
In Her Own Words 
 
by Darlie Routier 
 
The following is an account of events that occurred on the night of June 6, 1996, at the home of 
Darin and Darlie Routier in Rowlett, Texas as recalled by Darlie Routier in her own words. 
 
*There have been minor grammatical corrections to portions of the text. 
 
June 6th, 1996 
 
The boys were asleep on the floor with their pillows and blankets. Darin brought me a pillow and 
blanket from upstairs. Around 1:00 a.m. Darin and I decided to go to sleep. Darin turned off all 
the lights but the T.V. was on. Darin told me that he loved me and would see me in the morning 
and I told him I loved him too. I asked him to make sure the door was locked on his way upstairs 
-- he said he already checked it and it was -- five minutes later I fell asleep. Next thing I 
remember -- Damon runs into my right shoulder and says "mommy." I sat straight up and saw a 
"blur" of a man between my couch and kitchen bar. 
 
I stood up and Damon walked behind me. I heard glass breaking. When I got to the entrance of 
the kitchen, I saw man going into my utility room. I took a couple of steps and remembered 
lights were off went back and turned lights on, I started to walk through kitchen and noticed 
blood on my nightgown, about to my chest, halfway across the kitchen I saw knife laying on 
utility room floor, instinctively I went over and picked up knife, doesn't seem like there was 
much blood on the knife, I went back through the kitchen and put knife on kitchen bar. Damon 
was still standing by living room wall. I walked into living room and saw Devon's eyes open and 
wounds on his chest, Devon wasn't moving and I started screaming, I went to Damon and began 
checking him and saw stab wounds through his shirt, I was hysterical but I was trying to think. I 
told Damon to lay on his belly and I told him to hang on and be strong -- Damon said "O-K 
mommy." I ran into hallway to our entrance, turned on the lights and kept screaming. Darin, my 
husband, came out of our bedroom -- he only had his pants and glasses on. Darin ran down the 
stairs and we ran together into the hallway. Darin went to the left, into family room and over to 
Devon, the table by Devon was completely knocked over. I went to the right to kitchen and 
grabbed phone to call 911. 
 
I went to second drawer and got towels. I could see Darin starting to perform CPR on Devon. I 
went to sink and about that time 911 lady came on. I was screaming and got towels wet (when I 
turned around I could see my neck slit in mirror behind wine rack and said this to the 911 lady) I 
was screaming. I ran over to Damon pulled up his shirt and laid (sic) a towel on his back, I ran 
over to Darin and could see blood coming out of Devon's wound when Darin blew into Devon's 
mouth, I didn't know what to do so I held a towel on Devon's wound. I was still on the phone 
while I did all this. I was soaked with blood by this time and very dizzy -- I ran to front door to 
scream for my neighbor, Karen (she is a nurse), and I remember the bolt on the door not being 
turned and locked. I ran back and got another towel to put on my neck. I was screaming and 
running back and fourth (sic) and still on the phone. I stopped by the kitchen bar in living room 
where there was my vacuum, I felt so dizzy and I held myself up on the vacuum. An officer 



came in and stood by my son Damon, I hung up the phone and dropped to the floor. I screamed 
for my husband to check on Drake (our baby) Darin did & came back and said he was O-K, 
Darin then went out front door to get neighbors. a second officer arrives and I tell both officers a 
man went out the utility room, the officers proceeded to go into kitchen into utility room. Darin 
came back in and said both our babies were dead, I fell down again and kept screaming who 
would do this, I was so dizzy and hysterical. Two paramedics came -- one went to Devon, the 
other to Damon. I grabbed Damon's shirt and the paramedic wouldn't tell me he was dead, then 
he took Damon out of the house. Two paramedics came to me and I stood up and then I passed 
out.  
 
Next thing I remember I'm on the front porch and Karen is by my side, I thought I was dying and 
I made her promise to find the man that killed my babies and she did. Karen then went into 
house. So many people were running in and out of the house and I felt so dizzy. I remember one 
paramedic telling me my necklace was stuck in my throat and he couldn't remove it. then my 
husband asked me where my panties were and I realized they were gone. Next thing I'm in the 
ambulance and I couldn't breathe and they put oxygen on me. Then I remember being in the ER 
and someone taking off my necklace and that's when I began to feel the pain, it hurt so bad, I 
begged them to make the pain stop and finally they said they had to operate and they put me 
under. 
 
Next thing I remember waking up a crying and screaming my babies were dead, there were two 
officers asking me questions about my husband and the man I saw. I told them all I could 
remember. I don't remember any of the days I was in the hospital except the last day (Saturday) 
The nurse came in and gave me a shower and kept telling me how bad my arms looked and did I 
remember anything, and I told her I couldn't remember but thought I struggled or fought the 
man. then I got to hold my baby and they quit giving me shots of pain medicine and gave me 
pills instead. Two officers were there and said they were going to take Darin and I into the P.D. 
before the boys’ viewing so they could get statements from us. My husband and I didn't think 
anything of it.  
 
The officers got us to the P.D. around 5:00 p.m., separated us and made us talk about what 
happened. We were supposed to be at the viewing at 6:00 p.m. and it was about 6:30 when 
Detective Patterson asked me to give a written statement. I was very upset and crying and told 
him we were late to be with our little boys and couldn't we do this another day. Patterson told me 
it was very important to do it then. Finally about 8:00 p.m. they drove my husband and I to the 
funeral home. I was very heavily medicated and really don't remember much,  
I walked into the room with my husband and saw my babies holding hands in the casket and fell 
a little and laid on the casket, I kept screaming and crying, I couldn't stop. My boys looked so 
beautiful and innocent but they were cold when I kissed them. I fixed their hair and I just wanted 
to die. People started coming into the room and after about thirty minutes I almost passed out so 
someone sat me on the couch and helped me. I didn't want to leave but my husband said we had 
to. I don't remember where we slept that night. The next day we had the funeral. I don't 
remember much except everyone kept telling me my babies were in heaven and I got angry 
because they were too little to be in heaven. There were so many people but I just wanted to be 
left alone. We sent balloons in the air with Devon and Damon's name and had a plane fly over 
the funeral for them. I don't remember much else except we wanted to put flowers at our home 



around the fountain from the funeral and (Detective) Patterson said 'no.' but everyone took 
flowers and we all drove over there and did it anyway. We handed them to the officers and the 
officers put them around the fountain. Someone took us home.  
 
I remember laying there, I was too scared to sit by a window or use the restroom or take a 
shower by myself -- someone had to be with me and everyone kept giving me pills, I just didn't 
want to be without my boys. I held my son Drake, in my arms and kept a picture of Devon and 
Damon every step I took. Sometime that week the detectives wanted Darin and I to come in a 
give hair samples and fingerprints. We got there at 2:00 p.m. and they ended up keeping us until 
9:30 p.m. I was crying and didn't have my pills, I kept throwing up and Patterson would help me 
go to the restroom because I kept getting sick but I was scared to be left alone. Patterson asked 
me about my tatoo and wanted to see it. I showed him. Patterson told me they found this man's 
fingerprints and it was only a matter of time. Friday, June 14th, was my son Devon's birthday. 
We went to the grave around 12:30 or 1:00 p.m. and had a prayer service. Around 5 or 5:30 p.m. 
we met the detectives in a grocery store parking lot in Rowlett to sign a release for blood from 
the night of the incident. Patterson told us they had over 100 leads and they put cameras on our 
house and they found flesh under my fingernails from the samples they took at the hospital. Later 
we found this was all a lie. We proceeded from the store to the boy's grave where we had a 
birthday party for Devon with all his friends. My little sister bought silly string because my little 
boys loved it and always played with it. Inside I felt like I was dying but it was my son's birthday 
and I was only thinking of him. I wasn't celebrating his death, I was honoring his life, yet I have 
been persecuted for this. It's absurd. 
 
On the 18-19 they (the detectives) called us and told us they had a retired policeman who was 
going to help us. So around 7:00 p.m. we went to the Rowlett P.D. They put me in a room with a 
man named Bill Parker and for two hours they tried to brainwash me that I blacked out in my 
sleep and did this crime and only imagined the man. I told him he was crazy and he told me I 
was under arrest -- after he told me this I became hysterical and he tried to calm me down and 
after another hour of him trying to get me to confess to something I know I didn't do, I told him I 
wanted to do hypnosis, but they wouldn't allow me to have anyone I knew there while I did it so 
I said forget it and then I want my lawyer. They arrested me while they smoked their cigars and 
gave their news reports -- they were so proud of themselves -- they make me sick. 
 
The above statement is from Darlie and can be found on the website justicefordarlie.net 


