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RAY’S TALK AT CYNDI’S MEMORIAL SERVICE 

 

I will tell you the story of us. Like all stories it has a beginning, a middle, and an end.  

 

 [1.1] BEGINNING: HOW WE MET 

 

 Our story began in June 1966. I was a student at Cal-State Los Angeles and also taking 

classes at the LDS Institute. The institute planned an LDS Student Association conference at a 

mountainous camp facility called Cedar Crest. And so, on October 22
nd

, a Friday, I was on the 

back seat of a chartered bus, with friends, heading towards the mountains and Cedar Crest. 

 I brought my guitar, and our little group was singing songs and having fun. 

 As the bus proceeded east across the San Gabriel Valley, it stopped at each school to pick 

up more LDS kids. The last school was Citrus College in Azusa. 

I looked out the windows and saw the line form. I picked out the prettiest girl, the blonde 

with a bubble hairdo, and thought, now that’s the girl I want to meet on this trip and wondered 

how that could happen. It was love at first sight, and she hadn’t even gotten on the bus. 

  But I needn’t have worried because the first miracle was about to happen. From her seat 

in the front row, she leaned into the aisle, looked back, saw us singing, walked back and joined 

us. Her name was Cynthia Ball, or just Cyndi. 

 The bus finally arrived at Cedar Crest. After dinner, what was left of Friday was free 

time. I had my guitar, kids gathered to sing and that gave Cyndi and me a second contact.  

 Saturday was filled with classes and speakers and more opportunities to talk with Cyndi. 

Then Sunday morning arrived and the second miracle was about to happen. 

 

[1.2] MY FRIEND DOUG 

  

Backstory: My good friend Doug Brown was going on a mission. His farewell was that 

Sunday afternoon in South Pasadena. He had asked me to speak at his farewell, so I had to leave 

Cedar Crest right after breakfast and the chartered bus was out of the question.  

To make it work, I had pre-arranged a ride with a friend, Steve, who had brought his car. 

So, Sunday morning, I was standing in the breakfast line when the miracle occurred.  

Cyndi came to me and explained that she had heard that I had an early ride, and that she 

too needed to leave Cedar Crest early, and could she hitch a ride with me? Well, of course she 

could. Where did she need to go? To South Pasadena, to a missionary farewell. Whose? Doug 

Brown’s. I felt like I had struck gold. 

Steve’s car was an El Camino with a truck bed in back. Steve and his buddy, another 

Steve, sat in the front so Cyndi and I were together in the back. How fortunate. But the mountain 

road was twisty and she got motion sick and threw up over the tailgate onto the road.  

I knocked on the window and motioned for them to pull over, which they did. Cyndi and 

the other Steve switched places and the trip continued without incidence. 

I remember thinking, what a stroke of bad luck, losing her to motion sickness. I quickly 

corrected that thinking to: what a stroke of good luck, allowing me to show some gallantry.  

We made it to South Pasadena, changed clothes at a market, walked the short distance to 

the church, dumped our gear in the foyer, and walked into the chapel into the already-in-progress 

Sacrament Meeting. I knew I had to walk to the stand and wondered where I should put Cyndi 
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since the chapel appeared to be full. Then I did a brave thing. I took her hand, looped her arm in 

my arm, walked to the stand with her in tow, and sat us next to the bishop. Years later, Cyndi 

told me that what she was thinking was: what is he doing? Well, whatever I was doing, it was the 

right thing because it set up the third miracle. 

After the meeting, Cyndi and I went though the reception line like everyone else. When 

we reached Doug, what he said to us caught us both by surprise. He said: “Ray and Cyndi. I’ve 

always known that someday you two would meet. I expect you to be married before I return.” I 

considered that a prophetic utterance from a missionary and, no, I’m not making this up.  

 

[1.3] THE KISS 

 

 How we got from South Pasadena to my mother’s house in Highland Park, we have both 

forgotten. We had to have hitched a ride with someone but somehow we got to my mom’s house.  

I took mom’s Chevy and drove Cyndi to Citrus College where she picked up her car. 

Then I followed her to Monrovia and met her mom and dad, Dottie and Don Ball. 

When it was time to leave, Cyndi walked with me to the driveway, and, there, I did the 

bravest thing I ever did in my life: I put my arm around her waist, pulled her closer, and kissed 

her. For the record, she did not resist, she kissed me back.  

When she returned to the house, her father said, “Well? Did he kiss you?” And she said, 

“Yes, he kissed me, so I think that means he has to marry me.”  

Ah, dear Cyndi, how right you were. 

Oh, and as I backed out, I accidently ran across Don’s garden wall, ripped two bricks 

loose and broke a sprinkler head or two. I was rattled. But I did manage to get home safely. 

 

[1.4] MY MOM 

 

 Cyndi and I didn’t see each other during the week, but we saw each other again the next 

Sunday. I picked her up and brought her to Garvanza Ward in Highland Park to meet my mother, 

Phyllis. When church was done, Mom took Cyndi around and introduced her to all her Relief 

Society sisters as “Ray’s fiancée.” We’d known each other a total of four days. Cyndi told me 

later that what she was thinking was: what does Ray’s mom know that I don’t know? 

 And then there was mom’s china. Later, when we were engaged, mom said to Cyndi, 

“Come. I want to show you how I knew you were going to marry my son.” She brought her into 

the kitchen, to the china hutch, took out a plate from the set, handed it to Cyndi, and said, “Turn 

it over and see the name of my china.” Cyndi did. The name of mom’s china set was Cynthia. 

“That’s how I knew that Ray would marry a Cynthia.” Now that’s spooky.  

 By the way, the china is still in the family, passed from mom to Cyndi, and now to our 

daughter Laurisa. 

 

[1.5] PROPOSAL AND ENGAGEMENT 

 

 On December 17, I found the courage to propose. I don’t recall my words, but I do recall 

her response. She said, “Really?” I said, “Ah, yes, really.” Then she said, “Really?” I don’t recall 

how many times that bounced back and forth but finally she said yes.  
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 In January we brought my mother to Monrovia to meet Cyndi’s parents. We announced 

that we would get married in two years when I graduated from college. That sounded practical to 

me, but mom blurted out: “Sounds like a June wedding to me!” Mom was right, as usual. Five 

months later, on June 17
th

, Cyndi and I were married in the Los Angeles Temple for eternity. 

 

[1.6] THE DEBATE 

 

In one of my institute classes, the teacher, Brother Johansen, announced that we ought to 

have a debate. He picked the subject. It was: Are marriages made in heaven? He asked for any 

volunteers to take the affirmative. No hands went up―(probably too much like predestination for 

Mormon tastes)―so he picked someone. He picked me. I said, “Well, okay. This might be fun.” 

 I invited Cyndi to come to the debate. She did. I presented my case with a mathematical 

argument, a scriptural argument, and an example: Cyndi was my example, my Exhibit A. 

 I won’t bore you with my mathematical and scriptural arguments―that would make your 

eyes glaze over―but my 3
rd

 argument, my Exhibit A, was sitting there watching the debate. 

I told the class our story, about Doug’s prophetic imperative, and mom’s clairvoyance, 

and I told them of the unlikelihood of how we met, when we met, where we met, and I said, 

“Sure sounds like fate to me. If that’s not fate, then I don’t know what fate could possibly mean.” 

 So, what about the debate? Ah, I won. I convinced the teacher, the class, and the other 

debaters, and myself that marriages, or some marriages anyway, are indeed made in heaven.  

That was reassuring, especially since the girl I was about to marry was sitting in the 

room. She was a gift from God to me. And she knew that I knew because I had just said so. 

 Knowing that we came from God and that we were going back to God―(that’s what 

temple marriages are about, married forever)―is a very nice place to be. 

 

[2.1] MIDDLE: IT’S BEEN A WONDERFUL LIFE 

 

 If we ever squabbled at all, it was over trivial things. For instance, we’d often squabble 

about where to have lunch. Here was our typical conversation: We’d be in our car and I’d say, 

“So, where do you want to eat?”  

She’d say, “you decide.” 

I’d say, “No. If I pick a place, you’ll want someplace else. So, you decide.” 

She’d say, “I don’t know. This time you decide.” 

I’d say, “Tell you what, I’ll give you three names and you pick one. Fair enough?” 

She’d say, “Fair enough.” 

I’d say, “Okay then. Wendy’s, Del Taco, and Presto Pasta.” 

Then she’d sit quiet for a minute, think about her choices, and say, “None of the above.” 

I’d say, “Ahah! Told you. So, where are we going to eat?” 

And finally she’d say, “Let’s go to Las Delicias. I want a chile relleno.” And that’s where 

we’d go, and laugh, and have a good time. Always a good time. Dear God, I miss her. 

 

[2.2] MISCELLANEOUS 

 

Another story. We went to a UPS store. Cyndi went in first and I was about ten steps 

behind her. When I entered, she was already talking to the clerk. I walked up to Cyndi and put 
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my arm around her which caught the clerk off guard. The clerk said, “Are you two together?” I 

said, “Yes, and always will be.” The clerk smiled and said, “Ah, that’s sweet.”  

I’d gotten in the habit of when people asked how long we’ve been married, I’d tell them 

the truth, of course, but then I’d add, “But we’re just starting.” And I meant it. 

Shopping is fun. Typically though, women shop and men hunt. Some men get 

exasperated following their wives as they shop. That’s a mistake. I learned decades ago that one 

of the funniest things in life is to watch my wife in her natural habitat: the shopping mall.  

Our last shopping was at Albertson’s. I parked and asked if she wanted to wait in the car 

or come in with me.  She chose to come in with me which was a pleasant surprise. I pulled her 

wheelchair out, put her in it, and away we went. I quickly got the one thing I went in to get, then 

she started shopping. Her shopping spree took us to every aisle in the store. Did that annoy me? 

Of course not. I loved every moment of it, and would do it again in a heartbeat if I had the 

chance. Hopefully there will be shopping malls in heaven. I’ll follow her through all of them. 

Picking gifts was a challenge. But I had a simple, devious plan. When she saw something 

she liked in a store, often jewelry, I’d say, “Well, get it.” And she’d say, “No, it’s too expensive” 

and put it down. So, then, the next day, I’d sneak out of the house on a pretend shopping trip, go 

to that store, and buy that thing (which I knew she’d like because she picked it), save it, and give 

it to her for her birthday or Christmas. She’d be as pleased for the effort as for the gift. 

 

[2.3] TAXES 

  

 Vic Jones was a lifelong friend. We’ve known each other for nearly sixty years and he’s 

been my tax man for nearly fifty years. Each year, Cyndi came with me to Vic’s home for taxes 

until she started getting sick and could no longer come.  

The last time Vic did my taxes, when we were done and I stood to leave, Vic stood with 

me. Then he said this to me: “Ray, I want you to know that in all the years I’ve know you and 

Cyndi, I have never once heard her say a cross thing about you, to you or to anyone else.” Then 

he starting crying, and I don’t know what that was about but it came from someplace deep inside 

him. I might have asked him the next year but by then he had died from diabetes and gangrene.  

 

[3.1] ENDING: CYNDI’S DIABETES 

 

 In 1974, seven years into our marriage, Cyndi became a type-1 brittle diabetic. That 

portended 48 years of suffering with this crippling disease and the other bad things it caused: 

neuropathy in her feet, bladder and stomach; Gastro Paresis and its many vomiting fits; kidney 

infection and kidney failure; and more.  

 On Cyndi’s final days, she was stressed with multiple problems beginning with a two 

week vomiting episode and trips to Emergence which made it impossible to go to dialysis.  

 She had begun dialysis in December 2019, which, gratefully, did add a year to her life. 

But in September 2020, her fistula clotted and had to be declotted by surgically opening her arm. 

Two months later in November it clotted again and required another declotting. Two months 

later in January 2021 it clotted again, and this third time, the declotted fistula didn’t work. It 

could be moved, we were told, but with no guarantee. It could clot again or might not work at all. 

That would be a lot of pain and suffering for maybe two more months more of life, but more 

likely, it would work at all.  
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 On January 25
th

, Cyndi said, “I don’t want to do this.” So dialysis became impossible. 

Cyndi was too sick, too frail, and too hurting to think about dialysis. She couldn’t even get to the 

clinic, let alone sit through the arduous three hour sessions. It was over and we knew it. 

Was it okay for Cyndi to decide not to proceed? I recalled that while Jesus was on the 

cross, he said, “Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.” So, when we ask, what would Jesus 

do, well, we know what Jesus did do. He declined help from twelve legions of angels and ended 

his agony by saying, “It is finished.” 

 Saturday, January 30: Cyndi was in agony and calling out “Help me! Help me!” and 

“Too much pain.” I gave her a Codine and watched the pain melt from her face. Then she curled 

into a fetal position and slept for 24 hours. 

 Tuesday, February 2: Cyndi’s brother, Cliff, called. I heard Cyndi say, “I decided I don’t 

want to do it anymore.” Even though I already knew there was no turning back, that was a jolt. 

 Wednesday, February 3: Hospice gave us a box of meds including Morphine. 

 Sunday, February 7: Our two sons, Trevor and Bryan, and their families arrived. The 

children sang church hymns to Cyndi which gave her pleasure. That was a spiritual night. 

 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. She was breathing rapidly. I felt 

so sorry for her but there was nothing more I could do for her except cry and pray. 

 

[3.2] RAY’S PRAYER 

 

 Thursday, February 11 was the last day of Cyndi’s life. Bryan and I had watched her 

labored breathing, struggling to catch each breath. We were crying. Our grief 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, and said: “God, I’m 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 but resigned. 

 I spoke to Cyndi and said, “Cyndi, darling, I’m still here.” 

 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―(pause, crying)―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 one last time.” 

 I lowered my head and kissed her lips, as romantically as I could, as though it was our 

first kiss. Then―(pause, crying)―she kissed me back! She was dying, had breathed her last, and 

yet she loved me enough to kiss me back. Then she was gone. All she needed was my love, and 

that she now had. 

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. 
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[3.3] STUART’S VISION 

 

 The next day, Friday, February 12, Stuart told me a story that unburdened me from much 

of my grief. I’m going to share it with you. 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 clutching Cyndi’s right hand pulling her into heaven. 

Stuart saw a crowd of happy people greeting her. He recognized only 3: Cyndi’s parents, 

Don and Dottie, and Gina, Stuart’s other 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 her. She told him to tell it to me. He did, the next night. He 

wondered if 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. That’s what Stuart saw. He could not have known that I had prayed for that to happen. 

The hand that reached to her was God’s hand, I do believe.  

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

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

recently returned early from his mission in Guatemala. 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 

passing, to see it, and tell us what he saw. And now I have shared with you the marvel of my 

dear wife’s passing. Thank you, Stuart, for sharing your vision with me. It means so much. 

 

[4] ENDING WITH A SCRIPTURE AND A POEM 

 

 Before I end, I want to share a scripture that is appropriate to me right now, then a poem. 

 

Philippians 1:21 For to me, to live is Christ and to die is gain. :22 If I am to go on living 

in the body, this will mean fruitful labor for me. Yet what shall I choose? I do not know! 

:23 I am torn between the two: I desire to depart and be with Christ [and Cyndi] which is 

far better; :24 but it is more necessary for you that I remain in the body. 

 

 And now my poem which I appropriately call: For Cyndi, the Queen of My Heaven. 

 

         Here, then, is the length and breadth of it, 

         Though I doubt I’ll ever fit 

         Together words to match the feelings of my heart. 

         For the words I need are not a part 

         Of mortal tongue or writ. 

         But, still, I need to choose 

         Some words, so these I’ll use: 

         I love you. 

         And these simple words will have to do. 
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 In the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 


