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My name is Ashlee. I am a victim of murder. Through a series of events and by two shots of a
gun, I was made a widow at the age of 28, with my youngest child just six weeks old. I am a
victim of infidelity. I have felt unlovable. I have felt rejected. I have had days in my life when I
wasn’t sure if I would ever take a breath again, let alone be able to raise my five children by
myself. I have lived in fear. I have felt much heartache. I have felt truly broken to my core. I have
carried some heavy burdens...not only of my own, but burdens put upon my shoulders by the
death of my husband. I have felt alone. I have felt humiliated. I have been humbled to my knees. I
have searched my soul to find my worth in this world, and in the life that was left for me. My world
has been totally shattered. I have faced realities I never knew were possible, and found strength
within myself to keep up the fight and live every day as if it was on purpose. I have been carried
by Angels...both earthly beings and those unseen. I have found that being a “victim” doesn’t
mean we have an excuse to stop living. Being a victim means finding a reason for seeking a
higher road. I have picked up the pieces left and carried on. I am a mother. We are survivors.In
one way or another, we are all victims. There are times in our lives when we are forced to
question who we are at our core. When we are presented with a path...we can go this way or we
can choose that way. For some, this moment comes when the one person whom we love the
most decides we are not enough. This person leave us—at a most vulnerable moment—alone to
search within ourselves for who we really are. We are left trying to find who it is that was left
behind. Sometimes the person we love dies. Sometimes it is merely an internal battle we are
facing...all alone inside our minds. Whatever the situation and wherever you have been...you
have been hurt. You have felt alone. You have been abandoned, either by your parents, your
lover, your friends, complete strangers, or even yourself. We have all been at that crossroad
where all we have left is ourselves.Sometimes these moments of lows have brought you to your
knees and caused you to reflect and ponder your relationship with God...and other times they
have made you question if He is even there, or if He knows you are alone. Whatever that
moment has been for you, it is personal and real. It has defined and refined who you are, who
you think you were, and who you want to become.This is my story...the defining moments that
have truly brought me to my knees, the times when I’ve questioned to my core my very
existence, and the experiences I’ve had that have shown me who I really am and who my
Heavenly Father still needs me to become. The night of my husband’s death was my darkest
hour, but also the very moment when I saw firsthand that my Heavenly Father sent Angels on
errands for me. He carried me. It was the hour when all my fears and all the pain of this world
collided together and He was there...putting back together all the pieces, one step at a time.

About the AuthorEducation: I graduated in 2007 from Utah State University with a Bachelor's



Degree in Family, Children, and Human Development. With a desire to help others struggling
through their own difficult times, I never knew that my years of studying the human mind and
relationships would provide the skills I later needed to pull my family through our own tragedy. A
moment at a crossroad: In March 2011, I became a widow with five young children. The oldest
were twin girls who were in kindergarten, and the youngest was just six weeks old. There was a
time as their mother when I considered myself a parenting expert. In fact, I thought I should write
a book about what I had learned to raise my children in the perfect manner. However, in the
years that have followed their father's murder, my children have taught me more than I ever
taught them to help them through their trials. Being their mother has been my strength. They
each have given me a purpose and a reason to carry on. They have been angels to me.
Courtroom Trial: In October 2012, I spent the majority of the month in a courtroom. The Rob Hall
murder trial would end with a sentence of Second Degree Murder. Those weeks were heart-
wrenching and nearly unbearable, but my desire to know all the facts kept me going back every
single day. Sitting through the trial was extremely difficult, but it was also a major springboard for
me to find a way to let go of my pain and move forward with my life. Dateline NBC: In January
2013, I made the decision to participate in an interview with Dateline NBC about Emmett's
murder. I was interviewed for several hours. Those hours were empowering. For so long, I had
only shared my side of the story with detectives and close family and friends. It felt good to show
the world that this victim had a voice. They aired our story, Deadly Desire in May 2013. It was
surreal watching myself on television telling a story that still seemed like a bad dream. Blog: Over
two years after the death of my husband, I felt inspired to write about my experiences and
feelings. At first, I didn't plan to share these experiences with anyone, but to gather them into a
book for my children. After posting a segment I had written on my blog on Facebook to share
with my friends, my story spread like wild fire. I soon realized that writing our past, which I had
thought would only be to help my children and me heal, was also a story that gave others hope
in their own lives. Darkness turned to light. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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by CreateSpaceDedicationThis book is dedicated to my babies. It is for them that I write. I pray
that every word will become a source of love, support, encouragement, and strength that they
can carry with them throughout their lives…and hold onto when I am one day gone. When it is
my turn to leave this world, I want no word left unsaid. So until then…I write my thoughts, I write
of my pain, and I keep a log of the faith and hope that have become a part of me. This is a book
about the trials we have overcome together.I know that because of Jesus Christ, all the roads we
have traveled have been blessed with love. I love you kids with all of my heart. I know that without
you, I am nothing, because it is you who have made me who I am today: a mother…your mother.
One day, my dear children, you will be where I am. You will be parents. It will not always be easy.
You will have your own trials, and you will have days when you will wonder how you will possibly
make it. You will have moments when you won’t know where to turn. Remember that we have
been there before; we held hands and together, we became stronger during those moments.
Trials will come and they will be hard, but do not lose your faith. Have courage and hope that all
things will work out for your good if you are true to yourself and to your values. To every mother
who seeks hope for her children…and to every child who has lost hope in the future…you can
make it! Reach for the ones who lift you up; turn to Christ and find the light that only He can
bring. No matter where you stand in those moments of fear and pain…you are not alone if you let
Him steer your course. I know this is true, for I have seen it in the little moments and the big
hurdles of my life. To rise above your trials, you must seek for power greater than any you have
alone. Stand strong in those difficult moments in which you find yourself, and let a power greater
than your own carry you when all you feel capable of doing is falling, for those are the moments
when you must STAND. IntroductionI believe in Jesus Christ. I believe He is the source of truth
for this world. I believe that He came to earth and died for us, so that we can one day live again.
He is my source of higher power. He has given me strength when my own has not been enough.
He has been a light for me through some really dark days. I will be referring to Him and the
foundation He has been in my life. I ask you to read about what I have learned and apply these
truths to your own life. Whether or not you believe in Jesus Christ, or in Heavenly Father,
whatever your source of higher power may be, I want you to seek it and the strength that can



come from finding power from something beyond yourself. I will refer to Christ as my source of
that power.As you ponder about who or what it is that has been your source of strength, peace,
and light in this troubled world, I hope you feel of that spirit as I tell my story of the times when I
was carried by a higher power to a brighter road. I believe in the strength that can come when we
seek it. I believe in a power that is sometimes inexplicable with the knowledge that we, as human
beings, have. I know that each of us is a loved son or daughter of God. I see Him in each person
I have ever met, regardless of the life they have chosen or are choosing to live. I know that we
must put our trust in Him, and that all we do in this life is possible because of Him.There is also
darkness in this world. I have felt it myself, and seen it in others on many occasions. I know that it
is very powerful as well. It has shaken the faith of numerous individuals, some of whom I love
with all my heart. I have watched it destroy many families. It is real. It can be scary. I believe that
this power’s source is Satan. I believe he is the father of all lies and all darkness. He wants us to
fail. He delights in our pain. He wants us to curse God. He has one mission . . . to get as many
souls to fall as he can. It is his extreme darkness unleashed on the world that brought me to the
low points in my life. I have seen the power of this darkness and personally felt its despair. I know
it is real.Yet through all the darkness, I have also seen much light. I have felt the power of light
that can become even stronger than any dark day if we will turn toward it. I have felt peace come
when it felt impossible. I have been carried higher when I wasn’t sure if I would ever see hope
again. This is my story. It is one of how darkness can be made light. It is a story of
hope.PrefaceStand Tall: You Are Not AloneIn life, we are all constantly at crossroads. Some of
these crossroads are life-changing, and others don’t seem to make a difference either way.
These moments come to us sometimes many times a day. Which way to choose…what choice
to make. Do I take back this lipstick that had dropped behind my purse at the store and now I’m
loading all my groceries in the car and I am in a hurry and need to leave? Do I wait at the cross
walk with the little boy who looks lost…even though I’m already running late to take my daughter
to her piano lesson? It is a moment for a young high school girl when she has to decide if she
will walk past the young boy who just got his binder torn out of his hands and his stuff thrown
about the hallway…or if she will stop and help him pick it up and be late for her next class. It is
the moment when a young man sits in a dressing room contemplating walking out of the store
with the T-shirt he just put on under his clothes…or if he takes it off and saves his money to buy it
when he can afford it. A young pregnant mother sits at a crossroad at the abortion clinic. . .
contemplating whether or not she keeps this unborn child or walks out of there today as if
nothing ever happened.Crossroads are always in our lives. They are sometimes small…and
other times very large and heavy. They come to young and old, poor and rich, happy and
depressed. We cannot always control when or how they come. The only part we have control
over, is the outcome. The outcome of any crossroad can be very dark…or it can bring so much
joy for generations to come. We will not always know the ripple effect that our decisions can have
on others around us, but sometimes, our decisions will change another person’s life forever.My
name is Ashlee. I am a victim of murder. Through a series of events and by two shots of a gun, I



was made a widow at the age of 28, with my youngest child just six weeks old. I am a victim of
infidelity. I have felt unlovable. I have felt rejected. I have had days in my life when I wasn’t sure if I
would ever take a breath again, let alone be able to raise my five children by myself. I have lived
in fear. I have felt much heartache. I have felt truly broken to my core. I have carried some heavy
burdens…not only of my own, but burdens put upon my shoulders by the death of my husband. I
have felt alone. I have felt humiliated. I have been humbled to my knees. I have searched my soul
to find my worth in this world, and in the life that was left for me. My world has been totally
shattered. I have faced realities I never knew were possible, and found strength within myself to
keep up the fight and live every day as if it was on purpose. I have been carried by Angels…both
earthly beings and those unseen. I have found that being a “victim” doesn’t mean we have an
excuse to stop living. Being a victim means finding a reason for seeking a higher road. I have
picked up the pieces left and carried on. I am a mother. I am a survivor.In one way or another, we
are all victims. There are times in our lives when we are forced to question who we are at our
core. When we are presented with a path…we can go this way or we can choose that way. For
some, this moment comes when the one person whom we love the most decides we are not
enough. This person leave us—at a most vulnerable moment—alone to search within ourselves
for who we really are. We are left trying to find who it is that was left behind. Sometimes the
person we love dies. Sometimes it is merely an internal battle we are facing…all alone inside our
minds. Whatever the situation and wherever you have been…you have been hurt. You have felt
alone. You have been abandoned, either by your parents, your lover, your friends, complete
strangers, or even yourself. We have all been at that crossroad where all we have left is
ourselves.Sometimes these moments of lows have brought you to your knees and caused you
to reflect and ponder your relationship with God…and other times they have made you question
if He is even there, or if He knows you are alone. Whatever that moment has been for you, it is
personal and real. It has defined and refined who you are, who you think you were, and who you
want to become.This is my story…the defining moments that have truly brought me to my knees,
the times when I’ve questioned to my core my very existence, and the experiences I’ve had that
have shown me who I really am and who my Heavenly Father still needs me to become. The
night of my husband’s death was my darkest hour, but also the very moment when I saw
firsthand that my Heavenly Father sent Angels on errands for me. He carried me. It was the hour
when all my fears and all the pain of this world collided together and He was there…putting back
together all the pieces, one step at a time.Chapter OneSilence BreaksWhen Emmett left that
night, I somehow knew this time was different. He left just as he had on many nights, saying he
was going to go run an errand and be right back…but then not coming home for seven or eight
hours. I knew in my heart that—just as the previous weeks had shown me—he wasn’t coming
back any time soon. My six-week old baby began to cry the minute the garage door shut, just as
he had done every night. This time, his cry seemed to be a panic, which I not only felt in his
screams, but in my heart.I called Emmett to beg him to come back…no answer. I said a prayer…
I pleaded that the nightmares I had been having all week about my baby dying would just go



away. This could not be the answer the universe had to get this father to realize what he had
been given in this life! I prayed that the death of his child would not be the thing that shook his
world and helped him want to come home to us. I pleaded with my Heavenly Father that he
would not take my baby. I begged that Emmett would be given a chance to find peace and come
home to us, and that he would be released from this torment that was plaguing his mind and his
choices. I could feel his internal battle of something being wrong. I never heard it from his mouth,
but I could see it all over his face. I pleaded that this feeling of panic I had would be calmed
tonight, and that whatever it took for Emmett to come home and be the father I needed him to
be…would happen. Maybe he could just get arrested and sit in jail for a few nights…thinking of
his amazing life. Maybe he would want to come home to live it. Maybe he could get in a wreck
and sit in a hospital bed, finding a realization that his wife and children were worth it…worth
taking care of, and that it was worth being his wife’s sweetheart and his children’s father. At least
maybe he could see that it was worth coming home to us.After my prayer, I held my screaming
baby in one hand…I held my scriptures in the other hand, and I bounced. For two hours I
bounced. My phone sat nearby…silent. Bouncing…screaming…tears rolling down my cheeks.
Something was so wrong. At about ten p.m., I was overcome by sheer panic. I called and texted
him many times. No response. But how was this different than the hundreds of times he had
ignored my pleas? Two more hours: bouncing…waiting…crying…panic…reading…singing to
my hysterical infant. Would he ever stop crying? Midnight. Baby stopped crying and fell
asleep.Now what? Now I was really alone and the pain sank even deeper in my empty heart. I
went to reach for my phone…who could I call? Emmett wouldn’t answer. What would I say to my
Mom, or my sisters? Would anyone believe me? Something was wrong…I had been saying it for
months. No one really seemed to believe me. I finally decided to lie down and try to sleep. My
head hit my pillow, but the tears just slid down my face. I guess I kind of knew in my heart that
someone was on the way to tell me he had been in a wreck and I could go see him…or that he
had been in a fight and I could go bail him out of jail. At least he would be forced to need me. At
least I could look him in the eye and tell him I was here for him…and maybe for once in all these
crazy months, he would hear me. Maybe this time, he would be in a place to feel our love
pouring out all over him.One a.m.…knock…knock…knock. I had fallen asleep. I don’t know how,
but now I was jolted awake in a dreamy fog. Was all this real? Yes, and it was all going to be
okay…right? Yes. Everything would be fine. Right? Each step to the door felt heavier and
heavier, and my heart was racing like I had just run a thousand miles. Door opens…three people
I had never seen before. Asked if I was Emmett’s wife…asked to come in. “NO! I don’t know
you…just tell me where he is so I can go talk to him!” Ma’am…please let us in…“NO! I am here
alone with my five babies, and I don’t want you in my house. Just tell me!” “Please Ashlee…
please . . .” My sister Ali pulls up to the house…a true inspiration on the part of her boyfriend who
had a strong feeling that she needed to head over to my house. Ali was here, I was going to be
okay. “Fine…come in! Now tell me where he is.” “We need you to sit down . . .” I don’t want to
freaking sit…Okay. We all sit down around my couch, everyone is fidgeting and they won’t look



me in the eye. “Ma’am…there has been an accident…and your husband was killed at the
Walgreens on Linder.”Heart stops…lungs stop…body freezes. “Kandi…Rob…murdered…
affair…gun…Kandi…Emmett…relationship…dead…murdered…Kandi…Rob…gun…Emmett…
dead…husband…gone…father of five…murdered…family…broken…life…stopped…adultery…
lies…secrets…secret life…murdered…gone…widow…alone…secrets…dead . . .”“Kandi…
Emmett…found…dead…babies…fatherless . . .”I don’t remember a single word, just phrases
and pieces. I couldn’t breathe. My heart was pounding into my lungs and my lungs were full of all
the lies, all the secrets that were finally being told to me. And now he was gone. No ‘I am sorry’s’.
No: ‘Please forgive me’s.’ Nothing but emptiness, humiliation, and utter despair. He was gone:
the man to whom I had promised to stick with it through the good and the bad. Now, I had all the
answers as to why it was going so badly, and he wasn’t even here to work with me to make it all
right.All I could think about was our five babies sleeping soundly in their beds, having no idea
that their universe had just been shattered. Where would I even begin? Could I just lie to them?
Could I cover up all the bad stuff and just say he got in a car wreck? NO. That would just be more
lies. Lies are what got us here in the first place. Plus, if they didn’t hear it from me, they would
hear it from friends or read it on the Internet one day, then look back and think I was the liar. But
how could I let them hear this? Me, a mother who hated my kids to even play with toy guns, a
mother who skipped over the word ‘killed’ or ‘dead,’ or ‘murdered’ in our scriptures. And now
their super hero— the man who was supposed to always protect them and keep them safe—had
been brutally gunned down because he was sleeping with another man’s wife. How could I
change that story to protect my innocent babies’ minds?That night was filled with these
questions and turmoil inside myself. I wanted to be able to protect this man whom I had loved for
seven years. I wanted to be able to just take away all the pains that would follow that black night.
But that is not how this world works. We have to face truths, we have to be strong for our babies,
we have to have faith that even on the worst night of our lives, our Heavenly Father is going to
carry us through —carry us through in the words we have to speak, carry us through the painful
truths, and carry us through to keep taking another breath…keeping us moving forward and
living…not only for ourselves but for the ones who need us.I remember walking into my closet
that night to beg Heavenly Father for a ‘do over.’ I begged Him for answers to why all of this was
real. I fell to my knees and pleaded for the peace that I needed. The most peaceful feeling came
over my body. A still, small voice whispered to my heart: “BE STILL…I have been here, and I am
still here. Angels have guarded this home and each of you. None of that has changed. It will be
hard, but you have to keep moving forward. You have to have faith for a brighter day, which will
come as long as you keep protecting these sweet children and having faith in Me. You are not
alone. You have been watched over, and I am proud of you. I believe in you. Now is the time
when you have to decide if your testimony has been in your perfect life and your husband, or if
your testimony is in Me. Ashlee, be still. Breath. You did all you could. You did your best. I am so
proud of you. You were an amazing wife; you are an incredible mother. You are still you. Do not
let this define who you will become. You are still the Ashlee you have always been, and I see so



much good in you. Believe in yourself and do not doubt who you are because of the pain you
now feel so deeply. Find forgiveness and peace. This is the time to find the beauty that is still all
around you. Make the world a better place for those children I have blessed you with. I will carry
you when it gets unbearable, but I need you to STAND.”And there it was…the defining moment I
was praying so hard for Emmett to receive. The moment when you realize that all you have and
all you are doing is worth it because Heavenly Father is proud of you. He is the reason you have
been given all that you have. Why we couldn’t have had that moment together, I will never know
for sure, but I understood that the “Why” in life was sometimes not always answered. It is the
“How” in life we have to seek. How can I show my Father in Heaven that I believe Him when He
said He watched over me and has been with me? I can keep living, and move forward. He asked
me that night to be more than just me…He asked me to believe in Him and have faith that He
would be there to help me through it all. And day by day, He gave me opportunities to
accomplish things and to continue to find ways to do all that He asked of me. That night, He
asked me to have faith, but then, He not only gave me the courage to follow that faith, He laid out
before me the path that would bring me the peace and healing He desired for me. Peace and
healing has come in a series of moments…one step at a time.Heavenly Father loves each one
of us individually, regardless of the choices we make. He sees our worth as a person no matter
who we are. He saw the beauty of all the letters sent to us to brighten our days. He saw all the
times people dropped by to take my kids to a movie or a hockey game. He saw every floor that
was mopped and toilet that was cleaned. He saw all the closets in my house that were
organized, and the meals brought in with love. He saw the checks that were written. He read the
emails that gave me strength. He witnessed the blankets that were sewn for my babies out of
their daddy’s clothes. Not one good deed we do on this earth goes unnoticed. Even though, at
times, we all feel a little invisible…He is always there. He sends his love in ways that we don’t
always realize come from Him. And sometimes, He uses us to be someone else’s Angel. Each
one of us was made just the way we are…on purpose.I think the moment I truly understood
unconditional love was when we were sitting in Rob’s murder trial. For three weeks, we all sat
there: Emmett’s family on one side, and Rob’s on the other. We all listened to the facts. We all
knew exactly what happened. The facts were the facts. I watched his family. I watched his
Mother. She loves her son. She is aware of the fact that he isn’t perfect, and that he made a life-
altering decision, and yet her love for him as her son lives on. That is how I see our Father
viewing all of us. We all make mistakes. Some of them are life-changing, and some of them will
never be known by anyone else…and yet our Heavenly Father loves us still. He sees our worth,
He finds good in us. We are still His son or daughter.Whatever path has led you down roads you
wish you could change, there is still hope. You can find a way back to the road you always
dreamed of as a kid. You can be anything you want to be. Our past does not have to define our
future. We have the power to make a change. We can become whoever we choose to be.
Nobody can tell you that you do not have worth, because no matter who you are…you do.I don’t
think I truly knew that until all the things that gave me a sense of self-worth were taken away.



Find your sense of worth by being the best person you can be. Find it by writing letters to
someone in their need. Find it in serving someone else. Find it by becoming selfless and living
your life to make your Heavenly Father proud of you, because every other outside source
powering your view of your self-worth can literally be taken away in a second. All that we have in
our lives is because of Jesus Christ. He is the reason for every blessing. So let us live each
moment in gratitude for the fragile blessings we all have.Chapter TwoAngelsI think I was in
shock literally from the moment those words hit my ears until long after the funeral a week later.
There are parts of days of which I literally have no memory whatsoever. Living in shock is an out-
of-body experience. Sometimes looking back, I am still not entirely sure if that was even really
me, or a bad movie.I do remember the clock ticking closer and closer to seven a.m. that next
morning and dreading hearing footsteps on the stairs. I knew my children would wake up as
usual…like on a normal morning. I knew I had a big job to do. By the time morning came, my
house was filled with family and friends. Many of them had received texts or calls in the middle of
their sleep, and got in their cars to drive hours through the night.When the sounds of my little
ones did come, my body hurt. How could any mother do this? I was frozen inside. All five kids
came and sat down on the couch, in the same place where I had sat just hours before. But this
time, I was on the other end. This time, I was the one looking around the room trying hard not to
make eye contact with them.Surrounded by family and with the help of my bishop, we taught
them about Heaven. I held baby Tytus in my arms and we talked about how he had just come
down from Heaven to join our family just six short weeks earlier. My bishop wore a glove on his
hand. We told them that there had been an accident and that—just like when you take a glove off
your hand—Daddy Emmett’s spirit had gone back to that place from which Tytus had just come.
Daddy was no longer on this earth any more. He was now with Heavenly Father and Jesus.Their
eyes pierced my soul. I could see utter despair and panic stirring in their little minds. The oldest
of the twins began to cry hysterically. The other kids didn’t move. They just sat there looking at
me with the same look I felt…“What are we supposed to do now?”Night came again. I had now
been awake for forty-eight hours, and my body showed no signs of letting sleep set in ever
again. I remember crying so hard that night in my mother’s arms that I don’t think one ounce of
liquid was left in my entire body. She just held me while I sobbed. I would stop and punch my
pillow as if maybe it could take all the pain out of my body. Then I would sob some more. It
seemed that every emotion was attacking my heart. The sadness would hit…then the anger
would take over again. It was like a ship being tossed to and fro in the ocean; back and forth.The
easy part was the anger, because then I didn’t have to miss him. I tried hard to keep my mind
there…focusing on just those last months we had experienced together. The anger allowed
every good memory to disappear and only the pain to have a voice. I felt safe when the anger
had the power. It was when the despair would roll in that it was almost more than I could bear.
Memories of the life we had created. Thoughts about the dreams we had once shared; reality
that I now had to make those dreams come true without him. Sleep finally came, and within what
seemed like minutes, I was awake again.The next morning is one that I remember as if it all



happened yesterday. I know at some point I was awake in the night to feed the baby, but the only
thing that woke me up that morning was the muffled sounds of my children’s voices. It was a faint
noise, and I couldn’t make out anything they were saying.My heart was racing and I felt out of my
body. I was foggy and shaky, and I felt like the world around me should have no right to keep
turning. The morning before, I had sat my children down to tell them that their dad had been shot
and killed. This morning, I had nothing left. I peeled myself out of bed and opened my bedroom
door. The house was dark, but I could see the outline of my four oldest children sitting around
the kitchen table with a big box right in the center. They were frantically writing on papers and
throwing them inside the box. “What are you guys doing?” I asked. My oldest daughter, Bailey,
paused for only a second, long enough to look up at me and say, “Mom…yesterday there was a
tsunami in Japan. Grandma told us that lots of little boys and girls lost their moms and dads…
and we are sending them this package to help them know that they are loved and that we are
praying for them.”I grabbed some of their letters and, with tears rolling down my face, I read a
few out loud: “I know you feel sad, but Heavenly Father loves you. We are praying for you.” “You
will see your dad again someday.” “I wish I could take the pain away.” “You are loved.”These
children were in the darkest hour they had ever known…and yet they weren’t sitting around
feeling sorry for themselves. How could this be? They were reaching out to comfort others who
were in pain. That day, they were a light for me.That moment and that box were one of the
greatest blessings of strength I could have ever received. That was the moment when I knew I
had little Angels in my home to help lead the way for me to find a higher road and press on until
we could breathe again.For anyone else who has ever felt Angels—seen or unseen— standing
in their presence…it is a tender mercy sent straight from God. I knew I had to keep moving—
despite the fact that my soul had almost had more than it could take—even if it was THEIR faith
that would sometimes be what carried us.It is when we cannot do it anymore that He sends us
such blessings. This life is so hard at times, but I am so thankful for the little boxes and blessings
that can be a beacon of light to help us find our way.What is the purpose of life? The purpose of
life is to become like Christ through a series of tests that can, at times, make us want to abandon
Him entirely. It is to find the blessings when some might find only a curse. This life is to help us
find our strengths when we are constantly bombarded with weaknesses, temptations, trials, and
pain. It’s to find joy in the little things. This life is for us to come to see that all we have is Him. No
matter where we are, what we have, or what we have lost, Christ has felt our pain. He knows our
name, and He hears our prayers. This life is just a blink in the eternal path we are trying to
navigate, but it is that blink that will determine where our hearts long to be when we die. It is
during these brief moments that we will prove our testimonies. We have this chance to show God
that we will be strong in our faith, no matter what blocks our path. We will be diligent to the
missions He sent us here to fulfill. The purpose of this life is to discover where He wants us to
be, and to learn to find joy wherever we are. And when we are able to do this, nothing Satan
throws our way will ever cause us to forget who carried us through the darkness.Chapter
ThreeWhat is Forgiveness?What is forgiveness? For me, it had always been an exchange of



words: a mutual agreement after a wrong had been done that all was forgiven. My life had been
filled with moments where I or someone else had to ask for forgiveness—and it always felt like
an easy thing to do. In the past, when I heard those sweet words, there was never a doubt that I
would forgive the person and move on. I felt I had mastered the art of forgiveness at every
opportunity that had presented itself, and now here I was…left with three people I knew I had to
forgive. Only this time, contrary to everything I had experienced up to this point, I was never
going to hear from any of them that they were sorry. Emmett was gone. His chance to ever say
the words I needed to hear was gone. And the other two…well, I barely knew them.Some
months earlier, as summer turned to fall, Emmett finally passed the bar. He started talking about
a paralegal he was going to hire. She wanted him to start his own criminal defense firm and she
had offered to come and lead his team. He said she wouldn’t be able to start until after
Christmas because she had to wait to get her giant Christmas bonus, so she would just be
sending him clients under the table from the firm where she currently worked.Red flags started
going off like sirens in my mind! I immediately thought back to my single years, dating guys who
were still technically dating someone else but who were trying to get me to secretly date them on
the side. Emmett told me the paralegal had been treated badly by her boss and she wanted him
to file a lawsuit against him for maltreatment of her and other former employees. She also told
Emmett she needed protection from her husband, who was verbally, emotionally, and physically
abusive. She wanted Emmett’s protection and help in finding a good divorce attorney.“She is an
older lady,” he told me. “She is like a mother figure to me. She really believes in me and says I’m
an amazing attorney.” It sounded like trouble to me, and I told him exactly how I felt about it. If
anyone was going to come work for us, I wanted to make sure we did it the right way, and had no
baggage that could get us into a sticky situation. My questioning didn’t go over well. Looking
back, I realize I shouldn’t have given up so easily…because that feeling that came into my heart
was completely accurate. This woman—who professed to be so picked on and abused—would
not only come to work for my husband…she would change my life forever.Well, as good bosses
tend to do, the paralegal’s employer figured out that she had been sending his clients to Emmett
and he fired her. In a matter of hours…she had landed her new employment at Emmett’s
bankruptcy office. And so began their criminal law office. I think I got a phone call from Emmett
saying, “Well Kandi got fired…She is starting today and I am going to make a lot of money with
her here.” Money—a very overrated replacement for relationships and love. A necessity I learned
to despise. And they did. They started bringing in a lot of money.One day, I had a doctor’s
appointment downtown, and I decided to go surprise Emmett in hopes that he had a minute to
take me to lunch—something we had never done since our move to our new town. I pulled into
the parking lot behind the office. Directly behind Emmett’s truck was her car. It was parked at an
angle, almost touching his. I remember just staring at it. In hind sight, it was like she had parked
behind him, as if to say…“I own you now. You don’t leave the office until I do.” Her license plate
read ‘Kandi’s.’ I got a pit in my stomach. I hobbled my pregnant belly up the ramp and walked
back towards Emmett’s office. Everyone was looking at me as if I were wearing no clothes. Was I



missing something?Emmett’s office door was shut. I was about to knock when one of the
secretaries said, “He is in there with Kandi. I dare you to just walk in!” And so I did. They were
giggling, and then turned and looked at me as if I were a ghost. That was the first time I met
Kandi. She had on a mini-skirt and hooker boots. Her cleavage was everywhere! She was
older…she looked like she was being paid for her “not-so-professional” services. I felt nauseous.
I felt she was definitely not the type of woman to whom Emmett would be attracted. She was
older…and that was reassuring to my poor mind that had been playing tricks on me at an
incredible rate since hearing about this situation. I felt like a crazy person! One minute, my heart
would tell me they were having an affair…and then my logic would kick in and calm down my
nerves. “She is old. …You are a great mother and wife. He loves you.…You are the one who is
the mother of his soon-to-be five children. You have always given him everything when it came to
being intimate. …You are enough. You are encouraging and supportive.…Why on earth would
he want her?”And so began my many months of this internal battle. I knew she was no good, and
yet…I believed every word I heard about her from Emmett; but I entertained every doubt that
bubbled up inside of me and that inner instinct was like a fire ready to ignite. Something wasn’t
quite right.Kandi and I met on a few other occasions, mainly when I showed up at the office. One
time, after the baby was born, she even held him. He had just fallen asleep in his car seat, and I
really wanted to just show him to everyone. Emmett was adamant that she hold him. She sent
Emmett home with beautiful gifts: blankets and outfits for the baby, and even a care package for
me. She even offered to babysit him so the rest of us could go to a movie. That was an idea I
quickly squelched because of my internal battle about whether she really was just a kind, older
woman who believed in Emmett…or if she was trying to destroy my family. She was always kind.
She even sent me thank you notes on Facebook for her Christmas present.I had no obvious
reason to doubt Emmett’s assurance that she was an amazing paralegal who would make him
lots of money and help him start his business.Now for Rob. I had only actually heard his name
one time before March 11, 2011. It was just a few weeks earlier, on our way back from the movie
when Kandi had insisted on babysitting Tytus. All seven of us were in the car. Emmett had
posted something on Facebook about a run-in with a Californian…“who could talk big…but
couldn’t walk the walk.” I asked him about it. He said that it was Kandi’s husband, Rob…“who
needed to get a clue.” I finally asked a question for which I had wanted an answer for a long time.
I said, “I understand that you are worried about an employee, but why is it your job to protect
her?” He didn’t answer right away. I am sure he was debating in his mind what the real answer
was, and what the answer he wanted me to hear was going to be. All he said was, “Well
someone has got to.”As a person, Emmett was a protector. He was an amazing friend, and
would always have anyone’s back. That was one of his qualities that caused me to fall in love
with in him. And yet, in that moment, my heart wanted to pound out of my chest. I felt a panic, as
if there were more to this story about these people. He didn’t want to talk about it anymore. So, I
was left to hallucinate in my mind the ‘whats’ and the ‘whys’ to try to make sense of it all.Rob
Hall. I knew his name, but I had never seen his face. Then, for the year and a half after March 11,



Rob Hall was just a mug shot in my mind. A mug shot I would scream at while driving alone in my
car. A picture I would silently talk to every morning as I sat alone in my bathroom doing my make-
up. For a year and half, while awaiting the trial, his mug shot silently consumed me. I saw him…
or her…in every store I entered, and in almost every person I passed. I scanned the room in
restaurants before sitting down to order my food. I looked out every window I walked past at my
home…searching for that mug shot, expecting him to be pointing his gun at me.Three people;
three different crossroads that had all collided and exploded. Everywhere we go, we meet
people. Each of them different. Our paths cross, sometimes without a sound. And other times, as
they cross, they destroy our paths and leave a hole. We aren’t really given a map of where to go
in life, but we are given those feelings inside. Those deeply rooted impressions that something is
not quite right. I never got answers about those feelings, until after the explosion—probably
because I was naïve…but mainly because I didn’t believe in myself. I doubted impressions that
possibly could have made a difference.As I knelt in my closet that night after Emmett’s death, I
thought the answer to my prayer was that I had forgiven each of them—like putting a check on a
list of the things Heavenly Father was asking me to do. I thought for sure, if He was asking right
then…that I could accomplish said check marks the moment I knew I had to let it go. Little did I
know that my pain and my anger and my need to forgive would literally start eating me
alive.Chapter FourWhispers of LoveIt was crazy that during the very week when all I wanted to
do was lie in bed in the fetal position—and try to figure out where to begin to grieve—I also had
an endless list of responsibilities to accomplish. I felt like I didn’t even have a minute to sit down
and think, which at the time, I hated. However, looking back, that lack of time to think probably
saved my life. I had to do the normal stuff that needs to be done when a person passes away:
calls to phone companies to turn off Emmett’s—and ironically Kandi’s—cell phones. Meetings
with bankers to try to figure out the best way to create bank accounts to allow me to be the
representative to pay off clients whose cases were not complete. Meetings with the office to try
to decide who and what individuals needed their money back. Cleaning out Emmett’s office.
Meeting with the mortuary to plan the funeral.Then I had a separate list of responsibilities that
had to do with the murder investigation. Meetings with detectives. Answering questions about
everything I knew. I wanted them to have every piece of information I could give them. I wanted
the truth to be told, so that they had everything they needed to do their job to the very best of
their abilities. I told them every detail of my side of the story, and everything I knew about the
three individuals involved.It was like being in a dream when I walked into the mortuary. I ordered
the programs, picked out the casket and flowers. I kind of sat there pretending like I was an
actress, and that this wasn’t really happening. I had a lump in my throat the entire time we were
there. My stepfather drove me home, and tears just slid down my cheek. How was this real? I
couldn’t plan a funeral! I wouldn’t! On that drive home, I made up my mind to just pretend that it
wasn’t real, and to procrastinate long enough for someone else to come plan the funeral for me. I
felt that if I could just ignore it…then maybe it all wouldn’t be real. I wasn’t able to deal with the
finality of deciding who would speak, and who would say the closing prayer. I wasn’t going to do



it, and that was final.We walked into the house. I went into my room to feel sorry for myself for a
little bit. I lay down on my bed. Tears welled up in my eyes and slid down, soaking my pillow. All
of the sudden, I got this strong impression. GRAB A PEN. I grabbed a paper and a pen and I
started to write. Within about five minutes, every detail of the funeral was written down on my
paper. Every name of the pallbearers, every speaker, and the order of those who would speak.
Even down to who would dedicate the grave. I didn’t do any of it. My pen just wrote, as I
continued to sob.I walked out of my room to type up my husband’s funeral. As I read it out loud, I
felt the spirit so strongly. It was exactly how Emmett would have wanted it. It all made sense. He
knew I couldn’t do this job by myself…so he did it for me.The day of the viewing arrived. My
biggest fear was that Kandi would show up—that she would try to come and steal yet another
day from me. It consumed me as I got ready. At one point, I had thought the viewing should be
closed-casket because of the location of the bullet holes, but with make-up, the morticians had
done an amazing job with his appearance.I got there early to have some time alone with him. I
yelled. I cried. Alone in a room with a body. How did we get here? Why did this have to be the
end of everything on which I had worked so hard? I am not sure how long I spent in there, and I
have no idea of who could hear me. It felt good to shout at him. It felt good to tell him how mad I
was that he had put me through all of this. I blamed him for the hours I had spent that week with
detectives instead of with our children. I wanted to hit him. I wanted to hold him. I wanted to
shake him and tell him that he couldn’t do this to me. He couldn’t leave me alone! He had
promised to help me throughout this life. He had promised to take care of me. He had promised
me that we would have it all.The viewing began. I was still alone. His family members began
trailing in the room. Some were mad and yelled at me for having the casket open. Others
wouldn’t come talk to me. All of us were dealing with our emotions in our own ways. They
huddled in a corner, so I stood by his casket alone. People began to trickle in. No one really
knew what to say. Everyone was crying. Not me. I somehow believed that I had to be strong for
all these people who had come to say goodbye to their friend, their neighbor, their boss, their
cousin, their son. I thought that maybe if I could be strong, they could all make it though their
own grief. Then in walked my mom. She ran over and grabbed my hand. My throat burned from
holding back tears. I had to fight them off. My face was on fire.People streamed in from all over.
People from our past. People from our current life. Hundreds of hugs. I felt the love and strength
each person brought, but I wasn’t about to show them I was weak. I was in zombie mode. I
wasn’t comforting anyone…I was a stone wall. My friend Lyric had collected pictures and made
a video to some of our favorite songs. All of the sudden, they turned it on…and that’s when the
dam burst. My tears didn’t just start sliding down my face—they poured. All the emotion that had
been bottled inside me up to this point came flying out. Now as I hugged people, I actually let
them in. I needed them. Each hug spoke to my soul. You are loved. You can do this. We are here
for you. And my soul began to speak back. I am thankful for your love. I need you. Thanks for
being here for me today.I wasn’t alone. I had thousands of people who believed in me. I had so
many who came because they loved me. They loved Emmett. They loved these kids.I had the



kids stay in the playroom so people could go see them after they visited with Emmett. I didn’t
want them to see their Dad this way. A decision I would later question…but what I felt at that time
was the best decision. When the viewing was over and the casket was closed, we brought in the
kids. I don’t know that they totally comprehended what it was we were doing. They just wanted to
touch the casket and try to look inside. Everyone in the room just stopped and watched them.
The children were tender as they whispered to the box. They whispered about memories. They
talked about love.In our faith, soon after a baby is born, the father gives that child a name and
blessing, something Emmett had not had the opportunity to do. So, I asked my brother Jeff to
bless Tytus. A huge group of men came and surrounded the casket. With Emmett in the middle
of it all, Jeff gave Tytus the blessing his father couldn’t. It was a tender moment for me. I don’t
think it made sense to anyone else, but for me it was beautiful. It allowed Emmett to be a part of
one last thing with our baby boy: the baby he would never see take his first bite of food or first
steps. He would miss it all.No one seemed to want to leave. We all just kind of stood there
waiting. The funeral director finally ushered everyone out to their cars. I don’t think anyone knew
what to do with themselves.One thing I remember about that night was my stepsister Rachel
playing with my hair. I just laid myself face down on my couch and she ran her fingers threw my
hair…over and over. It was the first time all week that I actually felt relaxed, like I was in another
place. The tears still flowed, but for once I wasn’t thinking at all.I had many family members
staying with me that night, but my tears didn’t stop until long after they had gone to bed and were
asleep. I sat in my room wide-eyed. I wondered how I would handle another day of tears. I
wondered how the funeral would go the next day. I didn’t know how I could possibly be strong
enough to take this another day. I had to make it through one more day…just one more
day.Chapter FiveThe TruthWill Set You FreeThe funeral took place on March 17, 2011: St.
Patrick’s Day. Emmett loved that holiday. His ancestors were from Ireland, and he was named
after one of them. So it didn’t surprise me that it was the day on which we celebrated Emmett’s
life.I woke up that morning in hopes that the night before had all been a bad dream. It hadn’t. The
limo driver from the funeral home came to pick us up. All the kids piled in, excited to ride in a limo
for the first time. My mother rode with us.The limo driver started to drive towards the church
where the funeral was to take place. My heart started to pound. He was taking the route that
would pass by Walgreens. I hadn’t yet been able to drive by, and I wasn’t about to have the trip to
the funeral be the first time. I started having a panic attack, and I just stared at my mom. She
could tell exactly what I was thinking. She gestured up to the driver and asked him if he could
turn around and go the long way to the church. He very patiently apologized, turned around, and
took us to the church the long way. The church was busting at the seams. Emmett’s popularity
and ability to make friends was certainly apparent everywhere I looked. The halls were lined with
people.Family had gathered in the viewing room with the casket. I think shock had given me an
adrenaline boost, because today I felt stronger than I anticipated. I had my babies by my side.
We walked in and took our place on the front row. Someone came and got Kaleeya to take her to
the nursery. I hated to see her go, but I also knew that she would be very distracting and restless.



My good friend Brittany had been asked to take Tytus. I wanted them to be in the building, but I
didn’t want to worry about them during the service. My stepfather said the family prayer in the
viewing room before the family members joined the rest of the congregation in the chapel. He
was so eloquent with each sentence he spoke. The spirit filled the room, and I had chills all over
my body.They asked us to begin the line to follow the casket into the chapel. It was still bustling
with people, and was filled clear to the back. People were even standing in corners because
every seat had been taken. I scanned the room to make sure Kandi wasn’t anywhere to be
seen…a talent I have become skilled at as the years have rolled by. We turned to go down the
aisle to our seats when Teage pulled on my hand and said, “I can’t do this Mom…I need to
leave.” I leaned down and gave him a kiss. “I understand buddy. I don’t want to do this either.”
“Mom…I have to go find Kaleeya.” So my little boy went to the nursery to join his sister. Later, my
friend Emily—who was there with the children—told me that when he was asked if was okay, he
said only these few words: “My Daddy is in a box.”
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Sanderd, “Revitalizing. Through the most painful experience a loving wife could experience, The
author demonstrates how faith is really at the core of her experiences. Though I have not
experienced her circumstances, I have endured a pain so deep thatv8 never thought I would
experience joy again, yet my faith carried me through that as well and the words in this book
brought more light to my soul, light that I didn't even realize I needed until I read this book. Thank
you for sharing Ashlee!”

Geri, “Tragic Story. Ashlee and her children are examples for us all. Because of an affair Emmett
Corrigan and Kandi Hall had, Kandi's husband decided to snuff out the husband and father of 5
children.His name is Rob Hall and neither Kandi or Rob take any responsibility for the tragedy
they catapulted Ashlee and her children intoAshlee writes eloquently how all of this has affected
her and her children's lives. It makes me sad but also angry. Rob did not have to bring a gun to
confront Emmett. He's also lying. Emmett never grabbed the gun. His fingerprints weren't on it
and neither was the presence of GSRI highly recommend this book. It's a cautionary tale. I feel
for Ashlee and her children”

Jenn, “Hurt, healing, honesty, transparency, authenticity, and grace--this woman is amazing!.
The grace and courage of this woman are beyond words. I live in the same community as
Ashlee, yet have not met her, nor any of the people mentioned in the book. I will say, that this
type of crime shakes our little community. I cannot even imagine being the victim in this story.
The book, while it could have been filled with bitterness and cynicism (and rightfully so!) was
filled with honesty, transparency, authenticity and radical reality.My heart has been touched and
changed because of this book! ”

MJ, “Amazing and uplifting. Warning: Get your tissues out. This is a tear jerker.. Moving story. I
loved reading this book. I appreciate the struggle she went through and admire her for her
strength and courage. Ashlee takes the reader through a heartfelt journey of her life and all the
struggles she went through. She deals with infidelity, the loss of a loved one, having words left
unspoken and no one to hear them, because the person she loved and trusted most in the world
was the person who betrayed her. She gave me courage and strength to deal with my silly life in
the face of all she went through raising five children on her own. I am so happy for her that her
faith prevailed and she found the happiness that she so deserves. Fly high pretty bird. Your nest
is safe now. You can exhale. Wonderful book!”

mrs sm smail, “... anyone with any trial in life as it gives good advice and food for thought Ashlee
Birk writes beautifully. Absolutely fabulous book very uplifting would help anyone with any trial in
life as it gives good advice and food for thought Ashlee Birk writes beautifully .”



SBM, “a must read. A beautiful book written by an amazing person who stood through extreme
hardships. Thank you Ashlee for sharing your beliefs and experience with us.”

Julie, “Five Stars. Amazing!! Hands down, amazing”

Kassy, “Five Stars. Good book!”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 215 people have provided feedback.
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