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W h a t  h a p p e n s  w i t h 
P r a y e r,  P r e s e n c e  a n d 
P e n a n c e ?   M I R A C L E S 

“And gradually, 
though no one 

remembers 
exactly how it 
happened, the 
unthinkable 

becomes 
tolerable.  And 

then acceptable. 
And then legal. 

And then 
applaudable.” 

Joni Eareckson Tada

  Upcoming Events

     March 6 - April 14
        40 Days for Life
      Outside Abortion Clinic
       Kings Hwy, Cherry Hill
   Sign Up in St Martha Room
             See story LEFT
    
   Friday, May 3
   NJRTL Annual Banquet
   New Brunswick  6:30 PM
   Keynote: TREY GOWDY
   Details in St. Martha Room

   Lent
   “Crucified Christ” -  
    Needlepoint Raffle
    Details soon.

As Lent soon begins, and we 
contemplate what ext ra 
sp i r i tua l e ffor ts we wi l l 
undertake in this season of 
mercy, p lease cons ider  
spending just one hour each 
week in peaceful, prayerful 
witness outside the Cherry 
Hill abortion facility.  

We pray the rosary. We offer 
any physical discomfort, 
standing on the sidewalk, for 
the unborn and for the 
conversion of souls entering 
and working in the facility.  

Sign up in the St Martha 
R o o m , o r b y v i s i t i n g : 
40daysforlife.com/cherryhill

Since th is in ternat iona l 
campaign began:
• 15,256 babies saved
• 186 workers converted
• 99 abortion mills closed

Miracles indeed!
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“This will be the generation that restores 
the right to life in America.”

Vice President Pence
March for Life 2019
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Some of you may know that my 97 year old mother-in-law, Ruth McCusker, 
is on hospice and in her final days. She is totally deaf, has Alzheimer’s, a 
gangrenous leg and a host of other health conditions that will soon take her. 
During the last two weeks she has drifted in and out of alertness as family 
members sit by her bedside all day every day. We encourage her to eat and 
drink what she can. We hold her hand and kiss her forehead.  At the first 
signs of pain, the nurses are there to provide her with another dose of 
morphine.  Everything is being done to keep her comfortable.

The irony is not lost on me that this current personal experience is 
coming at a time when the New Jersey  legislature is  AGAIN 
attempting to pass an assisted suicide bill. 

I reject all of the rationales and arguments that supporters use for assisted suicide: “She’s just a 
shell of herself“, “We euthanize animals, shouldn’t we be as compassionate for humans?“, “Who 
wants  to live this way?”, “No one should have to endure pain“.  These so-called compassionate 
advocates are blind to the inherent value of every human life. They’ve been conditioned and 
deceived by the culture of death, starting in the womb, that society has nurtured and imbued in 
them for decades. Oh how I wish they could sit next to me at Ruth’s bedside these days. What 
would they see? 

She still makes us all feel  special, something she has done her whole life. The very few words 
she weakly utters are words of compliment: “Your skin is  beautiful.“ “I love your blouse.“ The rare 
occasions that she opens her eyes and gives us a weak smile of acknowledgement as she mouths 
an “I love you.” are treasures beyond imagining.

She strengthens my faith. Even in her daze and confusion, she blesses herself before each sip of 
juice. She fingers her rosaries day and night, once telling me “I forget how.“ I assured her by 
writing on a notepad, “It’s OK. I’ll say it for both of us.“

She teaches me even today. My whole life has been characterized by one speed – fast. In how I 
walk and talk. In how I work. In my expectations of others. 
I enter a very different world at meal time with Ruth. I know the process will be at least an hour 
long, as I coax her to take just one more small spoonful, wait five minutes for her to complete the 
chewing process and be ready, maybe, for another spoonful or sip of juice. No fast motions, no 
attempts to shovel forks-full of food rapid fire into her mouth. It just won’t work. Ruth is teaching 
me patience.

If only supporters of New Jersey’s proposed assisted suicide law would truly understand what 
palliative care means. If only they understood what true compassion is, the root of which means 
“to suffer with“. We are not horses with broken legs or cats that are not adopted to be euthanized. 
We are human beings with inherent value from conception to natural death. May we all have a 
“death with dignity“ – – at peace with God through the Sacraments, surrounded by loved ones, 
comforted through palliative care, ready to meet our God when HE is ready for us.

A Personal Reflection on Death, 
Dying and Assistant Suicide
by Tracye McArdle

Ruth with her rosaries.


