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After 32, years without my son, Todd, a cascade of emotions is still there – everyday. First there 

is the sadness for the loss of my precious son. I look at his picture and try to smile, so many 

wonderful memories rush into my mind, and then that unrelenting sadness creeps in, after that, a 

sick feeling stirs in the pit of my stomach and eventually overcomes my entire body. Following 

that is the anxiety, which leaves me trembling and broken. The pain never seems to go away. It 

sits there, lurking in the background, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. It twists and winds its way 

into my thoughts and feelings at will. It can take the happiest of moments and turn them into 

despair. It is truly horrific. 

I have now spent 32 years not knowing what might have been, my first-born son, murdered by a 

“gun toting, crack dealer,” who is a corrupt and vicious criminal with no regard for human life or 

remorse for his brutal murder of my son Todd Baylis, a police officer, and the attempted murder 

of Todd’s partner, Mike Leone. It is quite evident to me that Cliton Gayle has no remorse for his 

actions – he has never tried to apologise to us. He has never apologised for walking over to my 

son as he lay injured and defenseless on the ground, his service weapon still locked in its holster, 

purposefully putting his gun to my son’s temple, and coldly, callously, without any concern for 

my son’s life, pulled the trigger. This is something you can never come back from. When you cross 

that threshold, you are beyond saving. It takes a special kind of evil to do this to another human 

being.  

Everyday I get up, and try to put one foot in front of the other, I try as hard as I can to move on – 

to move on knowing my son is not here. So much has been taken away, Cory as a brother, I as a 

mother, Ted as a father, and Todd as a son, as a friend, and as a beloved family member. Missed 

by all who knew Todd, he’ll never experience being a dad, or husband, which was supposed to be, 

and life’s opportunities – Thanks to you Clinton Gayle. 

To see your son die right in front you – I dare you to picture it in your mind, go ahead, picture your 

first-born child, or any of your children, dying right in front you, I will give you a minute – 

knowing you will never get to see him again is more than I can even put into words, especially 

under the circumstances that caused my son’s death. I will give you another minute to picture your 
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child dying in front of you with a bullet hole in their temple, go ahead … picture it. You cannot 

even begin to imagine the pain, heartache, despair, helplessness, anger, and regret that comes with 

it.  

To come to grips with the fact that this special young man, with such a great big warm and loving 

smile, caring manner, compassion, love of life, family and career, who did not have a chance at 

being a husband or a father is so incredibly unfair, to say the least. And for what? Because you 

didn’t want to give up your life of crime, selling drugs, by being deported back to Jamaica? That’s 

what it boils down to. Lie as you might, we know the truth, Toronto knows the truth, Ontario 

knows the truth, Canada knows the truth. You say you have found God and the bible? I’ve got 

news for you Clinton Gayle, God knows the truth as well.  

I miss the hugs Todd would give me without any reason, the jokes he was so great at telling, the 

conversations we would have about everything, and the family times – all of these are memories 

now and I cannot get passed that – you cannot hug or laugh with a memory. As I get older, into 

my senior years (I am now 80 years of age), I find it harder and harder to remember my son. This 

breaks my heart. He was my flesh and blood. I carried him in my womb for 9 months. The roots 

of my son grew inside of me. And I cannot remember the sound of his voice. I cannot remember 

his laugh. I have to look at a picture to remember his face. The one thing that I cannot forget though 

– is the pain I feel. This is your doing, Clinton Gayle.  

Seeing my husband, Ted, and my younger son, Cory, so sad and eternally frustrated at what is and 

could have been is hard; knowing that there is absolutely nothing I can do to comfort them is even 

harder. I watched my husband become consumed with guilt for not trying harder to convince Todd 

to stay in Florida with him and Cory. My husband carried this guilt until his death in 2022. But 

you have no guilt do you Mr. Gayle? You have no remorse. You have no insight into what you 

did. You said it best during your June 2019 parole hearing when you said “I’m sorry someone had 

to die that night, but I had to spend 25 years in jail”. You are the victim here aren’t you Mr. Gayle. 

Not my son. Not Mike. But you. It didn’t matter to you that you executed my son, what mattered 

is that you had to spend 25 years in jail. That perfectly sums up the type of person you are.  

You are a textbook definition of evil Clinton Gayle, and you deserve nothing less than to spend 

the rest of your life in jail – your vicious act resulted in a life sentence for my son – a life sentence, 
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not 20, 25, or 32 years, but life for you is justified. The truth is you committed a vicious murder, 

executing my son, and attempting to murder Mike Leone, for which you still deny responsibility 

or show any remorse towards. In fact, even after 32 years you continue to lie about what happened, 

you lied on the stand during your trial, you lied during you section 745 hearing, you lied at your 

June 2019 parole hearing, you lied at you November 2021 parole hearing, you lied at you October 

2024 parole hearing and you continue to lie today. You scheme, and manipulate the system to your 

benefit. You have left families devastated and broken hearted.  

Why should you be given your freedom? For 32 years you have denied that the deportation order 

played any part in your actions that night, yet you stand here now, ironically enough, before your 

fourth parole panel, and want to be let out, just so you CAN be deported back to Jamacia and be 

free of your life sentence. You’d be a danger to any society if released and given the chance, I have 

no doubt, you would repeat the same offence again.  

Every day I think of Todd and think of the brutal and savage way he was killed, execution style 

by all accounts, all in order to avoid deportation and continue your violent and criminal lifestyle.  

I never got to say goodbye to my son, Todd. He never heard me tell him that I loved him as he lay 

there mortally wounded in a hospital bed. With his head bandaged to cover the hole you put there 

and so swollen, that it made him look almost unrecognizable, with no brain activity, having one 

cardiac arrest after another, my husband and son trying to make it back in time to see Todd “alive” 

one last time, your actions Mr. Gayle, your choice, forced me to make a decision NO mother 

should ever have to make, to not resuscitate my son … to let him die. 

To this day and for the rest of my life my heart will never heal, and I will NEVER be able to 

forgive YOU, Clinton Gayle, for doing this to him, to my family, or to me. You are a menace to 

society, to all people, to all those around you. You bring nothing but destruction and despair to all 

those you come in contact with. 

Thank you. 

Sharon Baylis 
_________________________ 

Sharon Baylis 


