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    To my great-uncle, István, whose life was claimed by hatred. May his memory be a blessing.
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​Preface
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This is not a book of arguments.

It does not try to win debates. It does not aim to be persuasive in the usual way.
It is not written for virality, or controversy, or comfort.
It is a record.

Of what was seen.
Of what was said—and not said.
Of what it felt like to watch a massacre occur, and then watch much of the world explain it away.
These pages do not attempt to summarise the conflict.
They are not a history of Gaza, nor a defence of Israeli policy.
They are not an answer to every question, nor a counterweight to every grief.
They are a response to something narrower, but more immediate:
The silence.
The celebrations.
The refusals.
They are written with a single conviction: that atrocity should not need context to be mourned.

And that any cause which requires the erasure of another people’s pain has already lost its moral compass.

This is not a comprehensive work. It is not detached.
It is, in parts, furious. In others, exhausted. In all, honest.
It asks only one thing of the reader:
To sit with what happened.
To sit with who turned away.
And to ask yourself: if it had been different victims—would the world have responded the same?


​PART I: FRACTURE
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​Chapter One: The Day the Sky Split Open
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There are days in history that feel like seams. They don’t simply pass; they rupture. Time folds around them, reassembles differently. October 7th was such a day.

It began, like so many such days do, in quiet. The sun rose. Birds made their usual inquiries. The air was dry. Somewhere, a father made coffee. A mother reminded a child to wear shoes. A young couple slept late, for once. It was a Saturday, after all.

And then the sky split open.

What followed is already known in outline, though not fully in feeling. That part remains stubbornly resistant to retelling. It sits behind the words, just out of reach. Brutality has a strange texture—it is both too large and too specific to grasp. The scale numbs; the details wound.

There were homes, invaded. Civilians, dragged. Children, murdered. Women, brutalised. Grandparents, executed in their beds. Young people at a music festival—dancing, then hiding, then running, then shot. Then filmed.

Not killed in crossfire. Hunted. Targeted. Chosen. Not collateral. Intended.

There is a difference between a war, and a pogrom.

In the stunned silence that followed, something ancient stirred. It was not simply grief—though grief came, and still has not left. It was recognition. A returning. An old cold wind through the broken window of Jewish memory. A sense that history, so often mocked as a neurotic obsession, had once again circled back—not as metaphor, but as event.

For those who carry that memory, it was not surprising. Only sickening.

People asked, in the hours and days after, how could this happen? But the better question was—how could anyone be surprised?

When people tell you they want you dead—and they chant it, and print it, and teach it to their children—you would do well to believe them. This is not pessimism. It is pattern recognition.

October 7th did not begin on October 7th. It began decades earlier, in sermons and manifestos, tunnels and textbooks. It began every time hatred was rationalised. Every time murder was called resistance. Every time people who should know better said the situation is complex, when what they meant was I don't want to look too closely.

What happened that day was not complex. It was exact. And it was made possible by years of cultivated indifference.

And yet, still—many did not look. Not really.

They heard, vaguely, about “clashes.” About “renewed violence.” Headlines floated in: “Israel declares war.” But war had already been declared—on Israel. In the most intimate, unforgivable way. And much of the world, when faced with Jewish death in its rawest, purest form, simply blinked and looked away.

For many, the grief of the victims was less interesting than the anger of the state.

Within hours, the conversations began to shift. “Context” was demanded. “Nuance” invoked. As if anything could explain the execution of a baby. As if rockets fired after the massacre could retroactively justify the slaughter that began it.

Even now, there are those who struggle to say what happened out loud.

But let it be said here, plainly:

It was a massacre.
It was terrorism.
It was an act of genocidal intent.
It was not resistance. It was not decolonisation. It was not the inevitable result of frustration. It was the calculated, gleeful extermination of Jews by men who filmed themselves doing it, and smiled for the world.

And the world—for too long—refused to flinch.

Something broke that day, not only in Israel, but in the global imagination of safety.

The lie that Jews had outlived the need to fear. The myth that progress was a straight line. The belief that antisemitism had become a historical curiosity—an antique hatred in the age of hashtags.

All of it, shattered. In one morning.

Because if this could happen—if children could be burned alive and still not believed—then we had not moved forward. Not really. We had only dressed the hatred in new clothes.

And worse—some had been waiting to wear them.

In the days that followed, a secondary horror unfolded—not of bodies, but of reactions.

Celebrations erupted in cities far from the carnage. Flags waved in the name of “freedom.” Sweets were handed out. Statements from cultural elites, institutions, and self-declared humanitarians were conspicuously missing—or worse, coded. The violence was mourned in one sentence, then explained away in the next. “Of course, all loss of life is tragic,” they said, before pivoting to grievance.

As if murder needed a footnote. As if horror required asterisks.

In London, Paris, Sydney, New York—marches. Not for peace. Not for coexistence. For vengeance. For erasure. For the end of the only Jewish state.

And in living rooms around the world, Jews watched, wordless. Numb not only from loss, but from the realisation that this loss would not be honoured.

There would be no global vigil. No mass candlelight mourning. No international declaration of solidarity with the Jewish people. No cathedral bells.

Just graffiti. And hashtags. And silence.

This is the part that is hardest to explain to those who did not feel it viscerally: the sense of sudden isolation. Of walking through a world you thought you belonged to, only to realise it would not make room for your pain.

You can’t make someone care. You can’t make someone see what they’ve chosen not to.

So you retreat. You grieve privately. You tell fewer people how you’re doing. You say “fine” a lot. You grow quiet around those who spoke too quickly. Or not at all.

And when people do speak—sometimes they say things like: it’s awful what’s happening over there.
Over where?
As if grief had a border.
As if murder was a matter of distance.

There’s a question that has hovered ever since: what does this moment require?

For some, the answer has been rage. For others, advocacy. Still others, withdrawal. But at the heart of it all is a simpler need: to be seen. Not as a geopolitical abstraction. Not as a symbol. Just as human.

October 7 was not a metaphor. It was not a strategic pivot point. It was not a statistic. It was the violent rupture of ordinary life. And it must be held that way. Remembered that way.

Because if we let it become rhetorical—if we file it away as “part of the conflict,” or reduce it to “the latest escalation”—we become part of its erasure.

The dead deserve more than that. So do the living.

There is no tidy ending to this chapter. No lesson neatly drawn. The event resists resolution—because it is ongoing. Because the hostages have not all come home. Because the sirens still sound. Because the slogans still spread. Because the hate did not retreat—it just got better at PR.

But let this be the start of a reckoning. A refusal to forget. A refusal to excuse.

Let this be the book where we say, enough.
Enough apologising for existing.
Enough explaining why our grief matters.
Enough pretending that genocide is a matter of perspective.
The sky split open.
We saw what lay beneath.
And this time—we will not look away.
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