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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.

OTHER LOCAL
CHAPTERS

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
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ON VACATION
I sat & watched the waves come in &
out.
I looked for you there, but you
weren’t about.
I saw a young child about your size,
And I thought it was you, till I looked
in his eyes.
I heard a strange voice call your
name,
And I thought for a second you were
home again.
I went to the jetty where you used to
fish;
I gazed at the stars and made a wish.
Then I closed my eyes and I heard
you say,
“I love you, Mommy, but it can’t be
that way;
I can’t come back to earth, as you
know,
But I will live within you wherever
you go;
For I am with God in a place so
divine,
Where there is no pain, no space and
no time.”
Then I opened my eyes and I walked
away.
And I’ve known where you are since
that day.
By: Penny Linehan
TCF, Morris Area, NJ

MISSING YOU
I just can’t believe it…
The sun still rises and sets,
The moon and stars still shine,
The flowers still bloom,
The birds still sing.
I expected a change in everything,
I just can’t believe it…
It still gets dark and light,
The ocean still has waves,
The rain still rains,
The wind still blows.
Is it because they do don’t know?
I just can’t believe it…
I thought the world would stop.
When in my house,
I found an empty chair,
A missing smile,
I thought it would stop,
For just a while,
I just can’t believe it.
By: Gretta Viney
TCF Yakima, WA
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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, anniversary 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 dollar amount and mailed to
Debbie Bouchey, 26
Berkshire Drive, East
Greenbush, NY 12061.

LOVE GIFT
Living on in our hearts.

Happy 35th Birthday in Heaven to our Stephy
Bo. May we always celebrate the joy you were
in the lives of all who knew you!! Biggest hugs,
Mom & Dad

Call for Submissions
We are pleased to
announce that
registration is
open for the 45th
TCF National
Conference. After
two years of not
being able to meet
in person, we are
really looking
forward to being
together! Our
conference is a
place for bereaved
families to find
community and
hope, while

Anyone wishing to
submit an original
poem or story for
publication in our
newsletter can do so by
sending the writing to
Debbie Bouchey at
alyssabob@yahoo.com
Please remember that
editing may occur and
not all submissions are
guaranteed to be
printed.

learning and sharing
with others.
Lifelong friendships
are often made at
the conference
through meeting
others who truly
understand the
painful loss of a
child, sibling, or
grandchild. This
eagerly anticipated
event will take
place in Houston,
Texas, during the
weekend of August
5-7, 2022.

Unique and cherished highlights of our conference include our heartfelt
Saturday evening Candle Lighting Program, sharing sessions, keynote
addresses, Healing Haven, Butterfly Boutique, Crafty Corner, Silent
Auction, and evening performances. This weekend of inspiration, sharing,
and learning is followed by the Walk to Remember on Sunday morning.
New for 2022, we will be offering TCF Sibling Camp, for younger siblings
ages 9-17.
LOVE GIFT DEADLINE FOR
THE NEXT NEWSLETTER:
June 20, 2022

For more information, visit: SUMMARY - The Compassionate Friends 45th
National Conference (cvent.com)
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You’d be nineteen if you were here
But why you’re gone still isn’t clear.
Your things are still all in your room
As if you’d be returning soon.
SpongeBob waits there by the door.
Your shoes are still there on the floor.
Your friends are all young women now.
They’re working jobs or college bound.
Sometimes we see them and they say
We miss her so, wish she had stayed.
Your boyfriend’s in the Army too
And by the way, he still loves you.
You thought his love was not so true
And that some other girl he’d choose.
But near two years have passed on by
Still to your grave he goes to cry.
Your niece and nephews miss you too,
And talk of the things you used to do.
Your Mother’s going to be alright
And doesn’t cry so much at night.
She puts the flowers on your grave,
And scrapbook pictures she tries to save.
And me, I’m still the same old Dad,
The same old routine like I had.
I work real hard to make a way
To pay some bills and pass the day.
I’m not as funny as before
My world’s not happy anymore.
I don’t let on the pain I feel
But deep inside the hurt is real.
Time passes by year after year,
Life goes on with seldom a tear.
One wish I have, a wish so clear
My wish most of all, I wish you
were here.
- Dad
By: Steve Tutt
TCF, Tyler, TX

I just watched another TV Commercial for
cologne, which is the first sign of the approach of
Father’s Day. Like other fathers, I know the gift I’d
like to get this Father’s Day, just as I know there is no
way that it will happen - my son’s life, an opportunity
not to hurt when I see boys who are his age, a chance
to dream those dreams for that little boy again. But
that’s not going to happen. Instead, I will get up on
that day, having called my own father the night before
to wish him a happy Father’s Day, and I will go to the
cemetery to place flowers on my son’s grave. I will
stand alone and cry for a time and then return home to
my wife and new infant son. This year we will have a
greater measure of peace because of the birth of our
son, but I shall always have a hole in my soul, and a
longing that I know I will have until I die.
Like many bereaved fathers, I have felt
misunderstood about how a father should mourn and
for how long. I do not understand how a society can
have such a belief in the strength of maternal love and
do such a good job ignoring the intensity of paternal
love. From the people whose only questions at my
son's memorial service was how was my wife dealing
with this tragedy, to the long-time friend who didn’t
understand my choking up after watching a Hallmark
commercial - it seems that many around us have
difficulty understanding a father’s grief.
So, support and love is needed and needed
badly. I hope that bereaved fathers will not be
forgotten on Father’s Day. It is often said that we
don’t often talk of our emotional needs and are
reluctant to show our pain, but we, too, need love
when we hurt. Please remember us on Father’s
Day and remember that the cute little
commercials that hurt mothers in May take their
toll on fathers in June.
Doug Hughes
BPUSA, S. Nevada Chapter
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Being the Mother of a Child Who Died - on
Mother’s Day
By: Claire McCarthy, M.D., Pediatrician, Boston Children’s
Hospital, Harvard Medical School

I am the mother of a child who died. And that makes
Mother’s Day very hard. Recently I was talking to a
mother whose child had just died. “What about Mother’s
Day?” she asked, through tears. It was hard to know what
to say, because it’s a terrible day for those of us who
have lost a child. Other days of the year you can maybe
make it a few hours without thinking about your loss;
other days of the year you can pretend that you are an
ordinary person and that life is normal. But not on
Mother’s Day.
On Mother’s Day, it’s in your face that your
child is gone forever. On Mother’s Day, you can’t
pretend you are ordinary or that life is normal. All the
hoopla, all the Hallmark hype, the handmade cards and
flowers and family gatherings, make it almost
excruciating.
Our town has a Mother’s Day road race for
which I am eternally grateful especially because, in a
demonstration of grace’s existence, the start and finish
are next to the cemetery where my son is buried. On my
way I can visit his grave and say what I need to say and
look yet again at the name we chose for him carved into
stone. At the end of the race, they give all the mothers a
flower; on my way home, I go back to the grave and lay
my flower there. And then I move forward with the day.
See, that’s the real challenge after losing a child;
moving forward. It’s almost impossible to envision in
that moment of loss; how can life continue after
something so horrible? But life does continue, whether
we like it or not. There are chores to do and bills to pay;
morning comes, again and again. So you pick yourself up
and you live, but you are never the same.
At first, we are different because of our raw
sadness. But over time, the sadness moves from our skin
into our bones. It becomes less visible, but no less who

we are. It changes into a wisdom, one we’d give up in a
heartbeat to have our child back. We who have lost
children understand life’s fragility and beauty. We who
have lost children understand that so many things just
aren’t important. All that is important is those we love.
All that is important is each other. Nothing else.
It can feel very lonely, being the parent of a child
who died. Especially on Mother’s Day or Father’s Day.
We feel so different from those around us, all those
happy people with children the same age our child was,
or would have been. But over the years, I’ve come to
understand that I’m not alone at all. There is a wonderful
Buddhist story about a woman whose son gets sick and
dies. She goes to the Buddha to ask him to bring her son
back to life; I will, he says, if you bring me some mustard
seed from a home of a family that has not known loss.
She goes from house to house but can find no family that
has not lost someone dear to them. She buries her son and
goes to the Buddha and says: I understand now.
That is what I understand now. It doesn’t make
me miss my son any less, or Mother’s Day any easier.
But it helps me make sense of it; loss is part of life. There
are no guarantees, ever. Our children, and all those we
love, are gifts to us for however long we have them.
I understand now too that we are together in this,
all of us, in joy and in loss. It’s the connections we make
with each other that matter - it’s the connections we make
that give life value and help us face each morning. As
G.K. Chesterton wrote, “We are all in the same boat in a
stormy sea, and we owe each other a terrible loyalty.”
Years ago, I chose words to say each time I go to
my son’s grave. It makes it easier to have a ritual. And
over the years, the words have come to mean more to me.
They aren’t just about grief anymore. They are about who
I am, what I have learned and what I can give.
“I will always love you,” I say. “And I will always be
your mother.”
Lovingly lifted from Bereaved Parents of the USA
Spring 2016 Newsletter

MOTHER-LESS DAY”
In the month of May there’s a holiday although there won’t be one for me. It’s “Mother-less Day” now and that’s the way it’ll
always be. I won’t receive dandelions from the yard that you picked with love and care. They were always your favorite flower. They
reminded me of your long, blonde hair.
I won’t get hand-made cards from school that you’d cut, color and glue. They were worth more than money could buy because they
came from you.
It’s “Mother-less Day” now, another reminder that you’re not here. I will never receive another hug or kiss that I used to hold so
dear. Instead, I’ll visit you at the cemetery. It won’t ever feel like a holiday. Without you it’s “Mother-less Day,” now -- just another
day in May.
By: Barbara Embry
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Reading is a Haven
Not a Place to Hide
Some people like to read. Some people live to
read. Since I was a child I have read about four books
a week. So it was only natural that I develop a new
reading style when my son died in December of 2002.
For a week I read Todd's’ obituary over and over
again. I had written it. Was it suitable? I seconded
guessed myself about that for some time.
The week after Todd’s death I began reading
short poems, articles and short stories. I would find
myself stopping and starting, re-reading a line over
and over again until it finally penetrated my brain.
After a month, I began reading books again. It
was difficult, but I found books which were suitable
to my current state of mind. Books about peace,
serenity, self-help, death, the after-life. Soon I found a
website devoted to grief resources. I ordered several
books and devoured them.
Reading helped to fill the giant hole in my
spirit; it helped me to realize that others had walked
this road and had actually survived. I was certain for
the first three months after Todd’s death that I
wouldn’t survive; in fact, I didn’t want to survive.
Finally, I decided to read the types of books I
had always read...history, biography, mysteries,
current events analysis, funny books, sad books,
books with a message. I lived in my books; for a brief
period I didn’t exist ...the only reality was the book I
was reading.
Not everyone reads. Some parents spend great
amounts of time in thoughtful reflection, in prayer, in
mediation. Others watch television and movies. Many
retreat within themselves, too emotionally pummeled
to talk. Others lose themselves in their work. All
balance is removed from each life, no matter what we
choose.
And that’s what had happened to me. I had
removed the balance from my life by escaping into
books. After almost three months of reading,
withdrawing into other worlds and living in books, I
went to a meeting of the Compassionate Friends. I
realized I was not balanced, grounded or centered. I
realized, too, that escaping into alternative realities
was not the answer.
That first meeting was frightful. My life
consisted of work an home and nothing else. I
imagined all kinds of terrible scenarios. But yet, I

went. I met caring parents who seemed to have their
lives in order. The second meeting was better; by the
third meeting I was talking...in short sentences.
Gradually over more than two years, I became
a participate in the meeting and in the process. I
volunteered to help...just a little at first, then more as
time went on. I went to seminars. I sorted through the
pain, the agony, the horror I was feeling. I began to
achieve a balance.
My husband and I began spending weekends
in the country with my family. This was a positive
change for me. A friend would stop at my office and
bring lunch every week. I invited a few people to our
home. I couldn’t see it then, but I was on the road to
becoming “rebalanced”. My reality is different now;
my only child is dead. Much of who I am is wrapped
in being Todd’s mom. But my “rebalanced self” has a
changing perspective. I have become more grounded
through the Compassionate Friends. Sharing my
feelings and listening to others has helped me to
become centered and balanced. Reading is still my
passion, but it is not my life.
Each of us finds an escape from the world
after the death of our child...something to revise our
history and help us survive. But eventually we must
seek balance, find ways of coping with our soulshattering loss and grounding ourselves in our new
reality. The Compassionate Friends has done all of
that for me. But I had to take the first step.
Annette Mennen Baldwin
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen
TCF Katy, TX

Leadership
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

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.

Regional Coordinator:

Al Visconti: 518-225-5851

TCF’s VISION : That everyone who
needs us will find us and everyone who
finds us will be helped.

You need not walk alone

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
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