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M
eir Greenfeld was a few months past his bar 
mitzvah, in 2003, when he was diagnosed with 
Myelodysplastic Syndrome, a rare form of blood 
cancer. When Meir heard his diagnosis, the first 
thing he said to his mother, Miriam, was, “If 
this is what Hashem wants, we’ll accept it.” The 
next thing he said was, “Does Tatty know? How 
will he handle this?”

The Greenfelds are members of both the Vizhnitz and Satmar com-
munities. They live in Boro Park. As Meir’s friends discussed their plans 
for summer camp, he chimed in, “I’ll be going to a different camp; it’s 
called MSKCC, Memorial Sloan Kettering Cancer Center.
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Throughout the years of treatments, re-
lapses and hospitalizations, Meir found 
ways to give to others. After his first trans-
plant, he met Frumy Horowitz, who heads 
the Bein Ish Ubein Uchiv organization; 
Bein Ish offers physical, emotional and 
financial support to families dealing with 
serious illness. Frumy told Meir about a 
mother from Eretz Yisrael undergoing a 
lung transplant whose son and daughter 
were both engaged. From his hospital bed, 
Meir wrote a letter and sent it to as many 
people as he could think of. He raised 
$22,000 for that family. 

Once, a nurse asked Miriam, “How are 

you so positive? Aren’t you angry at G-d?” 
Miriam explained, “When you view the 
front of a tapestry, you see a beautiful 
picture. But if you turn it over, you’ll see 
knots, tangled threads and loose pieces. 
That mess is what’s in front of us, but G-d 
has the finished picture. I think about that, 
and I feel hopeful.”

Meir managed to hold onto his sense of 
humor. Just before his hair fell out, Miriam 
brought him to the sheitelmacher to fit his 
kappel with peiyos. He was sitting in the 
sheitelmacher’s chair, in front of the mirror, 
when he got a phone call. He picked up 
and said, “Sorry, I can’t talk now. I’m at the 
sheitelmacher.”

Rabbi Binyomin Eisenberger visited 
Meir and asked to speak to him alone. He 
asked Meir if he knows what’s going on, 

and Meir said, “Yes. I’m prepared for what 
will be, and I accept it with ahavah. I know 
it’s from Hashem. But I still have hopes of 
getting better. I want to be a Bein Ish vol-
unteer one day.”

Miriam and Meir Greenfeld met Chana 
Devorah Goldberg and her sweet baby, 
Tzirel, in the hospital.

Chana Devorah grew up on Long Island, 
where her parents run a Chabad House. 
She lives in Crown Heights. Tzirel, her 
fourth child, was born in 2005. Tzirel was 
healthy at birth. When she was seven 
months old, she began losing weight and 
growing listless, and the testing began. A 

month later, the doctors discovered that 
Tzirel had a tumor on her kidney, and she 
was admitted to Sloan Kettering.

 Occasionally, Meir would meet Tzirel 
in the hallway of the hospital. Once, when 
Tzirel wanted to play, the nurses put out a 
sheet and Meir got down on the floor, IV 
pole and all, and played with the little girl. 

There was hope, at the beginning, that 
Tzirel had the “favorable” type of kidney 
tumor—Wilms tumor—which is more 
common and more treatable. Soon after 
her surgery, on Purim, the doctor, a frum 
man, came into the hospital room. Chana 
Devorah says, “He was wearing a smiley-
face tie. We said, ‘a freilichen Purim’ to him, 
and he said, ‘I wish I had freiliche things to 
say to you.’ Our daughter was diagnosed 
with a Rhabdoid tumor of the kidney, 

which is rare and aggressive. I remember 
being told that only one in five children 
survive. We were sure that Tzirel would be 
that one.”

Chana Devorah learned that the Green-
feld’s room was the “go-to” place if you 
needed something. She says, “Miriam is 
my mother’s age. I looked at her in awe. 
She was always put-together. She took care 
of everyone. Once, when Bein Ish arranged 
for our family to spend Shabbos at a bun-
galow colony, Miriam told me, ‘I don’t want 
to see you here this Shabbos.’ Our family 
went to the mountains, but on Friday night 
Tzirel had a fever, and we were forced to 
return to the hospital. Early Shabbos 
morning, I knocked on Meir’s hospital 
room door and asked Miriam for a tichel.”

Tzirel was a happy child. She loved music. 
Someone gave her a gift of an iPod with 
headphones, and she listened and danced. 
She loved leaving the room. She figured 
out that when the IV pole was unplugged, 
she was free to go. Chana Devorah would 
put her into her stroller for a walk, and 
she’d insist on holding onto the plug, taking 
it with her, to ensure that she stayed free.

Neshamos Soar
At first, Tzirel responded well to treat-

ment, but then the tumor came back. The 
Goldbergs added a name. Tzirel became 
Chaya Tzirel. They looked for options in 
medical trials, but Chaya Tzirel didn’t 
qualify, and her condition worsened. Right 
after Yom Kippur 2006, the doctors put 
her into an induced coma due to her pain 
and discomfort, and the family was told to 
say goodbye.

Down the hall, Meir Greenfeld was 
waging his own courageous battle. Before 
Rosh Hashanah, Meir called each of his 
siblings to wish them a good Yom Tov. He 
made sure to mention every single one of 
his nieces and nephews. On Yom Kippur, 
as they davened Ne’ilah, Miriam told him 

“The mess is what’s in front 
of us, but G-d has the 

finished picture. I think about 
that, and I feel hopeful.”
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passed away. Chana Devorah and Yechiel 
went to the Greenfelds’ room to say Te-
hillim. Meir was there, covered. Nearby, 
Miriam was davening Hallel, while waiting 
for the chevrah kaddisha. Miriam explained 
that she wanted to show Hashem that she 
wasn’t angry. “I fixed his peiyos. I knew it 
was important to him to be neat. I didn’t 
know the halachos that a meis is muktzah 
on Yom Tov and that we don’t daven in a 
state of onenus.”

for everything.” At 4:45 a.m. he called out, 
“Mommy,” and Miriam answered, “Yes.” 
Then Meir said, “I don’t want to go.” Miriam 
says, “I should have told him it’s okay, but 
what I said to him was, ‘So don’t go.’”

On the second day of Yom Tov, when 
Yechiel wanted to go to the mikvah, Chana 
Devorah again told Chaya Tzirel to hold 
on until her father returned. 

A few hours later, on the morning of the 
second day of Sukkos, Meir Greenfeld 

to have himself in mind. He said, in Yiddish, 
“I don’t need to. I’ve already been helped.” 

One evening, Chana Devorah’s father 
and brothers were at the hospital and 
wanted to daven Minchah. Chana Devorah 
suggested that they daven at Meir’s bedside 
so that he could be part of the minyan. That 
was Meir’s last minyan.

As Sukkos drew near, Chaya Tzirel’s 
numbers kept dropping. Chana Devorah 
and her husband, Yechiel, stayed with her 
around the clock. 

On the morning of the first day of 
Sukkos, Yechiel wanted to leave the hos-
pital to go to a mikvah in a shul nearby. 
Chana Devorah told Chaya Tzirel, “Tatty 
is going to the mikvah. Don’t leave us now.” 

That night, Meir was in terrible pain. 
Miriam stood at his bedside the entire time. 
At one point, Meir called out to his brother, 
Yitzchak. When Yitzchak came to him, 
Meir took his hand and said, “Thank you 

“Whenever I felt like I needed 
to cry, I’d pick up the phone 
and call Chana Devorah. She 

would do the same.



When it was time to take Meir out of the hospital, through 
a back door unseen by visitors, Meir was wheeled out by his 
older brother, Volvy, and by Rabbi Goldberg, both of whom 
had gone to the mikvah that morning. Meir was taken out 
surrounded by purity. 

Yom Tov ended. Chana Devorah and her husband left Chaya 
Tzirel with a nurse and went upstairs to make Havdalah in the 
sukkah on the 15th floor. Again, they told her to hold on. 
Minutes after they got back, Chaya Tzirel’s numbers dropped 
to zero. She passed away ten hours after Meir.

The Goldbergs came home late that night. The levayah was 
set for the next day, Chol Hamoed. In the streets of Crown 
Heights, people were dancing at simchas beis hasho’eivah. They 
could hear the music from their apartment.

Chana Devorah says, “No one knew what it was like. When 
Chaya Tzirel was hospitalized, I was in the middle of three 
root canals, and I couldn’t finish them then. After she was niftar, 
I went back to the dentist, and she said, ‘You neglected your 
teeth for so long, the crown might not fit.’ I was so emotional. 
I kept thinking: You have no idea why I didn’t come. Lady, you 
have no idea!”

An Organization  
Is Born

The two women remained in touch. Miriam says, “When-
ever I felt like I needed to cry, I’d pick up the phone and call 
Chana Devorah. She would do the same, but I’m pretty sure I 
called her much more often than she called me. We were there 
for each other, which was vital for us at that point. It made me 
think about other mothers who lost children and didn’t have 
that support.”

She called Chana Devorah one day and said, “We’re going 
to start an organization. We’ll call it Our Tapestry. In thanks 
to Hashem for the friendship He has blessed us with, we’ll 
help others who are going down this painful road.”

The first issue of Our Tapestry magazine came out in Tishrei 
2007, a year after Meir and Chaya Tzirel were niftar. The first 
mailing list had 50 people. Now the database has over 1,200 
names. The magazine, which can range from 28 to 48 pages, 
focuses on stories and lessons of emunah after the loss of a child, 
and includes practical suggestions on coping, book recom-
mendations, questions and answers, and poetry. Many of the 
articles are written by bereaved family members. Sometimes a 
therapist or a rabbi will answer a question in the magazine, but 
it’s usually someone who, in addition to his or her profes-
sional experience, knows loss. A magazine for siblings, My 
Outlet, was added. 

NOW AVAILABLE
ON AMAZON!

WWW.MODERNJEWISHGIRL.COM
@MODERNJEWISHGIRL

"Jenna's engaging book about 
her spiritual journey into 

Judaism is an honest and often 
amusing memoir, peopled with 
a cast of  colorful characters. 
Her spiritual struggles (and 
lapses) are a counterpoint to 

her God-directed, deep 
longings. Readers will enjoy 

traveling with her on her 
journey."

-Sara Yoheved Rigler,
best-selling author and
international lecturer 
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Chana Devorah and Miriam funded the 
first magazine, and they found vendors who 
were willing to work with them on pricing. 
However, the cost of graphic design, print-
ing and mailing is considerable, and, even-
tually, reluctantly, the two women enclosed 
an envelope asking for support. They also 
placed dedication opportunities in the 
magazines.

The magazines are mailed to Our Tap-
estry members worldwide, free of charge, 
because as Miriam and Chana Devorah 
say, “We’ve already paid the membership 
dues.” An impressive amount of distribution 
is done by hand by dedicated volunteers in 
communities that include Boro Park, 
Crown Heights, Far Rockaway, the Five 
Towns, Flatbush, Flushing, Monroe, 
Monsey, Staten Island, Skver and Wil-
liamsburg in New York. In New Jersey, the 
communities include Edison, Lakewood, 
Passaic and Teaneck. There are also Balti-
more, Los Angeles, Antwerp, London, 
Melbourne, Montreal, Toronto, Ramat Beit 
Shemesh, Yerushalayim and more.

In-person group meetings followed. 
Many gatherings took place in Boro Park, 
and then a few in Monsey and Lakewood. 
Recently there have been some Zoom 
meetings, and one of the Our Tapestry 
husbands took the initiative and created a 
group for bereaved fathers, as well. 

Our Tapestry sends out yahrtzeit cards. 
This is the tenth year of the cards. They 
print a new card each year with a comfort-
ing message. Miriam is in charge of the 
mailing, and, somehow, she manages to 
arrange that the cards arrive exactly on the 
day of the yahrtzeit. 

Moms of Our 
Tapestry

Bereaved families find their way to the 
organization through friends or relatives 
who call Chana Devorah or Miriam, or 
who pass on their information. Some 
people are desperate to connect immedi-
ately—even during shivah—some a few 

weeks or a few months afterwards. There 
are others who don’t want to be part of a 
group at all. Miriam says, “We don’t call 
families unless there is a referral. We feel 
it’s intrusive to call without knowing be-
forehand that they want our help. When 
we are in touch with new families, we 
sometimes spend hours with them.” 

Many of the women in the group have 
never met in person. Some shared that 
when they happen to meet another Our 
Tapestry mom somewhere, they feel an 
instant sense of “long lost sister.”

Goldie Goldbloom’s son, Mendel, was 

killed on Simchas Torah last year. He was 
24 years old. Goldie lives in Chicago. She 
says, “Mendel was in the US military. Two 
officers came to our door to inform us, and 
then they said, ‘There’s a group you may 
want to join called TAPS.’ I went online, 
blundered through a month of meetings, 
but I realized it wasn’t for me. Chanukah 
was coming. It was my son’s favorite Yom 
Tov, and I was falling apart. A friend told 
me about Our Tapestry. It’s a worldwide 
group, which is helpful because if you’re 
bawling your eyes out in the middle of the 
night, someone, somewhere, is up and can 

One of the Our Tapestry 
husbands took the initiative 

and created a group for 
bereaved fathers, as well.



be there for you.”
Leah Paley lives in Virginia. Her son, Yossi, was diagnosed 

with leukemia in 1997. He was nine years old. She says, “We 
reached two years post-transplant. The doctor said, ‘Go, 
make a seudas hodaah. You’re done with this.’ Then Yossi 
relapsed. The second time was harder because he was older, 
and he knew what he was facing. He passed away six weeks 
before his bar mitzvah, in 2001. It was like I was in a desert. 
Alone. There were no frum groups. Then I found Our Tap-
estry. I started writing for their magazine. You’d think a 
magazine for bereaved mothers would be a downer—a bunch 
of sad people who lost their kids—but it manages to be 
upbeat.”

Leah adds, “Here’s a funny thought. The post office can 
be so unreliable. There’s no way to know when, or if, mail 
will get to its destination. But Our Tapestry manages to get 
the yahrtzeit cards out to people exactly on the yahrtzeit. It’s 
like Hashem puts wings on those yahrtzeit cards.”

Chanie Zaltzman lives in Toronto. In 2009, her healthy 
seven-month old baby, Shloimele, suddenly stopped breath-
ing. After shivah, Chanie and her husband flew to France 
to visit her parents. Before she left, Chana Devorah’s sister-
in-law, who lives in Toronto, came over and gave Chanie 
seven Our Tapestry magazines—all the magazines that had 
been published by Our Tapestry at that point. Chanie says, 
“I felt so alone on that airplane. I read the Our Tapestry 
magazines and, right away, I knew there’s a group of mothers 
who are my new family. I found peace in that.”

Eli Stein lives in Passaic. The oldest of her three children, 
Chavie, was diagnosed with Aicardi-Goutières syndrome in 
1995, when she was six months old. Chavie was physically 
and mentally handicapped. Although she needed constant 
care, the brightness of her personality shone through. Eli 
tells how she’d be driving down the freeway and Chavie 
would tilt to hang out of her wheelchair. Eli would pull over 
and straighten her out and she’d do it again. In her 14 years 
of life, Chavie said only two words. “I go.” Eli says, “It’s like 
someone forgot to tell her that she’s disabled. I’d take her 
swimming for five hours a day in the summer. She loved 
going. She kept trying to get out. Out of bed. Out of her 
wheelchair. Out of her body.”

Eli’s son, Isaac, was born when Chavie was almost three. 
When Isaac was four months old, the doctor noticed that 
he wasn’t focusing. This led down the familiar route of testing, 
and, eventually, Isaac was diagnosed with the same condition 
as Chavie, but with a mutation of cystic fibrosis, so he had 
respiratory issues as well. Chavie and Isaac’s lives overlapped 
by 11 years.

Eli joined Our Tapestry after Chavie passed away. She 
continued to take care of Isaac at home. She says, “Isaac was 
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a p’tchech. One of those kids who told ev-
eryone what to do. He communicated with 
pouts and smiles. He’d shake his head for 
no and blink for yes. At the end of last 
summer, during COVID, the doctors told 
me his kidneys were failing. They wanted 
to do a kidney biopsy. I knew there was 
nothing they could do for him, as he was 
at the end-stage of the disease, so I took 
him to the beach instead. The night before 
he was niftar, Isaac was sitting up, eating 
cholent. He passed away a month before 
his 23rd birthday. The only way I got 
through losing my children was with the 
support of those women.”

In Isaac’s last hours, the women on the 
Our Tapestry WhatsApp group said Te-
hillim with tears, begging Hashem to show 
kindness to the Our Tapestry sister most 
had never met.

Our Tapestry 
Today

Our Tapestry runs a number of What-
sapp chats, adding new ones as the need 
arises.

In 2015, the first WhatsApp group, Our 
Tapestry Mothers, was opened for women 
at all stages post-loss. It has 130 women 
on it. A smaller chat was opened for 
mothers who had children with handicaps. 

In 2016, Our Tapestry opened a group 
for sisters who lost siblings.

In 2018, Connected Moms Whatsapp 
chat was launched. This group is for mothers 
whose children passed away within the last 

five years; it has 72 members. One of the 
wondrous results of the Connected Moms 
chat is that women who, just a few months 
earlier, were shell-shocked and unsure about 
how to take their next step are now guiding 
the new mothers who came in after them.

An important Our Tapestry WhatsApp 
group, Brave and Bereaved, was also formed 
in 2018. That group has 28 women whose 
children struggled with mental or emo-
tional issues. One of the mothers on the 
group explains, “When a child commits 
suicide, or dies from an overdose, people 
might think it’s our fault, that our children 
chose to do something dangerous, or that 
we didn’t parent them well. On this group 
we validate each other’s efforts. We under-
stand that our children had an illness. It’s 
no different from cancer. People are so lost 
in the beginning, and when they join the 
chat, we’re all there to tell them that we 
understand. Just hearing from others who 
are further along in the process, even simply 
realizing that people can survive this, is 

critical for someone right after a loss.”
A chat for bereaved bubbies was added 

in 2019.
Our Tapestry also has a Tehillim group. 

On a child’s yahrtzeit, his or her name, 
picture, and a short write-up is posted, and 
the women divide the whole Tehillim.

Our Tapestry is a volunteer organization. 
It seems to run on love and miracles, along 
with dedication and hard work. Chana 
Devorah and Miriam meet every Monday. 
During COVID they speak over Zoom or 
on the phone, and they share documents 
on their computers. Chana Devorah is tech 
savvy. She handles the database and the 
computer work. Miriam is the people 
person. She’s the one who calls the new 
mothers. Miriam says, “There’s so much 
beauty in the way the two of us work off 
each other.”

Through the tangles of sorrow, two holy 
children and their mothers continue to 
weave a tapestry of stunning beauty that 
crisscrosses the globe. l
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MY CONNECTION 
WITH OUR TAPESTRY

M y son Yossi passed away in 2010. Two 
years later, my teenage daughter, Bracha 
Leah, wrote the first of two articles for 

the sibling section of Our Tapestry called My 
Outlet. Bracha Leah described how people came 
over during shivah to tell her what a good 
learner Yossi was, etc., but what she missed most 
was the little things: the way Yossi would fly up 
the stairs, vacuum cleaner in hand, if she 
screamed that she saw a bug; how amazed she 
was by how rich Yossi was—he could spend $20 
treating her to pizza and the biggest cup of soda 
ever; the annoying screech of his bike brakes 
that, she suspected, he did on purpose to let her 
know he was home. For Bracha Leah, My Outlet 
was a safe place—the only place—where she 
could write about her longing for the big brother 
who took the time to let his little sister know 
how much he loved her.

In June 2014, Chana Devorah called and 
asked me to speak at an Our Tapestry get-
together in Boro Park. Although I often travel 
to speak to groups, this one was different. I’d 
never been surrounded by so many women who 
knew what it felt like to bury a child. At Our 
Tapestry, tears were okay—mine and others. 
Afterwards, we stayed. We talked. We passed 
around pictures of our children. We told each 
other how they were special. We cried. We 
smiled. We shared the details that make all the 
difference on our perilous journey. 

I spoke at another Our Tapestry gathering in 
Boro Park in January 2020, when COVID was 
just hitting the airwaves as “a problem they’re 
having in far-away China…” Again, the roomful 
of women listened, and afterwards we went 
around the room, said our children’s names, and 
reminded ourselves that we don’t have to be 
alone in this. 


