Our whole family would like to congratulate the honours recipients.  It was a privilege to submit your nominations, and we are so proud and excited that you, your teams and the hospital are being recognised in this way.  

To the staff at Alder Hey Children’s Hospital, 

You are some of the kindest, passionate, most talented people we have ever met.     
We would like to thank all of you who were there on the 29th July 2024 and, in the days, weeks and months after.  More than one hundred and sixty of you have been involved in the care of our daughter and are detailed in her medical records; and many of you continue to care for her now.  
What you faced that day was unimaginable.  I often wonder what your thoughts were in those moments before the girls arrived.  How you prepared, how you did your jobs despite knowing what had happened to them.  
You will say, ‘it was our job’ and ‘it is what we train to do’ – but there is no training that can prepare anyone for that.  What was required of you during moments of such terror and horror was much more than just your job.  There are few people on this planet who could do what you did with such professionalism, love and care.    
Our daughter’s medical records contain a hand-written sign-in sheet of those present as she arrived from the helicopter into the Emergency Department.  It is printed out in my office and serves as a reminder of how far we have come.  There are eighteen names on that sheet.  Eighteen in her room alone.  Many more with the other girls.  consultants, surgeons, doctors, nurses, radiographers, an anaesthetist who our daughter remembers making her feel so safe as she drifted to sleep, resus teams, major haemorrhage teams who delivered blood to her at frightening speed, all there, ready to do your jobs.  
Outside the door, in the corridor were many more.  Staff lined up in tabards and uniforms, ready to support their colleagues and the arriving families.  Porters, nurses, ICU teams, major trauma coordinators, professors brought over from other hospitals to assist. The list goes on.  We remember you all.  You were all there, you all knew exactly what to do and the preparedness of every person was something to behold. 
In the chaos you all brought peace and hope.   I really felt it that day.  
I was physically carried from the car to the ED and supported by the kindest most wonderful people as I was reunited with my husband and soon after my little girl.  You cared for us so beautifully in those dreadful hours of waiting.   
As the days followed many of you came back.  Visiting her bedside and introducing yourselves to us again, checking in.  We appreciated that so much.  I appreciated the hugs, so much.  
Our wonderful PICU nurses who watched her like hawks and braided her hair.  You told me tales of Anglesey, (a place now incredibly special to us) and searched the hospital for girly bedding, even though she was in a coma.  The musicians who played the cello and violin by her bedside, a moment I’ll never forget because it soothed me too.  
And as she finally woke up, days later – a doctor now on shift at another hospital drove back to see her.  Our daughter said “I know you, you helped me” - it was an overwhelming moment for us all.  A steady supply of teddies and squishies appeared at the end of her bed, gifted by many of you, each one named after someone in the hospital.  Not least, Roger Bear.  All of them sit proudly in her bedroom now, their names recited often.  
The physio team who came and helped her to breathe comfortably after the ventilator, who came to help her sit and stand, and eventually walk again.  You were some of the first people who made her believe in herself again.  You made her believe she would sit up, she would walk.  She would cartwheel.  She would get better.  
The pain management staff who kept close eye on her comfort.  Porters who moved her around the hospital with such care, taking her to CT scans and further surgery.  Every one of you with such a kind smile, reassuring us that she was now safe and it would be okay.   So many of you hugged me – and I really needed those hugs.  
Her incredible Surgeons who were there through both of her lengthy surgeries.  Who checked in, who became friends.  You saved her life, her arms, the use of her fingers.  You are so special to us.  
Our 3A nurses who brought the smiles and the joy again.  You created a safe space for the girls.  You held us up as we came to terms with the number of injuries she had. You prepared us to go home.  You made her laugh, made her feel strong.  You let us push her wheelchair a bit faster than we were supposed to and it felt so good to hear her laugh again.  
The face painters, sweet treat and coffee bringers and of course, Holly the dog, Chief Cuddle Manager (now retired!) and her owner.  Those labrador cuddles were what we needed.  And perhaps how we ended up with our own dog! The Major Trauma Team who brought Care Bears, smiles and so much support for the onward journey.  
The burns team who changed the dressings so gently and so patiently.  Who supported us to care for them at home.  Her play therapists who made all those moments less scary and lots more fun.  She finds your uniform on the atrium board each time we visit – and says, ‘that’s the one I want when I’m older’ – You’ve inspired her to want to help people; But for now, she is proudly wearing her volunteer jumper.  
The occupational therapists who helped her to use her hands and fingers again.  Who gently encouraged her to push herself and try hard things.  The splint teams who gave her a choice of colours and didn’t bat and eye when she asked for all of them! 
The psychology team.  Our angels, you picked up the pieces in PICU and continue to hold them with us today.  
The staff in the atrium, you always make her feel like a VIP.  So many of you recognise her with such a warm smile.  The charity team who has championed and cheered her fundraising and always make her feel so special.  She has committed to raising fifty thousand pounds for you, with her ForEVer Alder Hey Campaign and I know her fundraising journey will continue long after she meets this goal.  
It took an army that day to save our baby girl.  It has taken an army since to rebuild her.  You were our army.  She was seven years old.  We begged you to save her, and you did.  We will never, ever be able to express how thankful we are for every single one of you.  The people we were lucky enough to meet, and the ones who worked hard behind the scenes.  
The universe aligned to bring the very best of you to our side that day and we will never forget that.  I will continue to believe that you showed our little girl the very best of humanity on a day where she experienced the worst of it.  Your kindness and love will always reach in and lift us when life feels heavy.  
As our daughter says, ‘Teamwork makes the dream work’ and boy was their teamwork that day.  
We feel peace and calm the moment we arrive in the atrium.  We cry every time we see the play deck from the traffic lights, a mixture of deeply overwhelming memories and utter relief.  
We do not for one moment underestimate the impact that day must have had on all of you, and your families, as you tried to understand and process what you had experienced.  We want to acknowledge not just the jobs you did that day, but the people you are – we hope you are all doing okay.  We want you to know how much we love you all.  

xx
