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Jane Haff 
 

Former CRCC Member, Jane Haff, recently passed away. Her family did 

not post an obituary but her son, Greg Haff, penned this witness to her 

life and posted it to Facebook. We share it here, as well. 
 

“We lost our dear Mom on Sunday, Mother’s Day 2026. Jane Haff was 

surrounded by all 4 of her children, 4 of 12 grandchildren and 1 son-in-

law as she quietly slipped away around 10am. Mom loved her family. She 

was a giver. She gave and gave and when she had little left, she gave 

that too. Mom put everyone before herself, always.  
 

Here’s a glimpse of my mom’s life from my perspective.  
 

Born in September 1942, to Charles William Severinghaus and Ethel L. 

Severinghaus, Jane was just minutes older than her twin brother, Bill. 

Mom grew up in a farmhouse at the corner of Martin & Picard Roads in 

the still small town of Voorheesville, NY. Her senior class was the first to 

graduate from the “new high school”, with something like 42 seniors. I’ve 

heard stories of her and Bill, going down to Vly Creek to cool off on hot 

summer days of the 1950’s. 
 

She graduated from SUNY Oswego in 1963 or 1964 where she met and 

married Albert William Haff. He went on to serve as a US Navy Lieutenant 

during Vietnam. From 1971-1976, my 3 older sisters and I arrived while 

living in a small house on Washington Ave in Albany, NY. Shortly after I 

was born, we moved to the Village of Colonie, NY. January 24, 1987, dad 

passed and Mom single-handedly raised us on her teacher’s salary. She 

was career educator in Guilderland School District (NY) and other places 

before that for 33 years, retiring in 1998 right after I graduated college.  

Growing up, we lived on powdered milk, spam & canned pineapple, 

powered mashed potatoes and LaChoy Chow Mein, Shake & Bake pork 

chops and a lot of rice. Pizzas were homemade and dad almost burned 

down the house trying to make donuts.  

(Continued on page 3) 

On Thursday, June 11th, students graduated from 

Colonie Community Day Care. We thank their 

families for entrusting CCDC with their care, and 

wish them all the best as the head off to 

kindergarten in September! 
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Going out to eat was a rare occasion for us. Many 

would say she was a terrible cook, and I can 

attest to that, but I ate what she served and 

never went to bed hungry. This is why I’ll eat just 

about anything… I had to. She did her best and 

I’ll always love her for that.  
 

From about 1951-2006, she/we spent the last 2 

weeks of August at The Birches, on 4th Lake in 

Old Forge, NY. This property was owned by 

mom’s uncle (including the lighthouse) and my 

grandfather oversaw the property because he 

lived the closest. So, this was our annual vacation 

before school started. There was no tv, one small 

radio, a piano, cards and games. Lots of games. 

There was swimming, fishing, a canoe and small 

sailboat. But I delighted in the 12’ aluminum jon 

boat with oars for rowing and later a 3HP motor 

that I was allowed to take out on my own. I was 

always on the water. During storms, lightning 

would knock out power all over the lake. 

Happened every year, you could count on it. We 

use oil lanterns at night for many reasons. The 

potbelly stove was essential for heat & cooking, 

in the winter when my grandfather was there. 

Mail was delivered by boat because it was faster. 

One summer, maybe 1990, mom made all 5 of us 

sleep in the lean-to next to the lake for a week! A 

sheet was hung at night and flashlights were off 

by 10pm. We cooked on the fire, got water from 

the lake and were not allowed inside the main 

house unless there was an emergency. I tried one 

time and was denied entry by Grandma Jackie, 

mom’s step-mother. The outhouse was there 

when needed. Imagine spending a week outside 

today with no plumbing for anything. Looking 

back, this week was my favorite time in all my 

years at The Birches! Thanks mom! 
 

After 1987, Mom insisted us kids become more 

independent because there was no other way. A 

single mom with 4 kids, we all had to figure it out 

because she could handle only so much. Laundry, 

meals, cleaning, yardwork, home repairs, snow 

shoveling, taking out the trash, feeding the pets, 

ironing, sewing and more were tasks that if 

needed being done, you just did them.  

 

In the late 80’s early 90’s, Mom sang in the choir 

at Community Reformed Church of Colonie and 

bowled on Tuesday nights at Town ‘N Country 

Lanes in Guilderland. We could go with her to 

bowling, but we had to do our homework! If I 

was good, I was allowed to get a grape soda in a 

glass bottle out of the vending machine and play 

the Super Mario Bros arcade game for a quarter. 

By 1990, I was 14 full grown and allowed to fill in 

as a substitute bowler in her adult league which 

spawned into teams asking me to come back for 

them in following weeks because they new 

someone was going to be out. What a treat to 

share her bowling nights and be able to compete 

with and against my mom as teenager. I 

remember she was a 142 average as a lefty with 

a slight hook to her shot. She used a multi-

colored ball of blue, yellow, red and green and 

she wore sage colored bowling shoes. 
 

In the Summer of 1992, she took a 2-month road 

trip with Ed in his truck/camper from NY to 

Alaska and back having a grand adventure along 

the way. There were countless stories of places 

she saw, meals she ate and people she met along 

the way. If, you’re doing the math… yes, I had 

just turned 16, got my driver’s license and mom 

promptly left home for 2 months! She said to 

check-in with Grandma-Grandma (her mom) who 

lived 15 minutes away. Yeah, sure… OK! (My son 

Brady is now 16 and just got his license. I can’t 

fathom the idea of leaving him home unattended 

for 2 months so I could go on a 10,000 mile road 

trip. But… she did! She new I could handle it, I 

guess.) I’m glad she took that trip of a lifetime. I 

survived that summer and had my own 

adventures while she was gone, mostly playing 

baseball games. 
 

When Dad passed, I was just 10. Mom tried to fill 

the roles of Mom and Dad for me. For a few years 

she played catch with me in the backyard, putting 

on my old kid’s sized right handed baseball glove 

despite being left-handed until I was too strong 

for her to continue. I can still see her smile while 

we tossed the ball back and forth. She drove me 

to countless practices until I got a new Schwinn 

mountain bike on my 14th birthday and could 

peddle the 1.6 miles to Cook Park on my own. 

Mom attended well over 500 of my football, 

basketball and baseball games from 7th to 12th 

grade. She had a paper map where she 

(Jane Haff—Continued from page 1) 

(Continued on page 4) 
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highlighted the roads from Farnsworth Middle 

School (work) to all the other schools and parks 

where my games were played so she could 

arrive on time. One day, I found her map, saw 

her markings and was amazed by the effort she 

made to be present, for me. She would call the 

football referee an “ump” and baseball umpire a 

referee. She had a basketball goal installed at 

our driveway for me, despite it being on a hill. 

Might be why I was not a great outside shooter? 

She told me that she defeated the captain of her 

high school basketball team in a game of 1-on-1 

because he would shoot from far away and miss 

while she would “bounce the ball off of the 

square” on the backboard and consistently score 

points. I never forgot that tip and most of my 

baskets were scored the same way from the low 

post. 
 

While I was enrolled at Clarkson University, mom 

would show up at my baseball games without 

telling me she was coming. For reference, that’s 

a 7-hour round trip drive through the Adirondack 

Mountains. Our crowds were small, so she was 

easy to spot. She was always my #1 fan and 

was still supporting her now not so little boy. 
 

In January 2007, she moved from Colonie to 

Marietta, GA with her mother (Ethel, then 89) as 

4 more grandchildren (McKinley, Liam, Aletta 

and Madeline) were about to be born. In 

Marietta, she led a quiet life. She cared for her 

mother for 6 years before she passed. Mom 

enjoyed playing card games, Scrabble, 

gardening, making arts & crafts, drawing and 

watching old reruns. She would tell us about a 

“pro-grum” that she’d recently watched, 

forgetting the details, as we rolled our eyes 

about her storytelling abilities. She had 2-3 

Christmas trees up inside her house year-round 

and she would re-decorate them with season 

appropriate crafts that she’d made. 
 

When my own kids started playing sports, now 

called Nana, she would come watch their 

softball, baseball and volleyball games. She 

would keep notes in her ever-present crossword 

book about jersey numbers and players’ names, 

keeping tally marks to track the score. And if 

there was a hot dog available, she would get one 

with mustard and relish. She loved a good hot 

dog.  
 

In 2025, she was diagnosed with Non-Hodgkins 

Lymphoma. She did her chemo treatments and 

was told that she was in remission. The cancer 

came back and she decided to fight it again, but, 

she said this would be her last fight. Whatever 

happens, she didn’t want to go through a 3rd 

battle. To use her words, she preferred to “Swan 

Dive” over a long drawn out end. She sat 

through CAR-T Cell Therapy treatments for 2 

months, as we took turns sitting with her each 

day at Northside Hospital. In late 2025, she was 

declared to be in remission again!  
 

In early April 2026, I took Mom out for lunch 

before a physical therapy appointment. We 

ended up at the Marietta Burger Bar. We shared 

the latest news of the day, told some tales and 

had some great laughs together. At the time, I 

did not know that was to be the last meal I 

shared with my mom, just her and I. I find it 

fitting that she got a hot dog with slaw as she 

stole some of my tater tots. It makes me smile 

just thinking about it.  
 

Later in April, her younger brother Chuck was 

able to spend about 2 weeks with her while she 

was able to share more stories and spend time 

with him.  
 

Mom went into the hospital last Thursday, was 

transferred to hospice on Friday at 5pm. In all, 

she spent just in 41 hours in hospice and died 

peacefully at 10:05am on May 10, 2026. 
 

I am forever grateful for the extra 6 months to 

have had with my mom. Thankful that her final 

journey was swift. She is no longer in pain.  

She got her Swan Dive and is now at rest.” 

(Jane Haff—Continued from page 3) 
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Worship Hours 

  We invite you to  

join us for worship      

and fellowship every 

Sunday at 10 AM 

in person and via 

Zoom.  

  Outdoor Services  

are also available in   

the Summer every    

Sunday at 9 AM 

  Holiday and Special 

Services will be    

announced on our 

website and this 

newsletter 

Instagram:  

Colonie_reformed 

Facebook: 

facebook.com/ColonieReformed 

Website: 

www.communityreformedchurch.com  

Colonie Community 

Day Care Center 

Did You Know? 
By Sandy Cornwell 

July 26 
 

Denim Sunday?  Isn’t every 

Sunday a denim Sunday for many 

of us?  Well, back in 2007, it was 

different.  

During that October, we 

recognized how many of our 

congregation and families were 

touched by cancer, specifically 

breast cancer.  The idea of having 

a Denim Day had been promoted 

by Levi’s and we tailored that idea 

to fit our Sunday.  The American 

Cancer Society provided us with 

tons of resource materials to 

distribute.  Several women made 

pink grosgrain ribbon pins for 

everyone to wear.  But the main 

event was people were 

encouraged to wear denim to 

Sunday worship.  Well, this was a 

bit shocking!  Almost no one had 

ever done that!  To raise funds for 

the Cancer Society, a $5 donation 

was suggested from each person 

wearing denim that day – and 

people gave freely. There were 

jeans, jackets, shirts, belts, even 

shoes.  Everyone found some 

creative way to participate.  Rev. 

Cornwell even sported a denim 

stole with his robe – thanks to the 

handiwork of Tina Bottini’s 

mother.  It was a FUNdraiser that 

made us all more aware of a 

serious cause with a little light-

hearted fun. 

 Facebook   

facebook.com 

/coloniereformed  

 Instagram 

colonie_reformed 

 

Community Reformed  

Church of Colonie 

 

Padlet – Online Bulletin Board 

padlet.com/crccsarah/churchbulletinboard 

 Website  

Communityreformedchurch.com 

 

The Book Group selection for July is 

Lessons From the Edge by Marie 

Yavonovich. Discussion and fellowship will 

take place on Tuesday, July 28th, 6-8PM. 

Questions? Contact Vicki Lane, Elder of 

Adult Enrichment. She can be reached at 

vlane1020@gmail.com. 

Book Group News 
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