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"The world was not destroyed by those who do evil.

It was destroyed by those who watch and do nothing."

— Jewish proverb

To those who seek the truth

in a world of lies

The sixth day draws to a close

The Shabbat is near
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READER'S WARNING

What you are about to read is fiction. The characters are imaginary. The events are invented. The institutions described do not exist in this form.

And yet...

Every reader will recognize, behind the veil of fiction, uncomfortable truths. Questions no one dares to ask. Realities most prefer to ignore.

This book does not claim to reveal "the" truth. It only claims to ask the right questions. The answers are yours to find.

For the truth is not found in a book. It is found in the heart of the one who sincerely seeks it.

D.G.

Jerusalem, 2025

PART I

THE SHADOW

PROLOGUE

The Oath

TEL AVIV — UNDERGROUND BUNKER — 3:17 A.M.

The man with no name studied the twelve faces around the table.

Twelve men. Twelve shadows. Twelve traitors.

— Do you understand what we're doing tonight?

Silence.

The air conditioning hummed. Somewhere above them, four million Israelis slept, unaware that their fate was being decided thirty meters underground.

— We're not destroying a government. We're not overthrowing a man. We're reprogramming a nation.

He slid a manila envelope across the table.

— Here are the names of the judges. Here are the appointments. Here is the timeline. In six months, the Supreme Court will be our instrument. In two years, no decision will pass without our validation. In five years...

He paused.

— In five years, it won't matter who wins the elections. We'll have locked down the system from within.

One of the men—gray hair, dark suit, an accountant's gaze—raised his hand.

— What if the people wake up?

The nameless man smiled. A cold smile. Calculated. Perfectly controlled.

— The people? The people watch the television we control. The people read the newspapers we fund. The people believe what we tell them to believe. The people won't wake up. And if they do...

He pulled a phone from his pocket.

— I have three numbers saved. Washington. London. Brussels. One call, and the sanctions fall. Two calls, and the arms shipments stop. Three calls, and this country becomes an international pariah.

The silence was absolute.

— Any questions?

No one moved.

— Then we're agreed. Project 'Guardian' is a go.

He stood.

— Gentlemen, we have just saved this country from itself. History will thank us.

He left the room without looking back.

Outside, dawn was beginning to break over Tel Aviv. A dawn like any other. A dawn that didn't yet know it was the first of a new era.

The era of institutionalized lies.



CHAPTER 1 — The Ghost File

TEL AVIV — INSTITUTE HEADQUARTERS — 15 YEARS LATER — 6:45 A.M.

Ariel Neumann didn't like early morning summons.

In twenty-two years at the Institute, he'd learned that good news came in the afternoon, with coffee and congratulations. The 6:45 a.m. summons always smelled like a rotten case.

He crossed the lobby—an anonymous lobby, no sign, no logo, just an unremarkable address in a business district—and took the elevator to the fifth floor.

Gray corridor. Gray doors. Gray faces.

The Institute didn't do glamour. No James Bond gadgets. No sports cars. Just drab offices, aging computers, and men and women who worked sixteen hours a day for a government salary.

And who sometimes died without anyone ever knowing their names.

— Neumann.

The voice came from door 517. Office of the Deputy Director for Special Operations.

Ariel entered.

Behind the desk, Yossi Brenner—sixty years old, shaved head, scar on his left cheek—was leafing through a file.

— Close the door.

Ariel obeyed.

— Sit down.

He obeyed again.

Brenner looked up. Wolf's eyes. Eyes that had seen too much.

— You know the Samson Protocol?

Ariel nodded. Everyone at the Institute knew the Samson Protocol. It was the procedure of last resort. The one they never used. The one they only spoke of in whispers.

— Forget everything you think you know.

Brenner pushed the file toward him.

— Read.

Ariel opened the file.

The first page bore a red stamp: CLASSIFICATION ALEPH. The highest level. Above "defense secret." Above "absolute confidential."

He began to read.

After three pages, his hands were trembling.

After ten pages, he could barely breathe.

After twenty pages, he closed the file and looked at Brenner.

— This is impossible.

— Keep reading.

— No, I mean... this is impossible. What you're describing here...

— Keep reading.

Ariel resumed his reading.

The file was two hundred pages. It took him an hour to finish.

When he looked up, the sun had risen over Tel Aviv. Through the window, he could see the sea. A blue sea. Calm. Indifferent.

— You're telling me that our own government is paralyzed by a system that we ourselves installed?

— No.

Brenner stood and walked to the window.

— I'm telling you that our government is paralyzed by a system that someone else installed using our own institutions. The Attorney General. The Supreme Court. The investigative committees. Everything is locked down.

— But who...?

— That's where it gets interesting.

Brenner turned around.

— Turn to page 178.

Ariel obeyed.

On the page, a single photo. A man in his sixties. White hair, piercing gaze, predator's smile.

— Gabriel Oren. Former deputy director of... of the Institute?

— Former deputy director. Former advisor to the Prime Minister. Former chairman of three "humanitarian" foundations. Current chairman of the board of seven strategic companies. And incidentally...

Brenner paused.

— The man who has personally selected every Supreme Court justice for the past fifteen years.

Ariel remained silent.

— You understand now why this meeting was at 6:45?

— I understand. But I don't understand why me.

— Because you're the only Aleph-level agent with no connection to Oren. Not professional, not personal, not financial. You're clean, Neumann. Desperately clean. And that's exactly what I need.

He returned to sit behind his desk.

— I need you to investigate Gabriel Oren. Unofficially. No paperwork. No team. No safety net.

— And if I find something?

— You come back to me. Me and no one else.

— And if I find nothing?

Brenner smiled. A joyless smile.

— Then you haven't looked in the right place. Because believe me, Neumann... there's something to find. There's always something to find.

He opened a drawer and pulled out a USB drive.

— Everything we have is on here. It's not much. It's fragmentary. But it's a start.

Ariel took the drive.

— One last thing. This mission doesn't exist. If you get caught, I'll deny ever speaking to you. If you die, no one will claim your body. Understood?

— Understood.

— Good.

Brenner extended his hand.

— Good luck, Neumann. You're going to need it.



CHAPTER 2 — The Analyst

TEL AVIV — CAFÉ HADAR — 11:30 A.M.

Yael Korman had been staring at her computer screen for four hours.

The numbers danced before her eyes. Bank transfers. Amounts. Dates. Names.

Something didn't add up.

She had left Unit 8200—the elite electronic intelligence unit—three years earlier. Officially for "personal reasons." Unofficially because she had asked too many questions about files she was told not to look at.

Now she worked as an independent consultant. Data analysis. Financial auditing. Digital investigations.

And sometimes—like today—she stumbled onto things she was never meant to see.

— Another coffee?

She looked up. The server—a young Ethiopian man with a luminous smile—was waiting for her answer.

— No, thank you.

She closed her computer.

On the screen, just before closing it, she had seen a series of wire transfers scroll by. All from the same source: a charitable foundation based in Geneva. All to the same destination: a network of accounts in Panama, the Cayman Islands, and Luxembourg.

Total transfers over the past five years: $847 million.

Final destination: unknown.

But the intermediary beneficiaries were very well known.

Judges. Prosecutors. Legal advisors. Journalists. Media executives. Academics.

All Israeli.

All at the heart of the system that, for fifteen years, had systematically blocked every initiative of the elected government.

Yael put her computer in her bag.

She needed to think. To verify. To understand.

Because if these numbers were accurate—and she knew they were—then she had just stumbled onto the biggest corruption scandal in Israeli history.

She was walking toward her car when her phone rang.

Unknown number.

— Hello?

— Yael Korman?

A man's voice. Deep. Measured.

— Who is this?

— Someone who's seen what you just saw. And who thinks we should talk about it.

She stopped dead in her tracks.

— I don't know what you're talking about.

— 847 million. Geneva. Panama. Should I go on?

Her blood ran cold.

— Who are you?

— Not on the phone. Tomorrow, 2 p.m., Yarkon Park, bench facing the lake. Come alone. And don't tell anyone.

— Why should I trust you?

— Because if I wanted to hurt you, you'd already be dead.

The line went dead.

Yael stood motionless, phone in hand.

Around her, Tel Aviv continued to live. Cars passed. People walked. The sun shone.

But for her, the world had just tilted on its axis.



CHAPTER 3 — The Journalist

JERUSALEM — HA'EMET DAILY NEWSROOM — 4:00 P.M.

Daniel Azoulay read his article for the tenth time.

Every word was weighed. Every sentence verified. Every source cross-checked.

Three months of investigation. Seventy interviews. Two thousand pages of documents.

And in the end, an explosive conclusion: the government's Attorney General, Rivka Mandel, had blocked more government decisions in three years than all her predecessors combined over the past fifty years.

Not for legal reasons.

For political reasons.

And she wasn't acting alone.

Daniel had followed the trail. The secret meetings. The late-night phone calls. The instructions from elsewhere.

Everything led to the same man.

A man no one dared to name.

A man who pulled the strings from the shadows.

A man they called, in certain circles, "The Architect."

— Are you sure you want to publish this?

Daniel turned around. Mika, his editor-in-chief, stood in the doorway. Fifty years old, short hair, tired eyes.

— It's sourced. It's verified. It's true.

— I know it's true. That's not the issue.

She came in and closed the door.

— Do you know what's going to happen if we publish?

— Defamation lawsuits?

— That's the best-case scenario.

She sat across from him.

— Daniel, you're the best investigative journalist in this country. Maybe the only one left. But what you're describing here... this isn't a political scandal. This is an institutional coup d'état. And the people who did this... they're not going to settle for just suing us.

— Are you afraid?

— I'm afraid for you. I'm afraid for the newspaper. I'm afraid for this country.

She paused.

— But mostly, I'm afraid of what will happen if we don't publish.

Daniel looked at her.

— So we publish?

— We publish.

She stood up.

— But first, you're going to tell me everything that's not in the article. Everything you couldn't prove. Everything you suspect. Because if we're going to war, I want to know exactly what we're fighting.

Daniel nodded.

— Do you have three hours?

— I have all night if I need to.

They talked until midnight.

Daniel told her everything. The bribes paid to judges. The bought promotions. The broken careers of those who dared to resist. The suspicious car accidents. The convenient suicides. The witnesses who disappeared.

He told her about the Architect—the man who had understood, twenty years ago, that real power wasn't in the ballot box but in the institutions. Who had methodically placed his pawns in key positions. Who had transformed the Supreme Court into an instrument of systematic obstruction.

He told her about the international connections. The foreign funding. The shell foundations. The complicit NGOs. The tentacular network linking Geneva, London, Washington, and Tel Aviv.

He told her about the double agents. Those men and women who officially served the State of Israel but secretly worked against it. Who transmitted information to foreign services. Who sabotaged operations from the inside.

When he finished, Mika was silent for a long moment.

Then she said:

— We're going to need reinforcements.

— What kind of reinforcements?

— I know someone. Someone who used to work at the Institute. Someone who knows where to look.

— Can you trust him?

— No. But he's the only one who can help us.

She picked up her phone.

— I'll call him tomorrow morning.



CHAPTER 4 — The Double Agent

PARIS — ISRAELI EMBASSY — 11:45 P.M.

Jonathan Berg hated embassies.

Too much protocol. Too much surveillance. Too many people asking too many questions.

But it was the only safe place to transmit what he had to transmit.

He crossed the lobby—polite smile, diplomatic badge, confident stride—and took the elevator to the basement.

Secure corridor. Armored door. Retinal scanner.

The communications room was empty at this hour. Perfect.

He sat down at a terminal and entered his access code.

Black screen. Blinking cursor.

He typed:

AGENT EPSILON REPORT — PRIORITY ALEPH

SUBJECT: OPERATION CONVERGENCE — UPDATE

Infiltration proceeding according to plan.

I now have access to the Architect's inner circle. He trusts me. He shouldn't.

Key information obtained:

1. The financial network is more extensive than anticipated. The $847 million identified is only the visible portion. Actual total estimated: $2.3 billion over 20 years.

2. Connections with Langley confirmed. Three Agency officers directly involved. Names in attachment (encrypted file).

3. British Service is playing a double game. They're funding the Architect while pretending to cooperate with the Institute. Evidence in attachment.

4. Russian Department has placed at least two agents in the Guardian's inner circle. Probable objective: internal destabilization.

5. The Revolutionary Guards have successfully recruited a senior IDF officer. Name unknown at this time. Investigation ongoing.

PERSONAL ASSESSMENT: This is not a conspiracy. This is a war. A war waged against Israel by its own allies. A war where the enemy wears our uniform and speaks our language.

The Architect is not the mastermind. He's merely the local executor of a larger plan. A plan whose contours I'm only beginning to perceive.

REQUEST: Authorization to proceed with infiltration to the next level. High risk but critical intelligence potential.

AGENT EPSILON — END TRANSMISSION

He pressed "Send."

The message disappeared into the digital void.

Jonathan sat for a moment, staring at the black screen.

Somewhere in that flow of encrypted data, his report was crossing the ocean, bouncing off satellites, passing through anonymous servers, before landing—maybe—on the desk of someone who would make the right decisions.

Or maybe not.

Because the problem with double agents is that you never really know who they're working for.

And Jonathan Berg himself was no longer entirely sure he knew.



CHAPTER 5 — The Meeting

TEL AVIV — YARKON PARK — 2:00 P.M.

Yael arrived fifteen minutes early.

She circled the lake twice before sitting on the designated bench. Sunglasses. Baseball cap. Loose jacket to conceal the small pistol at the small of her back.

You can never be too careful.

At precisely 2:00 p.m., a man sat down beside her.

Fifties. Athletic build. Unremarkable face. The kind of face you forget as soon as you see it.

— Don't turn around. Look at the lake.

She obeyed.

— Who are you?

— Someone looking for the same thing you are. The truth.

— The truth about what?

— About everything. About the system paralyzing this country. About the money corrupting our institutions. About the men betraying us.

He paused.

— About the secret war that's been waged against us for twenty years.

— That's a bit vague.

— Then let me be specific.

He pulled an envelope from his pocket and placed it on the bench between them.

— In this envelope, you'll find the names of thirty-seven people. Judges, prosecutors, journalists, academics, senior officials. All receive money from the same source. All work toward the same objective.

— What objective?

— To neutralize Israel from within. Not destroy it—control it. Transform it into a puppet state. A country that exists on the map but makes no decisions of its own. A country whose every action is subject to external validation.

Yael felt a shiver run down her spine.

— Who's funding all this?

— Multiple sources. American foundations. European funds. Gulf money laundered through Geneva. And... something else.

— What else?

— Iranian money. Not directly, of course. Laundered ten times. Passed through twenty intermediaries. But at the end of the chain... Tehran.

— Iran is funding corruption in Israel?

— Iran funds everything that can weaken Israel. And they've discovered that the best investment isn't missiles. It's institutions.

He stood up.

— Take the envelope. Verify everything. You have the skills for that. And when you've verified...

— What?

— Decide which side you're on.

He started to walk away.

— Wait!

He stopped.

— How do I find you?

— You won't find me. I'll find you.

— At least give me a name. Anything.

He half-turned.

— Call me Gideon. Like the judge who defeated the Midianites with three hundred men.

— Why that name?

— Because we too are three hundred. Three hundred men and women who refuse to bow before Baal. Three hundred who have chosen truth over lies.

He smiled.

— Welcome to the resistance, Yael Korman.

And he vanished into the crowd.

Yael sat for a long time, the envelope in her hands.

Around her, the park went on with its normal life. Children played. Couples strolled. Joggers ran around the lake.

A normal world. A world that didn't know.

She opened the envelope.

Thirty-seven names. Thirty-seven faces. Thirty-seven traitors.

And at the top of the list, a name she knew well.

A name she'd seen on television a thousand times.

A name that was synonymous with respectability, integrity, public service.

The name of the Guardian.

Rivka Mandel.

Attorney General of the Government.

And traitor to her country.



CHAPTER 6 — The Three Hundred

TEL AVIV — SAFE HOUSE — 10:00 P.M.

Ariel Neumann hadn't slept in thirty-six hours.

The documents from the USB drive were scattered on the table in front of him. Names. Dates. Amounts. Connections.

A giant puzzle, each piece revealing a new horror.

Gabriel Oren—the Architect—hadn't just infiltrated the judicial system. He had created a parallel state. An invisible power structure that mirrored every official institution.

For every loyal judge, a corrupt one.

For every honest prosecutor, a bought one.

For every journalist with integrity, ten propagandists in disguise.

And at the apex of this pyramid, the Guardian. Rivka Mandel. The woman who, officially, advised the government on the legality of its decisions. But who, unofficially, held absolute veto power over everything.

An unelected woman.

A woman no one had chosen.

A woman who truly governed the country.

His phone vibrated.

Encrypted message: MEETING TOMORROW 6 A.M. USUAL PLACE. NEW INTEL.

Brenner.

Ariel put away the documents and prepared to sleep a few hours.

He was going to need it.

* * *

The "usual place" was a small café in the Jaffa port. No cameras. No listening devices. Just an old Arab owner who served the best coffee in the city and never asked questions.

Brenner was waiting for him in the back, facing the door. A veteran's reflex.

— Sit down.

Ariel complied.

— Did you find something?

— More than something.

Brenner pulled out his phone and displayed a photo.

— Do you know this man?

Ariel studied the image. An ordinary face. Fifties. Nothing remarkable.

— No.

— That's normal. No one knows him. And that's precisely the problem.

Brenner put the phone away.

— His name is Jonathan Berg. Officially, he works for us. European section. Based in Paris. Excellent record. Efficient. Loyal. Impeccable.

— And unofficially?

— Unofficially, he's sending reports to someone other than me.

— To whom?

— That's what I'd like to know.

Brenner took a sip of coffee.

— Berg is part of a network. A parallel network inside the Institute itself. Agents who think they're patriots but who, unknowingly, are working for the enemy.

— How is that possible?

— Compartmentalization. Manipulation. Misplaced loyalties. They think they're serving a higher cause. Protecting Israel from its own leaders. Saving democracy from the "extremists."

He spat out the last word with disgust.

— They don't understand they're pawns in a strategy that's beyond them. That the money funding them comes from those who want our destruction.

— How many are there?

— At the Institute? A dozen, maybe. In the entire system? Hundreds.

Ariel was silent for a moment.

— And the Three Hundred?

Brenner raised an eyebrow.

— How do you know that name?

— I have my sources.

— Those sources are dangerous.

— All good sources are.

Brenner smiled despite himself.

— The Three Hundred are us. Those who've understood. Those who resist. Those who refuse to bow before the lie.

— Like Gideon.

— Exactly like Gideon. Three hundred men against an army of one hundred thirty-five thousand Midianites. And they won.

— How?

— By breaking the jars. By revealing the light. By shouting the truth.

He leaned forward.

— That's what we're going to do, Neumann. Break the jars. Reveal the light. Shout the truth.

— And if that's not enough?

— Then at least we'll have died on our feet.



CHAPTER 7 — The Trap

JERUSALEM — OFFICE OF THE GUARDIAN — 9:00 A.M.

Rivka Mandel loved her office.

Located in the heart of the government quarter, with a view of the Judean hills, it embodied everything she had achieved. Power. Influence. Control.

Officially, she was merely an advisor. A simple civil servant tasked with verifying the legality of government decisions.

But in reality, nothing passed without her approval.

Not an appointment. Not a reform. Not a law.

The Prime Minister could rage. The Knesset could vote. The people could demonstrate.

In the end, she was the one who decided.

And if anyone protested, she had two magic words: "legal opinion." Two words that transformed any democratic decision into a mere suggestion.

This morning, she had three files on her desk.

The first: a judicial reform wanted by the government. She would block it. "Unconstitutional," she would say. Never mind that Israel's constitution didn't formally exist. She would invent the necessary arguments.

The second: an appointment to the district prosecutor position. The government's candidate was competent but "problematic." She would impose her own candidate. One of her people.

The third: an investigation into suspicious financial transfers to "humanitarian" organizations. She would bury the file. Too sensitive. Too close to certain people.

Her phone rang. Private line.

— Yes?

— It's me.

The Architect's voice. Calm. Measured. As always.

— We have a problem.

Rivka's blood ran cold. The Architect never called with good news.

— What kind of problem?

— The kind that requires a quick solution. Someone's digging into our affairs. Someone competent.

— Who?

— An Institute agent. Ariel Neumann. You know him?

— No.

— Neither do I. And that's precisely the problem. He's clean. No leverage on him. No apparent weak point.

Rivka thought quickly.

— I can launch an administrative investigation. Make up a pretext. Freeze his activities while—

— No.

The Architect's voice was sharp.

— Too visible. We need something more subtle.

— What then?

— We turn him. Or we eliminate him.

The word hung in the air.

— Eliminate?

— You heard me.

Silence.

— Isn't that a bit... extreme?

— Rivka, you know what's at stake. If Neumann finds what he's looking for, everything collapses. Twenty years of work. Billions invested. Dozens of careers. Yours included.

She swallowed.

— All right. I'll see what I can do.

— Don't see. Do. You have forty-eight hours.

The line went dead.

Rivka put down the phone and looked out the window.

The Judean hills glowed in the morning sun. Peaceful. Eternal. Indifferent to the conspiracies of men.

She made a decision.

She picked up another phone. The one she only used for truly important calls.

— It's me. I need a cleaner.



CHAPTER 8 — The Mole

LONDON — SERVICE HEADQUARTERS — 3:00 P.M.

Sir Reginald Blackwood liked to think of himself as a patriot.

Forty years of service to Her Majesty. Operations on four continents. Dozens of lives saved—and a few sacrificed, but that was the price to pay.

Today, at sixty-three, he ran the Service's Middle East section. A prestigious position. An influential position. A position that allowed him to shape British policy in the most volatile region in the world.

And a position that allowed him to serve other interests.

— The Paris report has arrived, sir.

His secretary—an efficient young woman whose name he systematically forgot—placed an envelope on his desk.

— Thank you, Margaret.

— It's Melissa, sir.

— Yes, of course.

He waited until she had left to open the envelope.

The report came from Jonathan Berg. Agent "Epsilon." Their man on the inside.

Blackwood read it carefully.

Then he read it again.

Then he burned it in his desk ashtray.

Berg was asking too many questions. Berg was seeing too many things. Berg was starting to understand.

This was problematic.

Blackwood picked up his phone and dialed a number he knew by heart.

— It's me. We have a situation with Epsilon.

— What kind of situation?

The voice on the other end was American. Langley. His counterpart at the Agency.

— He's getting too curious. He's starting to see the connections.

— What do you suggest?

— An accident, perhaps. Or a turn. Have him work for us while thinking he's working against us.

— Complicated.

— But doable.

Silence on the line.

— All right. I'll handle it. But Blackwood... after this, we're even. Next time you call, it better be with something concrete. Not problems.

— Understood.

— And the main operation? Where are we?

— Everything's proceeding as planned. The Guardian is holding the system. The Architect is coordinating the networks. The funding continues to flow.

— The Israelis don't suspect anything?

— Some suspect. But they don't have proof. And without proof...

— Without proof, they can't do anything.

— Exactly.

— Good. Keep me informed.

The line went dead.

Blackwood put down the phone and settled back in his chair.

Through the window, he could see the Thames flowing lazily toward the sea. A river that had witnessed the birth and death of empires.

The British Empire wasn't what it used to be. But its methods hadn't changed.

Divide and rule.

It was true in India. It was true in Palestine. It was true everywhere.

And if Israel had to be weakened to preserve British interests...

Well, that was the price to pay.



CHAPTER 9 — The Coalition

TEL AVIV — YAEL'S APARTMENT — 8:00 P.M.

There were four of them around the table.

Yael Korman. Ariel Neumann. Daniel Azoulay. And a fourth man Ariel had brought—a retired Institute veteran who went by "Saba" (grandfather).

On the table, hundreds of documents. Photos. Charts. Connections.

— Let's recap. What we've discovered separately forms a coherent whole.

He pointed to a photo in the center of the table.

— Gabriel Oren. The Architect. Former Institute man, now businessman and philanthropist. In reality, the mastermind of an operation to destabilize Israel from within.

— Funded by whom?

— Everyone.

Yael unfolded a chart.

— I traced the money flows. The money comes from everywhere. American foundations linked to certain billionaires. European funds distributed through Brussels. Gulf money—Qatar, mainly—laundered through Switzerland. And...

She hesitated.

— And Iranian money. Not directly. But the trail is there if you know where to look.

— Iran? They're funding corruption in Israel?

— Iran figured something out. They realized that missiles are expensive and guarantee nothing. But corruption... corruption is cheap and terribly effective.

Saba coughed—a remnant of his years of smoking.

— Why risk a war you might lose when you can simply buy the people running the enemy country?

— But these people... these judges, these prosecutors... they're Israeli. They're Jews. Why would they betray their own country?

— Because they don't think they're betraying.

Ariel stood and walked to the window.

— They think they're saving. Saving democracy from the "fascists." Saving values from the "extremists." Saving Israel from itself.

— That's insane.

— No. It's ideology. And ideology is more dangerous than insanity because it believes itself to be rational.

Silence.

— What do we do now?

— We publish. Everything. Names. Amounts. Evidence.

— If we publish, we're dead. They'll crush us before the ink is dry.

— So what? We stay silent?

— No. We choose the right moment. And the right channel.

Saba raised his hand.

— I might have an idea.

Everyone turned to him.

— There's a network. People like us. Inside the system. Honest judges. Prosecutors with integrity. Brave journalists. Loyal officers.

— The Three Hundred.

— You know about them?

— I've heard.

— Good. Then you know they're waiting. Waiting for the right moment. The moment when the truth can explode without being smothered.

— And when will that moment be?

Saba smiled.

— Soon. Very soon. The system is cracking. The contradictions are piling up. The lies are getting too big. The people are beginning to see.

— How do you know all this?

— Because I've been part of the Three Hundred from the beginning. Since the day I understood what was really happening in this country.

He stood.

— My friends, you're no longer alone. You're part of something bigger. A resistance. A light in the darkness.

He looked at each of them in turn.

— The sixth day draws to a close. The Shabbat is near. And on Shabbat, truth reigns.



CHAPTER 10 — First Blood

TEL AVIV — 3:00 A.M.

Ariel was heading home when he noticed the car.

A black sedan. Tinted windows. Parked fifty meters from his building. Engine running.

Twenty-two years in the field. Dozens of critical situations. Reflexes that never fade.

He didn't go home.

He kept walking, acting casual, as if he'd forgotten something. Then he turned the corner and picked up his pace.

Behind him, car doors opened.

Footsteps.

Fast. Professional.

Ariel knew that sound. The sound of the hunt.

He ran.

The streets of Tel Aviv at three in the morning are empty. Perfect for an execution. Perfect for a kidnapping. Not so perfect for an escape.

But Ariel knew the city like the back of his hand.

He went left. Right. Cut through a courtyard. Scaled a wall. Emerged through an alley.

The footsteps were getting closer.

How many were there? Two? Three? More?

He didn't have time to count.

A dead end.

Shit.

Ariel turned, back to the wall.

Three men. Ski masks. Handguns. Suppressors attached.

Professionals.

— Ariel Neumann. You should have stayed in your lane.

— Who sent you?

— Someone who doesn't like nosy people.

The man raised his weapon.

— Any last words?

Ariel smiled.

— Yeah. Look behind you.

The oldest trick in the book. But when you're desperate...

The man didn't turn. Obviously.

But his two colleagues had a micro-reaction. A split second of hesitation.

That was all Ariel needed.

He dove.

The first shot passed over his head.

He rolled, drew his weapon, fired.

Once. Twice.

One man went down.

The other two returned fire.

A bullet grazed his shoulder. Burning pain. No time to think about it.

He fired again.

Second man down.

The third—the leader—took careful aim.

— Impressive. But not enough.

His finger squeezed the trigger.

And a shot rang out.

But not from his gun.

The leader collapsed, a bullet in his head.

Ariel stayed frozen, gasping, bleeding.

Where had the shot come from?

A figure emerged from the shadows.

A man. Fifties. Unremarkable face.

— You should be more careful, Neumann. The streets aren't safe at this hour.

— Who are you?

The man smiled.

— Call me Gideon. And welcome to the war.

He extended a hand.

— Come. We need to treat that wound. And we have a lot to talk about.

Ariel hesitated for a second.

Then he took the hand.

Somewhere in the night, a siren began to wail.

First blood had been spilled.

It wouldn't be the last.



CHAPTER 11 — The Refuge

TEL AVIV — THREE HUNDRED SAFE HOUSE — 5:00 A.M.

The apartment didn't look like much.

Third floor of a dilapidated building in south Tel Aviv. Poor neighborhood. Immigrants. Dealers. The kind of place where no one asks questions.

Perfect for a safe house.

Gideon cleaned Ariel's wound with precise, professional movements.

— It's not deep. You got lucky.

— Lucky? Three guys tried to kill me.

— And you're alive. In our line of work, that's luck.

He applied a bandage.

— There. In two days, you won't even notice.

Ariel looked around. The apartment was spartan. A bed. A table. Two chairs. A computer. Files stacked against the wall.

— This is where you operate?

— One of the places. We have others. Never two nights in the same spot.

— Paranoid?

— Careful. There's a difference.

Gideon sat across from him.

— Now, let's talk.

— About what?

— About what you've found. About what you're looking for. And about why you're still alive when you should have died tonight.

Ariel looked at him.

— Who are you, really?

— I told you. Gideon.

— That's not a name. It's a symbol.

— In our war, symbols are more important than names.

He leaned forward.

— I'm going to tell you a story, Neumann. The story of this country. The real story. Not the one they teach in schools. Not the one they tell on television. The real one.

— I'm listening.

— Twenty years ago, a group of men gathered in secret. Powerful men. Influential. Respected. Men who thought they knew better than the people what was good for them.

— The Architect.

— Gabriel Oren, yes. But not just him. He was merely an executor. The brains were elsewhere.

— Where?

— Everywhere. In Washington. In London. In Brussels. In Geneva. An international network whose sole objective was to control Israel without having to conquer it.

— Why Israel?

Gideon smiled sadly.

— Because Israel is the grain of sand. The country that refuses to lie down. The nation that says no when everyone else says yes. The people who survive when they should have disappeared three thousand years ago.

He stood and walked to the window.

— Israel is inconvenient, Neumann. It's inconvenient for empires because it proves that empires aren't eternal. It's inconvenient for ideologies because it refuses to conform. It's inconvenient for the world order because it exists by its own will, not by anyone else's permission.

— So they decided to destroy it.

— No. To neutralize it. It's more subtle. More effective. A destroyed country can rise again. A neutralized country is dead without knowing it.

He turned around.

— The plan was simple. Infiltrate the institutions. Corrupt the elites. Block democracy. Transform Israel into a puppet state—a democratic facade with an impotent government.

— And it worked.

— Partly. The Supreme Court is theirs. The Attorney General is theirs. The media are theirs. Academia is theirs. Everything that matters is theirs.

— Everything except the people.

Gideon nodded.

— Everything except the people. And that's their mistake. They thought they could control Israel like they control other countries. They forgot that this people isn't like others. That it always wakes up. That it always survives.

— The Three Hundred.

— The Three Hundred. And thousands of others. Ordinary people who see what's happening. Citizens who refuse to stay silent. A quiet resistance waiting for its moment.

— What moment?

— The moment of truth. The moment when the lies collapse. The moment when the sixth day gives way to the seventh.

Ariel frowned.

— The sixth day?

— You know the Torah, Neumann. On the sixth day, God created man. And man introduced lies into the world. But on the seventh day...

— The Shabbat.

— The Shabbat. The day of truth. The day when lies cannot survive. We're approaching that day, Neumann. The world of lies is trembling because it feels its end coming.

He sat down again.

— And we, the Three Hundred, are here to hasten that end.



CHAPTER 12 — The Mole Exposed

PARIS — JONATHAN BERG'S APARTMENT — 8:00 A.M.

Jonathan Berg stared at his coffee, trying to figure out what was wrong.

Something had changed. He could feel it. That imperceptible tension in conversations. Those glances that lasted a fraction of a second too long. That sudden distance from his usual contacts.

He was being watched.

But by whom? And why?

His phone rang. Unknown number.

— Yes?

— Agent Berg?

A voice he didn't recognize. American accent.

— Who is this?

— A friend. A friend who advises you to leave your apartment immediately.

— Excuse me?

— A team is on its way. You have fifteen minutes. Maybe less.

— A team from whom?

— From your employers. The ones you think you work for. And the ones you've been working for without knowing it.

Jonathan's blood ran cold.

— I don't understand.

— You will soon. For now, grab your backup passport—the one you keep in the false bottom of your wardrobe—and leave. Don't come back. Don't contact anyone.

— And then what?

— Then get yourself to Jerusalem. There are people there who can help you. People who know the truth.

— What truth?

— That you've been manipulated from the start. That your reports weren't going to who you thought. That you've unwittingly betrayed your country while believing you served it.

Jonathan was silent.

— Why are you warning me?

— Because everyone deserves a chance at redemption. Even unwitting traitors.

The line went dead.

Jonathan stood motionless for ten seconds.

Then years of training kicked in.

He grabbed his go-bag—always ready, always within reach—retrieved the hidden passport from the wardrobe, and left the apartment via the service stairs.

When the team arrived three minutes later, the apartment was empty.



CHAPTER 13 — The Secret Report

LANGLEY, VIRGINIA — AGENCY HEADQUARTERS — 10:00 A.M. (LOCAL TIME)

Victoria Chen didn't like surprises.

Deputy Director of the Middle East Division, she had spent thirty years building networks, managing crises, navigating the murky waters of global geopolitics.

And now someone was sabotaging her work.

— Say that again.

She spoke to the young analyst standing before her desk.

— Agent Epsilon has disappeared, ma'am. Vanished. No trace.

— How is that possible? He was under constant surveillance.

— Someone warned him. From the inside.

— Inside of what?

— Inside the operation, ma'am. Someone who knew the protocols. The schedules. The teams.

Victoria felt a migraine coming on.

— Find him. I don't care how. Find him and bring him back.

— And if he refuses to come back?

— Then make sure he never talks. Ever.

The analyst nodded and left.

Victoria turned to her computer and opened a classified file.

OPERATION CONVERGENCE — SITUATION REPORT

The file contained twenty years of work. Hundreds of names. Billions of dollars. A tentacular network spanning three continents.

And all of it was falling apart.

First, the leaks. Documents that should never have left the vaults were appearing on obscure websites. Fragmentary, yes, but enough for some to start asking questions.

Then, the defections. Agents disappearing. Contacts going silent. Allies distancing themselves.

And now, Berg.

Berg who knew too much. Berg who had seen the connections. Berg who, if he talked to the right people, could bring the whole edifice crashing down.

Victoria picked up her secure phone.

— Blackwood? It's Chen. We have a problem. A big problem.



CHAPTER 14 — The Architect

TEL AVIV — GABRIEL OREN'S PENTHOUSE — 2:00 P.M.

Gabriel Oren gazed out at the city from his terrace.

Seventy-five years old. Fifty years of service. And now, the crowning achievement of a lifetime's work.

Israel was finally where he wanted it. Paralyzed. Impotent. Unable to make a single decision without his approval.

Oh, the people had voted. The people had chosen. But what did votes matter when every decision of the elected government could be blocked by a simple "legal opinion"?

The genius of the system lay in its apparent legality. No coup d'état. No tanks in the streets. No generals in power. Just procedures. Committees. Courts. Advisors.

A dictatorship of lawyers. Invisible but absolute.

And he, Gabriel Oren, was its conductor.

His phone rang.

— Yes?

— It's Rivka.

The Guardian. His most perfect creation. A brilliant woman, ambitious, corrupt to the core but convinced she served a noble cause.

— News on the elimination?

— The team failed. Neumann is still alive.

Gabriel closed his eyes.

— How many dead?

— Three of ours. Neumann had help.

— What kind of help?

— Unknown as yet. But according to witnesses, a sniper. Probably military or ex-military.

— The Three Hundred.

— You think they really exist?

— I know they exist. They're parasites. Survivors of a bygone era. Men who still believe in outdated concepts like loyalty or patriotism.

He spat out the last word.

— They're few but dangerous. They've kept their reflexes. Their contacts. Their methods.

— What do we do?

— We accelerate. The original plan called for a gradual transition. We're switching to accelerated mode. I want the new Supreme Court law blocked by the end of the week. I want three investigations opened against the Prime Minister by month's end. I want chaos.

— Chaos?

— In chaos, no one sees clearly. In chaos, we can act unseen. In chaos, we win.

— And Neumann?

— Double the bounty. I want his head.

He hung up.

On the terrace, the afternoon sun bathed Tel Aviv in golden light. A beautiful city. A living city. A city that didn't know it was dying.

Gabriel smiled.

Fifty years of patience. Fifty years of manipulation. Fifty years of lies.

And soon, the final victory.



CHAPTER 15 — The Revelation

JERUSALEM — OLD CITY — 7:00 P.M.

Yael had never been particularly religious.

But walking through the narrow streets of the Old City, she felt something. A presence. A history. A depth that Tel Aviv's skyscrapers could never offer.

She had a meeting with Daniel at the café near Jaffa Gate. A discreet place, frequented by tourists and pilgrims. The ideal spot for a conversation you didn't want overheard.

Daniel was waiting, a stack of documents in front of him.

— Did you find something?

— Better than something.

He pushed the documents toward her.

— I followed the money trail. Not just the $847 million. Everything. Every cent. Every transfer. Every beneficiary.

— And?

— It's worse than we thought.

He opened a folder.

— Here's the list of people who received money from foundations linked to the Architect. Judges: seventeen. Prosecutors: nine. Legal advisors: five. Journalists: thirty-two. Academics: forty-six. Politicians: twenty-three.

— My God.

— Wait. That's not the worst part.

He opened another folder.

— I found the original sources of the money. Before the laundering. Before the shell foundations. The raw money.

— And?

— Forty percent comes from the United States. Billionaires from the East Coast, mainly. People who think they know better than Israelis what's good for Israel.

— And the rest?

— Thirty-five percent comes from Europe. Brussels, mainly. Funds "for democracy" and "human rights." In reality, funds to buy our democracy and suppress our rights.

— And the last twenty-five percent?

Daniel hesitated.

— That's where it gets really interesting. Fifteen percent comes from Qatar. Officially for humanitarian projects in Gaza. In reality, to fund corruption in Israel.

— And the remaining ten percent?

— Iran.

Yael was silent.

— Are you sure?

— The money passes through fifteen intermediaries. Shell companies in Dubai, Turkey, Malaysia. But at the end of the chain... it's Tehran.

— Iran is funding the Israeli Supreme Court.

— Not directly. But yes. Indirectly. Iran is funding the system that paralyzes Israel.

Yael put her head in her hands.

— How is this possible? How did no one see this?

— People saw. But they didn't want to believe. It's too enormous. Too incredible. The bigger the lie, the easier it is to sell.

— And now?

— Now we publish. Everything. No exceptions.

— They'll destroy us.

— Maybe. But if we do nothing, it's the country that will be destroyed.

Yael looked at the documents.

Names. Numbers. Evidence.

Twenty years of treason summarized in a few pages.

— All right. We publish.

Daniel smiled.

— I was hoping you'd say that.

He pulled out his phone.

— I have a contact at the paper. Someone reliable. We can have all of this online by tomorrow morning.

— Tomorrow morning?

— Tomorrow morning.

Somewhere in the Old City, a muezzin called to prayer. Church bells rang. A shofar sounded from the direction of the Kotel.

Three religions. Three voices. One God.

And one truth.

That was finally about to come out.



CHAPTER 16 — The Bomb

TEL AVIV — HA'EMET NEWSROOM — 6:00 A.M.

Mika's phone hadn't stopped ringing for an hour.

The article had been online since midnight. Six hours later, it had been read two million times. Shared five hundred thousand times. Commented on a hundred thousand times.

And this was just the beginning.

— Who's calling now?

Daniel asked.

— The Prime Minister's office. For the third time.

— What do they want?

— To know if it's true.

— It's true.

— They want proof.

— The proof is in the article. Everything is sourced. Everything is documented.

Mika answered.

— Yes... No, we're not retracting anything... Yes, we have evidence... No, it's not defamation, it's journalism... Yes, we have lawyers... No, we're not afraid of lawsuits...

She hung up.

— They're sending a team of advisors. They want to see the original documents.

— And you're going to show them?

— Of course. The more they look, the more they'll see it's true. And the more they'll know we're right.

Daniel looked out the window.

The sun was rising over Tel Aviv. A new day. A day different from all those that came before.

Because today, the people knew.

* * *

At the other end of the city, in his penthouse, Gabriel Oren watched the same sun rise.

But for him, it was a sun of death.

The article was a catastrophe. Not because it contained lies—on the contrary, it was because it told the truth that it was so dangerous.

The names. The amounts. The connections. Everything was there. Exposed. Documented. Irrefutable.

His phone rang.

— Yes?

— Gabriel, it's Victoria.

The voice of the Agency's deputy director was tense. Unusual for someone so controlled.

— I've seen the article.

— So have I.

— It's a disaster.

— I know.

— How did they get this information?

— I don't know. But I'm going to find out.

— Do it fast. Our friends in Washington are very nervous. If our names come out...

— They won't come out. I have leverage.

— What leverage?

— Leverage.

Silence.

— Gabriel, I have to ask you directly. Can you still control the situation?

Gabriel looked at the sun.

— The situation is controllable. Give me a few days.

— You have forty-eight hours. After that...

— After that what?

— After that, we'll activate the emergency protocol. And you won't like it.

The line went dead.

Gabriel put down the phone.

Forty-eight hours.

Forty-eight hours to save fifty years of work.

He picked up another phone.

— Rivka? It's me. Call an emergency meeting. All members of the inner circle. Tonight. Usual place.

— What's happening?

— War.



CHAPTER 17 — The Retaliation

TEL AVIV — DANIEL AZOULAY'S HOME — 2:00 P.M.

Daniel was coming home when he noticed the police car in front of his building.

His blood ran cold.

He approached cautiously, trying to see what was happening.

Two uniformed officers. A man in plainclothes—probably a detective. And a group of neighbors watching, whispering, pointing.

The detective spotted him.

— Daniel Azoulay?

— That's me.

— You're under arrest.

— On what charge?

— Dissemination of false information. Incitement to hatred. Endangering state security.

Daniel stayed calm. He knew this was coming.

— Everything I published is true and documented.

— That's not for me to judge. You have the right to remain silent...

As the officer recited his rights, Daniel discreetly pulled out his phone and pressed a button. A button he had prepared for this eventuality.

A message was sent automatically to ten people.

PROTOCOL ARAVAH ACTIVATED. I'VE BEEN ARRESTED. CONTINUE WITHOUT ME.

The officers handcuffed him and led him to their vehicle.

Behind him, he could hear his neighbors murmuring. Some with compassion. Others with hostility.

Lies had their defenders.

But truth had its martyrs.



CHAPTER 18 — The Escalation

JERUSALEM — KNESSET — 4:00 P.M.

The plenary hall was in an uproar.

Prime Minister David Stern—a sixty-year-old man with gray hair and a hawk's gaze—stood at the podium, facing a frenzied assembly.

— Order! Order!

The Speaker of the Knesset pounded his gavel in vain.

— I demand the floor! This government must explain itself!

An opposition member shouted.

— The government has nothing to explain! It's the Supreme Court that must explain!

Another responded.

The chaos was total.

David Stern waited. Patient. Calm. The eye of the storm.

Finally, silence returned.

— My dear colleagues. Today, grave revelations have been published. Revelations that, if true—and I have reason to believe they are—constitute the greatest threat to our democracy since the creation of the State.

Murmurs.

— These revelations suggest that persons in positions of power—judges, prosecutors, legal advisors—have received foreign funding to influence their decisions. Not in service of Israel. But against Israel.

— That's defamation!

Someone shouted.

— If it's defamation, let the accused show us their bank accounts. Let the Supreme Court open its books. Let light be shed.

Silence.

— But we all know what will happen. The accused will show nothing. They'll hide behind procedures. Immunities. Privileges. And meanwhile, the journalist who revealed the truth will be imprisoned.

He paused.

— Daniel Azoulay was arrested two hours ago. For doing his job. For informing the people. For telling the truth.

— He lied!

— No. He said what some didn't want to hear. And in this country, apparently, that's become a crime.

He turned to the camera.

— I now address the people of Israel. Every citizen watching us. You elected this government. You gave us a mandate. And yet, every decision we make is blocked. Every reform we propose is overturned. Every appointment we make is contested.

— By people you didn't elect. People who answer to no one. People who, we now discover, may be receiving money from our enemies.

— This is outrageous!

An opposition member screamed.

— What's outrageous is that you knew. And you did nothing.

He stepped down from the podium.

Behind him, chaos resumed.

But something had changed.

The Prime Minister had declared war.



CHAPTER 19 — The Counterattack

TEL AVIV — TELEVISION STUDIO — 8:00 P.M.

Rivka Mandel hadn't planned to go on television tonight.

But events had forced her hand.

Sitting in the host's chair—a smooth man who owed her his career—she wore her usual mask: serenity, competence, authority.

— Madam Attorney General, the accusations are serious. Millions of dollars allegedly paid to judges and senior officials...

— These are lies. Lies fabricated by people who want to destroy our democracy.

She interrupted.

— But the published documents appear authentic...

— Anyone can fabricate documents. What matters are the facts. And the facts are simple: I've been Attorney General for eight years. Not a single complaint has ever been filed against me. Not a single irregularity has ever been found.

— The accusers claim it's precisely because you control the system that no one dares to file complaints...

— That's absurd. If anyone had evidence against me, they could go to the police, the courts, the media...

— That's what journalist Daniel Azoulay did. He's in prison.

Rivka had a micro-pause. Barely perceptible. But enough for attentive observers to notice.

— Mr. Azoulay is being prosecuted for disseminating false information. That's the normal procedure for this type of offense.

— Some say it's a way to silence a whistleblower...

— I won't comment on judicial decisions. That's not my role.

— Speaking of your role, Madam Attorney General. What exactly is it? Many citizens wonder why an unelected person has so much power over the decisions of an elected government.

Rivka smiled. That cold smile she had perfected over the years.

— My role is to ensure that government decisions comply with the law. Nothing more, nothing less.

— But some of your decisions seem to go well beyond simple legal verification...

— I cannot comment on specific cases. That would be inappropriate.

— Then let me rephrase. Are you, yes or no, an elected official?

— No.

— Do you, yes or no, have the power to block the decisions of an elected government?

— I have the duty to ensure those decisions are legal.

— Which amounts to answering yes.

Silence.

— This interview is over. I will not participate in a media trial.

She stood and left the set.

Behind her, the host sat stunned.

For the first time in her career, the Guardian had fled.

And millions of viewers had seen it.



CHAPTER 20 — The Night of Long Knives

TEL AVIV — SECRET LOCATION — 11:00 P.M.

There were twelve of them around the table.

The same twelve who had gathered fifteen years earlier to launch Project "Guardian." The same faces. The same ambitions. But tonight, not the same confidence.

Gabriel Oren chaired the meeting.

— The situation is critical. The article has been read by millions of people. Social media is on fire. The Prime Minister is openly attacking us. And some of us are starting to be recognized in the street.

— We need to silence these journalists. All of them. Not just Azoulay.

Said a man with white hair.

— We can't arrest everyone. That would confirm their accusations.

Rivka objected.

— So what? We wait for them to reveal the rest?

— What rest?

Gabriel sighed.

— Yesterday's article was just the beginning. According to my sources, they have much more. The international connections. The names of our contacts in Washington and London. And... something else.

— What else?

— The Iranian transfers.

Icy silence.

— If that comes out...

Someone began.

— If that comes out, we're all dead. Not metaphorically. Literally. The Iranians won't let us talk. And neither will the Americans.

— Then we have to recover those documents. At any cost.

— How?

— We know who has them. That analyst, Yael Korman. And the Ha'Emet journalists. They can't have made copies everywhere. It's too sensitive.

— What are you suggesting?

The white-haired man smiled.

— I'm suggesting we pay them a little visit. Tonight.

Gabriel thought.

It was risky. Very risky. But the alternative was worse.

— All right. But clean. No traces. No witnesses.

— And if they resist?

— Then they won't resist for long.

The meeting ended on those words.

Twelve men stood and disappeared into the night.

Somewhere in the city, three teams were preparing to strike.

The night of long knives had begun.



CHAPTER 21 — The Assault

TEL AVIV — YAEL KORMAN'S APARTMENT — 2:00 A.M.

Yael was asleep when the silent alarm went off.

A motion sensor in the hallway. Someone was approaching her door.

Her eyes snapped open instantly. Years of training at Unit 8200. Reflexes never fade.

She grabbed her weapon from under the pillow and slipped out of bed.

In the hallway, footsteps. Quiet but perceptible. Professional.

How many were there? Two? Three? More?

She didn't have time to count.

Her front door was reinforced. It would take them at least thirty seconds to force it. Thirty seconds during which she could act.

She ran to her desk, opened a secret drawer, and grabbed an external hard drive. All the data. All the evidence. Everything they wanted to destroy.

Then she opened the window.

Third floor. Too high to jump. But next to it, a drainpipe. And across the way, a garage roof.

Behind her, the door was beginning to give way.

She climbed out the window.

The drainpipe was old, rusted. It groaned under her weight. But it held.

Yael descended as fast as she could. Two meters. Three meters. Four meters.

Above her, voices. "She's not here! Through the window!"

She let go of the drainpipe and landed on the garage roof. Rolled to absorb the impact. Got up.

Bullets whistled around her.

She ran.

Across rooftops. Through alleys. Through the darkness.

Behind her, footsteps. Shouts. Gunfire.

But she knew this neighborhood like the back of her hand. Every passage. Every corner. Every hiding spot.

Ten minutes later, she emerged onto a commercial street, three kilometers from her home.

Breathless. Shaking. But alive.

And most importantly, with the hard drive still in her hand.

She pulled out her phone—a burner she kept for emergencies—and dialed a number.

— Gideon? It's Yael. They attacked. I have the data. Where do I go?



CHAPTER 22 — The Hunt

TEL AVIV — DIZENGOFF STREET — 2:30 A.M.

Ariel Neumann was driving too fast.

Gideon's call had been brief: "Yael is in danger. Following coordinates. Hurry."

He had hurried.

When he arrived at the rendezvous point—a deserted underground parking lot—Yael was already waiting. Pale. Disheveled. A pistol in one hand, a hard drive in the other.

— Get in.

She didn't need to be asked twice.

The car started moving before she'd even closed the door.

— What happened?

— Three men. Maybe four. They tried to get into my apartment. I had time to leave with the data.

— Anyone hurt?

— Not on our side.

— And on theirs?

She gave a dark smile.

— I hit one. In the shoulder. Nothing fatal.

Ariel nodded.

— They're going to intensify. Now that they know we have the data, they'll stop at nothing.

— Where are we going?

— Secondary safe house. Gideon is waiting for us there.

— And the others? Daniel, Mika...

— Gideon is handling it. Teams have been sent to pick them up.

Yael looked out the window. The streets of Tel Aviv flashed by, empty and silent. A sleeping city that didn't know war had begun.

— Ariel?

— Yes?

— How did we get here?

He didn't answer right away.

— We didn't get here. We were always here. We just realized it.



CHAPTER 23 — The Sanctuary

JERUSALEM REGION — ABANDONED MONASTERY — 4:00 A.M.

The monastery had been built by Byzantine monks fifteen hundred years ago. Abandoned for centuries, it stood atop a hill, invisible from the main road.

The perfect place for a safe house.

Ariel parked the car in a natural cave that once served as a cellar. They got out and climbed the steps carved into the rock.

Inside, a surprise awaited them.

They weren't alone.

About twenty people occupied the monastery's great hall. Men and women of all ages. Some in civilian clothes. Others in uniform—police, military, security agents.

And in the center, Gideon.

— Welcome to headquarters. Or at least, one of them.

He said with a smile.

Yael looked around, astonished.

— How many of you are there?

— Here? About twenty. Across the country? Around three hundred. Hence our name.

— The Three Hundred.

— The Three Hundred. People like you. People who understood. People who chose to fight.

A man approached—fifties, gray beard, piercing gaze.

— Yael Korman? I'm Avi. I was a prosecutor before I understood who I was really working for.

A woman joined him.

— Noa. Former judge. I resigned when they asked me to convict an innocent man for political reasons.

Another.

— Moshe. Retired colonel. I refused orders that would have endangered soldiers to satisfy foreign interests.

One by one, they introduced themselves.

Judges. Military. Police. Journalists. Civil servants. Ordinary citizens.

All had a story. All had said no at some point.

All had paid the price for their integrity.

— You are the survivors. Those who resisted when everyone else gave in. Those who kept their souls when others sold theirs.

Gideon said.

He turned to Yael.

— And now, thanks to you, we finally have what we need to bring them down.

Yael pulled the hard drive from her pocket.

— It's all here. All the names. All the amounts. All the connections.

Gideon took the drive with reverence.

— My friends. This drive contains twenty years of treason. Twenty years of corruption. Twenty years of lies.

He held it up.

— And tomorrow, the whole world will know.



CHAPTER 24 — The War Council

JERUSALEM REGION — MONASTERY — 6:00 A.M.

Dawn was breaking over the Judean hills.

In the monastery's great hall, the war council was in session.

Around an improvised table: Gideon, Ariel, Yael, and three other members of the Three Hundred—Avi the prosecutor, Noa the judge, and a man known simply as "the Colonel."

— Situation. Daniel Azoulay is in prison. Mika, the editor-in-chief, was taken into custody last night. The Ha'Emet offices have been searched.

Gideon began.

— And the data?

— They found nothing. Mika erased everything before they arrived. The only copies are here.

— So we still have the advantage.

— For now. But they know we exist. They know we have evidence. And they'll do everything to find us.

The Colonel unfolded a map.

— Our informants report unusual movements. Special teams are heading to various points across the country. They're looking for our safe houses.

— Do they know where we are?

— Not yet. But it's a matter of time.

— How much time?

— Twenty-four hours. Maybe less.

Silence.

— Then we have to strike first.

Ariel said.

— Strike how?

— By publishing everything. Not on an Israeli site they can shut down. On international servers. Multiple. Replicated. Impossible to censor.

Yael nodded.

— I have contacts abroad. Hacktivists. Independent journalists. If we send them the files, they can publish simultaneously on fifty different platforms.

— And once it's online...

— Once it's online, there's nothing they can do. The information will be everywhere. They can arrest a thousand people, it won't change anything. The genie will be out of the bottle.

Gideon thought.

— It's risky. Once we publish, we lose control. Everyone will have access to the data. Including our enemies.

— Our enemies already know what's in that data. It's their work. The only thing they don't want is for the public to know.

— Then let's publish.

Everyone turned to Noa, the judge.

— For years, I believed in the system. I believed justice would prevail in the end. I was wrong. The system is corrupt to the core. The only way to purify it is to expose everything. Everything. Without exception.

She looked at the others.

— We have one chance. Just one. To save this country from those who betrayed it. Let's not waste it.

Silence.

Then, one by one, the council members nodded.

— It's decided. We publish. Tonight.

Gideon said.



CHAPTER 25 — The Ultimatum

TEL AVIV — GABRIEL OREN'S OFFICE — 10:00 A.M.

Gabriel Oren hadn't slept all night.

The reports coming in were all bad. The operation against Yael Korman had failed. The data was still out there. And worse, the "Three Hundred"—those ghosts he thought were insignificant—turned out to be far more organized than he had imagined.

His phone rang. Secure line.

— Yes?

— It's Blackwood.

The Englishman. The director of the Service's Middle East section.

— Any news?

— Bad news. Our American friends are losing patience. If the Iranian data is published, it won't just compromise your operations. It will compromise ours too.

— I'm aware.

— Then do something. Quickly.

— Like what?

— Negotiate.

Gabriel almost laughed.

— Negotiate? With whom?

— With them. The Three Hundred. Offer them a deal. They get what they want—the end of the system, the resignation of certain people—and in exchange, they don't publish the international connections.

— They'll never accept.

— Make them accept. You have leverage.

— What leverage? They're ready to die for their cause.

— Then find someone who isn't. Everyone has a weak point. A family. A child. A secret. Find it and exploit it.

Gabriel remained silent.

— I'll see what I can do.

— Do it fast. You have until midnight. After that, we take matters into our own hands. And believe me, Gabriel... you don't want us to take matters into our own hands.

The line went dead.

Gabriel put down the phone.

Midnight.

He had until midnight to save fifty years of work. Save his life. Save everything he believed in.

He picked up another phone.

— I need information. Everything we have on known members of the Three Hundred. Families. Children. Weak points.

— That will take a few hours.

— You have two hours.

He hung up.

And began to formulate a plan.

A terrible plan.

But a necessary one.



CHAPTER 26 — The Iranian Connections

JERUSALEM REGION — MONASTERY — 12:00 P.M.

The midday sun bathed the great hall in golden light.

Around the laptops, the Three Hundred's technical team worked frantically. Yael supervised the operations, checking each file before transmission.

— Status report.

Gideon asked.

— We're about sixty percent ready.

Answered a young man—messy hair, glasses, fingers flying across the keyboard.

— The main files are formatted and encrypted. The international servers are in place.

— And the Iranian connections?

Yael turned around.

— That's where it gets interesting.

She displayed a chart on the main screen.

— I traced the entire chain. Iranian money passes through fifteen intermediaries before reaching Israel. Dubai, Istanbul, Kuala Lumpur, Geneva, Panama, the Caymans...

— Classic.

— What's not classic is where that money ends up.

She zoomed in on a section of the chart.

— Look. Iran doesn't directly fund the corrupt individuals. It funds "research programs" at universities. "Scholarships" for young lawyers. "International conferences" on human rights.

— Cover stories.

— Exactly. But sophisticated ones. The beneficiaries probably don't even know where the money comes from. They think they're receiving European or American grants.

Ariel approached.

— Wait. You mean some of these people are victims rather than accomplices?

— I mean the system is more complex than we thought. There are several circles. The first circle—the Architect and his inner circle—knows everything. They're consciously serving foreign interests.

— And the other circles?

— The second circle knows something's wrong but looks the other way. They benefit from the system without asking questions.

— And the third?

— The third circle knows nothing. They're ordinary people doing their jobs thinking they're doing good. They've been manipulated, formatted, conditioned to think a certain way.

Gideon nodded.

— Useful idiots.

— If you like. But they're also victims. And when we publish this data, their lives will be destroyed. Careers, families, reputations...

— That's the price to pay.

— I know. But that doesn't mean we should do it without thinking.

Silence.

— What do you propose?

Gideon asked.

— I propose we differentiate the levels of responsibility. The first circle—the conscious traitors—we expose them completely. The second circle—the passive accomplices—we expose their actions but give them a chance to repent.

— And the third?

— The third circle, we protect. We show how they were manipulated without personally accusing them.

— That's complicated.

— Truth is always complicated.

Gideon thought for a long time.

— All right. We do it that way. But the first circle gets no mercy.

— None.



CHAPTER 27 — The Turned Agent

PARIS — CHARLES DE GAULLE AIRPORT — 2:00 P.M.

Jonathan Berg stepped off the plane feeling like a dead man on borrowed time.

Since his escape from Paris, he had changed identities three times. Crossed four countries. Slept in seedy hotels, train stations, airports.

And now, he was returning.

Not home—he no longer had a home—but toward the only thing that still mattered: the truth.

The man waiting for him at the exit looked like nothing. Unremarkable face, ordinary clothes, a gaze that slid over you without stopping.

— Berg?

— That's me.

— Follow me.

They crossed the airport in silence, took an elevator to an underground parking level, got into a car with tinted windows.

— Where are we going?

— Somewhere safe.

— That's not an answer.

The driver smiled.

— It's the only one you'll get for now.

Jonathan fell silent.

For years, he had lived in secrecy. False identities. Clandestine missions. Truths with variable geometry. He had believed he was serving his country. He had believed he was doing good.

Now he knew.

He knew his reports weren't going where he thought. That his actions served interests he had never imagined. That every time he thought he was protecting Israel, he was actually helping to weaken it.

The irony was cruel.

— What are you thinking about?

The driver asked.

— My mistakes.

— We all make them.

— Not like mine.

— You'd be surprised.

The car left the highway and turned onto a country road.

— I'm going to ask you a question. And I need an honest answer.

The driver said.

— Go ahead.

— If you're given a chance to fix your mistakes—to really fix them, not just apologize—will you take it?

Jonathan looked out the window. Fields rolled by, green and peaceful. A world oblivious to secret wars.

— Yes. I'll take it.

— Good.

The driver smiled.

— Because that's exactly what we have to offer you.



CHAPTER 28 — The Weak Point

TEL AVIV — NORTH DISTRICT — 3:00 P.M.

Gabriel Oren had found what he was looking for.

The file was thin—just a few pages—but its contents were worth gold.

Ariel Neumann. Fifty-four years old. Single. No children.

But a sister. Miriam Neumann-Cohen. Forty-eight years old. Married. Two children. Living in Haifa.

And working as a teacher in a public school.

Gabriel smiled.

Everyone had a weak point. For some, it was money. For others, power. For still others, fear.

For Ariel Neumann, it was love.

— Have this address surveilled. Discreetly. And prepare an intervention team.

He told the man accompanying him.

— An intervention?

— For now, just surveillance. But if negotiations fail...

He left the sentence hanging.

— Understood.

The man left the room.

Gabriel remained alone with his thoughts.

Was this really necessary? Threatening an innocent family? Children?

Twenty years ago, he would have said no. Twenty years ago, he still had principles. Limits.

But twenty years of secret war had eroded those limits. Each compromise had led to another. Each transgression had opened the door to the next.

Until nothing remained.

No principles. No limits. No humanity.

Just the mission.

And the mission demanded sacrificing everything.



CHAPTER 29 — The Negotiation

JERUSALEM REGION — MEETING POINT — 6:00 P.M.

The meeting had been arranged through intermediaries.

Neutral ground—an abandoned construction site on the outskirts of Jerusalem. No cameras. No witnesses. Just two cars parked face to face in the twilight dust.

On one side, Gideon. Alone.

On the other, a man Gideon had never seen. But whose boss he knew.

— The Architect sends his regards.

The man began.

— Spare me the pleasantries.

— As you wish. Let's get to the point.

The man produced an envelope.

— Here's what we're proposing. The resignation of the Attorney General. The removal of twelve judges. A parliamentary inquiry into foreign funding.

— And in exchange?

— You don't publish the international connections. Not the American, British, or Iranian names.

Gideon remained impassive.

— Why would we do that?

— Because if those names come out, you start a war. Not a local war—a world war. Washington will react. London will react. Tehran will react. And Israel will be caught in the middle.

— Israel is already caught in the middle.

— Not like this. Not with the CIA, MI6, and the Revolutionary Guards all determined to silence you.

— Silence us? There are three hundred of us. How do you silence three hundred people?

The man smiled.

— You'd be surprised.

Silence.

— Let me speak frankly. You think you're heroes. Patriots. Saviors of democracy. Maybe you're right. But you don't understand the scale of what you're attacking.

The man continued.

— Enlighten me.

— Operation Convergence isn't an Israeli project. It's a global project. Dozens of countries participate. Thousands of people work on it. Billions of dollars are invested.

— A project for what?

— Stabilization. Order. Control.

— Domination.

— Call it what you want. The fact is this project has existed for seventy years. Since the end of World War II. And Israel is just a small part of it.

— A small part they want to neutralize.

— Israel is a problem. A country that refuses to conform. A nation that thinks it can act alone. In the world order as it's conceived, there's no room for that.

Gideon nodded slowly.

— I understand now.

— So you accept?

— No.

The man frowned.

— Excuse me?

— I understand your position. I understand the scale of your project. I understand the forces we're fighting against. But my answer is no.

— You're signing your own death warrant.

— Perhaps. But I'd rather die on my feet than live on my knees.

He turned to leave.

— One last thing. Your friend Neumann has a sister. Miriam. Two children. Are you sure you want to put them in danger?

Gideon stopped.

— If you touch that family, I promise you what comes out won't just be names and numbers. It will be everything. Every secret. Every lie. Every skeleton in your closets.

He said without turning around.

— Is that a threat?

— It's a promise.

He got into his car and drove away.

The negotiation was over.

The war was about to begin.



CHAPTER 30 — The Countdown

JERUSALEM REGION — MONASTERY — 8:00 P.M.

The sun had set over the Judean hills.

In the monastery's great hall, the atmosphere was electric. Everyone knew the next few hours would be decisive.

Gideon gathered the group.

— The negotiation failed. They rejected our conditions. Worse, they've threatened our families.

Indignant murmurs.

— So we have two options. Either we back down—we keep the data to ourselves, we hide, we wait for better days.

— And the second option?

Ariel asked.

— Or we strike. Tonight. Everything. Now.

Silence.

— If we strike, there's no going back. Our lives will change forever. Some of us may die. Our families will be in danger. Everything we know will be turned upside down.

Gideon continued.

— But if we don't strike... then everything we've fought for will have been for nothing. The lies will continue. Corruption will flourish. And this country we love will die slowly, smothered by those who claim to protect it.

He paused.

— I can't make this decision alone. It commits all of us. So I'm calling for a vote. Who is in favor of striking?

Hands went up. One by one. Then all together.

Twenty-three hands.

Unanimous.

— It's decided. We publish at midnight.

Gideon said.

He turned to the technical team.

— Prepare everything. The servers, the backup copies, the international contacts. In four hours, the world will know.

Activity resumed, frantic.

Ariel approached Gideon.

— They mentioned my sister.

— I know.

— I need to warn her. Get her to safety.

— We're handling it. A team is leaving for Haifa within the hour.

— I want to go myself.

— No. You're too important here. If something happened to you...

— She's my sister.

Gideon put a hand on his shoulder.

— I know. That's why I'm not sending just anyone. My best men. They'll get her to safety, her and the children.

Ariel remained silent.

— Trust me. We're not leaving anyone behind.

Finally, Ariel nodded.

— All right. But if anything happens to them...

— Nothing will happen to them.

Outside, night had fallen completely.

Four hours until midnight.

Four hours until the world changed.

Midnight

JERUSALEM REGION — MONASTERY — 11:59 P.M.

The silence was total.

Twenty-three people stared at the main screen. A digital counter displayed the seconds ticking away.

23:59:45

23:59:46

23:59:47

Yael's fingers hovered over the keyboard. A single gesture, and everything would be sent. Fifty servers in twenty countries. Thousands of journalists, bloggers, activists. An unstoppable cascade.

23:59:55

23:59:56

23:59:57

Gideon placed a hand on her shoulder.

— Are you ready?

— Ready.

23:59:58

23:59:59

00:00:00

— Now.

Yael pressed the key.

For a second, nothing happened.

Then the confirmations began flooding in.

Stockholm server: transmission successful.

Toronto server: transmission successful.

Sydney server: transmission successful.

São Paulo server: transmission successful.

One by one, green lights appeared on the world map displayed on screen. Europe. America. Asia. Oceania. Africa.

Within three minutes, the information had circled the globe.

— It's done.

Yael whispered.

Gideon nodded.

— It's done.

Someone—a young agent whose name Ariel didn't know—began to applaud. Others joined in. Soon the whole room was echoing with applause, shouts, tears.

But Gideon wasn't celebrating.

— This is just the beginning. Now they're going to retaliate. And it's going to be terrible.

He said quietly.



CHAPTER 31 — The Shockwave

WORLD CAPITALS — SIMULTANEOUS REACTIONS

LONDON — MI6 HEADQUARTERS — 5:17 A.M. GMT

Sir Richard Blackwood was awakened by a call he had dreaded for thirty years.

“Sir, you need to see this. Now.”

He threw on his robe and rushed to his study, where three secure screens displayed the unfolding catastrophe. His name appeared on page forty-seven of the leaked documents—alongside a detailed account of Operation Convergence.

“How bad is it?”

“Everything, sir. The entire network. Names, bank accounts, operational details. It’s all public.”

Blackwood sank into his chair. In forty years of intelligence work, he had never seen anything like this. The documents didn’t just expose the conspiracy against Israel—they revealed the entire architecture of global manipulation that had been built over decades.

“Who else knows?”

“Everyone, sir. It’s on every news channel, every social media platform. The Russians are already denying involvement. The Chinese are calling for an international investigation. And the Americans…”

“What about the Americans?”

“They’re in complete panic.”

PARIS — ÉLYSÉE PALACE — 6:22 A.M.

The French President had been in office for only eight months. Nothing in his career as a technocrat had prepared him for this.

“How exposed are we?”

His chief of staff hesitated.

“Significantly, Monsieur le Président. Several of our intelligence officers are named. And there are references to… certain financial arrangements.”

“Financial arrangements?”

“Payments, sir. To media outlets. Think tanks. Politicians.”

The President felt his world crumbling. He had inherited this system—he hadn’t created it. But that distinction would mean nothing to the public.

“Prepare a statement. We condemn any illegal activities. We demand a full investigation. We distance ourselves from any actions that may have violated international law.”

“And the officers who are named?”

“They’re on their own.”

BERLIN — BUNDESKANZLERAMT — 6:45 A.M.

Chancellor Hoffmann was already in her office, surrounded by advisors.

“The documents suggest German intelligence was aware of Operation Convergence and did nothing to stop it,” her foreign minister reported. “Worse—there are indications we may have facilitated certain… logistics.”

“Such as?”

“Safe houses. Communication channels. Financial transfers through Frankfurt banks.”

The Chancellor removed her glasses and rubbed her eyes.

“This will bring down governments. Not just ours—across Europe.”

“Yes, Frau Bundeskanzlerin. The question is whether we can manage the fallout or whether it will manage us.”

She looked out at the gray Berlin sky.

“Call an emergency meeting of the European Council. If we’re going to face this, we face it together. And prepare a list of everyone in our administration who might be compromised.”

“That list would be quite long, Frau Bundeskanzlerin.”

“Then start writing.”

MOSCOW — KREMLIN — 8:30 A.M. LOCAL TIME

President Volkov allowed himself a rare smile.

“This is better than anything our services could have engineered.”

“Should we amplify it, sir?” his intelligence chief asked. “Our media assets are ready.”

“No. Let it speak for itself. The West is destroying itself—we don’t need to help. Simply ensure our people understand: this is what happens when you trust America.”

“And our own exposure?”

Volkov’s smile faded. Several documents referenced Russian assets within Western intelligence—double agents who had reported to Moscow while pretending to serve the conspiracy.

“Those names are already known to us. Relocate them. Quietly. If anyone asks, they’re enjoying well-deserved retirements in undisclosed locations.”

“Understood, sir.”

“And prepare a statement expressing our ‘deep concern’ about Western interference in the internal affairs of sovereign nations. Make it solemn. Make it indignant. Make it impossible to tell we’re laughing inside.”

JERUSALEM — MONASTERY — 6:00 A.M.

Gideon hadn’t slept. None of them had.

The screens showed footage from around the world—protests outside American embassies, emergency parliamentary sessions, talking heads analyzing the revelations with varying degrees of shock and satisfaction.

“We did it,” Yael whispered. “We actually did it.”

“We released the truth,” Gideon corrected. “What the world does with it is beyond our control.”

Ariel approached with a tablet.

“There’s already a backlash. Some networks are calling it Russian disinformation. Others are saying it’s an Israeli psyop.”

“Of course. The system’s first defense is always denial. Then comes delegitimization. Then suppression.”

“Can they suppress this?”

Gideon shook his head.

“The documents are on a million servers. They’re being downloaded, shared, analyzed by thousands of people simultaneously. There’s no putting this genie back in the bottle.”

“Then we won.”

“We won a battle. The war is just beginning. Look at those faces on TV—the politicians, the intelligence chiefs, the media moguls. They’re not going to accept this quietly. They’re going to fight back with everything they have.”

As if on cue, one of the screens flashed with breaking news: ISRAELI GOVERNMENT DENIES ANY KNOWLEDGE OF LEAKED DOCUMENTS. PRIME MINISTER CALLS FOR CALM.

“And so it begins,” Gideon said. “The denials. The deflections. The attempts to control the narrative.”

“What do we do now?”

Gideon turned to face his team—these brave men and women who had risked everything for truth.

“Now we disappear. Because the people we’ve exposed will stop at nothing to silence us. And we need to stay alive long enough to see this through.”

The first rays of dawn were breaking over the Judean hills. Somewhere out there, the world was waking up to a new reality—a reality where the lies that had governed nations for decades were finally exposed to the light.

But the forces of darkness weren’t defeated. They were regrouping.

And their retaliation would be swift.



CHAPTER 32 — The Retaliation

LANGLEY, VIRGINIA — CRISIS CENTER — 12:15 A.M. (LOCAL TIME)

Victoria Chen hadn't had time to finish her coffee when the alert came in.

CODE RED. MASSIVE LEAK. OPERATION CONVERGENCE COMPROMISED.

She had run to the crisis center—a subterranean room bristling with screens and consoles—where a dozen analysts were already scrambling.

— Report.

She ordered.

— It's catastrophic, ma'am. Everything is out. The names, the amounts, the connections. Everything.

— Everything?

— Including ours.

Victoria felt her stomach knot.

— Which names exactly?

The analyst hesitated.

— Yours, ma'am. And three other directors. Plus about a dozen field officers.

— Damn.

She sat down heavily.

— Options?

— We could try a denial. Call it Russian or Chinese disinformation.

— That won't hold. The documents are too detailed.

— Then we could try to muddy the waters. Flood the media with other stories to divert attention.

— That'll work for a few days. No more.

— There's a third option.

Victoria looked up.

— Which is?

— Eliminate the sources. If the people who published these documents disappear, we can claim everything was fabricated.

— How many people?

— By our estimates, the core group has about twenty members. Plus a few peripheral contacts.

— Twenty people. In Israel. An allied country.

— A country that just declared war on us, ma'am.

Victoria remained silent for a long moment.

— Contact our British friends. And the Mossad—the loyal faction, not the traitors. Tell them we have a common problem and it's time to solve it.

— Together?

— Together.

She stood.

— And prepare Operation Cleanup. I want plans on my desk in two hours.



CHAPTER 33 — The World Awakens

PARIS — MAJOR NEWSPAPER HEADQUARTERS — 7:00 A.M. (LOCAL TIME)

Jean-Marc Duval had never seen such frenzy in his newsroom.

As director of the paper's international section, he had received the files at midnight. Since then, his team hadn't slept.

— Is it authentic?

He asked for the tenth time.

— Everything appears to be. The account numbers match. The banking signatures are verifiable. The dates line up.

His best journalist replied.

— And the names?

— They're all there. Israeli judges. American officials. British diplomats. And... look at this.

She pointed at the screen.

— DGSE officers. Our own intelligence service.

Jean-Marc went pale.

— We can't publish this without thorough verification.

— We don't have time. Other outlets are going to publish before us.

— Then we publish with reservations. "According to documents whose authenticity remains to be confirmed..."

— Will that be enough?

— It'll have to be.

He turned to his team.

— All hands on deck. I want a complete dossier for the noon edition. And alert the lawyers—we're going to need them.

At the same time, in London, Berlin, New York, Tokyo, Sydney, similar scenes were unfolding.

Newsrooms in upheaval. Governments on alert. Intelligence services in panic.

Within a few hours, the biggest scandal in the history of Western intelligence was breaking wide open.

And no one knew how to stop it.



CHAPTER 34 — The Hunt

TEL AVIV — 8:00 A.M.

Gabriel Oren hadn't slept.

Calls had come in all night. Washington. London. Brussels. All saying the same thing: this is your fault, fix it.

But how do you fix a problem that was already everywhere?

The files had been downloaded millions of times. Copied. Shared. Translated. Commented on. Even if they arrested all the members of the Three Hundred, even if they destroyed every server, the information was now impossible to contain.

The genie was out of the bottle.

And yet, action had to be taken. If only to show the others that such an affront wouldn't go unpunished.

His phone rang.

— Yes?

— It's Blackwood. We've located their base.

Gabriel straightened.

— Where?

— An abandoned monastery in the Jerusalem hills. Our satellites spotted it an hour ago.

— How many are there?

— About twenty, maybe more. But they're evacuating.

— Intercept them.

— It's underway. We have three teams en route. Plus an Israeli team—our people.

— Our people?

— Those who haven't been compromised by the leaks. There are still a few left.

Gabriel nodded.

— Perfect. I want results. And I want Gideon alive.

— Why alive?

— Because he knows things. Things that aren't in the files. Things I need to recover before he reveals them too.

— Understood.

The line went dead.

Gabriel turned to the window.

Outside, Tel Aviv was waking up like every morning. People going to work. Children going to school. Life going on.

They didn't know yet.

But soon, they would.

And then, everything would change.



CHAPTER 35 — The Evacuation

JERUSALEM REGION — MONASTERY — 8:30 A.M.

The alert came from Saba—the veteran monitoring communications.

— Three helicopters approaching. And ground vehicles. They'll be here in twenty minutes.

Gideon reacted instantly.

— Immediate evacuation. Protocol Delta. Everyone knows what to do.

Training took over.

Within minutes, computers were destroyed, documents burned, traces erased. Each member of the Three Hundred had a predetermined destination, a memorized route, a contact to meet.

— The backup data?

Ariel asked.

— Already gone. Multiple copies, decentralized servers. Even if they catch all of us, the information will keep circulating.

— And us?

— We disappear. For a few days, a few weeks. Until the storm dies down.

— It won't die down.

— No. But it'll change shape. And we'll need to be ready for what comes next.

Yael approached.

— The vehicles are loaded. We can leave.

— Good. Group A goes north, Group B goes east, Group C takes the tunnels.

— The tunnels?

Gideon smiled.

— This monastery is fifteen hundred years old. You think the monks didn't plan an escape route?

He led Group C—Ariel, Yael, and three others—toward an underground crypt. Behind a stone altar, a hidden door opened onto a passage carved into the rock.

— This tunnel leads to a valley three kilometers from here. Vehicles are waiting for us there.

— And the other groups?

— They have their own routes. We'll meet up when it's safe.

Ariel hesitated.

— My sister?

— The Haifa team confirmed. She's safe with the children. They're at a safe house up north.

Immense relief washed over Ariel.

— Thank you.

— Don't thank me yet. We're not out of the woods.

Behind them, the sound of helicopters was getting closer.

— Let's go.

Gideon said.

They plunged into the darkness of the tunnel.

Behind them, daylight disappeared.

Ahead, the unknown awaited.

* * *

Twenty minutes later, the assault teams stormed the monastery.

They found only ashes and silence.

The Three Hundred had vanished.

But their message was already echoing around the world.

The World Reacts

WASHINGTON D.C. — WHITE HOUSE — 9:00 A.M. (LOCAL TIME)

The President of the United States stared at the screen in disbelief.

— Run that by me again.

— Mr. President, the documents published tonight directly implicate several CIA officers in an operation to destabilize Israel. They also suggest connections with British MI6 and... with Iranian funding sources.

— Iran? The CIA was working with Iran?

— Not directly, sir. But certain financial circuits...

— I don't care about financial circuits! Did my intelligence services collaborate, even indirectly, with the Iranian regime?

Silence.

— We're investigating, sir.

The President stood and paced the Oval Office.

— Who knows about this?

— Everyone, sir. The documents are everywhere. CNN, Fox, MSNBC, the New York Times, the Washington Post... They're all covering it.

— And our official line?

— For now, we're not commenting on "unverified leaks."

— That won't hold.

— No, sir.

The President stopped at the window.

— Summon the CIA director. Immediately. And prepare a statement. Something that distances us from this operation without looking like we're running from our responsibilities.

— That's a delicate balance, sir.

— That's what I pay you for.



CHAPTER 36 — The Hunt

MULTIPLE LOCATIONS — COORDINATED PURSUIT

TEL AVIV — SHIN BET HEADQUARTERS — 2:30 P.M.

Director Cohen had never seen his operations center in such chaos.

“We have three separate agencies demanding access to our files. The Americans want to know how we were compromised. The British are threatening to cut intelligence sharing. And the Prime Minister wants answers I don’t have.”

His deputy pulled up a satellite image.

“We’ve tracked the leak to a location in the Judean hills. But by the time our teams arrived, they were gone.”

“How many?”

“Unknown. We’re estimating between twenty and forty individuals. They had vehicles waiting. Multiple escape routes.”

“And Gideon?”

“No visual confirmation. But signals intelligence suggests he’s leading the group.”

Cohen slammed his fist on the desk.

“Gideon was one of ours! How did we not see this coming?”

“He was careful, sir. Very careful. The internal investigation shows he was planning this for years—building a network within the network, identifying others who shared his… concerns.”

“His concerns? He’s committed treason!”

“With respect, sir—the documents suggest the real treason was on the other side.”

Cohen’s face reddened.

“I don’t care what the documents suggest. I care about finding Gideon and his people before they can do any more damage. Deploy everything we have. Ground teams, aerial surveillance, electronic intercepts. I want them found within forty-eight hours.”

“Sir, there’s a complication.”

“What now?”

“The Mossad is running their own operation. They have different… priorities.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning some of the people named in the documents are Mossad assets. They want to reach Gideon’s group first—to control what else might be released.”

Cohen understood immediately. The intelligence community was turning on itself. Different agencies with different agendas, all hunting the same prey for different reasons.

“This is a nightmare.”

“Yes, sir. And it’s about to get worse.”

JUDEAN DESERT — EVACUATION ROUTE BETA — 3:15 P.M.

The convoy had split into three groups—standard protocol to minimize the chance of total capture.

Gideon’s vehicle bounced over rough terrain, followed by two others carrying Yael, Ariel, and a dozen others who had been marked for immediate extraction.

“We have drones overhead,” the driver reported. “Military type. Probably Shin Bet.”

“Expected. They’ll track us from a distance first, try to identify our destination.”

“Should we engage countermeasures?”

“Not yet. Let them think they have us. There’s a wadi ahead—perfect for what I have planned.”

The wadi—a dry riverbed carved by ancient floods—appeared on the horizon. Its steep walls would block satellite view and provide multiple exit points.

“On my signal, all vehicles stop. Everyone transfers to the motorcycles in Vehicle Three. The cars continue on autopilot.”

“Decoys?”

“Decoys. By the time they realize the vehicles are empty, we’ll be fifteen kilometers away in different directions.”

It was a simple trick, but effective. The kind of trick that had kept resistance fighters alive for centuries.

As they entered the wadi, Gideon allowed himself a moment of dark humor.

“The hunters have become the hunted. And they have no idea what they’re dealing with.”

WASHINGTON D.C. — CIA HEADQUARTERS — 9:00 A.M. EST

Victoria Chen was on her third coffee when the call came through.

“Director Chen? This is the National Security Advisor. The President wants you at the White House. Immediately.”

“On my way.”

The drive from Langley to the White House usually took thirty minutes. Today, with emergency protocols in place, it took fifteen.

In the Situation Room, she found herself facing the most powerful people in the American government—and they were all looking at her with barely concealed hostility.

“Director Chen,” the President began, “I need to understand how this happened. How did a group of Israeli operatives compromise an operation that involved assets from six different countries?”

“Mr. President, the leak appears to have originated from within the operation itself. Multiple sources, coordinated release. We’re still determining the full scope.”

“The full scope? It’s on the front page of every newspaper in the world!”

“Yes, sir. But there may be more. Our analysis suggests the released documents represent approximately sixty percent of the total cache. Which means—”

“Which means they’re holding back the rest. As leverage.”

“That’s our assessment, sir.”

The Secretary of State leaned forward.

“What do they want?”

“Unknown. So far, there have been no demands. No communication. Just… silence.”

“That’s the most dangerous kind of enemy,” the Secretary of Defense muttered. “The kind that doesn’t want to negotiate.”

The President stood and walked to the window.

“I want options. Extraction, neutralization, containment. Whatever it takes to prevent any further releases.”

“Mr. President, these are Israeli citizens operating on Israeli soil. Any direct action would have severe diplomatic consequences.”

“Then find an indirect action. Use our assets in the region. Work with elements of Israeli intelligence who share our concerns. But get this done. Because if those remaining documents come out…”

He didn’t need to finish the sentence. Everyone in the room knew what was at stake.

Not just careers. Not just governments.

The entire post-war order that had governed the world for eighty years.

NEGEV DESERT — SAFE HOUSE ALEPH — 7:30 P.M.

The rendezvous point was an abandoned mining facility—one of dozens scattered across the Negev, remnants of failed industrial projects.

Gideon arrived first, followed over the next two hours by the other groups. Some were missing members—left behind to create diversions, or simply lost in the chaos of flight.

“Status report.”

Yael consulted her tablet.

“We’ve lost contact with Group Charlie. Last known position was near Arad. Either they’ve gone dark, or…”

“Or they’ve been captured.”

“Yes.”

Gideon absorbed this. In any operation, losses were expected. That didn’t make them easier.

“Who was with them?”

“Dvir. Shira. And three of the younger ones—the tech specialists who handled the initial upload.”

“If they talk—”

“They won’t talk. They knew the risks. They have protocols.”

Protocols. A polite word for poison capsules or self-destruct devices. The tools of desperate people in desperate times.

“What about our external contacts?”

“Mixed news. The international media is running with the story, but there’s already pushback. The usual voices are calling it fake news, Russian propaganda, antisemitic conspiracy theories.”

“Of course. That’s the playbook. Deny, discredit, distract.”

“Some of it is working. Polls show thirty percent of Americans already believe the leaks are fabricated.”

“And the other seventy percent?”

“Demanding answers. Congressional hearings are being scheduled. European parliaments are holding emergency sessions. The UN is convening a special committee.”

Gideon nodded slowly.

“Then we’ve succeeded. Not completely—not yet. But the seed has been planted. Now we wait for it to grow.”

“And while we wait?”

“While we wait, we stay alive. Because the hunt has only begun.”

Outside, the desert night stretched endlessly—cold, silent, unforgiving. Somewhere in that darkness, forces were gathering that would stop at nothing to find them.

But Gideon had been hunted before. He knew how to survive.

What he didn’t know was whether survival would be enough.



CHAPTER 37 — The Flight

JUDEAN DESERT — 11:00 A.M.

The tunnel had emerged into an isolated valley, as promised.

Three off-road vehicles were waiting, camouflaged under netting. Silent drivers. Loaded weapons.

Gideon distributed instructions.

— Group A heads to the Negev. Group B to the Galilee. We're going south.

— South? That's the desert.

Ariel said.

— Exactly. No one will look for us there.

The convoy set off.

For hours, they drove on rutted tracks, avoiding main roads, skirting villages. The Judean Desert rolled by, arid and unforgiving.

Yael stared out the window, lost in thought.

— What are you thinking about?

Ariel asked.

— About what we did.

— Any regrets?

— No. But I wonder what happens now.

— Chaos. For a while. And then... maybe something better.

— You really believe that?

— I have to believe it. Otherwise, none of this would make any sense.

Gideon spoke from the front seat.

— Change never comes without pain. We've started a revolution. Revolutions have casualties.

— How many casualties?

— I don't know. But fewer than if we'd done nothing. The system we exposed was killing this country slowly. At least now, people know.

— And knowing is enough?

— Knowing is the first step. What they do with that knowledge... that's up to them.

The vehicle turned into a narrow canyon.

— We're here.

The driver announced.

At the bottom of the canyon, invisible from the sky, a complex of buildings emerged. An old abandoned military base, converted into a refuge.

— Welcome to Base Aleph. Our last sanctuary.

Gideon said.



CHAPTER 38 — Chain Reactions

JERUSALEM — KNESSET — 2:00 P.M.

The emergency session had been convened urgently.

The plenary hall was packed. Deputies, ministers, advisors—everyone was there. And everyone was talking at once.

Prime Minister David Stern took the floor.

— Silence!

The uproar gradually subsided.

— My dear colleagues. You have all seen the documents published last night. You know the accusations they contain. What I'm about to tell you will shock you, but you need to hear it.

He paused.

— These accusations are true.

An explosion of shouts.

— Silence! Let me finish!

An uneasy calm returned.

— For years, some among us—not me, not this government—but some who held positions of power received foreign funding. They used that funding to influence our institutions. To block our decisions. To paralyze our democracy.

— That's defamation!

An opposition deputy shouted.

— It's not defamation. It's the truth. And the documents prove it.

He held up a stack of papers.

— Here are the names of those implicated. Twenty-three people. Judges. Prosecutors. Advisors. Journalists. Some of them are in this room.

Nervous murmurs.

— I'm asking the Knesset to lift these individuals' immunity. To allow a full investigation. To shed light on what happened.

— And if we refuse?

The voice came from the back of the room. An elderly deputy with a closed expression.

— If you refuse, then you're accomplices. And the people will draw their own conclusions.

The vote was tense, chaotic. But in the end...

Sixty-three in favor. Forty-seven against.

Immunity was lifted.

The hunt for traitors could begin.



CHAPTER 39 — The Guardian Falls

TEL AVIV — RIVKA MANDEL'S OFFICE — 4:00 P.M.

She knew it was coming.

Since morning, she had seen the signs. Calls that weren't returned. Colleagues who looked away. Whispers in the hallways.

And now, the police were at her door.

— Rivka Mandel?

— That's me.

— You're under arrest for corruption, treason, and conspiracy against state security.

She didn't resist.

What was the point?

As they handcuffed her, she thought about everything she had accomplished. The careers she had destroyed. The decisions she had blocked. The power she had wielded.

All for nothing.

She had believed she was on the right side of history. She had believed she was protecting democracy from its enemies. She had believed the ends justified the means.

She had been wrong.

They led her to the police car.

Outside, a crowd had gathered. Journalists. Onlookers. Protesters brandishing signs: "JUSTICE!" "TRAITOR!" "THE PEOPLE WIN!"

She lowered her head and got into the car.

The Guardian had fallen.

And with her, an entire system.



CHAPTER 40 — The Architect Flees

TEL AVIV — GABRIEL OREN'S PENTHOUSE — 6:00 P.M.

Gabriel had watched Rivka's arrest on television.

He knew he would be next.

For hours, he had been preparing his escape. Diplomatic passport. Offshore account. Contacts in countries without extradition.

Everything was ready.

His phone rang one last time.

— Gabriel, it's Victoria.

— I know why you're calling.

— We can't protect you anymore. Things have gone too far.

— I understand.

— Do you have a plan?

— I always have a plan.

Silence.

— For what it's worth, it was an honor working with you.

She finally said.

— The honor was mine.

— Good luck, Gabriel.

— Good luck to you too. You're going to need it.

He hung up.

Then he took his suitcase and left the apartment he had lived in for twenty years.

In the elevator, he ran into a neighbor who greeted him politely.

— Good evening, Mr. Oren. Going on a trip?

— Yes. A long trip.

— Have a nice vacation.

— Thank you.

The doors closed.

Gabriel Oren—the Architect, the mastermind of the conspiracy, the man who had nearly destroyed Israeli democracy—disappeared into the night.

No one would ever see him again.

Or so he thought.

Because somewhere in the Negev Desert, a Three Hundred team was already waiting for him.

The hunter had become the hunted.

The Capture

NEGEV DESERT — ROUTE 40 — 10:00 P.M.

Gabriel Oren was driving south.

His plan was simple: reach Eilat, take a boat to Jordan, then disappear into the Arab world. He had contacts. Money. Spare identities.

He had thought of everything.

Except the roadblock.

His headlights suddenly illuminated three vehicles blocking the road. Armed figures. A man in the center signaling him to stop.

Gabriel braked.

Police? Military? No—no uniforms. No lights.

The Three Hundred.

He considered his options. Turn around? Impossible—other vehicles were already blocking the road behind him. Plow through? Suicidal.

He cut the engine and raised his hands.

The door opened. A man pulled him out roughly.

— Gabriel Oren?

— The same.

— You're coming with us.

— I suppose I don't have a choice.

— No. You don't.

They blindfolded him, handcuffed him, pushed him into a vehicle.

The journey lasted hours. Or maybe minutes—impossible to tell. When they removed the blindfold, he was in an underground room, lit by pale fluorescent lights.

And facing him, Gideon.

— Good evening, Gabriel. We have a lot to talk about.



CHAPTER 41 — The World Responds

GLOBAL REACTIONS — 72 HOURS AFTER THE LEAK

UNITED NATIONS — NEW YORK — EMERGENCY SESSION

The General Assembly hall was packed—an unusual occurrence for what was officially an “informal consultation.”

The Secretary-General, a former Portuguese diplomat known for his measured approach, opened the session with unusual gravity.

“Distinguished delegates, we are facing a moment unprecedented in the history of international relations. Documents have been released that allege systematic coordination among intelligence agencies of multiple nations to manipulate the internal affairs of a sovereign state.”

The Israeli ambassador sat stone-faced in the front row. Around her, colleagues from countries named in the documents avoided eye contact.

“These allegations, if true, would constitute serious violations of international law—including the UN Charter’s provisions against interference in domestic affairs. If false, they represent a dangerous escalation in information warfare. Either way, we cannot ignore them.”

The American ambassador requested the floor.

“Mr. Secretary-General, the United States categorically denies any involvement in the activities described in these so-called documents. We believe this is a sophisticated disinformation campaign designed to undermine trust in democratic institutions.”

“The question,” the Secretary-General replied, “is not whether governments deny involvement. The question is whether the evidence supports those denials. And on that matter, I believe the international community deserves transparent investigation.”

Murmurs rippled through the hall. Several delegations began consulting urgently.

“I am therefore proposing the establishment of an independent commission of inquiry, with full access to relevant documents and the authority to interview officials from all nations involved. This is not about blame—it is about truth.”

The vote would come later. But the message was clear: the world was demanding answers.

EUROPEAN PARLIAMENT — BRUSSELS — SPECIAL SESSION

“The documents implicate at least seven EU member states in coordinated activities that violate our most fundamental principles!”

The speaker was a Dutch MEP known for her confrontational style. Today, she had an attentive audience.

“We have evidence—not rumors, not speculation, but documented evidence—that European intelligence services participated in operations designed to manipulate the domestic politics of Israel. An allied nation! A democracy!”

“Point of order!” The German delegation chair stood. “The authenticity of these documents has not been established. We should not—”

“Not established? They contain internal communications with verified cryptographic signatures! They reference operations that have been independently confirmed! How much more establishment do you need?”

The session descended into chaos—accusations flying, delegations walking out, journalists frantically filing reports.

By the end of the day, three European governments would face no-confidence votes. Two intelligence chiefs would resign. And a continent would begin questioning everything it thought it knew about its allies.

BEIJING — ZHONGNANHAI — LEADERSHIP COMPOUND

President Xi’s inner circle gathered in the wood-paneled meeting room where China’s most sensitive decisions were made.

“This is an opportunity,” the Foreign Minister argued. “The Western alliance is fracturing. We should accelerate our outreach to Israel—offer partnership without the strings that the Americans have always attached.”

“Dangerous,” countered the intelligence chief. “We have our own operations that could be exposed if this… appetite for transparency spreads. Better to stay quiet, let the West tear itself apart.”

“But if we don’t act, Russia will. They’re already positioning themselves as defenders of national sovereignty against Western interference.”

President Xi listened silently, his expression unreadable.

Finally, he spoke.

“The Americans made a strategic error. They believed they could control information forever. They were wrong. In the digital age, secrets have a way of becoming public.”

“Then we should review our own practices, sir?”

“We should ensure our practices are more sophisticated. The Americans were caught because they were arrogant—they left traces, used predictable methods, trusted people who shouldn’t have been trusted.”

“And regarding Israel?”

“For now, we watch. We gather intelligence. And when the moment is right, we move. Not with crude interference, but with offers of partnership. The Israelis will remember who tried to manipulate them—and who offered respect.”

JERUSALEM — KNESSET — EMERGENCY DEBATE

The Israeli parliament was in uproar.

“These documents prove what many of us have suspected for years!” shouted an opposition leader. “Foreign powers have been manipulating our democracy! Our own officials were complicit!”

“The documents prove nothing!” countered a minister. “They’re fabricated! Designed to create exactly this chaos!”

“Then explain the bank transfers! Explain the communications! Explain why names of serving officials appear in operational plans against our own institutions!”

The Prime Minister sat silent through most of the debate, face ashen. He had known about some of this—fragments, hints, plausible deniability carefully maintained. But not the full scope. Never the full scope.

Finally, he stood.

“Enough.”

The chamber fell quiet.

“Enough accusations. Enough denials. Enough posturing. The Israeli people deserve truth—complete, verified, undeniable truth. I am therefore ordering a full investigation by the State Comptroller, with support from an international team of forensic experts. Every document will be examined. Every claim will be verified. And if these allegations are proven true, those responsible will face justice—regardless of their position or connections.”

It was a gamble. If the investigation confirmed the documents, his own government might fall. But the alternative—stonewalling, denial, cover-up—would be worse.

“The State of Israel was built on truth,” he continued. “We will not survive on lies. Whatever the cost, we will face reality. That is what our founders demanded. That is what history requires.”

For a moment, the chamber was silent.

Then, slowly, applause began. Not from one side or the other—from both. A rare moment of unity in a nation that had been torn apart.

The road ahead would be difficult. But at least they would face it honestly.



CHAPTER 42 — The Interrogation

BASE ALEPH — INTERROGATION ROOM — 2:00 A.M.

Gabriel studied his interrogator with a mixture of contempt and curiosity.

— Who are you really, Gideon? A rogue agent? A naive idealist? A terrorist?

— I'm a patriot. Like you claimed to be.

— I am a patriot. I served this country for fifty years.

— You served yourself. You served your foreign masters. You never served Israel.

Gabriel smiled.

— You really think it's that simple? Good guys on one side, bad guys on the other?

— I believe some betrayed their country. And others tried to save it.

— Save? You call this saving? You've triggered an international crisis. Governments are trembling. Alliances are crumbling. The whole world sees Israel as a nest of conspirators.

— The whole world sees Israel as a country with the courage to clean house. That's more than most can say.

Silence.

— What do you want?

Gabriel asked.

— The truth. All of it.

— You already have it. Your files contain everything.

— No. They contain a lot. But not everything. The deepest connections are missing. The names at the top of the pyramid. Those who gave you your orders.

Gabriel remained silent.

— I'm going to ask you a question. And your answer will determine what happens to you next. Who recruited you fifty years ago?

— I don't know what you're talking about.

— You're lying.

— Prove it.

Gideon produced a document.

— Tehran, 1974. You were on a mission for the Institute. Officially, you were monitoring the Shah's regime. Unofficially... you met someone. Someone who made you an offer.

Gabriel paled imperceptibly.

— How do you know that?

— Because I spent twenty years searching. Because I interrogated dozens of witnesses. Because I combed through thousands of documents.

He leaned toward Gabriel.

— You're not the top of the pyramid, Gabriel. You're just a pawn. A very well-placed pawn, but a pawn nonetheless. And I want to know who's pulling the strings.

Long silence.

— If I talk, I'm dead.

Gabriel finally said.

— If you don't talk, you're dead too. But by our hand rather than theirs.

— What's the difference?

— The difference is that if you talk, your name might go down in history as someone who helped dismantle the system. If you stay silent, you'll just be another traitor.

Gabriel closed his eyes.

Fifty years of service. Fifty years of lies. Fifty years of believing he was doing good.

And now, with his back against the wall, he had to choose.

— All right. I'll talk.

He finally said.



CHAPTER 43 — The Final Revelations

BASE ALEPH — 4:00 A.M.

What Gabriel revealed that night exceeded anything the Three Hundred had imagined.

He talked for hours. Names. Dates. Operations. Half a century of manipulation, corruption, betrayal.

He spoke of the "Council"—an informal group of senior American, British, and European officials who, since the end of World War II, had coordinated their efforts to control the world's hot spots.

He spoke of "Stabilization Programs"—destabilization operations disguised as development aid, designed to keep certain countries in a state of permanent dependency.

He spoke of Israel—this small country that refused to bow, refused to obey, refused to disappear. And of the decision, made twenty years ago, to neutralize it from within.

— The idea wasn't to destroy Israel. It was to make it... manageable. A country that exists on the map but can no longer act autonomously. A country whose every decision is subject to approval.

He explained.

— Approval by whom?

— By us. By them. By the system.

— What system?

Gabriel smiled sadly.

— The system that really governs the world. Not presidents, not prime ministers—they're just facades. Real power lies elsewhere. In banks. In intelligence services. In foundations. In networks that cross borders and generations.

— And this system wanted to control Israel?

— This system wants to control everything. Israel was just one piece of the puzzle. An important piece, certainly—because of its strategic position, its symbolic influence—but one piece among others.

Gideon recorded everything.

— Who are the members of the Council?

Gabriel gave names. Names that would make governments tremble. Names no one would dare speak publicly.

— Do you realize what this means?

Gideon said when he had finished.

— I realize I've just signed my death warrant.

— Maybe. But you may also have saved your soul.

Gabriel looked at him.

— You really believe in those things? The soul. Redemption. Good and evil.

— I believe. And deep down, so do you. Otherwise, you wouldn't have talked.

Silence.

— What happens to me now?

— You'll be tried. By a real court. With real lawyers. And a real chance to defend yourself.

— And if I'm convicted?

— Then you'll serve your sentence. Like any criminal.

— That's not what I expected.

— What did you expect?

— A bullet in the head. That's what I would have done in your place.

Gideon shook his head.

— That's the difference between us and you. You believe the ends justify the means. We believe the means define the ends. If we kill you without a trial, we become like you. And then what's the point of fighting?

He stood.

— Rest, Gabriel. Tomorrow will be a long day.



CHAPTER 44 — Jonathan's Return

BASE ALEPH — 10:00 A.M.

Jonathan Berg arrived at the base escorted by two Three Hundred agents.

He looked exhausted. Dark circles under his eyes. Several days of stubble. The rumpled clothes of a man who had been living underground.

Ariel greeted him.

— You're Jonathan Berg?

— What's left of him.

— We were told you wanted to help us.

— I want to fix what I broke. If that's possible.

They sat in a small adjoining room.

— Tell me.

Ariel said.

Jonathan told his story.

Twenty years at the Institute. Dozens of missions. Absolute loyalty to his country—or so he thought.

Then the discovery. Reports that weren't going where they should. Orders coming from unknown sources. The growing feeling that something was wrong.

— I started asking questions. Questions they didn't like. And then I understood.

— Understood what?

— That I was working for the enemy without knowing it. That every report I sent ended up in hands that should never have seen it. That my missions served interests that weren't Israel's.

— What did you do?

— I continued. But I started collecting evidence. Clues. Connections. I waited for the right moment to reveal them.

— And that moment came.

— Thanks to you. When I saw what you published, I understood I wasn't alone. That others had seen the same thing I had.

Ariel nodded.

— Do you have information we don't have?

— I have names. Inside names. People still in the system who don't know they've been compromised.

— How many?

— About ten. Maybe more.

— Are you willing to testify?

— I'm willing to do whatever it takes.

Ariel extended his hand.

— Welcome to the Three Hundred.

Jonathan shook it.

— Thank you. And... I'm sorry. For everything.

— Don't be sorry. Be useful.



CHAPTER 45 — The Judgment

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — ONE MONTH LATER

Rivka Mandel's trial had attracted media from around the world.

The courtroom was packed. Journalists, diplomats, curious onlookers—everyone wanted to see the Guardian fall.

She sat in the defendant's box, impassive. Her lawyers had tried every possible maneuver—court incompetence, procedural violations, political pressure. Nothing had worked.

The judge—a sixty-year-old man with a stern gaze—read the verdict.

— Rivka Mandel, you are found guilty of aggravated corruption, treason against the State of Israel, and conspiracy against democratic institutions. You are sentenced to twenty-five years in prison.

A murmur ran through the room.

Rivka didn't flinch.

— Do you have anything to say?

The judge asked.

She stood.

— I did what I believed was right. I tried to protect this country from those who wanted to destroy it from within. If that's a crime, then yes, I'm guilty.

— This country, Madam Mandel, doesn't need to be protected from its own democracy. This country needs to be protected from those who, like you, claim to know better than the people what's good for them.

He struck his gavel.

— Court is adjourned.

They led Rivka toward the exit.

In the courtroom, reactions were mixed. Some applauded. Others wept. Still others remained silent, digesting the significance of what had just happened.

The Guardian had fallen.

And with her, an era.



The Cascade of Trials

TEL AVIV — THREE MONTHS LATER

The trials fell like dominoes.

After Rivka Mandel, it was the judges' turn. Seventeen of them appeared before extraordinary tribunals, composed of magistrates brought in from abroad to ensure impartiality.

The verdicts came down, implacable.

Twelve convictions. Five acquittals—for lack of sufficient evidence, not proven innocence.

Then came the prosecutors. The advisors. The journalists who had sold their pens. The academics who had prostituted their expertise.

With each trial, new revelations. New names. New connections.

The public was fascinated and horrified in equal measure. How could they have been blind for so long? How could the system have rotted to this extent without anyone seeing?

But some had seen. The Three Hundred. And others, fewer in number, less organized, who had resisted alone in the shadows.

Now, they were emerging from the shadows.

* * *

Daniel Azoulay was released after two months of detention.

The charges against him had been dropped—how do you prosecute someone for telling the truth when that truth was now recognized by the courts?

When he left prison, a crowd was waiting. Hundreds of people. Signs. Applause.

— Daniel! Daniel! Daniel!

He raised his hand for silence.

— I'm not a hero. I did my job. It's the sources who took the real risks. It's the Three Hundred who sacrificed everything. I just transmitted.

— But you dared to publish!

— Daring to publish is the minimum expected of a journalist. The problem is that this minimum had become the exception.

He looked at the crowd.

— What happened isn't the victory of one man or one group. It's the victory of truth. And truth can only prevail if each of us refuses to stay silent.

The applause resumed.

Daniel smiled sadly.

He knew the battle wasn't over. It was just beginning.



CHAPTER 46 — The Reckoning

MULTIPLE COURTS — TRIALS AND TRIBUNALS

JERUSALEM DISTRICT COURT — TRIAL OF THE FIFTEEN

The courtroom was packed. Security had never been tighter—armed guards at every entrance, electronic sweeps conducted hourly, press credentials checked and rechecked.

In the dock sat fifteen defendants—former intelligence officers, bureaucrats, and one retired deputy minister. Their faces bore the marks of months in detention, awaiting this moment.

Judge Rivka Stern addressed the court.

“The defendants face charges including conspiracy to undermine democratic institutions, accepting funds from foreign powers, and falsifying official documents. These are serious charges. If proven, they carry sentences of up to twenty-five years.”

The lead prosecutor rose.

“Your Honor, the State will demonstrate that these fifteen individuals participated knowingly in Operation Convergence—a coordinated effort by foreign intelligence services to manipulate Israeli politics, judiciary, and media. They received payments. They passed information. They actively worked against the interests of the nation they had sworn to serve.”

“And the defense?”

The lead defense attorney stood—a former Supreme Court justice known for his meticulous approach.

“Your Honor, my clients deny all charges. They were loyal servants of the State who may have had contacts with foreign counterparts—as intelligence professionals do—but never acted against Israeli interests. The documents upon which these charges are based are of questionable provenance and may have been altered or fabricated.”

“The documents have been authenticated by four independent forensic teams.”

“Authentication is not verification. We will demonstrate that selective editing and strategic omissions have created a false impression of guilt where none exists.”

The judge nodded.

“The trial will proceed. We will hear evidence. We will examine witnesses. And at the end, we will determine truth from fiction, loyalty from treason.”

The first witness was called: Jonathan Berg, former handler of Operation Convergence’s Israeli assets. His testimony would last six days.

THE HAGUE — INTERNATIONAL TRIBUNAL — PRELIMINARY HEARINGS

In the Netherlands, a different kind of justice was being pursued.

“The families of the three hundred victims have filed suit against fourteen nations,” the tribunal president announced. “They seek accountability for Operation Convergence and its consequences—including the terrorist attack that claimed their loved ones’ lives.”

The legal representative for the families stood.

“Your Honors, the evidence is clear. Operation Convergence created conditions that enabled the massacre. Intelligence that could have prevented the attack was deliberately withheld. Warnings were ignored. Assets who knew of the plot were instructed to stand down. This was not failure—it was design.”

“These are extraordinary claims.”

“They require extraordinary evidence. We have it. Documents, communications, witness testimony from participants who have chosen to cooperate. We are prepared to demonstrate a direct line from Operation Convergence to three hundred deaths.”

The defense table—occupied by lawyers representing seven governments—sat in grim silence. This was the trial they had feared: not criminal charges against individuals, but civil liability for nations.

If the families won, the financial consequences would be staggering. But more than money was at stake. A judgment against the named nations would establish a precedent—governments could be held accountable for their intelligence operations.

The implications were revolutionary.

WASHINGTON D.C. — CONGRESSIONAL HEARINGS

“Director Chen, did the CIA participate in Operation Convergence?”

The question hung in the air of the hearing room. Cameras captured every microexpression.

Victoria Chen had been preparing for this moment for months. She knew that whatever she said would be analyzed, dissected, weaponized by political enemies.

“Senator, the CIA conducts numerous operations worldwide in defense of American interests. Some of these operations involve coordination with allied intelligence services. I am not at liberty to discuss specific operational details in an open hearing.”

“Let me rephrase. Did the CIA participate in operations designed to influence the domestic politics of Israel?”

“The CIA does not conduct operations against allied democracies.”

“That’s not what the documents say.”

“The documents, Senator, are of uncertain provenance and should be treated with appropriate skepticism.”

“Director Chen, three foreign governments have already acknowledged participating in Operation Convergence. Are you suggesting the American portions of these documents are the only fabrications?”

“I’m suggesting that matters of intelligence require careful analysis, not rushed judgment based on leaked materials of unknown origin.”

The Senator leaned forward.

“Director Chen, I’m going to ask you directly, under oath, with full understanding that perjury before Congress is a federal crime: Did you, personally, have knowledge of Operation Convergence?”

A long pause.

“On advice of counsel, Senator, I respectfully invoke my Fifth Amendment right against self-incrimination.”

The hearing room exploded. Cameras flashed. Senators shouted questions. Security moved to restore order.

By evening, Victoria Chen would resign. By week’s end, she would be under indictment. But her silence spoke louder than any testimony.

The highest levels of American intelligence had known. Had participated. Had lied.

And now, finally, they were facing consequences.

JERUSALEM — SUPREME COURT — CONSTITUTIONAL REVIEW

“The petitioners argue that Israel’s judiciary was systematically compromised,” the Chief Justice summarized. “They seek invalidation of certain appointments and rulings made during the period of documented interference.”

It was the most controversial petition in the court’s history—asking the Supreme Court to essentially declare parts of its own history illegitimate.

“This Court faces an unprecedented situation,” the Chief Justice continued. “We are being asked to judge ourselves. To determine whether our own independence was compromised. This creates an obvious conflict of interest.”

“Then recuse yourselves,” the petitioners’ attorney argued. “All of you. Appoint an independent panel of international jurists to review the evidence.”

“That would undermine Israeli sovereignty.”

“Sovereignty was already undermined—by the very interference these documents reveal. The question is whether we address that interference honestly or pretend it never happened.”

The justices conferred silently. Finally, the Chief Justice spoke.

“This Court will not recuse itself entirely. However, we will invite three international observers—a former British Law Lord, a retired German constitutional judge, and a respected American legal scholar—to review our proceedings and provide independent assessment. Their report will be public.”

“That’s unprecedented.”

“So is this situation. Unprecedented challenges require unprecedented responses.”

It was a compromise—imperfect, controversial, but perhaps the best available option. The healing of Israeli democracy would be slow, painful, and contested every step of the way.

But it was beginning.



CHAPTER 47 — The Reconstruction

JERUSALEM — KNESSET — SIX MONTHS LATER

The judicial reform was passed by a large majority.

No more Attorney General with absolute veto power. No more Supreme Court substituting itself for the legislature. No more judges appointed by their peers in a closed circle.

From now on, judges would be chosen by a mixed commission—politicians and jurists—with parliamentary confirmation. The Attorney General would give advisory opinions, not orders. And the Supreme Court would focus on interpreting the law, not creating it.

It was a quiet revolution. A rebalancing of powers that many had been demanding for decades.

But not everyone was happy.

— This is the end of the rule of law!

A former Supreme Court president screamed on television.

— It's a return to authoritarianism!

— The rule of law is when the people make the law and judges apply it. Not the other way around.

David Stern responded calmly.

The debate raged on. Normal. Even healthy. It was a sign of a living democracy.

What had changed was that now, everyone knew where certain "voices" in this debate came from. And that knowledge changed everything.



CHAPTER 48 — International Repercussions

WASHINGTON — CAPITOL — EIGHT MONTHS AFTER THE REVELATIONS

Congressional hearings had been going on for weeks.

CIA Deputy Director Victoria Chen had been forced to resign. Three of her subordinates were under criminal investigation.

In London, the MI6 Middle East section director had taken "early retirement"—the British euphemism for a quiet dismissal.

In Brussels, several senior European officials had been placed on leave.

And everywhere, investigative committees were forming. Journalists were digging. Whistleblowers were coming forward.

The Israeli scandal had opened a global Pandora's box.

— We're witnessing an unprecedented collapse of trust.

An analyst declared on CNN.

— Citizens are discovering that their intelligence services weren't just working against their enemies, but sometimes against their allies. It's a revolution in how we perceive power.

— Is that a good thing?

— It's a necessary thing. Secrecy has its reasons. But when secrecy becomes a means to manipulate rather than protect, light must be shed.

* * *

In Tehran, the mullah regime was going through its own crisis.

The revelations about Iranian funding in Israel had caused shockwaves. How could a regime that called daily for Israel's destruction also be funding corruption in that country?

— This is Zionist disinformation!

The Supreme Leader proclaimed.

But the documents were there. The evidence was there. And even the most fanatical were beginning to ask questions.

In the streets of Tehran, protests erupted. Not just against Israel—against the regime itself.

— They've been lying to us for forty years!

A student shouted in front of the cameras.

— They claim they want to liberate Palestine, but really, they corrupt everyone. They're as rotten as the ones they denounce!

The repression was brutal, as always.

But something had changed. The fear wasn't the same anymore.



CHAPTER 49 — The Price of Victory

TEL AVIV — MILITARY CEMETERY — ONE YEAR LATER

Ariel stood before a fresh grave.

Saba—the veteran who had helped them so much—had died three weeks earlier. A heart attack. Years of stress, tension, living in the shadows.

He had lived to see victory. But not to savor it.

— He would have hated this ceremony. Too many speeches. Not enough action.

Gideon said.

— He would have said: "Stop crying and get back to work."

— Probably.

They remained silent for a moment.

— How many did we lose?

Ariel asked.

— Seven. Seven of the Three Hundred who will never see the world they helped create.

— That's a lot.

— It's too many. But it's also the price to pay. You don't overturn fifty years of corruption without sacrifices.

Ariel nodded.

— And now?

— Now, we continue. The legal battle is won. The political battle is ongoing. But the real battle—the battle for minds, for hearts—is just beginning.

— Do you think we can win it?

Gideon looked at the cemetery. Rows of graves. Generations of sacrifices.

— I believe we have no choice. This country was built on miracles. It survived impossible wars, countless enemies, endless crises. And every time, it pulled through.

— How?

— Because people like Saba refused to give up. Because there have always been Three Hundred, even when no one knew them. Because truth always triumphs over lies in the end.

He turned to Ariel.

— The sixth day draws to a close, Ariel. The Shabbat is near. And on Shabbat, lies cannot survive.

— You really believe that?

— I don't believe. I know.



CHAPTER 50 — The New Dawn

JERUSALEM — MOUNT OF OLIVES — 18 MONTHS AFTER THE REVELATIONS

The sun was rising over Jerusalem.

Ariel sat on a bench, facing the Old City. Yael at his side. Around them, the silence of morning.

— Do you remember what you told me, a year and a half ago?

She asked.

— I said a lot of things.

— You said you had to believe all this had meaning. Otherwise, it wasn't worth it.

— I remember.

— Do you still believe it?

Ariel looked at the city. The golden walls. The Dome of the Rock. The Kotel. Three thousand years of history compressed into a few square kilometers.

— Yes. I believe it more than ever.

— Why?

— Because I've seen what ordinary people can accomplish when they refuse to lie to themselves. Three hundred people. Against governments, intelligence services, billions of dollars. And we won.

— We won a battle. Not the war.

— The war never ends. But each battle won brings us closer to final victory.

Yael smiled.

— You're becoming philosophical.

— I'm becoming realistic. This country has survived everything. It will survive this too. And it will be stronger.

— How do you know?

— Because it's written. Not in the newspapers—in something older. Truer.

He stood and held out his hand to her.

— Come. We have work to do.

— What work?

— Building the future. That's the only work that really matters.

They walked down together toward the city.

Behind them, the sun continued to rise.

A new day was beginning.

A day of truth.



The Fates

ISRAEL — TWO YEARS AFTER THE REVELATIONS

Lives had changed. All of them.

Daniel Azoulay had refused offers of prestigious positions—editor-in-chief, star columnist, media consultant. He had chosen to remain a field journalist. "That's where the truth is," he said. "Not in air-conditioned offices." He had created a school of investigative journalism, free, open to anyone with the courage to seek the truth.

Yael Korman had left the intelligence world for good. She now ran an NGO specializing in financial transparency—the weapon that had brought down the system. Dozens of young analysts worked under her direction, tracking suspicious money flows around the world.

Ariel Neumann had returned to the Institute. Not as a field agent—he was too well-known for that now—but as a trainer. He taught new recruits what it really meant to serve their country. "Loyalty isn't blind," he told them. "True loyalty is having the courage to say no when you're asked to betray your values."

Gideon had vanished. As he had appeared, without a trace. Some said they had seen him in Berlin, others in Buenos Aires, still others in Tokyo. No one really knew. Perhaps he was continuing his work elsewhere. Perhaps he was finally resting. Perhaps both.

Jonathan Berg had testified in fifteen different trials. His testimony had brought down dozens of people. In exchange, he had received immunity—and a new identity. He lived somewhere in New Zealand, under another name, trying to rebuild a normal life. If such a thing was still possible.

And Gabriel Oren, the Architect?

He was serving his sentence in a high-security prison in the Negev. Twenty years. He would never get out alive—at seventy-seven, that was a mathematical certainty.

Sometimes he received visitors. Historians, mainly, who wanted to understand. How could an intelligent man have lost his way so completely? How could patriotism have transformed into treason?

Gabriel always answered the same way:

— I never stopped believing I was doing good. That's perhaps the most terrible thing. Evil never presents itself as evil. It presents itself as necessity, as the lesser evil, as the only possible choice. And when you realize it, it's too late.



CHAPTER 51 — The Price

REFLECTIONS — ONE YEAR LATER

JERUSALEM — MOUNT OF OLIVES — MEMORIAL DAY

The cemetery overlooked the Old City—golden stone, silver domes, ancient walls that had witnessed three thousand years of human struggle.

Gideon stood before a row of fresh graves. Three Hundred names. Three hundred stories cut short.

“We never knew most of them,” Yael said quietly. “Just names on a list. Faces in photographs.”

“They knew the risks. Like us.”

“Did they? Did anyone really understand what we were fighting?”

Gideon didn’t answer. The question haunted him—had haunted him since the day he first saw the documents that revealed Operation Convergence. He had known corruption existed. He had known intelligence agencies sometimes crossed lines. But the scope, the coordination, the cold calculation…

“I used to believe the system could reform itself,” he finally said. “That if we just exposed the right information, good people would do the right thing.”

“And now?”

“Now I know reform requires sacrifice. Not just information—blood. These three hundred paid the price for our awakening. We owe them more than memory. We owe them change that lasts.”

A family approached one of the graves—parents supporting each other, children too young to fully understand. They placed stones on the marker, whispered prayers in Hebrew, and stood in silent grief.

“That could have been any of us,” Yael observed. “If the attack had happened differently. If the warnings we uncovered had been a day later.”

“That’s why we fight. Not for abstractions like truth or justice—for them. For families who deserve to live without fear. For children who deserve a future.”

They walked slowly through the cemetery, past graves old and new. The history of the Jewish people was written here—exiles and returnees, scholars and soldiers, dreamers and builders.

“Do you think it was worth it?” Yael asked. “Everything we sacrificed. Everything we lost.”

Gideon considered the question.

“The system we exposed is wounded, not destroyed. The forces we fought are regrouping, not defeated. In five years, ten years, the same patterns could emerge. Different names, different methods, same goals.”

“Then nothing changed?”

“Something changed. People know now. They’ve seen what happens when they stop paying attention, stop demanding accountability. Whether they remember—whether they stay vigilant—that’s up to them.”

“That’s not much of a victory.”

“It’s the only kind of victory that matters. You can’t change human nature. You can’t eliminate the will to power. But you can create moments of clarity—moments when people see the truth and choose to act on it.”

He stopped before the monument at the center of the memorial—a simple column of white stone inscribed with words from the prophet Amos:

“Let justice roll down like waters, and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream.”

“Our ancestors understood,” Gideon said. “Justice isn’t a destination—it’s a river. It has to keep flowing, or it dies. Every generation has to fight for it. Every generation has to choose.”

“And this generation?”

“This generation made a choice. It’s not the final choice—there’s no such thing. But it’s a beginning.”

The sun was setting over Jerusalem, painting the ancient stones in shades of gold and rose. Somewhere in the city, trials were continuing. Investigations were proceeding. A new intelligence director was implementing reforms.

And somewhere else, in shadows that never fully disappeared, forces were gathering that would test those reforms.

The struggle continued.

It always would.

But for today, at least, the light was winning.



CHAPTER 52 — The Lesson

JERUSALEM — HEBREW UNIVERSITY — MAIN AUDITORIUM

The auditorium was packed.

Five hundred students. Dozens of cameras. A religious silence.

At the podium, a man they now called "the Professor"—though he had never officially taught. It was Gideon, emerged from the shadows for this single lecture.

— I haven't come to give you answers. I've come to ask you questions. The same questions we asked ourselves three years ago, when it all began.

He began.

He swept his gaze across the audience.

— First question: What is truth?

Silence.

— Truth is not what the powerful decide it is. Truth is not what the media repeat on a loop. Truth is not what is comfortable or reassuring. Truth is what is. Nothing more, nothing less.

He took a few steps.

— Second question: Why does falsehood prosper?

— Falsehood prospers because we let it prosper. Because we prefer the comfort of illusion to the discomfort of reality. Because we're afraid of what we'll discover if we dare to look.

— But falsehood has a weakness. A fatal weakness. It must constantly feed itself, maintain itself, renew itself. Truth needs nothing. It exists by itself. It waits. Patiently.

He paused.

— Third question: What must we do?

— The answer is simple but difficult. We must refuse. Refuse to believe without verifying. Refuse to obey without understanding. Refuse to stay silent when conscience speaks.

— This doesn't guarantee victory. It only guarantees that we will remain worthy of ourselves.

He looked at the audience one last time.

— My young friends, the world you will build depends on the choices you make. Every day. Every hour. Every moment. You can choose falsehood—it's easier, more comfortable, more profitable. Or you can choose truth—it's harder, more painful, more dangerous.

— But remember one thing. The sixth day draws to a close. The Shabbat is near. And on Shabbat, only truth survives.

— Choose well.

He stepped down from the podium and left the room.

The applause that followed lasted ten minutes.



CHAPTER 53 — The New World

PLANET EARTH — FIVE YEARS AFTER THE REVELATIONS

The world had changed.

Not completely—evil still existed, corruption hadn't disappeared, lies continued to flourish in many places.

But something was different.

People asked more questions. Journalists dug deeper. Whistleblowers were better protected. Transparency had become a value, not just a slogan.

In Israel, the reforms had held. Democracy was working. Not perfectly—no democracy is perfect—but honestly. Elections reflected the will of the people. Courts applied the law. Media informed instead of indoctrinating.

In the United States, the CIA had been deeply restructured. New rules governed clandestine operations. An independent oversight committee had been created. The abuses of the past would not be easily repeated.

In Europe, the European Union had adopted strict rules on foreign political funding. Shell foundations had been dismantled. Suspicious money flows were tracked and blocked.

Even in Iran, something was stirring. The regime was still there, but weakened. The young no longer believed. Women were revolting. Change, slow but inexorable, was underway.

— Was it worth it?

A journalist asked Ariel during an anniversary interview.

— It's always worth fighting for truth. Even if you lose. Especially if you lose. Because truth never really dies. It waits for its time. And its time always comes.



CHAPTER 54 — The Testament

JUDEAN DESERT — RESTORED MONASTERY

The monastery had been restored.

No longer a safe house—a study center. A place where young people from around the world came to learn the history of what had happened. And above all, the lessons that could be drawn from it.

On one wall, a commemorative plaque:

In memory of the Three Hundred

Who chose truth when falsehood reigned

Who resisted when everyone else submitted

Who lit a light in the darkness

"For a thousand years in your sight are like yesterday"

Psalm 90:4

In an adjacent room, the archives. Thousands of documents. Hundreds of hours of testimony. The complete history of the conspiracy and its defeat.

Visitors came from all over the world. Students, researchers, politicians, ordinary citizens. All wanted to understand.

How could this have happened?

How was it discovered?

How could it be prevented in the future?

The answers were in the archives. But also in the questions one learned to ask. In the courage one learned to cultivate. In the truth one learned to cherish.

* * *

Yael often came to the monastery.

She liked to sit in the great hall, where it all had begun. Where, one night, twenty-three people had decided to change the world.

She remembered the fear. The excitement. The uncertainty.

And the certainty too. The certainty that they were doing what had to be done. Whatever happened.

— What are you thinking about?

Ariel sat down beside her.

— I'm thinking about what we went through. And what still awaits us.

— Do you think it's over?

— No. It's never over. Falsehood will return. In other forms. With other faces. It's in its nature.

— Then what's the point?

— What's the point? This precise moment. This peace we've won. These years of truth we've given our people.

She looked at him.

— Do you regret anything?

— I regret those we lost. I regret the pain we caused. But I don't regret the choice. The choice was the only one possible.

He took her hand.

— We did what we had to do, Yael. And we'd do it again. Wouldn't we?

She nodded.

— Yes. We'd do it again.



CHAPTER 55 — The Epilogue

JERUSALEM — TEN YEARS AFTER THE REVELATIONS — SHABBAT EVE

The sun was setting over the Holy City.

In the streets, people hurried toward their synagogues, churches, mosques. Shops closed. Cars disappeared. An ancient, millennial calm settled over the city.

On a terrace overlooking the Old City, an elderly man watched the spectacle.

It was Ariel. Sixty-four years old now. White hair. Back slightly stooped. But eyes still sharp.

At his side, his wife. Yael. They had married five years earlier, in that same monastery where everything had begun.

And in front of them, playing on the terrace, two children. A boy and a girl. Four-year-old twins.

— Papa, what is Shabbat?

The boy asked.

Ariel smiled.

— Shabbat is the day we rest. The day we stop running, working, worrying. The day we remember what really matters.

— What really matters?

— Family. Friends. Truth. Love.

— That's all?

— That's all. And it's a lot.

The child seemed to think.

— Papa, will you tell us a story?

— What story do you want?

— The story of the Three Hundred. The one you always tell.

Ariel looked at Yael. She smiled.

— All right. Sit down.

The children settled at his feet.

— Once upon a time, there was a country surrounded by enemies. A small country, but a strong one. A country that had survived everything.

Ariel began.

— This country was governed by people the citizens had chosen. But these people couldn't really govern. Because others—people no one had chosen—had taken power in secret.

— How did they do it?

The girl asked.

— They made everyone believe they were protecting the country. When really, they were destroying it from within.

— And no one saw?

— Almost no one. But a few saw. Three hundred people. Ordinary people who had chosen not to close their eyes.

— And what did they do?

— They told the truth. Simply that. They told the truth when everyone else was lying. And truth was stronger than lies.

— Did they win?

— Yes. They won. Not easily. Not without sacrifices. But they won.

The boy looked up.

— Papa, were you part of the Three Hundred?

Ariel smiled.

— Yes. Mama too.

— Then you're heroes!

— No. We're just people who refused to lie. Anyone can do that.

The sun disappeared behind the horizon.

The first stars appeared.

Somewhere in the city, a siren announced the start of Shabbat.

— Shabbat Shalom.

Ariel murmured.

— Shabbat Shalom.

The others replied.

The sixth day was over.

The seventh was beginning.

And in that seventh day, in that day of truth and peace, everything was possible.

This book is dedicated to all those who choose truth

when lying would be easier.

To all those who resist when submission would be more comfortable.

To all those who light a flame when darkness seems total.

The sixth day draws to a close.

The Shabbat is near.

שבת = 702 = אמת

Truth always triumphs.



CHAPTER 56 — The Secret History

NATIONAL ARCHIVES — JERUSALEM — FLASHBACK: 1948

To understand the present, you must know the past.

And Israel's past was far more complex than what the history books told.

David Ben-Gurion knew it. Sitting in his temporary office in Tel Aviv, in that month of May 1948, he looked at the documents spread before him with a mixture of pride and worry.

The State of Israel had just been born. Against all odds. Against the will of many.

But already, the vultures were circling.

— Mr. Prime Minister, the Americans want to speak with you.

His aide-de-camp said.

— The Americans always want to talk. What do they want this time?

— They're offering economic aid. Substantial. But with conditions.

Ben-Gurion sighed.

— There are always conditions.

He picked up the phone.

The conversation lasted two hours. At the end, Ben-Gurion had a terrible migraine and one certainty: the Americans never did anything for free.

They were offering money. A lot of money. Enough to rebuild a country devastated by war. Enough to feed millions of immigrants. Enough to build a modern economy.

In exchange, they wanted influence. Military bases. Oversight of foreign policy. And above all, "advisors" placed in strategic positions.

— It's blackmail.

Ben-Gurion told his cabinet.

— It's diplomacy.

A minister corrected him.

— It's the same thing.

He thought for a long time.

— We have no choice. Not now. But remember this day. Remember that we accepted out of necessity, not conviction. And promise me that the day we're strong enough, we'll take back our freedom.

No one promised.

And the American "advisors" arrived.

What Ben-Gurion didn't know—what no one knew at the time—was that these "advisors" were only the first wave.

Over the following decades, others would arrive. British. French. Germans. All with the same objective: to ensure Israel remained "manageable."

Not hostile. Not an enemy. Just manageable.

An ally you control is more useful than an enemy you fight.

That lesson, the great powers had learned long ago.



CHAPTER 57 — The Formative Years

TEL AVIV — 1967

Gabriel Oren was twenty-two when he was recruited by the Institute.

It was the year of the Six-Day War. The year Israel had stunned the world by crushing three Arab armies in less than a week. The year Jerusalem was reunified.

A year of miracles.

Gabriel believed in miracles. He believed in his country. He believed he was on the right side of history.

His recruiter was named Moshe Dayan—not the famous general, a namesake who worked in the shadows. A discreet, efficient, ruthless man.

— You have potential.

Dayan said, examining his file.

— Intelligent. Motivated. Patriotic. That's exactly what we need.

— I'm ready to serve my country.

— Your country. Yes.

Dayan smiled strangely.

— But what is your country, Gabriel? Borders on a map? The government of the moment? Or something deeper?

— I don't understand the question.

— You will. In time.

Gabriel was trained. Drilled. Hardened. He learned to lie without blinking. To kill without remorse. To manipulate without scruples.

All for Israel. At least, that's what he believed.

But over the years, something changed. Missions became more ambiguous. Orders came from obscure sources. Objectives were no longer as clear.

One day, in 1974, in Tehran, everything shifted.



CHAPTER 58 — The Tehran Meeting

IRAN — 1974

Gabriel was on a mission. Officially, he was monitoring the Shah's regime—an ally of Israel, but an ally that still needed watching.

Unofficially, he was looking for information about the Iranian nuclear program. A program still embryonic, but already worrying.

It was at a reception at the British embassy that he met the man who would change his life.

Sir Reginald Blackwood. Fifty years old at the time. Elegant. Cultured. Dangerous.

— You're Israeli, aren't you?

Blackwood asked, handing him a glass of whisky.

— How do you know?

— It's my job to know.

They talked for hours. About politics. History. Philosophy. Blackwood was brilliant—an intellectual doubled with a spy, the most formidable combination.

At the end of the evening, he made a proposition.

— Mr. Oren, I represent certain interests. Interests that aren't necessarily opposed to yours. In fact, they could be complementary.

— What interests are you talking about?

— Interests of stability. Peace. World order.

— That's vague.

— Let me be more specific. The world is changing. Old powers are declining. New ones are emerging. In this chaos, some seek to maintain balance. To avoid catastrophes. To guide humanity toward a... manageable future.

— Manageable?

— Controlled, if you prefer. Not by force—that's too costly, too visible. By influence. By persuasion. By subtle manipulation of events.

Gabriel frowned.

— You're talking about a secret world government?

Blackwood laughed.

— Nothing so dramatic. No government. No formal structure. Just a network. People sharing the same ideas, placed in the right positions, making the right decisions at the right time.

— And you want me to be part of this network?

— I'm inviting you to consider this possibility. No decision now. Think about it. And if you're interested...

He handed him a business card. Just a phone number. No name.

— Call this number. Someone will contact you.

Gabriel took the card.

That night, he didn't sleep.

And three months later, he called.



CHAPTER 59 — The Initiation

LONDON — 1975

The building was unremarkable. An office block in the City, among hundreds of others. No sign. No logo. Just a door and an intercom.

Gabriel rang.

— Yes?

— I've come on behalf of Sir Reginald.

The door opened.

He went up to the sixth floor. An empty corridor. A single door at the end.

Behind that door, a conference room. And around the table, about a dozen men.

Gabriel recognized almost all of them. Faces he had seen in newspapers, on television, in classified reports.

A former CIA director.

A British minister.

A Swiss banker.

A German industrialist.

And others he didn't know but who clearly mattered.

Blackwood presided.

— Gentlemen, I present Gabriel Oren. Our potential new member.

Eyes converged on him. Evaluating eyes. Cold. Professional.

— Mr. Oren, do you know why you're here?

The former CIA director said.

— I've been told about a network. Shared interests.

— That's one way of seeing it. Here's another: you're here because we need people like you. Intelligent, ambitious, loyal people—but loyal to something greater than a flag.

— Greater than a flag?

— Flags change, Mr. Oren. Borders shift. Governments fall. But some things remain. Order. Stability. Prosperity. These things transcend nations.

The Swiss banker intervened.

— We're not asking you to betray your country. On the contrary. We're asking you to serve it in a more... enlightened way.

— More enlightened?

— Israel is a problem. Not because it exists—its existence is an accomplished fact. But because it refuses to play by the rules. It acts alone. It decides alone. It asks permission from no one.

— That's what makes its strength.

— That's what makes its danger. A state that obeys only itself is unpredictable. And unpredictability is the enemy of order.

Gabriel was beginning to understand.

— You want Israel to become predictable.

— We want Israel to become cooperative. To integrate into the international system instead of defying it. To accept that its interests are linked to others'.

— And if Israel refuses?

Silence.

— Then it will have to be compelled. Not by force—that's impossible, and anyway counterproductive. But by other means.

— What means?

Blackwood resumed speaking.

— The means you know, Mr. Oren. Infiltration. Manipulation. Corruption. Placing the right people in the right positions. Steering decisions in the right direction. Creating structures that limit autonomy without abolishing it.

— You want to turn Israel into a puppet state.

— We want to turn Israel into a reliable partner. The nuance is important.

Gabriel remained silent for a long moment.

Then he asked the question that burned on his lips.

— Why me?

— Because you're Israeli. An Israeli who understands the stakes. An Israeli who can act from the inside without arousing suspicion. An Israeli who sincerely believes he's doing good for his country.

Blackwood replied.

— And you think that's the case?

— We know it. Because we're going to show you things you don't know. Things about your own country. Things that will convince you our way is the right one.

He stood.

— Come with me.

What Gabriel saw that day changed everything.

Documents. Recordings. Damning evidence.

Evidence that certain Israeli leaders had committed acts the public didn't know about. Evidence that certain decisions had been made against the country's interest. Evidence that the Israeli system, far from being perfect, was already corrupt—but in a different way.

— You see, your country isn't the island of virtue you imagine. No one is. The difference between us and others is that we accept it. We work with reality, not illusions.

Blackwood said.

Gabriel looked at the documents.

He should have left. He should have refused. He should have alerted his superiors.

But he didn't.

Because part of him—a part he wouldn't admit—wanted to believe. Believe that there was a better way. Believe that chaos could be controlled. Believe that intelligent men could guide others toward a better future.

Pride. The original sin of intelligence.

— All right. I'm with you.

He finally said.

That day, Gabriel Oren died.

And the Architect was born.



CHAPTER 60 — The Construction

ISRAEL — 1976-1995

The twenty years that followed were the most productive of Gabriel's life.

He climbed the ranks at the Institute. Deputy director at forty. Member of the security council at forty-five. Unofficial advisor to three successive Prime Ministers.

But his real work was elsewhere.

Slowly, methodically, he built the system.

First, the universities. Placing the right people in the law, political science, and journalism faculties. Training a generation of young people who would think "correctly." Who would believe that national sovereignty was an outdated concept. That international integration was the only way. That "experts" knew better than the people what was good for them.

Next, the media. Buying newspapers. Influencing editors-in-chief. Creating networks of "friendly" journalists who would repeat the right messages at the right time.

Then, the judiciary. The most delicate work. It took years to train a judge, decades to transform a legal system. But Gabriel was patient. And he had resources.

The judge appointment system was the key. In Israel, judges appointed judges—a closed circle, opaque, impervious to any outside influence.

At least, that's what the public believed.

In reality, this system was perfect for infiltration. All it took was placing a few people in the right positions, and the rest followed automatically. One judge appointed another, who appointed a third, and so on. An invisible chain of loyalty.

Gabriel proceeded methodically.

First, peripheral positions. District court judges. Appeals court magistrates. Nothing spectacular. Nothing to attract attention.

Then, progressively, the more important positions. The Supreme Court. The Prosecutor General's office. The government's Attorney General.

Each appointment was carefully planned. Each candidate was thoroughly evaluated. Not just on legal competence—on political opinions, personal loyalties, exploitable weaknesses.

"Ideal" candidates were those who sincerely believed in what they were doing. The idealists. The progressives. Those who thought their mission was to protect democracy from itself.

These people didn't need to be bought. You just had to encourage them, promote them, give them the power they desired.

And they did the rest themselves.

By 1995, after twenty years of work, the system was in place.

The Supreme Court could overturn any law passed by Parliament in the name of unwritten "fundamental values."

The Attorney General could block any government decision by declaring it "illegal."

The media could destroy any reputation in a matter of days.

And behind it all, invisible, the network. Dozens of people. Hundreds of connections. Billions of dollars.

Gabriel contemplated his work with satisfaction.

Israel had become "manageable."

Mission accomplished.

Or almost.

Because one problem remained. A problem Gabriel hadn't anticipated.

The people.

That stubborn, unpredictable, impossible-to-control people. Those people who voted "wrong," thought "wrong," obstinately refused to conform to the plan.

The 1996 elections were a shock. The right won. A Prime Minister the system hadn't planned for.

But Gabriel didn't panic. The system was solid. It didn't matter who won elections—the real decisions were made elsewhere.

He activated his networks. The investigations began. The accusations were launched. The media piled on.

Within three years, the Prime Minister was neutralized.

Gabriel smiled.

The system worked perfectly.

The First Dissidents

TEL AVIV — 2000

Every system produces its antibodies.

Gabriel's system was no exception.

Here and there, people were beginning to see. Honest judges who noticed anomalies in appointments. Curious journalists who asked uncomfortable questions. Intelligence officers who found that certain orders didn't make sense.

Moshe Brenner was one of them.

At fifty, Brenner was a veteran of the Institute. Three decades of service. Dozens of successful operations. A reputation as an upright, incorruptible man, loyal unto death.

But loyal to what, exactly?

That was the question he was beginning to ask himself.

It had all started with a detail. An order that didn't fit. A mission whose objectives seemed to contradict the national interest.

Brenner had investigated. Discreetly. Carefully. As he had been taught to do.

What he discovered had chilled him to the bone.

Strange connections between certain senior officers and foreign services. Unexplained funding. Decisions that benefited everyone except Israel.

At first, he had thought it was ordinary corruption. Crooked individuals who betrayed for money.

But it was worse than that.

Much worse.

One evening, after months of research, Brenner understood.

He was sitting in his office, surrounded by documents, photos, charts. Connections everywhere. Invisible threads linking people who should never have known each other.

And at the center of it all, a name.

Gabriel Oren.

His former mentor. The man who had trained him. The man he respected above all others.

Gabriel Oren, traitor.

Brenner's world collapsed that night.

Everything he had believed. Everything he had lived for. All of it rested on a lie.

He could have given up. Stayed silent. Closed his eyes and waited for retirement.

But that wasn't his style.

Brenner was a man of action. A man who solved problems instead of running from them.

He decided to create a resistance.



CHAPTER 62 — The Recruitment

HAIFA — 2001

The first one he recruited was Avi Stern.

Stern was a district prosecutor. An upright, respected, incorruptible man. And above all, a man who had doubts.

They met in a café by the port, away from prying eyes.

— I know you have questions. Questions about certain cases you were asked to bury.

Brenner began.

Stern looked at him with suspicion.

— Who are you?

— Someone who has the same questions. And maybe some answers.

He showed him a file.

Stern read it in silence. As he progressed, his face changed. Suspicion gave way to stupefaction. Stupefaction to anger.

— This is impossible.

He finally said.

— And yet it's true.

— If it's true... then everything I've done for twenty years...

— Hasn't been useless. You did your job honestly. It's not your fault that others betrayed.

— What do you want from me?

— That you continue to do your job honestly. But also that you open your eyes. That you note the anomalies. That you keep records.

— What for?

— For the day when we can act.

— When will that day be?

Brenner smiled sadly.

— I don't know yet. But it will come. It always comes.

* * *

The second was Noa Cohen, a judge at the Jerusalem district court.

She had noticed strange things in her colleagues' appointments. Brilliant candidates rejected without reason. Mediocre ones promoted to key positions. A system that seemed to operate according to invisible logic.

Brenner explained that logic to her.

— They don't choose the best. They choose their own.

— How can I be sure you're telling the truth?

— You can't. But you can verify. Take the last ten appointments to the Supreme Court. Examine the backgrounds of the candidates who were selected and rejected. Look at who supported them. Look for the connections.

She did what he asked.

A week later, she called him back.

— You were right. It's systematic.

— Welcome to the resistance.

* * *

The third was an army colonel. The fourth, a senior Finance Ministry official. The fifth, an investigative journalist.

One by one, Brenner recruited.

Not just anyone. People he had observed for years. People whose integrity he knew. People capable of keeping a secret.

After two years, there were twenty-seven of them.

Twenty-seven people who knew. Twenty-seven people who were resisting. Twenty-seven people who were waiting.

Brenner called them the "Guardians of Dawn."

The name didn't last. A few years later, when the group reached three hundred members, someone proposed another name.

The Three Hundred.

Like Gideon's companions in the Bible.

The name stuck.



CHAPTER 63 — The Patience

ISRAEL — 2005-2015

For ten years, the Three Hundred waited.

This wasn't inaction. It was preparation.

They collected evidence. Documented abuses. Mapped the network. Identified the actors. Assessed the forces at play.

And above all, they recruited.

Each member was tasked with finding others. People they could trust. People willing to sacrifice their comfort, their careers, perhaps their lives.

It wasn't easy. Most people didn't want to know. They preferred to believe the system worked. That institutions were honest. That democracy was real.

Denial was more comfortable than truth.

But some saw. And some joined.

By 2010, there were one hundred fifty.

By 2015, three hundred.

Three hundred people. No more, no less. As if a mystical number were guiding their growth.

* * *

During these years, Gabriel's system was also perfecting itself.

The Supreme Court had become all-powerful. It could overturn any law in the name of "fundamental values" that it defined itself. It could invalidate ministerial appointments. It could block economic reforms.

The Attorney General had even greater power. Her "opinions" were binding. If she said a decision was illegal, that decision could not be implemented—even if the government and Parliament had approved it.

It was a legal absurdity. Nowhere else in the democratic world did an unelected official have such power.

But in Israel, it had become normal. People had gotten used to it. They had forgotten that it hadn't always been this way.

Gabriel observed all this with satisfaction.

His system was invulnerable. It didn't matter who won elections—the real decisions were made elsewhere.

He didn't see the Three Hundred. He didn't even know they existed.

The arrogance of the powerful. Their conviction that nothing can threaten them.

It's always their fatal weakness.



CHAPTER 64 — Gideon

TEL AVIV — 2016

The man who would become Gideon was actually named Yaakov Levi.

Sixty years old. Former brigadier general. Three wars. Dozens of wounds, physical and psychological.

He had left the army in 2010, disgusted by what he saw. Policies increasingly subject to foreign pressure. Strategic decisions made in Washington rather than Jerusalem. An army transformed into an international police force instead of a defender of the nation.

Brenner recruited him in 2015.

— Why me?

Levi asked.

— Because you have the rage. And because you know how to win battles.

Brenner replied.

— This isn't a battle. It's a war.

— Then you know how to win wars.

Levi accepted.

In less than a year, he transformed the Three Hundred.

Before him, it was a group of passive resisters. They collected information, documented abuses, but didn't really act.

Levi changed that.

He created a military structure. Compartmentalized cells. Secure communication protocols. Emergency plans. Caches, safe houses, resources.

— We are not observers. We are fighters. And one day, we will fight.

He said at his first general meeting.

— When?

Someone asked.

— When we're ready. And when the enemy is vulnerable.

— How will we know they're vulnerable?

Levi smiled.

— The moment will come. The system they've built rests on secrecy. On lies. On the complicity of silence. One day, someone will talk. One day, something will leak. And on that day, we'll be ready.

He took the name Gideon.

Like the biblical judge who had defeated an army of one hundred thirty-five thousand men with only three hundred companions.

The symbolism was clear.

Victory doesn't depend on numbers. It depends on faith. Determination. Truth.



CHAPTER 65 — The Infiltration

TEL AVIV — 2018

Yael Korman didn't know she was going to become a hero.

At thirty-two, she was a financial analyst at a major Israeli bank. A well-paid, stable, boring job.

But Yael wasn't an ordinary analyst.

Before the bank, she had spent eight years at Unit 8200—the elite of electronic intelligence. She had tracked terrorists, traffickers, spies. She had seen things most people couldn't imagine.

And she had kept her skills.

One day, out of curiosity, she began exploring her own bank's financial flows. Not to steal—just to understand.

What she found stunned her.

Inexplicable fund movements. Transfers to offshore accounts. Connections to foreign foundations whose objectives were unclear.

She dug deeper.

And she stumbled onto the network.

Not all at once. Progressively. One thread leading to another, leading to another still.

Hundreds of millions of dollars. From multiple sources. American, European, Arab. And at the end of the chain... Israeli judges. Prosecutors. Advisors. Journalists.

Yael didn't know what to do with this discovery.

Reveal it? To whom? If the system was as corrupt as she thought, no one would listen.

Stay silent? Impossible. She wasn't made for silence.

For weeks, she hesitated.

And then, one day, her phone rang.

— Yael Korman?

A man's voice. Unknown.

— Who is this?

— Someone who knows what you've found. And who can help you do something with it.

It was Brenner.

The Three Hundred had found their analyst.



CHAPTER 66 — The Journalist

JERUSALEM — 2019

Daniel Azoulay had worked at Ha'Emet for fifteen years.

It was a left-leaning newspaper—not his personal political orientation, but a good paper nonetheless. Rigorous. Honest. Independent.

At least, that's what he believed.

Until the day he was asked to bury an investigation.

He had worked for six months on a corruption case involving a Supreme Court judge. Solid evidence. Credible witnesses. An explosive article.

And the editor-in-chief had said no.

— Why?

— It's too sensitive. We can't publish this.

— But it's true. Everything is verified.

— That's not the question.

— What is the question, then?

— The question is that this judge has friends. Powerful friends. Friends who can destroy us.

Daniel had left the office, furious.

That night, he received a call.

— Mr. Azoulay? We've read your investigation. The one you were forbidden to publish. We'd like to meet with you.

It was the beginning of his journey toward the Three Hundred.



CHAPTER 67 — The Agent

TEL AVIV — 2020

Ariel Neumann had devoted his life to the Institute.

Twenty-two years of service. Dozens of missions. Absolute loyalty.

But loyalty has its limits.

The day they asked him to falsify a report to protect a corrupt officer, Ariel refused.

— It's an order.

His superior said.

— It's an illegal order.

— There are no illegal orders in this business.

— There are immoral orders. And this is one of them.

The conversation had ended badly. Ariel had been sidelined. Assigned to administrative tasks. His career was over.

At least, that's what he thought.

Brenner contacted him two months later.

— I heard about what happened.

— How?

— I have my sources.

— What do you want?

— To offer you a chance to do what's right. Really right.

Ariel listened.

And he accepted.



CHAPTER 68 — The Convergence

ISRAEL — 2022

All the pieces were in place.

Yael with her financial data. Daniel with his network of contacts. Ariel with his access to the Institute. And dozens of others—judges, prosecutors, military, civil servants—each bringing their piece of the puzzle.

Gideon convened the council.

— The moment is approaching. The system is more vulnerable than ever. Contradictions are piling up. Tensions are rising. All it takes is a spark.

— What spark?

— I don't know yet. But it will come. It always comes.

The spark came a year later.

An anonymous email. Sent to Yael by an unknown source. Containing documents no one should have had.

Complete evidence of the corruption network. Names. Amounts. Dates. Connections.

Everything was there.

Yael called Gideon.

— It's time.

— Are you sure?

— These documents are authentic. They prove everything.

Silence.

— Then prepare yourself. We're moving to action.

The countdown had begun.

PART V — THE SACRIFICES



CHAPTER 69 — The Anatomy of Betrayal

ANALYSIS

To understand how a country can be betrayed from within, you must understand the mechanisms of power.

Visible power—that of elections, parliaments, governments—is only the surface. The tip of the iceberg.

Real power hides elsewhere.

In appointments. Who chooses the judges? Who appoints the prosecutors? Who decides which journalists will have access to official sources?

In procedures. What rules govern decisions? Who can block what? How long does it take to pass a law?

In narratives. What stories are told? What words are used? Who defines what is "acceptable" and what isn't?

Whoever controls these three levers controls the country. Regardless of who is officially in power.

Gabriel Oren had understood this very early.

And he had spent fifty years perfecting his control.



CHAPTER 70 — The Appointments

ANALYSIS — THE JUDICIAL SYSTEM

The system of judicial appointments in Israel was unique in the world.

Nowhere else did judges choose their own successors. Nowhere else did an unelected body have such power over the composition of the highest court.

It was supposed to guarantee judicial independence.

In reality, it was an invitation to corruption.

Not financial corruption—much more subtle. Ideological corruption. The corruption of the closed circle.

Here's how it worked:

A position opened up on the Supreme Court. The nominating committee met. This committee included sitting judges, bar representatives, and some politicians—but the judges effectively had veto power.

Candidates were evaluated. Not just on their legal skills—on their opinions, their affiliations, their loyalties.

"Acceptable" candidates were those who thought like the sitting judges. Who shared their worldview. Who wouldn't question the existing system.

The others—however brilliant—were rejected. Too "controversial." Too "political." Too "extreme."

The result was predictable: a homogeneous Supreme Court, where everyone thought alike, where no one questioned anything.

Gabriel had only needed to place a few key people in this system to control it entirely.

The first was a law professor he had spotted at university. Brilliant, ambitious, convinced he was defending the "right values." Gabriel had supported him, promoted him, introduced him to the right circles.

Ten years later, this professor was a Supreme Court judge.

Five years after that, he was chairman of the nominating committee.

From then on, no judge was appointed without Gabriel's tacit approval.

The system reproduced itself. Each new judge appointed judges who resembled him. Who resembled the system. Who perpetuated the circle.

A perfect vicious circle.



CHAPTER 71 — The Procedures

ANALYSIS — THE RULES OF THE GAME

Procedures are the rules of the political game.

Who can propose a law? How is it voted on? Who can challenge it? How long does each step take?

On the surface, these questions are technical. Boring. Unimportant.

In reality, they determine everything.

Gabriel knew this. And he had worked for decades to modify procedures—subtly, progressively, imperceptibly.

The first modification was the Attorney General's power.

Traditionally, the government's Attorney General gave opinions. Advisory opinions. The government could follow them or not.

Progressively, these opinions became binding.

How? Through a series of carefully orchestrated judicial precedents. Cases where the Supreme Court had invalidated government decisions because they contradicted the Attorney General's opinion.

After a few years, the rule was established: the Attorney General's opinion was law.

The government could propose. Parliament could vote. But the Attorney General—an unelected official—had the final word.

The second modification was the Supreme Court's power.

Traditionally, the Court interpreted the law. It didn't create it. It couldn't overturn a law simply because it found it "unjust."

Progressively, this power changed too.

The Court began invoking "fundamental values"—unwritten principles that it defined itself. In the name of these values, it could overturn any law.

Parliament passed an economic reform? The Court overturned it in the name of "human dignity."

The government appointed a minister? The Court invalidated the appointment in the name of "reasonableness."

These concepts—dignity, reasonableness—were defined nowhere. The Court interpreted them as it saw fit. And no one could challenge its interpretations.

The result was a complete inversion of democracy.

It was no longer the people who made the law. It was the Court.

It was no longer the government that governed. It was the Attorney General.

It was no longer elections that decided. It was the system.



CHAPTER 72 — The Narratives

ANALYSIS — THE POWER OF WORDS

The most subtle power is power over words.

Whoever defines the terms of the debate controls the debate itself.

Gabriel knew this. And he had invested massively in what could be called "narrative engineering."

First, the media.

In Israel, as elsewhere, the media claimed to be independent. In reality, they depended on funding, advertising, official sources. All these levers could be manipulated.

Gabriel wasn't trying to control every article. That was impossible and counterproductive. He was trying to establish the implicit "rules" of media discourse.

Which subjects were "important" and which weren't. Which words were "acceptable" and which were "extremist." Which opinions deserved to be heard and which should be marginalized.

For example: criticizing a judge was "attacking judicial independence." Questioning the Attorney General's power was "threatening the rule of law." Wanting to reform the judicial system was an "authoritarian drift."

These narrative frames were written nowhere. But they were everywhere. In editorials. In headlines. In journalists' questions.

And they shaped public opinion.

Most people didn't read laws, didn't attend trials, didn't understand legal subtleties. They relied on the media to explain what was happening.

If the media said judicial reform was "dangerous," people believed it.

If the media said judges "protected democracy," people believed it.

If the media said anyone who criticized the system was an "extremist," people believed it.

Control of narratives was control of minds.

And Gabriel controlled the narratives.

* * *

Next, the universities.

The university was the elite factory. That's where future judges, prosecutors, journalists, senior officials were trained.

Gabriel had understood very early the importance of this terrain.

For decades, he had supported certain professors. Funded certain chairs. Promoted certain ideas.

The ideas he promoted weren't particularly radical. They even seemed "moderate," "reasonable," "consensual."

The idea that national sovereignty was "outdated."

The idea that experts knew better than the people.

The idea that institutions should be "protected" from the popular will.

The idea that some decisions were "too important" to be left to voters.

These ideas, repeated generation after generation, became self-evident truths. Unquestionable axioms. Simply questioning them classified you as an "extremist" or "populist."

Students who passed through these universities came out formatted. Not consciously—no one had told them what to think. But unconsciously, they had absorbed a certain frame of thought. A frame that favored Gabriel's system.

These students then became judges, prosecutors, journalists. And they reproduced what they had learned.

The cycle perpetuated itself.



CHAPTER 73 — The Manufacturing of Consent

ANALYSIS — SOCIAL CONTROL

The genius of Gabriel's system was that it didn't need coercion.

No secret police. No re-education camps. No visible censorship.

The system worked through consent. People adhered to it voluntarily.

How?

Through the creation of artificial consensus.

Artificial consensus is when everyone seems to agree—but this agreement is the product of manipulation rather than a true convergence of views.

Here's how Gabriel created it:

Step 1: Define the "experts." Certain people were qualified as "experts"—professors, judges, editorialists. Others weren't. The criteria for this qualification were never explicit, but they systematically favored those who thought "correctly."

Step 2: Amplify the "right" opinions. The media gave more space to "experts" who supported the system. Dissenting opinions were marginalized—not censored, but presented as "extreme" or "minority."

Step 3: Create the illusion of consensus. When all visible "experts" say the same thing, the public concludes that thing is true. Those who think differently feel isolated, abnormal. They fall silent or conform.

Step 4: Punish dissenters. Not violently—socially. Anyone who questioned the consensus was excluded from respectable circles. Their career stagnated. Their opinions were ridiculed.

This system was terribly effective.

Most people didn't want to be different. They wanted to be accepted, respected, integrated. They adjusted their opinions to the perceived consensus.

And the perceived consensus was the one Gabriel had manufactured.



CHAPTER 74 — The Funding

ANALYSIS — FOLLOW THE MONEY

Behind every power system, there is money.

Gabriel knew this. And he had built a sophisticated funding network.

The money came from multiple sources:

American foundations. Certain American billionaires had very fixed opinions about what Israel should be. They funded organizations that promoted these opinions. "Human rights" NGOs, "research" institutes, "educational" programs.

This funding wasn't secret. It was even legal. But its cumulative effect was considerable.

European funds. The European Union distributed millions of euros to Israeli organizations. Officially to promote "peace" and "human rights." In practice, these funds went almost exclusively to organizations that criticized the Israeli government.

More obscure sources. Money from the Gulf, laundered through complex circuits. Iranian money, even more carefully concealed. These funds were truly secret—only a few insiders knew of their existence.

All this money served the same objective: funding structures that weakened Israel from within.

NGOs that dragged Israeli soldiers before international tribunals.

Institutes that produced "studies" demonstrating that the government violated human rights.

Media that relayed these accusations.

Lawyers who challenged every government decision in court.

A complete ecosystem, funded by outside sources, working to paralyze the country from within.

And at the heart of this ecosystem, Gabriel Oren.

The invisible conductor.



CHAPTER 75 — The Flaw

ANALYSIS — HUBRIS

Every system has its flaws.

Gabriel's was no exception.

Its main weakness was its arrogance.

After fifty years of success, Gabriel had stopped fearing failure. He thought his system was invulnerable. He no longer took the same precautions as before.

Documents remained in offices instead of being destroyed.

Communications went through insufficiently secure channels.

People were promoted too quickly, without sufficient verification of their loyalty.

And above all, Gabriel underestimated his adversaries.

He didn't believe an organized resistance could exist. Who would dare oppose such a powerful system? Who would risk losing everything for such an improbable cause?

Many people, as it turned out.

The Three Hundred had been under his nose for years. They were collecting evidence. Building their networks. Preparing their attack.

And Gabriel saw nothing.

The blindness of the powerful. Their conviction that the world belongs to them.

It's always what destroys them.

PART IV — TRUTH AGAINST THE WORLD



CHAPTER 76 — Canal Emet: The Voice in the Desert

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET STUDIOS — 5:30 A.M.

In a world where all media swayed to the rhythm of lies, only one voice resisted.

Canal Emet.

The channel occupied a modest building in the industrial zone of South Tel Aviv—far from the gleaming towers of the major media outlets, far from the cocktail parties and journalism awards. Its studios smelled of reheated coffee and permanent stress. Its crews worked sixteen hours a day for miserable wages.

And yet, it was the only channel the system hadn't managed to buy.

Shimon Barkai, its founder, contemplated the control screen with eyes reddened from lack of sleep. Sixty-three years old. Former star presenter at Channel 12—until the day he had refused to read a "talking point" supplied by the Attorney General's office.

That day, they had explained the rules of the game to him.

— Shimon, you understand how this works? The government proposes, we dispose. That's the democratic balance.

— The democratic balance is when the people choose their leaders. Not when unelected officials dictate what journalists should say.

The conversation had ended badly. A week later, his contract wasn't renewed. Officially for "internal reorganization." Unofficially, everyone knew.

You don't defy the system.

Except Shimon Barkai wasn't "everyone."

He had sold his Ramat Aviv apartment. Mortgaged his parents' house in Haifa. Borrowed from friends who still believed truth had value. And he had created Canal Emet—"The Truth Channel"—with three secondhand cameras and a team of young idealists no one else wanted to hire.

The first years had been hell.

No advertisers—major brands didn't want to be associated with a "controversial" channel. No distribution—cable operators refused to carry it. No recognition—other media pretended it didn't exist.

But the Internet had changed everything.

Canal Emet had been the first Israeli channel to stream online. The first to use social media to bypass the media blackout. The first to understand that the old model—where a few gatekeepers controlled information—was dying.

And above all, Canal Emet told the truth.

Not partisan truth. Not convenient truth. Truth, period.

When a judge made an absurd ruling, Canal Emet analyzed it without euphemisms. When a prosecutor buried a case, Canal Emet asked the questions no one else dared ask. When other media repeated official "talking points" in unison, Canal Emet did journalism.

It was unbearable for the system.

Because the system rested on a simple principle: control the narrative. As long as all media told the same story, the public had no reason to doubt. As long as the "experts" all agreed, who would dare think otherwise?

But Canal Emet broke that monopoly.

A single dissenting voice was enough to shake the edifice. A single unauthorized question was enough to sow doubt. A single truth was enough to make lies tremble.

So the system had decided to destroy Canal Emet.

* * *

First, judicial attacks. Defamation complaints by the dozens. Trials that dragged on for years. Legal fees that would have bankrupted any other company.

Shimon had held firm. He had won most of the cases—because truth, precisely, was on his side.

Then, economic pressure. The few advertisers who still dared work with Canal Emet received "friendly advice" suggesting they reconsider their choices. Banks suddenly became reluctant to extend credit. Building owners discovered "compliance issues" requiring costly repairs.

Shimon had held firm. He had found alternative funding—viewer donations, partnerships with foreign media, investors who still believed in press freedom.

Then, personal attacks. "Investigative" articles about his private life. Rumors about his "dubious connections." Smear campaigns on social media, orchestrated by armies of fake accounts.

Shimon had held firm. He had nothing to hide.

But this morning, watching the news scroll across his screen, he understood that the war had just shifted to a new dimension.

The phone rang.

— Shimon? It's Yossi. Have you seen the news?

Yossi Brenner. His contact at the Institute. The man who, for years, had been discreetly passing him information no one else dared broadcast.

— What's going on?

— You know that story you aired last night? About the Supreme Court appointments?

— Of course. Forty-seven appointments in fifteen years, all approved by the same group of four people. That's basic journalism.

— That was the last straw. They've decided to take action.

— What action?

Silence on the other end of the line.

— The Attorney General is going to open a criminal investigation against you. For "threatening state security."

Shimon felt his blood run cold.

— On what basis?

— They're going to claim your sources are "foreign agents" and that you're participating in a "destabilization campaign." It's legally absurd, but it will allow them to seize your computers, interrogate your journalists, paralyze the channel for months.

— They can't do that. It's pure censorship.

— Welcome to the new Israel, Shimon. Democracy only applies to those who think correctly.

Shimon hung up.

He stood motionless for a long time, watching through the window as the sun rose over Tel Aviv. A dawn like any other. A dawn that didn't yet know it might be the last for Canal Emet.

Then he made a decision.

If the system wanted war, it would have war.

He picked up his phone and dialed a number he had never used. A number he had been given "for cases of absolute emergency."

— Hello?

— This is Shimon Barkai. I was told to call you if things went bad.

Silence.

— Come to Yarkon Park in one hour. Bench facing the lake. Alone.

The line went dead.

Shimon didn't know it yet, but he had just contacted the Three Hundred.

And everything was about to change.



CHAPTER 77 — Washington: The Puppeteers

WASHINGTON D.C. — FOUNDATION FOR WORLD DEMOCRACY — SAME DAY — 10:00 P.M. LOCAL TIME

Eight thousand kilometers from Tel Aviv, in an oak-paneled office overlooking the Potomac, Victoria Chen was analyzing the latest reports from the Middle East.

Victoria Chen. Fifty-four years old. Director of the "Foundation for World Democracy"—a "non-partisan" organization dedicated to "promoting democratic values" around the world.

In reality, the Foundation was one of the Agency's many arms. Not officially, of course. The paperwork was in order. The funding passed through enough intermediaries to be untraceable. The employees sincerely believed they were working for a humanitarian NGO.

But Victoria knew.

She knew that "promoting democracy" in practice meant destabilizing any government that didn't conform to American interests. She knew that "educational programs" trained loyal cadres who would one day take power. She knew that "grants to independent media" funded propaganda organs in disguise.

And she knew that Project "Guardian"—the operation to neutralize Israel from within—was one of the Agency's most spectacular successes.

Fifty years of patient work. Hundreds of millions of dollars invested. Thousands of agents of influence placed in key positions.

And now, everything threatened to collapse.

The report on her desk was alarming.

"Canal Emet has broadcast a documentary detailing the connections between Israeli judicial appointments and foreign funding. Although American names have not been directly mentioned, several of our intermediaries are identifiable to anyone who knows where to look. Risk of exposure: HIGH."

Victoria closed her eyes.

The problem wasn't Canal Emet itself. A small channel with limited resources didn't represent an existential threat. The problem was what Canal Emet represented: a breach in the wall of silence.

For decades, information control had been total. The major Israeli media—like their American and European counterparts—followed the same narratives, asked the same questions, reached the same conclusions. The public had no reason to doubt.

But the Internet had changed the rules of the game. Anyone could now broadcast information. Anyone could ask questions. Anyone could challenge the official consensus.

And worse still: people were starting to listen.

Canal Emet had growing audiences. Its videos were shared millions of times. Its analyses were picked up by alternative media around the world.

Truth was spreading like a virus.

Victoria picked up her secure phone.

— Put me through to the Director.

A few seconds later, a familiar voice answered.

— Victoria. I was expecting your call.

— Have you seen the Canal Emet report?

— I've seen it. What's your assessment?

— The risk is real. If that channel keeps digging, it will eventually trace back to us. Not directly—our firewalls are solid. But it will create enough doubt for others to start looking.

— What do you recommend?

Victoria hesitated. The obvious answer—silencing Canal Emet by any means necessary—carried its own risks. An operation too visible could confirm exactly what the channel was claiming.

— We've already activated our contacts within the Israeli judicial system. A criminal investigation will be opened against the channel's director. That should paralyze it for several months.

— And if that's not enough?

— Then we'll move to Plan B.

Silence on the other end of the line.

— Plan B is risky, Victoria. A dead journalist makes waves.

— I wasn't talking about that. There are other ways to destroy someone without killing them. Their reputation. Their family. Their finances. Everyone has weaknesses.

— Find them.

— It's already underway.

She hung up.

On her desk, next to the report, was a framed photo. Victoria Chen receiving a humanitarian award for her "work in support of democracy." Perfect smile. Designer dress. Handshake with a senator.

The irony wasn't lost on her.

She had spent her life destroying democracies in the name of democracy. Corrupting institutions in the name of the rule of law. Lying in the name of truth.

And now, a small television channel threatened to expose the whole charade.

Victoria Chen wasn't a believer. She believed in neither God, nor karma, nor cosmic justice. She believed in power—the power of those who know how to manipulate the system against those who understand nothing.

But sometimes, late at night, when the silence of her office became oppressive, she wondered if the system she had helped build wouldn't eventually collapse under the weight of its own lies.

Empires always fall.

She pushed the thought away and went back to work.

There were truths to be smothered.



CHAPTER 78 — London: The Inner Circle

LONDON — ATHENAEUM CLUB — SAME DAY — 3:00 A.M. LOCAL TIME

Sir Reginald Blackwood didn't like being disturbed in the middle of the night.

At seventy-eight, after a distinguished career in the Service—first as a field agent, then as director of operations, finally as special advisor to the Cabinet—he had earned the right to sleep in peace.

But certain calls couldn't wait.

— Sir Reginald? It's urgent.

The voice belonged to his former deputy, now head of the Middle East section. A competent, discreet man, perfectly trained in the British art of saying much in few words.

— I'm listening.

— The Israeli project. There are leaks.

Sir Reginald sat up in bed.

— What level of leaks?

— Limited for now. A marginal television channel. But they have documents. Real ones.

— How is that possible?

— We're investigating. It seems there was a breach in our local partner's network. The Architect.

The Architect. Gabriel Oren. The man Sir Reginald had personally recruited fifty years earlier, at a university congress in Oxford. A brilliant young Israeli, ambitious, convinced that his country needed to be "guided" by wiser hands.

Sir Reginald had cultivated him for years. Had introduced him to the right people. Had discreetly financed him. Had helped him climb the rungs of Israeli power.

And Gabriel had delivered. Beyond all expectations.

The system he had built—that invisible architecture allowing Israel to be controlled without ever appearing—was a masterpiece of political engineering. For decades, no matter who won elections, the real decisions were made elsewhere.

But now, the masterpiece was cracking.

— What are our options?

Sir Reginald asked.

— We can activate our contacts in the Israeli media to discredit this channel. We can pressure the British government to publicly "express concern" about "populist drifts" in Israel. We can...

— All that is crisis management. I'm asking how we solve the problem at its source.

Silence on the other end of the line.

— The Architect himself is beginning to be exposed. His connections to our networks are too numerous. If someone pulls the right thread...

— Then that thread must be cut.

— You mean...

— I mean that Gabriel Oren has been a loyal servant for fifty years. But no servant is irreplaceable. And a servant who becomes a risk ceases to be useful.

The silence that followed was heavy with meaning.

— I understand, Sir Reginald. I'll convey your instructions.

— Do it with elegance. Gabriel deserves at least that.

Sir Reginald hung up.

He sat in the darkness for a long time, thinking of all the men he had "eliminated" over the course of his career. Double agents. Inconvenient witnesses. Allies who had become risks.

That was the price of power. Some had to die so that others could rule.

But as he aged, Sir Reginald sometimes asked himself questions he would never have dared formulate in his youth.

All this power—for what?

The British Empire had long ceased to exist. Past glory was but a memory. And yet, the Service continued to weave its webs across the world, manipulating governments, toppling regimes, controlling populations.

Out of habit? Out of inertia? Or because certain men didn't know how to live except by dominating others?

Sir Reginald pushed these thoughts away.

He was too old for self-examination. Too late for regrets.

The system had to be protected. At any cost.



CHAPTER 79 — Tehran: The Enemy of My Enemy

TEHRAN — REVOLUTIONARY GUARDS HEADQUARTERS — SAME DAY — 6:00 A.M. LOCAL TIME

General Hossein Ahmadi was reading the same report as his Western counterparts.

But his conclusions were radically different.

— This is an opportunity. Not a threat.

He told his deputies gathered around the table.

General Ahmadi commanded the unit responsible for "special operations" against Israel. Sixty years of patient hatred. Decades of preparation. Billions of dollars invested in proxies—Hamas, Hezbollah, various militias—that harassed the Zionist enemy without ever triggering total war.

Because the general knew that total war would be lost. Israel was too strong militarily. Its Western allies would intervene. Iran would be crushed.

No, the real victory would come from within.

And now, that victory was finally taking shape.

— Explain yourself, General.

The youngest of his deputies asked.

— Look at what's happening. The Israelis are tearing each other apart. Their judicial system is paralyzed by internal conflicts. Their media are at war with each other. Their society is divided like never before.

He tapped his finger on the report.

— And now, this television channel reveals that none of this is an accident. That their own system has been infiltrated by foreign powers. That their institutions have been corrupted from within.

— But we have nothing to do with that. It's the Americans and British who set up this operation.

Another deputy objected.

The general smiled.

— Exactly. And that's why it's perfect.

He stood and approached the map of the Middle East on the wall.

— For years, we've tried to destroy Israel from the outside. We've funded terrorists. We've developed our nuclear program. We've threatened, bluffed, provoked.

He shook his head.

— All for nothing. Israel is still there. Stronger than ever.

He turned back to his deputies.

— But now, something different is happening. The Israelis are discovering that their own "allies" have betrayed them. That America and England—these countries they consider their protectors—have actually been working to weaken them from within.

— And so?

— So, trust will be broken. A people who no longer trust their allies is a vulnerable people. A divided people is a people that can be conquered.

The general returned to his seat.

— Our mission is not to prevent these revelations. Our mission is to amplify them. To spread them. To make sure every Israeli understands how deeply they've been betrayed by those they thought were their friends.

— How?

— We have our own networks. Our own media. Our own relays on social media. We're going to make this story go viral. So that no one can ignore it.

He paused.

— And when Israel is sufficiently weakened by its internal divisions... then we'll strike.

The deputies exchanged glances. The plan was bold. Perhaps too bold.

— There's a risk, General. If the Israelis discover we're amplifying these revelations, they might rally against us. A common enemy always unites.

The general nodded.

— That's true. That's why we must be invisible. No trace leading back to Tehran. Everything must appear spontaneous. Organic. A truth emerging on its own.

He smiled again—a cold, calculated smile.

— The best weapon against an enemy isn't the bomb. It's the truth. Or at least, the part of the truth that hurts them most.

The meeting ended on those words.

General Ahmadi remained alone in the room, contemplating the map.

Israel. That little country that had humiliated Iran for decades. That little country that obstinately refused to disappear.

Soon, he thought. Soon.

He didn't know—couldn't know—that other forces were at work. Forces that no earthly power could control.

For in the great book of History, it wasn't the generals who wrote the final chapter.



CHAPTER 80 — The Meeting

TEL AVIV — YARKON PARK — 7:15 A.M.

Shimon Barkai arrived at the park fifteen minutes early.

The morning sun bathed the lawns in golden light. Joggers passed in silence. Mothers pushed strollers. An old man fed the ducks by the lake.

An ordinary morning in an ordinary city.

Except nothing was ordinary.

Shimon sat on the designated bench and waited.

At seven o'clock precisely, a man sat down beside him. In his sixties. Military build. Piercing gaze.

— You're punctual. That's good.

The man said.

— Who are you?

— Someone who shares your concerns. Someone who has the means to help you.

— I don't need help. I need information.

The man smiled slightly.

— It's the same thing, Mr. Barkai. Information is power. And power is what you need to survive what's coming.

He took an envelope from his pocket and placed it on the bench between them.

— What is this?

— Evidence. Real evidence. Not the fragments you've broadcast so far—the complete picture. The names. The amounts. The connections. Everything you need to expose the system.

Shimon didn't touch the envelope.

— Why are you giving me this?

— Because you're the only one who will dare broadcast it.

— And what's the price?

The man looked him straight in the eyes.

— The price is that you're going to become the number one target of the most powerful system in the world. They're going to try to destroy you. Destroy your family. Destroy everything you've built.

— I'm already their target.

— Not like this. Not yet.

Silence.

— Mr. Barkai, have you noticed something interesting in your career?

The man continued.

Strange question. Shimon raised an eyebrow.

— What's that?

— The lies you were asked to tell. They changed constantly, didn't they? One day it was one version, the next day another. The official narratives contradicted themselves from one week to the next.

Shimon nodded slowly. It was true. The "talking points" he received were in perpetual flux.

— Whereas the facts you've discovered, the man continued, are always the same. The same names. The same amounts. The same dates. Nothing changes.

He paused.

— That's how you tell true from false, Mr. Barkai. Falsehood must constantly adapt. Truth doesn't need to change.

— That's a nice philosophy. But in the real world...

— In the real world, we're approaching a tipping point. The lies accumulated over decades are collapsing under their own weight. And when they collapse...

He pointed at the envelope.

— Those who told the truth will be the only ones left standing.

Shimon thought for a long time.

All his life, he had believed in journalism. In the sacred mission to inform the public. In the idea that truth, exposed to daylight, would eventually triumph over lies.

But recent years had made him cynical. He had seen how the system crushed those who dared speak. How the most obvious truths were denied, distorted, buried. How the public, bombarded with contradictory information, ended up believing nothing—which suited the liars perfectly.

And yet...

And yet, a small voice in him refused to give up.

A voice that told him the fight wasn't lost. That every truth spoken was a seed planted. That seeds always end up sprouting.

He took the envelope.

— I'm going to need protection.

— You'll have it.

— And my teams?

— Them too.

— How can I trust you?

The man stood.

— You can't. Not yet. But in the coming days, you'll understand who we are and why we do what we do.

He started to walk away, then turned back.

— One last thing, Mr. Barkai. The system will fall. It's inevitable. The only question is: how many people will be ready to rebuild on foundations of truth?

He disappeared among the trees.

Shimon remained alone on the bench, envelope in hand.

Around him, the park continued to live. Joggers ran. Mothers walked their children. The old man fed his ducks.

An ordinary world, unaware of what was being plotted in the shadows.

But not for much longer.

Shimon opened the envelope and began to read.

What he discovered would change the history of Israel.

And perhaps of the entire world.



CHAPTER 81 — The Documents

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET STUDIOS — THE NEXT DAY — 2:00 P.M.

Shimon Barkai hadn't slept all night.

The documents spread before him told a story no one had ever dared write. Fifty years of systematic manipulation. Hundreds of names. Billions of dollars. A tentacular network linking Tel Aviv to Washington, London, Geneva, and dozens of other capitals.

Each page was a bomb. Each line, a scandal.

— Is it authentic?

Yael Korman, seated across from him, nodded. She had spent the night verifying the financial data, cross-referencing bank transfers, authenticating signatures.

— Everything is verified. The account numbers match. The dates coincide with the judicial appointments. The amounts explain careers that made no sense otherwise.

Daniel Azoulay, the journalist, was leafing through another file.

— There are recordings too. Phone conversations. Filmed meetings. Whoever compiled all this had access to sources at the highest level.

— Who?

Shimon asked.

— I don't know. But look at this.

Daniel handed him a sheet. A list of names with amounts next to them. Shimon recognized several Supreme Court judges. Prosecutors. Legal advisors. Editors-in-chief of major media outlets.

— This is the list of payments over the last ten years. Each person on this list received between fifty thousand and two million dollars from the same source.

— What source?

— A foundation based in Geneva. The Foundation for Democratic Progress. On paper, it's a humanitarian organization. In reality...

He pulled out an organizational chart.

— In reality, it's a smoke screen. The money comes from Washington, transits through Geneva, and lands in the pockets of those who are supposed to block the Israeli government.

Shimon remained silent for a long moment.

He had always known the system was corrupt. But seeing the proof in black and white, with names, amounts, dates—that was something else. It was confirmation of everything he had suspected for years.

And it was terrifying.

— If we broadcast this, we're declaring war on the most powerful system in the country. Maybe in the world.

He said slowly.

— We're already at war. The only difference is that now we have weapons.

Yael replied.

Shimon looked at his two colleagues. Yael, the brilliant analyst who had sacrificed her career for truth. Daniel, the stubborn journalist who refused to be silenced. And himself, the old presenter everyone had written off.

Three people against an empire.

— All right. We broadcast. But not all at once. We're going to drip out the revelations, one by one. Every day, a new scandal. Every day, a new name. We're going to bleed them slowly.

— Why not all at once?

— Because a single shock can be absorbed. People forget quickly. But a series of revelations, day after day, week after week—that creates a cumulative effect. It keeps the system from catching its breath. It forces people to ask questions.

He stood and walked to the window.

— And above all, it gives us time to protect ourselves. Because from the first broadcast, they'll do everything to destroy us.



CHAPTER 82 — The First Salvo

TEL AVIV — 8:00 P.M. — LIVE BROADCAST

The Canal Emet opening credits appeared on hundreds of thousands of screens across Israel.

Shimon Barkai appeared, alone facing the camera. No sophisticated set, no special effects. Just a man, a desk, and the truth.

— Good evening. Tonight, Canal Emet begins a series of revelations that will change your perception of our country. What you are about to see is not a conspiracy theory. These are documented facts, verified, irrefutable.

He paused.

— For years, you've been told that our judicial system is independent. That our judges are chosen on merit. That our media are free. Tonight, we're going to show you that all of that was a lie.

The screen displayed a document. A bank transfer of two hundred thousand dollars, dated 2019, to an account in the Cayman Islands.

— This transfer was made three weeks before Judge Yitzhak Perlman's appointment to the Supreme Court. The final beneficiary of this account is... Judge Yitzhak Perlman himself.

A second document appeared. Then a third. Then a fourth.

— Judge Perlman received, over the past five years, more than eight hundred thousand dollars from the same source. A foundation based in Geneva, funded by American interests. In exchange, Judge Perlman systematically voted against every initiative of the elected government.

Shimon's voice remained calm, factual. No hysterical accusations. No inflammatory rhetoric. Just the facts, presented with surgical precision.

— Tomorrow night, we'll reveal another name. And the day after tomorrow, another still. This series will continue until the truth is fully exposed. Until every Israeli understands how their country was betrayed from within.

He looked straight into the camera.

— I've been warned that this broadcast might cost me my life. Perhaps. But truth is worth more than my life. And truth will triumph in the end.

End credits.

* * *

Across Israel, phones began to ring. Social media exploded. In less than an hour, the broadcast had been seen by three million people. In less than two hours, it was being shared worldwide.

And in certain offices, in Tel Aviv, Washington, and London, very powerful men and women realized that their world had just shifted.



CHAPTER 83 — The Counterattack

JERUSALEM — ATTORNEY GENERAL'S OFFICE — 10:30 P.M.

Rivka Mandel stared at her computer screen with an expression of pure terror.

She had seen the broadcast. She had seen the documents. And she knew her name would soon appear on that same channel.

— This is a catastrophe.

She said to the man seated across from her.

Gabriel Oren—the Architect—remained strangely calm.

— It's a problem. Not a catastrophe. Problems can be solved.

— How? They have evidence! Real documents!

— Documents can be contested. Sources can be discredited. Journalists can have accidents.

Rivka shuddered.

— You can't... This isn't...

— I'm not talking about that. Not yet. There are other ways.

Gabriel stood and walked to the window. Outside, Jerusalem sparkled under the stars. The eternal city. The city that had survived so many crises.

— First, we activate our contacts in the other media. Tomorrow morning, every newspaper, every TV channel, every news site will tell the same story: Canal Emet is a destabilization operation funded by foreign powers. Barkai is a Russian agent, or Iranian, or both.

— People won't believe that.

— Some will believe. That's enough. We don't need to convince everyone. We need to sow doubt. Create confusion. Transform a scandal into a "controversy."

He turned around.

— Second, we launch the criminal investigation. I've already spoken to the prosecutor. Tomorrow, Barkai will be summoned for questioning. His computers will be seized. His bank accounts will be frozen.

— On what legal basis?

Gabriel smiled. A cold smile, without joy.

— The legal basis is what we make it. You're the Attorney General, aren't you? You know how this works.

Rivka looked down. Yes, she knew. She had spent years blocking government decisions on legal bases invented out of thin air. Creating precedents that didn't exist. Transforming law into a political weapon.

And now, that weapon was going to be turned against someone who, for once, was telling the truth.

— There's a third point. The most important.

Gabriel added.

— Which is?

— We need to find who supplied these documents to Barkai. Someone, somewhere, betrayed. And that person must be identified. Quickly.

— You think it's someone from the inside?

— It has to be. These documents were only accessible to a very restricted circle. Someone talked. Someone we thought was loyal.

He picked up his phone.

— I'm going to make some calls. By tomorrow morning, we'll have a list of suspects. By the end of the week, we'll have the traitor.

He stopped at the door.

— And when we find them... we'll make an example. So that no one ever dares challenge us again.

The door closed.

Rivka remained alone in her office, trembling.

She had always believed she was serving a just cause. Protecting democracy against "extremists." Defending the rule of law against "populists." Preserving institutions against "autocrats."

But tonight, for the first time, she wondered if she hadn't been manipulated from the beginning. If all those fine words weren't a smoke screen to hide something much darker.

She pushed the thought away. It was too late for doubts. She had chosen her side long ago. And now, she had to see it through to the end.

Whatever the cost.



CHAPTER 84 — The Domino Effect

ISRAEL — THE FOLLOWING DAYS

The second Canal Emet broadcast revealed the case of a district prosecutor who had buried an investigation into a minister's corruption—after receiving three hundred thousand dollars in an offshore account.

The third broadcast exposed an editor-in-chief of one of the country's largest newspapers, paid to steer media coverage of certain subjects.

The fourth broadcast showed the links between a "humanitarian" NGO and a foreign funding network that subsidized "spontaneous" demonstrations.

Every evening, a new scandal. Every evening, a new name. Every evening, irrefutable evidence.

And every day, the system's counterattack.

The major media accused Canal Emet of spreading "disinformation." Self-proclaimed "experts" explained that the documents were "probably falsified." Politicians called for "protecting institutions" against this "unprecedented attack."

But something had changed.

For the first time in decades, people no longer automatically believed what they were told to believe. Comments under official articles were filled with skepticism. Social media overflowed with questions no one had dared ask before.

The wall of silence had cracked.

And through the cracks, light was beginning to filter.

* * *

In the corridors of power, panic was setting in.

Judges refused to answer journalists' questions. Prosecutors requested sick leave. Senior officials updated their CVs.

Everyone understood that the wind had shifted. That the revelations would continue. That sooner or later, their own name would appear on Canal Emet's screen.

Some chose to flee. Plane tickets to Cyprus, Switzerland, the United States. Bank transfers to foreign accounts. Families sent "on vacation" for an indefinite period.

Others chose to talk.

The first was an assistant prosecutor. He contacted Daniel Azoulay one evening, nervous, trembling. He wanted to testify. He wanted to tell what he had seen. He wanted to redeem himself.

His testimony was broadcast the next day. It confirmed everything. The pressures. The bribes. The threats. The system of generalized corruption that was rotting the Israeli justice system.

After him, others followed.

A former assistant to the Attorney General. An accountant from one of the shell foundations. A diplomat who had witnessed meetings he was never supposed to see.

The domino effect had begun.

And nothing could stop it anymore.



CHAPTER 85 — The Fall of the Architect

TEL AVIV — GABRIEL OREN'S PRIVATE RESIDENCE — ONE WEEK LATER

Gabriel Oren knew the end was near.

Sitting in the living room of his Herzliya villa, he watched the news with a strange detachment. His face now appeared on every screen. "The Architect of the conspiracy." "The mastermind of corruption." "The man who betrayed Israel."

Fifty years of patient work. Fifty years of careful manipulation. Fifty years spent building a perfect system.

All of it collapsing in a matter of days.

His phone kept ringing. Calls from London, Washington, Geneva. His former allies abandoning him one by one. His former protégés swearing they had never known him.

It was predictable. In this world, there were no friends. Only interests.

And Gabriel had become a risk.

He heard cars pulling up in front of his house. Doors slamming. Footsteps on the driveway gravel.

He didn't move.

The door opened. Ariel Neumann entered, followed by several agents.

— Gabriel Oren, you are under arrest for treason, corruption, and conspiracy against state security.

Gabriel smiled. A tired, resigned smile.

— You know this isn't over, don't you? Even if you arrest me. Even if you arrest everyone whose names appear in your documents. The system I built... it won't disappear just like that.

— Perhaps. But it's a start.

Ariel replied.

— A start? You're naive, Neumann. You think truth is enough? Truth has never been enough. People don't want truth. They want certainties. Simple answers. Enemies to hate.

He stood slowly.

— I gave people what they wanted. A system that worked. Institutions that looked respectable. A democracy that looked like a democracy. It didn't matter if it was a lie. People prefer beautiful lies to ugly truths.

Ariel shook his head.

— You're wrong. People prefer truth. Even when it hurts. Even when it destroys their illusions. Because truth, at least, is solid. You can build on it. Whereas lies... lies always end up collapsing.

Gabriel looked at him for a long time.

— We'll see. We'll see.

He finally said.

He held out his wrists for the handcuffs.

Outside, the sun was setting over Tel Aviv. Another day ending. Another page of history turning.

And somewhere, in a small television studio, Shimon Barkai was preparing the evening broadcast.

Truth continued its march.



CHAPTER 86 — The World Turned Upside Down

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — TWO WEEKS LATER

Gabriel Oren's trial was attracting worldwide attention.

Journalists from every continent packed the courtroom. Cameras filmed every entrance, every exit. Analysts provided live commentary on every channel.

But what was happening outside the courthouse was almost as revealing as what was happening inside.

In front of the building, two groups of protesters faced off.

On one side, those demanding justice. Ordinary families. Citizens who had understood that their country had been betrayed. Simple signs: "Truth will prevail." "Justice for Israel." "Never again corruption."

On the other side, those defending Gabriel. Professional activists. Representatives of NGOs with reassuring names. Self-proclaimed intellectuals. Their signs were more sophisticated, printed on glossy paper: "No to witch hunts." "Defend democracy." "Stop populism."

Ariel Neumann observed the scene from a courthouse window.

— It's fascinating. The man who betrayed his country is being defended by people who claim to protect it. And those who want justice are called "populists."

He said to Daniel Azoulay standing beside him.

— The world turned upside down.

— Exactly. Since when did defending truth become "extremist"? Since when did wanting laws to be respected become "fanatical"?

Daniel shook his head.

— It's been like this for a long time. Words have been emptied of their meaning. "Democracy" now means "the power of the unelected." "Rule of law" means "judges do whatever they want." "Human rights" means "everyone but us."

He pointed at a group of pro-Gabriel protesters.

— You see those people? Half of them are paid by foreign foundations. The other half are useful idiots repeating what they've been taught to repeat. None of them have read the documents. None of them know what Gabriel really did.

— And yet, they're convinced they're on the right side of history.

— That's the genius of the system. Convincing people to defend their own executioners.

A bailiff appeared.

— Court resumes in five minutes.

They returned to the courtroom.



CHAPTER 87 — The Testimonies

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — SAME DAY

The first witness of the day was a former employee of an international NGO based in Tel Aviv.

— Can you explain to the court the nature of your work?

The prosecutor asked.

The man—in his thirties, nervous face—adjusted his glasses.

— I worked for the Organization for Justice and Rights. Officially, we documented "human rights violations" committed by the Israeli army.

— And unofficially?

— Unofficially, we manufactured accusations. We took minor incidents and transformed them into "war crimes." We paid "witnesses" to tell us what we wanted to hear. And we transmitted everything to the United Nations.

A murmur ran through the room.

— How many UN resolutions are based on your reports?

— At least twenty. Maybe more.

— And these reports were... truthful?

The man looked down.

— No. Most were exaggerated. Some were completely invented.

— Why did you do this?

— Because I was well paid. And because I believed... I believed it was for a good cause. I was told that Israel was an "apartheid state," a "colonizer," an "oppressor." I never verified. I just accepted what I was told.

— And now?

The man raised his head. His eyes were wet.

— Now I know that I helped destroy my own country. That while we were inventing accusations against Israeli soldiers, real atrocities were being committed elsewhere in the world. In Syria. In China. In Yemen. And nobody talked about it. Nobody created NGOs to document that. Nobody voted resolutions.

He paused.

— Do you know how many resolutions the UN has voted against Israel since its creation? Over a hundred. Against North Korea? Less than ten. Against China for the Uyghurs? Zero. That's when I understood. It wasn't about human rights. It was about... something else.

— About what?

— I don't know what to call it. An obsession. A hatred. Something ancient and deep. Something that transcends politics.

The prosecutor nodded.

— What was Gabriel Oren's role in all this?

— He coordinated. Funding passed through his foundations. Directives came from his office. He decided which reports would be published, which witnesses would be featured, which accusations would be brought before the UN.

— Was he aware that these reports were false?

— Of course. He's the one who told us to falsify them.

Gabriel Oren, seated in the defendant's box, didn't flinch. His face remained perfectly impassive, as if he were watching a play that didn't concern him.



CHAPTER 88 — The Defense of the Indefensible

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — DAY 3

Gabriel Oren's lawyer stood for his cross-examination.

Maître Yonatan Shavit was one of the most famous lawyers in the country. Fifty-five years old, impeccable suit, legendary eloquence. He had defended corrupt politicians, shady businessmen, white-collar criminals. He had never lost an important case.

But today, even he seemed uncomfortable.

— Madam, you claim to have received "directives" for fifteen years. Can you prove that these directives came specifically from my client?

He began, addressing the journalist witness.

— The documents seized at Mr. Oren's home contain copies of these directives. With his handwritten annotations.

— These documents could have been falsified.

— By whom? By the three hundred witnesses who tell the same story? By the thousands of bank transfers that all converge on the same accounts? By the audio recordings where we clearly hear Mr. Oren's voice giving instructions?

The lawyer changed tactics.

— Let's assume that my client had a certain... influence over the media. Isn't that the case with all powerful men? Isn't that the very nature of politics?

— The difference, Counsel, is that your client was never elected. He was never accountable to anyone. He exercised enormous power without any democratic legitimacy.

— He advised elected officials. That's perfectly legal.

— He didn't advise. He ordered. And when someone refused to obey, that person saw their career destroyed, their reputation tarnished, their personal life exposed in the newspapers.

She turned to the jury.

— You want to know what really happened to everyone who dared defy Mr. Oren's system? I have a list. Three honest prosecutors, forced to resign. Two honest judges, victims of scandals manufactured from whole cloth. A minister who refused to yield, found indicted on charges that proved false. Journalists fired. Academics stripped of their chairs. Activists dragged before courts.

She paused.

— And you know what they had in common? They had all told the truth. In Mr. Oren's system, that was the supreme crime.

The lawyer opened his mouth to respond, but no sound came out.

For the first time in his career, Maître Yonatan Shavit had nothing to say.



CHAPTER 89 — The International Connections

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — DAY 3 CONTINUED

The third day of the trial was devoted to the network's international connections.

A former American diplomat—tired face, gray hair—stepped up to the stand.

— I worked at the State Department for twenty-three years. My specialty was the Middle East. And during all those years, I saw things that deeply troubled me.

— What things?

— American policy toward Israel wasn't what it seemed. Officially, we were allies. Unofficially... we were working to weaken this country from within.

— How?

— By funding NGOs that attacked the Israeli army. By supporting political movements that divided society. By promoting "acceptable" candidates for key positions. By pressuring governments that didn't conform to our wishes.

— Why would you do that to an ally?

The man sighed.

— That's a good question. I've thought about it a lot. The official answer is that we wanted to "stabilize" the region. The real answer... I'm not sure I know it. But I have a theory.

— Which is?

— Israel represents something that disturbs certain people. Not the country itself. Not the politics. Something deeper. An idea. A persistence. A refusal to disappear when everyone tells you that you should.

He paused.

— You know, I've visited many countries over my career. Dictatorships that torture dissidents. Regimes that starve their own people. Governments that practice genocide. And you know what? None of these countries receives a hundredth of the attention that Israel receives. None is the subject of as many resolutions, as many protests, as many boycotts.

— How do you explain that?

— I can't explain it rationally. It's as if... as if there were a force pushing the whole world to focus on this little country. An obsession that transcends politics, economics, even ideology.

— And Gabriel Oren?

— Gabriel Oren was our man in Tel Aviv. He made the link between our objectives and Israeli reality. He knew who to buy, who to threaten, who to promote. Without him, we would never have been able to penetrate Israeli institutions so deeply.

The prosecutor nodded.

— One last question. Do you regret what you did?

The man remained silent for a long moment.

— Every day. Every day.

He finally said.



CHAPTER 90 — The Verdict

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — ONE MONTH LATER

Judge Sarah Mizrahi—sixty years old, stern gaze, reputation for integrity—took her place.

The room was packed. Hundreds of people waited outside, following the proceedings on giant screens set up for the occasion.

— Will the defendant please rise.

Gabriel Oren stood. For the first time since the beginning of the trial, something had changed in his expression. The arrogant confidence had given way to... what? Resignation? Fear? Or simply the fatigue of a man who knows the game is over?

— Gabriel Oren, this court finds you guilty of treason, corruption, conspiracy against state security, and undermining democratic institutions.

A muffled cry ran through the room.

— The evidence presented during this trial has demonstrated, beyond any shadow of doubt, that you have, for more than fifty years, worked to weaken the State of Israel from within. You corrupted judges, manipulated media, funded hostile organizations, and betrayed the trust of millions of citizens.

She paused.

— But your most serious crime is perhaps not that. Your most serious crime is having tried to steal from this people their ability to govern themselves. To have turned democracy into a facade. To have made people believe that their votes didn't count, that their voices weren't heard, that their fate was decided elsewhere.

Gabriel Oren listened without flinching.

— You almost succeeded. Almost. But you underestimated something. You underestimated truth. You believed that lies, repeated long enough, would eventually become reality. You were wrong.

She turned to the room.

— Lies adapt. They change. They transform to survive. But truth remains what it is. Immutable. Constant. And in the end, it is always truth that triumphs.

She took a breath.

— Gabriel Oren, this court sentences you to life imprisonment, without possibility of parole. Your assets will be seized and returned to the State. Your accomplices will be prosecuted according to the law.

She struck her gavel.

— Court is adjourned.

* * *

Outside, the crowd exploded with joy.

People wept. Others sang. Some prayed.

Shimon Barkai watched the scene from a courthouse window, Yael and Daniel at his side.

— Is it over?

Yael asked.

Shimon shook his head.

— No. This is only the beginning. Gabriel Oren was just one man. The system he built still exists. The ideas he spread are still there. The reflexes he installed are still present.

He turned to his companions.

— The real battle starts now. Rebuilding what was destroyed. Restoring what was perverted. Reminding people what they had forgotten.

— And what had they forgotten?

Shimon smiled.

— That they are a people. One people. With a mission. For millennia, others have tried to destroy them. From outside and from within. And every time, they rise again. Because there is something in them that refuses to die. Something that transcends individuals, generations, eras.

He looked out the window at the sun setting over Tel Aviv.

— Call it what you will. Faith. Stubbornness. Destiny. The name doesn't matter. It's that thing that won today. And it's that thing that will always win.

Somewhere in the city, a bell rang.

Evening was falling on Israel.

A new day was about to dawn.



CHAPTER 91 — The Guardian

TEL AVIV — RIVKA MANDEL'S RESIDENCE — THREE DAYS AFTER THE VERDICT

Rivka Mandel hadn't left her apartment since the verdict was announced.

The curtains were drawn. The phones were off. The television was silent. She sat in the darkness, contemplating the ruins of her life.

Thirty years of career. Thousands of decisions. A reputation for integrity that no one dared question. And now, everything was collapsing.

She knew her turn would come. Gabriel had fallen, but he wasn't alone. The network he had built included dozens of people—and she was one of the most important.

The Guardian. That's what they called her in initiated circles. The one who guarded the gates of the system. The one who decided what was "legal" and what wasn't. The one whose opinion had the force of law.

For years, she had believed she was serving a just cause. Protecting democracy against "extremists." Defending institutions against "populists." Preserving the balance of powers against those who wanted to "destroy" it.

But now, alone in the dark, she wondered: what if she had been wrong from the beginning?

What if the "extremists" were just ordinary people who wanted their votes to count?

What if the "populists" were just citizens demanding the right to govern themselves?

What if those who wanted to "destroy" the institutions actually just wanted to reform them?

The doorbell rang.

She didn't move.

Second ring. Then a voice:

— Mrs. Mandel? Police. We have a warrant.

She closed her eyes.

It was over.

She stood slowly, crossed the living room, and opened the door.

Ariel Neumann stood before her, flanked by two officers.

— Rivka Mandel, you are under arrest for complicity in treason, abuse of power, and corruption.

She didn't resist. She held out her wrists for the handcuffs with a kind of relief. As if this moment, dreaded for so long, was also a liberation.

— You know, I really believed I was doing good.

She said softly.

Ariel looked at her without hostility. Just with profound sadness.

— I know. That's perhaps the most terrible part.

They led her away.

Outside, the sun shone on Tel Aviv. An ordinary day. People walked the streets, unaware of what had just happened.

But something had changed.

One by one, the pillars of the system were falling.

And nothing could raise them again.



CHAPTER 92 — The Resistance

GENEVA — FOUNDATION FOR DEMOCRATIC PROGRESS HEADQUARTERS — SAME DAY

Marcus Weber watched the news with growing anxiety.

Director of the Foundation for fifteen years, he had overseen hundreds of programs in dozens of countries. "Investments in democracy," as he liked to call them. Discreet funding that helped influence elections, train loyal cadres, control media.

And now, everything threatened to be exposed.

Gabriel Oren's trial had revealed the Foundation's existence to the public. The seized documents showed the connections between Geneva and Tel Aviv. The bank transfers, the secret meetings, the coded instructions—everything was there, in black and white.

For now, no charges had been brought against the Foundation itself. Swiss laws still protected its activities. But for how long?

His phone rang. American number.

— Weber.

— Marcus, it's Victoria. We have a problem.

Victoria Chen. His counterpart in Washington. The woman who coordinated American operations.

— I know. I've seen the news.

— That's not all. The Senate has opened an investigation. They want to know where the funds from our "democracy support programs" went. Someone talked.

— Who?

— I don't know yet. But the documents they have... they go back twenty years. Our operations in Eastern Europe, the Middle East, Latin America. Everything.

Marcus felt his stomach knot.

— What do we do?

— We destroy what we can. Transfer what we can. And prepare our lines of defense.

— Our lines of defense?

— We've always acted within the framework of the law. We've supported democratic movements. We've promoted universal values. That's our narrative and we must stick to it.

— And if the narrative doesn't hold?

Silence on the other end of the line.

— Then we have a Plan B.

— Which is?

— Pin it on someone else. Gabriel Oren, for example. He was the mastermind. We were just executors. We didn't know what he was really doing with the money.

— No one will believe that.

— It doesn't matter what people believe. What matters is what can be proven. And we've spent fifty years making sure nothing can be proven.

Marcus nodded, even though Victoria couldn't see him.

— All right. I'll start the transfers.

— Good. And Marcus?

— Yes?

— If anyone asks you questions... you don't know me.

The line went dead.

Marcus stood motionless for a long moment, looking out the window at Lake Geneva sparkling in the sun.

Fifty years of work. Billions of dollars. Dozens of governments influenced. And now, everything was collapsing like a house of cards.

He briefly wondered whether he had done good or evil. Whether the "democracies" he had helped build were really democracies. Whether the "universal values" he had promoted were really universal.

Then he pushed those thoughts away. It was too late for philosophical questions. He had to save what could be saved.

He picked up his phone and began making calls.



CHAPTER 93 — The Witnesses

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — ONE WEEK LATER

Rivka Mandel's trial had begun.

Unlike Gabriel Oren's trial, this one was more intimate, more personal. Gabriel was the architect, the mastermind, the strategist. Rivka was the executor, the one who turned plans into reality.

And the witnesses who paraded through told a terrifying story.

The first was a former minister. Sixty-five years old, tired face, trembling voice.

— I had proposed a reform of the judicial system. Nothing revolutionary. Just better balance between the powers. The next day, Mrs. Mandel summoned me to her office.

He explained.

— What happened?

— She showed me a file. Photos of my private life. Recordings of conversations I thought were confidential. She told me that if I persisted with my reform, everything would be made public.

— What did you do?

— I withdrew my proposal.

* * *

The second witness was a former judge. She had been approached to join the network—and had refused.

— Six months after my refusal, an investigation was opened against me. Completely invented corruption charges. I spent two years defending myself in court. My reputation was destroyed. My family suffered. And in the end, all charges were dropped—for lack of evidence.

— Why? Why were you targeted?

— To make an example. To show others what happened to those who said no.

* * *

The third witness was a journalist. He had investigated the connections between the Supreme Court and foreign foundations—before Canal Emet existed.

— My investigation was killed by my own editor-in-chief. I was told the sources weren't reliable. That the evidence wasn't sufficient. That the subject was too "sensitive."

— Were your sources reliable?

— Perfectly reliable. The same sources who later provided documents to Canal Emet. The same evidence that's now at the heart of this trial.

— So why was your investigation killed?

— Because the system didn't want it to exist. And at the time, the system was all-powerful.

Rivka Mandel listened without flinching. Her face betrayed no emotion. But in her eyes, something had changed. The arrogant certainty had disappeared. In its place was something that looked like doubt.

Or perhaps fear.



CHAPTER 94 — The Confession

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — DAY 5

On the fifth day of the trial, something unexpected happened.

Rivka Mandel asked to make a statement.

Her lawyer tried to dissuade her. It was a terrible strategic idea. Anything she said could be used against her. Better to remain silent, let the defense do its job.

But Rivka insisted.

She stood, looked at the court, and began to speak.

— I'm not going to deny what I did. The testimonies are true. The documents are authentic. I used my power to block reforms, destroy careers, protect the system.

A murmur ran through the room.

— But I want you to understand why.

She paused.

— When I started my career, thirty years ago, I was idealistic. I really believed my role was to protect democracy. To defend minorities against the tyranny of the majority. To prevent "demagogues" from taking power.

— I was taught that the people didn't always know what was good for them. That "experts" had to guide decisions. That institutions had to be protected against popular "passions."

— And I believed it. Sincerely.

She looked down.

— I didn't see that I had become exactly what I claimed to fight against. A tyrant. Someone who imposed their will on others without their consent. Someone who decided in the people's place what was "good" and what was "bad."

— I didn't see that the system I was protecting wasn't a democracy. It was a disguised oligarchy. A small group of people—judges, advisors, "experts"—who governed without ever having been elected.

She raised her head.

— And the worst part is that I really believed I was on the right side. I believed that those who opposed us were "extremists," "fascists," "enemies of democracy." I didn't see that we were the real enemies of democracy.

The silence in the room was total.

— I'm not asking for forgiveness. What I did is unforgivable. I'm only asking that people understand how someone can do evil while believing they're doing good. How the best intentions can lead to the worst results. How you can lose yourself so completely in your own lies that you end up believing them yourself.

She sat back down.

The defense lawyer had his head in his hands.

But in the room, something had changed. The hostile faces had softened. Not compassion—Rivka didn't deserve compassion—but a kind of understanding. The understanding that evil isn't always committed by monsters. Sometimes, it's committed by ordinary people who lost their way.



CHAPTER 95 — The Last Bastion

WASHINGTON D.C. — CAPITOL — SAME WEEK

Senator William Crawford chaired the investigation committee.

Sixty-eight years old, white hair, piercing gaze. A man who had survived forty years of Washington politics without ever being touched by scandal.

Which, in itself, was suspicious.

— Mrs. Chen, how long have you been running the Foundation for World Democracy?

He began.

Victoria Chen—impeccable suit, polite smile—didn't let herself be destabilized.

— Fifteen years, Senator.

— And during these fifteen years, how much money has your foundation distributed abroad?

— About three billion dollars. For democracy support programs, civic education, elite training.

— Elite training. Can you be more specific?

— We identify promising young leaders in different countries. We offer them scholarships, internships, training. We help them develop their skills.

— And then?

— Then they return to their countries and contribute to democratic development.

— By occupying positions of power?

— Sometimes, yes.

— Positions you helped them obtain?

Victoria hesitated for a fraction of a second.

— We support our former scholarship recipients in their careers. That's normal.

The senator nodded. He pulled a document from his file.

— I have here a list of forty-seven people who benefited from your programs and who now occupy important positions in foreign governments. Judges. Ministers. Advisors. Media directors.

— That's a sign our programs work.

— Or it's a sign you've infiltrated foreign governments with agents of influence.

Victoria remained impassive.

— Senator, I categorically reject that accusation. We're a philanthropic organization, not an intelligence agency.

— Really?

The senator pulled out another document.

— I have here communications between your foundation and... certain American government agencies. Communications that suggest close coordination. Very close.

For the first time, Victoria seemed to lose her composure.

— Those communications are confidential.

— They were. They're not anymore.

The senator leaned forward.

— Mrs. Chen, I'm going to be direct with you. We know what you're doing. We've known for a long time. And until now, we've turned a blind eye because it served our interests.

— But times are changing. The world is changing. And certain practices that were acceptable yesterday are no longer acceptable today.

— You have two choices. Cooperate with this committee and tell us everything you know. Or refuse to cooperate and face espionage charges.

Victoria remained silent for a long moment.

Then she smiled. A cold smile, without joy.

— Senator, you don't understand. If I talk, I'm not the only one who falls. Dozens of people in this city are involved. Senators. Representatives. Senior officials. People you know. People you work with.

— Are you threatening me?

— I'm explaining reality to you. The system we've built can't be dismantled without destroying half of Washington.

The senator looked at her for a long time.

— Perhaps. But it's a risk I'm willing to take.

He turned to his colleagues.

— This committee suspends its work until tomorrow. By then, I want Mrs. Chen placed in preventive custody.

Victoria was led away.

In the corridors of the Capitol, something had changed.

The last bastion was beginning to fall.



CHAPTER 96 — The Reconstruction

JERUSALEM — KNESSET — SIX MONTHS LATER

Prime Minister David Stern addressed the nation.

— Citizens of Israel, today marks the beginning of a new era.

The plenary hall of the Knesset was packed. Deputies from all parties were present. Some hostile, others enthusiastic, most simply curious.

— For decades, our democracy has been hollowed out from within. The people voted, but the real decisions were made elsewhere. The elected proposed, but unelected officials disposed. The popular will was systematically circumvented, blocked, neutralized.

— Today, we begin to repair what was broken.

He unveiled the broad outlines of the reform.

The system of judicial appointments would be transformed. No more closed circle where judges appointed judges. A transparent process, with balance between the judicial, executive, and legislative powers.

The Attorney General's opinions would no longer be binding. The government could challenge them before Parliament. The final word would belong to the people's elected representatives, not to an official.

The Supreme Court could no longer overturn laws in the name of unwritten "values." It would interpret the law, not create it.

And above all, foreign funding of political organizations would be strictly regulated. No more billions of dollars poured in from abroad to influence domestic politics.

— These reforms are not meant to weaken justice. They're meant to restore balance. To return to the people the power that was taken from them. To make democracy truly a democracy—government of the people, by the people, for the people.

In the room, reactions were mixed.

Some applauded. Others protested. A few left the room in disagreement.

Outside, demonstrations had begun. On both sides. Those who supported the reforms. Those who opposed them.

The debate would be long, difficult, sometimes violent.

But for the first time in decades, it was a real debate. Not a sham where decisions were made in advance. A real clash of ideas, in the democratic arena.

And that was already a victory.



CHAPTER 97 — The Three Hundred

TEL AVIV — THREE HUNDRED HEADQUARTERS — SAME EVENING

Gideon—the man once called Yaakov Levi—gathered his companions for the last time.

Three hundred people. Not one more, not one less. Like the companions of the biblical Gideon who had defeated an army of one hundred thirty-five thousand men.

— My friends, our mission is accomplished.

He began.

Murmurs ran through the assembly.

— For more than twenty years, we worked in the shadows. We collected evidence, recruited allies, prepared for the moment when we could act. And that moment came.

— Gabriel Oren is in prison. Rivka Mandel will soon be sentenced. The international network is collapsing. The reforms have begun.

— But our work is not finished.

He paused.

— The system we fought wasn't just a group of corrupt people. It was a way of thinking. A conviction that the people are too stupid to govern themselves. That "experts" must decide in their place. That democracy is a danger that must be controlled.

— That way of thinking still exists. It didn't disappear with Gabriel Oren. It's in the universities, in the media, in intellectual circles. It will continue to produce Gabriel Orens if we don't fight it.

He looked at his companions one by one.

— That's why I propose we continue. Not as a secret organization—that time is over. But as a movement. A movement for truth. For transparency. For real democracy.

— Some of you will choose to return to your normal lives. I understand. You've already given a lot. You deserve to rest.

— But those who want to continue... there's still work. A lot of work. To rebuild what was destroyed. To educate a generation that was deceived. To ensure that what happened never happens again.

The silence was total.

Then, one by one, the members of the Three Hundred rose.

No one left.

Gideon smiled.

— Then we continue. Together. To the end.



CHAPTER 98 — Canal Emet: The Aftermath

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET STUDIOS — ONE YEAR LATER

Shimon Barkai hadn't changed.

Still the same wrinkled clothes, the same dark circles under his eyes, the same cold coffee on his desk. But something was different.

Canal Emet had become one of the most watched channels in the country.

Not because it had changed. Because the country had changed.

People wanted truth now. Not prefabricated "talking points." Not analyses from "experts" who all said the same thing. Raw truth, unfiltered, even when it was uncomfortable.

And Canal Emet gave it to them.

— You know what surprises me most?

Shimon said to Yael, seated across from him.

— What?

— That it worked.

Yael smiled.

— You doubted it?

— Honestly? Yes. For years, I believed people didn't really want to know. That they preferred beautiful lies to ugly truths. That they would always settle for what they were given.

— And now?

— Now I understand I was wrong. People want truth. They've always wanted it. But they had been made to believe they couldn't handle it. That it was too dangerous, too complex, too destabilizing.

— That was the ultimate lie.

— Exactly. The lie about lies. Making people believe they needed to be protected from truth.

He looked out the window.

— You know what my grandmother told me once? She had survived the camps. She said: "Shimon, lies are comfortable but they make you crazy. Truth is painful but it sets you free."

— She was right.

— She was always right.

Daniel Azoulay entered the office.

— The broadcast is ready. Shall we go?

Shimon stood.

— Let's go.

That evening, Canal Emet would broadcast a documentary about the reconstruction. About the ongoing reforms. About the challenges that remained.

It wouldn't be a complacent broadcast. There would be criticism, doubts, difficult questions. That was real journalism.

But there would also be hope.

Because for the first time in a long while, hope was allowed.



CHAPTER 99 — The New Generation

JERUSALEM — HEBREW UNIVERSITY — TWO YEARS LATER

Tamar Neumann—twenty-two years old, Ariel's daughter—was presenting her master's thesis.

The subject: "Institutional corruption in Israel: lessons from the Oren trial."

The room was full. Students, professors, journalists. The Oren affair had become a textbook case, studied in universities around the world.

— What we learned from this affair, is that democracy is never guaranteed. It must be defended, day after day, generation after generation.

Tamar concluded.

— We learned that institutions are not sacred by nature. They're only as good as the men and women who lead them. And when those men and women become corrupt, the institutions become corrupt with them.

— We learned that power attracts those who want to exercise it, not always those who should exercise it. And that the people's vigilance is the only bulwark against abuse.

— But above all, we learned that truth always triumphs in the end. Not easily. Not quickly. Sometimes after decades of lies and concealment. But always, always, it ends up emerging.

She paused.

— Why? Because lies must constantly adapt, transform, reinvent themselves to survive. They require permanent effort. Constant vigilance.

— Truth doesn't need that effort. It is what it is. It doesn't change. It doesn't transform. It waits, patiently, for someone to discover it.

— And in the end, someone always discovers it.

Applause erupted.

In the audience, Ariel Neumann watched his daughter with immense pride. She had become what he had hoped. Not an agent, not a spy. Something better. A seeker of truth.

After the defense, they walked together through the streets of Jerusalem.

— You know, when I started this investigation, years ago, I didn't think I would live long enough to see the end.

Ariel said.

— And now?

— Now I realize there is no end. The battle continues. It will always continue. But at least we've passed it on to the next generation.

— And do you think we're ready?

Ariel smiled.

— I think you're better than us. More educated. More informed. More connected. You have tools we didn't have.

— But above all, you have something we had lost. Hope. The conviction that things can change. That truth can prevail.

Tamar nodded.

— We won't let you down.

— I know.

They continued walking in silence, father and daughter, under Jerusalem's sun.

Behind them, the old city gleamed in the evening light. Three thousand years of history. Three thousand years of battles, destructions, reconstructions.

And always, always, the city had survived.

Like the people who lived there.



CHAPTER 100 — The Final Trial

TEL AVIV — DISTRICT COURT — THREE YEARS AFTER THE AFFAIR BEGAN

The last trial was ending.

Not Gabriel Oren's—he had been in prison for a long time. Not Rivka Mandel's—she was serving her sentence. Not those of the dozens of accomplices who had been tried in between.

No, this was Jonathan Berg's trial.

The double agent. The one who had betrayed everyone. The one who had played all sides against each other.

And the one who, in the end, had chosen his side.

For it was Jonathan Berg who had supplied the documents to Canal Emet. He was the anonymous source who had tipped the scales. He was the one who had betrayed the system he had served for years.

Why?

That's what the court was trying to understand.

— Mr. Berg, you worked for Gabriel Oren for fifteen years. You participated in dozens of operations of manipulation, corruption, destabilization. And then, one day, you decided to reveal everything. Why?

The prosecutor asked.

Jonathan Berg—fifty years old, tired face, haunted look—remained silent for a long moment.

— Because I couldn't take it anymore.

— Take what?

— The lying. The betraying. Living in a world where nothing was true.

He leaned forward.

— Do you know what it's like to live in permanent lies? To never know who you really are? To play so many roles that you forget which one is yours?

— I'd been doing it so long I had forgotten who I was. I had become my lies. And one day, I looked in the mirror and saw no one.

— What did you do?

— I decided to do one true thing. One single true thing in my life of lies. I took the most important documents—the ones that proved everything—and I gave them to the only person who would dare use them.

— Shimon Barkai.

— Yes.

— Did you know what would happen?

— I knew the system would collapse. I knew people would go to prison. I knew my own life would be destroyed.

— And you did it anyway?

Jonathan Berg smiled sadly.

— Yes. Because for the first time in my life, I was doing something true. And that truth was worth more than everything else.

The court remained silent.

The verdict came a few hours later.

Guilty of treason and espionage. But with mitigating circumstances. Jonathan Berg had helped expose a corrupt system. He had acted against his own interests. He had chosen truth at the price of his freedom.

Sentence: ten years in prison. With possibility of parole after five years.

When they led him away, Jonathan Berg didn't look back.

He had done what he had to do.

The rest no longer mattered.

PART V — THE SACRIFICES



CHAPTER 101 — The Price of Truth

TEL AVIV — SHIMON BARKAI'S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Shimon hadn't slept in three days.

The threats had started from the first broadcast. Anonymous calls. Messages on social media. Letters slipped under his door.

"You're going to die."

"Your family will pay."

"You don't know who you're dealing with."

He was used to it. Thirty years of journalism had taught him to ignore intimidation. But this time was different.

This time, they had gone after Sarah.

Sarah, his wife for forty years. Sarah, who had supported him when everyone else abandoned him. Sarah, who had accepted poverty, isolation, contempt—all so he could continue telling the truth.

They had followed her in the street. Photographed her outside the school where she taught. Sent the photos with a message: "We know where she works."

Sarah had wanted to leave. Leave the country. Start over somewhere else.

— It's too dangerous, Shimon. You can't win against these people.

— If I leave now, everything we've done will have been for nothing.

— And if you die? And if I die?

He hadn't known what to answer.

That night, he had stayed awake, watching his wife sleep. Forty years together. Three children. Five grandchildren.

Did he have the right to put all of that at risk for truth?

And then, another question had imposed itself.

Did he have the right NOT to?

He remembered the stories his grandmother used to tell him. The camps. The Holocaust. The millions who had died because no one had wanted to see, no one had wanted to speak, no one had wanted to act.

— The world wasn't destroyed by those who do evil, she used to say. It was destroyed by those who watch and do nothing.

Shimon stood and walked to the window.

Outside, Tel Aviv slept. Millions of people, unaware of the danger threatening them. Unaware of the system that was manipulating them. Unaware of the truth being hidden from them.

Someone had to tell them.

Someone had to take the risk.

And if not him... who?

He went back to bed, but didn't sleep.

The next morning, he called Sarah.

— I can't stop.

Silence on the other end of the line.

— I know. I knew when I married you. You're not made for silence.

She finally said.

— Do you forgive me?

— There's nothing to forgive. You're doing what's right. That's why I love you.

She hung up.

Shimon stood motionless for a long moment, phone in hand.

Then he got up and went back to work.

Truth would not wait.



CHAPTER 102 — The Broken Family

HERZLIYA — GABRIEL OREN'S VILLA — BEFORE THE ARREST

Noa Oren had never understood her father.

Forty-two years old. Respected lawyer. Mother of two children. And daughter of the most hated man in Israel.

She remembered her childhood. The trips abroad. The sumptuous receptions. The important people who came to dinner at the house. Her father telling her: "One day, you'll understand. What I do, I do for the country."

She had believed.

For years, she had defended her father against his detractors. "He's not perfect, but he loves Israel. He's sacrificed his life for this country."

And then the revelations had begun.

Canal Emet. The documents. The testimonies. The horror of discovering that the man she admired was a traitor.

At first, she had refused to believe. It was manipulation. Fakes. A conspiracy against her father.

But the evidence kept piling up. Irrefutable. Damning.

And one evening, she had found the documents in her father's office. The real documents. The ones he had hidden for years.

She had read everything. All night.

By morning, she knew the truth.

Her father hadn't "loved Israel." He had sold it. Methodically. Patiently. For fifty years.

She had left without a word. Without explanations. Without goodbyes.

Her children didn't understand. "Why don't we see grandpa anymore?" How do you explain to eight and ten-year-old children that their grandfather was a monster?

On the day of the arrest, she had watched the news like everyone else. Seen her father in handcuffs, led away by police. Heard the accusations. Treason. Corruption. Conspiracy.

She hadn't cried.

She hadn't felt anything.

Just an immense void. The void left by the collapse of everything she had believed.

Months later, she received a letter from prison. From her father.

"My daughter,

I don't ask you to forgive me. What I did is unforgivable.

I only ask you to understand.

I believed—sincerely believed—that I was doing good. That the people needed

to be guided. That experts knew better than the masses.

That the end justified the means.

I was wrong.

You can't build something good on lies. Sooner or later, lies collapse.

And those who built on them collapse with them.

Your father"

Noa read the letter several times.

She didn't reply.

But something changed in her that day.

She resigned from her law firm—a firm that had defended too many people like her father. She began working for an organization defending victims of corruption.

She couldn't repair what her father had destroyed.

But she could try to build something new.

Something true.



CHAPTER 103 — London in Flames

LONDON — SERVICE HEADQUARTERS — TWO MONTHS AFTER GABRIEL'S ARREST

Sir Reginald Blackwood knew the end was near.

The leaks had begun. Internal Service documents were appearing in the press. Journalists were asking embarrassing questions. Parliamentarians were demanding investigations.

Fifty years of secrets were beginning to emerge.

And with them, fifty years of crimes.

Destabilization operations. Organized coups. "Clean" assassinations. Governments toppled. Democracies sabotaged.

All in the name of "national interest."

Sir Reginald had always believed history would prove him right. That future generations would understand why he had done what he did. That the world would recognize that some decisions had to be made in the shadows.

But the world had changed.

People no longer wanted secrets. They wanted truth. They wanted their governments to be accountable. They wanted to know what was being done in their name.

And they were beginning to find out.

The scandal broke on a Tuesday morning.

A former Service agent—a man Sir Reginald had personally recruited thirty years earlier—had decided to talk. To tell everything. About the operations in Israel. About the connections with Gabriel Oren. About the corruption network that spanned three continents.

The media seized on the story. Politicians demanded heads. The Prime Minister, who had never been informed of the details, demanded explanations.

Sir Reginald was summoned before a parliamentary committee.

— Sir Reginald, did you personally authorize operations aimed at destabilizing the Israeli government?

The committee chair asked.

Sir Reginald looked at the faces around him. Politicians who had benefited from his services for years. Men and women who knew perfectly well what he was doing—and who now feigned ignorance.

The hypocrisy didn't surprise him. He had seen so much of it over his career.

— I refuse to answer.

He said.

— You understand that this refusal can be interpreted as an admission?

— I understand. But I refuse anyway.

He stood.

— Ladies and gentlemen, I served this country for fifty years. I did things most of you can't even imagine. Terrible things, sometimes. Necessary things, always.

— You can judge me. You can condemn me. You can lock me away for the rest of my days.

— But don't pretend you didn't know. Don't pretend you're innocent. You all benefited from what I did. Each and every one of you.

He left the room without looking back.

Three days later, he was found dead in his apartment. A "natural" death, according to the official report. A heart attack.

No one asked questions.

Some secrets had to remain buried.



CHAPTER 104 — Tehran Destabilized

TEHRAN — REVOLUTIONARY GUARDS HEADQUARTERS — SIX MONTHS LATER

General Ahmadi hadn't planned for this.

His plan was simple: take advantage of the chaos in Israel to weaken the enemy. Amplify the revelations. Fan the divisions. Wait for the country to collapse from within.

But Israel hadn't collapsed.

On the contrary. The revelations had provoked an unexpected reaction. The Israelis had united against the corrupt system. They had reformed their institutions. Strengthened their democracy. Regained a confidence they had lost long ago.

And now, it was Iran that was wavering.

Because the same techniques that had exposed Gabriel Oren's network were beginning to expose Iranian networks. Hezbollah funding. Secret operations across the Middle East. Connections with terrorist groups around the world.

Truth didn't respect borders.

General Ahmadi had believed information was a weapon he could control. That he could decide what would be revealed and what would stay hidden. That he could manipulate world opinion at will.

He had been wrong.

Information had become uncontrollable. Leaks were appearing everywhere. Iranian dissidents were publishing documents on the Internet. Foreign journalists were asking questions no one had ever asked.

And inside Iran, people were beginning to wonder.

Why was their government spending billions to fund terrorist groups abroad, while ordinary Iranians didn't have enough to eat?

Why did their leaders live in luxury, while the country sank into poverty?

Why did the Revolutionary Guards violently suppress any dissent, if the regime was really popular?

These questions had no good answers.

And the bad answers were starting to circulate.

General Ahmadi looked out his office window. Outside, Tehran rumbled. Demonstrations broke out regularly. Hostile slogans to the regime appeared on the walls.

He had spent his life fighting external enemies. Projecting Iran's power across the world. Dreaming of the day when the Zionist enemy would finally be destroyed.

And now, he was discovering that the real enemy might be inside.

The lie on which the regime rested.

The lie that was beginning to collapse.

Like all lies eventually collapse.



CHAPTER 105 — The Testimony

TEL AVIV — PARLIAMENTARY INVESTIGATION COMMITTEE — ONE YEAR AFTER THE AFFAIR BEGAN

The last witness of the day was an old man.

Eighty-five years old. Holocaust survivor. Former fighter in the War of Independence. A whole life devoted to building the State of Israel.

His name was Moshe Bergmann, and he had been Gabriel Oren's mentor.

— Mr. Bergmann, you knew Gabriel Oren for more than fifty years. How could such a brilliant man become a traitor?

The committee chair asked.

The old man remained silent for a long moment.

— You want to understand Gabriel? You have to understand where he came from.

He finally said.

— His father died in the camps. His mother survived, but she was never the same. She transmitted one thing to him: fear. The fear that it would happen again. The fear that Jews would be persecuted, expelled, exterminated again.

— Gabriel grew up with that fear. It shaped him. It motivated him. It drove him to act.

— But fear is a bad counselor. It makes you see enemies everywhere. It convinces you that the end justifies the means. It transforms you into what you're fighting.

He paused.

— Gabriel wanted to protect Israel. That was sincere. But he ended up believing the only way to protect Israel was to control it. Control its institutions, its media, its citizens. Decide in their place what was good for them.

— He became exactly what he feared. A tyrant. Someone who imposes their will on others without their consent.

— And the worst part is that he never realized it. To the end, he believed he was doing good.

The old man looked at the committee.

— You want to know how to prevent this from happening again? I'll tell you.

— Beware of those who claim to know better than the people what's good for them. Beware of those who want to "protect" you from yourselves. Beware of those who think truth is too dangerous to be shared.

— Democracy isn't perfect. The people make mistakes. Sometimes big mistakes. But that's their right. Their freedom. That's what makes them human.

— Those who want to suppress that right—even with the best intentions—are the real enemies of democracy.

He stood with difficulty.

— I've lived long enough to see many things. Horrors and miracles. Falls and resurrections.

— And if there's one thing I've learned, it's this: truth always triumphs in the end. Not easily. Not quickly. Sometimes after decades of lies and suffering. But always.

— Because truth is what it is. It doesn't change. It doesn't adapt. It waits, patiently, for someone to discover it.

— And in the end, someone always discovers it.

He left the room.

The silence that followed lasted a long time.



CHAPTER 106 — The Children of the Revolution

JERUSALEM — HEBREW UNIVERSITY — FIVE YEARS AFTER THE AFFAIR

A new generation had grown up.

Young people who had never known the old system. Who had grown up with Canal Emet, not with manipulated media. Who had learned to question, to doubt, to verify.

They weren't perfect. They made mistakes. They had their own prejudices, their own blind spots.

But they were different.

They didn't automatically believe what they were told. They didn't automatically respect authority. They didn't settle for official answers.

They wanted truth.

And they were ready to fight to get it.

One of them was named David. Twenty-two years old. Journalism student. Grandson of Shimon Barkai.

— You know what grandpa always told me? "Journalism isn't a profession. It's a mission. You're not there to please the powerful. You're there to tell the truth to the weak."

He said to his friends.

— That's idealistic.

His friend Nathan replied.

— Maybe. But that's what counts. If we're not idealistic, who will be?

They walked through the streets of Jerusalem, discussing the future. The world they wanted to build. The mistakes of the past they wanted to avoid.

— Do you think it can happen again? What Gabriel Oren did?

A girl from the group asked.

David thought.

— Of course. There will always be people who want to control others. People who believe they know better than everyone else. People who think the end justifies the means.

— Then what's the point of fighting?

— Because we'll always be there too. The seekers of truth. The defenders of freedom. Those who refuse to submit.

He stopped in front of a window. A screen was broadcasting the day's news. News from around the world. Conflicts, crises, hopes.

— You know what I understood studying the Oren affair? It wasn't a battle between people. It was a battle between two visions of the world.

— Which ones?

— On one side, those who believe human beings are too stupid to govern themselves. That they need to be guided, controlled, manipulated for their own good.

— On the other side, those who believe human beings are capable of greatness. That they can learn, grow, improve. That they deserve freedom, even if they sometimes misuse it.

— This battle will never end. It will continue as long as there are human beings. But it's our battle. And we must fight it.

His friends looked at him.

— You sound like your grandfather.

Nathan said.

David smiled.

— I hope so.



CHAPTER 107 — The Last Broadcast

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET STUDIOS — TEN YEARS AFTER THE AFFAIR BEGAN

Shimon Barkai, eighty-three years old, gave his last broadcast.

— My friends, this is the last time I address you from this studio.

He began.

— For more than thirty years, I have tried to tell you the truth. Sometimes I succeeded. Sometimes I failed. Sometimes the truth was too complex, too painful, too dangerous to tell.

— But I always tried. And that's all a man can do.

He paused.

— You know what I've learned during all these years? Truth is not a treasure you find once and for all. It's a quest. An endless journey. Every day brings new questions, new doubts, new discoveries.

— Those who claim to hold absolute truth are liars or fools. Truth is humble. It accepts doubt. It welcomes criticism. It recognizes its limits.

— But it never gives up. It never surrenders. It continues, always, to search, to question, to move forward.

He looked at the camera.

— I'm leaving, but Canal Emet continues. A new generation is taking over. Young people who are better than us. More educated, more informed, more connected.

— They will make mistakes. That's normal. That's human. But they will learn. As we learned. As the generations before us learned.

— That's progress. Not a straight line toward perfection. A spiral. Sometimes you go up, sometimes you go down. But overall, in the long run, you move forward.

He smiled.

— So don't despair. Don't give up. Don't let yourselves be defeated by failures and disappointments.

— Truth always triumphs in the end. Not because the good always win. But because lies, in the long run, are unsustainable. They require too much energy, too much vigilance, too much memory.

— Truth doesn't need all that. It is what it is. Stable. Constant. Eternal.

— That's our strength. That's our hope. That's our future.

He stood.

— Thank you for listening to me all these years. Thank you for trusting me. Thank you for giving me the chance to do what I loved.

— And above all, thank you for continuing to seek truth. It's the most beautiful thing a human being can do.

— Shalom.

The screen went dark.

In millions of homes across Israel, people wiped their tears.

An era was ending.

Another was beginning.



CHAPTER 108 — The Circle Closes

JERUSALEM — MOUNT OF OLIVES — TWENTY YEARS AFTER THE AFFAIR BEGAN

Shimon Barkai's funeral brought together thousands of people.

People from all walks of life, all opinions, all beliefs. Supporters and opponents. Admirers and critics.

All come to pay tribute to a man who had devoted his life to one thing: truth.

Tamar Neumann delivered the eulogy.

— Shimon Barkai was not a saint. He had his faults, his weaknesses, his contradictions. Like all of us.

She said.

— But he had a rare quality. A quality that is cruelly lacking in our time.

— He had the courage of his convictions.

She paused.

— When everyone told him to be quiet, he spoke. When everyone told him to give up, he continued. When everyone told him truth was too dangerous, he told it anyway.

— Not because he wasn't afraid. He was afraid. Terribly afraid, sometimes. For himself. For his family. For his country.

— But he understood something essential. Something we too often forget.

— The fear of silence is worse than the fear of speaking. The fear of hidden truth is worse than the fear of revealed truth. The fear of doing nothing is worse than the fear of acting.

She looked at the assembly.

— Shimon Barkai taught us that truth is not a luxury. It's a necessity. Without it, we are blind. We walk in the dark, guided by people who claim to see for us.

— With it, we see. Not always clearly. Not always completely. But we see.

— That's the most beautiful gift a human being can give another. To open their eyes. To show them the world as it is, not as they've been made to believe it is.

— Shimon gave us this gift for more than thirty years.

— Now, it's up to us to pass it on.

She stopped for a moment.

— Shimon liked to quote his grandmother, a Holocaust survivor. She used to say: "The world was not destroyed by those who do evil. It was destroyed by those who watch and do nothing."

— Shimon never did nothing.

— He spoke. He acted. He fought.

— And thanks to him, the world is a little less dark today than it was yesterday.

She turned toward the grave.

— Rest in peace, Shimon. You have well earned your rest.

— We will take over.

— Truth will continue.

The first shovelfuls of earth fell on the coffin.

The sun was setting over Jerusalem.

And somewhere, in the silence of evening, a promise was renewed.

The promise that truth would never die.

Because there would always be someone to carry it.

Always someone to tell it.

Always someone to defend it.

Until the end of time.

* * *

"Truth is like water: it always finds its way."

— Shimon Barkai (1950-2033)



CHAPTER 109 — The Guardians of Dawn

TEL AVIV — SECRET HEADQUARTERS — THREE YEARS BEFORE THE AFFAIR BEGAN

Before it all began, there had been a meeting.

A secret meeting, in an anonymous basement in Tel Aviv, where thirty people had gathered to decide the future.

Gideon—the man still called Yaakov Levi—had spoken.

— We have spent twenty years observing. Collecting. Waiting. The time for waiting is over.

Around the table, grave faces. Men and women who had sacrificed their careers, their reputations, sometimes their families, for a cause no one knew.

— The system we are fighting seems invincible. It controls the courts, the media, the institutions. It has connections everywhere—in Washington, London, Brussels. It has unlimited resources and protections at the highest level.

— But it has a weakness.

He paused.

— Lies.

— This whole system rests on lies. On the conviction that the people will never know. That secrets will stay secret. That truth will remain buried.

— But lies are unstable by nature. They must constantly adapt, transform, reinvent themselves. Each new lie requires ten more lies to support it. And at some point, the structure becomes too fragile.

— Our mission is to find that breaking point. And strike.

A woman raised her hand. Yael Korman, still a bank analyst then.

— How will we know the moment has come?

— We'll know. There will be a sign. A crack. A mistake the system will make. And we must be ready to rush into that crack.

An older man—Moshe Brenner, the movement's founder—spoke.

— Yaakov is right. For years, I believed we could reform the system from within. Work with institutions. Convince those in power.

— I was wrong.

— The system cannot be reformed. It must be exposed. The people must see what it really is. And then—only then—will change be possible.

Silence fell.

— What we're about to do is dangerous. Some of us won't survive. Our families will be threatened. Our careers will be destroyed. Our lives will never be the same.

Gideon continued.

— But we do it anyway. Because some things are worth more than our comfort. More than our safety. More than our lives.

— Truth is one of those things.

He looked at each face around the table.

— Are you ready?

No one moved.

No one left.

— Then we begin.

That night, the Guardians of Dawn took their first step toward the light.

They didn't know how long it would take.

They didn't know how many of them would fall along the way.

But they knew one thing: truth would triumph in the end.

Because truth always triumphs.



CHAPTER 110 — The Longest Night

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET STUDIOS — THE NIGHT BEFORE THE FIRST BROADCAST

Shimon Barkai didn't sleep that night.

In a few hours, he would broadcast the show that would change everything. The documents were ready. The testimonies were recorded. The evidence was irrefutable.

But fear was there.

Not fear of failure. Fear of success.

Because success meant war. Success meant that very powerful people would do everything in their power to destroy him. To destroy his family. To destroy everything he loved.

He sat in his office, looking at the documents spread before him.

Fifty years of corruption. Billions of dollars. Dozens of broken careers. Destroyed lives.

And he, an old journalist with a small television station, was going to expose all of this to the world.

It was madness.

Or courage.

The line between the two was sometimes thin.

His phone rang. Sarah.

— You're not sleeping. That wasn't a question.

She said.

— No.

— Are you afraid?

— Yes.

Silence.

— Me too. But I'm proud of you.

She said.

— Why?

— Because you're doing what's right. Even when it's hard. Even when it's dangerous. That's why I married you.

Shimon felt his eyes grow moist.

— And if it doesn't work?

— Then we'll have tried. And that's already more than most people do.

— You know what my grandmother always said? "You can't control the results. You can only control your actions. Do what's right, and leave the rest to God."

She continued.

— I'm not sure I believe in God.

— Maybe not. But you believe in truth. And it's the same thing, really.

He thought about her words.

— How so?

— Truth is something that transcends us. Something greater than us. Something that exists independently of what we want or believe. That's the definition of God, isn't it?

Shimon smiled despite himself.

— You should have been a philosopher.

— No. I prefer being your wife. It's more interesting.

They laughed together, in the silence of night.

— I love you.

Shimon said.

— I know. Now get some sleep. You have a long day tomorrow.

— All right.

He hung up.

Outside, dawn was beginning to break over Tel Aviv.

A new day.

The day when everything would change.



CHAPTER 111 — Lost Souls

GILBOA PRISON — FIVE YEARS AFTER THE VERDICT

Gabriel Oren received few visitors.

His daughter no longer came. His former allies had abandoned him. The people he had helped for decades acted as if he had never existed.

That was the law of power. When you fall, no one wants to be associated with you.

But that day, he had an unexpected visitor.

Ariel Neumann.

The man who had arrested him. The man who had destroyed everything he had built.

Gabriel looked at him with curiosity.

— Why are you here?

Ariel sat down across from him.

— I don't know. Maybe to understand.

— Understand what?

— You. How someone so intelligent, so talented, could do what you did.

Gabriel smiled bitterly.

— You think intelligence is protection against evil? That's naive. Intelligence can serve good as well as evil. It has no moral compass.

— Then what drove you?

Gabriel thought for a long time.

— Fear. Fear that this country would be destroyed. Fear that Jews would be persecuted again. Fear of history repeating itself.

He finally said.

— And that fear made you become what you feared?

— Perhaps. Or perhaps I always was that. And fear was just an excuse.

Silence.

— You know what I've discovered in prison? I didn't know myself. For fifty years, I thought I knew who I was. What I wanted. Why I was doing what I was doing.

Gabriel continued.

— It was all a lie. The biggest lie of my life. I was lying to myself.

— And now?

— Now, I don't know anything anymore. And that's perhaps the first true thing I've ever said.

Ariel looked at him for a long time.

— Do you have regrets?

— Every day. But regrets don't change anything. What's done is done. You can't rewrite the past.

— You can maybe help build a better future.

Gabriel shook his head.

— Not me. Not anymore. All I can do is serve as an example. An example of what not to become.

He paused.

— You know what's ironic? I wanted to protect Israel. That was my goal. My mission. My reason for living.

— And I almost destroyed it.

— Not you alone.

— No. But I was at the center. I recruited. I coordinated. I directed. Without me, the system would never have reached that scale.

He looked Ariel straight in the eyes.

— Don't be like me. Never believe you know better than others. Never believe the end justifies the means. Never believe you're above the law.

— That's the path to hell. And believe me, I know what I'm talking about.

Ariel stood.

— Thank you. For your honesty.

— It's all I have left.

He left the prison.

Outside, the sun was shining.

A new world awaited him.

A world he had helped create.



CHAPTER 112 — The Promise

JERUSALEM — WESTERN WALL — SHAVUOT EVE — TWENTY YEARS LATER

The square was packed.

Tens of thousands of people had gathered for the traditional night of study. Men, women, children. Religious and secular. Rich and poor.

All united by something greater than themselves.

Tamar Neumann stood near the Wall, watching the crowd.

Twenty years had passed since the beginning of the Oren affair. An entire generation. And yet, the lessons of that era were more relevant than ever.

She thought of her father, dead for five years now. Of Shimon Barkai, buried on the Mount of Olives. Of all those who had fought and were no longer here.

They had won their battle. But the war continued.

For there would always be people who wanted to control others. People who believed they knew better. People who thought power gave them the right to lie.

And there would always be people to resist them.

That was humanity's eternal cycle. The struggle between truth and lies. Between freedom and oppression. Between light and darkness.

A struggle that would never end.

But that was worth fighting.

She approached the Wall and placed her hand on the stones.

These stones had seen so much. Kingdoms that rose and fell. Empires that conquered and disappeared. Generations that were born, lived, died.

And through it all, the Jewish people had survived.

Why?

She didn't know the answer with certainty. No one did.

But she had her theory.

This people had survived because it carried something. A message. A testimony. A truth.

The truth that there exists something greater than power, than money, than brute force.

The truth that there is a difference between good and evil.

The truth that this difference matters.

It was a dangerous message. A message many didn't want to hear. A message that disturbed the powerful and consoled the weak.

And that's why this people had been persecuted, hated, massacred, for millennia.

But it had survived.

Like the bush that burns without being consumed.

Like truth that persists despite all the lies.

Like hope that is reborn after every night.

Tamar closed her eyes and whispered a prayer.

Not for herself.

For her children. For their children. For all generations to come.

May truth continue to shine.

May lies continue to fail.

May hope continue to live.

Until the end of time.

And beyond.



CHAPTER 113 — The Voices of Silence

SOMEWHERE IN ISRAEL — DURING THE YEARS OF CORRUPTION

There were many who knew.

Officials who saw strange things. Journalists who asked forbidden questions. Judges who noticed anomalies. Ordinary citizens who sensed something was wrong.

They knew. But they stayed silent.

Why?

Fear, first. Fear of losing their jobs. Fear of being marginalized. Fear of becoming targets.

The system had ways of punishing those who spoke. Subtle ways, sometimes. Promotions refused. Files that "disappeared." Reputations that mysteriously collapsed.

And sometimes, less subtle ways.

But fear wasn't the only reason for silence.

There was also doubt. Self-doubt. The nagging question: "Am I really seeing what I think I'm seeing? Or am I just paranoid?"

The system was so well constructed, so perfectly integrated, that it seemed natural. People had grown up with it. They knew nothing else.

How do you know something is abnormal when you've never seen normal?

And then there was comfort. The comfort of not knowing. Of not having to act. Of letting things take their course.

For acting required a courage few people possessed. Acting required sacrificing your peace. Acting required standing alone against an immense machine.

And most people preferred to remain seated.

But a few had stood up.

A prosecutor who had refused to bury a case. A judge who had voted against the majority. A journalist who had published despite the pressure.

They had paid the price. Their careers had been destroyed. Their lives had been upended.

But they had planted seeds.

Seeds of doubt in the minds of those who knew them. Seeds of courage in the hearts of those who admired them. Seeds of truth in a field of lies.

And one day, those seeds had sprouted.

Canal Emet wasn't born from nothing. It was born from all those silent voices that had finally found an echo. From all those doubts that had finally been confirmed. From all those courages that had finally come together.

The revolution hadn't been the work of one man. It had been the work of thousands of people—known and unknown, living and dead—who had refused to submit entirely to lies.

Every act of resistance, however small, had counted.

Every question asked had prepared the ground.

Every doubt expressed had cracked the wall.

And when the wall finally gave way, it gave way because thousands of small cracks had joined together.

That was the lesson the Three Hundred had understood.

You don't win alone.

You win together.



CHAPTER 114 — The Transmission

SAFED — HOUSE OF STUDY — FIFTEEN YEARS AFTER THE AFFAIR

The old rabbi closed his book and looked at his students.

They were young—mostly in their twenties. Students come to learn the ancient texts. Seekers of meaning in a world that sorely lacked it.

— You want to know why we survived?

He said.

The students looked up.

— Not just Gabriel Oren. Everything. Four thousand years of persecution. All those who wanted to destroy us.

He opened another book—a kabbalistic text, several centuries old.

— The answer is here. In these lines written long ago by sages who understood things we have forgotten.

He read aloud:

— "The world rests on three pillars: truth, justice, and peace. Without them, it collapses."

He closed the book.

— Do you understand? Our people survived because they carried something. A message. A mission.

— The mission to testify that truth exists. That justice is possible. That peace will come.

— It's not easy. It's even terribly difficult. Because the world doesn't want this message. The world prefers comfortable lies to painful truths.

— But we continue anyway. Generation after generation. Century after century.

A student raised his hand.

— And if we fail?

The rabbi smiled.

— We've already failed. Dozens of times. Hundreds of times. Thousands of times.

— The Temple was destroyed. Twice. We were exiled. Several times. We were massacred. Too often to count.

— And yet, we're still here.

He stood and walked to the window.

— You know what's remarkable about our history? It's not that we never failed. It's that we never gave up.

— Every time we fell, we got back up. Every time all seemed lost, we started again. Every time our enemies thought they had destroyed us, we rose again.

— Why?

He turned back to his students.

— Because our mission is not to succeed. Our mission is to continue.

— Success is not in our hands. It's in the hands of the One who created us. Our responsibility is simply to do our part. To carry the message. To transmit the flame.

— And to trust that, in the end, truth will triumph.

He paused.

— That's what the Three Hundred did. What Shimon Barkai did. What all those who fought Gabriel Oren's system did.

— They didn't know if they would win. They couldn't know. But they continued anyway.

— And they won.

— Not because they were stronger. Not because they were more numerous. But because they carried truth. And truth, in the end, always wins.

Silence fell.

Then another student asked a question.

— How do we transmit the message? How do we make sure it doesn't get lost?

The rabbi smiled.

— By living according to its principles. By educating our children. By telling our stories.

— And by never ceasing to ask questions.

— For it's through questions that truth reveals itself. Not through ready-made answers. Not through absolute certainties. Through honest questions, asked with humility and courage.

He went back to sit down.

— Now, let's continue our study. For that too is a way of transmitting.

The students reopened their books.

Outside, the sun was setting over the mountains of Galilee.

Another day was ending.

Another lesson was being transmitted.

The chain continued.



CHAPTER 115 — The Legacy

TEL AVIV — CANAL EMET HEADQUARTERS — THIRTY YEARS AFTER THE FOUNDING

The building had changed.

No more shabby premises in an industrial zone. Canal Emet now occupied a modern building in the heart of Tel Aviv. Dozens of journalists worked there. Millions of viewers watched.

But the spirit had remained the same.

David Barkai—grandson of the founder—now ran the channel. Thirty-five years old, open face, determined gaze.

He walked through the corridors, greeting employees, checking preparations for the evening broadcast.

On the walls, photos. Shimon Barkai with the first team. The original studios. Key moments in the channel's history.

And a quote, framed at the entrance:

"Journalism is not a profession. It's a mission."

— Shimon Barkai, 1985

David stopped in front of the quote.

He often thought of his grandfather. Of everything he had sacrificed. Of everything he had accomplished.

Shimon hadn't lived to see what Canal Emet had become. He had died thinking his little channel would always remain a minority voice, marginal, ignored by the mainstream.

He had been wrong.

Canal Emet was now the most-watched channel in the country. Not because it had changed. But because the country had changed.

People wanted truth now. They had learned—through painful experience—what happened when you let lies reign.

And they had chosen.

David entered his office. On his desk, a pile of files. Ongoing investigations. Revelations to come. Truths to expose.

For the work was never finished.

There would always be new lies. New corruptions. New systems to expose.

And there would always be Canal Emet to fight them.

That was Shimon Barkai's legacy. Not a television channel. An idea. A mission. A commitment.

The commitment that truth would never die.

As long as there were people to seek it.

To tell it.

To defend it.

David sat down and began to work.

The evening news was approaching.

There were truths to tell.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

This book is a work of fiction.

But the truths it contains are very real.

The system of corruption described in these pages is not invented. It exists. In other forms, with other names, in other countries. Everywhere men believe they have the right to govern without the consent of the people.

The characters are fictional. But they are inspired by real people—heroes and traitors, saints and sinners, ordinary people who did extraordinary things.

And the message is simple:

Truth always triumphs in the end.

Not because the good always win.

But because lies, in the long run, are unsustainable.

If this book has touched you, share it. Talk about it. Ask questions. Seek truth.

For that is how the world changes.

One reader at a time.

One truth at a time.

One light at a time.

Until darkness retreats.

And dawn finally rises.

* * *

— David Goldberg

Jerusalem, 2025

I. The Memorial

JERUSALEM — MOUNT HERZL — OCTOBER 7, 2033

The memorial stood on a hill facing the old city.

A simple structure. Three hundred white stone columns, one for each victim of the massacre. And in the center, a bronze bush that seemed to burn in the light of the setting sun.

The bush that burns without being consumed.

Shimon Barkai, eighty-three years old now, stood before the monument. Beside him, Yael Korman and Daniel Azoulay. Further away, Ariel Neumann and his daughter Tamar. And thousands of others—survivors, families of victims, ordinary citizens come to remember.

Ten years had passed since the massacre. Ten years since terrorists had invaded the south of the country, massacring men, women, and children. Ten years since the world had watched, shocked, unable to understand.

But Israel had survived.

As always.

Shimon looked at the bronze bush and thought of everything that had happened since.

The trials. The reforms. The reconstruction. The victories and defeats. The hopes and disappointments.

And above all, the truth that had finally emerged.

Not just the truth about Gabriel Oren and his network. A deeper truth. The truth about what this country represented. About why it was so hated. About why it refused to disappear.

A young man approached him. In his twenties, open face, curious gaze.

— You're Shimon Barkai? The founder of Canal Emet?

Shimon nodded.

— I grew up watching your broadcasts. It's thanks to you that I understood what was really happening in this country.

— It's not thanks to me. It's thanks to you. To all those who wanted to know. Who refused to settle for official lies.

The young man thought for a moment.

— Do you think it's over? That the corrupt system has really disappeared?

Shimon smiled.

— No. It's never over. There will always be people who want to control others. People who believe they know better than the people what's good for them. People who think the end justifies the means.

— Then what's the point of fighting?

— Because we'll always be there too. The seekers of truth. The defenders of freedom. Those who refuse to submit.

He pointed at the bronze bush.

— You see that bush? It represents something greater than a memorial. It represents this country. This people. They've been trying to burn us for millennia. But we never burn up.

— Why?

Shimon shrugged.

— I don't know. Maybe because we carry something greater than ourselves. A mission. A testimony. Something that must be transmitted.

— And what is it?

— Truth. Simply truth. The idea that there exists something greater than power, than money, than brute force. The idea that there is a difference between good and evil, between true and false. And that this difference matters.

The young man nodded, thoughtful.

— Thank you. For everything.

He walked away.

Shimon remained before the memorial until nightfall.

When he left, the stars shone over Jerusalem.

As they had shone for three thousand years.

As they would shine for three thousand more.

* * *

II. The New World

The world had changed.

Not all at once. Not in a day. Gradually, imperceptibly, like a rising tide.

The collapse of Gabriel Oren's network had been only the beginning. Other networks had been exposed. In Washington. In London. In Brussels. In Geneva. Everywhere self-proclaimed elites had believed they could govern without the consent of the people.

People had begun to ask questions.

Why did the media all say the same thing? Why were the "experts" so often wrong? Why did institutions always seem to serve the same interests?

And above all: why had we been lied to for so long?

These questions had triggered a silent revolution. Not a violent revolution—true revolutions don't need violence. A revolution of consciousness. An awakening.

FINAL REFLECTION

This book is finished.

But the story continues.

For as long as there are men, there will be attempts to manipulate them. As long as there is power, there will be abuses of power. As long as there are institutions, there will be corruptions.

It's human nature. You can't eliminate it. You can't "fix" it. You can only watch it, contain it, fight it.

And that's why we need truth seekers.

People who refuse to simply believe what they're told. People who ask questions. People who verify, cross-reference, analyze.

People who have the courage to say what they see, even when no one wants to hear it.

This book is a tribute to those people. To all those who, over the centuries, chose truth over comfort. Freedom over security. Honor over profit.

They didn't always win.

But they never gave up.

And it's thanks to them that the world, despite everything, progresses.

One step at a time.

One truth at a time.

One light at a time.

Until the day when dawn finally rises. And Shabbat—the great Shabbat, what our ancestors called the "world to come"—finally arrives.

That day will come.

I'm certain of it.

For truth always triumphs.

Always.

* * *

— D.G.

EPITAPH

On Shimon Barkai's grave, on the Mount of Olives, one can read these words:

* * *

"He told the truth."

Nothing more.

But that's all that matters.

FINAL WORDS

The sixth day draws to a close.

Shabbat approaches.

And with it, the world of truth.

The world where lies will have no place.

The world where justice will finally reign.

The world our ancestors awaited for millennia.

This world is coming.

I don't know when.

But I know it's coming.

For it's the promise that was made to us.

At Sinai.

Three thousand three hundred years ago.

A promise that has never been broken.

A promise that will never be broken.

* * *

Ki lo yitosh — He will not abandon.

Never.

שבת = 9 = אמת

SHABBAT = TRUTH

Truth always triumphs.

THE END

* * *
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