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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
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Grief is Like a River

Dreams

My grief is like a river

You were here the other night.

I have to let it flow,

So alive and well it seems.

But I myself determine

But I awoke and then I knew

Just where the banks will go.

You were only in my dreams.

Some days the current takes me in

The tears then came so quickly

Waves of guilt and pain,

For the time with you was brief.

But there are always quiet pools

You were alive and talking

Where I can rest again

If only in my grief.

I crash on rocks of anger

I heard your voice and touched
you

My faith seems faint indeed
But there are other swimmers
Who know that what I need
Are loving hands to hold me
When the waters are too swift,
And someone kind to listen
When I just seem to drift.
Grief’s river is like a process
Of relinquishing the past.

GREENE COUNTY CHAPTER
Al Visconti 518-225-5851
altcfny@gmail.com

By swimming in Hope’s channel,
I’ll reach the shore at last.
Cynthia G. Kelley
TCF Cincinnati, OH

As if you were with me.
But I awoke and realized
This was not reality.
I’ll take my dreams when they
come
And keep them close to my
heart.
Because in my dreams you are
alive,
And we are never really apart.
Joy Gumutt
TCF Savannah, GA
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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.

Call for Submissions
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.

LOVE GIFT DEADLINE FOR
THE NEXT NEWSLETTER:
April 20, 2022

LOVE GIFT
Living on in our hearts.

Life’s Tapestry
It’s said a splendid tapestry depicts Life’s
“grand design.”
Immense in its complexity,
the threads all intertwine
to form a pattern illustrating with explicit
weave,
the reason why our children die,
and why we’re left to grieve.
I’ve heard it called the “Master Plan,”
and there are those who say each thread is
the story of a life
from birth to dying day –
no death occurs that is not planned;
some greater purpose served.
And some draw comfort from the belief
that fate cannot be swerved.
If destiny holds all the cards
then nothing would be changed,
we would not alter tragedy –
for death was prearranged.
I do not know if I believe that fate decreed
the day my life lost its illusions –
enchantment came to stay.
But I do know the path I’m on
is one that’s far less clear…
I stumble through this bad mess
praying light will reappear.
Yet in my soul her light lives on;
my love for her remains
with innocence she healed my heart
and broke thru life’s chains.

My daughter showed me how to trust,
her needs taught me to fight,
she planted seeds of caring
about others and their plight.
If the tapestry depicts the life
to all who walk the earth
the master weaver added my child’s
thread, and knew her worth.
Her life, her death, my agony
are pushing me to find the reason
for her years with me, and why I’m left
behind.
I understand my path will stay in darkness
‘til I see the means by which I’ll utilize
the gifts she gave to me.
If I can find a way to share the caring I
now feel
it will honor her dear memory,
and help my heart to heal.
By Salty Migliocci

TCF Babylon, AT
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A WORD ABOUT CLOSURE
I don’t use the word “closure” anymore. For years I
thought it was a good way to express what happens to us
at various times during our grief journey. I would often
tell about the importance of viewing the loved one by
saying viewing gives reality and closure.
I live in Oklahoma City. The general feeling here was
that the survivors of the bombing would find closure
when the trial was over. The ending of the trial was
supposed to be some kind of magical day that would
bring relief to the pain. The survivors walked out of the
courtroom saying, “Don’t mention the word closure to
us. This does not close anything.”
Closure conjures up the idea of healing or moving past.
It sounds like some magic moment that happens and the
grieving is over. A moment that closes the door to a bad
time in our lives and we do not have to think about it
anymore. I no longer think there are any magic moments
in grief. Grief is a process — a long slow process. There
are events that are memorable, but they don’t take the
pain away. There are times of healing, but the process
must still go on.
Closure also sounds like getting well. We do not “get
well.” A chunk has been bitten out of our hearts and it
is not going to grow back. We do not get well. We move
toward turning the corner in the way we cope. We live
again, but we live again because we learn to cope with
the chunk of our heart that is gone.
We don’t have closure. We have times of growing
reality. Reality does not come all at once. We must
gradually come to grips with our loss. We go through a
time of “real but not real.” We know it has happened,
but we still think it is a dream and we will soon awaken.
Reality develops gradually through many experiences.

An Easter Remembrance
Easter signifies the Risen Christ, the most
hopeful and positive symbol of
Christendom, and the Jewish Passover
celebrates escape from oppression and
slavery into the promised land. These
holidays have not become burdened with
required gift giving, home decoration, and
lavish partying. As winter ends, and the
trees, shrubs, and flowers of our valley burst
into bloom, many bereaved parents feel their
spirits lift a bit, and the pall of gloom
subsides for many. Some of our parents, in
fact, leap into spring by planting a memorial
garden for their child, which gives them
something positive to do, and provides them
with the pleasure of creating a little spot of
beauty for them and their family and friends
to enjoy. The exercise and getting out into
these rare and beautiful spring days are an
added bonus. And to have flowers from your
child’s garden to bring inside to brighten
your kitchen soon gives special joy.
Whatever the approaching religious season
holds for you, pitch in and welcome it. And
please don’t forget the power of flowers —
especially a spot of your own creation.
Jackie Rohr, Ventura, CA
Lovingly lifted from Beavered Parents of the USA,
Western NY Chapter
Spring 2014 Newsletter

It grows in those times when we face a little bit more of
our loss, and reality becomes more vivid. Viewing a
loved one, the funeral, the first visit to the cemetery,
cleaning out the closets, cleaning out the room, all of
these are steps toward reality and toward coping.
They are not some final step. They are not the closing of
a door nor opening of a new door. They are just tiny
steps toward deciding to live again and learning to cope.
Doug Manning
Author of “Please Don’t Take My Grief Away”

Say not in grief that she is no more, but say
in thankfulness that she was.
A death is not the extinguishing of a light, but
the putting out of the lamp because the dawn
has come.

Tagore
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FOR EASTER - MOTHER’S LOVE

“JUST ONE MORE TIME”

Long, long ago, so I have been told,
Two Mothers once met on the streets paved with gold.
“By the stars on your crown”, said one to the other,
I see that on earth, you too were a Mother, and by the
blue tinted halo you wear,
you too have known sorrow and deepest despair.

How many times have I woke on an Easter morning and
smiled, knowing that the baskets were all set, the eggs
dyed, and new clothes were waiting? How many times
have I watched with joy as the little hands reached for
chocolate bunnies and jellybeans? The joy of those
mornings will forever be etched in memory, sitting,
waiting for a time to be brought to remembrance.

“Ah yes”, she replied, “I once had a son,
a sweet little lad, full of laughter and fun,
but tell of your child…”
“Oh, I know I was blest from the moment I first held him
close to my breast. And my heart almost burst with the
joy of that day”.
“Ah, yes”, said the other.. “I felt the same way”.
The first one continued, “The first steps he took...so
eager and breathless...the sweet startled look which came
over his face: he trusted me so”.
“Ah yes”, said the other. “How well do I know”.
“But soon he had grown to a tall handsome boy, so
stalwart and kind: it gave me such joy to have him walk
down the street at my side”.
“Ah yes”, said the other. “I felt the same pride”.
“How often I shielded and spared him from pain, and
then he, by others, was so cruelly slain; they crucified
him, and spat in his face. How gladly I would have hung
in his place”.

The children are grown now, except one, who is forever
frozen in time. The egg dye has been put away, the
baskets hid in the attic with all the other keepable things
from holidays and special events. The children now have
children and they go on their way in life, except one, who
is forever frozen in time. The new clothes to be worn are
now packed away in storage boxes filled with mothballs,
hoping to be kept forever, never to be worn by one gone
from my sight.
The waking hours of that Easter morn are different now.
No longer do I lie in my bed and wait for those sounds of
joy and laughter coming down the hall. The children are
all grown now, except one, and she is gone from me.
She was too old for childish things, stuffed bunnies and
jellybeans, yet too young to give it all up. “Just one more
year, mama, let me hold on to my youth and enjoy the
wonders of that day”, she said. Just one more year. Now
she is gone, forever frozen in time, and her memory is
engraved in my mind.

A moment of silence….

“Just one more time”…

“Oh, then you are she, the Mother of Christ”, and she fell
on one knee. But the blessed one raised her up. Then
drawing her near, she kissed from the face of the woman,
a tear.

In memory of Ashley Marie

“Tell me the name of the son you loved so, that I may
share with you your grief and your woe”. “He was Judas
Iscariot...I am his Mother”.
-Lovingly lifted from TCF Australia

Barbara Sockwell
TCF/Lawrenceville, GA
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My Brother is Really Gone
My brother has gone away.
I know I’ll never see him again,
Not another day.
Why, I ask a thousand times,
Must this all happen to me?
My family is left in sorrow
Weeping like a willow tree.
I can vaguely remember
How he was before,
Yet still I sit and wait
Wait for him to walk through my door.
Can this be some mistake?
He’s not really gone.
Who am I trying to fool?
But still I must go on.
Another day begins!
I realize that I am wrong.
My brother is really dead He is really gone.
Teglene Burwell
TCF Van Nuys, CA

A Tragedy That Will Last Forever

doctors told us we would have to make a decision as to
whether or not to keep him on life support. Previously,
Neil told us that if he were ever on life support, he would
want us to turn off the machine. On June 11th, the life
support systems were disconnected and my brother was
officially pronounced dead.
At first I blamed myself for my brother’s death, and for
months I was in a horrible state of depression. The
questions “What if I…?” and If I could have…?” went
through my mind over and over again. I felt that if one of
us had to die, it should have been me. I would have
changed places with him in a heartbeat.
Finally, I realized that there was nothing I could have
done, and my life had to go on. But everything was
different and I changed. I saw life through different eyes
and judged people and things differently. I work harder
now and I take life more seriously. You could say I try to
do enough for both of us - to do everything my brother is
no longer able to or never did. I feel as if Neil is still here,
watching over me. I try to accomplish things that would
make him proud of me.
I have grown up a lot. I joined the sibling group of The
Compassionate Friends where I am able to talk to others
who understand what I am going through. No matter what
people say, they cannot understand unless they have gone
through it. I have also started a bereavement group at my
school to help others talk about their feelings regarding the
loss of a parent, sibling, or a friend. Now when someone
loses a loved one, he or she can come to me and know that
I am willing to listen. I understand. It makes me feel great
knowing that I can share my experience and help others
overcome a tragic loss and want to go on with their lives.

On June 8, 1989 my life changed drastically. I was
extremely excited that morning since I was getting my
driver’s license later in the day. Upon arriving at school,
The hurt never goes away. The sharp memory of my
my brother Neil and I went our separate ways. Neil turned
back and said, “Good Luck! Don’t mess up!” Those words brother will never fade. I will never forget the love, the
frustration and even the arguments we had. No one can
will remain with me for as long as I live. They were the
ever take his place in my heart.
last words my brother said to me.
When Neil died, a part of me died too.
I left school early to get my driver’s license. On the way
home, my mother told me that Neil was sent home from
school with a headache and chills. When we arrived at
home, Neil was sleeping. My mother left for her law study
group. Later, while I was on the phone, I heard a
tremendous crash. I raced to my brother’s room to find him
having convulsions and in a coma. I rushed Neil to the
hospital, where he was diagnosed with meningitis, a
disease in which the membrane around the brain swells.
On June 10th, my brother was pronounced brain dead. The

Madelyn Heilwell, TCF Stamford, CT

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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