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 Bereavement News  

Dear Friends,  
 
Many of you will already know this, but a few will be surprised to 
learn that both Ponca City and Tonkawa have their own labyrinth. 
 
That is right, a labyrinth.  For those who are not familiar with the 
labyrinth, it is a simple, winding stone path that wraps around a 
central point. A labyrinth is a spiritual tool, one used to quiet the 
mind and create the internal atmosphere for the Creator to speak. 
It is not to be confused with a mazeð a maze  is easy to get lost 
in, but in a labyrinth one is likely to find ones self.    
 
Labyrinths are ancient structures which have been used since 
medieval times for spiritual devotions. In earlier times many 
churches and cathedrals contained labyrinths, but the practice fell 
out of favor in the modern era. Recently, however, labyrinths 
have been making a comeback as people struggle to be at peace 
in a ever more hectic world.  
 
Ponca Cityôs Community Labyrinth is located near Standing Bear 
Park, 7th and Harding Avenue (U.S. 60), just South of the Pow-
wow grounds. It is a traditional style pathway with one winding 
pathway in and out. The labyrinth in Tonkawa, on East Grand, is 
called the ñHeart in the Park,ò and it is heart shaped, reflecting 
Tonkawa as the Wheat Heart of the state. It contains two paths to 
the center, and a historical timeline on the outer edge.    
 
I enjoy slowly walking both labyrinths, especially when I feel over-
whelmed or undecided about something.  I usually return from the 
labyrinth more centered and at ease, and often with my thinking 
more clear. I have also walked the labyrinth with people in our be-
reavement support groups and seen many being blessed by the 
simple walk.  
 
The walk itself is not physically challenging, but it is relaxing. It 
takes maybe 10 to 15 minutes, so it can be done nearly any time 
there is a short break in a busy schedule. And each of the local 
structures have a plaque explaining the purpose and giving sim-
ple instructions. Give these local labyrinths a try, I think you will 
find the experience rewarding.  

Sincerely,  
 

Mike Sweetman 

 

Family Services Staff 
 

Shelley Simon, L.C.S.W. 

Director of Family Services 

& Education 
 

Kristin Brock, L.C.S.W. 

Social Worker 
 

Jack Shamburger, M.A., M.S. 

Social Service Specialist 
 

Mary Kleinmann 

Bereavement Coordinator 
 

Dottie Sanders,  

Family Services Volunteer 
 

Tom Howard, M.A.M.C 

Chaplain 
 

Mike Sweetman, M.Div. 

Chaplain  

Mission  

Statement 
 

To provide quality 

end-of-life care at no 

 expense to the patient, 

 while supporting their  

family and others in the 

 community who are  

experiencing grief. 

 

A basic Labyrinth 
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     The day had finally arrived 
following many months of clean-
ing, sorting, giving away, and 
tagging items. It was not a day I 
looked forward to. It was one of 
those ñhave toò moments, un-
welcome and unplanned.  
     Through my work on the be-
reavement staff at Busch Family 
Funeral Chapels, I have been 
asked many times about going 
through belongings. Questions 
such as, When should a person 
start cleaning out closets and 
drawers? When do you begin? 
Where do the items go? Where 
can I take things so that some-
one else can benefit from my 
discards? But wait, do I really 
want to see someone else 
wearing my loved oneôs 
clothes? I feel like I am putting 
them out of my life. Am I being 
disloyal, or am I being a good 
steward of the things entrusted 
to me?  
     When my mother-in-law 
died, I was filled with the same 
questions that I had answered 
hundreds of times before for 
someone else, but it seemed 
there was no good answer now. 
Seven months after her death, I 
was organizing and planning as 
I would have for a work project.  
My readiness to tackle this pro-
ject would never match the 
ñhave toò of the situation. How-
ever, I knew that in time, I would 
be glad I took another step to-
ward saying  goodbye to what 

was and embracing a little 
tighter what would be. 
     The first person to arrive 
early on Saturday morning knew 
the reason for the garage sale. 
His words, though well in-
tended, chilled my spirit. He 
said, ñIsnôt it something that the 
end of a personôs life can be re-
duced to a garage sale?ò As I 
considered the truth of that 
statement, I became ignited with 
determination to think about this 
situation differently. This garage 
sale would be differentð at 
least for me! 
     As I looked around the ga-
rage with items ranging from 
can  openers to tables, I knew 
that each item had a story to 
tell. If ñMac,ò as I had fondly 
called her, had been able to 
share this experience with me, 
she would have told me which 
items should be priced higher 
and which items should be 
given away.  Some items would 
have made it back into the 
house to rejoin the other 
ñtreasuresò that have not yet 
reached their time for departure 
ð but this year everything had 
reached its time. Everything 
would change hands and bring 
pleasure to new faces. 
     Even more than instructions 
on pricing, etc., I would have 
heard endless stories. Stories 
about people I do not know and 
places I will never visit. Stories 
that have meaning for the story-

teller and the making of memo-
ries for the listener.  
     This year, however, I will re-
ceive no suggestions on pricing. 
There will be no stories told. 
There are only quiet remem-
brances that are mine to reflect 
upon. These are my ñgarage 
sale memories.ò It is a life that 
lives on in each and every item 
sitting on display. It is a life that 
shares treasured possessions 
with others, for a new season of 
time. It is a garage sale with 
memories to be captured and 
remembered. 
     I step out of my work mode 
and take time to fondly look 
around and reflect. In so doing, 
a special life is not reduced to a 
garage sale, it is elevated.  
The moment takes on a life of 
its own. It is no longer a ñhave 
toò project, it becomes an agent 
of healing. Erased is the chill of 
the words spoken by the first 
person to arrive looking for his 
own definition of ñtreasures.ò 
Instead, fond remembrances 
warm my spirit and touch my 
heart.  
     Garage sale memories ð 
they are to be enjoyed, treas-
ured and remembered forever! 
 

Used with permission of  

Bereavement Publishing  

www.bereavementmag.com 

May/June 2001 

Garage Sale Memories 
By Judy Fischer, Cleveland Ohio. 
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An Affirmation  
 for those who have lost 

 
I believe there is no denying it, it hurts to lose. 

It hurts to lose a cherished relationship with another, 

  
     or a significant part of oneõs own self. 

It can hurt to lose that which has united one with the past, 
      or that which has beckoned one into the future. 

It is painful to feel diminished or abandoned, 
      to be left behind or left alone. 

Yet I believe there is more to losing than just the hurt  
and the pain.       

For there are other experiences that loss can call forth. 
I believe that courage often appears,  

however quietly it is expressed, 
    however easily it goes unnoticed by others: 
 the courage to be strong enough to surrender, 
    the fortitude to be firm enough to be flexible, 

    the bravery to go where one has not gone before.  
I believe a time of loss can be a time of learning unlike any other, 

 and that it can teach some of lifeõs most valuable lessons: 
In the act of losing, there is something to be found. 

In the act of letting go, there is something to be grasped. 
In the act of saying ògoodbye,ó there is a òhelloó to be heard. 

For I believe living with loss is about beginnings  
as well as endings. 

And grieving is a matter of life more than of death. 
And growing is a matter of mind and heart and soul  

more than of body. 
And loving is a matter of eternity more than of time. 
Finally, I believe in the promising paradoxes of loss: 

In the midst of darkness, there can come a great Light. 
At the bottom of despair, there can dwell a great Hope. 

And deep within loneliness, there can dwell a great Love. 
I believe these things because others have shown the wayñ 
 others who have lost and then have grown through their 

losing, 
 others who have suffered and then found new meaning. 

So I know I am not alone: 
I am accompanied, day after night, night after day. 

 

James E. Miller 

Hospice Cook 

Books Available 
 

Granted, summer time is not always 

the best time of year to heat up the 

kitchen and do a lot of cooking. 

Many of us opt for the simple meal 

plans in the heat of the summer. But 

it is still a great time to swing by 

Hospice of North Central Oklahoma 

and pick up a Cooking With Comfort 

cookbook.   

 

The cookbook is 190 pages stuffed 

like a bell pepper with hundreds of 

interesting recipes contributed by 

great cooks from all around the north 

central Oklahoma area.  And for 

those who are not experienced cooks, 

these recipes are laid out in easy-to- 

follow format. Quite a few are de-

signed for crock pots, which means 

they nearly cook themselves, and that 

is always a plus.   

 

The best part is that all the proceeds 

from the sale of our cookbook go to 

support the bereavement program of 

Hospice of North Central Oklahoma.   

Programs like this newsletter, support 

groups, workshops, other mailings,  

and our annual memorial service 

benefit from every sale. Purchasing 

one or more allows us to continue and 

expand the bereavement services we 

now offer.   

 

Cookbooks are $10.00 each, or $8.00 

each if you purchase five or more at 

one time. Why not pick up several 

and have them to give as gifts for 

friends and relatives. I gave one to 

my sister, and she has had to replace 

it four times, when her friends see it 

and want one for their kitchen. Itôs 

that good! ð Mike Sweetman 
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òA Bereavement Laneó 
By Carlene Eneroth 

Spokane, Washington 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

       Do you mind if I ask you a 

question about crying?  ñWhere do 

you find yourself crying that kind 

of surprises you?ò 

 After Greg died, I was shocked 

to find myself driving down the 

freeway bawling my head off.  

Before Greg died, if a new survivor 

had told me this was happening,  I 

can just see me indignantly 

thinking, ñWhat right do they have 

to be blurry-eyed behind the wheel 

of a car, for goodness sakes?ò 

 So Iôm curious ... do you find 

yourself doing the same thing?  It 

isnôt that we usually are bawling 

our heads off when we head for the 

car.  Itôs the sights, sounds and even 

scents we encounter while in the 

car, that make us reach for the 

travel-size Kleenex. 

 What things affect you this 

way?  For me, an automatic one is 

an old song on the radio.  Someone 

suggested that bereaved people 

should have the radio removed, and 

that doesnôt seem like such a silly 

idea any more!  Whenever I heard a 

familiar song, or even just a melody 

that was slow and touching, Iôd try 

desperately to concentrate on 

something else ... the car ahead, the 

pedestrians, even the workmanship 

of the traffic lights. 

 One man said, ñI was doing 

okay until I stopped at a red light 

and noticed in a store window a  

dress like my wife used to wear.  I 

had to just pull over to the curb and 

have a good cry.ò  For others, itôs  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the sight of a special restaurant, 

ballpark, hiking or bike trail ð 

even the wonderful scent of a 

bakery can remind you of someone 

or someplace special.  Whatever 

causes it, we all find ourselves 

crying in the car, donôt we? 

 One suggestion (besides 

ripping out the radio and wearing 

blinders!) is to be sure that travel-

size Kleenex is with you at all 

times.  I remember driving on a 

country road and some song did it  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

to me again!  But this time Iôd 

forgotten to check the car for 

Kleenex before leaving home.  I 

think this kind of checking is nearly 

as important as observing when the 

gas tank is on empty!  Well, there I 

was, tears running down my 

cheeks, my nose running on cue as 

usual. I was trying to drive and 

clean off my face at the same time.  

Finally I spotted a 7-11 store.  

Running in, I asked if I could use 

some napkins as I really needed 

some Kleenex.  Judging by my  

 

 

 

appearance and the speed at which I 

entered the store, they realized I 

had an immediate need and quickly 

said, ñTake all you want!ò  I 

learned right then, donôt put the key 

in the ignition unless youôre assured 

a Kleenex is close by! 

 Our cities have lanes marked 

for buses and car pools ð even 

pathways for bikes and joggers.  

Wouldnôt it be nice if someone 

decided all of us needed a 

ñBereavement Laneò on the 

freeway?  Since we know a sudden 

deluge of tears is quite common to 

the newly bereaved, we could just 

look for the ñBereaved Exitò sign 

and pull over. 

 Someone else added, ñAnd 

what if they padded all the lane 

rails like they do in elevators that 

are used for moving heavy 

equipment?  We wouldnôt have to 

worry about anything more than a 

fender-bender!ò  Also, wouldnôt it 

be a wonderful feeling to pull over 

in this lane and see a lot of other 

cars stopped in it, so weôd know we 

werenôt alone in having a down 

time that day? 

 That seems like a perfect 

solution, but not unless some 

highway commission is reading this 

column, feels just like we do and 

then finds a few million dollars 

sitting around with no designated 

use and decides to start a trend!   

 Well, the next time you find 

yourself reaching for that familiar 

tissue in the car, you can smile for a 

few seconds as you kiddingly look 

around for the nearest ñBereaved 

Laneò ð with padding, of course! 

 
Reprinted by permission from 

ñBereavement Publishing,  

8133 Telegraph Drive,  

Colorado Springs,  

CO 80920 
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Donôt like to eat alone? Come join us for 
Lunch!  
 

 LUNCH BUNCH 
Meets twice each month at 11:30 a.m.  

 

Tuesday, July 6 
Pizza Hut 
2301 N. 14th, Ponca City 
 
And  
Tuesday, July 20 
China King Buffet 
2605 N. 14th, Ponca City 
 

Bereavement tip 
 
Write things down  People who are bereaved have 

a tendency to be more forgetful than usual.  This 

could be as simple as forgetting to take out the trash 

or as upsetting as not remembering why you got on 

the freeway (it does happen).  Such instances are a 

bid disconcerting, but they are a normal part of grief. 

   

Expect that you will be forgetful and plan for it. Get 

yourself a small pocket notebook, appointment book,  

or calendar - something you can carry with you.  

Write down things that are important. You may want 

to jot down tasks to do today, make a note of ap-

pointments, or  list people to call when you feel 

lonely.  All these things can be good motivators 

when we feel ñstuck.ò Be sure and jot down birth-

days and other upcoming important events. You may 

also want to write down those little remembrances of 

your loved one; a word or a thought which comes to 

mind, before the memory escapes you.  These can be 

treasured thoughts which can be revisited during 

those difficult days when it is hard to remember the 

good times.  Keep a note book or day planner and 

keep it handy. 

I only vaguely remember Jimmy Duranteð the 

Schnozz.  I remember he sang a little, danced a little, 

joked a little, and always closed his show with 

ñGoodnight Mrs. Calabash, wherever you are.ò 

One of his classic bits was a trademark soft shoe on a 

totally darkened stage, with just one spotlight shined 

from above to encircle him.  After a bit the light 

moves and Durante is left in the dark. But he adjusts 

nicely with a deft leap into the new light. The bit is 

repeated each time his light step carrying him into 

new light.  

 

I think about my life, about the bright lights that illu-

minated my way through the worldôs darkness. There 

were loving parents who put me above themselves 

and prepared me for the future. When their lights 

went out, I still had my Pattyôs glow to brighten the 

largest part of my life, until she, too, was called. And 

again I had to leap, this time so much harder, to find a 

light for my dance. But I found that light in children, 

friends and writing, and am relearning the intricate 

steps that make life worthwhile. 

 

And if I have learned one thing from an old-timer 

named Durante, it is that there will always be a light 

if I am willing to make the leap. 

 
Reprinted with permission of 

Bereavement Publishing, Inc.  

(888-604-4673) 

Circle of Light  by Ron Gries, Bloomfield, Michigan 
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July 2010  

Sun  Mon  Tue  Wed  Thu  Fri  Sat  

      Can you   1  

believe 2010 

is half over?  

2 3 

 4 

Independence 

Day! 

5 

Hospice Office 

Closed 

6 
Lunch Bunch 
11:30 Pizza 

Hut, Ponca City 

7 8 9 10 

11 12 13 14 15 16 17 

18 19 20 
Lunch Bunch 
11:30 China 
King Buffet 
Ponca City 

21 22 23 24 

25 26 27 

Korean War  

Armistice Day  

28 29 30 31 
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July is National Bereaved Parents Month 


