To Whom It May Concern:

I wanted to inform you on how the murder of my daughter, Valerie Diane Ancira Zavala, has affected my family’s life, my life, and how unfair it would be for the juvenile lifer without parole to have his life back.  By the way, he was one month short of turning 18 years old, and in my opinion, he was old enough to know exactly what he was doing.  My daughter, my family, and I will never have our life sentence changed, and he should not have his changed.  It has been over 7 ½ years now since he brutally murdered my daughter while trying to rape her, and the only reason he was unsuccessful in raping her is because she fought for her life with all her might.  The pain for my family and I is as great now as it was when it first happened.  There’s not a day that goes by that I don’t think about Val and wonder about what her life would be like today.  She was going to college to be a kindergarten teacher, and there’s no doubt that she would have been an excellent one!  My mom does not speak about her to often to me, other than on Val’s birthday (Which is coming up on August 20th.  She would have been 26-years old.) and New Year’s Day (The day she was murdered.).  On those dates she calls me weeping.  I dread those calls every year.  Some of the times I would just stare at the phone knowing that it was her and not answer because I did not want to go through the magnified pain.  She always cries so hard that I could barely understand what she is saying.  She’ll tell me that she went to church and lit a candle for Valerie.  As it is supposed to make me feel better.  I don’t tell her, but since Val’s murder, I question my faith and belief in God.  That would be like another blow to her as she is very religious.  So, I just don’t tell her.  She’ll say that she can’t believe that this happened to Valerie, and so on and so forth.  They are an excruciating calls to take, and it always tears me up inside.  It’s torturous for both of us, yet year after year it’s the same.  Time does not seem to change that.  My mom suffered from severe depression for a few years because of it, was put on anti-depressants, but she is coping a lot better nowadays.  So it appears.  However, if you bring up Valerie she crumbles like a deck of cards in a tornado.  It seems like it will always be a fragile subject with her, and us.  My brother Carl seems to be the strong one, but he will not speak about Val unless she is brought up.  He is the one to point out the good memories of her and tries to keep the subject off the murder or off Val completely.  Valerie’s mom and I were only 16 years old when we had her and my youngest brother Will was only 3 years old when she was born.  Therefore, they grew up more like brother and sister rather than uncle and niece.  They were very close, and if any one has taken it as hard as I, it’s him.  Too this day, he will not speak about her with me at all.  It’s much too painful.  It’s as if someone were ripping out our hearts.  My mom will tell me that if he reads an article about her, looks at a picture of her, or if she talks about her to him, all he will do is cry.  He never utters a word.  I don’t think that he would ever be able to discuss Val with any of us.  Will is a very energetic, outspoken, and a charismatic character, but Val’s murder has created a very dark, painful side to him.  I worry about him and the deep pain that he suffers from.  Although, he is a new father to a little girl and she has brought new joy to his life.   So, he should be OK, but it seems like he will never speak to me regarding Val ever again.  At the time Val was murdered, she was my only child.  I was so distraught that I could barely even remember that time.  Just bits and pieces for months, but most of the following months are a blur.  I do remember painting the inside of my garage black, putting up a speed bag and heavy bag, and every day after work locking myself up in the garage and crying as I beat the bags into the night.  I had cut every one out of my life as much as I could and even ignored my wife.  I was in my darkest hour, and my depression grew greater as every day past that we did not know who had did this horrible act to my baby girl.  Eventually, six months later Samuel Puebla was arrested and I was informed of the arrest and the details of brutality of the murder he had committed against my daughter.  I was enraged and seriously considered trying to retaliate on my own, as any father would consider.  I thought that I had nothing left to lose or live for, and if I ended up in prison for the rest of my life it would be worth it.  At that time, my wife and I had been together for 10 years, had no children, and figured that we would never have any.  The following month we became pregnant, and I changed my frame of mind knowing that I needed to be here for our new baby.  She literally saved my life.  I had lost my faith in God after Val’s murder, but after we had our new baby I cautiously had a change of heart.  I’m still not sure what to believe anymore.  I would like to believe that Val put in a good word to God to send me an angel to save me, and Zoë Faith Ancira came into our lives.  She was not only a blessing for my wife and I, but also for our family as well.  We also ended up having another little girl named Vanessa, and she is amazing too.  Yet, nothing will ever bring back Val, or fill the void in my heart.  Zoë and Vanessa have helped us all cope and find meaning to live on.  Every New Year’s is still difficult.  I used to love that holiday and celebrating with family and friends. It’s my cousin Sal’s birthday, and we always used to spend that time together.  However, Val’s murder has changed that and we haven’t spent one New Year’s together since.  We always had bands together throughout the years, and I even played in a church band once.  However, now I don’t play anymore.  I stopped playing music when Val was murdered.  I lost my passion for playing music, and now my instruments collect dust.  I find myself feeling guilty if I am having fun.  I feel like I should be mourning, not enjoying life.  My cousin tries to motivate me to play, but it’s not in me anymore.  I guess I need more time to heal.  I try my best to be happy and make my girls happy, but sometimes it’s a real struggle.  With all that said, do you feel that it would be fair for her juvenile offender with life without parole to have the opportunity to be released?  As far as I am concerned, he is lucky to be able to live and not receive the death penalty.  My family and I will never be the same, and he has killed something in all of us.  I’m not sure if we could handle having to go to court to try to prevent him from being released, and it would not be fair to us.  I thought that the justice system was there to protect us.  There’s no doubt in my mind that this juvenile offender would do the same thing to another young girl given the chance.  Please don’t let him do that to another family.  I’ll end with this.  Due to extenuating circumstances, my ex-wife and her family never had anymore contact since Valerie’s murder.  However, it is my understanding that her mother, my ex-wife, committed suicide on the 4 year anniversary of Val’s murder.  I could only imagine the pain that her side of the family is in because of Samuel Puebla.
Thank you for your consideration with this matter,

Richard Ancira

P.S. Most of this was written with tears running down my face.
