
 

1 

 

CYNDI’S PASSING 

Raymond White, her Husband 

February 13, 2021 

 

 There is much I’d like to say ― and will say, another time ― about my wife’s wonderful 

life. But this writing is an epilog, it’s about the conclusion of her life; namely, her death.  

 Why would I write about her death? Because, just as the Bible is more about Jesus’ 

remarkable death than about his remarkable life, when you get to the end here, I think you will 

agree with me that Cyndi’s was a remarkable death indeed. Something extraordinary happened. 

 

[1] CYNDI’S DIABETES 

 

 Cyndi became a type-1 brittle diabetic in 1974 in our 7th year of marriage, and was a 

diabetic until her death in 2021. That’s 48 years of suffering with this crippling disease.  

 Many might suppose diabetes to be not as evil as cancer or heart disease because those 

two kill quickly while diabetes lingers. But I believe diabetes is more evil because it lingers, and 

torments, and tortures through a long life. That’s what Cyndi had to put up with for 48 years. 

 And diabetes is not just about insulin injections ― although it is certainly that ― it’s also 

about  balancing insulin with glucose and correcting when it gets too high or too low. 

It is also about neuropathy, and the awful way that makes your feet feel, and what it does 

to your stomach’s digestion causing vomiting episodes when gastro paresis has its way. 

 It is also about bladder problems and infections which kill kidneys and requires dialysis. 

It is about all of those and more, and for 48 years my beloved had to endure this torture 

called diabetes. Now it’s over, because, in the end, it killed her. 

 

[2] THE FINAL EPISODE 

 

 On Cyndi’s final days, she was stressed with multiple problems. She’d had vomiting fits 

off and on through her entire diabetic life and survived them. But this time things were different. 

This turned into a long running episode that didn’t stop. Here’s how it all played out. 

 Monday, January 11: We made it to dialysis. But soon after, she started vomiting, and 

she vomited all night. She finally took some Reglan and Zofran which seemed to settle her down. 

 Friday, January 15: Cyndi was nauseas last night and this morning. I gave her Reglan 

and Zofran but she wasn’t well enough for dialysis so we had to cancel that. 

 Wednesday, January 20: This was a terrible night, Cyndi vomited all night long. 

 Thursday, January 21: I finally got Cyndi to Emergency in spite of our fears that they 

would separate us because of Covid-19. They did separate us, but they treated her with 

Rosephrin in her IV which stopped the vomiting, then they discharged her and I took her home. 

 Friday, January 22: We went to dialysis. They said that her fistula is clotted, again, and I 

became unhinged, almost falling to the floor. Our tech tried to console me with, “Don’t worry, 

it’s no big deal. Go to the hospital and get it de-clotted and come back.” But I knew that this was 

a very big deal. Something was terribly wrong. This was the third clotting in four months and  

this would not turn out well. But we were off to Emergency for the second time in two days.  
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 They would not let me in of course because of Covid-19, but I managed to get in by 

providing Cyndi with a letter she could hand to any admitting doctor explaining why her safety 

in the hospital depended on me being with her. She gave it to some doctor and I was admitted. 

 Saturday, January 23: Doctor Moore de-clotted Cyndi’s fistula, ripping her arm open yet 

one more time, then sent her to the hospital’s dialysis center. But they said that the fistula wasn’t 

working. That was the beginning of the end. Doctor Moore said he could move the fistula down 

the arm or to the other arm. I said, to what end? We don’t know why it’s clotting so often, maybe 

because of Cyndi’s small veins, and we have no assurance that a fistula will work somewhere 

else. So why endure more torture with no expectation of any benefit? Then he recommended a 

“dialysis catheter.” What’s that? It’s a needle inserted into her vein just below her collar bone. 

 Monday, January 25: Cyndi said, “I don’t want to do this.” But I, in my self-righteous 

fervor, talked her into it as her last chance for life. And so, Doctor Moore performed the surgery 

and strapped Cyndi’s chest with two dangling access lines. I regret giving Cyndi that advice and 

should have let her make her own decision, if for no other reason than this: Following the 

surgery, the doctor said to me, “By the way, this is temporary. These catheters may last a year.” 

May last a year? That’s what we get for all the pain and suffering? A year? Maybe? That broke 

our hearts. We now knew she was living on borrowed time. And besides, the one clear 

instruction we received was “don’t get the catheter wet.” And within an hour of being home, 

Cyndi vomited and did indeed get it wet. 

 And dialysis? It was impossible. Cyndi was too sick, too frail, too unable to walk or even 

move to even think about dialysis. It was over and we both knew it. 

 That trip to the hospital did two good things anyway. First: they killed a UTI bug which 

they believed was causing the vomiting ― (it wasn’t, she continued to vomit). But killing the 

bug was good. Second: Hospice people visited us and helped us to think about end-of-life.  

But there was something else terribly wrong with Cyndi. She now had a sharp pain in her 

stomach just above her belly-button. A doctor thought it was constipation. We’re sure it was not. 

 Tuesday, January 26: The hospital discharged Cyndi. 

 Wednesday, January 27: Cyndi is once again lucid and able to talk and express her will. 

 Thursday, January 28: Cyndi is hurting massively. It’s that unidentified stomach pain. 

She vomited again. Dialysis tomorrow is of course out of the question. 

 Saturday, January 30: Cyndi is in agony with that tummy pain and calling out “Help me, 

help me!” and “Too much pain.” The Tylenol wasn’t working so I asked our daughter Lauri, 

what can I do? She asked if I have anything stronger. I thought, Ahah! I have a bottle of Codine. 

I and Lauri gave Cyndi one Codine pill and I saw the pain melt from her face. She rolled into a 

fetal position and slept for 24 hours. 

 Monday, February 1: Nurse Jeff came to our house and signed us up for Hospice care. 

Cyndi understands exactly what that means. But was it right to submit to dying? It had occurred 

to me weeks ago that Jesus, hanging on the cross, said, “Father, into thy hands I commend my 

spirit,” and “It is finished.” Christians often ask, what would Jesus do?  Well, that’s what he did. 

He left the pain and gave himself to God. So, do we have the right to do as Jesus did? To choose 

our death once death has chosen us and there’s no escape? Of course we do. Jesus declined the 

help of 12 legions of angels (Matthew 16:53) and Cyndi was now declining dialysis. My heart 

was breaking but it was time for Hospice. 

 Tuesday, February 2: Cyndi’s brother, Cliff, called. When I heard Cyndi say, “I decided I 

don’t want to do it anymore,” I knew there was no turning back ― there was no second path. 
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 Wednesday, February 3: Hospice gave us a box of meds including Morphine. 

 Thursday, February 4: Doctor Garcia (head of Hospice) came to visit. 

 Friday, February 5: Doctor Neda (dialysis) called. She gave us the number we’ve been 

desperately wanting to know. A year ago, Cyndi’s GFR (kidney number) was 11 which was bad 

enough (because it was under 15) to bring us to dialysis. But now it’s down to 4, so, yes, Cyndi’s 

kidney’s have failed and she cannot live without dialysis. And since dialysis doesn’t work for 

her, we were right to choose the one and only path available: dying as painlessly as possible. 

 Saturday, February 6: Trevor’s family came. The grandkids spent quality time with their 

nearly non-lucid grandma. At bedtime, I catheterized Cyndi. It was the last time I would ever do 

that kind, loving thing for her. 

 Sunday, February 7: Bryan, Teresa, and Kaelynn arrived. Now the family is all here. I 

read Our Love Story to Cyndi and asked if she liked it. She had no more words but nodded, yes. 

This evening the grandkids sang church hymns to their grandma. Megan began it, others joined 

in. It wasn’t planned, it just happened. It was one of the sweetest times of my life. 

 Monday, February 8: I called Caroline and told her that her aunt Cyndi was dying. I 

didn’t mean for her to rush here ― Hysperia is two hours away ― but she did. She arrived with 

two of her children, Jordan and Josalyn. They had quality time with grandma then left for home. 

 Tuesday, February 9: Nurse Joanna came and washed Cyndi’s hair and gave her a bed 

bath. Turning her made her vomit so Joanna and I, with Trevor and Bryan’s help, changed 

Cyndi’s clothes and all the bedding. It was the last bath and hair wash Cyndi would ever have. 

 Wednesday, February 10: This was an awful night. Bryan and I watched over Cyndi like 

hawks. We gave her Morphine for pain and Zofren for nausea as needed. She was breathing 

rapidly and appeared frightened. I felt so sorry for her but there was nothing else I could for her 

except cry and pray. Then came the morning of ― 

 

[3] RAY’S PRAYER 

 

 Thursday, February 11: This was the last day of Cyndi’s life. Of course we didn’t know 

it then, but Bryan and I had watched her labored breathing, struggling all night to catch each 

breath, and her starring, not at us but into some abyss or so it seemed. And we thought, this can’t 

go on for two long tortuous weeks as some nurses had implied. I was crying, Bryan was crying, 

our grieving for her was unbearable.  

 Suddenly, moved by my grief ― or maybe the spirit, I don’t know ― I stood, went to 

Cyndi, and knelt at her side on the bed. I said to God: “God, I am begging you, begging you to 

be kind and merciful to this woman that I love so deeply. Please bring her home to you now.” 

 Nothing changed. 

 Then I asked God, “And when she crosses over, please take her by your hand so that she 

will not be alone for even a second.” 

 Nothing changed. 

 I stood, and out of my tormented grief, I left the room. Seconds later, I returned, laid on 

the bed with my body pressed against hers, and placed my left hand on her chest over her heart. 

 Something had changed. Her breathing was now slower, calm, not panicked. 

 I said to Bryan, “Her breathing has slowed, hasn’t it?” 

 He replied, “Yes it has. She calmed when you stepped out of the room.” 

 I spoke to Cyndi and said, “Cyndi, darling, I’m still here.” 
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 Then I said: “Listen for God’s voice and follow him. He will bring you home.” 

 I added: “I give you permission to leave your body, but I do not give you permission to 

leave me. When you go, I want you to take my love with you.” 

 Then it happened. I felt her expel her last breath of air from her lungs and she did not 

inhale. I waited, but she was done. I felt her dying.  

But there was one last thing to do. I looked at her face, and saw her lower lip quivering 

slowly, up and down. I raised my head and said: “I’m going to kiss you for the last time.” 

 I lowered my head and kissed her firmly on the lips, moving my lips ever so slightly in a 

romantic way because I wanted it to be real like our first kiss. Then, she kissed me back! She had 

breathed her last, kissed me goodbye, and then she was gone. All she needed to leave was my 

love, and that she now had. 

 Bryan cried, and I cried and am still crying. She was finally out of her suffering, and for 

that I rejoice. But we are now parted and that loss is burdening me with overwhelming grief that 

will last the rest of my life. I will never be happy again until I rejoin my beloved in heaven.  

At 7:50 A.M., my life changed to sadness. But I thank God for her deliverance from pain, 

and also for our eternal, temple marriage that not even death can destroy. 

 

[4] STUART’S VISION 

 

 Friday, February 12: The next evening, Stuart told me a story that unburdened me from 

much of my grief. He told me he had had a dream the previous morning right at 7:50, precisely at 

the time Cyndi passed. He knows it was 7:50 because a few minutes later his mother, Lauri, 

woke him and told him that Grandma had just passed.  

In his dream, he saw a right hand holding Cyndi’s right hand pulling her into heaven. 

Cyndi was also clasping their joined hands with her left hand. Stuart also saw a crowd of happy 

people, only three of which he recognized. The three he knew were Cyndi’s parents, Don and 

Dottie Ball, and Gina, Stuart’s paternal grandmother. At some point Gina looked at Stuart and 

smiled, alerting him that she knew he was watching. Then Stuart was woken by his mother.  

 Stuart told this dream to Lauri, and Lauri told him to tell it to me, which he did the next 

night. He had some concern whether it was real or just a dream. What convinced him and me that 

it was real was when I told him that I had prayed that God would reach out to Cyndi, take hold of 

her and bring her home. And that’s what Stuart saw in his vision. He could not have known that I 

had prayed for that to happen. The hand that reached to her was God’s hand. I helped Cyndi get 

to and through the veil, and God pulled her through and home. And I believe it.  

 There are two other reasons to believe it. First: Stuart was a baby when Grandma Dottie 

passed, so he wouldn’t have recognized her. But he knew who she was. And second; Stuart had 

recently returned early from his mission to Guatemala. He had opportunity to leave even earlier 

with all other American missionaries because of Covid-19 but was impressed to stay and keep 

the mission running through the crisis. But in November, he received a strong impression to go 

home and, specifically, to be home by February. His sister Carissa also felt impressed that he 

needed to come home but neither knew why. Now we know why, because Grandma would soon 

be deathly ill and would die in February. Stuart needed to be home for her dying, and to see her 

pass through the veil and tell us what he saw. And now I have shared with you the marvel of her 

passing. Thank you, Stuart, for seeing your vision and sharing it with me. It means so much. 


