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Debra Janet Dyer Talbert was born in Douglas, Georgia, on January 8, 1954. She unexpectedly passed away  
on February 8, 2024, in San Antonio, Texas, at the young age of 70, leaving behind her beautiful legacy of love.
 Debbie was a loving daughter, a best-friend type of older sister, a dedicated and caring wife, an absolutely marvelous 
mother, and a beautiful friend. While she held many titles throughout her life, the title of Mema was the one she was most 
proud of. Her granddaughter Chandler Rae was the light of her life.
 To her husband she was his best friend and the love of his life. She went on adventures with him. She took care of him 
and helped him do his hair. Yes, even in a ponytail. She was the best dancing partner and “Bae, who’s this?” when an old song 
came on the radio.
 To her kids she was the best mom in the world. Just a phone call away, a quick pit stop at the house—she always had  
time for her babies. A special relationship that went from helping them navigate their childhood, to a mom who experienced  
the joys of life with them as adults. She was “SUNSCREEN!” as they walked out the door, “Yes, I’ll try that drink with you,” 
while making a terrible face at the taste, and “Here’s a little fun money for your trip. Love you muchos.”
 To her sister Cindy she was a daily confidante, a never-tiring cheerleader for her artistic endeavors, occasional photo  
assistant, willing to pose for whatever crazy photo concept she concocted, her Skechers buy-one-get-one-half-off partner,  
the best road trip buddy ever, quick-witted and funny, hostess with the mostess, shopping companion (especially Amazon!),  
so spontaneous, never judgmental, full of joy, and a beacon to home.
 To her sister Kelley she was late night talks, mini-midnight snacks with just a little Pepsi, strength in the face of  
adversity, unwavering love for her family and friends, the coolest mom, sister, aunt, friend and Mema, creative, sassy, fiery,  
sparkly, supportive, protective and always ready for an adventure. She was a lifetime of laughter and unconditional love.  
 To her friends she was everything. They loved her smile, her laughter, her friendship and her larger than life personality. 
She had a quick wit and the ability to make her friends laugh, even when they might not want to. She had a sixth sense, an  
uncanny perception and pure selflessness, to be there for her friends when they really needed it, and they didn’t even ask for 
help. It came straight from her heart. Whether it was stopping by with food or a quick smile. She was there. She loved her  
family, but if you were her friend, she loved your family, too.
 Debbie could say the alphabet backwards and skate backwards. She even read magazines backwards. She could find  
a typo from a mile away.
 She loved fresh tomatoes and made the best pico de gallo. She enjoyed trying new recipes, had a special love for soup,  
and once cooked meatballs (unknowingly) for her own surprise party. She cooked like her mother—substituting ingredients  
that created an amazing dish that could never be replicated! She hated coconut, spicy foods, and red onions. She loved  
margaritas and Fireball.
 She loved going to the movies, going on adventures with her family and friends, and she was always dancing. A little  
bit of bling was included in each and every outfit, whether it was on her fancy fingernails, sparkling dangle earrings, sassy  
shoes, or cute clothes. 
 She was a second mom to so many. Her coworkers loved her. The neighbors loved her. The neighbors’ pets loved her.  
She even kept a supply of treats just for the neighbors’ pets.

 She was a ray of sunshine and always willing to help others.
 She loved people for exactly who they were.
 

“We all loved Deb for the same reason — how she made us feel.”





When Debbie turned 70 on January 8 of this year, her family and friends threw her a nice  
party. This is one she texted me a few weeks later, with the caption, “This is what 70 looks like...
geez Jesus Christo, I’m freakin’ old as the hills, lol.” I texted back, “And you look adorable.” She 
was always sending me selfies when Samantha gave her a new haircut style or a new hair color,  
or when she bought something cute to wear. This is the last selfie she sent me. I look through the  
slew of texts between us and I start crying again. She was an enthusiastic cheerleader in all my 
artistic endeavors, often serving as both photo assistant and model, game for any creative scheme  
I whipped up. I shared everything in my life with her, both the good and the bad, and she was 
such a good listener—always patient, never judgmental. We always said we loved each other  
when we hung up.  
 My heart is breaking and I’m in a complete fog. She was a dear friend as well as the best 
big sister a girl could have. She and I talked almost daily and never a day went by without texting 
something funny, or an observation, photos of our cats, charcuterie board ideas, TikTok videos, 
and typos on menus and tv shows. After our mom passed, she called me and said, “I used to call 
mom every day when I got out of work (she was a copy room lady and substitute scheduler at 
Churchill High School in San Antonio), so now that she is gone, you’re it!” She did that for many 
years until she retired a couple years ago, and then we could talk anytime we wanted!
 When our mother was battling ovarian cancer for 11 years, I visited a month each year to 
spend more time with her. After she passed in 2010, I continued to visit my dad, who passed in 
2019. I continued the journey to visit Debbie and her family and my sister Kelley and her family. 
Debbie and Bill would host me for a month or more while I worked and played down there. I had 
just returned from visiting right before the world shut down in 2020 and hadn’t seen them in four 
years. I drove down to Texas for two weeks this past August and am so grateful that I did. They 
built an above-ground pool with a beautiful deck and she was so happy that all her friends and 
family gathered often to enjoy it. They have done so many wonderful improvements to their home 
and I know Debbie was very proud of the results. Home was always my Mom—and then when 
she passed, home was Debbie.
 She adored her granddaughter, Chandler Rae, who turns three in June. I’m sad for Chandler 
not being able to spend more time with her Mema (which was our mother’s name for Debbie and 
Kelley’s kids). I’m sad because Debbie won’t get to share all of Chandler’s milestones. 
 I’m sad because my niece Lauren and nephew Landen have lost their mother too soon and 
so unexpectedly. I’m so sad for Bill, who retired in 2020, and was so enjoying retirement with 
Debbie and making plans to travel. My heart aches for all of them, and it aches for me, too—this 
loss feels so much greater than the loss of my parents, whom I loved dearly. Maybe it’s because they 
had more time on earth? Maybe it’s because their passing wasn’t so unexpected? 
 I thank all her dear friends for making her so happy—she was so loved by them. Years ago,  
I asked my mom to play a word association game with me—I’d say a person’s name and she would 
say one word that she associated with them. When it came to Debbie, she said, “Friend. Debbie 
has so many friends who love her. She is a good friend to so many people.” Mom was right—her 
friends adored her and I’m sad for their loss as well. Life won’t be the same for any of us without 
her presence. 
 How lucky was I to have this wonderful woman as my big sister and best friend? I love you 
and already miss you so much, Deboo.

—Cindy Lou

 

Debbie/Deb/Deboo…it didn’t matter what I called her, but 
who she was to me was quite simply the best big sister I could 
have asked for…she has always been a HUGE part of my life. 
From the time I was very young, I looked up to her. My first 
memories of her when I just a little girl was how beautiful she  
was with her long hair, sparkly green eyes, go-go boots and  
really short dresses. I remember trying to tag along with her  
and most times I didn’t get to go...but sometimes I did and  
that was enough for me.
 Although there was a 10-year difference in our ages, some 
time in my young adulthood we became the best of friends. I had 
finally made it into her inner circle! I was double blessed to be her 
sister AND her friend. I loved that. I had arrived.
 When someone you love leaves this world so unexpect-
edly, there is a harsh, aching void and a disbelief that may never 
go way. Not for me. I’m fine one minute and then the next I’m 
stopped in my track by the sharp knife of pain and relentless fact that she is gone from  
my life. I know she will always be a part of me and I have a lifetime of memories to hold  
on to…I believe that she is in a better place, but I don’t know if or when I’ll be ready to 
accept that she wasn’t taken too soon. That’s the part that is so very hard to understand.
 Over the past week, I have seen an outpouring of love from so many people.  
Besides her family that is grieving, there are so many friends throughout decades of her  
life that are feeling this loss. In an ironic way, it is a beautiful thing. It really is.
 To all of those people who knew Debbie…I truly feel your pain and I am sorry  
for your loss. To all of those people who didn’t know Debbie…I wish you had…you 
would have loved her. She was funny, smart, sassy, stubborn, supportive, kind, creative, 
adventurous¬she sparkled without the added bling…and she did love some bling.
 There are a lot of lessons Debbie taught me over the years…the one that has  
always resonated with me and that I will have even more trouble achieving now was  
her advice to me, which was, “Kel, you just have to make your own happy in this world”…
but I am going to try for her. She would want that for all of us.
 I am comforted in knowing that Debbie surrounded herself with a lot of people  
who helped her make her own happy. Her family, friends, and especially her beautiful  
new granddaughter were what made her most happy over the years.
 I will never stop missing Debbie, but I do believe that’s the price you pay for  
loving someone so much. And I really, really loved her.
 Debbie, what a beautiful difference you made in our lives…

—Kelley  



In celebration of Debbie’s 50th birthday,  
20 years ago, her adoring family and  
friends wrote these greetings to her…









joy trickles in.

can joy be found in crumpled hearts,
in empty rooms and broken parts.
can it be found in desert earth,
in washed up dreams and faded worth.
can joy come when the rain outweighs
the happy, blissful, sunny days.
or in the middle of our grief with
words held tight between our teeth.
can joy be found in trembling hands,
where nothing but the unknown stands.
where the unthinkable comes true
and changes everything we knew.
i wonder if joy even knows
how to emerge when sorrow grows.
does it lay down beside the bed
and still caress our weary head.
and is joy really brave enough
to walk along when things get tough.
is joy right there before our eyes
but stuck between our heavy sighs.
i hear joy say that it’s okay
to feel both joy and pain today.
whatever loss or lacking light,
joy finds a way to make us bright.
you see our lanterns glow the best
when darkness comes to steal our rest.
and just when sadness seems to win,
joy trickles in.

ullie-kaye





thank you.
to every person who leans in.
excited to tell me a story.
not afraid of the grief.
even those who did not
meet my person while alive.
thank you for asking
what they were like.
what it’s like without them.
for reminding me that
they are not forgotten.
and that they mattered.

loving the gone by sara rain


