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The night was dark and ominous. The sky seemed blacker and more forbidding than ever. Flashing lights cut through the gloom. Sirens wailed, echoing through the streets, drawing the attention of curious passersby.

The ambulance's sirens urged cars to clear the way on the congested, traffic-clogged roads.

Keren sat in the back, next to the paramedic, her eyes fixed on her friend Hezi, who lay unconscious on the stretcher. A bandage wrapped his head, darkened by a growing bloodstain.

Keren was shattered, shocked, and in pain.

Anxiety, terror, and fear gripped her.

She stayed mostly silent during the ride, tears streaming down her cheeks.

Her world had crumbled in an instant. Just yesterday, her life had been full of hope for a shared future, and now everything had shattered into pieces.

Had she lost the most precious thing in her life? She had to cling to hope, no matter what.

The ambulance screeched to a halt at the entrance of Ichilov Hospital in Tel Aviv. The doors swung open as a team of nurses and a doctor rushed a gurney toward the vehicle.

Dr. Snir shouted, "On three, we lift together! Understood?"

The team nodded, each gripping a side of the critically injured patient. They carefully lifted him and placed him on the gurney.

"Take him to the operating room," Dr. Snir ordered.

The team hurriedly wheeled the gurney inside, with Dr. Snir close behind.

Keren hurried out of the vehicle, doing her best to keep up with the team pushing the gurney before they disappeared down the hospital corridors.

"Move aside!" Dr. Snir shouted at curious onlookers who lingered at the sight of the team escorting the injured man.

Suddenly, Dr. Snir noticed Keren, whom he hadn’t seen until that moment.

"Who are you?" he asked impatiently.

"I'm his girlfriend," she replied.

"Wait in the visitor’s room, and we’ll update you on his condition later."

The gurney passed by the reception desk, where clerks and nurses sat watching them with curiosity.

"Locate his family and call for an anesthesiologist immediately," Dr. Snir shouted at them, continuing on his way without waiting for an answer.

The operating room doors burst open, and the gurney, along with the entire team, disappeared inside.

Keren sat alone in the lobby, waiting anxiously for news about the surgery. She looked exhausted, scared, helpless, somewhat detached, but mostly worried about her boyfriend’s well-being. She wiped away the tears streaming down her cheeks.

The receptionist noticed her and walked over, offering a glass of water.

"Here," she said kindly. "The social worker will come soon to check on you."

"When will I know how he’s doing?" Keren asked.

"Only when the surgery is over. It might take many hours. We’re all praying for his recovery and for the surgery to be successful."

Keren lowered her gaze, silent.

"I believe he’ll be okay," the receptionist added, before returning to her desk.

People passed by, some casting curious glances, while others ignored her completely.

A short while later, the social worker arrived.

"Hello, my name is Mira. I’ll keep you company. You can share whatever’s on your mind or anything that’s troubling you."

Keren chose to remain silent; she had been through too much in one day and didn’t feel like talking.

Mira understood, pulled out a business card, and handed it to Keren.

"This is the phone number for the Victims of Hostilities Association. They provide psychological and legal advice and will explain the rights you’re entitled to. Everything is free of charge."

Keren took the card and said, "Thank you."

Mira left, and Keren was alone again.

The hours dragged on, each one feeling like a year.

It was late. The hospital was emptied of visitors and now resembled an abandoned, desolate building. Patients’ groans echoed through the halls, some calling out for a nurse’s help, praying she would arrive quickly.

Keren approached the receptionist, hoping for an update, but there was no new information.

"We’ll let you know as soon as we hear anything," she promised.

Hope turned to despair, then back to hope, over and over again.

Fatigue overcame her, and Keren fell into a deep sleep, her head resting against the wall.

After what felt like an eternity, Dr. Snir finished the complex surgery.

"Transfer him to the intensive care unit," he said as he stepped out of the operating room.

Dr. Snir looked drained and weary. It had been one of the most challenging surgeries of his career. He changed his clothes and went to the reception desk for more information.

"Did you manage to find his parents?" he asked curiously.

"He doesn’t have parents; he’s an orphan," the receptionist replied.

"No other family?"

"No. His girlfriend is here," she said, pointing to the girl asleep in the waiting room.

Dr. Snir approached Keren and gently touched her shoulder.

Keren woke with a start from a dream she couldn’t remember.

"I’m the doctor who operated on Hezi."

"How is he, Doctor?" she asked, trying to focus.

"It’s hard to say. Right now, we’re trying to stabilize him. We removed two bullets from the back of his skull and managed to stop the bleeding in his brain. I can’t promise you he’ll make it. He may not wake up at all, or he could fall into a coma. If he does wake up, he could be paralyzed for the rest of his life—or worse, he may not survive. It’s too early to tell. I’d advise you not to get your hopes up, though it’s not really my place to say."

"Doctor, can I see him?"

"Not right now. It’s better if you go home and rest. We’ll update you on any changes, for better or worse."

"I'm done with my shift. I can give you a ride home or call you a taxi, whichever you prefer."

"I’d rather you take me home," she said, lowering her gaze to the ground in despair.

"Alright, let’s go. My car is parked around the back of the building."

Keren got up from her seat and followed him. When they reached his car, she was surprised to see that it was simple, old, and not as luxurious as she had imagined.

Dr. Snir pressed the remote, unlocked the door, got in, and sat in the driver’s seat. Keren followed and sat beside him.

He started the car, turned on the radio, tuned it to soft music, and began to drive.

"Where to?" he asked, opening an app on his phone.

"12 Arlozorov Street," she replied.

Dr. Snir entered the address and continued driving.

She stayed silent the entire way, her mind racing with thoughts.

Would Hezi make it? Would she have to visit him in the hospital every day for a long time? Would he be paralyzed for life?

Dr. Snir didn’t want to add to her burden. She’d been through a traumatic day, so he remained silent as well. The heavy quiet filled the car until they reached her home.

"Thank you, Doctor," she said, hurriedly exiting the car and quickly making her way inside.

She entered her house quietly, without turning on the light, to avoid waking anyone. Her mother, who had been worried, sat on the couch in the living room, anxiously awaiting her return.

It was three in the morning. In a few short hours, daylight would break, erasing the horrors of the previous night and leaving some with painful scars and lingering fears.

"Where were you? I was worried about you," her mother asked, suddenly approaching as Keren closed the door behind her.

"I was with Hezi," she replied, without elaborating.

"Is everything okay? You came home late," her mother asked, still concerned.

"Yes. No. I don’t want to talk about it," Keren answered, heading to her room, leaving her mother watching as she walked away.

Keren closed her door, lay down on her bed still in her clothes, and struggled to fall asleep.

The horrors of the night replayed in her mind, relentless and more intense than ever.

Dawn broke, and the street outside came to life. Her parents left for work, leaving her alone. Loneliness and anguish consumed her, dragging her into the abyss, into the threatening darkness.

Keren felt paralyzed; she could barely get out of bed and drag herself to the bathroom. Every little noise startled her, every sound beyond the door from the bustling street seemed to threaten to awaken the dormant demons inside her soul.

She returned to her room, shut the door, and crawled back into bed, trying to escape the terror of life.

For most of the day, Keren stayed in her room, lying in bed, frozen with fear. Her heart raced, and beads of sweat formed on her forehead.

Memories of the previous night's horrors surfaced again and again, giving her no peace, battering her like relentless waves.

Sarit’s mother—Keren’s mother—returned from work in the early afternoon and found Keren still locked in her room.

"Keren, are you okay?" she asked from behind the door.

"Everything’s fine," Keren lied. But when Sarit invited her to eat, she refused to come out. Only in the early evening did she gather the strength to get up, drink some water, and eat a little. When Sarit tried to get her to talk and open up, Keren shut herself off and quickly returned to her room, locking the door behind her.

The nights were unforgiving. Keren would dream and wake up in a panic, sitting upright in bed, staring into the darkness of the room, sweating and frightened. For a long time, she tried to stay awake, afraid that if she closed her eyes, the nightmares would torment her again. The moonlight streaming through the windowpanes cast threatening shadows of the objects scattered around the room. Keren ignored them, and finally, sheer exhaustion would take over, and she’d fall asleep for the rest of the night. Whenever her parents tried to get her to open up, she pushed them away and escaped to her room.

Sarit, however, didn’t give up. She knew that if she turned a blind eye or, heaven forbid, ignored the situation, Keren’s distress would worsen, leading to a serious decline in her mental state. A few days passed, and Keren’s mental health did deteriorate, just as her mother had feared.

One morning, when Keren came out of her room to use the bathroom, Sarit seized the opportunity, slipping into her room and quietly waiting on her bed. When Keren returned, she was startled to find her mother there, looking alarmed.

"Come, sit next to me. I don’t bite," Sarit said with a smile. Keren reluctantly sat beside her.

"I’m your mother; you can tell me anything." At that, Keren broke down, tears pouring from her eyes. Sarit pulled her into a tight embrace.

"It’s okay. Let it all out; you’ll feel better afterward."

Keren sobbed, and when she finally calmed down, she started telling her mother about the events of that dark Saturday night. When she finished, Sarit looked horrified.

"That’s awful. I had no idea you were there," she said, then asked, "How is he?"

"I don’t know. He’s in intensive care, and they wouldn’t let me in."

"Let’s hope he pulls through," Sarit replied, then added gravely, "The important thing is that you’re safe and healthy, but you really need to see a professional, a psychologist. This is a serious trauma. You can’t ignore it."

"The social worker at the hospital gave me this." Keren took out a business card from her pocket and showed it to her mother.

"Do you want me to call her?" Sarit asked, her concern deepening.

"No, I’ll call."

"Alright. Call her today—don’t put it off."

"Okay," Keren replied.

Sarit left the room, deeply worried about her daughter’s health, and hurried to update her husband, Yotam. He seemed surprised, trying to gather as many details as possible from his wife.

"I saw it on the news; it was a terrible incident. I never imagined she was there," he responded anxiously. "What are we going to do?"

"She’ll meet with a psychologist, and we’ll see how things progress."
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Keren called the "Returning to Life" organization with great trepidation. A woman answered on the other end, took her details, and scheduled an appointment with Yoni, a psychologist.


"We at the organization will support you and advise you as much as needed. You're in good hands; there's no need to worry," the woman reassured her.


When Tuesday arrived, Keren left the house accompanied by her mother. It was cold and raining—weather she didn't like. Winter always made her sad; she much preferred sunny days. Sarit opened the umbrella to shield them as they walked toward the nearby parked car.

Sarit opened the door, letting Keren get in first while holding the umbrella over her. She closed the door and quickly made her way to the driver's seat, folding the umbrella before starting the car and driving toward the city center.

Keren remained silent and withdrawn the entire ride. Even the voice of the radio announcer didn’t register in her mind. Sarit occasionally glanced at her with worried eyes but chose not to break the silence.

The rain had stopped, but dark clouds still hung overhead, threatening to release another downpour at any moment. When they arrived at a tall, gray building with dark windows, Sarit said, "We're here. Call me when you're done, and I'll come pick you up."

"Okay, Mom," Keren replied, hesitantly stepping out of the car and walking toward the building's entrance.

On the seventh floor, Keren saw a glass door with the organization's name, "Returning to Life." She opened it slowly.

"Are you Keren?" the receptionist asked, noticing her as she looked around the reception hall.

"Yes," Keren answered, walking over to her.

"Dr. Gordon is waiting for you in his office," the receptionist said, pointing to a nearby door.

With great apprehension, Keren opened the office door and peeked inside.

"Come in," Dr. Gordon smiled, inviting her in.

The office had an old-fashioned look. It wasn’t the kind of room she had imagined—there was no couch. A gloomy landscape painting hung on the white wall, and a wooden desk stood in front of an older man with gray hair. The blinds on the window overlooking the busy street were closed, and the room was dimly lit.

Keren sat down in the chair opposite him and lowered her gaze.

"How are you?" he asked gently.

"I'm okay," she replied, looking up to meet his eyes.

"I want you to know that we're here to help, and everything you say will stay between us," he assured her.

Keren nodded but said nothing.

"There's a coffee corner if you'd like something to drink," Dr. Gordon said, pointing to a small table in the corner of the office with boxes of sugar, tea, coffee, and a hot water kettle.

"No, thank you," she replied politely.

"Let's start from the beginning," he said, his face growing serious. "Tell me a little about yourself."

"There's not much to tell. My name is Keren. I finished studying architecture and interior design. Right now, I'm working a temporary job at a clothing store."

"Do you have any hobbies?"

"I mostly listen to music, read books, and watch movies. Not much else."

"Do you have a partner?" he asked.

"Yes," she replied, lowering her gaze again.

"Tell me a little about your partner. What's his name?"

"His name is Hezi," she said, hesitating before continuing. "Hezi is full of life and funny. He mainly loves working with computers."

"How did you meet him?"

Keren smiled. "It happened a few months ago. Hezi was going through a tough time. His mother was terminally ill, and he had to leave his job to take care of her. Before we started dating, he had been seeing other women, but he couldn't form serious relationships, and his mother's illness put an end to his attempts.

After a long struggle, his mother passed away. Hezi was devastated. He was left alone in the world..."

"Where's his father?" Dr. Gordon interrupted.

"His father was killed in the war when Hezi was about a year old. He doesn't remember him, just has a few family photos from happier times."

"That must have been hard for him," Gordon remarked.

"Yes. His mother’s death left a huge void, and there were also debts—mainly water and electricity bills."

"He must have inherited something," Gordon noted.

"Just the old apartment. His mother was a pensioner living on a stipend, and she didn’t have any savings."

Gordon looked at her deeply, pondering how to continue. "So, Hezi was left alone," he finally said.

"Yes. Of course, he mourned her, and for a month, he couldn’t do anything. It took him a while to pick up the pieces and move on. He needed to find a new job to start supporting himself and pay off the debts."

Gordon glanced at the clock on the wall. An hour had passed in the blink of an eye. He smiled at her and said, "Time... time flies too fast. Time is a precious commodity. If I could buy more time, I’d get so much more done. But unfortunately, that’s not possible. Shall we meet on Thursday?"

"Yes," she replied.

"Thursday at five, then," he confirmed.

Keren stood up, said goodbye to Gordon, and left his office. She called her mother, asking her to come pick her up. Keren waited on the street for about twenty minutes until Sarit arrived, navigating through the heavy traffic.

When she pulled up near the entrance, she rolled down the window. "Come on, get in."

Keren got in, closed the door, and settled into her seat.

"How was the meeting?" Sarit asked curiously.

"It was fine," Keren replied, not offering any further details.

"Would you like to go visit Hezi in the hospital?"

Keren was overwhelmed with emotions, and the thought of seeing Hezi again made her feel vulnerable. She wasn't sure she could handle it. But after a moment of reflection, she said, "Okay, let's go to the hospital."

When they arrived, they inquired at the reception desk about Hezi’s room. The receptionist typed his name into the system and looked at the screen.

"He's in intensive care, on the 5th floor," she said.

They got into the elevator and reached the fifth floor. After asking for further directions, they continued down a narrow corridor, entered the department, and cautiously approached the room where Hezi was hospitalized.

Keren entered slowly, bracing herself for the worst. Hezi lay in bed, unconscious and connected to a ventilator. A large, blood-stained bandage covered his head. Sarit followed her, standing beside her daughter and looking at Hezi with compassion. She placed a comforting hand on Keren’s shoulder and pulled her into a hug.

Keren sat down in the chair next to Hezi's bed and took his hand. Tears streamed down her face. She remained there for a long time, lost in the silence that filled the room—whether from shock or discomfort, she couldn't tell.

Sarit gently touched her shoulder again. "It's time to go," she whispered.

"Hezi, can you hear me?" Keren asked, hoping for a miracle, but there was no response.

Reluctantly, she stood up and left the room with her mother. Her heart was heavy with sadness, but deep down, she clung to the hope of better days ahead.

On the way home, Sarit said quietly, "I find it hard to believe he’ll recover. And even if he does, he’ll likely be disabled or paralyzed for the rest of his life."

"He will recover. I can feel it," Keren insisted.

"I think you should move on."

"I'm not going to leave Hezi alone. He needs me, and I love him," Keren said angrily.

"You two have only been together for barely three months," her mother pointed out.

"And they were the most beautiful moments of my life."

"I'm just saying..." Sarit began, but she fell silent when she saw Keren turn away and stare out the window, detached.

Sarit believed Keren was making a mistake with Hezi. There was no real future in this relationship. Even if he woke up, he would likely remain disabled and dependent for the rest of his life. Why should Keren have to endure that? She was still young, with her whole life ahead of her. She could meet someone else, fall in love again, and build a family.

As these thoughts raced through Sarit's mind while she drove, she chose to remain silent, for now.
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