 
using the word multiple times in his testimony.

There were other words Baskerville used, 
relative to Natasha, her terror, and how he and 
Carranza violated her. Among the most chilling: 
“While she was pleading to God, I was feeling 
her,” meaning, “I felt her up.”

Any father would have been excused for 
charging the punk right there.

Bradshaw sat, doing the math.
Then there were worse words. Carranza, ac-

cording to Baskerville, made vile remarks about 
Natasha’s body and his piggish lust for her.

Troy Bradshaw closed his eyes, imaging 30 
minutes alone with Carranza.

“This has been hard,” he said. “This is person-
al. They got real personal with my daughter. Too 
personal. She has to live with that. And I do, too.”

What he means is this. This man, who could 
snap both defendants over his knee, lives with 
the guilt that he wasn’t there to protect her. He 
lives with it, and there is no way to assuage it.

“I couldn’t do nothing to help them. I still can’t 
do nothing. I wasn’t there. I wish to God I was.”

The word “victim” doesn’t fit Bradshaw eas-
ily. He is more concerned about his daughter - “I 
hope she’ll be all right, someday” - and grieves 
for his son.

But he carries it, too. In his quiet way, he car-
ries it, too.
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