
Collateral Victims living in our shadows. 
“Sins of the father shall be visited upon the child” 

 

It was around 2004 and I was into my fourth year of gutting and renovating my home so that our 

2 year old son could have a place to call home in his future years. New windows had recently 

been installed throughout our home and most of the rooms had been upgraded.  I was proud of 

my accomplishment. I thanked God every morning for such a beautiful life, a beautiful wife, a 

wonderful child, a lovely home and a good paying job.  My life was coming together.  We had 

just taken our son to the park and were now home getting ready to relax.  My son and I went into 

my office to check out a project he was working on. My son’s mind was always at work thinking 

of things to do. He wanted to be placed on a chair near our window to see his little project. So, I 

placed him up on a chair near the north side off my home. 

 

All of a sudden all hell broke loose. I heard repeated gun shots go off. As a former Marine and 

having trained other Marines at the rifle range for over three months I knew that what I heard 

was not good and could be outright deadly. That is when I heard a loud twang/ping of off my 

window 3 feet in front of us. I grabbed my son and laid him on the floor quickly and covered his 

body with mine. My wife scared,came running up from the lower level and I had to yell at her to 

get on the floor immediately. Several minutes later after all got quiet I peeked out the front door 

to find nobody around. My peaceful life took a turn. I had no idea why the shots were fired but I 

was to learn this late on. At the moment I decided that with my family safe I needed to inspect 

our home. What I found sent shock waves through my heart. Anger rose in me when I found out 

that my house had taken 3 direct bullet hits. I needed to find out how close the bullet came to 

hitting my 2 year old son and me.  

 

When I measured the bullet hole in the window to a door across the room that the same bullet 

also travelled through I was taken with shock. My life could have changed for the worse. God 

had truly been with us that day. What I determined was that the bullet missed my son's head by 

only six inches. Only the width of a hand is the distance I am taking about. The second bullet 

went through a wall on the 3rd floor of our bedroom destroying a mirror of special value I had 

purchased for my wife just last year, and then continued  through another wall bouncing around 

our bathroom before settling on the floor. The third bullet is still embedded deeply in the corner 

of our home.  

 

The police came and took away the evidence which consisted of “2” bullets. Two bullets which 

did change my life and could have ended my two year old son’s life no sooner than it began! I 

repeatedly went to the police station for answers but they were not forth coming with 

information or concern. The safety of my son was of little concern to the local police department. 

Talking to my neighbors I found out that people were talking about me being on the Connecticut 

Registry.  Some individuals did not like the idea that a convicted Sexual Offender had purchased 

an old house in their neighborhood and fixed it up. Those individuals decided to take matters into 

their own hands. When I mentioned this to the Police Department I was given a def ear. I was 

told years later by a person who worked for the  



Police Department, that they had found the gun on an individual but would not press charges.  I 

felt they wanted to stress the point that I was not wanted in this town and that a blind eye would 

be turned toward me and my family.  

 

Where is the justice for my two year old son whose life almost ended as soon it began!  

 

Where are his rights!  

 

Why wouldn’t the police department protect a child! 

 

Ed Morales 

 

 


