November 30, 2005

To:
The Honorable Judge Laycock

From:
Mr. Lael Healey, an uncle to the sweet young Karlee Haymond

How could I have known that late October day, as I drove cautiously down my father’s lane, that I was about to watch and speak to my sweet seven year-old niece for the last time?  

It was time to prepare my dad’s pick-up for hauling his beef, and for loading his cattle rack, as is a routine each late October season on his small farm.  As I made the bend at the end of the graveled lane, I was somewhat relieved to see that there was not the normal bunch of young nieces and nephews running, swinging, and playing all over my parent’s yard.  I would still have to be extremely careful as I backed dad’s pick-up into the pasture and up to the cattle rack.  The thought of any one of these young lives being injured by a lack of alertness on my part was unimaginable.  These nieces and nephews, who I see so often enjoying the fun and wonders of their grandma and grandpa’s farm, are precious beyond words to describe.

Now in my dad’s pick-up, I pull to the pasture gate, where I must get out, unlatch the gate and swing it open.  This is the point where precious little Karlee steps into my life’s routine again.  No more than 20 yards away, I spot her, walking so excitedly around the corner of dad’s storage garage.  I can see the joy in her young eyes as she moves and I know that it isn’t because she has seen me.  But she has seen, and is quickly moving towards the normally wild-behaving farm cat.  This cat, I thought, would not accept attention from anyone.  And yet, to my surprise, it allows little Karlee to walk right up to it, and even circles her as she pets its back.  I know better than to approach them myself, which would frighten the cat away.  And so I speak my final words to sweet Karlee from a 20-yard distance, “Hi Karlee.  That kitty cat really does like you, doesn’t it?”  Her simple reply is nothing more than a smile and a positive nod of her head.

This is the Karlee I knew.  This is the Karlee I miss.  And this is the Karlee we all loved.  She was taken needlessly from us on a trick-or-treat evening.  

I am not acquainted with the individual who is clearly responsible for this tragedy, but it has caused me to reflect back to a fine driver’s ed. instructor we had at American Fork High School.  Mr. Kitchen impressed upon many of us that an automobile is a fine form of transportation as well as a source of pleasure and even entertainment.  But, put that steering wheel and that mass of steel and rubber in the wrong hands, under the wrong circumstances, and you are now dealing no longer with just an automobile, but a weapon on wheels.  So deadly it must not be taken lightly.

When a weapon is used to take a human life, there must clearly be a very serious consequence.  Karlee is not here to ask that justice be made.  Laws were broken, an automobile became a very deadly weapon in the wrong hands, and sweet Karlee will never get to run on grandpa’s farm again.  I, as Karlee’s uncle, ask you Judge Laycock to please do what you must to make justice and consequences known for this tragedy.

Thank you for taking this time.

Respectfully.

Lael Healey 

