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ALBANY/HAROLD MITCHELL 

CHAPTER 

 ZOOM MEETING 

Please contact Kathleen Kelleher at 

Kathleen.Kelleher17@, gmail.com or 

518-439-1114 for instructions on how 

to join the Zoom meetings. 

 

    

O T H E R  L O C A L   

C H A P T E R S  

Due to the Coronavirus, many 
chapters have ceased in-person 
meetings, but may be holding 
virtual meetings. Please call your 
local chapter to inquire about 
meetings. 
 

SCHENECTADY CHAPTER 

   JoAnn Bomeisl 518-372-8215    

   tcf1389@gmail.com 

   John Powers 518-399-2492    

 jpower11@nycap.rr.com 

  Peggy Hohenstein 518-887-5204 

 

GREENE COUNTY CHAPTER 

   Al Visconti 518-225-5851 

   altcfny@gmail.com 

 

 

UNFORTUNATELY THE SARATO-

GA CHAPTER HAS CLOSED ITS 

DOORS 

THE ELEPHANT IN THE ROOM 
There’s an elephant in the room. 

It is large and squatting, so it is hard to get around it. 

Yet we squeeze by with, “How are you?” 

And, I’m fine…” 

And a thousand other forms of trivial chatter. 

We talk about the weather. 

We talk about work. 

We talk about everything else - except the elephant in the room.  

We all know it is there. 

It is constantly on our minds, 

For you see, it is a very big elephant. 

But we do not talk about the elephant in the room. 

Oh, please, say her name. 

Oh, please say “Barbara” again. 

Oh, please, let’s talk about the elephant in the room. 

For if we talk about her death, 

Perhaps we can talk about her life. 

Can I say “Barbara” and not have 
you look away? 

For if I cannot, you are leaving me  

Alone...in a room...with an elephant 

By: Terry Kettering 

 



 

 

Newsletter Editor 

Needed 
 

I have been the editor 
of the Albany/Saratoga 
TCF Newsletter for the 
past 12 years. I am 
looking for someone 
who is willing to take 
over as editor of our 
newsletter.  I have 
plenty of articles saved 
up over the years that 
can assist you in 
drafting the 
newsletter. There are 
also many sources 
online that you can get 
great ideas from. If 
you are interested, 
please contact me at 
DebbieBouchey24@ou
tlook.com 

This newsletter is made 
possible by donations 
through love gifts.  Love 
gifts are a way that we 
can honor our children 
throughout the year, on 
their birthday, anniver-
sary of their death or 
during the holidays.  
Please consider giving a 
love gift in memory of 
your children.  Love gifts 
can be made in any dol-
lar amount and mailed to 
Debbie Bouchey, 26 
Berkshire Drive, East 
Greenbush, NY 12061. 

LOVE GIFT DEADLINE FOR 
THE NEXT NEWSLETTER:   

 October 20, 2022 
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TAKE YOUR TIME 

Sandra Young 

TCF Knoxville, TN 

            LOVE GIFT                                  Living on in our hearts.        

 

In loving memory on my son, CHRISTOPHER, who passed away in March 
of 1990 from leukemia. 

   Love Mom (Elaine Christopher) 
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THE KEEPER OF THEIR STORIES 

 

My sister Terri and I were lucky. We grew up in a 
loving home with attentive parents and a father who was 
an avid storyteller. Not only did he invent elaborate tales 
to tell us each night at bedtime, but he also shared with 
us stories from his own childhood – what it was like to 
grow up in a small town before and after World War I, 
what the grandparents we never knew were like when 
they were young. He gave us a strong appreciation for 
our family history.  

After Dad died when I was 16, Terri and I hung onto 
those stories, telling and retelling them to each other. 
Some of them my father had typed up into a memoir and 
I lugged those many pages with me over the years as I 
moved from one house to the next. And as we got older, 
Terri and I created our own stories, our own 
memories—some poignant and emotional, others just 
funny moments we shared together as little girls who 
then grew into teenagers in the 1970s.  

We were each other’s memory-keepers and fact-
checkers. Many were the times one of us would call the 
other to verify what we remembered about a particular 
event. The two of us held together our past and 
treasured the tales we could tell to each other and to our 
own children about the girls we had once been.  

When Terri became ill, we told and retold those stories 
all the more. Both of us sensed that the time we had left 
to share with each other was dwindling, would soon be 
gone, but neither of us realized just how quickly, how 
abruptly, that ending would come.  

Terri died in January of 2015. I wasn’t ready for that 
loss, even though I knew it was coming. In the first few 
months after her death, I was too stunned and grief-
stricken to think about those stories, those memories. At 
that point I only knew that the one person who knew me 
better than any other person in the world was gone. 
Everyone in my childhood family was gone. My mother 
had died just two years before that. I was alone.  

Of course, I still had my daughters, but they had not 
lived in those treasured days of my childhood. They 
didn’t know how we once ran the vacant lots at the 

bottom of our street, pretending to be horses or pirates 
or princesses; they didn’t join us in our secret late-night 
swims in hotel pools or sunbathe with us in our 
driveway while our transistor radio filled the air with 
Deep Purple, the Beatles and the Stones. I began to 
understand that if I wanted them to have some sense of 
those halcyon days—before the internet and cell phones 
—I would have to be the one to tell them.  

But I wanted those stories to last. And so I turned to my 
writing, creating essays and poems about my sister—
about our youth, about our struggles, and about my 
learning to live without her. In my poems I can not only 
revive a moment like our catching fireflies after dark or 
roaming the boardwalk in Rehoboth Beach– I can also 
examine my current feelings of loss through those 
memories.  

There is a unique kind of loneliness that comes from 
being the sole survivor of a special time and a special 
family. Writing down what I recall, filling in mere facts 
with the emotions, the scents and sounds of those long-
gone days, has helped me through that loneliness. Not 
only does it allow me to revive the moments I shared 
with my sister, but it also provides me a way to create 
something indelible that might be a solace to others – 
something that will survive all of us.  

By Melanie McCabe 

Melanie McCabe is a writer and former high school English 
and creative writing teacher, and bereaved sibling. Her latest 
poetry collection, The Night Divers, is now available on 
Amazon and from Terrapin Books. The link to the book on 
Amazon can be found in the Book section of the TCF national 
website: https://www.compassionatefriends.org/books/ Her 
memoir, His Other Life: Searching For My Father, His First 
Wife, and Tennessee Williams, won the 2016 University of 
New Orleans Publishing Prize. She is also the author of two 
other poetry collections: What The Neighbors Know, 
(FutureCycle Press, 2014) and History of the Body, (David 
Robert Books, 2012)."  

 

Posted on September 7th, 2022 on 
www.compassionatefriends.org/blog/the-keeper-of-
their-stories 
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JAMES TIERNEY 

I am sad to inform you that James Tierney 
passed away on Wednesday, July 13, 2022. 
Jim joined the Compassionate Friends 
after the death of his daughter Kathy in 
1982. He served as the Albany Chapter's 
treasurer for 31 years.   

He also served his country in the U.S. Army 
from 1957-1959. He was an avid runner 
and completed 36 marathons. Jim was laid 
to rest Wednesday, July 20.  

Jim, you will be sadly missed. Thanks for 
everything you did for the Compassionate 
Friends. You can go to legendary.com to 
view his full obituary. 

LOIS MITCHELL 

I am also sad to inform you of the death 
of Lois Carolyn Reed Mitchell on July 5, 
2022, at the age of 96. Her husband 
was the late Harold E. Mitchell for whom 
our Albany Chapter of the Compassionate 
Friends is named after. Lois and Harold 
started the Albany Chapter after the 
death of their daughter Elaine in 1976. 

In her obituary, the family asked, in lieu 
of flowers, to give a "Love Gift" to our 
Chapter. This is a very generous gesture. 

You can read Lois' full obituary at 
legacy.com 

CHAPTER NEWS 

THANKS 
 
Thanks to the friend who did know the right 
words to say: “There is a group in town that 
might help you.” 

Thanks to the parent who somehow found the 
courage to call that phone number and find out 
about “that group”. 

Thanks to the mother who went to that first 
meeting knowing it would really hurt to talk — 
and talked. 

Thanks to the dad who said after the first 
meeting that he could never come back — but 
did. 

 

Thanks to the parent who, at the fifth meeting, 
put her arms around a “new one” and said: 
“They really can help.” 

Thanks to the mom who, for the first time, was 
again able to bake cookies — for her 
“Compassionate Friends”. 

Thanks to the homemaker who could never talk 
in front of people — who became a facilitator. 

Thanks to the six-foot father who cried in front 
of the other men — and didn’t say he was sorry. 

Because of you, we will be able to help 
someone we don’t even know — next month. 

John DeBoer 

TCF Greater Omaha, NE 



Albany Co-Leader: Jan Messina 518-396-9914 

Albany Co-Leader: Kathleen Kelleher  

 518-439-1114 

Newsletter Editor: Debbie Bouchey 

       518-435-5321 or  

DebbieBouchey24@outlook.com 

Regional Coordinator:  

Al Visconti:  518-225-5851 

                 

The Compassionate Friends 
c/o Debbie Bouchey 
26 Berkshire Drive 
East Greenbush, NY 12061 
 
Address Service Requested 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

National Headquarters, 48660 Pontiac Trail #930808, Wixom, MI 48393, 877-969-0010 (toll free) 

www. compassionatefriends.org 

Leadership 

You need not walk alone 

Non Profit Org 
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TCF’s MISSION: When a child 
dies, at any age, the family suffers intense 
pain and may feel hopeless and isolated. 
The Compassionate Friends provides 
highly personal comfort, hope, and support 
to every family experiencing the death of a 
son or a daughter, a brother or a sister, or 
a grandchild, and helps others better assist 
the grieving family. 
 
 
 
TCF’s VISION: That everyone who 
needs us will find us and everyone who 
finds us will be helped. 


