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JOIN OUR CHAPTER’S MONTHLY MEETING  
THURSDAY:  January 10th, 2019 

 Location: Mayflower Congregational Church 3901 
N.W. 63rd Street  

(Between NW Expressway and Portland)  
Parking is in the back of the church We meet on the 

second Thursday of every month. 
 Sign In: 7:00 p.m. Program Starts: 7:30 p.m. FOOD 

AND FELLOWSHIP FOLLOW THE MEETING 

NEWSLETTER All contents copyright © 2019 All rights reserved. The Compassionate Friends 

 

 

      

 Upcoming Events  
Next 3 meetings:  

 

January 10th, 2019  
February 14th, 2019 

March 14th. 2019 
Mayflower Congregational Church 3901 N.W. 

63rd 
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Sibling Corner… A Page Dedicated to our Brothers and Sisters 

The Unique Aspects of Sibling Grief 

From the shadows we come, the surviving siblings. We are all ages: younger, older, twins and subsequent children. We have our 

own story to tell, one that is often brushed aside in the concern for our parents, the spouse, and even the children of our sibling. 

We are grieving, experiencing the same intensity of pain, but not always acknowledged by others. When a child dies, a future is 

lost; when a parent dies, it is the past which is buried. The death of a sibling is the death of a friend, a rival, an antagonist, a confi-

dant, and perhaps a co-conspirator. It is important to help give siblings a voice as we struggle in the shadows, searching to find 

light in the darkness. 

My mother would tell you that when my brother, Big A died, “the world went dark and silent. No longer did life seem worth living. 

e sun grew cold and the music died. ere were no happy sounds in our house anymore and the sun cast only shadows of sadness.” 

When Austin died, we all thought the sun had le forever. But much to our dismay, the sun kept coming up and we had to keep 

going, even though we didn’t always know where we were going! My mom used to tell people that the only reason she got up 

after my brother died was because I needed cereal. There is a little more to the story. 

It is true, I was hungry. But what she didn’t tell you is that at first, she moved the cereal down to a lower cabinet, to make it easier 

for me to reach. And then she put the milk in a smaller container so I didn’t need help pouring it. Then the TV was moved to a 

shorter shelf so I could turn on my own cartoons. By now, all the possible accommodations had been made for me to be “self-

sufficient,” — mind you, I was 4. But every day I came back, needing something else. Finally, my mom, exhausted and looking to 

grieve in peace, asked me what more could I possibly need? 

I told her that I needed my brother back. We cried together while she explained patiently to her 4-year-old daughter for the thou-

sandth time that he could not come back. Then I asked her when our family would be fixed, “unbroken.” I didn’t have the words 

then that I do now, to say that I was hungry for more than cereal. I had lost my brother…and we were at risk of losing so much 

more… 

It was then, in the early hours of a Saturday morning, that we came to realize that in our own unique struggles to find a way to 

breathe in those early days, we had lost each other. We didn’t lose my brother, he died. But we were at risk of losing the support 

of our little family. This was the spark for us, the start of our commitment to find a way to reach through our differences in our 

losses to find some common ground. 

Our story is not unique. One of the most difficult parts of being a bereaved sibling is the loss of the family we knew. Our parents 

are consumed by their own grief and while we certainly understand why our experience is that none of our supports are the 

same. Siblings are the people who have known us and our family the longest. Our friends may not know how to help and may shy 

away. Extended family is primarily concerned with our parents, and the family that we knew is shattered seemingly beyond repair. 

How can you help a bereaved sibling? 

Acknowledge that Sibling loss is devastating − often sibs feel we are the “Forgotten Mourners.” We may be asked how their par-

ents are handling the loss. Many times, we feel that our loss is not given as much weight by supportive others. Take the time to 

ask surviving siblings how we are doing. 

Encourage us to seek and accept emotional support for ourselves − sometimes we feel driven to support our parents. Many sib-

lings report putting their own grief on hold to care for parents or out of fear that their grieving will make things worse for their 

grieving parents who “have enough to deal with.” is can result in siblings feeling isolated and alone within . 

Continued on page 7. 



WHEN WILL THE PAIN END?  

 When I look back over my grief journey, I marvel at how far I have come and yet at how 

poignant and permanent the loss of my son will always be for me. How can this dichotomy exist 

within one person’s mind? The horror of the news of my son’s death, the shock that slammed my 

mind into numbness, the unremembered conversations, the platitudes that followed the memori-

al service and the first two months of living in a complete fog of disbelief are very vivid in my 

mind.  

 The horror is too real to forget. The next six months of melancholy, miserable mourning are 

forever locked in my mind. The pure physical pain, the piercing jolts when I momentarily thought 

of something beyond my child’s death and was mercilessly slammed back into the finality of 

death’s amputation of my son’s smile, laughter and physical presence on this earth are etched for 

eternity in my soul. My mind simply couldn’t accept that Todd was gone from this plane. The first 

anniversary of his death was a horrifying day worsened by a very bleak and foreshadowing con-

versation with my son’s widow. Life would be much different for my husband and me from this 

point forward. There were no bridges to the past. She made that clear. I was inconsolable from 

the impact of her wicked words.  

 But I made it through the first and second years with help from my Compassionate Friends 

Chapter. I could cry and scream about the injustice of my loss and all that followed, and each par-

ent understood. Eventually I had told my story enough times to enough people that I subcon-

sciously accepted Todd’s death and all the changes in my life that followed.  

 At some point in my second year of grief I began reaching out to others. Helping others, 

seeing their pain, hearing their tearful words, had become cathartic for me. The more I helped, 

the more I was helped.  

 Yes, my son is still with me in my heart and in my memories. The movies of his life play in 

my mind almost daily. I have made new friends. I have walked away from old acquaintances. I 

have learned to separate the meaningful from the meaningless. And I have learned that I will al-

ways feel the pain of my son’s death, yet I must always move forward into hope. Each day brings 

more hope as I accomplish another piece of my lifelong grief work.  

 So the dichotomy exists within me. In my heart, mind and soul my child will live forever. 

The memories of the full measure of each day of his life are there to give me peace and solace. 

Yet, the brutal pain of my son’s death is there, too. Unlike any other love in life, a parent’s love is 

unconditional and transcends all. There is a peace in knowing that. The pain doesn’t end. It simply 

reshapes itself into a quiet, soft ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, reminder that our child 

will always be with us. And perhaps that is as it should be.  

Annette Mennen Baldwin In memory of my son, Todd Mennen TCF, Katy, TX 



2018 World Wide Candle Lighting 

Ceremony, 

North Oklahoma City Chapter of 

The Compassionate Friends. 

Thank you to all who came and 

made our annual candle lighting 

such a meaningful event for all. 

Hope to see you next year! 



~ Candles In December ~ 
 

My sadness seems reflected in the music that I hear.... 
Every young one's glowing face reminds me you're not here. 

Shoppers crowd the festive stores, emotions all run high 
This world I was a part of once, seems to pass me by. 

This season's meant for happy times, for Love, warm hearts, and cheer,  
But grieving families around the world remember those not here. 

We struggle through the season, lighting candles to proclaim, 
Our children aren't forgotten, round the world our candles flame. 

I slowly pass through the gates thrown wide, 
one clear, cold Christmas day, 

No toys or playthings do I bring---- those are gifts of yesterday. 
I carry with me just a polished heart of granite made. 

and walk with grief to where my baby lies, 
in a silent silvered glade. 

"Merry Christmas, Love" I whisper, 
the quiet words seem so forlorn, 

"I've brought my heart for you to keep,  
my gift this Christmas morn. 
It is filled with all my love, 

though this one's carved of stone, 
I'll place it here----- it will be near---- you'll never be alone." 
We parents don't forget, my love, this month we will unite 
To honor all we'll light a wall of candles through the night. 

The world will know our memories glow with love 
that's deep and true 

We'll stand as one and before it's done 
the Heaven's will know too. 

Please keep my gift, Beloved child, close to where you lie 
and know my love surrounds you' til the day I too shall die. 
On the thirteenth of December My candles flame will light 

I pray you'll see the love we'll free into the starry night. 
 

Sally Miglaccio, TCF Babylon, NY 



OUR CHILDREN Loved...  

  Missed... Remembered...  

January Birthdays   
1 SCOTT SLATER (STEINERD) 

3 ANDREW ROGERS 

3 GLENN HOWARD DAVIS JR 

5 COLBY FAULK 

7 ROBERT L HOPPER JR 

8 ADAM LANGFORD 

8 DAVID COX 

9 NICHOLAS R. WILLIAMS (BASCO) 

9 SYDNEY LEMONS (WILSON) 

10 ANNABELLA MARQUEZ 

10 CAMERON CAREY 

10 JAMIE RENAE COX 

10 NOLAN CHARLES FALCON 

10 WILLIAM CHARLES BROWN II (VOTH) 

11 MICHAEL JOHNSON (KNIGHT) 

11 MOLLY KATHRYN EMERSON REED 

12 JEFFREY C "JEFF" LOHMANN 

13 CAMI PERRYMAN 

14 CRYSTAL (CHRISSY) RUSHING 

15 COLE BRIAN GILLIAM 

16 KENT CASTLEBERRY 

17 KEITH MAPLE 

17 ROBERT ANTHONY BURKE (WALKER) 

20 ANGIE WILSON 

20 JILL VAUGHT 

20 MATTEW DAVID HAMILTON 

20 WILLIAM JOSEPH DAVIS (FISH) 

21 DAKOTAH DAWN PERRY 

21 JENNIFER SIPES (PERRYMAN) 

21 MEGAN ASHELY HENSON 

22 JENNIFER BORING 

24 JILL PERRYMAN 

26 LANE MCCORD 

27 JEFF McLAUCHLIN 

27 ZCAURICE ZEUS MOORE (BURRELL) 

29 STEFFANI CATHLYN TATE 

 

January Angelversaries 
1 NICHOLAS IAN "NICK" DAHL 

1 SCOTT RUSSELL REAMS 

3 EMILY WEBSTER (GAMBLE) 

4 JT TURNER (WARNOCK) 

5 BRIAN ALAN EATON (MOORE) 

5 STEVE CUSTER 

5 WILLIAM "TREY" LITTLEJOHN III 

6 DAVID TERRY 

6 DOROTHEA A. "THEA" DELANEY 

6 KRISTEN A. "KRIS" DELANEY 

6 WILLIAM 'BILLY' KHOURIE II 

8 JULIA KATHRYN GILBERT 

9 DAJUANA COLLINS (CAMPBELL) 

10 BETHANEY ODOM (THOMAS) 

10 DANA LYNN SPAULDING (DEATHRAGE) 

12 COLBY FAULK 

14 MARIO JOSEPH FLORES 

15 RUTH IRENE FOLEY (MCPHERSON) 

16 ADAM LANGFORD 

16 BILLY JOE CUNNINGHAM 

18 CAMERON WILLIT 

18 STAN EVANS 

19 CHAD STOREY 

20 RYAN FIACCONE 

21 MIKE HARRINGTON (ERWIN) 

22 MICHAEL SKEEN 

23 KALEE EATON 

23 TREY BENEAR (BARNES) 

25 LANAYE JOHNSTON 

28 COURTNEY BUNKER 

29 DUSTIN WILLIAMS (HARBOUR) 

29 RALPH MALCHER 

31 POMETA DAVISON 

 

 



On suicide  
 When A Life Breaks …  

After suicide, the first commandment is kindness, both toward the life that has broken and toward our-
selves. We need to beware of using against ourselves some preconceived notions about suicide.  

If our child has taken his or her own life, many people feel compelled to comment that the dead sufferer 
should not have hurt THAT much. Moreover, the religious community removes grace, the social community 
judges character, the medical community pronounces insanity. If the concept of unbearable pain is admitted 
at all, we are told that either (1) the suicide’s faith was weak, or (2) her/his expectations were immodest, or 
(3) she/he was mean and selfish. It must have been a weakling who said: Every person has his or her break-
ing point - right? WRONG!  

The truth is that most of us have wondered about ending it all – because life does SEEM unmanageable at 
times. And we acknowledge the possibility that life IS unmanageable for long stretches. Who is to say that 
we are always obliged or able to meet an overwhelming darkness with the strength and/or the will of a hero-
ic super saint? We are all vulnerable, we can all feel lost and frightened and without hope. It is arrogant to 
assume that everyone is equipped to overcome even the most extreme challenge (whether real or imagi-
nary) with fortitude, mastery and success.   

Some of us are angry after suicide has happened close to us. Most of us are incredibly hurt and helpless. We 
feel betrayed, we feel abandoned, even punished. We often blame ourselves for some carelessness, some 
omission, some selfishness, some cruelty, which caused that fatal break of life…. It can be a long time before 
there comes a small and unexpected comfort when reality reminds us that the suicide was, as it were, bigger 
than life.  

 Western society has little love for those who take their own life, nor for those who are left behind. But we 
CAN cross the boundaries of misguided opinion, and we can try to see beyond the camouflage of traditional 
superstitions.  
 Yes, the first (though not the easiest) commandment is kindness. Be good to yourself. Give love and honor 
to that memory of that broken life.   

Sascha Wagner,  
from The Sorrow and the Light  (Sascha’s daughter, Eve, died of suicide)  

their own families. We may need reminders and permission to grieve and to accept our own support. 

Allow us to grapple with our guilt – the truth is that all sibling relationships are not perfect and even great ones come with some 

not-so-hot moments of rivalry or ugly words. Grief has a unique quality of playing back newsreels of the worst moments between 

us and our siblings when we are feeling down. Remind us of memories where we were kind to our sibling. Help us put into perspec-

tive our normal sibling relationships. It would be weird if every moment we had with them was actually perfect. We may need you 

to help us to remember this. 

We are surviving siblings. We face many challenges, sometimes alone. But with support and a lot of grief work, we can emerge 

from the shadows. We can claim our roles, and live the legacies we have chosen of our loved ones with pride (colored with sad-

ness). 

Am I Still a Sister? You bet I am! And just as my little family learned in the wee hours of a Saturday morning, crying over breakfast 

cereal, I hope our TCF family can find that we are all bereaved, we are all hurting, we are many things, BUT WE ARE NOT ALONE. 

Together we can become a family circle, broken by death, but mended by love 

Alicia Sims Franklin, LCSW, CHT, GMS, bereaved Sibling. 



 
 

 

 

 

Love Gifts...A thoughtful way to re-

member our precious children. 

A Love Gift is given to The Compassionate Friends in 
honor of someone who has died...or a memorial to a 
relative or friend...or simply from those who wish to 
help.  

 

Because TCF is a non-profit organization, Love Gifts 
are an important means of financial support, which 
enable us to continue to reach out and support be-
reaved families. We are so very grateful for the 
Love Gifts listed below. Thank you for car-
ing 

To my Beloved son, Billy Joe Cunningham, well, it's 
your  28th anniversary, and I thank Jesus for taking 
care of you with the family.   (March 23, 1980 – Janu-
ary 16th, 1990) 

I thank Sharon and The Compassionate Friends for 
their help with my letters to you. 

It's December and snowing here and around the 
country. You would love the snow! 

Love, Moma 

For My Compassionate Friends 
 

How is it that I know you?  

How’d you get into my life?  

Sometimes when I look at you,  

It cuts me like a knife.  

I do not want to know you,  

I don’t want to cross that line.  

Let’s both go back into the past,  

When everything was fine.  

You’ve held me and you’ve hugged me,  

And dried a tear or two,  

Yet, you’re practically a stranger,  

Why do you do the things you do?  

Of course, I know the reason,  

We are in this Club we’re in,  

And why we hold on to each other  

Like we are long-lost kin.  

For us to know each other,  

We had to lose a kid, I wish  

I’d never met you, But,  

I’m so thankful that I did. 

Marilyn Rollins  

Grieving the death of a child is the most agonizing condition of life. The pain of bringing them into the 

world is barely a whisper compared to the labor of "letting them go”. Making the necessary adjustments 

seems next to impossible, and in some ways, we probably never adjust completely. But time, once again, 

plays the master here – there will come a gradual diminishing of the pain, or at the very least, we learn 

more creative ways of coping with our own grief in any given situation.   

Dana Gensler – TCF/Rockfield KY  

Jack & Pam McCarty in Memory of   

Hannah McCarty  

August 14th, 1986—July 22nd, 2003 

 

Lisa K Matthews in Memory of  

Jeanna Russell  

August 16th, 1988—September 12th, 2008 

 

Kim Jehlik in Memory of  

Jeff Jehlik  

September 2nd, 1979—December 12th, 2015 

 

My Barbie, 
 Miss you sooo! sooo! Much..  I know the pain will al-
ways be there, but after 11 years you have kept your arms 
around me and helped me learn to live with the pain.  I also 
have to believe I will see you when I die, and the joy love, 
laughter we share still helps me be so thankful I had such a 
beautiful, Smart, jut Awesome Daughter.  I'm Lucky So Lucky!  
I Love You 
 Mom .   In memory of  

Barbie Goodman 
April 11th, 1973—November 6th, 2007 

 
In loving memory of our son,  

Zachary Ryan Mulanax. 

April 4th, 1984— September 20th, 2007 

Randy and Leigh Mulanax 



Sometimes when grief overwhelms us it is comforting to know that someone who 

cares is just a phone call away.  A Loving Listener is someone who is willing to talk on 

the phone with another bereaved Parent, Sibling or Grandparent.  A Loving Listener‘s 

phone number will be published in the newsletter as another resource to our bereave-

ment community.    Names will be listed along with special circumstances, such as auto 

accident, illness, suicide or homicide. 

If you are willing to be a Loving Listener please let me know and I will add you to the 

newsletter.  Contact Gary Clark at gary.clark@cox.net. 

***************** 

Loving Listeners 

Gary Clark:  Skiing Accident 405-691-7144 

Melinda Heidling:   Infant Death   405-885-2739 

Sharon Ellington:  Drunk Driver  405-721-6939 

Robi Long:  Unknown  408-2102 

 

***  PLEASE CONSIDER HELPING  *** 

We all want to help when we can.  It is a BIG part of our healing process.  Being helpful, productive 

people is key.  Our chapter very much needs to strengthen our steering committee.  The Steering 

committee meets once every other month, and perhaps once or twice a year for special projects, 

such as the Walk to Remember and the December Candle Lighting. 

WE NEED YOUR IDEAS, YOUR CREATIVITY, YOUR NETWORKING SKILLS.  

WE NEED YOUR INDIVIDUAL TALENTS.   

Our chapter has been operating with just a few volunteers for sometime now and we have not been 

able to do the Outreach to the community and Public Awareness that was once our strength.  We 

know there are so many hurting families in our community who have not heard of us. 

We can all probably help a little, which will help our chapter a lot.  If you can help please contact 

Sharon Ellington at 405-721-6939 , or Gary Clark at 405-691-7144, or come to our next meeting and 

talk to us.  We will be very happy to have your help. 

  



TCF “Online Support Community” Offers Opportunity for Grief Sharing 
The Compassionate Friends national website offers “virtual chapters” through an Online Support 
Community (live chats). This program was established to encourage connecting and sharing 
among parents, grandparents, and siblings (over the age of 18) grieving the death of a child. 
The rooms supply support, encouragement, and friendship. The friendly atmosphere encourages 
conversation among friends; friends who understand the emotions you're experiencing. There 
are general bereavement sessions as well as more specific sessions. These include “Pregnancy 
and Infant Loss,” “Bereaved 2 Years and Under,” “Bereaved 2 Years and Over,” “Men Only Shar-
ing Session,” “No Surviving Children,” “Survivors of Suicide.” There are also sessions for surviv-
ing siblings. The sessions last an hour and have trained moderators present. For more infor-
mation, visit www.compassionatefriends.org and click “Online Support” in the “Resources” col-

umn. 

We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends. 

We reach out to each other with love, with understanding, and with hope. 

The children we mourn have died at all ages and from many different causes, but our love for them unites us. 

Your pain becomes my pain, just as your hope becomes my hope. 

We come together from all walks of life, from many different circumstances. 

We are a unique family because we represent many races, creeds, and relationships. 

We are young, and we are old. Some of us are far along in our grief, but others still feel a 

grief so fresh and so intensely painful that they feel helpless and see no hope. 

Some of us have found our faith to be a source of strength, while some of us are struggling to find answers. 

Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression, while others radiate an inner peace. 

But whatever pain we bring to this gathering of The Compassionate Friends, it is pain we 

will share, just as we share with each other our love for the children who have died. 

We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed to building a 

future together. We reach out to each other in love to share the pain as well as the joy, share the anger 

as well as the peace, share the faith as well as the doubts, and help each other to grieve as well as to grow. 

We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends. ©2007 

THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 

NORTH OKLAHOMA CITY CHAPTER 

P.O. BOX 12249 

OKLAHOMA CITY, OK 73157-2249 

NON PROFIT ORG 

U.S. POSTAGE PAID 

OKLAHOMA CITY, OK 

PERMIT NO. 752 

January 
2019 


