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Darlie Lynn Routier

In 1997, a court found Darlie Lynn Routier
guilty of probably the worst of human crimes: killing two of her
natural children in cold-blood. Motive is still a mystery, but the
prosecution painted her as a shrewish, materialistic young woman
who, sensing her lavish lifestyle crumbling, slew her two sons
Damon and Devon in a mad attempt to resuscitate her and her
husband's personal economy.

The following story relates the events of the
murder and those leading up to her sensational trial, resulting in
her conveyance to death row in Dallas, where she awaits death
through lethal injection. The evidence against Darlie was damaging
and, in retrospect, her defending counsel had little hope for her
acquittal.

But, recent findings in her case have cast a
doubt over her guilt at least over the legalities that brought her
thumbs down to death row. Therefore, the final chapter in this
report is dedicated to the most recent controversy that may result
in a new trial for Darlie Lynn Routier.







Darlie






Blonde, hazel-eyed Darlie was born in
Altoona, Pennsylvania, on January 4, 1970, the first-born child of
Darlie and Larry Peck. Doted on as a child, her first encounter
with the harshness of life occurred at seven years old, when her
parents divorced and the domestic security she knew tilted. A year
later, her mother remarried a man named Dennis Stahl and, as Darlie
entered her teens, the family moved to the vastly different climate
of Lubbock, Texas.
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Darlie-First Grade

Darlie Routier was in first grade when this school
photo was taken

Little Darlie and her siblings two natural
and two step sisters got on together well and helped each other
through the difficult transition of hometowns and schools. The
toughest part of their young lives was having to endure their
parents' constant squabbling and sometimes violent fighting.
Eventually, the Stahl's marriage faded and Darlie's mother was once
again in search of a new spouse and her girls were without a father
figure. As Darlie entered her teens, the family moved to the vastly
different climate of Lubbock, Texas.
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Darlie at prom

Darlie Routier poses at her senior prom in Lubbock in
1987, when the future seemed full of promise.






She had met Darin in a Western Sizzlin' where
her mother worked and so did Darin as a cook. The mother found him
a bright, talkative good-looking boy with ambitious plans for his
future; he would be, she figured, a good catch for her oldest
daughter. Playing matchmaker, she introduced the two kids and by
all reports it was love at first sight for both of them. The
dark-haired tall boy with wavy hair flipped for the
five-foot-three, heart-faced Lubbock belle with the big eyes. And
she, in turn, for him.
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Darin and Darlie in photo booth

Darin Routier and Darlie Peck were dating when this
photo was snapped.

They dated in high school and continued to
correspond after Darin, two years older than she, went away to a
technical college in Dallas. A preface of things to come occurred
at Darin's going-away party. There, according to a friend named,
Darlie showed a possessive and cunning nature that lay hidden under
her surface sweetness. Darlie was annoyed that she wasn't getting
enough attention, so she left the party. Then she came back
frantic, claiming that someone had tried to rape her. That ruse
gave her just the attention that she craved.
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Darin and Darlie formal portrait

A young Darin and Darlie Routier posed for this photo
in the late 1980s.







After graduating high school, Darlie joined
her boyfriend in Dallas where he had been hired as a technician at
a computer chip company. Landing a job with the same firm, the
couple lived together while saving their money until, in August of
1988, they married. The couple honeymooned first-class in
Jamaica.

After moving to the Dallas area he began his
own small company that tested electronic components and when he
became a success in the early nineties they bought a nice house and
spent thousands getting it just how they wanted. Darin bought a
thirty-foot cabin cruiser and a 1982 Jaguar. They went a little
wild with their money and Darlie bought new boobs and flashy
jewelry.

The company that Darin started was called
Testnec. In 2013 at the time of the writing of this story Testec is
located in Lubbock, TX. It is still categorized under Electronic
Parts and Equipment; county records show that this company has
annual revenue of $75,000.

















Trouble in Paradise






Their first child was born on June 14, 1989 a
healthy boy named Devon Rush to be followed by another son on
February 19, 1991 Damon Christian. With two children and a home
company that grew so fast that the owners found it necessary to buy
space in an upscale office building, the Routiers' life seemed to
be following the quality dream of the new American family.
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Devon and Damon Routier

By 1992, their company had earned them a
small fortune. The up-and-coming couple yearned to practice the
prestige due them and had a house built in Dalrock Heights
Addition, an affluent suburb of Rowlett, adjacent to Lake Ray
Hubbard. This community of upper-class businessmen and women
bragged crime-free streets and happy families.

The $130,000 two-story home of Georgian
design resembled a miniature mansion with classic porch, colonial
shutters and a working fountain on the front lawn.
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5801 Eagle Drive






Complementing their new life, the family
boasted a Jaguar, sitting waxed and gleaming in a circular
driveway.
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Routier family

Darlie was happy. And she was a very good
mother, doting on her two children, living to celebrate the good
times with them. At Christmas, their house was the most illumined,
at Halloween their windows displayed more goblins than any other,
at Thanksgiving the Routier's turkey was the largest and most
flavorful. On the children's birthdays, Darlie threw gorgeous
parties inviting classmates for an afternoon of frolic in their
spacious entertainment center.

But, there was another side of Darlie, claim
some who knew her a side that loved to show off to cover a low
self-esteem. She reveled in materialism and impression, often to
the point of the bizarre. When she decided to get breast implants,
she opted for size EE like the kind women had in Playboy and
Penthouse. When she bought clothes, they were revealing
outfits she wore out for a night's dancing just to grab the
attention of onlookers. Her wardrobe bills skyrocketed.

Darlie's detractors say that her need to be
the flashiest, gaudiest eventually overcame everything else in her
life including her children. Neighbors complained that Damon and
Devon, not far past the toddler stage, were left unsupervised. And
when she did attend to them, she often seemed bothered at having to
take the time to do so. Her patience with them decreased.

Roots of domestic problems surfaced.
Celebrants at a Christmas party silently watched as Darlie and
Darin argued violently when Darlie danced too many times with
another man. There were rumors of extramarital dating by both
partners. But, the couple continued to play the surface charade,
buying buying, buying. They bought a 27-foot cabin cruiser and a
space at the dock to board it at the exclusive Lake Ray Hubbard
Marina.

Friends who were aware of their problems were
happy when Darlie became pregnant early in 1995; they counted on
the new baby as the common denominator to re-new the couple's love
for each other. But, after Drake was born on October 18, 1995, the
mother suffered postpartum depression. Mood swings drew sudden
tempers and dark rages.

Not helping matters was the state of their
finances, which, despite good business profits from Testnec, did
not meet the exorbitant lifestyle Darlie and Darin preferred to
live and had grown used to. Ends suddenly did not meet.

Asserts Barbara Davis in Precious
Angels: "Testnec would gross more than a quarter of a million
dollars (in 1995). Almost $12,000 worth of new equipment was
purchased for the flourishing business. The Routiers' tax return
for the year indicated a gross income of $264,000. With a profit
range of 40 percent, the couple netted a little over $100,000."

Darlie was unable to shed the weight gain she
had acquired since her last pregnancy and grew increasingly
antagonistic. She dropped diet pills that didn't work. A fact that,
when the couple battled, Darin would remind her of, knowing he'd
hit her tender spot

Cost-cutting measures ignored, spending
sprees accelerating, their financial troubles deepened. The toll on
their serenity was excruciating. Testnec was losing money and Darin
was unable to pay himself the salary he required, nor pay Darlie
anything at all for doing the books, which she had let go in her
depression. Creditors fell upon them, demanding late bills. On
Saturday, June 1, their bank denied them a much-needed loan of
$5,000.

Darlie sporadically kept a diary. There were
times she would attend to it daily, followed by long absences. On
May 3, 1996, contemplating suicide, she wrote, "Devon, Damon and
Drake, I hope you will forgive me for what I am about to do. My
life has been such a hard fight for a long time, and I just can't
find the strength to keep fighting anymore. I love you three more
than anything else in this world and I want all three of you to be
healthy and happy and I don't want you to see a miserable person
every time you look at me..."

Darin walked in on her while she was writing
and noticed the tears swelling in her eyes. She broke down and
confessed the terrible thoughts of suicide that had been running
hot through her brain. He held her and they talked long into the
afternoon. By the end of the conversation, she had calmed. For one
afternoon, they loved each other again.

A month later something snapped. And flushed
up hell.








June 6, 1996


Dawn had not yet arrived over the posh
neighborhood of Dalrock Heights Addition, near Rowlett, Texas, and
in a bird's eye view the usually safe-and-coddled environs of the
upper-class community looked peaceful and tranquil before the new
day. But, at 5801 Eagle Drive, discordance roared. Evil
rampaged.

The first outsider to hear of the troubles
raging within was Doris Trammell, night dispatcher for the Rowlett
Police Department. She was surprised when the emergency phone rang
at 2:31 a.m. troubles were few there, for it was the kind of
community known as a safe haven from the rest of the world, a place
to raise a family but her nonchalance was jolted. A hysterical
female voice at the other end of the line was telling a terrible
story.

The voice screamed, "Somebody broke in to our
house...They just stabbed me and my children..." Trammell shocked
upright in her chair, captured her senses, then tried to calm the
woman, tried to get the details in as orderly manner as possible.
But, the caller continued to scream panic-stricken into the
mouthpiece from her home..."My little boys are dying! Oh my God, my
babies are dying!"

Trammell's fingers scrambled for and punched
the main police unit line; she side-mouthed into the microphone,
"Stand by for medical emergency, woman and children stabbed!" then
advised the woman at the other end to hold on while she summoned an
ambulance. But the woman continued to sob and yelp, without
hesitation, "My babies are dying! My babies
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