Mary Jo McCabe
March 4, 1952 - February 7, 2019

Mary Jo McCabe, age 66, of Holcombe, passed away on Thursday, February 7, 2019,
surrounded by her family at Mayo Clinic Health Systems, Eau Claire.
Mary Jo was born on March 4, 1952, in Ladysmith, WI, one of nine children born to the
late James and Alma (Hanson) McCabe. She graduated from Glen Flora High School in
Tony, WI, with the Class of 1970. She was a free spirit, and in 1972 she hitchhiked from
Wisconsin to Phoenix, AZ, where she met her ex-husband, Donald Adams. She obtained
her Bachelor of Art in Fine Arts in the 1980s from Mt. Scenario College in Ladysmith, WI.
In 1994, she got her Master’s Degree from UW-Stout in Guidance and Counseling. She
worked as an LPN in Phoenix, AZ and in Ladysmith, where she took care of her
grandmother, Mary McCabe. Mary Jo was a member of the Disabled and Elderly
Transportation Board, West-Central Domestic Abuse Board, and the Red Cedar Trail
Board. She made many connections with the Hmong community through her work with
Literacy Volunteers. Mary Jo did not let her physical disability limit her. Her tenacity,
perseverance, and drive inspired every person she met. Her grandchildren were extremely
important to her.
Mary Jo was a valiant woman, determined not to succumb to an illness that left her body
so despoiled. I never felt an attitude of self-pity in her, nor a surrender of her aspirations.
This past summer she invited friends to a celebration of life, a noble and inspiring
affirmation from one so badly afflicted.
She is survived by her children, Heather Adams of WY, formerly of Menomonie, and
Christopher Magyar of Eau Claire; grandchildren, Amelia Kadinger, Joseph Kadinger,
Samuel Kadinger, Noah Kadinger; six sisters, Kate McCabe, Julie (Tony) Hauser, Maurine
McCabe, Meg (Craig) McCabe-Schultz, Phyllis (Jim) Palmer, and Elis (Brian) Long; two
brothers, Larry (Pam) McCabe and Dave (Mel) McCabe; many nieces, nephews, family
and friends.
She is preceded in death by her parents; and her grandmother, Mary McCabe.
Mary Jo had very loving children. Christopher never left her side throughout her stay at the
hospital and Heather and her children travelled great distances to see her before she
passed. Her siblings and extended family were also with her during her time in the
hospital.

The family would also like to thank Mayo Clinic Health Systems CCU Staff for their
tremendous support and understanding throughout Mary Jo’s stay.
A memorial service will be held at 11:00 a.m. on Wednesday, February 13, 2019, at First
Congregational United Church of Christ, 420 Wilson Ave, Menonomie, WI, with Pastor
Kathleen Remund officiating. A visitation will be held at 9:00 a.m. until the time of the
service at the church. A burial will take place at a later date in Conrath, WI.
Lenmark-Gomsrud-Linn Funeral Home is assisting the family with arrangements.
Online condolences may be made at www.lenmarkfh.com
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Memorial Service

11:00AM

First Congregational United Church of Christ
420 Wilson Ave, Menomonie, WI, US, 54751

Comments

“

I am glad to have made it to be by my mom's side at the end of her life. I got a call
from Chris what was happening when the ambulance came to get her at the group
home. Many obstacles were in my way to make it to her side including 1000 miles
between her and me, an apartment inspection that I would fail if I went, only $200 in
my pocket and bank account, a junk mini van with over 200,000 miles on it, children
that would be in danger of failing the grades that they were in if we traveled the 3
days each way, plus the week of first dying and then 1 week of planning a funeral,
and many many other things, not least of which was nowhere and no money for the 5
of us to stay once we got there, but I used the spirit of tenacity and adventure to
make it to her side in the last 12 hours. It was horrifying to rush all the way from the
state of Wyoming to Eau Claire, WI to make it to my dying mother's side, only to get
there and be walking in at 2 in the morning with my 4 ducklings for probably the very
last time I would ever visit my mom in the hospital. When we got upstairs they made
me sit in a room before we went in to warn me how dire things were, but I already
knew. When I finally got to see her with my 4 children I just started bawling and
asked her forgiveness for not being able to accept very well how eccentric she was.
She told me it was fine, and she asked me to crawl in bed with her which I did. The
funny thing about being with her was thinking of how she was never really accepted
and always an outcast. She had a very tough life, and although there were many
friends there were also lots and lots of people that didn't really care for her not
following the rules ways. I remember when she got pregnant in 1983 and it was a
pretty huge deal to live in a small town in northern Wisconsin and have a baby out of
wedlock. I remember being at a family gathering right around the time she was going
to give birth, and someone talking about what a scandal it was that she would be
having this baby and not married and disabled, but there was another baby coming
at the same exact time that was coming to a married couple of the family. I never
knew what a trailblazer she was until it was 2017 and I ended up being a single mom
with very little money of 4 children and all the judgement I would receive. I can't even
imagine how hard it must have been to be her. I did my best to be a good daughter to
her and she did her best to be a good mom to me, and I think by that last 6 months
we had finally come to a place of love and understanding of each other. There were
so many heartaches that my mom went through, her divorce, her disability, her failed
relationship with my brothers dad, many many women throughout her life just
generally hating her, her many moved where she would suddenly move away and left
all her things behind. I am glad to have known her, and glad to have loved her, and
glad to be in her good graces the majority of the time. When my mom died I had
already been divorced a couple of years, and I found myself completely alone with
noone by my side to share memories with. My mom was my only family besides my
children with her died every adult who ever cared about me. It's so hard to go on. My
brother was also crushed but he does it more silently than I do. Bon voyage momom!

Heather Adams - September 25, 2019 at 12:06 AM

“

What a character was Mary Jo. I never knew anyone with such determination. She
was a queen bee demanding attention to meet the needs she couldn't manage
herself. I doubt she ever met a stranger. She taught me much in the years I knew
her. We had lots of fun together doing things I'd never have done had I not known
her. She was so good to my wife, Nancy, too. I remember Chris riding on the back of
her cart as they zipped all over Menomonie, rain or shine or snowstorm. Long walks
down the Red Cedar trail. Tracking mud into my house. Being hauled up the back
stairs at the Mabel Tainter Theater by young, strong firemen. Zooming down my
driveway to intercept Amish buggies. Sleeping on our couch. Moving her from bed to
chair to bed. One of the most unusual people I had the fortune to have known. If
there's a heaven, God had better beware.

John Hardin - February 16, 2019 at 11:24 AM

“
“

“

You caught the essence of my sister, John!
Meg - February 23, 2019 at 09:21 PM

I remember all these things too! The firemen were talked about at the funeral.
Heather - September 24, 2019 at 11:32 PM

Mary Jo was a great buddy when I lived in Menomonie. We spent many afternoons
and evenings together, celebrating birthdays, mourning cats, b****ing about men and
sharing some cocktails. She loved her children and cherished her friends. She was
honest and supportive, fearless and inspired. I loved her dearly and am sorry to hear
she's gone, well maybe gone physically but she lives on in our hearts.
with sincere sympathy Sarah Werner

Sarah Werner - February 14, 2019 at 05:48 PM

“

She absolutely adores you Sarah and spoke of you often. We talked about you at the end
and what a strong woman you are, and that you are helping your husband now.
Heather - September 25, 2019 at 12:28 AM

“

Doug and I knew Mary Jo when she was a student at Stout.
She was such an inspiration to us all with her zest for life. She was very active as a
student, always showing up at many parties and events with her warming personality.
I also remember her as a very caring mother and very attentive to her son
Christopher. Many a times when Mary Jo had to go home, Christopher was on the
back of her motorized chair and away they would go.
What an amazing person! RIP Mary Jo!

Condolences to her family.
Doug and Nancy Blum-Cumming
Nancy Blum Cumming - February 13, 2019 at 03:16 PM

“

Take it easy Mary Jo....you are now free!

David Garnett - February 12, 2019 at 01:23 PM

“

David Garnett lit a candle in memory of Mary Jo McCabe

David Garnett - February 12, 2019 at 01:22 PM

“

Chris, We were sorry to read in the newspaper about your mother's passing. We
wanted to extend our condolences to you and the rest of your family. We fondly
remember you as an exceptional student and also a thoughtful & respectful young
man. We're sure your mother played a big part in that. Please accept our sincere
sympathy.
Mr. & Mrs. Gunderson (your former Fall Creek teachers-5th grade & HS Science)

John & Lynn Gunderson - February 11, 2019 at 09:10 PM

“

My condolences to Mary Jo, her family, the McCabe family, relatives and friends. I
didn't know her well but had met her several years ago. She faught a valiant fight.
Rest in Peace now.

Alta Hutchens - February 11, 2019 at 02:46 PM

“

[from prior page]
I was privileged and honored her son, Chris, “Christo” to Mary Jo, let me stay with
him, help him get through his mother’s passing, and would have made any mother
proud to have a son as strong and loving as he was and is. No son or daughter
knows if they will be called to sit watch over their parent’s death and with love from a
son, his mother was the recipient. Maybe he doesn’t feel that way, but I have seen
others run from situations even less dire that this was. We agreed, Chris and I, that
we are our own worst and most vehement critic. Mary Jo sang praises of her son,
and I will tell him that as long as he lets me. I find it ironic that in losing my sister, I
got to know her son better. I could wish for such a son, fortunately have been
blessed with a son-in-law, maybe another.
In her final minutes, she reclined on her pillow, breathing shallowly, at times with
pauses, but continued on, nonetheless. We waited and listened, we watched as
Chris and I had, for hours. We needed a bathroom break, and one would go and then
the other. We kept vigil. Craig joined us. Minutes ticked by, she was no longer verbal,
breathing, no signs of pain, face at rest, softly breathing, we held her hands, prayed
inwardly, I thought of our parents reaching out to her, but she resisted. The palliative
care nurse came in and we talked about Mary Jo, about life, about death, and slowly
her breathing started getting shallower and her heart rate, dropping. I think she was
waiting for an inward sign, and our talk must have either bored her or soothed her
enough to start letting go. We also were not watching her so much as listening and
talking. Chris was steadfast at his mother’s side, and I, a little sister who never knew
she would be in a position to watch her big sis pass, sat on the other. She slipped
from us peacefully, gracefully and with calmness anyone would wish for in their final
moments.
No one is perfect, and whoever thinks they are, huh? I have news for you, we are all
human and fragile, we have imperfections, and yet we obtain our family out of
destiny, and grow up and hopefully with grace, raise our own offspring to carry on a
legacy. Mary Jo raised 2 children, and was graced with 4 grandchildren. As a
grandmother, I can honestly say, “Wow! I had something to do with THAT?” I
feverently believe she thought much on those same lines. There were times MJ
would drive a nun to drink, but she came back and found her center, again and
again. I will miss my sister, as I know anyone who called her a friend, will, too.

With love, #7
Meg McCabe-Schultz - February 09, 2019 at 04:50 PM

“

Some thoughts on losing a sister: I didn’t just lose a sister, a daughter and son lost
their mother. 4 grandchildren lost their grandmother. 7 other people lost a sister.
Several nieces and nephews lost an auntie, and one lost his God Mother. A very
large number of people lost a friend.

Chaplain Craig said it best when he was talking to Chris, Craig and I about Mary Jo,
how she lived life fully, not looking inwardly at her physical disability, but outwardly at
what life had to offer and what she wanted out of life. She may have driven some
crazy with talk about moving or going to school, or moving out of state, but these
dreams kept her going and looking forward to something she needed….hope,
dreams, longing.
Mary Jo had many talents and attributes, not the least of which included moxie,
tenaciousness, kindness, love, whimsy, pig-headedness, creativeness, wonder,
sadness, despair, elation, spiritedness, generosity, being a teacher and student,
being a friend and confidant, simply being herself, lock, stock and barrel.

I look at fall fields of corn, and their drabness, differently after MJ told me the fields
looked “golden and swayed in the sunlight.” I don’t see drabness or death in a fall
corn field anymore, thanks to my big sister.
As I was writing these musings, I received a text from one of my daughters, that read
in part…”I really believe that after years of her body and mind trapping her, her soul
is somewhere unrestricted by those boundaries again [heart shape].”
Those of us privileged to be in her presence during her last days shared thoughts
and stories, or just talked among ourselves to pass the time, waiting and wondering if
she will beat this acute illness. Sister Elis and I talked about music MJ liked, and I
think the consensus was she was very eclectic in her genres, but we did not play
music since we were not certain.
Mary Jo had many passions, and if I would guess, I would say her family was top
among them. Somewhere on that list of passions included desire to learn and grown
more in mind, wonder, imagination…back in the day she was a talented seamstress
and artist, and we even had an instructor in common at UW-Stout, in our art metals
class (taken years apart). She made friends everywhere she went, and was loved by
so many people. Her grandchildren were very precious to her and she was given the
gift of seeing them one last time, hours before she passed. She was talking even
fewer hours before passing, and her passing was as peaceful as anyone could wish.
We asked if she had pain and she said no. We asked if she was anxious and she
said “a little,” but when asked if she wanted something for it, she did not answer, and
we took that as “no.” We promised we would stay with her, held her hands, stroked
her hair, arm, legs, face, and told her we loved her. We told her it was ok to let go,
rest, and we would be with her. [Cont.]
Meg McCabe-Schultz - February 09, 2019 at 04:49 PM

“

Beth Lewis lit a candle in memory of Mary Jo McCabe

Beth Lewis - February 09, 2019 at 10:00 AM

