November 30, 2005

Your Honor,

My name is Rees Wiscombe and I am writing this letter on behalf of my niece, Karlee Haymond, who died as a result of massive brain injuries suffered in an automobile collision that occurred on October 31, 2003.  Her tragic death ended a life full of happiness and promise.  It also robbed her loved ones of her presence and left wounds that can never be healed.  Trusting that the court will sentence her killer, Brian Miller, to strict and appropriate punishment as retribution; I offer the following:

I remember the sounds.  Girlish giggles giving way to full-belly laughter as stories and jokes were told, hushed whispers exchanged when secrets were shared, imaginative words and phrases giving voices to paper dolls and Barbies, barnyard noises coming from under a closed bedroom door, gleeful squeals reacting to the antics of a show-off brother and cousin, a single voice reading a book, two voices singing familiar children’s songs, even the squeaks and groans of box springs under the jumping weight of two energetic young girls.  

All of those sounds were silenced, along with the sound of innocent breathing and a 7 year-old heartbeat on November 1, 2003, when Karlee died.

I heard different sounds after Karlee’s death.  My own guttural sobbing, the anguished cries of Karlee’s mother, sister, and brother, a sound that I had rarely heard before --- my broken-hearted parents weeping, the sound of my own trembling voice as I held my 6 year-old daughter, Micalyn, in my arms and explained that her best friend and cousin was now an angel in heaven, and then a sound I had never heard before --- the choking, gasping, pitiful and wounded cry of my daughter as she heard the words I was speaking.  

Days passed and the sounds of grief surrounded me.  Karlee’s mother wailing, “My baby! My Baby!” just before the coffin was sealed, the whispered condolences of neighbors and friends, the continual rise and fall of muffled cries, and each night the whimper of my daughter as she slept next to me in bed.  One night she asked, “Why did Karlee die?” and I heard another disturbing sound --- my voice crafting carefully-worded sentences to answer her question.  My mind grappling with the thought, “How do I explain to a 6 year-old that a man made the horribly irresponsible choice to take drugs, drive a vehicle while impaired, run a red light and crush in the right side of Karlee’s brain?”  My answer to her question was met with a confused and tearful stare.

With each passing day, the questions from my daughter became more and more worrisome.  Her previously energetic voice now resonated with sorrow beyond her years as she stated, “I want to be dead so that I can see Karlee again.”  Her continued statements about death and missing Karlee prompted us to enroll Micalyn in grief counseling.  During those sessions, I listened to her confess her grief in frightened tones, I watched her draw pictures of herself in a coffin, I heard her recount her memories of Karlee in a whisper, afraid if she said them too loudly, they’d be stolen from her. 

I don’t know which sounds haunt me more. The sounds of Karlee when she was alive, happy, vibrant, silly, smart, sweet and innocent, or the sounds that came after she was gone.  The sounds of her life remind me of her loving personality, her joy in life, and her contagious giggle.  They also remind me, however, of how those sounds were violently silenced.   

There are sounds at Karlee’s gravesite.  Spring wind in the trees, summertime bird chatter, the crunch of fall leaves, and muffled footsteps on snowy days; but there are two sounds that will never be heard again ---  Karlee’s innocent breathing and her 7 year-old heartbeat.

Karlee is missed by her loved ones every day.  We all carry wounds in our hearts that sting and ache with every memory of her.  We have been injured beyond description.  Something precious and beautiful has been stolen from us, and the thief awaits your judgment.  Let the punishment fit the crime.

Respectfully,

Rees Healey Wiscombe  

