
“We’re all just walking each other home...” 
 
Posted by Ashley Truett on December 2, 2022,  
the one-year anniversary of Lorelei’s passing 
 
A year ago today, was the worst day of my life. We 
were sitting in a dark hospital room in the PICU at 
MD Anderson. We were running on little sleep and 
caffeine. There was a doctor there, who had met 
Lorelei and I the first night in the ER. He guided us 
many times throughout those 11 days, assuring us 
on which routes to take. Through it all he promised 
me, “When it gets to a point where we can’t do 
anymore, I will personally let you know.” So, when 
he walked in that morning on his day off, I 
immediately began to sob. I knew what he would 
say before it came out of his mouth, her body was 
quickly shutting down. But he’d kept his promise to 
personally tell me. After seven months of worrying 
about decisions over every detail of Lorelei’s care 
and how they would affect her future, all hopes of 
her actually having that future were gone. And all 
we could do is hold her in our arms as she left this 
world.  
 
My beautiful, vibrant, full of life child had fought the best fight. I had been blessed to be there to witness her 
first breath and her last breath and every beautiful moment in between. Those who knew Lorelei understood 
that she was truly magic. She lived every single day to the absolute fullest and certainly didn’t take life for 
granted. The best word I can use to describe her is fully and completely present; she just wanted to BE with you 
and with the world around her. She would spend hours every day outside climbing trees and exploring on her 
own, but was also an excellent friend and companion. She was the most determined child I have ever met, 
always throwing herself into any task set in front of her. She wanted to experience everything fully. She never 
did anything halfway. Looking back, I swear she understood life in a way that we did not.  
 
I ache to my bones with yearning to see Lorelei again. I can’t tell you how many times in the past year I swore 
my heart would physically break from the pain of her loss; how many countless nights have been spent reliving 
every decision we made in those seven months, trying to find the exact moment where things could have 
turned out differently; questioning how God could allow this. Somehow day after day we got through the pain, 
only to wake up and relive it again the next. But a wonderful person has reminded me several times throughout 
the past year, that the most important job we have as parents is to guide our children to Heaven. So, when I 
read this quote, it gave me a small sliver of peace. I have come to realize that although it was not my will, we 
were able to do something incredibly important that morning. At 11:47 am, 14 1/2 years after we helped her 
into this world, we were able to walk her to her eternal home, delivering her straight into the arms of Jesus. She 
was never alone, we were always right by her side, and for that I am eternally grateful. I hope Heaven is 
celebrating you today, my beautiful girl, and I promise to keep trying to make you proud. Till we meet again, 

kiddo.......I love you forever.  
 


