
Permission to Grieve 
ñ 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. 
 

 Iôm mad at my mom because 
she wonôt let me ride my 
bike. 
 
 Iôm scared that Iôm going to 
get hit by a car. 
 

She turned to the youngest one:  Iôm still sad, he 
said. 

T hat 4-year-oldôs 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-
tionðsensitive though it is to the human need to 
grieve lossðexpects 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 weekôs Torah portionðChaye Sarah 
(ñthe life of Sarahò) ironically begins with 

Sarahôs 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 Abrahamôs response 
to Sarahôs 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 
doesðòlispod . . . Vôlivkotah.ò  Many English 
translations make the text sound quite matter-of-
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ò Yet that abstract knowledge 

about some time in 

the future can be 

cold comfort to those 

of us  in grief now.ó 



fact:  ñSarah 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.ò  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:  ñAbraham got 
up from above the face of his dead one.ò  Picture 
Abraham, kneeling or sitting up against Sarahôs 
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 
ñstill sad.ò  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 Sarahôs death.  Sarahôs 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 Rebekahôs first meeting, we glimpse Isaacôs 
grief over his mother:  ñIsaac 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.ò 

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 Isaacôs 
grief.  And, when needed, we would do well to re-

citeðand to be there for others when they reciteð
the words of our little friend: 
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ò . . . Joy, even love, will 

return to most of us 

at some point after 

we lose dear ones.ó 

ò . . . 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.ó 

òIõm still sad.ó 
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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 couldnôt 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.  Iôve often won-

dered, ñWhat can I 
do with Erikaôs 
precious cloth-
ing?ò  So many of 
Erikaôs pieces are 
filled with untold 
memories of her 
living life.  When I 
met Dawn Dawe, I 
realized what I 
could do with 
Erikaôs 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 memoryðit 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 oneôs 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 Dawnôs 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 Iôve worked on 
in the past are a 
babyôs blanket or 
baby clothes, a spe-
cial t-shirt that re-
minds you of him or 
her, dadôs ties, grandmaôs jacket, momôs 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 itôs just in some small way, 
helped someone deal with their loss and helped to 
keep their loved oneôs 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 sonôs 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 

BeforeðClothing 

AfterðBaby Blue Bear 


