
 

Dear Friends, 

 

It is time for ñMarch Madness.ò For some it means near endless days of 

college basketball. Maybe for you the term has nothing to do with 

sports, and everything to do with what is going on inside you. A big 

part of the insanity is the tremendous grief you feel, but for some, a sig-

nificant part of the pain comes from feeling no one really listens any-

more, or knows how to listen.  If that feels like your story, the follow-

ing poem will probably speak volumes to you.  Feel free to copy it and 

post it up next to the ñBï Ballò  brackets as a reminder to others that 

there is more to life than hoops.  I hope you find it helpful. 

Sincerely,  

Mike Sweetman 

1904 N. Union, Suite 103, Ponca City, OK 74601,      Phone: (580)762-9102 ,   

Bereavement News  

Telling Our Story 
 

As we speak our pain, we heal. 
As we let out the poison, we share our heart.  
Our tears are outlets for our screaming souls. 
We need to share our suffering, 
We hope you can stay with us. 
Our healing can be found in your silence, your caring. 
If you listen and not judge, hear and not advise,  
We can heal and we will be grateful.  
 
If you tell us how to be,  
If you deflect our pain...we will run.  
Embrace us, let us be as we are. 
Do not be afraid, you have not caused our suffering.  
But you can ease it with patience and understanding. 
We donôt want you to know how we feel. 
We want you to let us feel what we know.  
Let us tell our story of sadness 
And you will share our healing victories. 
Let us tell you our story of a broken life  
And you will also hear the story  
Of our childrenôs lives and...you will smile with us. 
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Sad, silent and withdrawn . . . thatôs what many 
people expect grief to look like.  Instead, 
grievers often feel frazzled by too much 
paperwork, too many new skills to learn, too few 
financial resources.  Itôs too much change all at 
once, and the stress just compounds the 
problem. 
 
So how do you tame the tension tiger?  Experts 
in stress reduction offer the following 
suggestions. 
 
1.  Establish routines at work, school and home, 
including routines for meals, relaxation and 
sleep. 
 
2.  Express your feelings. Donôt let them become 
bottled up. Talk about them to a good friend, or 
keep a journal. 
 
3.  Avoid further changes if you can . . . for now.  
Consider this time of your life as a season, a 
season of quiet and reflection.  There will be 
time for change later. 
 
4.  If you canôt avoid a specific, additional 
change, write down a concrete action plan for 
working through it.  Make sure each step of the 
action plan is specific and manageable.  Work 
with a trusted friend, if necessary, to make sure 
youôre considering all the options available. 
 
5.  Examine your assumptions about what needs 
to be done, to what level of perfection and by 
whom.  Check to make sure your assumptions 
are real.  Eliminate or postpone tasks as much 
as you can. 
 
6.  Of those tasks that must be done, figure out 
which ones you might be able to delegate to 
someone who has offered to help. 
 
7.  For those tasks that you cannot eliminate, 
postpone or delegate, break them down into 
smaller, more manageable chunks.  Make a list 

of the smaller tasks, then cross them off as you 
accomplish them.  Simply accomplishing small 
things can make you feel more in control. 
 
8.  Get physical.  Exercise releases bodily 
tension, which in turn relaxes the mind. 
 
9.  Reduce the noise level in your environment.  
Close doors.  Turn off or turn down the television 
and stereo.  Unplug your phone for a while . . . or 
screen your phone calls to eliminate stressful 
conversations. 
 
10.  Use the following breathing exercise at least 
five times each day to break the stress cycle. 
 

Step 1:  Lie on your back with the palm of 
your left hand over your navel.  Rest your 
right hand over your left.  Keep your eyes 
open. 

 
Step 2:  Imagine a balloon lying inside your 
stomach beneath your hands.  Begin to 
inhale through your nose, imagining as you 
do that the air is filling the balloon in your 
stomach.  Imagine the balloon filling 
completely as you continue to breathe in.  
Notice your rib cage and chest expanding.  
Inhale for at least three seconds when you 
start practicing this breathing exercise.  
Over time, lengthen your inhalation to five 
seconds. 
 
Step 3:  Slowly begin to exhale, completely 
emptying the balloon.  As you do so, repeat 
to yourself the word ñrelax.ò 

 
Repeat this exercise twice, then breathe normally 
for five to ten breaths.  Be sure to exhale fully 
each time.  Then repeat the entire process again.  
Stop if you begin to feel lightheaded or 
uncomfortable in any way.  As with any exercise 
program, it may take a week or two to feel any 
immediate relaxation.  Practice is critical to 
achieving the full benefit. 

Reprinted with permission  
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A Black -ribbon  
Grief Awareness Pin  

By Darcie D. Sims, Ph.D.,CGC,CHT  
Louisville, Kentucky  

 Some days I still hurt and so 
do you.  The trouble is, when we 
are hurting, no one seems to 
recognize it or even care.  Maybe 
thatôs because you and I have 
learned to wear a mask.  Long 
ago, the bereaved learned the 
importance and necessity for 
masks.  We are very talented in 
creating masks that rival the best 
of the Halloween costumes we 
cherished as children. 
 We learn quickly that no one 
wishes to know how we ñreallyò 
are.  Oh, people ask.  They 
dutifully inquire about our well 
being with such polite phrases 
as, ñHi, how are you?,ò or ñHow 
are things going?ò  Sometimes 
they ask the question with a built-
in answer:  ñYouôre doing okay, 
arenôt you?ò  Friends and family 
like to have us reassure them by 
asking questions with a big smile 
and a nod.  Why wonôt anyone let 
the bereaved simply be 
bereaved?  Why canôt we 
sometimes wallow in the hurt or 
wander in the emptiness or our 
hearts? 
 Does no one want to hear 
the pain or to know just how hard 
this grief really is?  Are we all 
afraid to recognize pain?  Are we 
afraid to speak of hurt in such 
honest terms, or are we simply 
unaware of the length of time that 
healing requires?  Have we truly 
become the ñfast food, fast 
forwardò society where 
microwaves and email have 
replaced homemade brownies 

and handwritten notes? 
 There isnôt time for tears.  
Weôve got to keep moving, keep 
working, keep smiling, keep 
doing.  Time has become the 
master, and our worth is now 
measured in numbers, not 
value.  How many salesô calls 
did you do this week?  How 
many patients did you see?  
How many lawns did you mow 
or reports did you finish?  How 
many hours did you work, and 
how many dollars did you 
make? 
 Even when someone does 
ask, ñHow are you?,ò their 
footsteps carry them quickly 
away before I can even think of 
an ñappropriateò response.  
Does anyone care anymore, or 
have we run out of time for 
caring? 
 Iôm bereaved, and there are 
days when I want to share that 
and days when I donôt.  But no 
one can tell the difference 
because I have learned to wear 
ñThe Maskò and to always look 
the same, regardless of what is 
dwelling just beneath my 
surface smile.  I have learned, 
as we all do, to smile quickly 
and to turn away slightly when 
the tears threaten to spill down 
my cheek.  The mask is in 
place. 
 I donôt want to wear a mask 
anymore.  I have run out of 
energy to pretend that I am 
ñfineò when Iôm not and to smile 

even when my heart is breaking 
inside. Maybe we should limp a 
bit on those days when we feel 
scattered or shattered or hurt or 
empty inside.  Maybe we should 
recognize the depths of the 
wounds that grief inflicts instead 
of trying to soothe the rest of 
the world. 
 I have noticed that people 
are nicer to those who limp a 
bit.  We hold doors open for 
them.  We offer them a seat on 
the bus.  We might even let 
them ahead of us in line 
(depends upon the reason for 
the line, however.)  People who 
limp a little seem to get more 
sympathy and understanding 
than I do in my grief.  Iôm not 
asking for a lot of sympathy, in 
fact, maybe none. But I would 
like some comprehension that 
grief isnôt something you ñget 
overò quickly (or ever). 
 Iôd like to let people know 
that I am still capable of 
moments of extreme pain, even 
years after a loved one has 
died.  And whenever I 
experience that pain, I donôt 
want to wear a mask anymore.  
I want the freedom to hurt and 
to heal, both publicly and 
privately.  I donôt want to limp in 
order to have a kinder, gentler 
world at my door. 
 I just want to be, whatever I 
am whenever I am.  No more 
masks - just me trying to hang 
on one more day.  I want a sign, 
an outward symbol of my 
bereavement, so others will 
know that I am bereaved, not 
crazy or sick.  I want something 
to wear that will tell everyone I 
am working my way through a 
terrible hurt. 

Continued  pg.   4 
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PIN, continued  from page 3  

 In the ñold days,ò black 
armbands were worn to 
acknowledge oneôs 
bereavement.  Some cultures 
still wear a piece of torn cloth 
to symbolize the tear in the 
family fabric that death 
causes.  Some communities 
still place a black wreath on 
the door of a grieving family 
so others may know of their 
hurt and offer their support 
rather than their curiosity.  I 
want a sign that says ñIôm 
bereaved,ò and I want a hug.  
At least Iôd like your 
understanding that I am not ill 
or mentally incapacitated.  I 
just hurt today, and I could 
use some support. 
 Since signs and masks 
are too cumbersome, Iôve 
found the perfect symbol.  
Youôve seen it on lapels 
everywhere, in many different 
colors, each carrying a special 
message.  Iôve found a Grief 
Awareness Pin  that is a 
simple and dignified way of 
saying, ñIôm bereaved.ò  It is a 
small, simple, black-enamel, 
ribbon pin, similar to the ones 
youôve seen in red (for AIDS 
awareness), pink (for breast 
cancer), green (for organ 
donation).  This one is black 
for bereavement and can be 
worn anywhere, anytime you 
want to recognize your 
bereavement. 
 The awareness ribbon 
has become a universal 
symbol of support and 
compassion, and those who 
wear it become members of a 
universal family of 
understanding.  What a terrific 
way to create a community of 
support!  No longer will 

grieving people have to limp a 
little in order to receive some 
small amount of care and  
compassion. 
 Entire communities have 
worn this ribbon to show 
support for those caught in the 
web of pain and sorrow that 
bereavement brings.  
Individuals can wear the Grief 
Awareness Pin whenever they 
wish to acknowledge their grief 
- on anniversaries, special days 
or every day.   
By wearing this outward symbol 

of grief, we can start to push 
back the clouds of 
misunderstanding surrounding 
grief and bereavement and help 
strengthen the universal 
awareness of grief. 
 Grief doesnôt end at the 
funeral or the cemetery!  You 
donôt stop loving someone just 
because they died.  Why should 
the bereaved try to hide their 
sorrow just because the rest of 
the world canôt stand to ñseeò 
them hurt?  Letôs create an 
openness and a tolerance with 
understanding of the 
universality of grief and a 
willingness to be present for 

each other.  Whenever you see 
someone wearing a black-
ribbon, Grief Awareness Pin, 
you will know that a life has 
been lived and loved and that 
sorrow isnôt a weak or negative 
face.  No more masks, please.  
Let grief have its place among 
the living as a symbol of how 
much we loved. 
 Grief doesnôt end at the 
funeral.  In fact, itôs just 
beginning, and we are going to 
need all the hugs and hope and 
help we can get.  Lend me 
some support, lend me some 
hope, but please donôt ask me 
to give you a smile that I donôt 
have or a face I cannot wear.  In 
time, I will smile again, and I will 
be ñfine,ò but right now, this little 
black-ribbon pin says, ñIôm 
bereaved,ò and I have earned 
the right to grieve. 
 We are all fellow strugglers 
on the path, but grief is a 
journey that does not have to be 
traveled alone.  Wear the black-
ribbon pin to support those who 
grieve or to acknowledge your 
own bereavement.  You will not 
be alone.  We are a universal 
family, broken by death, but 
mended by loved. 

 
  

Reprinted with permission from 
Bereavement Publication Inc. 

8133 Telegraph Drive,  
Colorado Springs, Co 80920   

Sept/Oct 1999 
 
 
 

Whenever you see 

someone wearing a 

black-ribbon,  

Grief Awareness Pin, 

you will know that a 

life has been lived and 

loved and that sorrow 

isnôt a weak or 

negative face.ò 

More information about 

Hospice of North Central 

Oklahoma, and our  

bereavement services can 

be found on the internet at:  

 
www.hospiceofnorthcentraloklahoma.com 
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Bereavement Tip 

FIND A GRIEF ñBUDDY.ò 
* Though no one else will grieve this death just like 

you, there are often many others who have had 

similar experiences. 

* Find a grief buddy ðsomeone who is also in 

mourning, someone you can talk to, someone who 

also needs a companion in grief right now. 

* Make a pact with your grief buddy to call each 

other whenever one of you needs to talk.  Promise 

to listen without judgment.  Commit to spending 

time together. 

* You might arrange to meet once a week for 

breakfast or lunch with your grief buddy. 
 

Healing Your Grieving Heart,  

100 Practical Ideas, 

 Alan D. Wolfelt, PH.D., pg 31 
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Strike it up for 

Hospice! 
 

6th Annual Memorial 

Bowling Tournament 
 

All Proceeds Benefit 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday, March 27, 2010 
Ponca Bowl 

3000 Lake Road 

Ponca City  
 

Contact  

762-9102 to register or for 

more information. 

 

 

Come Join me at Napoliôs Italian Restaurant  

3202 N. 14th, Ponca City 
Tuesday, March 16, 2010. 

 

Letôs celebrate the Ides of March &  

St. Patrick's Day by trying a taste of Italy! 
Something different. Itôs OK, even if it is Lent! 

 

And join us on Tuesday, March 2, at  

Pizza Hut (which is also kind of Italian) 

2301 N. 14th, Ponca City 

(Weôll find some reason to celebrate this day as well.  

Maybe National Womenôs History Month?)  

And the 

Friends ! 
Romans ! 
Lunch Bunchers! 

ñGee, how many observances 

can Mike cram into one box 

anyway?ò 

The Few! The Caring!  

The Volunteers! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sign Up Today! 
Hospice Volunteer Training starts 

Thursday, March 4. 

Contact Melanie Wright at  

580-762-9102 



 

March 2010  

 Mon  Tue  Wed  Volunteer Training Fri  Sat  

March is  

Spiritual  

Wellness  

Month  

1 2 

Lunch Bunch 

11:30 Pizza 

Hut Ponca City  

3   Volunteer      4 
 Training  

Begins 6:00 p.m.  
Hospice Office 

5 6 

7 8 9 10 11 
Volunteer Training 

6:00 p.m. 
Hospice Office 

12 Check  13  

Your Smoke 

Detector  

Batteries!  

14 
Daylight Savings 
time begins, set 
clocks forward  

one hour. 

15 16 

Lunch Bunch  

Napoliõs  

Italian  

Ponca City  

17 18 
Volunteer Training 

6:00 p.m. 
Hospice Office 

19 20 

21 22 23 24 25 
Volunteer Training 

6:00 p.m. 
Hospice Office 

26   Hospice  27  

 Bowling  

Tournament  

Ponca Bowl 

28 

PALM  

SUNDAY  

29 30 31    

NONPROFIT ORG. 

U.S. Postage 

.00 PAID 

PONCA CITY, OK 

74601 

Permit No. 75 

1904 N. Union, Suite 103 
Ponca City, OK 74601 

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED 

St. Patrickôs day 

Bereavement News  

HOLY WEEK 


