






That’s all the news for now. I send love & prayers for your peace & joyful 

growth each day.

Lina

May 25, 2024  x  Riparian idyll  x  Lina:

Greetings from the road. I’m up in the Eldorado Forest about 50 miles 

south of Tahoe. It’s our usual Memorial Day weekend for the past 20 years 

or so. I had enough energy to make the 3 1/2 hour drive. Well worth it, but 

the lead up was kind of tiring.

I flew to LA on Wednesday morning & got back home at about 6:00 pm. I 

gave blood & met with my nurse contact & reviewed my lab results. Then 

the cleaning crew came on Thursday morning. This required us to finally 

remove the layers of suitcases & bags from our vacation & last trip to 

LA.  That was a very necessary & good achievement but tiring.  Then we 

packed for the river, mostly Friday early, & headed for the river.

My lab results Wednesday did not include a CA125 measure because my 

last one was not long enough ago. My next one will be on June 5 when I 

return for my second infusion & labs.  Then we will get an idea on the ef-

fect. I will have a CT scan July 2 and my third infusion on July 3. Two weeks 

before that, Juneteenth, I will get labs. Plenty of travel in our summer plan. 

This all assumes that I can continue with the in the trial based on the effect 

& tolerance of side effects.

The side effects have been significant but tolerable. I’ve had itching & 

fatigue primarily. My bloodwork has been good. I am tired enough that 

I’m not planning any trips to Costco currently. I do feel like the treatment 

is working.  So, onward I go.

Meanwhile, my new gardener has helped by weeding the garden jungle, 

having already cleared the front weed patch. I have about 6 bags of yard 

waste & a full green bin ready to go out. Hopefully, Orozco will put them 

out while we are up here. Otherwise we will get to it next week.

I will enjoy resting in the beautiful setting in the company of Rand & our 

old friend Gail.  We miss Ravi of course. He loved the river. Love to you as 

we treasure each day.

Lina

View from the dacha at Redacted Creek. We were typically enlisted 
to help “open” the cabin on Memorial Day and “close” it in Sep-
tember. This was to be L’s last visit: she was too ill by Labor Day.
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June 2, 2024  x  Zooming in to services  x  Lina:

Ahhh. Spring has sprung again. I’ve been especially tired the past few 

weeks. But I’m coming along I think. I’m so grateful I can attend the Zoom 

option for my church. It was a covid thing but now many seniors and oth-

ers of us who could not get to church can share that fellowship. Good tech.

I really have not done much since we got home from the river. I have 

ambitions to get to the laundry tomorrow, in time to pack for our next LA 

excursion on Tuesday. I have completed 371 consecutive days in Spanish 

on Duolingo  

We enjoyed dinner here at home with our friend Robert. He & Rebecca 

are back from their spring trip to Puerto Vallarta where they maintain 

residency. Today is their anniversary. Rebecca is down w/ a cold. So she 

stayed home last night. Rand did most of the dinner labors. I did prepare 

the salad & marinate the ahi while Rand & Robert attended a political 

fundraiser in Berkeley.

The gardner has made significant progress in the backyard but there are 

many garden casualties. That Japanese Maple never got in the ground 

after years of intentions.  It could come back, but it doesn’t look like it. My 

bay tree & blueberries are doing fine along with the herbs.

Tuesday will be my completion of round 1 on the trial drug. It seems like a 

long 28 days.  I’m hoping that my doctors will adjust my dose to some-

thing with fewer side effects, less itching, fatigue & gastric discontent 

would be welcome. But, I should have an updated CA125 & I’m hoping for 

encouraging news. I also am hoping to get back to my exercise routine 

which has not been in effect. Such are the current challenges. I can feel 

improvement but the side effects are kind of obscuring that. Cycle 2 starts 

Wednesday. Thank you for your cards, prayers & good wishes.

Enjoy, 

Lina

June 6, 2024  x  Bad numbers  x  Lina:

Gulp.  Ok, so my CA125 spiked up, not down from 386. The reading for 

Wednesday was 2,560.  Good thing I was sitting down. My Cedars oncol-

ogist says that the trial drug is so new that there is not data on aberrations 

Alleged progress in the alleged garden.
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in CA125 readings. But, we decided to try to get an earlier CT scan to 

get more data. I think I would feel worse if the number was an accurate 

measure.

Meanwhile, on Wednesday, my doctor discontinued the infusions because 

of the side effects that I was experiencing, which we think it is causing, 

itching & rashes.

Also, we are holding the RGX104 for a week per the manufacturer’s recom-

mendations to give my digestive tract time to settle down. I’m scheduled to 

resume next Wednesday at a stepped-down dose, 100 mg twice daily.

These have been some difficult decisions as I try to figure out whether to 

leave the trial. I have been in prayer & feel the current course is the right 

one. I am glad I don’t need to rely on only my evaluation. I feel the peace.

So, I’m ready to pack for LA at the time I find out when I can get the CT. 

Thank Rand for loading up a thumb drive so we can listen to audio books. 

We are currently listening to a novel about the period leading up to & 

following Julius Cesar’s rise & murder, around 40 BC in a book called 

Dictator.  It is the last of a trilogy based on the speeches and correspond-

ences of Cicero.  Amazing how contemporary the themes are.

Rand has many more books for us to enjoy. For now, we are glad to be 

home as the Bay fog air conditioning kicks in. It was about 104 degrees 

inland yesterday & 98 when we got home. Yikes.

Love & God’s Peace to you, 

Lina

June 14, 2024  x  “The study is over for me”  x  Lina:

Sorry again for the long interval. Lots going on on the ground.

We went to LA on Monday for a CT scan to see whether my CA125 jump 

was consistent w/ disease progression. It was. The study is over for me 

because the trial drug was ineffective. Tumors have grown larger.

I had a televisit w/ my Kaiser oncologist to discuss next steps in light of 

everything. I have a follow-up visit on Tuesday w/ the 2nd opinion Dr. in 

Walnut Creek on Tuesday. But, basically the plan is to begin a different 

infusion regimen at Kaiser, trying to hold the line.

We know, at least, that she was not sad-

dled with a placebo, but for all the good it 

did as a corrective for carcinomatosis, the 

drug might as well have been. When the 

Big Pharma “sponsor” of the study saw 

Lina’s numbers, their operatives shrank 

back, made the sign of the cross, and 

kicked Lina off the clinical trial forthwith. 

This was, I believe, to end our drives 

down to Cedar-Sinai for all time.

Upon application Dr. H – a tad reluctantly, 

as it seemed to us – referred us to Kaiser’s 

Dr. Bookman in Walnut Creek for further 

consultation. Dr. B, we both thought, had 

many qualities we had not discerned in 

his Oakland colleague. He was forthcom-

ing where she was reticent, and while he 

no more than she held out any long-term 

hope, he appeared more flexible as to 

therapeutic options, suggesting that a 

resumption of enhertu, which Dr. H had 

ruled out, might set the disease back on 

its heels for a while after such an interval 

away.

Regarding the failure of the clinical 

trial, Dr. Bookman made an interesting 

observation (I paraphrase from memory): 

“Sometimes these clinical trials can actu-

ally make things worse.” Wait, and no one 

here or at Cedars happened to mention 

this before we enrolled? “Forget it, Jake – 

it’s Cancertown.”

Washed out
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We got back home on Wednesday, June 12, the day before my driver’s 

license was set to expire. We stopped off at the DMV in Newhall & I was 

able to pass the written test, required to renew after age 70. So, I was able 

to complete the test, get my picture taken & get a temporary renewal until 

the new one comes in the mail. Oh joy. I don’t even care that I will have that 

terrible picture going forward. I guess my vanity does have limits after all.

Rand & I enjoyed a fantastic birthday dinner last night at Saffron. I ate a lot. 

Then we came home & I had a good night sleep. Ahh, simple pleasures.

That’s about all I can say, except that God is good all the time. I don’t have 

the anxiety that one would expect. I rest in God’s hands.

Blessings to you, 

Lina

June 18, 2024  x  Dueling oncologists  x  Lina:

The plan is decided. So, I go forward with another ENHERTU infusion to-

morrow. I saw the second opinion Dr. at Kaiser Walnut Creek & he thinks it 

it a good chance for treatment at this juncture, which my Oakland oncolo-

gist is against. But, she has said previously that she would go along with it. 

Tomorrow 8:30 am. Hopefully, it will happen without a problem. I had labs 

today, so I will get a new CA125 reading tomorrow.

I had agreed that I would go forward with Doxil because my Kaiser oncol-

ogist thought it was the way to go. But after talking w/ Dr. Bookman, I think 

his assessment is best & he, like I, was concerned about the Doxil side ef-

fects. He also has much more experience in treating my type of cancer. I 

get to see the dentist on Thursday for a cleaning. He said that was fine too.

I feel much better about this treatment option. So, once more into the 

breach.  I will keep you posted as things develop.

I have  been thinking a lot about Christ’s teaching to love one another.  I 

have a new standard for evaluating my actions, Is it loving? Calling other 

drivers names? Nope. Criticism? Sometimes. Patience, goodness, kind-

ness?  Yep. It’s funny, dogs are almost always loving. And, like us, it’s fear 

that messes things up. Thank you for all the birthday well wishes.

Peace & love to you.   

Lina

Saffron, an Afghan restaurent in Oakland’s tony Rockridge Dis-
trict. Lina was wont to make much of her “corn allergy,” and was 
startled on a subsequent visit to learn that all Saffron’s courses, 
which she had consumed without ill effect, were cooked in corn oil.
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June 21, 2024  x  Her last summer  x  Lina:

Summer. So glad I get to see another.

It’s only two days since my infusion. But, it seems that I have better energy. 

I managed to fulfill my Thursday cooking duties last night, w/ red snapper 

& salad w/ arugula, watermelon, feta & basalmic reduction. Oh yum. I 

stole the recipe from Saffron where we had it on my birthday.

So now it is just doing day to day healing. I won’t have measures until July. 

But, I will see how I feel to discern the effects. There are lots of family & 

friend birthdays in the summer. I’m so fortunate to have them & hope I 

don’t fail to get my greetings off to remind them how much they mean to me.

Meanwhile, the cleaning crew made everything nice & clean. The garden-

er got the weeds. And, I had my teeth cleaned yesterday. Things are spar-

kling.  I’m resting in Good’s abiding love. Thank you for being part of it.

Peace & joy to you.   

Lina

July 3, 2024  x  Lucid dreaming  x  Lina:

Up & running. I have finally figured out how to create a post update since 

CaringBridge went to a new format & was not working for a while.

There is not much to report except that I’m feeling much better. I get my 

next infusion On July 11 & will get labs the Tuesday before. Then I will 

get a CA125 update. I’m expecting good news based on my increasing 

energy levels. I’m doing laundry & am not exhausted any more when I do 

small tasks. I’m up to a mile a day of walking again, not my prior 3 mile 

usual but I’ll take it.

Rand, our friend Robert & I did an excursion on Monday that was big fun. 

I went & drove a fancy new electric car called a Lucid, that has a 475 mile 

range. Wow the power of the thing is impressive. We won’t be buying one 

anytime soon & it would not get up my driveway any better than my Lexus. 

After the drive we went & caught the vista from the Marin Headlands, 

since we were in Corte Madera to see the Lucid. It’s an new & struggling 

company with brilliant engineering. Their SUV is the ultimate contrast to 

Tesla’s new ugliest SUV ever conceived. Still, having a Lucid was a fantasy 

that I’m over now.

Infused at Oakland Kaiser.
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Meanwhile, I expect my driveway to be my next project, assuming my 

energy holds. Blessings to you & yours for a safe & joyful 4th of July.

Lina

July 10, 2024  x  Better numbers  x  Lina:

Moving in the right direction. My CA125 is 732, down from 2,482. I would 

have thought the current reading was high, but this is good considering.

I have enjoyed attending church in person for the past two Sundays. Being 

able to do that is an excellent indicator of my progress.

I have my second infusion for my return to ENHERTU tomorrow. Whether 

the good trend will continue is in God’s hands. It’s efficacy is expected to 

decline as the resistant cells are left behind. However, I feel increasingly 

better, stronger, better appetite, & walking more since the first return 

dose on June 19. I broke 2 miles yesterday & felt good

I’m able to look forward to undertaking various projects that need to be 

done. The driveway of course. People regularly park encroaching the 

area in front where I have been very happy to have available usually for 

parking until I get the area shaped properly to park inside. But, I remind 

myself how long we have managed without a place to park & leave a 

civilized note requesting them not block our driveway, remembering that 

patience is loving. I’m learning to remember more often to ask, “Is this 

loving?”

That’s about all the news from here. Peace & love to you with my gratitude 

for your concern & prayers.

Lina

July 11, 2024  x  Car talk  x  Lina:

Roll with changes. So, no ENHERTU today. My Kaiser oncologist is holding 

my treatment until next Wednesday because I’m taking a course of antibi-

otics for a UTI (urinary infection). It caused alot of anxiety & checking w/ 

other doctors & trying to get the infusion today. Her decision is the more 

cautious course but I have accepted this now, figuring that I will follow 

God’s timing & be happy.

My second opinion oncologist in Walnut Creek said it was ok to go ahead 

Late in life Lina began to participate in the stock market, a 
realm regarding which I have retained a Skimpole-like ignorance. 
Among her investments was “Lucid,” a Tesla rival backed by Arab 
petrodollars (hedging their bets?). In July we ventured to their 
dealership in Marin County so she could test-drive her money.

With our chum R.I. Williams at the Marin Headlands.
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today but also said that a 28 day interval is commonly used to avoid side 

effects for some & the delay should not alter efficacy. So, I’m going to take 

advantage of the delay of even my milder side effects & try to work on my 

car tomorrow.

I have a classic car that I need to sell. It’s been sitting for about 6 years in a 

parking garage where I have a space. I am my father’s daughter in this re-

gard. His children tend to collect extra car projects like he did. My brother 

has his 1964 Pontiac Bonneville that my other brother fully restored in 2009. 

I have my 280ZX anniversary model. It’s time to get it running & sell it.

I am an old hand at reclaiming cars that have been sitting for long periods. 

First, I need to replace the 30 year old tires though. I’ve enlisted help 

to jack it up & take the wheel off to get the tires mounted & balanced & 

then put them back on so I can drive it & get it smogged. New battery 

& antifreeze & I may be able to drive it to the carwash & to get fresh gas. 

Hopefully the gas treatment I put in it years ago has helped preserve it. 

Fingers crossed. I hope I don’t need to drain the gas. I can’t get it towed 

to have it checked out & get minor repairs until I have current registration. 

Well I have no shortage of projects.

We have plans to meet friends from LA in the City on Saturday night. We 

shall see whether I’m up to the walk to BART or whether it’s Lyft. I’m con-

sistently walking a mile or more a day. My appetite and energy continue 

to improve so we will see.

Love & God’s peace go out to you, 

Lina

July 14, 2024  x  Wishing she were in Dixie  x  Lina:

God’s perfect timing. I have my next infusion on Wednesday, so blood 

tests again on Monday. This means I should be getting another CA 125 

reading even though I had one last week, expecting to get the infusion last 

Thursday. The timing of future infusions also will shift by a week. So, I will 

have time to get past any side effects & should be feeling good enough to 

go to my friend’s wedding in Alabama at the beginning of August.

Rand’s birthday is August 2 & it is not really his first choice to be in Ala-

bama surrounded by Republicans. Sill, he’s agreed to go. I think it will be 

good for us to be with good people who hold different views.

Lina’s “classic” Datsun 280zx. She was just the second owner. This 
was a limited “tenth anniversary” edition of 3000. Of these, 2500 
were painted in gold and black, just 500 in this red & black color 
scheme. Each car has a serial number. One of the other 499 sold 
in 2023 for almost a quarter of a million dollars, but this had been 
meticulously preserved and had but 29(!) miles on it. But maybe…
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My friend was my drummer on the road & has been a professional musi-

cian since he returned home at the end of those years of perpetual travel. 

We have great road stories & I enjoy many good experiences in Alabama 

back when we would stop in with his family on the way to gigs in the area. 

He is now a widower who is marrying a woman he met in church who 

is 57 and has never been married. They are both over the moon to have 

found their love. It is such a joy.

I made progress toward reviving my 280ZX yesterday. I now have new 

tires all around. The old ones were 30 years old, barely worn but unsafe 

to drive on. I could plant corn on the dirt than is on it after several years of 

sitting in a parking garage. I now can drive it to get a smog check, assum-

ing I can locate the key for the steering wheel lock. Otherwise, I guess I 

can use a hack saw on it.

It took the whole day yesterday to take the wheels in for new tires, refill 

or check fluids & install a battery. Great progress. Today I’m pooped & I 

did not do the heavy lifting. Yohanas did it. He is an angel from Ethiopia 

& a neighbor. After all that, we had dinner with friends from LA. That was 

some good energy for one day.

Next week we will be dog sitting for our neighbor. It will be nice to enjoy 

the enthusiasm & love of a dog. Life is good.

I pray that you all are feeling God’s peace it these difficult times of turmoil. 

There is beauty all around us.

Lina

July 20, 2024  x  Dog days of summer  x  Lina:

Slow progress.

I had my infusion on Wednesday as scheduled. I’m in the tired patch, but 

I’m feeling good. I do think this treatment is helping. My next infusion is 

August 7, with labs after we get back from Alabama. My CA125 was up a 

bit on Monday.

We have been enjoying dog sitting for our neighbor Conor has abandon-

ment issues, so we don’t dare to leave him alone. He has responded well 

to squeaky ball therapy & sticks to Rand like glue. Oh those adoring eyes.

Despite my fatigue, I am making some progress on projects which 

Yeah, about that. I took a poor impression 

from my first visit to the South in 1983. 

The experience of being run off the road 

and into a drainage ditch by a couple o’ 

whoopin’ and hollerin’ good ol’ boys in a 

pickup as I trudged along a country road 

had something to do with this, as did be-

ing seated and then ignored for an hour in 

a Georgia coffee shop because I’d spoken 

to the staff in “Yankee” English.

So OK, let bygones be bygones. Still, I 

was not keen to accompany Lina to the 

wedding of a former inamorato from her 

years as an itinerant musician. I’d met the 

guy and his former wife – she died a few 

years later – and liked them both, but had 

never met him on his home ground. The 

fact that his bride-to-be was a Republican 

officeholder, and that she had been a 

Trump-pledged delegate to July’s GOP 

convention that month…well, my auditors 

and only friends, you can see how this 

would have made me feel not merely like a 

fish out of water, but a fish on the grill.

But I went, and even though, as likely the 

only atheist Democrat at a 400-guest 

wedding reception, I found my conversa-

tional gambits circumscribed, I refrained 

from occasioning any “coastal elite” 

offense, and I’m grateful to have been 

with Lina on what was to prove the last 

untroubled weekend of her life.

Not really his first choice…
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abound. We replaced our oven because the other quit working. We did 

well with the toaster oven for two weeks while waiting for it.

I got the steering wheel lock cut off my Z today & though I would try to 

start it up. But, the clutch pedal went to the floor. So something unknown 

wrong there, anything from a spring to the pressure plate. Thank good-

ness for Yohanas. He likes having the extra work & I am grateful.

I have been getting good sleep & eating 3 meals, maintaining my 101-

102 weight category. I eat well but need to push some more high calorie 

snacks without the sugar focus.

We have been nice & cool a the heat wave continues inland. We open 

the windows in the evening & the cool breeze flows through. Can’t beat 

Oakland weather.

I trust that you are staying cool & enjoying your summer. Soon it will be 

fall.

Love & peace to you, 

Lina

An OK dog, I suppose, but not a patch on the incomparable Ravi.
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Lina enjoyed her time in Alabama. After piloting our rental car 

from Nashville, the closest airport to Huntsville, we spent most 

of our time there in our air-conditioned hotel room, because the 

heat and humidity of a Confederate summer was kind of daunting for 

a couple of coastal elites. Lina, a bit peaked from the ordeal of air 

travel, was actually to spend most of our holiday resting in bed. I ven-

tured out occasionally on foot – although ours was not a particularly 

walkable precinct – to score us some takeout grub.

We set forth on the eve of the ceremony to a “rehearsal barbecue,” 

held indoors (and also air-conditioned!) at a church-adjacent facility. 

Everyone was gracious, and I was presented with a cake – for it was 

my seventy-second birthday that weekend – which, to our embarrass-

ment, we had no means of storing or transporting, and were obliged 

to leave behind.

At the reception, cautioned by Lina not to trespass against local cus-

tom and opinion, I confined my remarks to the weather: “Gosh, sure 

is hotter/humid here than it is where I’m from. Did you know that 

August in San Francisco is frequently cool and foggy?” – and so forth.

The newlyweds departed for their honeymoon. Lina and I spent the 

day prior to our scheduled departure looking around her old haunts, 

for in the eighties she’d spent much time with her then-boyfriend 

Bryan in Greater Huntsville. Huntsville, I might observe, was the only 

big city in the state that the Orange Man did not carry in 2020.

We flew back on Sunday, an all-day sort of thing that didn’t find us 

tumbling into bed until almost midnight. Still, Lina had us up by 

mid-morning – schnell, schnell! – because there were errands to be run, 

and because she was due for her scheduled “blood draw” at Kaiser 

2024 (ii): …then suddenly
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before noon. Therein hangs a tale. Lina dispatched me into our 

favorite locally-owned grocer on Piedmont Avenue. She was craving 

a root beer float (the root beer and the ice cream had of course to be 

free of corn syrup). I returned with the ingredients; she never, in the 

event, had the float.

As I approached the car, she was on her phone. Kaiser had called, and 

the message was (I summarize/paraphrase) “We just looked at your 

lab results and your creatinine numbers are through the roof! Your kid-

neys are failing! Hie thee to the fucking emergency room right now!”

Reader, we did, although we stopped first at The Crumbling Manse™ 

to drop off some perishables and pick up some supplies. Lina was to 

spend the next fortnight confined to Kaiser as the doctors there puz-

zled/debated over the cause of her apparent kidney failure. Their first 

take was that her cancer had extended its remit to the kidneys. Dr. 

H, to her eternal credit, vigorously dissented. What everyone agreed 

upon, unfortunately, was that as long as the kidneys remained hors de 

combat, no further treatment of cancer could be essayed, hence Lina’s 

entry on 9 August  “I do not expect to be here much longer.”

She was shortly offered the option of a “nephrostomy bag,” an exter-

nal vessel in which urine the kidneys could no longer handle might 

be drained. She resisted this until a patient physician explained that 

her alternative would be to spend the next weekend in a refrigerated 

drawer. This sort of thing, as Dr. Johnson once said, “concentrates 

[the] mind wonderfully,” and she reluctantly consented. It affronted 

her dignity to be equipped with this appliance, and she hoped to the 

end of her life, which was closer than either of us then imagined, that 

she would eventually be freed from the encumbrance.
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August 6, 2024  x  Unexpected setback  x  Lina:

Long time & lots going on.

We got back from Alabama Sunday at around midnight. Had a lovely time 

at the wedding.

I got my labs done on Monday. My oncologist called before I got the re-

sults & told me to go to the ER & check in. I’ve been in the hospital since 

yesterday afternoon & am expected to be here, “at least until the week-

end“ while we decide what to do about my kidneys. My creatinine levels 

went from solid normal to bad, 10 fold increase in 3 weeks. They suspect 

the antibiotics are to blame & hope the kidneys will recover.

I’m feeling pretty pooped, but better since yesterday. I think I’m looking at 

a stent for my left kidney, but the right one is swollen & not working very 

well, for the first time. I will learn more over the next couple of days as we 

see whether my creatinine comes down. (PS: stent in the left kidney set for 

tomorrow w/ diagnostic dye injections to determine whether to put one 

on the right too.)

Just two days ago, we were all dressed up & enjoying the wedding. Glad 

we we made there. I had no symptoms but fatigue & that’s been pretty 

standard lately.

I had to cancel my infusion tomorrow while they sort out the kidney thing. 

However, the ENHERTU has been effective & my CA 125 is down from 

780 to 362.

Please keep me in your thoughts. Pray for me, my kidneys & doctors.

Love to you, Lina

August 9, 2024  x  Discouraged  x  Lina:

Dear loved ones, this is a difficult post. I’m sorry to share this sad news. I 

love you all so very much.

I must say directly that I do not expect to be here much longer. My 

kidneys are failing fairly quickly. This is sudden. Three weeks ago my 

kidneys were filtering and producing normal creatinine levels of .71. On 

Monday, August, the day after we returned from Alabama from ere since 

my friend’s wedding, I had my usual blood tests before my expected 

ENHERTU infusion scheduled for Wednesday.

With two of the 400+ guests at the reception dinner.

Outside the Huntsville Botanical Garden, in appalling heat.
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My cancer reading, CA125 was down, but my creatinine level was up 

to 7.1, a life threatening level My oncologist told me to check into the ER 

ASAP. I have been have been here since. I’ve had a number of tests and 

procedures. They have no explanation for why this has happened or how 

to reverse this increasing creatinine level.

Now, my kidneys are not filtering the creatinine and other toxins & electro-

lytes. They cannot figure out why. My right kidney is swollen to double its 

normal size. The left side had been partially blocked since November 2022, 

handling 35% of the work & I had .71 since that, center normal.

I expect to go home on hospice in a few days after another test or two. 

I should be home about Monday. Please do not try to visit me at the 

hospital I will be home soon.

Sorry to share this news. I love you.

In Christ, Love to you & thank you for your prayers. 

Lina

August 10, 2024  x  Weighing options  x  Lina:

Still here with an option. I’m waiting on a nephrostomy that they think 

might help. That’s expected within twenty four hours. Love you. Don’t 

know more.

Love you.

August 13, 2024  x  Service advisory  x  Rand:

Lina is considerably more herself than she’d been in the aftermath of 

the “procedure” on Sunday and the day following. As might be imagined, 

confinement to her hospital room gets old, particularly given that, at this 

point, the sentence appears indeterminate. Job one remains to kickstart 

the kidneys, because absent that restored functionality, therapy for the 

underlying condition cannot be resumed. We await developments. Lina 

appreciates the thoughts and prayers, but responses to well-wishes con-

veyed via email or texts draw upon her very limited reserves of energy, 

and also cause her hi-tech watch to vibrate “haptically,” and frequently 

interrupt her slumber—a balm that takes her away from contemplation 

of her condition—so please regard your positive vibes as “given” and try 

not to disturb her repose. Thanks.
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August 15, 2024  x  No news is no news  x  Rand:

There are no significant new developments to report. Lina is now in her 

third room. It’s less cramped and the view is better, although owing to the 

placement of the bed this is something that visitors are better positioned 

than the patient to appreciate. Most significantly, and unlike her first two 

cells, the room is not beset and shaken by the loud clanking and thump-

ing sounds of unknown origin several times an hour (“We think it’s a con-

struction defect,” volunteered one nurse. Really? In a ten year-old hospital, 

and no one has thought to remedy this?).

Her creatinine levels continue to decline, but nothing like as swiftly as 

everyone would like. The cause of the condition remains a mystery. Lina is 

running a slight fever, and the doctors have her on supplemental oxygen 

because the O2
 blood levels, as measured by one of those thingies that 

attaches to the index finger, have been suboptimal. “I get loopy when that 

happens,” she reports. “Can’t remember words or names.”

Over the two years since her initial diagnosis, and particularly over the 

course of dozens of dreary drives back and forth along I-5 between here 

and the Southland, we have listened to many an audiobook, and have ac-

cumulated a vast inventory of these. To relieve the stupefying boredom of 

her confinement we are presently playing each afternoon a few chapters 

of the late Paul Auster’s novel The Book of Illusions, in which a bereaved 

scholar investigates the fate of a minor silent film star who, presumed 

dead since his disappearance early in 1929, may actually have gone on 

to pursue a very private career as an auteur into the 1980s. We’re both 

enjoying it.

(I admired Auster, and have enjoyed most of his novels beginning with 

1989’s Moon Palace, but his books are best taken at intervals rather than 

on a binge: themes and situations recur; the note of melodrama is some-

times off-puttingly loud; coincidences are relied upon unduly to propel his 

plots forward. But for sheer storytelling horsepower, he’s up there, and in 

general a more than competent prose stylist.)
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August 17, 2024  x  Premature farewell  x  Lina:

I love you. This likely is my last post. It’s hard to know how to say goodbye. 

I guess there is no way other than to pray for you like you have & do for 

me, that you find comfort & peace in the shelter of God’s loving grace. 

Judy shared Psalm 91 with me, which says it.

There is cancer in my left kidney & my kidneys are not expected to recover 

sufficiently to allow cancer treatment. I expect to be discharged to hospice 

by Monday, at home. Please pray for Rand & limit contacts to text, Caring-

Bridge & written forms unless cleared with him. My love pours out to you.

In Christ, 

Lina

August 20, 2024  x  Sprung from the hospital  x  Rand:

Lina was discharged from the hospital yesterday following a fortnight as 

Kaiser’s guest. She was borne upstairs to The Crumbling Manse™ by two 

burly paramedics carrying aloft the medical equivalent of a sedan chair 

(they politely declined my offered gratuity) and settled with relief into the 

familiar connubial bed. She is comfortable but weary and a bit frail from 

so prolonged a period off her feet: we are hoping in the coming days to 

get her walking around the house from bedroom to dining room and back 

to get her legs accustomed to use.

She dined last night on baked salmon, zucchini and sourdough bread 

with olive oil & vinegar, and pronounced this a welcome change from 

hospital cuisine: not to put the knock on Kaiser’s chefs, but the joint ain’t 

likely to make the Guide Michelin any time soon.

Our patient’s big sister and her husband, after driving down from Wash-

ington, should arrive before noon, and will be staying this evening in our 

comfy garret. We are also expecting a visit from the hospice team, which 

we expect will be informative. We are given to understand that they will 

be calling here every day for the duration.

Thanks to all for the good wishes. I’ve had to turn away a couple of re-

quests for telephone calls, because Lina doesn’t feel up to these just now, 

but if, as we hope, she recovers a measure of energy this may change, 

and I’ll let people know.

Recall that at this point the staff at Kaiser, 

with the honorable exception of he 

oncologist, was telling us that the cancer 

had now spread to Lina’s kidneys, and that 

this was in effect a death sentence, since 

absent functioning kidneys no further 

cancer treatment could be essayed. We 

were both left with the impression that 

she was unlikely to see the end of the 

month, hence the uncharacteristic note 

of resignation in her post of August 17.

She would in fact hang on for another 

ten weeks following the “likely last post,” 

and even recover a trace of her former 

determination to beat the odds, although 

it seemed clear to her loved ones, if not 

to herself, that she was inexorably fading 

as the season wore on.

We were to have two spells of home 

hospice care. Interestingly, while there 

may be plenty of uncertainty in medicine, 

it apparently does not extend to the quan-

tum level, so that while light may exist 

simultaneously as a wave and as a particle, 

a sick person can either be a patient, i.e., 

receiving treatment, or a hospice client, 

with services but no chemo, but not both 

at once. We were to go back and forth a 

couple of times before the end.

“Likely my last post”
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August 24, 2024  x  Notes from home  x  Rand:

It’s been Old Home Week here at the old home, AKA the Harrison Street 

Hostel for Wayward Kinfolk, commencing with the Godwins, Lina’s sister 

and brother-in-law (one of nature’s gentlemen) dropping by on Tues-

day for a few hours, with longtime friend “JL” arriving the following day. 

Brother David is up from Ventura County to visit and to lend some critical 

assistance with automotive issues, and his son Jonathan has shown up 

from his nearby Oakland digs. All this has been gratifying, if a tad tiring, 

for our patient, although the spells of “girl talk” with JL appear to have a 

transient revivifying effect.

Thursday evening we had the medical apparatus equivalent of a “ward-

robe malfunction,” requiring a call to the good people at Continuum. A 

nurse was promptly dispatched here to apply temporary remedial meas-

ures, and yesterday morning we betook ourselves to Kaiser, which, in an 

hourlong “procedure,” rejiggered the plumbing interface. When Lina was 

retrieved she was ravenous, so the three of us (JL having been of critical 

assistance moving our invalid in and out of the hospital) shared an early 

supper at an Afghan restaurant on College Avenue. Back home, as the 

twilight deepened and the womenfolk continued their colloquies at the 

rear of the house, David and I, at loose ends, screened the 1985 Scorsese 

flick After Hours, featuring young Griffin Dunne as an office drone who 

leaves his Manhattan apartment one evening in search of romance but 

endures instead the Date from Hell. The women joined us about half an 

hour in, and were amused.

So far, Lina seems (allowing for a fairly substantial mutatis mutandis) 

reasonably comfortable, and tries to keep herself active, still gratified at 

being tethered to a bed no longer. We will be heading back for her “labs” 

early next week so that the doctors can take the measure of whatever 

dodgy metabolic byproducts might be cluttering her bloodstream since 

the last time they looked. I’ll try to post developments here every few 

days, even if they’re only of the “no news is good news” variety.

I’ve passed on the thoughts, prayers, vibes &c by name as these arrive 

via sundry channels, and she wants me to convey in turn to all how much 

these are appreciated.

Lina’s cherished Fender Telecaster from her years as an itinerant 
musician fronting a rock “cover band” all around the Lower 48. 
She bequeathed this to the younger of her sister’s daughters, and 
the Godwins kindly arranged for its delivery to her in Pittburgh.
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August 24, 2024  x  Alone Again (Naturally)  x  Rand:

Yesterday I put brother David on the train; predawn today I saw “JL” off to 

her nearly-redeye flight back to San Diego. David did valuable work to 

get Lina’s “collectible” car up and running; JL was an enormous help to 

us both, and we wish she could have remained longer. A hospice nurse 

checked in here a few hours later this morning.

After that we ran a hunka-hunka errands today: to Kaiser for her sched-

uled blood draw (results from the one three weeks ago today were our 

first notice that the patient was now slotted into the chute); a stop for some 

takeout Burmese lunch; a confab at the bank to close down L’s business 

account. We have also been sorting out sundry other pecuniary and 

bureaucratic details. Dying in today’s environment involves a lot more 

paperwork, or shuttling back and forth of electrons, than was the case a 

century/half-century ago. There have been forms to be completed, pass-

words divulged, accounts consolidated, distributions calculated. “I always 

supposed that we’d have months to attend to this stuff,” I sighed at one 

point. “We did,” she responded, with pardonable dryness.

Lina’s sleeping now. She does that a lot lately.

Developments as they unfold. Thanks to all for your patience and your 

forbearance—for I know that many of you are inclined to contact our pa-

tient directly; and the “gatekeeper” role I am obliged to assume is not one 

that sits comfortably with me—and be assured that your good wishes are 

conveyed, and gratefully received.

I felt obliged during this period to 

soft-pedal in my own posts details that 

might have triggered a cascade of con-

cerned texts, emails, calls that I don’t 

think Lina could have summoned up the 

strength to endure, and I routinely turned 

away, at her request, more than a few ear-

nest applications for visits. She lacked the 

strength for these; was reluctant as well, 

I’m inclined to think, to be seen or re-

membered in her debility. I have read that 

when John Updike was dying in 2008 his 

second wife made it difficult for her pre-

decessor in that role and for the author’s 

four adult children to see him. Learning 

of this I was disposed to be censorious, 

but I recognize now that there might have 

been other considerations I did not take 

into account at the time.

Running interference
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Her incipient kidney failure, for which no firm explanation 

was ever vouchsafed us – although we may reasonably assume 

that it was some ancillary component of the disease – proved a har-

binger of Lina’s final decline. The patient whom Kaiser sprang from 

fifteen days’ confinement in mid-August was scarcely recognizable 

as the woman who had so enjoyed the company of her old friends at 

the Huntsville wedding. A fortnight in bed induced a level of debili-

ty from which she was never to come back.

At the end of August we were still in “hospice” mode – a pause here 

to give a shout-out to “Asian Home Health Care” and “Continuum,” 

both of which outfits were to provide invaluable care and support 

over the next two months. Although Lina remained unhappy with 

the indignity of a “nephrostomy bag,” she welcomed the diminishing 

levels of creatinine in her blood, hoping – correctly, as it turned out 

– that this might presage a return to levels of nephritic functionality 

sufficient to justify a resumption of anticancer therapy. And so it 

came to be, and so her enhertu infusions were resumed (with, we 

thought, a discernible want of enthusiasm on the part of Dr. H) in 

early September.

As was her wont, Lina inclined to put the best construction on this 

reprieve, and why not? “Doom and gloom” was never, to her way of 

thinking, a congenial stance. Where hope was in prospect she could 

see no reason for not working it into her worldview, hence “an-

swered prayers” and “gratitude.” I am grateful myself, to whom it may 

concern, that this thinking, rather than despair, informed the latter 

weeks of her life, because these were now upon us.

2024 (iii): eclipsed
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The trend in September seemed largely positive until the end of the 

month, when a potentially life-threatening blood clot, probably 

another cancer-related symptom, showed up in her leg: back to the 

ER. That crisis surmounted, we returned home in October.

At that time we both imagined, I think, that we had settled upon a 

kind of plateau, at a lower altitude, to be sure, than we might have 

preferred, but it seemed reasonable to suppose that we might have 

in prospect the twenty-ninth anniversary at year’s end of our first 

romantic New Year’s Eve. Certainly we took for granted that we’d 

catch the election returns together come the first Tuesday in No-

vember. We did not, of course, and I take it a minor mercy that Lina 

did not live to endure the outcome. I’m happy to report that she 

completed, and I mailed, her ballot in advance of her death.

The end, when it came near the end of October, was to arrive with 

appalling, unexpected swiftness and ferocity.
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September 1, 2024  x  Dogless days of summer  x  Rand:

About forty-eight hours either side of Labor Day would ordinarily find 

us, as it has these twenty years past, strolling through the piney woods 

up by Redacted Creek in the Sierra foothills, where our good friend G 

maintains a rustic vacation cabin—I call it her “dacha”—splashing about 

in the nearby American River, grilling up flesh, fish, fowl, and catching up 

on back issues of the NYRB, with which the cabin is stocked in abundance. 

These excursions were also a treat for the dogs as they’d go traipsing 

along the forest trails, snuffling the expanded spectrum of smells (“Jeep-

ers! Is that really bear scat?”) laid out for their delectation, to all appear-

ances a welcome and exotic change from the urban message boards 

(“Reply all”) of their normal Oakland routes. Even in his final decline last 

year poor Ravi, at T minus six weeks, clearly enjoyed himself. We have, 

obviously, been compelled by circumstances to break with tradition this 

year. Well, no place like home.

Lina seems to be stable as we enter the new month—I don’t need to tell 

the regulars here that it was touch-and-go for a while in August—appear-

ing to have reached a kind a plateau, albeit one at a noticeably lower 

altitude than the one on which we dwelt in July. Her creatinine levels, while 

still outside the “normal” range, are down about two-thirds from the 

dangerous numbers that had us sprinting to the ER four weeks ago (has it 

been only that long? It feels like an eternity), suggesting that the kidneys 

are laboring under less strain. Mornings remain a little tough. The hospice 

folks have been pretty good on their scheduled visits, and arrived on 

short notice on the one occasion it was deemed advisable to summon 

them after hours.

She has become pickier with her audiobooks fare, turning down after 

samples J.G. Ferrell’s novel Troubles (too tense) and P.G. Wodehouse’s 

“Mulliner” stories (too frothy), but seems to have found the sweet spot 

with Crazy Salad, Nora Ephron’s collection of magazine pieces from the 

seventies. She is also looking forward to starting the fourth season of Slow 

Horses in a few days, and to the Vice President kicking her adversary’s 

nuts up to the vicinity of his tonsils a week from Tuesday, FSM willing.

Thanks to all for your continued best wishes.
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September 7, 2024  x  Hope on the horizon  x  Lina:

Hope on the horizon. My kidneys have rallied to the point that my on-

cologist has agreed to resume ENHERTU chemotherapy, although at a 

lightened dose. A miracle in itself. So, Monday I’m scheduled to have an 

infusion.

I’ve been feeling pretty tired mostly. Hopefully the cancer treatment will 

help with that.

Rand has been his amazing self, attending to my needs and being consid-

erate with my frustrations. I had to have the nephrostomy bag replaced for 

a third time as it developed another intense leak from the insertion point. 

They used a bigger tube in hopes it will remain secure.

Thank you for your continuing prayers & good wishes.

Love, Lina

September 11, 2024  x  Answered prayers  x  Lina:

Hope, answered prayer & gratitude. These have filled my recent days. I 

am blessed that I enjoy the gratitude rather than suffering anxiety.

I had my infusion on Monday & I’ve been sleeping a lot since then. My 

next infusion is scheduled for September 21, provided my labs continue 

to reflect my improved kidney function.

I have felt a bit stronger since Monday & my appetite has improved. I was 

down to 95 pounds, dressed, on Monday. So, now I’m hoping to gain again.

Rand helped me shower today, which is quite an undertaking now. I got 

a referral for temporary home health support of a visiting nurse from 

the palliative care team at Kaiser. But palliative care does not provide 

any in home service. So, since I had to withdraw from hospice to receive 

infusions, we’ve been on our own. We will see whether home health will 

fill any of the gaps. But today, I feel so refreshed, clean body, trimmed nails, 

etc.

I have spent most of the days resting in the dining room which has a nice 

view of outside.

Thank you again for your prayers, love & encouragement.

Love, Lina

Although the cause(s) of Lina’s incipient 

kidney failure still had her nephrologists 

scratching their heads, the balky organs 

had finally been kickstarted into some-

thing approaching functionality, and Dr. 

H consented (a tad grudgingly, we both 

thought) to a resumption of the enhertu 

infusions. As mentioned a few pages back, 

this involved the suspension of the home 

hospice services formerly provided, but 

while these had been useful, Lina was 

happy to, as she put it, swap anxiety for 

gratitude. She had for a time thought not 

to see September, and to have the cancer 

countermeasures resumed seemed to her 

in the light of a reprieve, and this mild op-

timism, the sense of “answered prayers,” 

was to sustain her for six weeks more, up 

to the eve of her steep terminal decline.

Back on the chemo train
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September 22, 2024  x  The kidneys rally  x  Lina:

Waiting. Sorry for the long gap. There is nothing to report until next week-

end after my labs, but the kidneys seem to be continuing their rally. I am 

scheduled to have my infusion on October 1.

I will miss Bill Bryant’s smile & loving attitude. He was so happy playing 

the drums. Prayers for his wife & all those who are missing him But he is in 

the arms of the lord now.

This week’s accomplishment was, with the help of our friend Robert, to 

get the Z smogged. It passed. Yay. I have to get current registration now 

which is likely a day at the DMV. But finally I’m ready. That’s the news

Thank you for your love & prayers, 

Lina

September 29, 2024  x  Now what?  x  Lina:

Blood clot left leg. Back in the hospital since Sat. They have me on Eliquis 

to stop further clotting or traveling of the large clot. I expect to be dIs-

charged home Tuesday.  They say the clot will dissipate.

I’m pretty exhausted. I’m scheduled for my infusion Tuesday. My creati-

nine is down to 1.67. On track for chemo. That’s it for now.

Love to you, 

Lina

October 1, 2024  x  Jiggety-jig  x  Rand:

Lina is home again, having been released in time for her scheduled 

chemotherapy a block away. Among the prescriptions we took back with 

us was an amber cylinder of (rather dear) blood thinner, to be taken 

twice daily, given to us with the admonition “never, never miss a sched-

uled dose!” I received a like caution eight years ago following Kaiser’s 

reaming out of my cardiac plumbing, conveying the sense that should I 

disregard orders a clot the size of a Concord grape would spontaneously 

appear beneath my sternum and blow out the works, leaving me look-

ing something like the end of John Hurt’s dinner scene in Alien. I took it 

seriously, and so will Lina. She is presently watching the veep debate—I 

do not subject myself to these things, although I’m prepared to catch the 

Lina’s limbs had grown almost skeletal by 

this point, so we were nonplussed when 

one leg assumed, almost overnight, some-

thing like its former graceful proportions. 

This proved to be edema, consequence 

of a blood clot, so it was off to the ER for 

another few days. “We’d ordinarily treat it 

with a blood thinner,” the doctors advised 

us, “but this clot is quite extensive.” After 

further consideration they went with 

the medicine in lieu of vascular surgery, 

the latter course being deemed as likely 

to dislodge bits of clot as to remove it 

cleanly, one potential complication being 

a pulmonary embolism, which struck 

everyone as a suboptimal outcome.

One damn thing after another

Last Supper – and last photo: We always tried to make a point 
of dining out on our wedding anniversary, and on Tuesday 9/24 
we were joined by our chum Robert at “The Wolf” on Piedmont 
Avenue. In the event, Lina could not muster much of an appetite.
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highlight reels—and nibbling on same tasty sushi from the Food Hole 

down the street.

October 2, 2024  x  “All is good”  x  Lina:

Answered prayer. I had my infusion yesterday & returned home. So nice. 

I’m feeling somewhat stronger today, got my coffee & biscotti.

I have my right side kidney stent removed tomorrow. My left leg seems 

somewhat less swollen. I’m eating fine & my weight is up to 103. So all is 

good.

Love to you, 

Lina

October 6, 2024  x  Brief bulletin  x  Lina:

Had an ECG yesterday. Next infusion scheduled 9/21 w/ blood tests 3 

days before. No news but gratitude for God’s grace & Rand. Looking 

forward to Zoom Church. Beautiful day yesterday. We’re not too hot.

October 19, 2024  x  “I don’t know the measure yet”  x  Lina:

Sorry for the gap. No updates to share & fatigue.

My creatinine is down again, 1.38. Go kidneys. Answered prayer. So my 

infusion is on track for Monday assuming my oncologist decides it’s work-

ing bc my CA125 improved. I don’t know the measure yet.

More Monday.

Love you, 

Lina

October 21, 2024  x  Her last entry  x  Lina:

Did not make it to infusion today. Couldn’t walk. CA 125, 4000 +

October 27, 2024  x  The end  x  Rand:

“The undiscovered country from whose bourn/No traveler returns.”

On Sunday evening, not quite twenty-eight months after her disease 

announced itself with a harsh fanfare, Lina Foltz left this life on a gentle 

diminuendo, a peaceful finish following a dramatic weeklong terminal de-

Given the dire prognosis offered to us 

at the onset in 2022, that she probably 

wouldn’t long survive the year, and given 

the intervals of optimism, including two 

consecutive first quarters, we had both of 

us come to hope, and even to a certain ex-

tent believe, that as one course of treat-

ment gradually lost its mojo there would 

always be another forthcoming from the 

oncologists’ bottomless bag of tricks. The 

belief took hold that we might somehow 

push back indefinitely. It was not to be.

On the last full weekend of her life Lina 

was in good spirits. She had – she thought 

– arranged for a hairdresser appointment 

in Berkeley that Saturday, but owing to 

some confusion her regular stylist wasn’t 

in. This abortive trip was to be the last 

time she would ever set foot outdoors. 

On Sunday we had a friend over for pizza, 

and introduced him to the streaming 

series Slow Horses.

Monday morning she woke up essentially 

paralyzed, unable to stand or even turn 

over in bed unassisted. Later the same day 

we received the latest “cancer number,” 

far, far higher than anything measured in 

the past. We both understood that the 

end was upon us. There followed a har-

rowing final week, the details of which do 

not lend themselves to a “sidebar.” These 

are addressed in the concluding chapter.

Gradually, then suddenly
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cline. As it became clear that the end was approaching, a few friends and 

family members gathered. She lost consciousness early in the afternoon 

and died—the transition was barely perceptible—at 6:30.

This isn’t the place, and just at the moment I haven’t the grit for, a detailed 

tribute. There will be time for that anon, and likely a memorial event later 

in the year at CAPC, but I know that her friends who have been cheer-

ing her on here on the Bridge of Care, would want, if scarcely welcome, 

the news of her passing. She endured, speaking of grit, with enormous 

fortitude, and contrived, up until this was no longer possible, to wring a 

measure of happiness from each day granted to her. “May that be truly 

said of us, and all of us!”
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We had not expected this. The preceding weekend, Lina’s 

condition had seemed no worse than usual. She was up and 

about. A few days earlier she had reported to our dentist for her quar-

terly teeth cleaning; on Saturday she had me drive her into Berkeley’s 

“Elmwood District” to have her hair done. Lina was always conscien-

tious in matters of grooming and presentation.

The salon told Lina that they had no record of an appointment, and 

that her regular hairdresser was not even in that day. “Computer 

screwup,” she growled. I was inclined to suppose that the confusion 

had originated on the other end of the schedule, but tactfully made 

no observation to this effect. We drove home, and I guided her up 

the steep walkway to the back door. Neither of us imagined that she 

would never step outdoors again.

We entertained an evening guest (pizza from Berkeley’s wonderful 

“Cheese Board,” hurrah!) and reprised for him an episode of Slow 

Horses before retiring: the last “normal” night ever.

In the morning, Lina woke up essentially paralyzed: she could not 

move her legs; could not so much as turn over in bed unassisted. She 

had an enhertu infusion scheduled at Kaiser that afternoon, and 

insisted that she would make it. I attempted to move her from bed 

into her wheelchair, but this was like trying to wrangle an 89 pound 

burlap sack of potatoes. She acknowledged at last that it wasn’t 

going to happen.

Then came the call from Kaiser with the numbers from her last blood 

draw: the CA-125 had now topped 4000, unprecedentedly high.

2024 (iv): …only shorter
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Lina was ever optimistic; never delusional. At this she understood 

at last that she was indeed dying. Hope had sustained her, but with 

hope withdrawn, life, and particularly life suffused with suffering, 

lost its savor.

I soft-pedaled this on CaringBridge, because it likely would have 

upset or affronted a portion of the audience demographic, but once 

Lina understood that she would endure paralyzed, helpless, incon-

tinent for the remainder of her days, she determined to minimize 

these with recourse to California’s “End of Life Option Act,” which 

permitted her legally to apply for medical intervention to terminate 

her suffering rather than waiting for cancer to take its dreary course.

The fact that California today offers this option owes in no small part 

to the publicity attending the 2016 out-of-state assisted suicide, and 

to the subsequent lobbying by her family, of Brittany Maynard, who 

was obliged to travel to neighboring Oregon in order to die legally 

on her own terms. Although we had not made the connection at the 

time, we later learned that Brittany’s aunt was a long-time friend 

whom we’d both known since high school.

Once she’d processed the stratospheric CA-125 numbers, and having 

made her decision on Tuesday to check out, she informed the hos-

pice workers of her intent. To her astonishment and dismay, she was 

advised that the paperwork would consume at least three weeks. “I 

can’t take this for three more weeks,” she moaned (and for my part I 

am certain that she could never have lasted that long).

At this point a kind “social worker” contracted to the hospice outfit 

vouchsafed some invaluable information: those “three weeks” only 

obtained if we went through Kaiser and its cumbersome procedures. 

If we chose, we might apply to a freelancer who could cut through 

the bureaucratic obstacles in far less time, sparing the patient much 

suffering. And so we were put in touch with Dr. X – I conceal his 

identity lest our current deranged and unpredictable polity suddenly 
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decree his service again a criminal act – who consented to conduct 

what was to amount to the obsequies. His fee was, compared to what 

Kaiser might have asked, startlingly steep, but the timetable on offer 

was a pearl of great price: “Pay him anything,” Lina whispered. “Any-

thing!” The workman is worthy of his hire.

I can’t speak highly enough of Dr. X, by the way. If I ever have to star 

in an assisted suicide myself, I want him to officiate. As one of the 

persons present that Sunday asked, “Does he take reservations?”

Dr. X arrived on Wednesday to consult. California law quite reason-

ably requires that a candidate for “End of Life Option Act” proce-

dures should first be deemed competent to make the decision, and 

also not subject to pressure from others. Lina went on to make a 

lucid case for her choice to Dr. X and to a second physician, per 

statutory requirement, by telephone.

With the arrangements in train, I was charged with traveling to 

Pacifica, about twenty-five miles away, this being the location of 

the only “compounding pharmacy” that was prepared to make up 

the rather pricey powdered formula (which even the literature de-

scribed as the “lethal cocktail”). This establishment proved to have 

the unlikely handle “Feelgood Pharmacy.” Yeah, right. My chum Rob 

Williams very, very kindly volunteered to chauffeur me there and 

back.

The end had been scheduled for Monday, but taking into account 

Lina’s distress, Dr. X rearranged his schedule so that, returning from 

Los Angeles that morning, he flew directly here on Sunday in ad-

vance of a late shift, having switched with another doctor  at a local 

hospital. He was to have a twenty-hour day.

All through her last week we had hospice personnel shuttling in 

and out attending to Lina’s needs, for which we were both grateful, 

but the procedures tired her. Family and friends were also coming 

through, and while she was in the main gracious, it seemed clear 
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that these farewells were costing an effort. She spent much of her 

free time dozing, and during the intervals of wakefulness seemed 

increasingly disengaged. There was much I wish we two could have 

spent time talking about, but whenever I ventured upon such con-

versational salients she seemed disposed wearily to wave these away. 

I can only guess, but it may be that she was preoccupied in her last 

days with the serious business of dying, and could not spare many of 

her dwindling hours for the rest of us. I don’t mean to suggest a cog-

nitive deficit – she was capable of rising to full alertness when called 

upon – but there was a certain sense at the end that her personality, 

everything that had made her so distinctively  “Lina,” was being layer 

by layer planed away along with her physical substance.

She had repeatedly expressed her wish to “go out like my dog did,” 

by which she meant outdoors, under blue skies, as Ravi had a year 

earlier, and to this end on Saturday our dear friends Paula and Mary 

toiled all day to make the Back Forty presentable for the occasion. 

On Sunday, as we awaited the arrival of Dr. X, Greg and I sought to 

coax her into her wheelchair, in which we proposed, awkwardly, to 

carry her outdoors. We were nonplussed when she resisted this, hav-

ing suddenly and unexpectedly changed her mind (very “on-brand,” 

I must say, for the willful and contrarian Ms. Foltz). “Why are you 

bothering me?” she demanded. “Just let me die in bed.”

Which she went on to do. Friends and family assembled on the 

appointed day – her brother David and David’s son Jonathan; friends 

Mary and Rob; my siblings Greg and Jeanne – to help us through the 

death (I was going to write “transition,” but Lina was never one for 

delicate circumlocutions).

Dr. X arrived on schedule. He requested a few minutes alone with 

his patient before I was invited back into the sickroom. The bed 

was elevated. I mixed the powdered “lethal cocktail” with apple 

juice. We’d been warned that the taste would be vile, and might even 
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induce a burning sensation, and so had a raspberry sorbet at ready 

so that the aftertaste might not pursue Lina into the afterlife. She 

gave us a rueful smile, and quaffed the fluid down, taking the sorbet 

chaser immediately after. She then took my hand and closed her eyes 

for the last time.

The “cocktail” included among its ingredients a gigantic dose of 

morphine, and from what I have read of these things – and I fervently 

hope this is true – Lina’s last fleeting moments of consciousness 

would have been informed with a kind of ecstasy, with her endor-

phin receptors cranked wide open and playing the “Ode to Joy” at 

top volume as choirs of angels sang her to her rest. Pray God, if God 

there be, that this was the case.

She closed her eyes at about a quarter to one. The “cocktail” typically 

carries away the consumer within a couple of hours, but Lina was 

having none of it. “She has a strong heart,” Dr. X acknowledged. He 

remained with us until, late into the afternoon, he was obliged to 

report to the hospital shift he’d agreed to undertake to free up his 

attendance with us. I kept my station beside her, my siblings remain-

ing discreetly a couple of rooms away, for the next couple of hours. 

The end, when it arrived, was barely perceptible. Lina’s breath had 

become labored from time to time as the coma took hold of her, but 

gradually became ever fainter. I checked her pulse at intervals, but 

the end was unmistakable as the color drained, utterly, from her face. 

It was about 6:30, and she was gone “You always said there was no 

one like me, and now there won’t be.” I’ll spare us all the dreary de-

tails that obtained between here and the mortuary. Heaven help me, 

but I haven’t the heart to add further to this melancholy account.
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“may it please the court”

Many knew Lina for her sharp wit, her love of music, and her 

generous spirit. But for nearly thirty years, Lina dedicated her 

professional life to something truly extraordinary: fighting for the 

rights of children with disabilities. Her legal career was more than a 

profession—it was a calling that transformed thousands of lives and 

reshaped educational law across multiple states.

Advocating for Those Who Needed It Most

Lina understood that children with disabilities often face an uphill 

battle in getting the education and support they deserve. When 

frustrated parents arrived at her office—sometimes after years of 

struggling with unresponsive school systems—Lina saw not just 

another case, but a child whose potential was being overlooked and 

a family that needed an advocate who would never give up.

Her approach was both strategic and deeply compassionate. She 

combined sharp legal analysis with genuine empathy, understanding 

that behind every legal brief was a real child whose future hung in 

the balance.

Serving Justice from the Bench

Lina served as an Administrative Law Judge for the State of Califor-

nia, where she presided over cases involving students with disa-

bilities and their right to appropriate education. In this role, she 

became known for thoughtful decisions and creative remedies that 

truly served children’s best interests.

Remembering Lina J. Foltz: 
A Champion for Children’s Rights

By Jean Murrell Adams, Esq.
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Lina’s commitment to children’s rights can be observed in her deci-

sions. In one memorable case, Lina ordered a school district to pro-

vide comprehensive support for a student, including private school 

tuition, transportation, intensive tutoring, speech and occupational 

therapy, and even gymnastics classes. This wasn’t just about follow-

ing the law – it was about ensuring that every child received what 

they needed to succeed, regardless of the cost or complexity.

Landmark Victory: Changing the Law for Millions

Lina’s most significant legal triumph came in 2014 with the federal 

appeals court case M.M. v. Lafayette School District. The case involved 

a student with learning disabilities whose school was conducting 

regular reading assessments but keeping the results hidden from 

parents – even when those parents specifically requested testing for 

special education services.

Lina argued that this secrecy violated parents’ fundamental rights to 

participate meaningfully in their child’s education. The Ninth Cir-

cuit Court of Appeals agreed, ruling that school districts must share 

all testing data with parents upon request.

This landmark decision now protects families across 11 states and 

territories, including California, Nevada, Arizona, Oregon, and 

Washington, and has been cited in over 128 subsequent cases. Be-

cause of Lina’s tenacity and legal expertise, over a million families 

now have access to crucial information about their children’s aca-

demic progress—information that can be the key to getting appro-

priate educational support.

Building the Next Generation of Advocates

Perhaps equally important to her courtroom victories was Lina’s 

role as mentor and teacher. She took great pride in training younger 

attorneys, whom she affectionately called her “kittens.” Her men-

torship went far beyond technical legal training—she taught them 

From behind the Irony Curtain
I’d forgotten, or perhaps had not under-

stood, that Lina ever referred to these 

young charges as “the kittens” to anyone 

except me, over morning coffee. It may 

startle some of her protégés to learn that 

she took this usage from an anecdote 

related by Nikita Khrushchev about the 

elderly Joseph Stalin shaking his head as 

he looked over his “colleagues” on the 

Soviet Præsidium, as the Politburo was 

then known. “You are blind,” the tyrant 

sighed, “like kittens. How will Russia 

survive after I’m gone?” It is not recorded 

how some of the ferocious little felines 

gathered around the table – Lazar Kagano-

vich, Vyacheslav Molotov, Lavrentiy Beria 

– felt about this characterization. What’s 

certain is that Lina herself saw to it that 

under her tutelage the “kittens” entered 

the field of special education law with 

eyes wide open and sharpened claws.
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how to truly listen to families, how to be strategic yet compassion-

ate advocates, and how to never lose sight of the child at the center 

of every case.

Lina would shadow new attorneys through their first mediations, 

carefully review their legal documents, and was always available for 

consultation on complex cases. Her door was always open, and no 

question was too basic or too complicated for her patient guidance.

The legal community’s response to her passing reflects the profound 

impact of her mentorship. Some tributes:

“She was a great advocate who represented students tirelessly. She was 

also a friend who offered wisdom to those of us who needed guidance.”

“Lina mentored me for years. She was very generous with her time. She 

was a fighter, and I’m really going to miss her.”

“When we lose warriors like Lina, the loss is immeasurable. May we all 

strive to continue legacies such as hers.”

“I attribute a large part of my special education trial success to her men-

toring.”

Justice Accessible to All

What set Lina apart was her commitment to serving families regard-

less of their financial circumstances. She regularly adjusted her fees 

based on families’ ability to pay, believing that every child deserved 

excellent legal representation, not just those whose parents could 

afford high-priced attorneys.

From 2015 to 2022, Lina served as Managing Attorney for ADAMS 

ESQ, a law firm specifically focused on representing children with 

disabilities from modest-income families throughout California 

and Nevada. Under her leadership, the firm maintained the highest 

standards of legal excellence while ensuring that financial barriers 

never prevented a child from getting needed advocacy.
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Professional Recognition and Community Impact

Lina was an active member of professional organizations dedicat-

ed to advancing the rights of children with disabilities, including 

the Council of Parent Attorneys and Advocates and the California 

Association for Parent Child Advocacy. Through these organizations, 

she freely shared her expertise and helped elevate the entire field of 

special education law.

Her influence extended far beyond her individual cases. The legal 

precedents she established continue to protect families. The attor-

neys she trained carry forward her methods and values. The children 

she represented have grown up with opportunities they might never 

have had without her advocacy.

A Lasting Legacy

Lina’s career exemplified what it means to use professional skills in 

service of social justice. She understood that the law, at its best, is 

a tool for protecting the vulnerable and ensuring equal opportunity 

for all. Every victory she achieved, every precedent she established, 

and every attorney she mentored contributes to a more just society 

where children with disabilities can reach their full potential.

Her work reminds us that meaningful change often happens one 

case at a time, one family at a time, through the dedication of indi-

viduals who refuse to accept that “different” means “less than.” Lina 

saw ability where others saw disability, potential where others saw 

problems, and hope where others saw obstacles.

As we remember Lina J. Foltz, we celebrate not just a brilliant legal 

mind, but a compassionate advocate whose life’s work continues to 

open doors for children who need champions. Her legacy lives on in 

the laws she helped shape, the lawyers she inspired, and the thou-

sands of children whose lives are better because she never stopped 

fighting for what was right.
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Jean Murrell Adams founded the law firm of ADAMS ESQ in Los Angeles, 

California in 2002 after fighting for proper testing, services and education for 

her child with exceptional needs. In 2010, ADAMS ESQ expanded to Nevada 

where it continues to represent parents of children with special education 

needs on a contingency basis. Prior to opening a special education law firm, 

Ms. Adams established and helmed the litigation department for Dream-

Works Pictures and served as Vice President and Assistant General Counsel 

for Sony Pictures. She is a graduate of Princeton University and the Universi-

ty of Southern California Law Center.

Shortly after Lina’s death, ADAMS ESQ renamed its scholarship program for 

“special needs” students in her honor.
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This volume would not have been conceived, and Lina might 

have gone without a valuable channel in which to share her hopes 

and anxieties, but for the good people at www.caringbridge.org. I’m 

grateful that their organization has maintained the site for almost 

thirty years at no charge, and make a point to throw some coin their 

way now and then.

The nursing staff at Oakland Kaiser and at the Cedars-Sinai facility 

in Tarzana were always attentive and considerate to the patient in 

their care. Lina would have wanted in particular to give a shout-out to 

DeMariay, a technician hero at the Kaiser labs, for going above and 

beyond. During the latter weeks of her illness, skilled personnel from 

Asian Network Pacific Home Care and from Continuum Nursing 

routinely helped us out, sometimes on short notice.

Tanya Sirkin and Tom Anderson graciously made Tanya’s Northridge 

condominium available to us for the better part of a year as we sought 

treatment in the Southland. My brother Greg Careaga did yeoman 

work looking after Lina and Ravi when I could not. Lina’s fellow 

parishioner Marda Stother provided logistical and moral support, 

particularly during those last months, and the well wishes of the 

entire CAPC community were the source of joy. Our pals Robert and 

Rebecca were always available to chauffeur us around at need.

Dear friends Mary Barnsdale, Paula DeCristofaro and Alison Fleck 

took Lina’s garden in hand at critical junctures. I hope someday to 

make of that a worthy legacy.

Anyone I’ve neglected to name here or elsewhere, well, that’s on 

me, and chalk it up to distracted bereavement. You never, any of you, 

lacked for our gratitude.


