Victim Impact Statement

On March 12, 1999 I walked up the stairs of my house…

and into a world where everything was crazy…..

And it’s still crazy.

For a long time after that, I felt as though I had a thousand things to do, and I didn’t know how to do any of them…

I was in the funeral home with Karen when Pettey and Hamilton told me they’d verified my alibi, and that they knew I was in Huntsville at work when Karen was killed.

So before Karen was even buried, I had 2 responsibilities—to tell them anything I could think of , and to otherwise keep my mouth shut…

And for 1350 days I kept my mouth shut.  I’ve answered questions and I’ve tried to help.  

It was more important to catch who’d done this… than what “inquiring minds” thought of me…

I’d do the same thing again….

I’ve had a lot taken from me.

Karen…my work…my home…my privacy…every penny I have ever made…my reputation…my good name…

But I’m thankful for what I have left—my two little girls, my family, and my friends.  It’s all any of us have, in the end, is each other. 

And I still have everything a person could want, and more…

And I’m thankful that on March 12, 1999, in hell…

That 2 men named Pettey and Hamilton were there…

And I’m thankful that Jan and Ray did everything.  Note I didn’t say “everything they did.”  I said they…did…everything…

They’re still on duty.  They were there then, at four-thirty in the morning on the 13th, and they’re still here…

I’m proud to have good friends…

The morning of the 13th I had to look into the eyes of my two little girls—3 and 7, and tell them their mother was dead.  …..

I told them she was in heaven…

About a week later, little Catherine asked me, “Daddy, when is mommy coming back from heaven?”

That…that was the worst moment of my life…

The first time I went back to the house was to pick up clothes for my children and me… for visitation at the funeral home…to get Buster, Caroline’s  favorite stuffed animal, 

And the music for Karen’s funeral—Donny Osmond and Celine Dion…and a picture to put on her casket.

And I got to the house, and there were 4 carloads of press on my front porch, banging on the door, ringing the doorbell again and again. I will never forget the pain, standing in the house, and the banging and banging and ringing and ringing…

I was in agony…I was having difficulty walking…

It was a most private time…

When you die, all that’s left are your memories…

And you’d think anyone who died as badly as Karen would be allowed some dignity…that anyone who had lived their life as well as Karen would have been admired…

You’d think anyone who had gone through what me and my children have gone through…would be allowed some dignity in our grief…

It has been profoundly traumatic to be in this courtroom.

It would have been bad enough, already….

But to have to sit silent while Karen is described as some kind of pervert—

Some kind of whore….

Well, I thought a whore is someone who’ll do anything for money…

HASN’T KAREN BEEN STABBED ENOUGH????????????

Karen was my friend, my lover, my wife, the mother of my children.  She was a second grade school teacher…

She was a kind and gentle person…

She put children first… 

I loved her.  

And one day she was gone.  That’s bad enough.  But the way she died…

was EVIL…

I stood in my house, and looked at blood spatters, and I could feel the evil still there…

And how can I describe the “impact” on my 2 little girls?

Karen’s 2 little girls…

She isn’t here to see them growing up, beautiful, smart, kind…like her…

And their mother is dead…in heaven…

No youngster should have to feel such pain…such loss…

But the pain does not end there…

Karen was a sister, and a daughter, too.  She had cousins, and nephews, and nieces, aunts, and uncles, brothers-in law, sisters-in law…

She was as close with her sister Laurie as a sister could be…

She was as close with her brother Lance as a sister could be…

They talked with Karen all the time by phone, went on vacations and spent holidays together.  They were intimately involved in each other’s lives…

They were connected…

And now, where Karen was, is just a big HURT…

Where there was once joy, now there is tragedy and loss…

Forever…

And Karen had friends…many friends…

Friends whose lives have been devastated…

Forever changed…

I have a brother who’s been here every day, just to help me here all day and the girls all night. I have a brother who’s been here every day, because this was done to a Tipton.  I have family that can’t come, because listening to this is more than they could bear…

I have family that couldn’t take a shower for a long time without somebody sitting outside, to make sure they wouldn’t be killed…

We were all afraid… afraid we would be next…and we were that way a very long time…

About midnight of the 12th, I was taken back through the house.  I saw my bed… the bed where my children were conceived, where Karen and I had slept together, had pillow talk together…for almost 10 years.  My sanctuary.  My most private place.  And where I laid my head in peaceful sleep for 10 years, there was blood.  A lot of blood…

Evil was there—in my bed…

It took me 2 months to buy another bed.  I could not go to bed, because if I closed my eyes, I was in THAT bed…I would drift almost to sleep, and have that feeling of being   THERE…

I still don’t sleep on that side of the bed…

Two weeks ago I was in bed, reading, and Catherine came into the bedroom.  She said, “Daddy, why do you always stay on this side of the bed?”  And I looked down and saw five feet of empty bed, and I was right on the edge.  I didn’t know how to answer the question…It’s because your mother was tortured there….

The evening of the 12th, I sat for 7 hours in a police car…

I remember flash bulbs from the house…

And the crowd at the road…

 I remember watching as my wife was carried out in a body bag …

I remember …  everything…

If you remember how you felt on September 11, 2001—

Multiply it times a thousand…

And do it every day for 1350 days… then you will begin to understand the impact of Karen’s death.

Karen is missed.

She was a good wife, a good friend, a good sister, a good daughter.  More than anything, she was a good mother.  It was the most important thing in her life.  By far…

We…

David, Caroline, Catherine…

Laurie and Don, Lance and Anna

Mac, George, Lee, and Lyn…and wives and kids…

Maurice and Maree…

Jan and Ray…

Steve and Melinda..

Scott…Missy…

Mike and Kelley…

Gary and Holly…

Susan, Jeanie…

Mary, Sarah, and Dot, and Bill…

And Steven, and Bernie…and Donna and Cindy…

And Anita, and Ed, and Sonny, and Beth, and Mr. William Dill, Attorney-at-Law…

And Don…and Bill…

And Mike…and Barry….

All the people who helped me and the girls starting March 12, 1999…

I’m proud to stand with these people…

I’m proud to stand on the side of GOOD…

And I’m proud to stand up against the side of EVIL…

If you want a measure of a person’s character,

Look first at how they love their children…

And if you do that, you’ll find good people everywhere you look…

Last week, Caroline asked me, “Daddy, when you’re in heaven, can you change into other animals?”

I said “whaddya’ mean?”

She said, 

“Turn into an eagle and fly….

Turn into a horse and run…

Turn into a dolphin and swim”….

And I thought, what a BEAUTIFUL thing to say….

And Caroline, baby, I hope so…..

