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JOIN OUR CHAPTER’S MONTHLY MEETING  
THURSDAY:  July 11th, 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  

July 11th, 2019 

Mayflower Congregational Church 3901 N.W. 
63rd Street , Oklahoma City 

 
August 8th, 2019 

September 8th, 2019 
Walk to Remember on Sept 14th, 2019 

Bluff Creek Park, Oklahoma City 
 
 

We are still looking for volunteer(s) to help with 
the Chapter Newsletter. 
Please contact gary.clark@cox.net 

 

42ND TCF NATIONAL CONFERENCE 

July 19 - July 21, 2019 

Hope Rings Out in Philadelphia 

"Hope is the feeling that the feeling you 

have isn't permanent." —Jean Kerr 



Sibling Corner… A Page Dedicated to our Brothers and Sisters 

My First Five Years As An Only Child 

I've been without my brother  

for five years. I guess the hard  

part is over now. Sometimes  

I think I've aged thirty years in  

the last five. In a strange way,  

these past five years have been  

the best and worst years of  

my life. I've accomplished the  

many things of a typical young  

adult - learning to drive, gradu-  

ating from high school, going to  

college, and starting a career.  

Everyone of my accomplish-  

ments has been clouded by the  

fact that my brother George is  

not here to share each mile-  

stone and is not achieving any  

more milestones for himself.  

He was cheated of so many  

things. He will never graduate,  

get married, have children, or  

travel. He will never grow old,  

and I will never have a brother  

to grow old with. I'll never have  

nieces and nephews. The sibling  

relationship, usually the longest  

relationship of one's life, has  

been cut short for us. In these  

five years, although I've learned  

to accept that he's not coming  

back, the difficult past is dealing  

with it day by day. 

My relationship with George  

ended just when we started to  

become friends. The childish  

fights and annoyances of hav-  

ing a big brother were chang-  

ing to real conversations and  

to having an occasional ally. I'm  

angry about all of the things  

that we've missed and all of the  

things that will never be, and I  

guess I always will be. Five years  

heals a lot of wounds, but the  

hurt will always be there, no  

matter how many years pass.  

In these past five years, I've  

been forced to grow up too fast. 

I've been forced into a new out-  

look on life. I've felt lonely and  

alone. I realize I will never be  

the same person as before. That  

person is locked away and is  

gone forever. Maybe I'm a bet-  

ter person now because of what  

I've been through. Five years  

ago I never thought I'd survive,  

but I'm still here dealing with  

it every day. I don't know what  

the next five years will bring,  

but at least I've made it this far.  

 

Kristina Steiner  

TCF, Staten Island, NY 

 

 

A Tribute 

I think of you in silence  

my feelings seldom show,  

but how it hurts to lose you  

no one will ever know.  

 

I hope there is eternal life,  

so we can meet again.  

I not only lost my brother,  

I lost my best friend.  

 

The reason you left so early  

I'll never understand why.  

I just wish I'd known you were never coming back,  

'cause I would have said good-bye.  

 

Martha King  



July’s Child  

 The fireworks race toward heaven  

brilliant colors in the sky, 

Their splendor ends in seconds  

on this evening in July.  

 

"Her birthday is this Saturday,"  

I whisper with a sigh.  

She was born this month,  

she loved this month,  

and she chose this month to die.  

  

Like the bright and beautiful fireworks 

 glowing briefly in the dark,   

they are gone too soon, and so was she - 

having been, and left her mark. 

 

A glorious incandescent life,  

a catalyst, a spark...  

Her being gently lit my path  

and softened all things stark.  

  

The July birth, the July death of 

my happy summer child, 

marked a life too brief ended 

without rancor, without guile. 

 

Like the fireworks that leave images 

on unprotected eyes...  

her lustrous life engraved my heart… 

with love that never dies.  

 

       Sally Migliaccio TCF - Babylon, 

GRIEF:  

Grief is perhaps the most difficult of human 

emotions to face, though it also has the poten-

tial for being the most therapeutic. Grief isn’t a 

bad thing; it’s the cost of having loved. If we   

hadn’t loved, if we hadn’t cared, we wouldn’t 

grieve. And our lives would have been even 

emptier.             — Author Unknown  

SUMMER DELIGHT  

 Where is the child that skipped through the  

 sprays of summer rain and  

 laughed his way into my heart?  

Where is the boy who climbed my trees and spied  

 on me scaring me 

  half to death from behind the leaves?  

Where is the child with sun-tanned legs who ran 

 Fourth of July races in 

   green, green parks?  

Where is the sleepy child who wrapped his arms 

 around my neck and said,   

“When I grow up, I’m gonna marry you, Mom”?    

  

He’s here—   

 He twines our past around my future, 

 and takes me back home and makes me  

 young again  

As sure as summer comes …   

 A sun-tanned spirit with an impish grin 

     still whispers in my ear 

       that stars are not stars at all but lightning 

     bugs he’s captured in a jar …   

     In his eternal youth he is my summer’s glow,  

     the sunshine in my garden, 

      my comfort on long hot summer nights of 

         remembering.  

  

Where is the child that once played among my summer flowers?  

He darts and runs away 

    as I idly dream of yesterday,   

 At once illusive, yet so near …   

  Oh, I’m sure he’s here.   

 I’m sure I saw him just a minute ago, 

    or was it just a touch of summer madness  

    that made me think I’d greeted him …   

 Oh! Where is that child of summer gladness?  

 

 His laughter slides down summer rainbows  

 and captures me with unbound glee. 

 His summer brownness runs barefoot 

  on my heart.  

 With sun-bleached hair he smiles at me 

  from photos from summers past.  

 And I remember love.      

    

Author Fay Harden      Lovingly lifted from Heartlines  



Fireflies by David Morrell  

Fireflies is author David Morrell’s account of the death of his 

fifteen-year-old son Matthew from a rare form of bone can-

cer. Morrell, the suspense novelist who created the Rambo 

character, has used his creative talents in Fireflies to create a 

unique blend of truth and fantasy. The book factually lays out 

the details of Matt’s death and its impact on Morrell and his 

family. But Morrell also interjects a layer of fiction. The fic-

tional element in Fireflies plays off a fantasy that many be-

reaved parents have embraced at one point or another: an 

imagined effort to change the single intolerable fact of your 

child’s death. In the book, Morrell as an old man travels back 

in time to the final weeks of his son’s life. He embarks on a 

desperate struggle to alert Matt’s doctors to the boy’s wors-

ening condition. That portion of the book reads as a taut sus-

pense novel, and I found myself hoping against hope that 

Morrell would succeed in accomplishing the impossible. Mor-

rell is clearly a gifted writer. The book evokes the pain of pa-

rental grief in vivid and wrenching descriptions, including 

many passages about the disabling physical effects of grief. 

But perhaps the most important contribution of Morrell’s 

book is its account of the author’s own personal journey from 

despair to acceptance. Central to that journey is Morrell’s 

openness to spiritual signs from his son and his willingness to 

believe that human life is part of an eternal and universal en-

ergy that doesn’t stop at death. As Morrell tells it: “One day, 

about four years after his death, I surrendered. I stopped 

dwelling on the past. I accepted the present, the after-Matt 

present. The day I came to terms with the fact that life would 

never be as it was, that it had changed and transformed—that 

was the day I began to heal. Because I came to believe in 

what Wolfe and Whitman had written about. ‘All goes onward 

and outward, nothing collapses—and to die is different from 

what any one supposed.’” Fireflies was first published in 1988 

but was re-released last year. Bereaved parents should be 

grateful. The book is engrossing and wise at the same time. 

Reviewed by Barbara Atwood, TCF Tucson Chapter 

Lost Potential 

Last year I attended a workshop presented by a specialist in grief named Dr. Cable. Dr. Cable said many important things 

about the grief process, but as a bereaved parent, one thing stuck in my mind.  

He said that if you ask a bereaved person to describe his deceased mother, he will say, “Oh, she was so sweet. She always 

wore flowered dresses and loved to bake cookies.” But, if you ask a bereaved parent to describe her deceased child, she will 

say, “Oh, he would be five this year and just starting kindergarten,” or, “She would be twenty-two this year and graduating 

from college.”  

You see, we bereaved parents grieve the lost potential of our children. Our children don’t stop growing in our minds. We 

grieve again and anew each year as our child would have been a different age. 

To My Friends 
This is my pain.  

Let me feel it.  

Don't tell me not to cry.  

I know you mean well, dear friend.  

But telling me not to cry,  

Tells me you don't understand.  

But, how could you, really?  

Have you lost a child?  

Have you given birth, loved and laughed,  

And then watched him die?  

This is my pain.  

Let me feel it.  

Be patient with me when I want to scream  

to cry  

or be crabby 

or talk about him 

 or be alone.  

This is my pain.  

Let me feel it.  

I know you'd take it all away, if you could.  

But you can't. 

I can't avoid it,  

Or stuff it down somewhere,  

Or run away from it  

Because it always finds me again. 

The cold, hard fact is, 

That I had a child that died, 

and it hurts. 

So I know, that this is my pain,  

And I have to feel it. 

To get through it. 

 

Carolyn Johnson, TCF Yuba City, CA  

from We Need Not Walk Alone, Summer 1994  



OUR CHILDREN Loved...  

  Missed... Remembered...  

Birth Days 

3 KEITH RYAN ORR 
4 MICHAEL SKEEN 
5 CHELSEY MARIE LASH (FILIPO) 
5 COLE DALTON OWENS (DREESSEN) 
5 THOMAS DEAN THOMPSON 
6 AMANDA LYNN HARNED 
6 CHANCE TOLES 
7 SEAN M TUCKER (LEWIS) 
10 KAELYNN SPRADLIN (NELSON) 
10 LAUREN JOHNSON 
10 SEAN WILLIAM KYLE 
11 CHARLIE WERTZ 
11 DANIELLE LORRAINE ROCHETTE (HUFF) 
11 HERBERT C NICHOLS 
11 MELISSA CAOLE (BAKER) 
11 TREY BENEAR (BARNES) 
12 JONATHAN HOWEL (WILLIAMS) 
13 COURTNEY BUNKER 
14 COBRYN MATTHEW (SHELTEY) 
14 PETE FRANK 
15 GREGORY LYNN EATON (MOORE) 
15 KELLY MARIE CATON 
15 STEPHEN ROBISON 
17 CARINA BRIANNE SAUNDERS (QUEEN) 
20 SARA PRIDEAUX 
20 THAD "OX" WALKER 
25 CAMERON VAN NOSTRAND (McCLURE) 
27 MATTHEW DALE JIMERSON 
27 WILLIAM "TREY" LITTLEJOHN III 
28 JARED RYAN THOMPSON 
29 BRANDON PERRYMAN 
29 MARIO JOSEPH FLORES 
29 SERENITY OLIVER 
30 CAELAN MATTHEW WALLACE 
30 CURTIS WAYNE CONN 
30 HOWARD "NICK" PERCIVAL 
30 MARK COCHRAN 
30 ROGER PALACIOS 

 
 
 
Angelverseries 
2 GREYSON JAMES REDINGER 
2 KARLA JANAE CLEMONS (MOSIER) 
3 GERON WESLEY GALL 
3 JENNIFER LEE TAYLOR 
4 AIDAN HOOPER 
4 ARIYA ELISE OLLER 
4 KAELYNN SPRADLIN (NELSON) 
5 DAVID COX 
5 NATHAN COLON 
7 EMILY KAY WILDS 
7 JOSHUA JAMES CURRY 
7 KELSEY FOLMAR 
8 JASON DAVID BOOKER (ROSE) 
10 JUSTIN WALLING 
12 DARLA KAY BURNS (JONES) 
13 CAMERON CAREY 
13 MATTHEW PATRICK LeBEAU 
13 WESTON LEE REESE 
16 GLENN HOWARD DAVIS JR 
18 JEFFEREY Van HOOSER JR 
18 LINCOLN VAUGHN HENRY LEWIS 
18 RAHSAAN "ROME" DURHAM (COLBERT) 
18 ZAC STICE 
20 KIPP GRIFFIN 
21 ROGER PALACIOS 
22 ALYSSA LEANN BLOYED 
22 HANNAH DENISE McCARTY 
23 ANNETTE GRAVITT 
24 BLAKE McKEE 
25 NANCY M. JENNINGS (HORNE) 
26 GREGORY "ISSAC" COVEY 
26 MACKENZIE RAPPE 
27 CASEY CASTROP 
29 ANDREW BOLLACKER (HOPE) 
30 KELLY MARIE CATON 
30 SARA PRIDEAUX 
31 JEFFREY C "JEFF" LOHMANN 
31 RON PATTERSON 
31 SUSAN CRABTREE BAER 



 

 

Love Gifts...A 
thoughtful way to 
remember our pre-

cious 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 fi-
nancial support, which ena-
ble us to continue to reach out and support bereaved 
families. We are so very grateful for the Love 
Gifts listed below. Thank you for caring 

 

Carol & George Faulk, "In memory of John & Colby Faulk"  

    " We have appreciated the MANY years you have remembered our 2 SONS' birthdates and death dates.  
         This card was lovely! 

 

Randall & Charlotte Orr, "In Memory of Keith Orr" 7/3/73- 11/2/2001 

Elizabeth Cunningham. "To my Beloved son, Billy Joe Cunningham,  I walk the road where I live now and think of 
you above me in the sky. I do talk to you often..  

"To my beautiful son, I love You and everyday you grow stronger in my heart. You are still the most precious thing to me. 
I love you with all my heart. There are so many people that love you. I'm so glad to have you as my son- 

Always in my heart, Love, Momma 

Kim Jehlik   

 To Cope and to Move Forward 

As a newly bereaved parent, I had a need to tell my story, to talk about my son, Tom, and to describe my grief journey over and 

over again, to anyone who would listen. I was fortunate at that time to have people in my life who were willing to listen to me. 

However, I also found myself sometimes opening up to perfect strangers. For whatever reason, there were times when I could not 

contain myself, almost as if I had to prove to the whole world that Tom existed. Sometimes those conversations would lead to a 

story about Christopher, my twin son who died at three days old, three years before Tom died, and to the two miscarriages I expe-

rienced. 

I learned through The Compassionate Friends meetings that not everyone feels comfortable in talking about their situations. Some 

bereaved parents are concerned about stopping conversations or about making others feel awkward if they share their story 

about their child who died, and I suppose there is that risk. However, what I found was that if I took the initiative and talked about 

my child and my situation, then it somehow gave others permission to talk about Tom, too, and that was comforting to me. It also 

seemed to increase the awareness and the understanding of those around me as to what I was experiencing as a bereaved parent.  

This July will mark the tenth anniversary of Tom’s death. I recognize now that I don’t have that same urgent need to tell my story 

as I did in the early years. However, there are occasions when I am in social situations with unfamiliar people when the conversa-

tion turns to children, including the “How many?” and “How old?” questions, and just like in the early years, I cannot contain my-

self. I find myself opening up about Tom and Christopher and my journey since their deaths. Sometimes when I hear myself de-

scribe that part of my life, I wonder how I ever survived. However, what I have primarily discovered is that more people welcome 

my story and my openness than are offended by it. I have learned that by sharing that part of my life, others in turn begin to share 

their pain and their hardships, or arrive at a better understanding about someone they know who is suffering because of the loss 

of a child or a sibling. It has become obvious to me that hardly anyone goes through life unscathed, and that for most people, life 

is not fair. However, by sharing our burdens, we do learn to cope and to move forward. 

Carmen, Chapter Leader, TCFNorth Shore, Boston, MA 



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  405-408-2102 

 

***  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 
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