
 The Basilica of Saints Peter and Paul  

214 East 8th Street, Chattanooga, TN 
 

1 

Funeral Homily 12/11/21   Very Rev. J. David Carter, JCL, JV 
Lorelei Claire Truett 

 

What were you doing at 11:47 on December 2? Most of us were busy about our lives, doing what human beings do, 
living and laughing, working, sleeping, waking and otherwise occupied. But in a hospital room in Houston Texas a 
young lady, thirsting for life, but unable to endure it anymore, came to the end. “It is finished” her body said, and 
she went to meet her maker. A mother grieved and a father wept, her brothers, still living, looked on - a sort of 
crucifixion scene recreated. 
 
From Lorelei’s Obituary: 
 

Lorelei Claire Truett, 14, of Chattanooga, Tennessee, passed into the loving arms of the Lord on December 2, 2021. Lorelei was 
a homeschool student who had attended Hilger Higher Learning, enjoyed singing in her church’s youth choir at the Basilica of Sts. 
Peter & Paul, and running track. She took every opportunity she could to be outside and enjoyed hiking, the beach, climbing trees, 
and gardening. She loved her family, friends, and two cats fiercely, and she made those who knew her smile with her spunky 
personality. Lorelei was a determined and hard worker who never shied away from an opportunity to help her parents with any 
task that presented itself. She gave everything she had to everything she did.  
 
Lorelei is remembered by her parents, Lance and Ashley Truett, her two younger brothers, Max and Clark Truett, her 
grandparents, Mark and Sheila Truett, Deborah and Tim Horne, and Rickey and Lula Schexnayder, her great grandparents 
Gene & Emily Harris and George & Marjorie Schexnayder, along with all of her aunts, uncles, cousins, and many friends. She 
is preceded in death by her great grandparents, Dib and Colleen Truett.  

 
In the course of Lorelei‘s sickness I would often come to the Truett home or Lorelei’s hospital room and there we 
would read the readings of the day and especially the gospel of the day, and I would invite them to listen to God’s 
voice coming to us through sacred scripture. I would ask, what do you hear? What is your wisdom? Those who 
have to face hard things usually have ears more attuned. Those who have ears ought to listen. Wisdom is found in 
suffering. 
 
Because of this listening, as we were preparing for this funeral Mass, there were many Gospels that spoke to Ashley 
and Lance. You heard the most important one read. The story of redemptive suffering, chosen with a willing heart 
after surrendering to Love’s example. In this image of suffering on the cross, the Truetts were gradually able to see 
Lorelei’s suffering in its proper context. Like a lens focusing on the object of desire, they were able to see how 
Lorelei was being joined with Christ in his suffering, by the hospital bed that had become her cross. They came to 
realize over time that they were there standing at her cross, her mother, her father, and her brothers. Even as they 
helped to quench her thirst in her ultimate struggle, there was recognition that Jesus had already thirsted for her on 
His holy cross and had prepared a banquet for her on the other side beyond the veil of death. What a fitting Gospel, 
then, to be read at her funeral. 
 
But how do you choose just one, when God has been speaking so loudly and clearly throughout this whole ordeal? 
Another Gospel was the fruit of Divine Reading, Lectio Divina. As Lance sat in that hospital room, he read through 
the Gospel of Matthew, and in the sermon on the mount Jesus spoke to his heart,  
 

“Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of heaven. Blessed are they who mourn, for they will 
be comforted. Blessed are the meek, for they will inherit the land. Blessed are they who hunger and thirst for 
righteousness, for they will be satisfied. Blessed are the merciful, for they will be shown mercy. Blessed are the 
clean of heart, for they will see God. Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God. 
Blessed are they who are persecuted for the sake of righteousness, for theirs is the Kingdom of heaven. Blessed 
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are you when they insult you and persecute you and utter every kind of evil against you falsely because of me. 
Rejoice and be glad, for our reward will be great in heaven.” (Matthew 5:1-12) 

 
He saw his daughter living the beatitudes. He saw his daughter inheriting the kingdom prepared for her. He saw her 
as she really was, not just his child, but a child of God. She was poor in spirit, she was mourning, she was meek 
before this disease, she hungered and thirsted for righteousness, she was merciful and pure and a child of God 
whose sufferings were a persecution but which usher in a kingdom of love and eternity that we call heaven. This is 
the power of God’s Word. 
 
There was peace when we were reading these Scriptures. A hard-won peace, that was not without its own suffering 
and sadness. The Book of Job is not an easy book to understand, much less lived in all its intensity. I think Ashley 
wanted to scream every time I mentioned it. I don’t blame her; I know the sentiment well. But the wisdom of it was 
finally won by the surrender to love, the loving surrender that a child has to do when she can’t understand the ‘why’ 
of every moment and trust that her loving father wills her good. This is usually only known in hindsight when the 
footsteps in the sand show that He has been carrying us all along. That was the poem I read her the first day of her 
diagnosis. It is the reality that has been unfolding ever since, and the proofs of his love keep coming in, to us 
looking back at those footprints of God that can only be recognized as such in hindsight. 
 
In the last visit I had with Lorelei, the day before she flew to Houston, I gave her again the anointing of the sick. In 
that beautiful rite, a Gospel passage that I read often in moments like this, came to speak eloquently to all in the 
room. 
 

“I give praise to you, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, for although you have hidden these things from the wise 
and the learned, you have revealed them to the childlike. Yes, Father, such has been your gracious will. All 
things have been handed over to me by my Father. No one knows the Son except the Father, and no one knows 
the Father except the Son and anyone to whom the Son wishes to reveal him. Come to me, all you who labor 
and are burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am meek and 
humble of heart; and you will find rest for yourselves, for my yoke is easy, and my burden light.” (Mt. 11:25-30) 

 
Jesus was preparing her for rest eternal in that moment, even as we told her to keep pushing. 
 
If we have ears to hear, let us be attentive! The Father’s voice speaks words of truth, life and comfort to us in so 
many ways, if we listen with open ears.  
 
The week before she died, Lance called me early in the morning from Houston to say it wasn’t going well. They had 
almost lost her, and she was slipping away. The doctors were starting to prepare them for the inevitable. And that 
agony of almost losing her and gaining her back for a short while, repeated itself over again and again till the last. 
The heroic work of doctors and nurses and medical personnel is amazing. On behalf of the Truett family I would 
like to extend an immense word of gratitude for all who have dedicated their lives to this work of caring for our 
bodies. What you are able to do to combat illness and disease is oftentimes nothing short of miraculous. But despite 
their best efforts it became clear that this was now a time of transition away from life as we know it. A realm 
beyond the power of medicine. Seeing this epic struggle Lance and Ashely learned how to hand over their daughter 
in faith and trust. First, into the hands of medical personnel and then to the physician of her soul, Jesus the Christ, 
whose own death is our redemption from death. How many times did they have to surrender her over to a higher 
power, training them by degrees for the ultimate entrustment to her angel to guide her before the Almighty. Now 
may the angels take you into paradise. This continuous entrusting is what is demanded of every soul and it requires 
a certain amount of rigorous training for it to bear fruit. Our instincts are to hold on. But God keeps saying, “Let go 
and let Me.” Christianity is a field guide on how to understand death. What seems like a mistake, and the very thing 
we spend most of our life avoiding, is the very essence of the Good News. “Unless a grain of wheat falls into the 
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earth and dies it remains alone. But if it dies, it bears much fruit.” In the Victory of Jesus Christ, death has become 
the servant of eternal life. 
 
In other words, God does not make mistakes. God did not make a mistake when he allowed Ashley and Lance to 
conceive Lorelei and bear her into the world and be treasured as a precious little child. God did not make a mistake 
when he allowed this family to celebrate her life in so many different ways as she grew. See His hand of providence 
in the impulse, just a short time ago, to pursue a deeper relationship with God and go looking for a Church family. 
Was that impulse an accident? Was Lorelei’s recent baptism, confirmation, and first holy communion just a happy 
mistake? No, it was part of a plan bigger than you could have imagined. A plan you will not even fully understand 
till you stand before Him and all is revealed. 
 
God did not make a mistake when he allowed you, Ashley and Lance, to accompany Lorelei on the road of 
suffering. No act of love on your part was a mistake, nor was it wasted - it was lavished on her - a lifetime supply of 
love in just a short while. You did it. You loved her to the end. It was enough, you did not fail her. I don’t think 
most mothers get to be that close and connected to their teenage daughter. What a unique blessing given only in 
such a moment of suffering. 
 
Along the way, there was another moment that teaches us. Lance lost a finger. He was doing something that fathers 
do: he was building. He was building for her. What a father wouldn’t give for his child. But I will give you this 
wisdom: by now, up to just before I mentioned it, he probably had been able to forget it; it was of no consequence 
in the long run. What is one less finger, if it means you treasure your life all the more? There is wisdom even here: 
he lost a finger, but he gained perspective on what is really important. The loss was a passing moment, sad and 
grieved in the moment, but which gained him a new perspective on what is more important. The moment will come 
soon, in which even Lorelei’s passing will be brought into this bigger perspective and the tragedy of the present will 
blend with the wisdom of years. God did not make a mistake when he called her back home to himself. Lorelei has 
lost her life in this world, only to gain the perspective of the life to come.  
 
But the mystery goes deeper. In her suffering she didn’t lose, but rather gained. Through her suffering she gained so 
many more fathers and mothers and brothers and sisters than anyone could ever imagine. You know that we walked 
with you because you let us; and in a certain sense, she became our daughter too, she is our sister too, she is our 
friend too, because of her suffering. Thank you for sharing her life and love with us. Otherwise, she would never 
have had the place in our heart that she does. 
 
We may doubt at times and cry out to God, “Did you not hear our prayers?” The answer is that he absolutely did 
hear our prayers. Our prayers did not go unanswered. He always answers. We sometimes don’t always like his 
answers - but they are always good. This is the answer He gave, “She is mine now.” We may think God selfish for 
this. But the wisdom I have discerned is in a question, “Do you think you can love her more than He can?” I 
believe Lorelei was described as fiercely loving. God, too, is a fierce lover, and we are not to begrudge him what he 
desires. He is not ignorant of the fact that we wanted her for ourselves. But let us not also be ignorant of the fact 
that He, in the end, also made her for himself. While she was with us, she was not as close to God as she could be. 
Now that she is close to him, closer than we are now, she has both him and us in a mystical way. 
 
Yes, God is speaking to us in so many varied ways. His fingerprints and footprints are evident in this. With open 
ears listening attentively to the Father’s voice, we are called now to have trust that He wants something even better 
than we could ever even know to want. And so, with faith in His fierce love for her, proven on the cross of 
suffering, we entrust Lorelei Claire Truett to the Lord. We commend her to her creator, saying, “Go forth, Christian 
soul, from this world in the name of God the almighty Father, who created you, in the name of Jesus Christ, Son of the living God, who 
suffered for you, in the name of the Holy Spirit, who was poured out upon you, go forth, faithful Christian. May you live in peace this 
day, may your home be with God in Zion, with Mary, the virgin Mother of God, with Joseph, and all the angels and saints.” 


