Dear Judge Laycock, 

The evening of October 29, 2003, Karlee Haymond was bouncing on my bed while I, pretending to know how to play it, strummed loudly on a small ukulele and sang to her the old favorites of the past like “You Are My Sunshine”, “Down In The Valley”, “Ghost Riders In the Sky” and many others.  Karlee was turning and gyrating and giggling and seemed to be the epitome of the joy and exuberance of a beautiful seven year old enjoying the magic of fantasy.  This had become Karlee’s nightly fun time.  A time to dance, sing and fill our home with her sweetness.

The next night was Halloween.  Karlee and her mother, Sharane, and her brother and sister, Creed and Shaila, were invited to a Halloween party at their Aunt Kristin’s house.  While we were giving out trick or treats at our house the phone rang.  I answered it and was met with the sounds of sirens, police and ambulance noises.  John, a friend who was with Sharane and her family that evening, told me in a frantic voice that there had been a terrible accident and Karlee was badly injured.  The next thing I heard was Sharane was screaming “Dad! Dad!  She is posturing! She is posturing!”  They were taking her to the Utah Valley Hospital.  When we arrived at the hospital, Karlee was still on the stretcher with a great deal of blood around her head.  The medical people were frantically working on her.  She was quickly taken by ambulance to Primary Children’s Hospital where she was held in her mother’s arms.  The following hours were agonizing as a heartbroken mother cradled her precious child while she was connected to a myriad of life support systems.  

Watching our daughter having to decide if and when the machines should be turned off was the most gut wrenching experience we have ever endured.  Sharane’s estranged husband was pressuring her to turn off the support system.  He was very concerned about the cost of the life-sustaining procedures.  The time came and we were told to say goodbye to Karlee.  We all did so and left a heart broken mother alone holding the lifeless body of her baby through the night.  Where does the strength come from? 

We love Karlee and we will always love her.   Now man-made laws must be applied to this heartbreak.  We pray for you Judge Laycock.  Justice is in your hands.  We have a son who is a lawyer, a son who is a Deputy Sheriff, and a daughter who is a dispatcher for the Highway Patrol.  They, like you, are working to sort out the enigma we call justice.

Sincerely yours, 

David W. Healey

Karlee’s Grandpa

