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Remembering Devorah Stubin 

Devorah was the happiest person I 

knew. She will be sorely missed. 

by Sara Cohen     

“Baruch Dayan HaEmet. They found 

Devorah.” 

The words burned through my phone 

as I woke up in the middle of the 

night hoping the text was good 

news. This was not the news I was 

waiting to hear. “No. It can’t be true. 

It must be a mistake,” I replied. “Are 

they sure?” 

I sobbed loudly as the reality of the 

truth sank in. For 48 hours I had 

been fervently praying, crying for 

the safe return of my dear friend, and 

now I was crying for our loss. 

Devorah was found inside her car 

which was submerged in the Passaic 

River, a result of a tragic accident. 

Devorah Stubin and I met when she 

moved to Passaic many years ago. 

Though we never attended the same 

school, somehow our friendship 

blossomed. We spent Shabbat 

afternoons together, family 

barbeques and became Sunday 

morning play date buddies. I was 

drawn to her sweet and fun nature 

and I quickly learned more about her 

and her hobbies as we got to know 

each other. 

Always with a smile on her face, 

Devorah was the happiest person 

that I have ever come in contact 

with. No matter the situation or what 

life circumstance she was dealing 

with, she radiated joy. She was a 

pure soul, with the ability only to 

spread love and kindness to the 

people in her life. 

I remember sitting in her room as a 

little girl and listening to her 

interesting stories that she would 

make up using her dolls as props. I 

was fascinated by my friend who 

had such a great imagination and 

happy nature, even at such a young 

age. 

When Devorah came to wish me a 

mazal tov at my engagement party I 

felt her true expression of love 

through her words and her smile. 

She had no ulterior motives; no 

reason to be there other than to 

rejoice with me in my simcha. She 

hardly knew anyone that was there 

but she took time out of her day to 

let me know how happy she was for 



 
2 

me. As a true friend, she wanted to 

share this special moment with me. 

Devorah was always looking to help 

other people and make them feel 

good. People could always count on 

her for a smile, a kind word or a 

genuine "how are you?" to make 

their day just a little bit brighter. 

You didn’t have to know her to get a 

grin or a thoughtful blessing for a 

good day. There was no such thing 

as a stranger in Devorah’s book; she 

felt that all people were deserving of 

her warm wishes. 

Devorah lived a short life when 

measured by numbers, but she lived 

an incredibly long one when 

measured by her acts of kindness 

and in the love and happiness that 

she spread. She left a mark on this 

world and her existence touched 

thousands of people’s hearts. 

Devorah accomplished more in her 

short life than many accomplish in 

four times the years that she had. 

People who had the privilege of 

knowing Devorah experienced her 

warmth and were inspired by her. 

She was a role model for the rest of 

us. 

In a world full of ersatz friends, 

Devorah was a true friend, a shining 

light of joy in people’s lives and a 

true example of a happy and fulfilled 

person. 

We will miss you Devorah. We will 

miss your smile and your laugh and 

we will cry over the loss of your 

sincere and loving nature. We will 

attempt to spread your light and joy 

to the world and we only pray that 

we can successfully follow in your 

footsteps.  

Dafna Meir: A Heartbreaking 

Farewell 

Murdered by an Arab terrorist in 

front of three of her children, her 

family says goodbye to a special 

soul. 

by Adina Hershberg   

This past Monday night was the first 

time that I heard about a very special 

person named Dafna Meir. 

Tragically, it was due to her murder 

by an Arab construction worker 

employed at a nearby site in the 

community of Otniel, in the southern 

Hebron Hills. 

An investigation revealed that Dafna 

had opened her front door to the 
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terrorist while three of her six 

children were home with her. The 

terrorist stabbed Dafna and a 

struggle ensued in which Dafna 

attempted to close the door. Renana, 

Dafna’s 17-year old daughter 

described the horrifying event, “I 

saw the terrorist stab my mother and 

she struggled with all her might so 

he would not come into the house 

and hurt us. At one point the knife 

got stuck and the terrorist could not 

get it out. Our eyes met. He looked 

at me and I looked at him. He kept 

trying to pull out the knife and it was 

clear to me he wanted to come and 

hurt me too.” 

Renana was screaming at the 

terrorist, and when he failed to 

retrieve his bloody knife, he ran 

away. After a two-day manhunt, 

police arrested a 16-year-old Morad 

Bader Abdullah Adais. 

On the morning of the funeral I 

joined one of the vigils on Highway 

60 waiting for Dafna Meir’s funeral 

convoy to pass by. 

While the vigil was being held, 

many of the army personnel 

suddenly jumped into their vehicles 

and raced off with sirens blasting. A 

person near me asked a soldier what 

happened and was told that there had 

been a terrorist attack in Tekoa, a 

20-minute drive from where we 

stood. (Please pray for Michal bat 

Esther, a young pregnant woman 

who was stabbed.) 

Scores of vehicles with Israeli flags 

hanging from them started passing 

by, along with an ambulance which 

held 38-year-old Dafna’s body. 

At the funeral, Atarah, the adoptive 

mother of Dafna, told the crowd that 

Dafna was up for adoption at a 

young age because her biological 

parents were not able to care for her. 

Despite the hardships, “She 

managed to build herself up, build a 

home and turn herself into a kind 

and giving woman.” 

“No matter how many children we 

have, we will also foster children in 

addition to our own.” 

Atarah spoke about Dafna’s decision 

to enlist in the IDF as well as 

Dafna’s decision to marry Natan. 

“Dafna told us that when Natan had 

proposed she said she only had one 

condition, ‘No matter how many 

children we have, we will also foster 

children in addition to our own.’ 

And that is indeed what happened. 
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They accepted Yaniv and Yair when 

they were three and one and a half. It 

wasn’t simple to find an adoptive 

family that would accept two 

brothers together. They invested so 

much in both of those children and 

in their own children.” 

An acquaintance of mine told me 

that both her son and Yaniv had 

been at a nursery school for children 

with special needs. On several 

occasions she had gotten a ride with 

Dafna and was impressed with 

Dafna’s friendliness and helpfulness. 

Yaniv and Yair had been born to a 

mentally retarded mother, and it was 

only after Yair’s birth that social 

services got wind of the fact that the 

mother was incapable of properly 

raising her children. 

Dafna’s husband Natan was the last 

to eulogize her at her funeral. “We 

met as soldiers on the border with 

Lebanon,” he said with tears in his 

eyes. “It took us a moment to fall in 

love…I said to you then, 

‘Welcome.’ I say to you now, 

‘Farewell.’ We are thankful for 

every moment we had with you. You 

left me six treasures. I will guard 

over them for you.” 

With eyes lifted to the heavens he 

stated, “Dear Father. I have no 

second thoughts about you at all. 

Give us strength, be present in our 

home and let us feel your warm 

embrace – your love.” 

“My Dafna is one in a million,” 

Natan continued. “One in a million, 

who grew up in a troubled home and 

managed to rebuild herself and give 

kindness back to the world.” 

Dafna had combined conventional 

medicine in her work as a nurse in 

the neurology department at Soroka 

Hospital in Be’er Sheva, and work 

as a natural therapist who 

specialized in the field of fertility. 

Many Jewish souls came down to 

this world due to Dafna’s loving 

guidance. 

Dafna was a shining star whose 

contributions to the Jewish people, 

as well as to people from other 

religions, continue to light up the 

world. (www.aish.com)  
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