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Chapter 1: Dawn of Terror
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The morning of October 7th, 2023, was bright and warm across southern Israel. Families in Kibbutz Be’eri were waking up, some preparing for Simchat Torah celebrations. Parents roused their children from bed, coffee brewed in kitchens, and the scent of morning dew still clung to the air. But in the skies above, an unseen storm was gathering.

At precisely 6:29 am, the first sirens wailed. At 6:30 am, the rockets came. Hundreds of them streaked through the sky, their trails forming ghostly lines against the blue morning. The Iron Dome intercepted some, but far too many got through.

At the time, Yael Harari was in her kitchen preparing breakfast for her two sons, Amit and Noam. The sirens were not uncommon, and like many in Israel, she had trained herself to react instinctively. “Come, boys, to the shelter,” she said in a voice that she tried to keep calm. But as she turned, her phone vibrated with an alert from the security team. Something was different this time. Something worse.

Hamas had breached the border fence. Hundreds of gunmen poured into Israel in pickup trucks, motorcycles, and even paragliders. They moved with ruthless efficiency, storming towns and kibbutzim with automatic rifles and RPGs. Israeli communities built in peaceful solitude were now war zones.

By 7:00 am, Hamas had reached Be’eri. The first gunshots rang out as militants went door to door, killing indiscriminately. Yael clutched her sons to her chest, whispering prayers she hadn’t spoken in years. Next door, the Levy family wasn’t as lucky. The terrorists set their home on fire, forcing them to flee. As they ran, bullets cut them down one by one.

On the outskirts of the kibbutz, Eitan Ravid, a retired soldier, grabbed his old rifle and positioned himself near his front door. His wife, Miriam, begged him not to fight. “There’s nowhere to run,” he told her, his voice grim. He managed to shoot down two attackers before a grenade shattered the doorway, sending shrapnel through his chest. His wife cradled him as he died, the horror of what was happening unfolding around her.

In Kfar Aza, another kibbutz nearby, similar horrors played out. Mothers shielded their children with their bodies, fathers pleaded with the attackers for mercy – mercy that never came. Israeli emergency responders, overwhelmed and unable to penetrate the war zone, could only listen in horror to the desperate calls for help.

By 8:00 am, emergency WhatsApp groups across the region were flooded with frantic messages. Some messages came from parents hiding in safe rooms, their voices shaking in voice notes. Others were from people who had managed to slip past the terror, warning others to stay hidden. A few came from those whose voices would soon be silenced.

The Nova Festival Massacre

Several kilometers away, at the Nova music festival near Re’im, thousands of young people were still lost in the rhythm of the early morning. The first sign that something was wrong was the distant roar of rockets, followed by the panicked blare of air-raid sirens. At first, some festival-goers thought it was part of the event, an unsettling but ultimately irrelevant background noise. Then the gunfire started.

Lior Sharabi, 24, was dancing with her best friend, Maya, when the crowd began shifting in panic. Confusion reigned. From the main stage, an announcement was made instructing people to evacuate in an orderly manner. But then, before they could reach their cars, the gunmen arrived.

They came in trucks, armed to the teeth, firing indiscriminately into the fleeing crowd. A stampede erupted. Lior grabbed Maya’s wrist and sprinted toward the tree line, ducking as bullets whizzed past them. Behind them, people fell – some dead, some wounded, some pretending to be dead in the hopes that the killers would pass them by.

Lior and Maya found temporary refuge in a ditch, where they lay flat, their hands gripping the dirt as they tried to stifle their breathing. Nearby, a young man was crying out for help, his leg shattered by a bullet. Lior wanted to move, to help him, but Maya grabbed her arm. “If you move, they’ll see us,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

For the next two hours, Lior watched as militants executed survivors one by one. Some were taken captive, dragged into trucks, and driven toward Gaza. Others, like the young man nearby, were simply left to die.

By 11:00 am, the gunmen had moved on, but Lior and Maya did not dare to leave their hiding spot until nearly dusk. When they finally emerged, the festival grounds were a graveyard. Cars burned in the distance, the smell of gasoline and death thick in the air. Bodies lay scattered in the grass, many of them young people who had started their morning in joy and ended it in horror.

The Response That Never Came in Time

The IDF, caught completely off guard, struggled to mount an effective response. At the Re’im military base, young soldiers found themselves surrounded, their outpost under siege. Calls for reinforcements went unanswered for hours, as elite units scrambled to regroup. It was only by mid-afternoon that Israeli forces began reclaiming areas, but by then, the damage was done.

In the settlements, rescuers moved cautiously from house to house, stepping over bodies, listening for the faintest cries of survivors. In some homes, entire families had been slaughtered together. In others, children were found alone, their parents executed beside them.

At 6:00 pm, the first images from the attack began to circulate online. The world watched in shock as footage emerged of civilians being kidnapped, homes set ablaze, and bodies desecrated.

By the time night fell, Israel was a country in mourning. And in Gaza, Hamas celebrated.

The war had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Festival of Death
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The Nova music festival was supposed to be a celebration of life, of music, of freedom under the open sky. Nearly 3,500 young people had gathered near Re’im to dance through the night and into the sunrise. As the first morning light painted the desert horizon, basslines pulsed through the air, a rhythmic heartbeat for a crowd blissfully unaware that their world was about to shatter.

At 6:29 am, the first rocket streaked across the sky. Some festival-goers barely noticed. Others, accustomed to Israel’s routine air-raid sirens, hesitated for a moment before continuing to dance. When the sirens blared, event organizers made a brief announcement, urging people to move toward their cars and leave in an orderly manner. But there was no time.

By 6:30 am, gunfire erupted. Dozens of Hamas militants had breached the border and were speeding toward the festival grounds in pickup trucks. Others landed via motorized paragliders, descending like shadows from the sky. Witnesses would later recall how the music had barely faded when the screams began.

Lior Sharabi, 24, had been dancing with her best friend Maya when the first shots rang out. At first, confusion reigned. Were they hearing fireworks? Then, as people around them started collapsing, the truth became clear. Terror had arrived.

“Run!” someone shouted. The crowd dissolved into chaos. Lior grabbed Maya’s wrist and sprinted, her heart hammering against her ribs. The sound of gunfire was deafening, a sickening counterpoint to the trance music still playing in the background.

Gunmen advanced methodically, spraying bullets into the fleeing crowd. Some people dropped where they stood, others tripped over bodies or stumbled in the loose desert sand. Cars clogged the single road leading out, drivers honking, screaming, trying desperately to maneuver out of the festival site. But there was no escape.

Lior and Maya veered off the main path, cutting toward a nearby grove of trees. Behind them, the slaughter continued. Militants executed those they caught, shooting them at point-blank range. Others were dragged into waiting vehicles – hostages for what would become a nightmare that stretched for months.

Crouching behind a low bush, Lior clamped a hand over her mouth, trying to steady her breathing. Beside her, Maya was trembling violently, her eyes wide with shock. Nearby, a young man lay moaning, his leg shattered by a bullet. “Help me,” he gasped, reaching toward them.

Lior made to move, but Maya yanked her back. “If you move, they’ll see us,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the distant screams.

For the next two hours, they remained frozen as the massacre unfolded around them. Lior watched in horror as the gunmen laughed and cheered, looting cars, setting tents on fire, and dragging sobbing captives into their trucks. A young woman who had been hiding under a car made a dash for freedom. A single gunshot ended her flight.

By the time silence fell, the once-thriving festival grounds had become a wasteland. Smoke curled from burning vehicles. The scent of gasoline and blood filled the air. The dead lay where they had fallen, their bodies twisted in unnatural poses.

Lior and Maya remained hidden until dusk. Only when the last militant truck had disappeared into the distance did they dare to move. Hand in hand, they stumbled through the debris, stepping over the fallen. Some of the bodies were familiar. Friends they had danced with just hours before.

Reaching the main road, they found a few other survivors, all of them hollow-eyed and shaking. A passing car – an off-duty paramedic fleeing the scene – slowed long enough for them to clamber inside. As they sped away, Lior turned for one last look at the festival grounds. The speakers still stood, silent now, their music replaced by the ghosts of those who would never dance again.

• • •
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Meanwhile, the Israeli Defense Forces scrambled to respond. Reports of the attack reached the military command center by 7:00 am, but the scale of the assault was beyond anything Israel had faced before. The Re’im military base, located just kilometers from the festival, was itself under siege. Calls for reinforcements went unanswered for hours as the IDF struggled to mount a coordinated defense.

By the time elite units arrived at the festival site in the afternoon, it was too late. The attackers were gone. What remained was devastation.

At 6:00 pm, footage of the massacre began circulating online. The world watched in shock as drone footage revealed the scale of the horror. Families in Tel Aviv, Jerusalem, and beyond frantically called
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