
Permission to Grieve 
— by Rabbi Lisa Edwards 

 

Y ears ago, one of my col-
leagues had the awe-

some task of officiating at the 
funeral of a 9-year-old girl 
killed by a car while riding her 
bicycle.  My friend gathered 
the children from that small 
Jewish community and gently 
invited them to speak their 
true feelings. 
 

 I’m mad at my mom because 
she won’t let me ride my 
bike. 
 
 I’m scared that I’m going to 
get hit by a car. 
 

She turned to the youngest one:  I’m still sad, he 
said. 

T hat 4-year-old’s earnest and 
innocent remark has stayed 

with me ever since.  We live in a 
society sometimes not so toler-
ant of grief, and I sometimes 
worry that even those of us who 
allow ourselves to feel our sad-
ness at funerals, will try too hard 
to dry the tears as soon as we 
leave the cemetery. 

J ewish tradition certainly ac-
knowledges the reality of grief, offering wise step-

by-step instructions to help the mourners heal and 

the comforters give solace.  Yet, even our tradi-
tion—sensitive though it is to the human need to 
grieve loss—expects us to stick to a grief sched-
ule.  Although our yearly Yizkor cycle encour-
ages us to remember our lost loved ones, the 

grieving is supposed to stop, and we are ex-
pected to get on with our lives. 

T his week’s Torah portion—Chaye Sarah 
(“the life of Sarah”) ironically begins with 

Sarah’s death and ends with the deaths of Abra-
ham and his son, Ishmael.  From this portion 
come many of our burial and mourning tradi-
tions:  that we mourn for a set time and then 
stop, as Abraham did for Sarah; that we have a 
community cemetery, something Abraham ar-
ranged for after Sarah died; that we offer a Hes-
ped (eulogy) over our dead, a tradition that grew 
out of one interpretation of Abraham’s response 
to Sarah’s death; that the immediate survivors 
bury their dead, as Abraham buries Sarah, and 
Isaac and Ishmael bury their father, Abraham. 

B ut this story of the death of our first matri-
arch reveals yet more about grief and 

mourning.  After Sarah dies, the Hebrew text 
gives two words to describe what Abraham 
does—”lispod . . . V’livkotah.”  Many English 
translations make the text sound quite matter-of-

 Where Hope Resides™ 

a nonprofit corporation July 2009 

E-Haven Newsletter 
from griefHaven 

E-Haven™ 

July 2009 

 Where Hope Resides™ www.griefHaven.org  310-459-1789 

™ 

Rabbi Lisa Edwards 
Beth Chaim Chadashim 

West Los Angeles 

“ Yet that abstract knowledge 

about some time in 

the future can be 

cold comfort to those 

of us  in grief now.” 



fact:  “Sarah died . . . and Abraham proceeded to 
mourn for Sarah and to  weep for her.  Then Abra-

ham rose from beside his dead and spoke to the Hit-
tites.”  At this point, Abraham begins to negotiate the 
purchase of a burial site for Sarah.  But a more literal 
translation of the third verse might be:  “Abraham got 
up from above the face of his dead one.”  Picture 
Abraham, kneeling or sitting up against Sarah’s 
body, wailing and crying, his face right over her face, 
his tears falling on her eyes, her cheeks, her mouth.  
Abraham wails for Sarah, and he weeps for her. 

H ow often do we give ourselves permission to let 
out such true feelings?  We tend to turn to the 

business matters quickly.  We appreciate (or are re-
lieved by) stoicism in ourselves and in others.  We 

tend to forget, or fail to acknowledge, that we are 
“still sad.”  Abraham did not immediately begin his 
negotiations to buy a burial site for her body.  When 
Sarah died, Abraham hung his face over her face 

and he wailed.  Nor is Abraham the only one to 
experience grief over Sarah’s death.  Sarah’s son, 
Isaac, is 37 when his mother dies.  We hear noth-
ing of his immediate response to her death, but 
three years later, in the beautiful scene of Isaac 
and Rebekah’s first meeting, we glimpse Isaac’s 
grief over his mother:  “Isaac brought Rebekah 
into the tent of his mother, Sarah, and he took Re-
bekah as his wife.  Isaac loved her, and thus 
found comfort after his mother.” 

L ife will go on, grief will lessen; joy, even love, 
will return to most of us at some point after we 

lose dear ones.  Yet that abstract knowledge 
about some time in the future can be cold comfort 
to those of us in grief now.  While we wait for joy 
to return, for pain to ease, we would do well to re-
member and to take some lessons from the ways 
Abraham mourned, and from the length of Isaac’s 
grief.  And, when needed, we would do well to re-

cite—and to be there for others when they recite—
the words of our little friend: 
 
 

 

Rabbi Lisa Edwards is the Rabbi at 
Beth Chaim Chadashim—House of New Life— 
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The Erika Whitmore Godwin Foundation is a secular support 
organization that shares with you articles of love, hope, and 

support written by individuals of all faiths. 

“ . . . Joy, even love, will 

return to most of us 

at some point after 

we lose dear ones.” 

“ . . . I sometimes worry that 

even those of us who allow 

ourselves to feel our sadness 

at funerals, will then try too hard 

to dry the tears as soon 

 as we leave the cemetery.” 

“I’m still sad.” 
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By Dawn Dawe 
(Introduction by Susan Whitmore) 

 

H i, everyone.  Susan Whitmore here, founder and president of The 
Erika Whitmore Godwin Foundation and griefHaven. 

A s you know, we are committed in every way to bringing you in-
formation about anything we discover that might help you on 

your journey AND providing you with support tools and resources that 
we create for you.  This, however, is one of those that already exists, 
and, we couldn’t wait to tell you about! 

W hen Erika first died, I packed away many of her clothes, and 
they have remained that way all of these years.  I’ve often won-

dered, “What can I 
do with Erika’s 
precious cloth-
ing?”  So many of 
Erika’s pieces are 
filled with untold 
memories of her 
living life.  When I 
met Dawn Dawe, I 
realized what I 
could do with 
Erika’s clothes:  
Have Dawn create 

some memory bears and puppies with the clothing! 

W hen I first met Dawn, I was amazed at the quality and precious-
ness of her work.  How incredible it must be for her to be given 

items of clothing from someone whose loved one has died and is now 
entrusting that clothing into her care.  Dawn lovingly, tenderly, and 
empathically takes whatever she is given and blends those pieces 
into a Memory Bear or Memory Puppy that becomes much more than 
just a memory—it becomes a precious treasure!  The end result is 

something you can hold, put on a bed, share with others, or give to a 
grieving family member as a gift.  Everyone adores these lovable 
animals artfully created with their love one’s clothing.  Give it to 
yourself; give it to grieving parents; give it to a child who has lost a 
brother or sister; give it to grandparents or other relatives.  And you 
may think of many others who would be deeply touched by such a 
gift.  Here is Dawn’s story . . . 

 

M y name is Dawn Dawe, and I am the founder, 
designer, sewer, shipper, accountant, and 

aunty to Memory Bears and Memory Puppies.   

M emory Bears are very unique, creative, loving, 
and special bears we create in memory of your 

loved one.  The way it works is that you  send me an 
article (or articles) of clothing that belonged to that 
special person in your life, and I turn it into a Memory 
Bear or Memory Puppy, as you can see from some of 
the examples here. You would pick out an item that 
holds special memories for you, that you deeply care 

about, and that you  
want to cherish forever.  
Some examples of 

things I’ve worked on 
in the past are a 
baby’s blanket or 
baby clothes, a spe-
cial t-shirt that re-
minds you of him or 
her, dad’s ties, grandma’s jacket, mom’s blouse or 
scarf, or anything else meaningful to you.  Your bear 
or puppy will bring comfort and emotional support to 
adults and kids who have lost someone special in 
their lives. 

U sing a pattern my aunt shared with me, I made 
my first Memory Bear in 2004 when a friend of 

the family passed away. Since then, I have made 
many bears for people all over the United States.  I 
consider it an honor and love making these bears for 
people.  It brings me great meaning and happiness to 
know that I have, even if it’s just in some small way, 
helped someone deal with their loss and helped to 
keep their loved one’s memory alive.  

O ne of the most memorable bears I have ever 
made was for a lady in California. The bear was 

made from one of her son’s favorite jerseys.  She had 
emailed me the story about her son, Daniel, and how 
he had died in her arms.  Her story not only broke my 

Dawn Dawe With Her Family of Creations 

Before—Clothing 

After—Baby Blue Bear 



heart, but it also touched me very deeply.  She sent me 
the shirt, as you see here with the number 44 on it, as 
well as an actual photo of her son wearing it, which 
was helpful to me while designing the bear.  As I 
looked at the photo, I cried, for her son looked so 
happy in that picture.  It was hard to believe that he 
was now gone. 

H er Memory Bear turned out just as cute as it possi-
bly could.  I am so proud of that bear!  I attached 

the picture of Daniel wearing the shirt to the bear and 
then shipped it back to her.  She loved it!  She told me 
it brings her great comfort, as if she were holding 
Daniel. 

I  also once made a bear for a co-worker using a 
bunch of ties that belonged to his father who had re-

cently passed away.  That one was a little more chal-
lenging than the others I had previously made because 
the ties were silk, and each one had to be taken apart, 
ironed very flat, and then the fabric had to be stabilized 
by putting a special backing on each piece.  Once the 
bear was finished, I was amazed!  It turned out great!  
And my co-worker sat there silently staring at the 
amazing Memory Bear made from his dad’s ties.  I 
said, “Say something!"  All he could say was, “WOW!”  
Reactions like that make it all worth it to me. 

I  have always loved helping people, and I believe 
making Memory Bears and Memory Puppies helps 

people get through one of the toughest times in their 
lives. I know that losing a child is the worst thing that 
could ever happen to anyone.  So if I can help any par-

ent, grandparent, aunt, uncle, sibling, or friend, I feel as 
if I have made a difference in that person’s life.  The 
clothing that people wear is very personal and holds so 
many untold memories.  I hope you will allow me to 
create a special Memory Bear or Memory Puppy for 
you.  That is the greatest honor you could bestow upon 
me.  

P lease let others know I am here, and thank you for 
giving me this opportunity to share with you.  I know 

what I create will give a lifetime of comfort and love to 
the one who receives it. 

 

After—Tie Bear 

Before—Ties 

Before—Jersey 

The tag on the bear reads: 
“I was once worn 

By someone so dear, 
Who, through loving memory, 

Will always be here. 
When you hold me close 

to you, 
 Just remember— 

She loved you too.” 

After—Bear 44 

I am honored to make your Memory Bear or 
Puppy for you.  Please contact me by email at 
ddsbearsandmore@comcast.net or by phone at 
(734) 453-0971.  You can see some of my work 
on my website at www.ddsbearsandmore.com 

NOTE:  Please mention griefHaven, so 
that I may donate a portion of every 
Memory Bear or Memory Puppy to 

them. 



Without Friends, 
Where Would We Be? 

—by Judi Doling 

 

A fter my divorce, I had finally found the man of my 
dreams—Bob Doling.  Bob was 57, and I was 55.  

Our lives together were rich and meaningful. Then some-
thing tragic and unexpected happened. 

O ne morning we were just waking up.  We were look-
ing forward to another beautiful day of life.  

As I turned off the alarm clock, I heard a funny noise and 
realized it was coming from Bob.  I rushed to him and 
called out his name, but he did not respond.  I immedi-
ately called 911. Bob was having a massive heart attack, 
and he died in my arms.  My beloved.  My best friend.  
The man I had waited for all of my life was dead.  Just like 
that.  It was over.  Now I have to rebuild my life without 
him.  And that is where this article comes in, because my 
friends and family did some things so amazing and won-
drous that I want your friends and family to know about 
them.  You see, they all came to my side in an organized 
fashion.  They all wanted to do something, and it was 
clear that there wasn't anything they could say that would 
take the pain away.  So instead they went into action to 
help ease the burden. 
 

THE FIRST PERIOD 
 

M y brother, Dave Astrachan, canceled his appoint-
ments and came rushing to my side, as did several 

of my close friends.  Dave couldn't believe all the calls 
that were coming in, so he assigned someone to "phone 

duty" so I would not have to continually repeat and re-
live what had happened.  Dave also had a friend set up 
a schedule so that I would have someone sleeping in 
the house every night for the next three weeks.  How 
he knew to do that, I don’t know, but it was brilliant and 
so comforting.  In Judaism, after someone dies, people 
come over every night for a week to just be there with 
the family or bring food.  So after the crowd left every 
night, I wasn’t scared or worried about being alone be-
cause I knew I had that one person who would stay 
with me and with whom I could talk or cry.  Also, a 
friend of mine set up a food schedule so that, starting 
in week three, I would be fed. 

T he schedules were set, and now I knew that I could 
attend to the things at hand, not having to worry 

about company or food.  Every night, starting in week 
three, someone either brought food and left, stayed 
and joined me for dinner, or took me out to eat.  Some 
brought their babies and children, and I found them to 
be so comforting.  No one asked me what I needed; 
rather, they were just there providing everything. 
  

GOING FORWARD 
 

I knew I had to move forward, and the tough initial 
questions and realities were heavy: Are you going to 

keep the house? Will you have enough money? What!  
There is no will or trust? What!  He had no life insur-
ance? It all felt like knives in my heart.  We had not 
prepared for something like this!  Wasn't it enough that 
I had to grieve for my husband, the man who was no 
longer sleeping by my side? 

L ife isn't always fair.  Life isn't always fun or 
rich.  But it can always be meaningful. People I had 

known for over 30 years and people I'd only known a 
few months rushed to my side, spent evenings with 

me, fed me, and stopped by my house to visit.  My cli-
ents became close friends.  My acquaintances became 
new friends.  My girlfriends became sisters. 

O ne thing Bob had always hoped for and encour-
aged me to do was to reconcile with my estranged 

brother, Jerry Astrachan, who had been living in Paris, 
France, for the past nine years.  So while Jerry was in 
Los Angeles just four weeks before Bob died, the three 
of us had met for an early dinner.  After closing the res-
taurant, it felt like the gap had been bridged!  We were 
talking about going to visit Jerry that summer, and we 

Judi and Bob Doling 

“ Life isn’t always fair. 

Life isn’t always fun or rich. 

But it can always 

be meaningful.” 



were all excited about our new futures together. 

W hen Bob died, Jerry contacted me and asked if he 
could come and be with me.  He spent time with me 

before and after the funeral, and he returned with his fam-
ily a month later.  It really feels amazing to have him back 
in my life, to get to know his new family, and to feel my 
heart open.  

M y “phone duty” friends kept lists of people who had 
called, and those lists had gotten so long that I could 

never have returned all of the calls.  But I didn't want eve-

ryone who had so lovingly reached out to me to think I 
didn't appreciate their efforts, so I started a weekly email 
to my "healing list" of over 50 people. I began sharing with 
them my highs and lows for the week, and that was an 
efficient way to keep everyone in the loop and make sure 
that I was caring for myself.  Interestingly, different people 
responded to the same emails in different ways.  Where 
some would say, “Oh, I’m so glad you had a good week," 
others would say, “Oh, I'm so sorry you had such a diffi-
cult week.”  I realized that the glass will always be seen 
as half full or half empty, but to my Bob, it was always 
overflowing.  And that perception is a choice I have to 
make every day.  

I knew I had to do something about Bob’s things because 
I couldn’t bear to look in his closets.  Seeing everything 

every day caused me so much pain.  I know that some 
people hold onto their loved ones things, while others 
want to get rid of things right away.  Several people had 
suggested that I wait for one year  before making any per-
manent decisions, but somehow I just knew then what I 
needed and wanted to do.  I asked my brother to help me 
pack up some of Bob’s clothes.  We packed, and we 
packed, and I gave away so many things, but I kept the 
suits and shirts I liked seeing him in the most.  I don’t 
know why.  I just wasn’t ready to part with certain things.  

I t was also difficult to be in certain rooms.  I’d keep think-
ing he was going to walk in and start a conversation 

with me.  But he didn’t. I started doing what I do best—I 
started rearranging furniture and swapping paintings and 
accessories from one room to another.  I changed the 
paint colors. I made small changes—just little things to 
help me move forward.   

A s time has gone by, I know that all that I did do over 
those first months was right for me, as it helped me 

with the pain of the grief not to have to look at things that 
caused me more pain than I already had.  My favorite 
photos still had their places.  Over time, fewer and fewer 

have remained on display, but only when I’ve been 
ready.  Now, as I look around, I see that those that 
remain are the ones that I cherish the most.   

Y ou know that old saying about time healing 
wounds—the one that made you scream or cry 

when people would say it right after that person you 
love so much died because you couldn’t believe that 
it was even possible to ever feel anything but the 
pain?  Well, I’ve discovered that there is some truth 
in it, for with work, support, love, and time, healing 
can begin to seep in. 

F or me, time, a great support group, and a lot of 
strength is what has brought me this far.  I can 

laugh now.  I can be in public.  I can dance, and I can 
sing.  Those are all things I never thought I'd be able 
to do again. 

I  remember wondering if the black hole in my heart 
would ever be filled again.  It is partially through my 

wonderful support group that that hole has felt less 
bleak and dark.  We have worked together to make 
new memories by celebrating all of the anniversaries  
and birthdays, taking new photographs of us together 
doing that, realizing that life has to go on because life 
IS for the living and helping each other push through 

our barriers to achieve our goals.  I feel hopeful, 
make new plans, and even set new goals—all 
things I thought I could never do again.  Yes, I be-
lieve time does help us to heal—it doesn’t ever 
fade the memory, just the pain. 

W hen Bob first died, our dog, Max, was so de-
pressed.  Interestingly, I quickly realized that 

Max needed a friend, too.  So now he has a new 
buddy to play with—a 14 pound ball of fluff named 
Riley.  Max has come much more alive since his new 
friend arrived. 

A s I con-
tinue to 

go forward in 
my life, I live 
life as fully as 
I can, remem-
bering that 
each day is a 
gift, even with 
the loneliness 
I feel without 

Bob here.  Because of Bob’s sudden death, I never 
take anything for granted anymore, for we never 
know . . .  So I live life with love and hope, paying 
tribute to Bob by living each day fully and working to 
see the glass as overflowing—for that is what Bob 
would want and the best way I know how to honor his 
memory.  

Judi Doling is an interior decorator 
and the President 

of JA Design.  www.jadesign.com 

“. . . our dog, Max, was so depressed. 

Interestingly, I quickly realized 

that Max needed 

 a friend, too.” 



Do You Have A Story To Tell, 

A Thought To Share, 

Or Something You Want 

 Others To Know? 

W 
e all know that the death of a 
child—or any traumatic event 
in our lives—affects and trans-
forms us on every level.  We 
have all said it many times, 
“The death of my child 
changed me in every way—I 

am not the same person I was before.”  Within that proc-
ess, we grow and have many realizations, all worthy of 
sharing with others.  We would love to see you harness 
those realizations as you continue your journey in life and 
share them with others in the form of the written word.  
Yes, you can write!  Everyone can!  And what you share 
will give hope and support to those who read your words. 
 
 So do you have something you would love to 
share with others?  Do you know someone who does?  
Would you like to honor your child and your journey by 
sharing something important with the thousands who re-
ceive our newsletters?  Don’t think you can write?  Just 
try it.  If you are interested in having an article published, 
please send it in Word format for consideration to Wendell 
Whitmore and Lynn Strother, our editors, at 
hope@griefHaven.org.  We will get back to you to let you 
know about your article.   
 

 A while back, we told you about using Good-
Search.com as your search engine instead of any other 
search engine, such as Google.com, and that each time 
you used GoodSearch.com and named The Erika Whit-
more Godwin Foundation as your foundation of choice, 
we would receive a donation.  Well, you have been doing  

just that, and guess what?   
 We received our first check!  It was only for 
$29.76, and we know that isn’t a lot of money, but, hey, 
it’s a great start! 
 

Now what ?   
 

 So many more of you could be doing the same 
thing and helping us each time you do any search on 
the Internet.  You don’t have to do anything else except 
change your current search engine to Good-
Search.com, choose the foundation one time in the 
space provided, and it will automatically populate that 
way every time you open your computer from that point 
on.   

It’s a no-brainer! 

 You do what you would do every day anyway, 
using GoodSearch.com, and WE benefit.  See that little 
bar right there—that is where the foundation’s name 
shows up.  That says, “The Erika Whitmore Godwin 
Foundation.” 
 Also, you can use GoodShop to buy your every-
day items that you would buy online, such as from Tar-
get, Staples, Amazon, Barnes & Noble, Best Buy, 
Land’s End, Overstock.com, PetSmart, and the list goes 
on and on.  Every time you go to any of the approved 

websites through GoodSearch and name the founda-
tion, WE benefit again! 
 Shoot!  We can’t lose, unless someone just 
doesn’t do it.  So please consider this your way of do-
nating to us by just—well—living life and doing what you 
already do every day.  Thank you so very much! 
 

Until next time, 

We remain dedicated 

to you and 

 your journey . . . 


