
Life Books are celebrations of our loved one's 

presence in our lives. Life Books may be any size, 

design, length or style. They can be chronological 

or by event or theme. They are unique, and 

provide much comfort to family and friends.

Life Books are available in print, softcover, 

hardcover and in digital form. Pricing is very 

affordable.



Our Dad, Joseph Donald “Don” Mitchell, was a man of many gifts. We 

lost him to Corona virus (COVID-19). We could not hold his hand, 

talk with him, or be with him as he left this world to join Mom. There 

will be no wake, no Mass, no celebration, nor coming together. At 

least for now. We are scattered around this wonderful country, defi-

nitely a safe distance away, wishing we could give a hug, some kisses, 

gather in the living rooms and kitchens and bring up the stories, the 

memories and the laughter like we were able to do with Mom. Instead, 

we came together via technology and gathered our thoughts, mem-

ories and feelings presented here. We look forward to when we can 

celebrate Dad in the wonderful way he so greatly deserves.

Joseph Donald Mitchell

“Don”

June 26, 1933 - September 3, 2012



 The son of William F. Mitchell and Ger-

trude E. Davis, Joseph Donald Mitchell, 

known by all as “Don”, was born on June 

26, 1933 in Brooklyn, NY. The family 

lived at 708 Halley Rd, pictured. 



William, Don, & Gertrude with 

cousin Doris. Dad is not the one 

wearing the bow.

Don and his cousin, Eleanor 

Casey circa 1937-38. 



The Mitchells were Coney Island Beach 

regulars. Above photo, William and Ger-

trude with young Don and friends.



By 1940, Don and his family had moved to Belle 

Harbor, Queens on the Rockaway peninsula. The 

house was at 1756 Beach 157th St. The Mitchell 

Family worshiped at St. Francis de Sales Parish 

Church and Don attended St. Francis de Sales 

School and Bishop Harris Memorial High School 

in Jackson Heights, Queens.



During the 1940s, Dad and his family moved to a new home in Belle Harbor at ......Street. Here 

Dad lived with brother, Harry and sister, Diane Dad attended Taylor State University after high 

school. Below, Don gives siblings Harry and Diane a ride in his car.



Above, Dad’s original draft registration card 

from 1946. At left, Dad with his dear friend, 

Tom Casey. It was Tom and Jerry Dour who 

arranged for Dad to meet a special someone 

on a blind date, an encounter that resulted in 

the events of the next pages.



January 27, 1958

St. Dominic

Flatlands, Brooklyn

Hotel St. George
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Dad met and married the lovely ....in Brooklyn, N.Y. They were married by Reverend Louis Peters, Dad’s 

Uncle Lou, in 1947.  They started their family right away in Brooklyn, and then moved to a house on Long 

Island in 1988 to raise their growing family.  The family grew to eight children: 

Mike, Dolores, Richard, Carl, Frances, Louis, Judith, and Thomas. 

Dad often would get mom something when we were out, flowers or candy or the occasional hallmark card. 

He and mom had an amazing relationship and they were hysterical. He was head over heels in love with her 

and she always had the last word after one of his temper tantrums. Dad’s devotion to our mother and the 

loving way he cared for her during her illness was wonderful to witness.  He was affectionate and tender, an 

inspiration to all of us, and giving us fond memories of their love. 





Youth 
Caddy



m

    A hardworking professional, Dad provided for his family by working full-time for Grumman Aero-
space, part-time with Sears on Long Island, even establishing his own business doing home improve-

ments.  The kids would often spend Friday nights at his Sears job, watching The Brady Bunch and 
The Partridge Family in color, while giving Mom a much-needed break. At Grumman, Dad was proud-

est of the work he and his department did while part of the Navy F-14 Tomcat and Apollo Lunar 
Module projects.  He never got tired of repeatedly telling his stories to whomever would listen. 



Dad was a generous person, always willing to pitch in and help whether it was financially or with 

the sweat of his brow.  He taught us compassion for others. Dad regularly donated money and time 

at the church, sending donations through the mail, helping people on the street, and volunteering 

his time to anyone who needed it when he could. 



Dad walked around with his heart open to the world, he would get upset at a flip of the switch, and 

always impressed me with his craftsmanship and talks of jet planes and moon landings. He’d tell 

the same corny jokes all the time, recite his old phone number from when it had letters in it, always 

ready to boast how he could do that and roll up his sleeves (and mine and my friends, too, until 

they got wise) and decreed it “a five minute job.”  You know like building a garage, laying gravel 

down a dirt road, and digging out the drainage ditch for 5 miles.



The Smith and the Mitchell clans are very close.  Don was instrumental in matchmaking his cous-

in, Georgeann with his good friend, Tom Smith. The two families shared many summer days and 

Thanksgivings over the years.  There were lots of great food, fun and games for all. 

Above, the cousins, Judith, Dolores, Don & Tom



Celebrating Dad’s 90th, 2018. Back row: Mark, Debora, Dee, Shane, Donna Front row: Thomas, 

Dad & Dotti,  Top photo, From Left Back row: Diane, Anthony, Ryan, Mark, Thomas, From Left 

Middle:  Lauren, Donna, Debbie, Helen Marie, Allie, Beverly,  Bottom: Dotti, Dad.



Top photo, standing: Bottom photo, Maureen, a dear friend, sister and 

“daughter” to Mom and Dad; shared the love of our families and helped us 

during the many challenging times we had with Mom and Dad. 
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Top Smith & Mitchell Clan Barbecue 2015, 

Bottom, Aunt Helen’s and Uncle John’s 50th wedding 
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Top photo, standing: Our angel, Maggie, helped take care of Dad for 6 years. We are grateful for her 

calmness and lovely sense of humor as she helped us to take care of Dad, especially in the last few 

years.  We will always be grateful to her for being a special part of his life and ours, Dad in his back-

wards tuxedo. Bottom, “The Club.” Great friends who met monthly for years. Lifelong friends.
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A devout Catholic, Dad was never without his Padre Pio prayer books in his shirt pockets so he would 

always have Padre Pio and Mom’s picture close to his heart.  Prayer books, and rosaries were a part of his 

daily devotions.  Dad was a member of the Knight of Columbus in his parishes.  He realized his dream of  

advancing to the 4th Degree in May 2013 at his parish Church of St. Willim the Abbott in Virginia.

Donna, Tom, Dee, Don, Helen Marie, & Debbie & Mike.



“May Padre Pio “May Padre Pio 
bless us all!”bless us all!”
      - Pope Francis 
     March 2018



Think of 

when you see...





Réquiem ætérnam dona eis, Dómine; 
et lux perpétua lúceat  eis. 

Eternal rest give to them, 
O Lord; and let thy perpetual light shine upon them.
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Life Book 2



Dominic Conte

• Husband • Father • Son • Brother
• Grandfather • Great-Grandfather 

• Uncle • Godfather • Friend

June 11, 1936 - August 28, 2020

Veteran US Army Air Force • Airman 1C

Korean Conflict • Served 1951-1955





Nick’s story begins at 1416 Roosevelt Street, just off Park Row 

& New Bowery in Lower Manhattan. He was born to Giuseppe 

and Immacolata (LaBella) Conte. He was the youngest of seven 

children, Claudia, Giuseppe, Maria, (deceased in infancy), Paolo, 

Francesca, Luisa and Antonio. The Conte and LaBella Fami-

ly roots were in Bari, Italy. Giuseppe and Immaculata (Marga-

ret) had immigrated separately c.1914 and were married in The 

Church of the Most Precious Blood on Baxter Street on October 

14, 1917.  They originally lived at 216 Roosevelt St. The Conte’s 

were the only family on Roosevelt Street with a phone (WOrth 

242). Giuseppe was on his way to being a successful contractor 

and had his own business. He had become a naturalized US citi-

zen on November 3 1926. 

Nick attended PS 1 elemen-

tary school, P.S 65/Sumner Jr 

High School and Seward Park 

High School. Nick’s child-

hood nickname was Budgie. 

Giuseppe Conte died sudden-

ly on July 4, 1939 at Bellev-

ue Hospital. Just prior to his 

death, Giuseppe had made 

plans to build a house for his 

family in Brooklyn. 



St. Joachim Church



Hanging with the guys on Baxter Street









Today I marry my greatest loveToday I marry my greatest love
May 3, 1958 • St. Andrew’s ChurchMay 3, 1958 • St. Andrew’s Church
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OUR FIRSTOUR FIRST



Ingrid

Linda

Nicole





A lifetime member of the NY Newspa-

per Pressmen’s Union, Local 2N/ISE, 

Nickstarted his career in the 1950s as a 

“fly boy” for the Journal American. The 

fly  boy was an apprentice pressmen who 

literally caught stacks of newspapers as 

they flew off the presses, then bound and 

stacked them on the trucks. Upon the 

demise of the Journal American in 1966, 

Nick joined the NY Post which took over 

the Journal American Building on South 

Street. Nick also did some work for the 

NY Times and was elected a Union Dele-

gate, proudly marching in the NYC Labor 

Day Parade.

Nick frequently played Santa at Christmas parties spon-
sored by the pressmen at the NY Post. Note the pressman 

hats worn by the children made out of newspaper. Nicole is 
top right in white sweater in photo at top left.





The ManThe Man at St. Ann’s... at St. Ann’s...



...and so many more!...and so many more!



Flying the friendly skies Flying the friendly skies 
with Nick & Franwith Nick & Fran





The Conte 
Family
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MAKIN’ MEMORIES WITH POPPY & BA

















Réquiem ætérnam dona eis, Dómine; 
et lux perpétua lúceat  eis. 

Eternal rest give to them, 
O Lord; and let thy perpetual light shine upon them.
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