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AMIR OEDICATES THIS BOOK TO...

God, the true giver and sustainer of life.

My family who is always there. The Lord has walked us, and our nation,
down some difficult paths this last year. I am so thankful that we are tak-
ing the journey together.

STEVE DETDICATES THIS BOOK TO...

The God who remains by my side. There is so much peace in knowing
that no matter the path, I am never traveling it alone.

Nancy, who is as much a part of this book’s creation as anyone. Before,
during, and after my recovery, you were always there carrying me through
without complaint. God has greatly blessed me by placing you by my side.

TOGETHER, WE OEDICATE THIS BOOK TO...

The many victims of October 7. Whether you were killed, brutalized,
beaten, taken hostage, or forced to run for your lives that day, we remem-
ber you and honor you. And for the families and friends of the victims,
we acknowledge the daily suffering you go through knowing what your

loved ones endured. Originating from a wounded place, this book was

created to ensure that the world never forgets your torment, your sorrow,
and the reason for your anger.
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“Turkey seems to be falling to pieces. .. We have a sick
man on our hands, a man gravely ill, it will be a great
misfortune if one of these days he slips through our hands,
especially before the necessary arrangements are made.”

TSAR NICOLAS I OF RUSSIA
(1853)

“Thus says the Lord Gob: ‘Behold, I am against you, O Gog, the
prince of Rosh, Meshech, and Tubal. I will turn you around,
put hooks into your jaws, and lead you out, with all your army,
horses, and horsemen, all splendidly clothed, a great company
with bucklers and shields, all of them handling swords. Persia,
Ethiopia, and Libya are with them, all of them with shield and
helmet; Gomer and all its troops; the house of Togarmah from
the far north and all its troops—many people are with you.”

EZEKIEL 38:3-b

Sovereignty is not given, it is taken.

MUSTAFA KEMAL ATATLRK,
FIRST PRESIDENT OF TURKEY (1881-1338)

“We must be strong so Israel won't be able to do
these things to the Palestinians. Just as we invaded
Karabakh and Libya, we will do the same to Israel.”

RECEP TAYYIP ERDOGAN
(JULY 23, 2024)






GLOSSARY

HEBRELU
abba — “father”

achi— “friend, bro”

achla — “wow, great, cool”

ababal - “idiot, moron”

al hapanim — lit.: “on the face”; “awful, terrible”

Avarnu et par’o, naavor gam et zeh — lit.: “We got through Pharoah, we'll get
through this too”

balagan — “mess, disaster, confusion”
behaiyecha — lit.: “in your life”; “oh, come on”
) Yy
betach — “of course”
boker rov — “good morning”
bul— “to the poing bingo”
chai biserer—lit.: “living in a movie”; “to have unrealistic expectations”
dohd — “uncle”
ein i musag—lit.: “I don’t have a concept”; “I have no idea”
ein matzav — lit.: “there isn't a situation”; “not a chance; impossible”
elef abuz — “1,000 percent right”
esh—lit.: “fire”; “awesome”
goy—“Gentile”
habibti — fem. “my dear”
ima — “mother”
layla tov — “good night”
[chaim — lit.: “to life”; used as a Jewish toast
mashu mashu—lit.: “something, something”; “great, fantastic”
motek — “sweetheart”
saba — “grandfather”
sababa — “cool, good”
safta— “grandmother”
tachles — “bottom line; in reality”
taut sheli — “my mistake; 'm sorry”

tembel — “jerk, idiot”



tuches — “backside”

walla — “wow”

yaldah — “gitl, daughter”

yalla—“lets go”

yeled — “boy, son”

yesh matzav — lit.: “there’s a situation”; “it’s possible”

yutz— “fool”

RARABIC
abni— “my son”

haji —lit.: “one who has made the pilgrimage to Mecca”; used to refer to
an Arab

kam assaaah — “What time is it?”
sayyida — “maam”

umm — “mother

FARSI
bodo — “hurry up”
gast-e-ershad — “guidance patrol; morality police”
inshallah — “if God wills”
mersi — “thank you”
negarani nadareh — “no concerns; no worries”

randan — “drive”

TURKISH

durmatk — “stop”
eller yukar: — “put your hands up”
giris— “entrance”

mavi vatan — “blue homeland”
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CHAPTER 1

NOVA MUSIC FESTIVAL, NEAR RE'IM, ISRREL—-
OCTOBER 7, 2023—06:15 (B:15 AM) IOT

F ire burst over the desert as the sun broke the horizon. Bright orange
at the edges, blood red below. The heat radiating from the glow cut
subtly into the cool of the desert. Crisp, fresh, unpolluted air bit at the
lungs, reminding one that they were alive and it was another day.

“There is nothing as beautiful as a desert sunrise,” Adira Halevi said,
leaning tighter against her man. “You were right, morek.”

Yossi Hirschfield, who was the back half of the spoon on the dusty
ground, squeezed her bare shoulder a little tighter, replying, “I always
am.”
Adira chuckled and turned her head to give him a little kiss.

This is a moment, Yossi thought, as the bass thumped from the
speakers behind them. 7he only thing that could make this better is if
it was just the two of us. This might even be the time I'd finally ask her to
make things a little more permanent.

But it was far from just the two of them out in the Western Negev.
Three thousand other sun worshippers surrounded them; some were
dancing in front of the stage, some slept or had passed out on the
ground or in tents, some were huddled with Yossi and his girlfriend,
watching the birth of a new day.
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12 THE SICK MAN'S RAGE

Behind him, someone started swearing, totally breaking the mood.
He turned to tell the guy to shut up but saw him pointing into the sky.
Dozens of bright lights were soaring through the air, seeming to float
toward them from the direction of Gaza. Yossi was so glad that he and
Adira had that moment with the sunrise because it was suddenly quite
evident to him that the party was at an end.

It had been just over two months ago that Adira had told him about
the Supernova Sukkot Gathering, better known as the Tribe of Nova
Festival, down in the Negev. He had heard of Nova and its ties into the
drug-laced trance culture. Electronic music, black lights, love, peace,
and nature, all blended with a dose of Eastern mysticism and a steady
supply of Molly, or MDMA.

Initially, Yossi was unsure about going. The event seemed kind of
weird, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to be around a bunch of drugged-
out hippies. This was despite the fact that, if asked, he would likely
admit to being a bit of a hippie himself. But his greater concern was
that it was being held only about five kilometers from the border with
Gaza. After wrestling with the decision a bit, he came to the conclu-
sion that, based on history, the worst that might occur is that they'd
have some rockets fired their way. If that happened, theyd all bug out
and head home. Besides, he'd been forced to say no to Adira so many
times lately because of his job, sometimes at the last minute. She always
seemed to understand, but still. It was obvious that she really wanted
to go, and he kind of owed her this one.

Yossi Hirschfield was an intel analyst for the Mossad, assigned to
assist a specific team of Kidon agents. When the Israeli intelligence
service, Mossad, wanted a person or persons eliminated, it passed the
operation down to Caesarea. And when Caesarea needed the job done
immediately and with absolute finality, it passed the assignment on to
Kidon. Yossi was not part of Kidon’s tip-of-the-spear wet work. His job
was back in CARL. He always smiled when he thought of CARL. He
and his offbeat fellow analysts had spent a lunch hour wrestling with
what to call their workroom. At the end of the break, they had settled
on the acronym CARL. What did the letters stand for? Absolutely
nothing. But those in CARL were the only ones who knew that, and
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as a result, the cryptic acronym had been the subject of many water-
cooler discussions throughout the Mossad compound.

The couple made the 90-minute drive from Tel Aviv to Re’'im on
October 6, arriving a little after dark. The rave was already in full gear,
and it took them about 15 minutes to hike in from where they had to
park their car along the side of the road. It would have been impossi-
ble for anyone to miss the location of the party—as they trekked the
dirt path, a glow rose into the sky and the rapid, steady beat from the
electronica carried through the cool desert night.

A couple minutes was all it took for Adira to start getting a lit-
tle groove to her walk. Turning, she grabbed Yossi’s hands, and they
danced as they hiked. She was beautiful—jet black hair, olive skin,
her face showing heavily her father’s Grecian background. When she
moved, it was with a dancer’s grace, showing off her long legs and bare
torso. For his part, Yossi’s long, light brown hair and matching hipster-
length beard caught the wind as he spun her and dipped her.

The two moved and swayed until Yossi took hold of her shoulders
and kissed her. They stood that way in the middle of the road with their
lips locked and their bodies pressed together, until he once again felt
her hips begin to move back and forth. She pushed him back with a
laugh, lifted her arms above her head, and started grooving to the beat.
Yossi, who was no slouch on the dance floor, joined her, and they con-
tinued on their way.

The festival was mayhem, but it was a controlled “everybody loves
each other” kind of mayhem. It made Yossi think of the spirit of Wood-
stock, only with glow sticks and ecstasy instead of mud and LSD.
Everyone was moving, everyone was smiling—one big happy family.

There were two dance floors, and Adira and Yossi made their way
to the larger one. Very soon, they were jumping and bumping with
hundreds of their new best friends as a DJ he had seen on viral TikTok
posts controlled the crowd from up on stage. They had been there only
about ten minutes when Adira said something to him that he couldn’t
understand, then slipped away.

Fifteen minutes later, she was back, carrying two small drink cups.
He took one from her and was about to toast her when she reached
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into her pocket and brought out two little green pills with a yin-yang
symbol pressed into them. She raised her eyebrows at him, and he
shrugged his shoulders. Neither one of them regularly took drugs.
In fact, if Nir Tavor, Yossi’s boss at CARL, knew about him popping
this tablet of MDMA, he would probably force him to type “I will
not take Molly” 10,000 times on his computer without the benefit
of cut and paste. But his team had just finished an operation, and he
wasn't due back to work for three more days. When in Nova, might
as well do as the Nova-ites do.
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