I M P A C T   S T A T E M E N T .
The Death of my Daughter – LUCIE BLACKMAN

The death of my daughter Lucie Blackman has been the most terrible, terrible event of my life. The shock and trauma it has caused me has changed me and has changed the rest of my life.

On 1st September 1978, I watched as she drew her first breath, changing from blue to pink, as she came to life as my first born child when I was only 26 years old.  From that moment I have loved her like only a father can love his first daughter – and so started that very, very special love we had together.

From that date, every moment of every day Lucie has given me happiness and pleasure, love and joy, as the responsibility of this wonderful life she had been given by God was in my hands to nurture and grow.

Her death has left me shattered, empty and numb – as her precious life has been torn away from me.

I had dreamed of her wonderful future; her wedding day – the day she would have felt her most beautiful and most happy; the day she would bare my first grand child – but now this will not happen.  I was watching her change from a dependant child into a caring adult, knowing that she would be there to care for her father as he grew older – but now this will not happen.  I see the pain and despair in the faces of Sophie and Rupert, knowing I can only comfort them with words as I worry how their future will be affected by the loss of their sister.

As the years go by, I see my sons’ life has been tortured and damaged by Lucies’ death. He requires constant medication and medical attention to try and stabilize his emotions – and all the while he struggles to move on. He has failed years at university through illness. It is a huge burden for his parents to support.

After the internment of Lucies’ ashes, my daughter Sophie, who had amazed the world by her strength and courage during the seven month search for Lucie, could no longer sustain the grief and trauma caused her by the death of her beloved sister and she attempted to commit suicide. Since then she has been under psychiatric observation and is currently an in patient at a psychiatric unit.
For me, I not only have to contend with the death of Lucie, but the terrible and tragic damage to both my other children as constant reminder of this terrible crime.

Lucie’s death has left me unable to control my emotions.  Lucie lived for about eight thousand days and I carry many images of her in my mind and there are many things in everyday life which I see which make me cry in public, which make me cry in business meetings, which make me cry when with friends and which make me cry in the night.

Sometimes when I see a child in a push chair I can see Lucie and tears come to my eyes.  Sometimes I see children playing with their daddy in a park and their fun and joy makes me so sad for Lucie.  I may be standing next to a lovely 25 year old, young woman on a train and Lucie fills my eyes with tears and seeing a young woman with her young children makes me think of how Lucie will never be.

The terrible, terrible acts played out on my beautiful girl are acts of a disgusting creature, a filthy animal preying on beauty and vulnerability. These are acts of depravity by a monster which has grown unchecked for decades in a hothouse atmosphere without law or control. This monster has shown not a single tear of contrition, shame or guilt for the perversion or crime against humanity. Instead there are only lies and denial; from denial at the start, of even knowing Lucie, to denial in her death.
Quite simply, my beautiful daughter would be alive today if she had not been preyed upon by this creature.

I and my children have been sentenced to a lifetime of grief and sorrow by these actions, have already served six years in this nightmare, and will only receive relief when death comes. These despicable crimes against us must receive the absolute maximum penalty, and longest possible sentence. The eyes of the world believe the charge should be murder – the sentence death. I concur. Any sentence less than the maximum permissible will not deliver the deserved justice and would be a dishonorable insult to Lucies life and Lucies death.
I will never feel her loving arms around my neck and feel warm breath as she tells me she loves me.

I cannot stop myself thinking of the moment when her life stopped; the moment when her brain stem ceased to function; her last deep and tragic breath.  Was she in pain, was she terrified, did she call for me?  Now I have images in my head of her cut up body, the chain saw marks on her bones, her rotting, decomposing flesh and the loneliness of the cave in Miura – her parts in plastic bags buried beneath the sand, the grief on Sophie and Rupert’s faces.  These images will stay with me for the rest of my life and when I am reminded of Lucie, when I see a little child, I see these terrible images too.
I hear her voice in my sleep and for a moment, I forget she is dead. For a moment I feel the joy of hearing her voice and then the pain hits me because I know she is not there, and I know can only dream of her now.

I have been changed by all these things.  To lose a child through murder is very unnatural and I will never be the same person that I was when Lucie was alive.  I have been left distraught and traumatized with a depth of indescribable sadness.  I do not sleep properly, I cry very often uncontrollably.  I am frightened to meet with friends and family because I know how upset it will make me as I see the grief in their eyes.  I am upset for my Mother and Father who love their grandchild Lucie and are too old to manage the grief well.  Some days I find it impossible to concentrate on my work and am too upset to make important decisions at work – as it seems so pointless and unimportant.

I feel guilt for all the times when I could have seen Lucie but was maybe too busy; guilt for the times I was cross with her as a girl; guilt for not giving her the money she needed and guilt for not being with her at the times when she needed me most.  This guilt may not be logical but it will always be with me and makes me feel terrible and deepens the terrible wound left by Lucie’s death.

But the worst guilt of all is the feeling of guilt I have when I do not think of her, the guilt I feel when I am happy for a moment about something.  This guilt feeling makes it impossible to ever be really free during my life from the devastating effect of her murder – and part of me knows that I will never be free from this tragedy until I am able to be with her in my future life.  Only death will release me from this pain.  Only knowing that when I die I will feel her arms around my neck again, helps me live my life.

T Blackman 

Lucie’s Father
