60 REASONS TO SUPPORT
NEW YORK’S MEDICAL
AID IN DYING ACT
Jennifer Milich

has metastatic kidney cancer and is
advocating for medical aid in dying in her
home state of New York.

Buffalo, New York

Reason #1

Because this isn’t about politics.
It’s about peace at the end of life.

I

am a lifelong resident of Buffalo and I want the
New York state legislature to pass a medical aidin-dying bill for terminally ill people, like myself.
In March of 2019, I was diagnosed with renal cell
carcinoma, a rare and aggressive form of kidney
cancer. Chemo and radiation do not work for my
cancer so the only option forward was to remove
one of my kidneys in hope of excising the tumor. Six
months later, in December 2019, I was diagnosed
with metastatic kidney cancer and was informed
that my diagnosis is terminal, with a life expectancy
of only 12 months. I started to receive hospice
services in the Fall of 2020, but hospice has been
unable to ease my suffering.
I suffer constantly from extreme fatigue, nausea,
and pain. I’ve lost vision in one of my eyes entirely,
and I can barely see without becoming dizzy. The
fatigue is so bad that if I don’t lay down, it feels
like I’ll fall down. I tire very easily and spend a lot
of time in bed. Just going out to lunch takes all
my energy. Usually, I can only last for two hours of
doing any given activity and then I have to lay down
for a couple of hours to recover. Along with this,
I can spend the entire day feeling nauseous or in
devastating pain. At this point, I am unable to leave
my bed. This is not living, this is just suffering.
When I was physically able to do so, I thought about
moving to another state to access medical aid in
dying, but I have obligations here. I am a sister,
mother, and a Big Mamma to four grandchildren,
and an Honorary Big Mamma to many local

To join our mission, email Amanda Cavanaugh
at acavanaugh@compassionandchoices.org.

children. I shouldn’t have to uproot my life. We’re
supposed to be the United States, not state by
state. My zip code shouldn’t determine my options
at the end of life.
I desperately want to live, to be here for my son,
daughter, and grandchildren. My death, however,
is imminent and I want to ensure it’s as peaceful
as possible, not just for myself but for my loved
ones. I don’t have time for politics. My concern isn’t
politics. It’s about peace at the end of life. I know
from being the person sitting with my mom in a
hospital room for 10-12 hours a day how traumatic
the dying process can be. She deserved better. I
don’t want that for me. I don’t want to linger in
pain.
Having the option of medical aid in dying would
mean that my family wouldn’t have to suffer
watching me struggle as my body shuts down.
I don’t think you can fully understand how
somebody feels, unless you’re in the situation.
You should have a choice. We have a choice about
so many things. What works for one person may
not work for another -- that’s why options are
important. A person has to choose what is right and
most comforting for their mind, heart, and soul.
We are not a piece of paper on someone’s desk.
We are not a file or just a name. I am a living
human being making conscious decisions for
myself, dealing with a diagnosis that no one
should have to deal with. I should have the right
to this humane option.

