Victim Impact Statement
As I crawled into bed early New Years Day, 2003, I thought about the phone calls I had made to each of my children early New Years Eve day cautioning them to “be safe, be smart.” My mother’s intuition was in high alert. Just 1 ½ hours into the New Year I was awakened by the dreaded phone call. The words are stored in my memory; “Samantha was in a car accident and is being airlifted to Harborview.” My first thought was “Oh my God, it’s got to be bad, will she live?’ but my first words were, “Where is Amanda?” Samantha and Jack’s daughter, and my first granddaughter, was not quite 4 months old. I was relieved to hear that Amanda was safe with her Daddy.

The drive to the hospital seemed to take forever, with each passing moment a prayer that Samantha would live until I got there. As I stood in the hospital hallway, shaking with fear, I awaited for any word from a doctor. It was then that I saw her wheeled past me. Samantha was unrecognizable, however I knew, as any mother would, that it was my daughter. When the doctors finally came to tell us about the extent of her injuries the list was so long I was unable to comprehend, only wanting to know if she would live. Hours later, when I got my first look at Samantha, I couldn’t stop the tears from flowing. The tubes, bandages and machinery hooked to her was daunting, the person in the bed did not look like my daughter. She had her head wrapped in bandages from the gash that had just missed her eye. The nurse told us that the bones below her eye had been crushed and would require surgery. Her jaw had been wired shut. Samantha had a breathing tube because her fractured ribs had punctured a lung, requiring another tube in her chest to keep it inflated and drain the fluid. Samantha’s hip had been dislocated. Days later the doctor’s would tell us they didn’t know if she would be able to bear children naturally, ride a horse or motorcycle because of this surgery. Thinking of the recent birth of my granddaughter, my heart broke. Farther down her body, amongst the numerous scrapes, gashes and lacerations, the ligament had been torn from her kneecap, requiring two more surgeries. The parts of her body we couldn’t see but had sustained injuries were the lacerated spleen and liver. I remember feeling both terrified and overwhelmed by the injuries, wondering if Samantha could live through the sheer amount of injury to her body.
The first twelve days of January were spent beside Samantha’s bed in the Trauma ICU. During this time I felt a range of emotions but mostly I felt helpless as I watched Samantha undergo numerous painful procedures. I could only hold her hand and talk gently to her, wishing that I could see her smile and laugh again. The tears would flow only after I left her side.  I had many questions unanswered as Samantha was kept heavily sedated while the breathing tube kept her alive. The time spent waiting during the long hours of surgery seemed like days, hoping the surgery would be successful. During the long hours and days my thoughts continually drifted to Amanda. The confusion she must be feeling, abruptly weaned from her mother’s breast and the instant disappearance of her mother. I also felt an enormous amount of sadness for the time Samantha and Amanda were missing together at a critical time in Amanda's life. I wondered if Samantha was feeling the same grief as I.
As the hours turned into days the question arose about where Samantha would be released to. She would require a lot of assistance. She could not shower by herself, she required a special seat for the toilet, could not sit with her hip flexed, needed regular medications, and would need her father and me to transport her to the various medical appointments and weekly physical therapy. Samantha was on crutches with a brace on her leg that would remain for 6 months. At the time, I lived in Sammamish, her father in Arlington and Samantha in Everett. It was a full day, taking time off from work, driving to Everett, down to Harborview, back to Everett, then home to Sammamish. It would require a long and tiring day for all of us, especially Samantha, sometimes two times per week. Most concerning however, was how she would take care of Amanda, now almost five months old, who could not understand why her mother could not pick her up from the floor, carry her or even lay on Samantha’s chest because of the fractured ribs.

As the months passed and Samantha slowly healed, the scars she will always carry were a reminder of how close we came to losing her. The emotional roller coaster was never ending. I held the anger at a man who was freely walking the streets, who, I believe, had no conscience for attempting to take my daughter’s life when he chose to run from the police, and showed no remorse with comments such as, “Well, she didn’t have to get in the car with me.” Samantha was denied the opportunity to continue with her college education for the winter quarter, to be able to nurse her baby, to hold her, carry her, to ride or drive a car without anxiety. We witnessed, and continue to, Samantha’s ongoing physical pain and her struggle with her emotions.
As we waited for the legal process to unfold, I took more time off of work to attend. Preparing to go to trial, the roller coaster of emotions continued. Each time the trial got continued, I felt frustration that the man who did this to my daughter continued to escape the legal ramifications I hoped would befall him. When Samantha and I met with the DPA, I was stunned at the photos of the car that clearly showed just how lucky Samantha was to be alive. It remains a mystery how Mr. Smith walked away unscathed after seeing how mangled the side of the car was that Samantha was riding in.

It seems the dawning of a New Year will never hold the same promise for me. Instead of looking to the possibilities of the coming year, I am experiencing anxiety, frightful memories and anger. I only hope that with each passing year the meaning of a bright new year will hold more than painful memories.

Now, over a year later, I ask this court to consider the magnitude and impact of this crime on Samantha’s life, her families and her daughter. I would ask your Honor to consider sentencing Mr. Smith to the maximum sentence under the law as any time spent incarcerated is nothing compared to what Samantha and her family will experience for a lifetime.

