
AFFIDAVIT OF RICHARD BARBEE 

 
I, Richard Barbee, being of lawful age and first duly sworn, do state upon my oath the 

following.  I make this declaration based upon my own personal knowledge. I could and 

would testify in court to the facts herein: 

 

1. On September 26, 1999, I was with a United Van lines driver traveling across the 

country working as a “lumper” (helping load and unload the truck). My ex-wife 

and the mother of my son lived in Wheat Ridge, Colorado, at the time. 

 

2. I had been working with the truck driver for about 3-7 days.  I don’t recall his 

name and he paid me in cash.  We were delivering a load to a residence in 

Longmont and I recall that we got there on a Thursday.  We unloaded at the 

house, the guy paid me and we went to a nearby truck stop.  The driver started 

looking for another load to deliver on Friday. 

 

3. There was a male and his girlfriend at the truck stop.  We struck up a conversation 

and talked about scoring some drugs.  They asked me to go to their apartment to 

party with them.  I think the male’s name was Jason but I don’t recall the female’s 

name. The apartment complex was a tall box-shaped building so I assume that it 

had more than one floor.  I think there were closed-down businesses nearby. 

 

4. The apartment was small and when you entered through the front door, you could 

walk right into kitchen and the bathroom was to the right.  The apartment was 

small and I don’t think I ever made it into the bedroom.  While partying and using 

drugs at the apartment, I had sex with females who were there in the living room, 

kitchen, and bathroom.  The group of people in the apartment included whites, 

Mexicans and maybe an African American. 

 

5. At Jason’s apartment, we used methamphetamine and speed and I stayed at apt for 

a couple of days.   I recall that the female left a few times for food and drinks. 

 

6. After remaining in the apartment for a couple days, I went outside and started 

rummaging through the bed of a truck in the parking lot.  I recall that it was dark 

and the time and was either right before or around midnight. 

 

7. I encountered a female in the parking lot and she confronted me about going 

through the truck.  She said, “Why the hell are you in that truck?”  I looked up 

and she was close to her car.  I did not know where she came from.  I said,  “None 

of your business.”  She responded,  “It is my business because it’s not your 

fucking truck.” 

 

 

8. The female started talking shit to me and called me an asshole.  She pointed to an 

apartment two doors from the apartment that I had been hanging out in and said,  

“I live right there. That’s not your truck.” 



 

9. The female had really long, black hair.  I recall thinking she was Indian or 

possibly Mexican.  She was very short and plump but not overly so.  It was dark 

outside and I can’t recall what she was wearing or what kind of shoes she had on 

but I think she had on a short-sleeved shirt.  I don’t think she had glasses.  I was 

not really paying attention to what she was wearing.  She had her keys in her hand 

and I think she had a purse with her. 

 

10. I had my knife hanging from my hip but I’m not sure if she could see it.  The 

knife is bigger than a k-bar (marine knife) and slightly smaller than a machete.  

The blade was about 18 inches long.  One part of the blade was serrated near 

where the blade curved.  I had a leather thong that held the knife on my belt. 

 

11. I bought the knife at a Petro truck stop in Weatherford, Texas, about two weeks 

before this.  I was in Texas after I was arrested for car theft.  My ex-wife and I 

had stolen the car from Oregon. My charges were eventually dropped.  When I 

was released from jail, officers dropped me off at the Petro truck stop. 

 

12. While I was arguing with the female, I hopped out of the bed of the truck in her 

direction and stood about 4-5 feet away from her.  She backed up near her 

vehicle.  Her car was parked at an angle almost perpendicular to the back of the 

truck.  I don’t recall the make and model of her car but I remember that it was red. 

 

13. I had a piece of wood in my hand that I had taken from the bed of the truck.  We 

continued to argue then I approached her and back-handed (slapped) her across 

face with my right hand to shut her up.  I hit her around her cheek and ear area 

and she got knocked towards her car.  After I hit her she continued to talk shit to 

me.  She called me a stupid bastard and a fucking punk.  

 

14. I had the piece of wood in my left hand and I told her to get in her car.  I pointed 

to the front door of the car and told her to “get the fuck in.”  She said,  

“Fuck you,” and I raised the wood like I was going to smack her with it.  I pushed 

her head and shoulders into the car and she got in the passenger’ seat. I told her to 

get into the driver’s seat and she scooted over into the driver’s seat.  I shut the 

passenger’s door and she started screaming a shrill scream. 

 

15. She tried to hit me a couple of times with her fist in the car.  I grabbed the top of 

right arm and shoulder with my left hand and told her, “Don’t try.”  I moved the 

knife from the side of my body to my lap and she saw it.  She continued to argue 

with me and said, “Why are you doing this?”   

 

16. I yelled at her to drive and she said, “Where, where!”  I told her, “Just shut up and 

drive, just shut up and drive!”  She said, “I was only going to the grocery store.”  I 

remember telling her to put my window down. 

 

 



17. About 10 minutes after we started driving, I noticed a pair of gloves in the console 

between us and put them on.  I could tell that the gloves were not new because 

they had look and feel like they had been used.  I don’t know what my thoughts 

were at that time I put the gloves on.  Maybe I didn’t want to leave my prints in 

car.  

 

18. She was crying and screaming and I was thinking I needed to shut her up.  She 

had caught me stealing and I was high.  I just knew that I needed to get out of 

there. 

 

19. We drove by a grocery store which was maybe about 10 minutes away.  She said, 

“That’s where I was going.  Just let me go there.”  We made several turns and 

finally ended up in a wooded area.  We had been driving about 30-45 minutes.   

There were no houses in the area.  I was not familiar with the area and I can’t 

recall how we got there.   I recall seeing some signs indicating where we were but 

I can’t recall what the signs said.  I think we had traveled north based on my 

experience traveling around the country. 

 

20. We had been traveling on a paved road but had pulled off the road into a little 

clearing.  I had her stop there because there was nothing there.  I knew I wanted to 

get away from her but I could not just let her go.  I had no plan. 

 

21. She would not shut up and I got mad.  She was crying and blubbering and I could 

tell she was scared.  When the car stopped, she got out and tried to run away.  

This made me really mad.  She did not try to get out of the car before that time.   I 

had told her not to think about jumping out or I would kill her.  After she ran, I 

crawled over to the driver’s side of the car to get out and chase her.  When I did 

this I hit the steering wheel and fell just outside the car door. 

 

22. She wasn’t very fast so I caught up to her.  I wanted to shut her up because she 

was screaming again so I hit her in the back of head with the piece of wood.  She 

fell down and was quiet and I got really scared.  Her eyes were open but I don’t 

think she was conscious.    

 

23. I went back to the car and sat for a few minutes trying to think of what to do next.  

I was really scared.  I noticed that she started feebly moving around so I went 

over to her and strangled her.  I still had the gloves on when I strangled her.   

 

24. After I strangled her, I sat there on my knees for a while. She wasn’t breathing 

and I knew she was dead.  My thought was that I had to get rid of her.  I thought if 

I cut her into tiny pieces I could get rid of her easier.  

 

25. I used my knife but once I started cutting her head off I realized I could not do it.  

I could not cut her into tiny pieces.  I had blood on me but I did not have any cuts 

on me.  I had on jeans and probably 2 or 3 shirts with a flannel over them.  I was 

wearing Hi-Tec hiking boots.  My jeans size was 36 (waist). 



 

26. I was completely bald at the time.  I once had long hair but when my ex-wife and 

I separated, I shaved my head.  Having no hair was cheaper to maintain while I 

was working on the highway. 

 

27. When I cut her head off she was bleeding from the neck.  At first I thought I could 

do it in one swing and tried to do this on the side of her neck.  She was on her 

stomach with her head turned to the side.  That did not work so I had to push 

down on the blade to cut through her neck. The knife did not cut through the bone 

so the bone broke. 

 

28. I cut her head off in the spot near where the she was later found.  There was a lot 

of blood left in that area. 

 

29. After cutting her head off, I left the knife on the ground and went to the trunk of 

the car to look for something to wrap her body in.  I did not find anything.  I 

threw her head and the rest of her body into some bushes.  I think I took the 

gloves off and threw them on the ground on the passenger’s side of the car before 

looking in the trunk. I don’t think I was wearing the gloves when I went through 

the trunk and moved her body with my bare hands.  Her body may have sustained 

injuries when I dragged her and threw her in the bushes. 

 

30. I used some dirt to try to get the blood off my pants.  Then I got back into the car.  

She had left the keys in the ignition and the car had been running the whole time. 

I did not think of wiping anything down.  In my mind I knew I was leaving 

evidence behind but I just wanted to leave.  I had to adjust the seat backwards 

when I got in the car to drive.  I am 6’2” and she was probably shorter than my 

ex-wife, who is 5’5”. 

 

31. I smoked cigarettes while at the location where I killed the female.  After I hit her 

in the head, I smoked one or two cigarettes.  I flicked the butts away on the 

ground after putting them out on my shoe. 

 

32. I started driving and followed the road away from the area but did not know 

where I was going.  As I drove, I threw the contents of her purse out the window.  

I kept the cash she had.  The purse was crappy and cheap and made of fake leather 

and I left it in the car.  I know I touched the purse with my bare hands. 

 

33. I ended up in Boulder and asked a male on the street how to get back to 

Longmont.  I was going to go back to that apartment and act like nothing had 

happened.  I knew the people I had been with were high and stoned and would not 

even know that I had left. 

 

34. The guy in Boulder told me how to get to a highway.  I got back to Longmont but 

I could not recall how to get back to the apartment complex.   I did recall the 

grocery store so I parked the car there in the parking lot and took off.  I can’t 



recall where I parked the car in the parking lot but it was not near the front 

entrance.   I think I left the keys in the car.  I don’t think I put the seat back in its 

original position when I got out of the car.  I might have left a Bic lighter in the 

car. 

 

35. I turned my flannel shirt inside out and tied it around my waist to cover the blood.  

I don’t think there was blood on my shoes but if there was, my shoes were dark 

colored so it would not have been noticed.  It was almost light out by this time 

and a male who was getting into a pickup truck stopped me and asked me where I 

was going.  I told him I was going to Commerce City and he ended up taking me 

to the Sapp Brothers truck stop there.  

 

36. I bought a shower at the truck stop. I had left my bag and belongings in the 

apartment with the kids I had been partying with.  I washed my jeans in the 

shower room and hung them up for awhile to try to dry them.  I was in there for a 

long time and eventually someone came and kicked me out. 

 

37. I went to the Great American restaurant next to the burger king at the truck stop 

and ate at the morning buffet, paying cash.  I then went outside and started asking 

truck drivers for rides.  I eventually got kicked out of the truck stop for doing this.  

My picture was taken and posted at the truck stop. 

 

38. I went to a hotel across the street that had a bar.   I had been to this bar before.   I 

got into a fight with a guy from the bar in the parking lot of the hotel.  The police 

were called and an officer took my driver’s license, wrote down my information 

and let both of us go.  I started hitching rides and got out of Colorado on Sunday 

or Monday. I was only in Colorado for a few days total. 

 

39. I have been incarcerated at the Limon Correctional Facility for three years and 

know Matthew Mirabal.  I met him working in the kitchen in mid to late last year 

(2013).   

 

40. Prior to meeting Mirabal, I was talking to some other inmates about getting away 

with crimes.  I told some inmates that I had murdered a female and one of 

Mirabal’s friends mentioned to me that what I did sounded a lot like the Mirabal 

case.   

 

41. I have not read any transcripts from Mirabal’s trial and no longer have contact 

with Mirabal.   Mirabal is in the Incentive Unit and I don’t have any contact with 

that portion of the prison. 

 

42. I am confessing to this murder because it is matter of right and wrong for me.  I 

have done a lot of stupid things and this is the worst of them.  I know Mirabal has 

kids and his kids think that he killed their mom and don’t want anything to do 

with him.  I also have children and none of them want anything to do with me.  If 



I can make things right for one family, I want to do it.  I believe that kids need to 

know their parents.   

 

43. During my contact with the female I killed, she never cowered.  She was more 

bold and brave.  Her kids have a right to know that she did not die a coward.  She 

died a stupid death but not a coward’s death. 

 

44. No threats and promises have been made to me to make this confession.  I wrote 

to the Denver Post explaining what I had done and reporter Kirk Mitchell 

answered my letter.  I subsequently had a telephone conversation with him about 

it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      ____________________________________ 

       

 

Signed under oath before me on this ______ day of _______________, 2015. 

 

 

____________________________________ 

Notary Public 

My commission expires: _______________ 

 

 


