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Prologue

In early June 1967, the roar of Israeli aircraft engines shattered the stillness of the Sinai Desert, where dust kicked up by combat vehicle wheels mingled with the smoke of battle. In the distance, the Egyptian radars, until then impenetrable, fell one by one under the air strikes of the Israeli Air Force. It was a tactical triumph in the midst of chaos, but there was no time for celebration.

On the ground, Israel’s men fought to survive. Three young soldiers, trapped in a hostile, inhospitable terrain, became symbols of a greater sacrifice: the struggle for the security of a nation that would never leave its sons behind. As their comrades flew toward the horizon to secure new victories, they were captured, separated from hope, condemned to an uncertain fate.

But Israeli soldiers did not give up. A rescue was underway. It was not only about saving lives; it was about sending a clear message to the world and to Israel’s enemies: no man will be left behind.

In the shadows of the desert, the war was not merely a battlefield; it was a stage for sacrifice, courage, and resilience. And in some forgotten corner of Sinai, the echo of war resonated, not only in the explosions, but in the soul of a people who would never let hope die out.
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Nasser’s Speech
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The morning of June 5, 1967, dawned hot and scorching in Cairo. Tahrir Square, known for its enormous size and vitality, was packed with thousands of people. The Egyptians, their faces full of patriotic fervor, gathered in the heart of the city, waiting to hear the words of their leader, Gamal Abdel Nasser. The atmosphere was charged with tension, a palpable mix of excitement and nervousness, as the sound of the crowd’s chants echoed throughout the square.

Nasser, dressed in his immaculate military uniform, rose to the podium, his eyes gleaming with determination. With a firm gesture, he raised a fist in the air, and his voice thundered, cutting through the square’s uproar.

“Brothers!” he began, his tone deep and grave. “The Zionist enemy has challenged our dignity for too long. Today, I tell you: their time has come. Our aircraft will soar through the skies, our tanks will crush their cities, and the Sinai Desert will be their grave. Victory will be ours!”

The crowd erupted in cheers, the chants intensified, and Egyptian flags waved throughout the site. Nasser smiled, his confidence overflowing. He had mobilized his troops into Sinai, closed the Straits of Tiran, and signed strategic pacts with Jordan and Syria. The Arab world was more united than ever, and the threat of Israel’s destruction seemed imminent. Nasser’s words, laden with audacity, were a rallying cry that resonated in the hearts of all present.
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The War Room
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Thousands of miles away, in an underground bunker in Tel Aviv, the atmosphere was grim and charged with tension. The members of the high command of the Israel Defense Forces, known as Tzahal, were gathered in a room lit only by the dim light of several desk lamps. The room, typically full of life and strategy, now seemed steeped in an unsettling stillness. On the table, spread-out maps showed red and blue lines representing borders, enemy movements, and Israeli troop positions. Intelligence officers at the foot of the table analyzed the latest updates from satellites and reconnaissance aircraft, which provided real-time imagery of the Egyptian army’s movements.

The computer screens, mostly dark, flickered occasionally with new alerts. A radar operator issued a last-minute report: “We have visual confirmation. Endless columns of Egyptian tanks advancing toward the southern border. The enemy is approaching our defense line.” A murmur ran through the room.

The intelligence reports were clear: the Egyptian army had not only closed the Straits of Tiran, blocking Israel’s access to its vital port on the Red Sea, but was now advancing through the Sinai Desert with the clear intention of cornering Israel. Israeli radars began detecting approaching enemy aircraft. The situation was critical.

It was General Moshe Dayan, a man whose presence on the battlefield had been as iconic as the patch covering his lost eye—a mark of years of bloody combat. His face, hardened by the scars of war and the weight of past decisions, remained impassive. Yet his expression, marked by suffering and lived experiences, reflected the gravity of the moment. He knew he stood at a crossroads: the survival of his nation hung in the balance.

The silence that reigned in the room was absolute, broken only by the rustle of paper being examined and the soft clicks of keyboards. Officers communicated in whispers, their hands on reports, frowning at each update. As images were projected onto a large screen, showing the imminent advance of Egyptian troops, the anxiety increased.

Dayan approached the table, studying the map with an intensity that made the other officers fall silent, awaiting his orders. His voice, when he finally spoke, cut the tension in the air like a sharp blade.

“We cannot wait,” he said in a firm but calm voice, almost sepulchral. His words were clear and direct. “If we don’t act now, it will be too late. They’re advancing with everything. If we allow them to reach our borders, there will be no time for anything else. No defensive maneuvers will be possible, no room for negotiation. Whatever we do, it must be now.”

Dayan’s words echoed in the room, clarifying the imperative of the situation. In his years of combat, he knew that wars were won not only with force, but with swift, precise decisions. He had witnessed too many moments when a small opportunity, a fraction of a second, could mean the difference between life and death.

“We need a bold operation, something that takes the wind out of their lungs. Something that strikes them before they can even think to defend themselves,” he continued, raising his index finger to emphasize each word. 

The officers exchanged glances, aware that this was no simple raid. It was a suicide mission. But the alternative was far worse.

It was then that the plan took shape. The commander of the Air Force, General Ezer Weizman, contributed the idea. “If we manage to destroy the enemy’s radar installations, they’ll be blind to our aircraft. Our Air Force will have total freedom to attack undetected. We can deliver a devastating blow without them even realizing what’s happening if we combine the action with evasive maneuvers and low-altitude flying to avoid detection by any remaining radars within Egyptian territory.”

General Dayan nodded slowly. “Perfect. An elite commando unit will infiltrate Sinai, penetrate enemy lines, and destroy those radars. There’s no margin for error. If they succeed, it will be a precise strike that will completely dismantle the enemy’s early warning capability.”

The room filled with murmurs of approval, but also uncertainty. The operation was extremely risky. Sinai was vast and dangerous, the Egyptian army was well-prepared, and the radars were vital for coordinating their air offensive. The chance of being detected before completing the mission was high.

“We have only one shot,” Dayan said, closing the map with one hand. “We cannot afford to fail. The soldiers we choose for this mission will be men willing to sacrifice everything. If we fail, it will be the end of everything.”

At that moment, the silence turned into a collective decision. The operation had to be set in motion immediately. Over the next few minutes, coordinates and mission specifics began to be outlined. The Tzahal War Room had laid out the strategy for one of the most important missions in Israel’s history, and although the officers’ faces reflected determination, they also showed deep concern. They knew the infiltration mission was just the beginning. The Egyptian forces were still advancing, and time was against them.

General Dayan finally stood, his serious gaze passing from one officer to the next. “Make it happen. Israel depends on you. We will not let our borders fall.”

The orders were issued, and in the blink of an eye, the war room, previously so silent, buzzed with frantic activity. Telephones began to ring, officers started coordinating movements, and elite units began preparing for their mission, unsure if they would ever see the light of day again.
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The Mission of the Three
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David Cohen, assault tactics specialist and leader of the commando unit, adjusted his backpack firmly as he checked his equipment one last time. His hands, calloused from years of training and combat, handled the tools with an almost mechanical skill, showing no trace of nervousness. At thirty-two, he was a veteran of many dangerous missions, and his face, weathered and marked by scars from old battles, spoke of a man who had survived the worst that war could offer. His gaze, cold and resolute, reflected the weight of a responsibility that went beyond his own well-being.

David fought not only for his country; he carried with him the legacy of his family. The son of Polish immigrants who had survived the Holocaust, he had grown up with stories of suffering and resistance, of deep losses that had marked his mother and father’s lives. That collective pain of his people had made him a man of firm principles, but it also drove him to act with the urgency of someone who knows his people’s history can never repeat itself. For him, this mission represented not only a military strategy, but a necessity for survival, a constant reminder of the past atrocities that had marked his family.

Beside him, Ari Levitt, a twenty-five-year-old expert sniper, adjusted his rifle with skill and determination, though his mind was full of doubts. He had been trained for war, but now, in the middle of the Sinai Desert, everything seemed different. War was not as he had imagined in his youth; it was brutal, devastating, and at times, inexplicable.

Ari had grown up in Brooklyn, in an Orthodox family that dreamed of seeing him become a rabbi, a man of faith and spiritual leadership. From a young age, he had felt a deep connection to his faith, but the call of the Zionist ideal had driven him to leave his former life behind and emigrate to Israel in 1958. He and his family had made enormous sacrifices, and the idea that he might play a role in the creation and defense of a Jewish state was what kept him steady. However, the reality of the battlefield was far more complex. The desert sun weighed heavily on him, and the heat, along with the sound of weapons and the suffering around him, made him question whether he had made the right decision. “Was this truly what he had been looking for?” he wondered, though answers did not come easily.

Isaac Ben-Moshe, known as Izzy, the third member of the commando unit, was an expert in explosives and tactical demolitions. He was also a robust man, with a boxer’s physique that showed the hardness of a man born to endure. His affable nature, however, concealed a deep sensitivity that few knew. 

At twenty-eight, Izzy was a mixture of physical and emotional strength, someone who had learned to survive from a young age. He had grown up in a poor neighborhood in Tel Aviv, surrounded by the
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