December 1, 2005

Your Honor,


I am Teryn Haymond Gundersen, Karlee’s oldest sister and I’m writing this letter as much for my own healing as to aid in your decision. It’s about time I expressed myself, or at least what I can express. Some things I just can’t quite put to words. I can’t really explain my grief. It’s just something that’s always there, aching. No words could ever portray it. 

I started a project this week for my parents. I sifted through all of my old boxes for pictures of Karlee, memories that I could put in a scrapbook for them to always carry with them. It was one of the more emotional times I’ve had in the last year.

 I found a drawing she had made of me with pink hair because she heard I’d had a bad hair experiences at college. Then I found a picture she drew of our family. She even drew all of the pets she remembers us having. Her two pet rats, Shaila’s cat, my dog, and a stray cat she named crocket for his raccoon striped tail. 

As I began to sift through the pictures I found memories I’d almost forgotten. They were pictures of Karlee and me at swimming lessons, or building a snowman in Grandpa’s back yard. Always, she was grinning from ear to ear. Her freckles sprinkled perfectly over her tiny round nose and rosy cheeks.

 Karlee was her daddy’s pride and joy. He tried to play tough guy when we found out she was on the way but the moment he held her in his arms you could see his heart melt. He would do anything for her. I’d never seen my dad cry before. He was always so strong. Dads are supposed to be supermen you know. But that night, I saw him crumple to the ground sobbing. That image still haunts me. He was a broken man and I know he will never be the same again. None of us will. 

I worry most about my Dad and Creed, our brother. He was Karlee’s big brother. He played with her. He watched her grow up. He was protective of her like a big brother should be. But he couldn’t protect her that night. Instead, he had to hold her head as she bled in his arms while they waited for help to come. He watched her painful breaths as she grew weaker. No fourteen-year-old boy should ever have to go through what he did. 

I miss her, but I know she was too good for this world. Her sweet spirit and ability to love unconditionally made her far too special to live in such a harsh place. A place where such a perfect life can be extinguished so suddenly by the actions of one person. 

Karlee is OK now. It’s the rest of us who have to feel the pain every day of our lives. I don’t know what kind of punishment is due. That’s what we need you for. I do know that my biggest fear is that she will be forgotten. That this precious little girl will become a number in some big statistics book. I understand that people make mistakes, sometimes huge mistakes, but there are always consequences. One can argue that this young man made a mistake, that doesn’t mean he can ever forget about it. 

I wish I could meet Brian Miller. I wish I could shake his hand and look him straight in the eye so that he will never forget my face. I want him to see me, what Karlee may have looked like if she had been allowed to grow up. Then, I want to give him a gift. A picture of this little girl, and the life that is no longer. I want him to keep it in his wallet and look at it every day so that he can remember her, and what he did wrong. But, here I am in Idaho and I leave it up to you. I can’t determine what is best, that’s why we have you. I only ask, please don’t let her be forgotten. 

Thank You, 

Teryn Gundersen

