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They bear an uncanny resemblance to each other, father and daughter: glossy dark hair, angular face, similar nose and chin. Mention that to 
Shannon Sharpe and she flinches. "My heart is like my mother's," she replies. 

She is 29 now, four days away from her wedding - the one subject that can bring a smile to her face. In the past 13 months, Sharpe has 
endured two emotional earthquakes: She watched as her father went on trial in Lawrence Superior Court for murdering her mother. And she 
lost her Battery City apartment, a stone's throw from the World Trade Center, after the Sept. 11 terrorist attacks. She was uptown at a 
meeting, but her fiance was in the stampede that ensued as the towers collapsed. 

Richard Sharpe was convicted last November of first-degree murder in the July 2000 shooting death of 44-year-old Karen Sharpe. As the 
evidence unfolded, Sharpe, a Harvard-trained dermatologist, was revealed to be a cross-dresser who took his wife's birth control pills to 
make his breasts grow, wore his daughter's underwear, underwent liposuction, and had most of the hair removed from his body. 

The trial, which was televised on Court TV, became a blur of sensational headlines: "Gender-Bending Doc Denies He Intended to Murder 
Wife," "Wife's Slay Suspect Was Drag Queen," and "The Shocking Fall of Dr. Sharpe." If the trial was all about him, Shannon Sharpe - who 
denounced her father after his arrest and during the trial - would much rather talk about her mother. 

She can't bear even the sound of her father's name. Never, in nearly three decades, has she called him "Dad." Her parents, high school 
sweethearts in Connecticut, married after her mother became pregnant at age 17. "When she got pregnant, her family tossed her out; she 
was desperate," says Shannon. When she was a toddler, her father, then in college, told her to call him "Richie" instead of "Daddy." 

"He felt he was too young to have a child," she says. "At some point later, he decided it didn't look right for me to be calling him Richie, and 
he wanted me to call him Dad. I refused. He would hit me, but I still refused." As much as she loathed her father, she adored her mother. 
"She lived in crummy apartments here and there, finished nursing school, put him through medical school, worked double shift after double 
shift, and then came home and helped him with his schoolwork and took care of me." 

Shannon Sharpe kept a low profile during the trial; since she was on the witness list, she was sequestered throughout much of it. She fled 
back to New York after her father tried to speak with her in court. "He was harassing me," says Sharpe, who was never called to testify 
against him. "I knew he would try to get the last word in." 

Beyond that, she was convinced he was going to try to have her killed, "to finish the job" he started with her mother. Before the trial, he 
allegedly tried to put a hit on the sheriff's deputies who were to accompany him to the hospital for a physical exam. After the trial, he was 
accused of putting out a contract on the prosecutor. Indeed, Sharpe, who recently attempted suicide a second time in the state prison at 
Walpole, is scheduled to appear in Norfolk Superior Court on Oct. 29 on charges he tried to hire someone to kill Robert Weiner, an Essex 
County assistant district attorney. 

Weiner says he admires Shannon Sharpe for her newfound voice against domestic violence: "I think at this point she is trying to use her 
adversity to teach people about the horrors of domestic violence, which is an admirable thing to do." 

With her father serving a life sentence, Sharpe now feels safe enough to tell her side of the story - and her mother's. A "private person," she 
nonetheless agreed to give the keynote speech at the recent ROSE Fund dinner, where she described life with her father as "living with a 
terrorist." The organization - Regaining One's Self- Esteem - helps women and children break the cycle of domestic violence. The audience 
of 450, including New England Patriots owner Bob Kraft, his wife, Myra, and several of their star players, sat riveted as she told her story. 

"Perhaps, after the events of Sept. 11, some of you understand what it is like to live with a constant fear that you or those closest to you will 
be harmed," she said. "Maybe some of you wonder where the next terrorist attack will be, and who the victims will be. My mom and I lived 
with a similar fear and anxiety for 27 years. The difference is that my mom and I knew for certain who the targets were; we knew that one or 
both of us would be the victim of the next attack by my father, the terrorist in our home." 

Her first memories of violence include bloody noses, ringing ears, and her mother's tears. As a youngster, she thought someone - a relative, 
a teacher, a neighbor - would notice. But when she was 10, she says, her father gave her two black eyes and a bloody nose after she 
refused to clean up his mess. 

"He grabbed me by my neck with both hands and slammed my head against my bed," Sharpe says. "He still wasn't satisfied, so he dragged 
me down the stairs." 



 

Her mother, at work during the abuse, kept her home from school for a few days. Sharpe says she then revealed the truth to her mother's 
parents, who chose to ignore it. 

"So, it became very clear to me at the age of 10 that I was alone, my mom and I were alone and it was not anyone else's problem," she says. 
Over the years, her mother would call the police, but her father would lie, "and have her lie, and me lie, and he'd threaten us." After she 
finished high school at Newton North, Shannon Sharpe was prepared to go to the police with the whole story. "Shannon, you'll kill me if you 
don't lie about him," her mother said. 

If she was angry at her mother for staying silent, and staying put, she doesn't much show it. The two of them were more like sisters, she 
says, with an odd role reversal: The daughter trying to protect the mother. "I was most angry with the fact that everyone pretended everything 
was OK, including my mother. But that's the way she grew up, in the typical white-picket-fence world where everything was fine. She was just 
a young, vulnerable child, and she got involved with a really horrible person. She got thrown out of the house and she had no one to turn to. 
And then he'd threaten her if she ever left him. I became her protector at a very young age because she wouldn't stand up to him." 

Before the speech, Sharpe relaxed in her suite at the Fairmont Copley Plaza. Her black pug, Pancho, had also come from New York, along 
with her fiance, Wayne Cohen. Dog and man hovered around her, the dog offering serial wet kisses. Sharpe and Cohen are to be married 
Saturday in Manhattan. They met five years ago through a friend, and dated long-distance while he was in law school at New York University 
and she was living in Boston. 

It is no coincidence that he's "a solid guy from a normal family." Since childhood, she was determined to find someone totally different from 
her father. "Choosing Wayne is the most important decision I've ever made," she says. "I do think in that area I have very high standards." 
Cohen, a New York lawyer, was with Sharpe the night her mother was killed. In fact, she was picking him up at South Station on July 14, 
2000, when her cellphone rang with the news. The couple rushed to Beverly Hospital where a doctor, blood on his white coat, told her: "Your 
mom's gone." 

Karen Sharpe's chilling prediction turned out to be true: Her husband did kill her after she left. Five months earlier, after 27 years of marriage, 
she fled when her son Michael, then 7, "started to behave the way I behaved when I was his age," says Sharpe. "He started to be very 
protective of her, angry at his father, and withdrawn in general." Her mother came to Shannon's room and told her she was finally leaving: 
She couldn't raise the younger children the way Shannon had been raised. Michael and Ali, then 4, had been conceived during a period 
when "she thought my father was changing," says her oldest daughter. 

"Initially, I was truly happy for her when she decided to leave," recalls Sharpe. "But within hours of her telling me, a feeling of absolute dread 
took over my body. I began having flashbacks of the years of abuse my father inflicted upon us, and I realized this was not going to end well." 

Her mother's keeper 

Years earlier, Shannon had gone off to Ithaca College, but transferred to Salem State after her freshman year. Although her father had not 
physically abused his daughter since she was in high school ("I told him exactly what would happen if he hit me"), he continued to demean 
and abuse his wife. 

"I felt I needed to be home," Shannon says. "I was struggling between having my own life and looking after my mother." When she graduated 
from college, she took a job at her father's laser hair- removal practice, where her mother also worked. And she lived at home, all the while 
pleading with her mother to leave her father. But the answer was always the same. "She'd cry and say that she had to make the best of it, 
that he wouldn't let her leave." 

When she finally did leave the Gloucester home, Karen Sharpe went to a hotel with her two youngest children and obtained a restraining 
order. Richard Sharpe hired a private investigator to find her, had someone vandalize her hotel room and follow her around. The kids' pet 
rabbits turned up dead. The windows of her car were smashed. He filed various lawsuits against her. And, to taunt his oldest daughter, 
Sharpe would tell Shannon her mother's every move. 

If she had pleaded with her mother to leave, the young woman was now pleading with her father to leave her mother alone. "I'd try to reason 
with him. I told him that after everything he'd put her through, she deserved to be happy. I told him that he would be happier with someone 
else. He just wouldn't listen." 

Sharpe was still working for her father's company - "it was a family business," she says - but because she was running her own branches, 
she rarely saw him. When her mother moved out, Shannon remained in an in-law apartment in the Gloucester house the entire family had 
shared. "I was terrified, but I felt I needed to watch him," she says. "I barricaded my doors and looked through the attic with a flashlight 
whenever I came home. I went to her house at night to make sure the doors were securely locked. I just hoped and prayed at the end, it 
would be OK." She pauses and adds: "I thought I'd come home one day and see Mom and my brother and sister dead on the front lawn." 

Three months before she died, Karen Sharpe moved with her two youngest children into the Wenham home she and her husband had been 
building. She also met a man. Meanwhile, Richard Sharpe continued to see a girlfriend. And he engaged in cross-dressing, a subject his 
daughter does not want to discuss. "I remember seeing weird things when I was young," she says. "I thought it was bizarre." When she 
asked her mother, she would reply: "I just want a nice, normal man in my life." 

Shattered lives 



 

July 14, 2000, was a glorious, sunny day. Shannon Sharpe went to her mother's house, where the two sat on the back patio, watching 
Michael and Ali run through the sprinkler and discussing decorating Shannon's new apartment. "My mother was happy," says Shannon. "Her 
younger brother Jamie was coming up that night. He was concerned about her." That night was one of Karen Sharpe's first outings without 
her two youngest children. She and her brother and her brother's girlfriend were going boating with friends on Gloucester Harbor. 

Shannon stayed a while with the baby sitter and her two siblings. As she was leaving to pick up her boyfriend from the train station, her 
mother called. "We're on our way home," she said. "How are the kids?" Shannon assured her that they were fine and left. She and Cohen 
were planning to spend the weekend with Karen, Michael, and Ali at the Wenham house. 

Shortly before midnight, Richard Sharpe entered the house with a loaded rifle and shot his wife point-blank in the hallway, in front of her 
brother and the babysitter. The children were in another room; Michael came running and saw his mother bleeding on the floor. Richard 
Sharpe fled to New Hampshire, where he was arrested at a motel a day later. 

"So that's how it ended for her, dead on an emergency room table with a look of sheer terror frozen on her beautiful face," says her daughter. 

The bullet went through Karen Sharpe's lungs and shattered her spinal cord. It also shattered the lives of those who loved her. Michael and 
Ali, now 10 and 6, are living in Connecticut with their aunt. Shannon Sharpe took a year off from work and lived with them. Now, she and 
Cohen see them every weekend. "He's amazing with Michael and Ali," she says of her fiance. 

"I'm a career big brother," replies Cohen, the oldest of four boys. The midtown Manhattan apartment the couple shares is in a doorman 
building - something they felt strongly about. "We thought maybe Shannon's father would have someone come after her," says Cohen. 
There's no doubt in her mind that her father expected she'd be with her mother that fatal night. 

Says prosecutor Weiner: "His daughter has every right to be frightened, having been physically and emotionally abused by him. He thinks he 
can get away with anything and everything, that he is above the law." 

At her Manhattan wedding Saturday, Shannon Sharpe, who is a pharmaceutical sales representative, will wear a long, white dress. She will 
be accompanied down the aisle by her little brother and sister. Her mother, in a way, will be there. "I feel such a strong presence of her all the 
time," she says. 

At the ROSE Fund dinner, Sharpe told a hushed ballroom she decided to speak up so that people - both victims and those around them - will 
stop denying the reality of domestic violence. Above all, she says she is speaking out for her brother and sister: so that not another 7-year-
old boy or 4-year-old girl will watch their "beloved mother die at the hands of an abusive father." 

When she told Michael about her speech, about "all the people coming here tonight to try to prevent what happened to our mother from 
happening to other people, he said, `Really? Cool!' And he looked at me with this huge lingering smile, and I know he was thinking, `Hey, 
maybe this world is good after all.' " She got a standing ovation. 
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normal family." / GLOBE STAFF PHOTO / BARRY CHIN 2. AP FILE PHOTO / LISA POOLE 3. With her father in jail, Shannon Sharpe finally 
feels safe enough to tell her story. / GLOBE STAFF PHOTO / BARRY CHIN 
Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction or distribution is prohibited without permission. 

Abstract (Document Summary) 

[Karen Sharpe]'s chilling prediction turned out to be true: Her husband did kill her after she left. Five months earlier, after 27 years of 
marriage, she fled when her son [Karen, Michael], then 7, "started to behave the way I behaved when I was his age," says Sharpe. "He 
started to be very protective of her, angry at his father, and withdrawn in general." Her mother came to [SHANNON SHARPE]'s room and 
told her she was finally leaving: She couldn't raise the younger children the way Shannon had been raised. Michael and Ali, then 4, had been 
conceived during a period when "she thought my father was changing," says her oldest daughter. 

July 14, 2000, was a glorious, sunny day. Shannon Sharpe went to her mother's house, where the two sat on the back patio, watching 
Michael and Ali run through the sprinkler and discussing decorating Shannon's new apartment. "My mother was happy," says Shannon. "Her 
younger brother Jamie was coming up that night. He was concerned about her." That night was one of Karen Sharpe's first outings without 
her two youngest children. She and her brother and her brother's girlfriend were going boating with friends on Gloucester Harbor. 
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