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For those who wrote it down.

And for those who are still waiting to be believed.

 

"Watchman, what remains of the night?"

The watchman said:

"Morning is coming, and also night."

— Isaiah 21:11–12

 

"That which is crooked cannot be made straight."

— Ecclesiastes 1:15
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A NOTE ON THE TEXT

The events of October 7, 2023, in which Hamas launched an attack on communities in southern Israel resulting in over 1,200 deaths and the taking of approximately 250 hostages, form the historical backdrop of this novel. The attack, its preceding indicators, and the subsequent investigations into intelligence failures are matters of ongoing public inquiry.

The protocol described in these pages — including its name, its mechanisms, its chain of authorization, and all individuals and institutions associated with it — is entirely fictional. No such administrative protocol exists or is known to the author to have existed. The kibbutz of Be'eri is a real community that suffered devastating losses on October 7. All characters depicted as residents or former residents of Be'eri are entirely fictional.

The function of this novel is not to make accusations. It is to ask, in the register of fiction, the question that fiction is built to ask: what does a system look like from the inside, to the people who are inside it, at the moment it fails?


	



PROLOGUE — EVERYTHING IS FINE

Be'eri. September 29, 2023. 7:14 a.m.

The jasmine was doing something ridiculous. Sarah stood at the kitchen window with her second coffee going cold in her hand, watching the vine climb the fence post in the early light, and she thought: it's going to pull the whole thing down. The post was old. The wood was soft in the middle, had been since the winter before last when they'd had the flooding, and she'd been meaning to ask Gideon from the maintenance crew to look at it but she hadn't and now the vine was three times the size it was in June and the post was leaning six degrees to the east and Mendel would notice and say nothing and she would have to ask him if he'd noticed and he would say yes, of course, I was going to ask Gideon, and she would not say I asked you about that post six weeks ago. She would not say that. She put the coffee mug down on the windowsill. She would ask Gideon herself.

Daniel was still sleeping. She knew this without checking because the house had a particular quality of quiet when he was asleep — heavier, somehow, like the air was holding its breath. Eleven years old and he slept like a man who had been working since before dawn. The way Mendel slept. She had noticed this in the past year and had not said anything about it to anyone including Mendel. There are things you notice about your children that you keep. Not because they're bad. Because they're yours.

Maya had been up since six. Sarah had heard her in the hall, the specific shuffle of wool socks on tile that meant Maya was navigating by sound, the way she did when she was trying not to wake her brother. Thoughtful child. Too thoughtful sometimes. Sarah had told Nira once, at the Thursday morning coffee that four of them kept loosely, that Maya sometimes seemed like she was already doing the emotional work of someone thirty years older, and Nira had said don't be silly, she's eight, and Sarah had said yes, probably, and finished her coffee and thought: you don't live with her. You don't watch her watch people.

Maya was now in the small yard behind the kitchen with a stick, drawing something in the dirt. Sarah watched her through the glass. The stick moved in careful, deliberate lines. She was not drawing quickly the way children draw when they're excited. She was taking her time. She erased part of it with her foot and started over. The light was still low and golden and the dust she kicked up caught it and turned briefly bright. Sarah thought about going out. She didn't. You learn, with Maya, when to watch from inside.

The coffee was completely cold now. Sarah drank it anyway because the alternative was to pour it out and she didn't pour things out. Mendel said she had a depression-era relationship with waste. He said it affectionately. She said I grew up in a family that ate the last olive and scraped the jar. He said that's what I said. She said no, you made it sound Freudian. He laughed. That was one of the things she liked about him — he laughed when she corrected him. Some men got quiet. Mendel laughed.

He would be back Thursday. He'd taken his father to Haifa for the appointment that had been rescheduled twice already, the cardiologist who only saw patients on Wednesdays, and they would stay two nights so the old man didn't have to make the drive three times in a week. Sarah had packed his bag herself because Mendel packed the way a man packs who has never had to be anywhere in particular — folded, then refolded, then given up on. She'd put in the charger he always forgot. She'd put in the small red thermos he liked. She'd stood in the doorway of the bedroom watching him close the bag and she'd felt something she didn't have a name for. Something about his hands. The specific way he folded the collar of his shirts. She had not told him this.

On the counter: a drawing Maya had made two days ago. Four stick figures of varying heights. From left to right: ABA. IMA. NOAM. MAYA. Noam was the name they'd been using for the baby that wasn't coming yet — they'd been trying for a year and a half, and the name had started as a joke when they talked about it in the abstract, and then it had become the name they used when they talked about it with a straight face, and now it was just the name. The fourth figure had been labeled in Maya's handwriting with all the authority of someone who had decided something was already true.

She had moved the drawing twice. First to the left side of the counter to get it out of the way of the dishes. Then to the right side because somehow it kept catching her eye and she kept needing it to be somewhere she could see it and simultaneously somewhere it wasn't in the middle of everything. It was now against the backsplash, between the pot with the rosemary that was dying despite everything she did, and the small jar of cloves she kept there for no reason she could currently remember.

She needed to call her mother. This had been on the list for four days and it stayed on the list the way things stay when you're not avoiding them exactly but you're also not choosing them. Her mother would ask about the fence post and whether she'd called Gideon and would say you need to stay on top of these things, a house requires attention, and Sarah would say yes, I know, Ima. And her mother would ask about the baby that wasn't coming yet without asking about it, the way she asked about it — in negatives, around the edges, are you eating enough, are you resting, you look thin in that photo Miri sent. Sarah loved her mother. She would call Thursday.

Daniel appeared at the kitchen doorway at seven forty-one wearing his school shirt already untucked. He looked at her. She looked at him. He said: "Is there bread?" She said: "Good morning." He said: "Good morning, is there bread?" She turned to the counter and cut two slices from the loaf and did not say you could have done this yourself because he was eleven and it was morning and the light was still doing that thing it did in September where it came through the east window at an angle and caught the dust and the whole kitchen looked like something you'd want to remember. She put the bread in the toaster. She put her hand briefly on top of his head as she passed. He did not pull away.

Maya came in from the yard and washed her hands at the sink with the seriousness of someone washing off something important. There was dirt on her left knee. There was a small scratch on her right forearm Sarah hadn't seen before. She said: "What happened to your arm?" Maya said: "The fence." Sarah said: "Which fence?" Maya said: "The one with the jasmine." Sarah looked at her. Maya said: "It's leaning." Sarah said: "I know. I'm going to call Gideon." Maya nodded once, the way she nodded when she had been right about something and was choosing not to say so. The toaster popped. Daniel said: "That's mine."

The holiday had been good. Sukkot was Sarah's favorite and she never said this because it was also her mother's favorite and she was forty-one years old and sometimes you had to maintain the fiction of your own preferences as separate things. But it was her favorite. Something about the impermanence of it — the walls that weren't walls, the roof you could see stars through. She and Mendel had eaten out there every night even when it got cold. She'd put blankets on the chairs. Maya had eaten three servings of the soup that Mendel made, the one from his mother's recipe that he'd spent two afternoons learning to replicate without his mother knowing that's what he was doing.

He'd called last night at nine. She was already in bed but not asleep — reading the novel she'd been reading since August that she kept almost finishing and then not finishing. He said: his father had been quiet in the car. She said: that's good or bad? He said: I'm not sure. She said: the appointment is tomorrow morning? He said: ten o'clock. She said: I put the charger in the front pocket. He said: I know, I found it. She said: and the thermos? He said: the thermos is on the nightstand of his father's spare room in Haifa. She said: okay. He said: how are the kids? She said: Daniel is fine, Maya told the fence post it was leaning. He laughed. She heard it through the phone and through the hundred and forty kilometers between them. She said: drive safe tomorrow. He said: I'm not driving tomorrow. She said: I know. Drive safe anyway.

September 29. The fig tree at the edge of the yard had dropped half its leaves. The heat had been wrong this year — wrong timing, wrong quality, hot when it should have been breaking, breaking when you'd already put the fans away. The jasmine didn't care. It climbed anyway. In two or three weeks the last flowers would open and then it would be over until spring and she would stop seeing it and it would stop mattering and she would think about the fence post in December and ask Gideon and he would come and look at it and say: yes, I need to replace this, and she would say: I know, I've been meaning to call you.

Maya was sitting at the kitchen table now, eating her bread in small deliberate bites, her feet not reaching the floor. Daniel had taken his bread and disappeared back to his room. The house was doing its morning thing — cooling off from the night, the walls releasing whatever they'd held. A tractor somewhere on the far side of the kibbutz. Birds. The sound of sprinklers coming on in the field to the north, that specific percussion, rhythmic and ordinary, the sound of something that expected to be here tomorrow. Sarah looked at the drawing on the counter. The four stick figures. ABA. IMA. NOAM. MAYA. Maya's handwriting on the label for IMA had the I slightly larger than the other letters, which was something she'd noticed and not corrected. You don't correct a child's instinct toward emphasis. She picked up her coffee mug, the cold coffee, and stood at the window and watched the jasmine on the leaning post. Eight days, she thought. Eight days and Mendel would be back and she would say: I called Gideon, the post is fixed, stop looking at it. And he would say: I wasn't looking at it. And she would say: yes you were. Thursday.


	



CHAPTER 1 — THE CLOSET

Be'eri. October 7, 2023. 6:29 a.m.

She was already awake. That was the first thing she would remember later — that she had not been pulled from sleep, that she had been lying in the gray pre-light of the bedroom looking at the ceiling when it started. She had been thinking about the fence post. She had been composing, in her head, the specific sentence she would say to Gideon when she called him: the post on the east side of the yard, the one with the jasmine, it needs replacing before winter. The sentence was ready. She'd been about to get up and write it down when the sound came.

Not an explosion. Not yet. First: sirens. The familiar up-and-down of the Color Red, the sound she had heard so many times in eleven years that she had a physical protocol for it — the body knew before the brain engaged. She was already sitting up. Already her feet were on the floor. Already she was thinking: mamad, kids, mamad, in that order. The ceiling was doing nothing. The walls were doing nothing. The light coming through the gap in the curtain was early and flat and entirely ordinary. The siren said: this is real. Her body said: I know.

Daniel first because his room was closer. She did not run — she moved the way you move when you are trying not to make it worse, the way you move when you have done this before and you know that the first thing fear does is make you trip over your own feet. His door. Her hand on it. He was already sitting up. He looked at her with Mendel's eyes, the specific flatness that meant he was deciding something. She said: mamad. He was already standing. She thought: eleven years old, he has been here before, we have practiced this, the practice worked. She did not say this. She moved.

Maya's room was at the end of the hall. The hall was not long — she could cross it in seven steps, eight if she was being careful — but in the time it took to reach Maya's door the sound outside changed. It was not sirens anymore. Or it was sirens still but something else had been added to it, something lower and more irregular, something that did not have a protocol. She opened Maya's door. Maya was standing at the window. She had opened the curtain. She was looking at the sky over the fields to the east. Sarah said her name once, quietly. Maya turned around. Her face was careful and awake and eight years old.

She took Maya's hand. She said: we're going to the mamad. Maya said nothing. They moved down the hall, the three of them, and Sarah was counting as she walked — not steps, not seconds. She was counting children. Two. Two children. She opened the mamad door and stood aside and let Daniel go first because he was taller and Maya was smaller and when they were both inside she pulled the door closed behind her and reached for the bolt. The bolt stuck. It always stuck. She had reported this to Gideon in the spring, the specific way the bolt required you to lift the handle slightly before throwing it, and Gideon had come and looked at it and said he'd order the part. The part had not arrived.

She lifted. She threw. The bolt caught. She stood with her back against the door and her hand still on the bolt and looked at her children in the gray light coming through the sealed vent. Daniel was sitting on the floor with his back against the far wall. He had brought his phone. She had not seen him pick it up. She thought: practical, he is practical, Mendel's son. Maya was standing in the middle of the room looking at the vent as if she could see through it. The room was small — three meters by two and a half, concrete on all four sides. They had put a mat on the floor two years ago and a small shelf with water bottles and a flashlight and Daniel's old Uno cards from a phase that had passed. Everything was where she had put it.

Outside, the sounds were clarifying. That was the word her mind produced — clarifying, the way a stock clarifies when the heat is right, the impurities rising to the top. The sirens were still there. Under them: something percussive and rhythmic that was not fireworks and not construction and not thunder. She knew what it was. She had heard it before in a different register, from a greater distance, on television, in the news at the dinner table when she and Mendel had agreed without discussing it that they would mute certain things in front of the kids. This was not muted. This was close. She did not say what it was.

Daniel had the phone in his hands. He was not looking at it. He was looking at her. She said: put the phone down, come sit here. He said: I want to call Abba. She said: not yet. He said: why not? She said: come sit here first. He looked at her for two more seconds — Mendel's two seconds, the pause before compliance that wasn't resistance, that was just the way the men in that family needed to move from one thing to the next — and then he sat beside her on the mat and she put her arm around him and Maya came and sat on her other side without being asked. The three of them. The mat. The shelf. The flashlight she had not yet turned on. The bolt that she checked twice with her left hand because her left hand was not holding anyone.

The sounds outside did not stop. They changed — they moved, or she perceived them as moving, the way sound behaves when the source is not fixed. She listened the way she had learned to listen in eleven years, the parsing of it, the attempt to make what was irregular into a pattern she could name. She could not name it. This was new. Not the sirens, not the specific percussion she had identified, but the combination, the layering, the fact that it seemed to be coming from multiple directions at once. She pressed her hand against the back of Daniel's neck. She kept it there. She felt his pulse. It was faster than it should have been and absolutely steady.

Maya said: IMA. Not a question. Not a cry. Just the word, the specific way she said it when she was telling Sarah something that needed to be acknowledged. Sarah said: I'm here. Maya said: I know. She tucked her feet up under her and leaned against Sarah's side with the full weight of her, not frightened, or not only frightened — deliberate. She had decided this was where she was going to be. Sarah thought about the drawing on the kitchen counter. The four stick figures. She thought about it the way you think about something when you need to put it somewhere safe while you do other things. She put it there. She kept her hand on Daniel's neck.

Forty minutes. She knew this because Daniel had the phone face-up on his knee and she could see the time even though she had told herself she wasn't going to watch it. 6:29 when they came in. 7:11 now. The sounds outside had not stopped. They had shifted into something she could not categorize — not closer, exactly, but denser. There was no gap in it. No pause between the irregular percussion and the next one. She had been counting the gaps and now there were no gaps to count. She thought: this is a different kind of morning. She did not let herself think anything after that. She counted her children instead. Two. Still two.

At 7:14 Maya fell asleep. This was not a thing Sarah would have predicted and yet it happened — Maya simply closed her eyes against Sarah's arm and her breathing changed and she was gone. She did this sometimes during thunderstorms. She had done it once during a rocket siren in 2021 that lasted twelve minutes, just pressed her face into the couch cushion and slept through the last eight. Sarah had asked her about it after and Maya had said: there's nothing to do. It was not bravery. It was pragmatics. You could not teach this. It was either in a person or it wasn't.

Daniel did not sleep. He sat with the phone on his knee and his shoulder against hers and after a while he said, very quietly, as if he was trying the sentence to see how it sounded: "It's not stopping." She said: no. He said: is it like Gaza? She said: I don't know. He said: what do we do? She said: we wait. He said: for what? She looked at him. He looked back. She said: for the phone to say it's clear, or for someone to come and say it's clear. He said: okay. He went back to looking at the vent. She thought about the phone she had left on the kitchen counter. She had left it charging. She thought: I left it on the counter. She did not say this.

At 7:52 someone knocked on the mamad door.

She felt Daniel go rigid beside her. Maya did not wake. Sarah looked at the door — the metal door, the sealed edges, the bolt she had thrown twice. The knock was not like a knock. It was a specific pattern, two and then one, and for a second she thought: it's Gideon, it's someone from the kibbutz emergency team, it's the code they gave us at the drill in March. Then she thought: I don't remember a code. There was no code. She had been at that drill. There was no knock pattern. She did not move. She kept her hand on Daniel's neck. His pulse was faster now. He was looking at her and not at the door and she was looking at the door and what she was thinking was: the bolt sticks but it caught, I checked it twice, it caught. And then, from the other side of the metal door, a voice. Not loud. Close, as if the mouth was pressed to the crack. The voice said one word. Her name. And the voice was Mendel's and she did not move and she did not breathe and her hand pressed harder against Daniel's neck and Maya slept and the sounds outside did not stop and the voice said her name again, and she still did not know whether to open the door.


	



CHAPTER 2 — THE FILE

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 9, 2023. 8:17 a.m.

The fluorescent light above her desk was doing something it had never done in eleven years. Not flickering — flickering would have been ordinary, a maintenance request, a note to facilities on the internal system. This was different. It hesitated. Zapp. Then nothing. Then, after a pause long enough to make her look up: Zapp. As if the circuit itself was working something out. Nava watched it for three full seconds, decided it was a ballast issue, and went back to the file.

The file had arrived on her desk at 7:50 a.m. in a red cardboard folder of the kind the hospital used for internal transfers — the kind that meant the patient had come from another department, or another facility, or somewhere that wasn't being named precisely. The red was a shade she associated with urgency, with the triage system, with the particular bureaucratic color-coding that meant: this one first. But there was something else on the folder. A stamp, dark blue, applied slightly crooked at the upper right corner. The stamp said: 7-ALEPH. Below it, in smaller text, printed not stamped: DO NOT ARCHIVE.

She had worked at Sheba for eleven years. She had a sub-specialty in trauma psychiatry and a secondary focus on acute stress response, which meant she had seen the full range of what human beings did to themselves and to each other when the structures they relied on collapsed. She had treated soldiers. She had treated survivors. She had treated the families of both. She had seen thousands of files. She had never seen a stamp that said DO NOT ARCHIVE.

The patient's name was Mendel Karmi. Age forty-one. Admitted October 9 — two days after the attack, which meant he had been somewhere else for those two days, or the paperwork had taken two days, or both. Place of evacuation: Be'eri. The evacuation unit number was listed as a six-digit code she didn't recognize. She had a reasonably complete mental map of IDF operational units and their designations. This one was not on it. She wrote it in the margin of her notepad in pencil and put a small circle around it. Then she read on.

Three gunshot wounds. Shoulder, flank, thigh — all left side, which suggested a single event, a single directional threat, the body turning away or already turned. The surgical notes from the initial treatment were attached: clean work, competent, done under field conditions by the annotation. She read the anesthesia records. She read the post-op vitals. She was stalling. She knew she was stalling because the thing she had not yet looked at was the psychiatric intake at the bottom of the stack, and she knew from the weight of the folder that there was more of it than there should have been for a patient admitted forty-eight hours ago.

The intake had been done by four different psychiatrists. She read that correctly — four. The dates were compressed, two per day since admission, which was irregular in a way that did not have a standard explanation. The first assessment: severe dissociative state, probable acute stress response, recommend observation. The second: patient non-communicative, oriented to time and place, no psychotic features, recommend extended observation. The third: patient reciting in Aramaic, possible religious response to trauma, recommend consultation. The fourth said only: patient is not my patient anymore. This last line was not a clinical notation. It was a sentence someone had typed and then apparently decided to leave.

She turned the page. The previous four psychiatrists had each been on the ward for two days and were now reassigned. She knew two of them — Levi and Peretz, both solid clinicians, both the kind of people who did not leave patients mid-assessment without reason. She reached for her phone to call Peretz. She put the phone back down. She thought: read the whole file first. You always read the whole file first. This was a rule she had made for herself in her third year at Sheba after a case where she had formed a conclusion before she had the full picture and the conclusion had been wrong in a way that had mattered. She did not form conclusions before she had the full picture. She turned back to the file.

On page four, almost invisible, written in violet ink in the lower margin in handwriting that was not part of any official notation: 11 days. Estimated duration of observation. She stared at it. The number was not typed, not stamped, not part of any form. It was handwritten, in violet ink, as if someone had added it privately, as a reminder to themselves or as a message to whoever came next. She touched the number with her index finger. The ink was dry. She turned the page.

The light above her desk went out entirely. Then, after four seconds that she counted, it came back on. Not hesitant this time — fully on, humming at its normal frequency. She looked at it for a moment. She looked back at the file. On page five there was a transcription of something the patient had said under sedation, taken by a night nurse and countersigned by the on-call resident. The transcription was in Hebrew, two sentences of Aramaic transliterated, and then, at the bottom, a note from the resident that said: I do not know what language this is. It was Aramaic. The resident was twenty-six years old. You could not fault him for not knowing Aramaic. She read the transcription again. The patient had said: Shomer ma millayla. Shomer ma millayla. Watchman, what remains of the night. Isaiah 21. She had learned this as a child, from her grandfather, who had said: this is the question that every generation gets to ask once, and the answer is never the one you want.

There was a new guard at the door to the secure ward. This was not the guard she had passed every morning for three years. This man was larger, younger, with the specific stillness of someone who had been trained to be still. He wore a knitted kippah. He checked her badge with a thoroughness that was technically correct and practically unusual — most guards glanced and nodded. He read her name. He read her department. He looked at her face and then back at the badge as if verifying the two corresponded. She said: good morning. He did not say good morning back. He said: "Don't ask him about October 7. He won't answer." She said: I'm his treating psychiatrist, I'll determine what questions are appropriate. He looked at her. He said: "And if he starts reciting in Aramaic — press the red button." She said: is he violent? The guard looked at her with an expression that was not unfriendly and was not reassuring. He said: "No. But you might be."

She had expected a room that looked like distress. Hospital rooms where trauma patients were held often had a specific quality — things placed incorrectly, blankets pulled, the particular disorder of a body that could not be still. This room was not like that. The bed was made. The chair beside it was straight. The small table held a cup of water and nothing else. The man sitting on the edge of the bed was wearing his own clothes: dark trousers, a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows, the shirt pressed. His posture was exact. His hands were resting on his knees with a deliberateness that was not relaxation — it was the posture of someone who had decided, consciously, where to put everything.

She sat in the chair across from him and opened her notepad and said nothing. This was her standard opening with new patients: silence, her pen ready, nothing asked. Most patients filled it within thirty seconds. Some took longer. She had once waited four minutes. Mendel Karmi looked at the wall to her left. His lips moved. It was so slight that she almost missed it — not speech, not quite, but something below speech, the mouth forming sounds that were not reaching volume. She listened. She recognized the rhythm before she recognized the words. It was the same passage from the transcription. Shomer ma millayla. He said it three times, in a murmur, and then he stopped.

She knew her classics. The verse did not end with the question. It had an answer: Isaiah gives the watchman an answer, and the answer is neither comfort nor clarity — it is: morning is coming, and also night. Come back again if you want. Ask again. She said it quietly, completing the verse from where he had left off. The Aramaic sat in the room between them for a moment. Then Mendel Karmi turned his head. She had expected the eyes of a dissociating patient — the specific flatness, the delay, the quality of someone looking through rather than at. She did not get that. She got the opposite. His eyes found hers with the precision of something that had been tracking her since she walked in and had been deciding when to show it. She understood immediately what the guard had meant.

He said: "You are the fifth." She said: I'm Dr. Elstein. I've been assigned to your case. He said: "You are ten days late." She said: I was assigned this morning. He looked at her as if the word assigned was a category error. He said: "She has already left the hospital." She said: who has? He did not answer this. Instead he looked at her the way you look at someone when you have decided to give them information they will not understand yet but that they will need later. He said: "The five who came before you all left within forty-eight hours. You should know that." She said: I plan to stay. He said: "That is what the third one said." She wrote nothing on her notepad. She was watching his hands. They had not moved from his knees. They were the steadiest hands she had seen in this room in eleven years.

She left the ward at 10:40 and stood in the corridor outside and looked at the notepad. She had written four things: the unit designation she still didn't recognize. The violet ink. Shomer ma millayla. And, at the bottom of the page, underlined once: She has already left. On her way back to her office she passed the nurses' station and asked, as casually as she could manage, who the patient in room 14 had been asking about. The nurse — young, overworked, already moving away — said: "He never asks about anyone. He just recites." Nava said: does he have visitors? The nurse stopped. She looked at Nava with the specific expression of someone who was deciding how much to say. She said: "His visitors don't sign in." Nava wrote this in the margin of the notepad. She went back to her office. The fluorescent light was off. Not flickering, not hesitating. Off. She sat at her desk in the dark and looked at the red folder and thought about the word archived, and what it meant to stamp something DO NOT, and outside her window the rain had started and the wipers of the cars in the parking lot below were moving in the dark, each pass of the rubber blade steady and rhythmic across the glass, back and forth, back and forth, like something being said and then unsaid, said and then unsaid, in a language she had not yet learned to read.


	



CHAPTER 3 — NORTH

Road north. October 7, 2023. Sometime after noon.

She did not know whose van it was. It was white, older, with a sliding door that someone had left partly open on the right side, and there were eleven people in it, or twelve — she had counted twice and gotten different numbers each time because people kept shifting and because one of the numbers she kept counting was a child who was pressed so far under a stranger's arm that she couldn't always tell if he was one person or part of another person. Daniel was beside her. His shoulder was against hers. Maya was on his other side with her face turned toward the window and her eyes open and not looking at anything that was actually outside the window. Sarah had her hand on Daniel's knee. She had not moved her hand in approximately forty minutes. She did not plan to.

The woman driving was not from Be'eri. Sarah had not seen her before and had had, at some point in the past hour that she could not now reconstruct into a clear sequence, a short conversation with her in which the woman had said she was going to Soroka and Sarah had said yes and that had been the whole of it. The woman drove with both hands on the wheel and did not speak and did not look in the rearview mirror and Sarah was glad for all three of these things. There was a phone mounted on the dashboard in a plastic holder. The screen said 12:47. She had not known it was that late. She had lost approximately six hours somewhere in the mamad and in the events between the mamad and this van, and the loss was not distressing in the way she expected it to be — it was more like discovering a hole in a coat pocket, an absence you registered and then noted and then moved past because there were more pressing things.

She did not know what had happened to Mendel. She had opened the door. She had opened the door because the voice was his voice and because Daniel had looked at her with an expression that she recognized as a very specific kind of trust — not the trust that says I believe you, the trust that says I am giving you the decision because I am eleven years old and this is too large for me — and so she had opened the door. He had been standing in the hall outside the mamad with blood on the left side of his shirt and his hand pressed against his ribs and his face doing something she had never seen his face do before, something that was the opposite of the way he laughed when she corrected him. He had said: take the kids. Go north. She had said: you're coming with us. He had said: I will find you. She had said his name. He had said: Sarah. Go. And then two men she did not know had come for him and she had not gone after him because Maya had woken up and was holding her hand and Daniel was already at the door of the house and there was a woman in the street saying: the van, come now, the van.

At Soroka she was given a form on a clipboard. The form asked for her name, her ID number, her kibbutz, the names and ages of any children with her. She filled it out with a pen that was attached to the clipboard by a piece of string. Her handwriting looked like her handwriting. This surprised her. She had expected it to look different. She handed the clipboard back to the man at the intake desk and he looked at the form and then at her and said: are you injured? She said: no. He said: are the children injured? She said: no. He said: do you have somewhere to go? She said: my sister is in Netanya. He said: we'll find you a phone. She said: I have a phone. She did not have a phone. She had left it charging on the kitchen counter. She said: I don't have a phone.

A nurse gave her a phone. It was a hospital phone, a basic model, the kind used to call internal extensions, and the nurse said she could make outside calls but to keep it short because others needed it. Sarah dialed her sister's number. She knew it because she had known it since 1987 when Miri had first gotten a phone in her room at their parents' house and had made Sarah memorize the number the way their mother made them memorize addresses, standing over her until she could say it three times without stopping. She could still say it three times without stopping. Miri answered on the second ring. Sarah said: it's me. Miri said: Sarah. Oh god. Sarah said: we're at Soroka. Me and the kids. Miri said: are you — Sarah said: we're not hurt. Miri said something after that and Sarah heard the shape of it but not all of the words because there was a sound in the corridor that was not an alarm and not a siren but that had a quality that required her to turn around and check. She turned around. It was nothing. A cart. A wheel that needed oiling. She turned back and said: Miri. Come get us.

While she waited she sat with the children in a row of plastic chairs along the wall of the intake corridor. The chairs were orange. There were people moving constantly in both directions. Most of them were moving with purpose, which was a quality she was grateful for — she could not have managed, at this moment, people standing still with no purpose. She watched the movement and let it be background and did not try to make it mean anything. Daniel had the nurse's phone in his hands. He was not making calls. He was looking at the news. She knew he was looking at the news because she could see the edge of the screen from where she was sitting and the graphics were the kind of graphics that news used when the numbers were large. She did not take the phone away. He was eleven. He had a right to know the size of what had happened to him. She would have wanted to know.

Maya had not spoken since the mamad. This was not unusual for Maya in the immediate aftermath of something — she processed inward, always had, since she was an infant who would cry and then stop and stare at the ceiling with a focus that the pediatrician had once described as remarkable and Sarah had described as Maya. But this silence was different. Not quieter. Denser. She sat in the orange chair with her feet off the floor and her hands in her lap and her eyes moving across the corridor with a steadiness that was not the steadiness of a child who was calm. It was the steadiness of a child who had decided to watch everything very carefully in case she needed to remember it. Sarah reached over Daniel and put her hand on top of Maya's. Maya turned her hand over and held it. She said: "Where is Abba?" Sarah said: he is coming. Maya looked at her. She did not say: are you sure. She did not say anything. She turned her hand back over. She held on.

There was a man two seats down from them in the row of orange chairs who was holding a piece of paper and reading it and reading it again. He was in his sixties, in a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and the paper shook in his hands with a tremor she recognized was not physical. She watched him read it a third time and then fold it and put it in his shirt pocket and then take it out and unfold it and read it again. She looked away. She looked at the ceiling, which was white and institutional and had a water stain in one corner from a leak that had been repaired but not repainted. She looked at the stain for a while. She thought: the jasmine. She thought: the fence post. She thought: Gideon was going to replace the post. She thought about whether the word was was the right word yet or whether she was using it too early. She thought: I don't know what tense to use.

The nurse came back for the phone at some point and Sarah gave it back without protest. Before she did, she opened the camera and photographed her own wrist. It was a thing she did without planning it — the phone was in her hand, her wrist was in front of her, and there was something she needed to document. She did not know yet what she was documenting. The photograph showed her wrist and the inside of her forearm, unmarked, nothing written on it. She had been thinking about writing the numbers on her skin — the numbers she needed to remember, the unit designation, the sequence of events — but she had not done it yet. She photographed the blank wrist anyway, as a before, and then she opened the email application and sent the photograph to herself. The subject line she left blank. She pressed send. The nurse held out her hand for the phone. Sarah gave it back.

Miri arrived at four-seventeen. Sarah knew this because there was a clock on the wall above the intake desk, an analog clock with a red second hand, and she had been watching it for the past hour with the specific attention you pay to a clock when you have nothing to do but wait and watching the clock is a way of doing something that is not nothing. Miri came through the entrance at the end of the corridor and Sarah recognized her from a distance the way you recognize a sibling — by a quality that is not appearance exactly, something below appearance, the specific weight of a person you've known your whole life moving through a space. She stood up. Miri walked faster. They did not say anything when they reached each other. Miri put her arms around her and Sarah stood in it for approximately four seconds and then stepped back, because the children were watching, because stepping back was what you did when you needed to keep functioning.

In Miri's car heading north on the 6, Daniel fell asleep in the back seat with his head against the window, which was exactly what she would have predicted. Maya did not sleep. She sat with her seatbelt on and her hands in her lap and watched the road over the back of the front seat with the same careful attention she had brought to the hospital corridor, the same inventory, the same quality of waiting. Miri drove. Her husband Elan was at home with their two boys. Miri had driven alone and said nothing about it and Sarah was glad she had said nothing about it. The radio was off. No one had turned it on and no one had suggested turning it on. Outside the window the landscape was ordinary — highway, fields, the specific flatness of the Sharon coast in the afternoon light. Israel was entirely itself. She stared at it.

Miri said, after a long time: "He called me." Sarah turned. Miri was looking at the road. She said: "This morning. Around nine." Sarah said: what did he say. Miri said: "He said you would come to me. He said to tell you — " she stopped. Sarah waited. Miri said: "He said to tell you the numbers are in the notebook. The blue notebook, in the back of the closet. He said you'd know which one." Sarah said: what closet. Miri said: "He said the house." Sarah said: the house is — she stopped. Miri said: "I know." They drove. Sarah looked at her hands in her lap. She thought: a blue notebook. She thought: back of the closet. She thought: he called Miri at nine, which was two hours after he left the mamad door, which meant he was alive at nine, which meant something, which she was not going to think about the limits of what it meant right now.

In Netanya, Miri's house smelled like the soap she had been buying since college, a particular brand that Sarah associated with Fridays at their parents' house, with Shabbat, with the smell of a table being set. The boys were in bed — it was past eight by the time they arrived. Elan made tea and did not ask questions and Sarah sat at the kitchen table with both hands around the mug and felt, for the first time since 6:29 that morning, the specific weight of a chair beneath her. Daniel was asleep in the guest room before the tea was finished. Maya sat at the table with Sarah for forty minutes and then said she was tired and went to bed without being asked. Sarah listened to the house become quiet. Miri sat across from her. The tea went cold. Neither of them poured it out.

She borrowed Miri's phone after midnight. Miri was asleep. The house was the kind of quiet that houses are at that hour — not silence, but the accumulated sounds of people breathing, of appliances running, of a building settling into itself. She sat on the edge of the guest bed and opened the browser and looked up the six-digit unit designation she had memorized from Mendel's face when he'd said it on the phone in February — not the unit number from the file, she didn't have that, but the one he'd mentioned once and she'd filed away because she filed things away. She searched it three ways. She found nothing. She searched the protocol number: 7-Aleph. She found a reference to a bureaucratic classification system used by the civil defense administration in the 1990s and nothing after that. She wrote both searches in the notes app on Miri's phone. She wrote the date. She wrote the time. She wrote: he called Miri at nine. She pressed save. She lay down on the bed without undressing. She looked at the ceiling. She thought: I left my phone on the counter. She thought about this every day. She already knew she was going to think about it every day.

At 2:40 a.m. she got up and went to the bathroom and stood at the mirror for a moment. Her face looked like her face. She had expected it to look different. She ran cold water over her wrists. She dried them. She went back to the bed and picked up Miri's phone and opened the email app and found the message she had sent herself at Soroka — the subject line blank, the attachment a photograph of her unmarked wrist. She looked at the photograph. Then she opened a new email, addressed to herself, and in the subject line she typed: October 7. She did not write anything in the body. She attached nothing. She pressed send. She put the phone down. Outside, the Mediterranean was somewhere to the west, four kilometers and a highway and a stretch of dunes, doing whatever the sea does at 2:40 in the morning when no one is watching it. She had no way of knowing if Mendel was alive. She had a blue notebook in the back of a closet in a house she could not currently reach. She had a notes app with three searches in it and a photograph of a blank wrist. She had two sleeping children down the hall. She counted them. Two. Still two. She lay back and closed her eyes and began, without meaning to, composing the sentence she would say to Gideon when she could finally call him: the post needs replacing. But she could not finish the sentence because she could not remember, right now, whether the post had survived, whether the house had survived, whether any of the ordinary world she had built in eleven years was still standing in its ordinary form, and the not knowing was not grief yet, not precisely, it was something earlier than grief, something that had not yet decided what it was going to be.


	



CHAPTER 4 — PATIENT ZERO

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 11, 2023. 9:03 a.m.

She had read everything. That was what she did before a second session — she read everything, including the things that seemed irrelevant, including the margins, including the notes that weren't meant for her. She had read the surgical report twice. She had read the sedation logs. She had found, tucked between two pages of the nursing chart, a handwritten note in a script she didn't recognize — not Hebrew, not Arabic, not any clinical shorthand she'd been trained in. Four lines. She'd photographed it with her phone before replacing it exactly where she'd found it, because the thing about finding something you weren't supposed to find was that you didn't let anyone know you'd found it until you understood what it was.

Mendel Karmi was sitting in the same position as the day before. Same chair, same posture, hands on knees, shirt pressed. She had the thought, not for the first time, that the pressed shirt was information — that someone was either laundering it for him, which meant contact with the outside, or he had brought several identical shirts, which meant he had known he was going to be here and for how long. She sat down. She put her notepad on her knee. She said nothing. He said nothing. The fluorescent light in this room, unlike the one in her office, was steady. It hummed. Between them: silence of the particular quality that exists between two people who are each waiting for the other to make the first error.

She gave it ninety seconds. Then she said: "I read your file." He said: "All of it?" She said: yes. He said: "The margin on page four?" She said: the violet ink. He nodded once, the nod of someone who has confirmed something they already suspected. He said: "The others didn't mention it." She said: the others left before they'd finished reading. He looked at her with the expression she was beginning to understand was his version of approval — a fractional reduction in the distance he maintained between himself and the room. He said: "Eleven days was an estimate. It has already been revised." She said: revised by whom? He said: "By the people who made it." She wrote nothing. She was watching his hands. Still on his knees. Still steady.

She said: tell me about Be'eri. He said: "No." She said: tell me what you remember from October 7. He said: "I remember everything from October 7. That is not the problem." She said: what is the problem? He said: "The problem is what I remember from October 6." She looked at him. He looked back. This was the first time he had volunteered information without being asked a precise question, and she recognized it for what it was — not a slip, not an accident. A decision. He had decided to give her something, and he had chosen what to give her with the care of someone who had been thinking about this conversation for several days. She said, carefully: what happened on October 6? He said: "I received a document." She said: what kind of document? He said: "The kind that explains what happened on October 7."

She wrote that down. She wrote it in the center of the page, not in the margin, not in shorthand. She wrote it in full because she wanted him to see her write it, because the act of writing it was a form of acknowledgment, and acknowledgment was what this man had been waiting for since before she walked into this room. He watched her write. Then he said: "You're the fifth psychiatrist." She said: I know. He said: "Do you know why the others left?" She said: I know they were reassigned. He said: "That is one word for it." She said: what word would you use? He looked at the wall to her left — the same wall he'd looked at yesterday, and she'd noted yesterday that the wall held nothing, no window, no art, just plaster, and that he looked at it the way people looked at things they were using as screens, projecting something internal onto a neutral surface. He said: "Convinced."

She said: convinced of what? He said: "That I am dangerous." She said: are you? He turned from the wall and looked at her directly. He said: "To the right people, yes." She said: I'm not the right people. He said: "I know. That's why we're having this conversation." She wrote: convinced. She wrote: to the right people. She drew a line between them. She said: who sent you here? He said: "I sent myself here." She said: you were evacuated from Be'eri by a unit whose number doesn't appear in any operational registry I can find. He said: "That's correct." She said: how does a man evacuate himself to a unit that doesn't exist? He said: "The same way a document gets written that no one is supposed to have read. Someone has to want you there." She said: who wanted you here? He said: "Who wants me here and who put me here are two different questions."

She let that sit. She looked at her notepad. She had five lines and two drawings — the line between convinced and to the right people, and a small circle she had drawn in the corner without noticing, which she recognized as what her hand did when she was working through something she hadn't yet articulated. She said: the four psychiatrists before me. Did you tell them what you just told me? He said: "I told each of them one thing." She said: what did you tell them? He said: "The first one I told about the document. He was reassigned within thirty-six hours." She said: and the second? He said: "The second I told the name of the man who wrote the document." She said: what happened? He said: "She resigned. Effective immediately. She told the department head she was having a personal crisis." He said it with neither satisfaction nor regret. He was reporting. She said: the third? He said: "The third I told where the document is now." She said: what happened to the third? He said: "He is currently on administrative leave for reasons that have not been specified to him."

She said: and the fourth? He said: "The fourth I did not tell anything." She said: why not? He said: "Because by the time the fourth arrived I had concluded that telling each psychiatrist one piece was the wrong strategy." She said: what's the right strategy? He said: "Telling one psychiatrist everything." He looked at her. She looked back. She said: why me? He said: "Because you completed the verse." She said: Isaiah 21 is not a difficult passage. He said: "It is if you've never needed it." She thought about her grandfather, about the way he said the answer is never the one you want, about the sound of his voice saying it — not sad, just accurate, the way he delivered all the things he knew to be true. She wrote nothing. She said: I need you to understand something. I am a psychiatrist in a public hospital. Anything you tell me that indicates risk of harm to yourself or others I am required to — He said: "I know the protocol." She said: then you know I can't promise — He said: "Dr. Elstein. I'm not asking you to promise anything. I'm asking you to listen."

She listened. He began not at the beginning — she noticed this, the deliberate non-linearity of it, the way he chose to start in the middle of something and work outward, which was the strategy of someone who had decided that the center of the story was more important than its edges. He said he had been at Ponevezh until he was twenty-two. He said he had left for reasons he would explain later. He said that what he had learned at Ponevezh was not only Talmud, though the Talmud had been comprehensive — he said it with a specific precision, the precision of someone who learned it at a level where comprehensive was not an exaggeration. He said that what he had also learned was how to read a document and understand not what it said but what it had been written to accomplish. He said: "A document is never about what it says. It is about what the writer needed to be true." She wrote this down.

He said he had been in Duvdevan for six years after Ponevezh. He did not elaborate on Duvdevan beyond the name, and she did not ask him to, because she knew enough about Duvdevan to understand that elaboration was not the point. What he wanted her to understand was the combination — the yeshiva and the unit, the text and the field, the two forms of precision that he had spent his adult life moving between. He said: "I can read Aramaic under fire. I can recite Tractate Sanhedrin while tracking a target at four hundred meters. These are not separate skills. They are the same skill." She said: reading? He said: "Understanding what a thing is designed to do."

She said: tell me about the document. He said: "It arrived on October 6 at 11:40 p.m. to a secure inbox I was not supposed to have access to." She said: why did you have access to it? He said: "Because someone who did have access decided I should see it." She said: who? He said: "A name I will give you when you've decided what you're going to do with it." She said: I haven't decided anything yet. He said: "I know. That's the correct answer." She said: what did the document say? He looked at his hands for the first time since she'd sat down — looked at them the way you looked at something you'd been carrying for a long time, checking its weight. He said: "It said that a significant incursion originating from Gaza was assessed as probable within twelve hours. It named the kibbutzim. It named the entry points. It named the projected casualty range." He paused. He said: "It was not a warning. It was an assessment. The distinction matters."

She put her pen down. She put it down flat on the notepad, not resting it, not dropping it — placing it, because the motion required steadiness and steadiness was what she had right now and she was going to use it. She said: you're telling me that someone in the intelligence apparatus had this assessment before October 7. He said: "I'm telling you the assessment existed. I'm telling you it was received. I'm telling you it was not acted on." She said: not acted on because it wasn't taken seriously, or — He said: "Not acted on because of a decision. Made by a specific person. Before midnight on October 6." She said: how do you know it was a decision and not a failure? He said: "Because the document had a response attached to it. A single line. Stamped at 11:58 p.m." She said: what did it say? He said: "Noted. Protocol 7-Aleph applies."

She sat with that for longer than she meant to. The room was doing its thing — the hum of the light, the sealed vent, the specific quality of air in a room that had been sealed and is running out of the versions of itself that feel neutral. She said: 7-Aleph is a civil defense classification. He said: "7-Aleph is a civil defense classification that was repurposed approximately eight years ago for a different function." She said: what function? He said: "Turning truth into a psychiatric record." She looked at him. He looked back. He said: "Protocol 7-Aleph has two mechanisms. The first is the reclassification of intelligence documents as products of individual psychological distress. The second is the involuntary psychiatric placement of anyone who has directly read such a document and cannot be otherwise managed." He waited. Then he said: "You are currently treating a man who read the document. And you are currently sitting across from the reason that Protocol 7-Aleph was applied to someone else first." She said: who? He said: "The woman who sent it to me. She left this hospital eleven days ago. You need to find her before they do."

She picked up her pen. Her hand was steady. She wrote the name he gave her. She wrote it in the center of a blank page, and she looked at it, and she thought about the four psychiatrists before her and what each of them had done with one piece of this, and she thought about the document and the timestamp and the single line that had been stamped at 11:58 p.m. on October 6, and she thought about what it meant to call something a decision versus a failure, and she thought about her grandfather's voice saying the answer is never the one you want. She said: tell me where she went. He said: "I don't know where she went. I know where she started." She said: where did she start? He said: "Be'eri." She wrote it under the name. She underlined both. She looked up. He was watching her with the expression she had first seen when she completed the verse — the expression of a predator who had found a trail — and this time she understood that the trail was not her. She was not the trail. She was the one who was going to follow it. He said: "Who sent you?" She said: the department assigned me. He looked at her for three full seconds. He said: "No. Who sent you." She looked back at him and she thought about the four psychiatrists and the violet ink and the document timestamped at 11:58 and she said: I sent myself. He nodded once, slowly, the nod of someone who has, after a very long wait, received the correct answer.

She left the ward at 11:20 and walked to her office and closed the door and stood at the window and looked at the parking lot below where the cars were wet from the morning rain and the light was coming through at an angle that made the puddles look briefly like mirrors. She had a name on a page. She had a timestamp. She had a protocol number that connected a hospital stamp on a red folder to a decision made at 11:58 p.m. the night before the worst morning in a decade. She thought: I can close the file. Reassign myself. Request a transfer to another unit. She thought about this for approximately four seconds. Then she sat down at her desk and opened her computer and began, methodically, to search for a woman named Sarah Levin.


	



CHAPTER 5 — THE FOUNDATION

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 11, 2023. Evening.

She had been looking at the red folder for three hours when she noticed the stamp she had not yet examined. Not the dark blue 7-ALEPH on the cover — she had examined that stamp carefully, had photographed it, had spent twenty minutes with the hospital administrator's manual trying to locate its origin, which was not in the manual. This was a different stamp. Smaller. In the lower left corner of the cover, nearly obscured by the fold of the cardboard: a six-digit alphanumeric reference code, the kind used not by clinical departments but by the hospital's legal and compliance office when a document had been reviewed by outside counsel. She had missed it because she had been looking at the larger stamp. She photographed it now.

She searched the code in the hospital's internal document registry. Nothing. She searched it in the clinical records system, the administrative system, the compliance database. Nothing. She was about to close the search when she thought to try the hospital's external legal correspondence archive — the repository of all communications with outside law firms and consultancies, maintained separately from the clinical systems because it was subject to different privilege rules. She entered the code. The system returned a single result. The result was a document dated October 2013. Title: Legal Sufficiency Opinion re: Administrative Reclassification Protocol in National Security-Adjacent Clinical Contexts. Authored by: Governance Continuity Institute, Geneva. Filed by: Hospital Legal Department, on behalf of an unnamed government client.

She opened the document. It was forty-seven pages. The language was the language of international administrative law — precise, dense, built from citations that cascaded through footnotes into the sub-basements of European and Israeli legal frameworks. She was not a lawyer. She read it the way she read clinical literature when she needed to understand something outside her specialty: slowly, tracking the argument's structure rather than every term. The argument's structure was this: the administrative reclassification of intelligence-related psychological distress for purposes of civil security management was legally consistent with both Israeli administrative law and the European Convention on Human Rights, provided that the reclassification was applied through a standardized protocol with documented institutional oversight. The opinion was making a cage and calling it a framework.

The author was listed only by initials: A.R. Senior Legal Adviser, Governance Continuity Institute, Geneva. She searched GCI. The website was what she expected: a think tank of the familiar kind, established 2008, headquartered in Geneva, focused on governance reform and democratic institution-building in fragile and transitional states. Board members: former EU officials, a retired U.S. State Department deputy, two Israeli academics she did not recognize, a former Knesset legal counsel. The stated mission: strengthening the institutional frameworks through which democracies manage complexity. The specific complexity GCI had been retained to manage in this instance was, apparently, the legal defensibility of an administrative protocol for disappearing people.

She read the opinion's conclusion. It stated: provided that the protocol is implemented through a closed administrative session with appropriate ministerial authorization, the mechanism described herein presents no cognizable legal exposure under existing Israeli or applicable international legal frameworks. The word cognizable did particular work in that sentence. It did not mean: this is legal. It meant: this cannot be successfully challenged in court. The distinction was precise and intentional and exactly the kind of distinction a lawyer made when they needed to create the appearance of legality while ensuring that the appearance was load-bearing.

She photographed every page of the document on her phone. She sent the photographs to her encrypted drive. She looked at the initials at the top of the opinion: A.R. She thought about a forty-seven-page document prepared in Geneva in 2013 for an unnamed Israeli government client, establishing the legal basis for a protocol that would be adopted in a closed session two years later and used for the first time, that she knew of, in 2015, and used again in 2019, and used again on October 9th, 2023, at Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer, in room fourteen, on a patient who did not officially exist. She thought: someone commissioned this opinion. Someone in the Israeli government hired a Geneva consultancy to make this legally defensible before it was built. She thought: the protocol did not begin as indifference. Indifference does not need forty-seven pages from Geneva. This needed forty-seven pages from Geneva. She sat with this distinction for a long time. Outside her office window the hospital was doing its night things. She held the phone with the photographs on it. She thought: A.R. She thought: I need to know who A.R. is.

She called the Rav the next morning. She called from a payphone — not because she was being careful about the Rav, but because she had started thinking about which calls went where and the payphone was on her route and the habit was forming before the decision had been made. The Rav answered on the second ring. She said: I have a document. From Geneva. A legal opinion from 2013. It established the framework for the protocol. He said: "I know about the Geneva opinion." She said: you know. He said: "I know that one exists. I have not seen it." She said: I have it. He was quiet for a moment. He said: "Then you have more than I had." She said: who is A.R.? He said: "That is the question that the Rav in Rehavia could not answer in 2013 and has been asking since." He said: "The third name may know. When you see him, ask." She said: I haven't met him yet. He said: "You will. He is waiting for exactly the question you are now carrying." She said: how does he know what question I'm carrying? The Rav said: "Because it is the only question that follows from the protocol, when the protocol has been fully seen." She stood at the payphone with the noise of the hospital parking structure around her and thought about a question that could only be asked after the full shape of the thing had become visible. She thought: I can see the shape. She thought: I am asking the question.

She went back to her office. She looked at the red folder. She thought about what the folder represented now — not just the protocol, not just the seven-aleph stamp and the session notes and the patient who did not officially exist. The folder was the endpoint of a chain that began in a Geneva office in 2013, with a forty-seven-page legal opinion that established a cage and called it a framework, authored by initials, commissioned by someone with enough access to Israeli government infrastructure to hire a Swiss consultancy and file the result in Sheba's legal archive and then do nothing with it for two years while the protocol was built. She thought about what that sequence required: institutional access, legal sophistication, patience, and the specific conviction that the mechanism you were building would eventually be needed. She thought: whoever built this did not build it in response to a situation. They built it in anticipation of one. She looked at the folder. She thought: that is not a bureaucracy of indifference. That is a bureaucracy of preparation.

She did not go to Mendel's room that morning. She needed to think before she went back. She sat at her desk and wrote in the clinical notepad — not session notes, her own notes, the thinking-on-paper that she did when the thing she was thinking about was too large to hold in working memory alone. She wrote: external legal architecture precedes domestic adoption by 2 years. Opinion authored 2013, protocol adopted 2015. Someone knew in 2013 what would be needed in 2015. She wrote: GCI Geneva. Democratic institution-building NGO. Board includes former Israeli legal counsel. She wrote: A.R. Senior Legal Adviser. The question is not what the protocol is. The question is who prepared the conditions for it. She read what she had written. She thought: that is Mendel's question. That is the question he has been waiting to give to whoever arrived in room fourteen that he could trust. She thought: I am going to go in there now. She thought: I am ready for the question.


	



CHAPTER 6 — SHAVIT

Netanya. October 14, 2023. 10:20 a.m.

The officer's name was Shavit. He said this once, at the beginning, when he introduced himself at Miri's kitchen table with his hand extended and his notebook already open — not open to take notes yet, just open, the way a man opened a notebook when he wanted you to know the notebook was there. She shook his hand. He sat down. He put the notebook on the table between them with a pen resting across the top of it, and she looked at the pen and thought: blue ink. Not black. She filed this away the way she had been filing things away since October 7, without deciding to, without knowing yet what she was building.

Miri had taken the kids to the beach. This had been arranged the night before when Miri had said, with the specific delicacy she used for things that were not delicate: the officer is coming tomorrow morning, I thought maybe I'd take Daniel and Maya to the promenade. Sarah had said: yes, thank you. She had lain awake afterward thinking about the word arranged — about the fact that Miri had known the officer was coming before Sarah had known, which meant either Miri had been told and had not mentioned it, or Miri had been asked to ensure Sarah would be alone for the conversation, or both. She had not asked Miri which. There were questions you held until you understood the shape of the room you were asking them in.

Shavit was in his forties, fit in the way of a man who maintained fitness as a professional discipline rather than a personal one. His uniform was the dress uniform of a lieutenant colonel, which was a rank that did not typically conduct victim interviews in private homes. She noted this. He had dark circles under his eyes that were the dark circles of the past week and not of a lifetime, which meant he had been sleeping before October 7, which meant October 7 had changed something for him personally, which meant he was either genuinely affected or performing genuine affect. She could not yet tell which. She said: how can I help you? He said: "I'm here to help you, Mrs. Levin." She said: it's Ms. She said it the way she said things that needed to be accurate without being confrontational. He made a small notation in the notebook.

He asked her to describe October 7 from the beginning. She did. She described it the way she had been describing it in her head since October 7 — in sequence, in specifics, without ornamentation. The sirens. The children. The hall. The mamad. The bolt. She described the bolt in detail, the way it required the handle to be lifted before throwing, the fact that the part had been on order since spring. He wrote things down. He wrote at the pace of someone who had done this many times, which was fast but not rushed, the shorthand of a practiced listener. When she described opening the door — when she described Mendel in the hall with his hand pressed against his ribs — Shavit's pen did not pause. He wrote it the same way he'd written everything else. She noticed this because she had expected a pause. A reaction. Even a small one. There was none.

She described the two men who had taken Mendel. She described them with the precision she had — their height, their build, the absence of insignia on what she believed was a military jacket on the taller one. She described the way Mendel had said go, which was not a frightened word, which was a word with a structure to it, a word that had been chosen from among other possible words. Shavit wrote: two individuals, unidentified. He wrote it and then he said: "Of course" — and he said it in the way people say of course when they mean something else, in the way it functions not as agreement but as the verbal equivalent of a door being closed quietly in a corridor. She heard it. She did not react to it. She filed it.

He asked her about Mendel. He asked careful questions — how long had they been together, what was his occupation, did he have any affiliations she was aware of. She answered: eleven years. Contractor, infrastructure projects in the south. Affiliations she answered carefully because she knew what the question was actually asking and she chose to answer only the surface of it: no, she was not aware of any affiliations. He wrote: no known affiliations. He wrote it and then looked up at her with the expression of a man checking whether the answer had landed the way he expected. She held his gaze. She said: what is his condition? He said: "We are working to locate your husband." She said: he's not my husband. He said: "Of course." Second time. Different register. Same closed door.

He asked her about the kibbutz. He asked her whether she had observed anything unusual in the days before October 7 — any vehicles, any strangers, any activity along the perimeter fence. She answered honestly: no, nothing she could identify as unusual. The sprinklers. The tractor. The ordinary October of an ordinary southern kibbutz. She did not mention the jasmine or the fence post or the drawing with the four figures, because those were not the kind of details that belonged in a notebook with blue ink, because those were hers. He wrote: nothing unusual observed. He underlined the word nothing. She watched him underline it. She thought: the underlining is also information.

Halfway through, he asked her to describe the timeline again from the moment the sirens started. She described it again. Identical to the first description — same details, same sequence, same language. He compared it to his notes. He looked up. He said: "You have a very precise memory, Ms. Levin." She said: I was scared. Scared people remember. He said: "Of course." Third time. She counted them now. She would count them for the rest of the conversation. She said: what happens next? He said: "We'll be in touch." She said: about Mendel? He said: "About everything." He clicked his pen closed. He did not look up from the notebook when he clicked it.

He was at Soroka, she said. That's the last confirmed location. He said: "We're aware." She said: he was admitted to Sheba. He stopped. The stop was not long — less than two seconds — but it was a stop, and she had been watching for stops. He said: "Where did you hear that?" She said: I called Soroka to ask about his transfer. Partial truth. He wrote something that she could not read from across the table. He said: "Medical records are protected under privacy regulations. We won't be able to share information about his condition." She said: I didn't ask about his condition. I asked about his location. He looked at her. He said: "Of course." Fourth.

After he left she sat at the table for a while without moving. Miri's kitchen was the kitchen of a woman who cooked for four people on a schedule, which meant there were labeled containers in the visible refrigerator and a weekly planner on the wall with color-coded columns for each family member. The planner had the week of October 7 on it. Miri had put a single black line through Saturday. Nothing else. No label. Just the line. Sarah looked at it from across the table. She thought about what Shavit had written down and what he had not written down and what he had said of course to and what the of course was covering each time.

She had three numbers. The first was the unit designation from Mendel's evacuation — the six-digit code she had memorized and searched and found nothing for. The second was the timestamp she had reconstructed from what Mendel had said to Miri and what she had been able to determine about the sequence of events on October 7 — not a precise time, a window, a range within which certain things must have happened. The third was a phone number she had found in Miri's address book under a name she didn't recognize, a name that Miri had said when asked about it: "A contact from Mendel. He asked me to keep it here in case." In case of what, Sarah had said. Miri had said: he didn't explain.

She wrote the three numbers in the notes app on her own phone, which Miri had replaced — a new phone, a new SIM, bought at the shop on Herzl Street with cash, which was Miri's idea and which Sarah had not argued with. She wrote the numbers as if they were a grocery list, unmarked, in a sequence that looked random but that she had ordered deliberately: the unit designation first because it was the oldest, the timestamp second because it was the center, the phone number third because it was the one she did not yet know how to use. She looked at the list. She looked at the black line through the Saturday on the wall planner. She thought about what Shavit had said about medical records and privacy regulations and the careful way he had covered the moment she mentioned Sheba.

Daniel came back from the beach with sand in his shoes and a red nose from the wind and the expression he carried now, the one that had replaced his ordinary eleven-year-old expression sometime on October 7 and had not been replaced since — not grim, not frightened, just present in a way that was heavier than presence usually was. He sat at the table across from her and looked at the notepad she had been writing in and said: "Was it the police?" She said: military. He said: "What did he want?" She said: to hear what happened. Daniel said: "Did you tell him?" She said: yes. He said: "Everything?" She looked at him. He was eleven. He was asking a precise question and he knew it was precise. She said: I told him what he needed to know. Daniel nodded. He got up and got a glass of water from the tap and drank it standing at the sink, looking out the window at the street, and she thought: he is going to be someone very difficult to lie to when he is thirty.

Maya had not come inside yet. She was on the small balcony off the living room, sitting in Miri's deck chair with her knees pulled up, looking at the street below. Sarah went out and stood beside her and did not say anything. Maya said, without turning: "He wrote things down." She had been inside, Sarah thought, for some part of it. She had come in quietly and stood somewhere and listened. She said: yes. Maya said: "What does of course mean when someone keeps saying it?" Sarah sat down on the other deck chair. She said: it means they've already decided what's true and they're checking to see if your version matches. Maya looked at her. She said: "Does it match?" Sarah said: not entirely. Maya turned back to the street. She said: "Good." She said it the way she said things that she had thought about carefully and had decided were simply accurate. Sarah sat with her on the balcony and watched the street and said nothing more and the afternoon light came in at an angle across the Netanya rooftops and somewhere below them a car horn sounded once and was silent and the sea was four kilometers west and entirely indifferent to all of it.

That night she borrowed Daniel's phone — her own was dead, she'd forgotten to charge it — and she sat in the bathroom with the door locked and the light on and she opened the notes app and looked at the three numbers. She looked at them for a while. She thought about Shavit and the blue pen and the four of courses and the stop when she mentioned Sheba. She thought about the word arranged. She thought about the way Miri had known the officer was coming before Sarah had known. She thought about the black line on the calendar and the labeled containers in the refrigerator and the particular, ordinary life that Miri had built in Netanya that was continuing on its ordinary schedule while Sarah's life was entirely without a schedule, was in fact a thing she could not at this moment map against any grid she recognized. She looked at the third number in the list. The phone number under the unknown name in Miri's address book. She thought about Mendel's voice saying: I will find you. She thought about what find meant when a man said it from a hallway with blood on his shirt. She put the phone face-down on the edge of the sink. She did not dial the number. Not yet. But she kept all three numbers exactly where they were, and she had not told Shavit about any of them, and she thought that was the most important thing she had done all day.


	



CHAPTER 7 — THE SIGNATURE

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 13, 2023. 4:45 p.m.

The man who brought the form did not introduce himself. He came into her office without knocking — she noticed this because her door had been closed, which in the department was understood to mean occupied, and he opened it without hesitation, the way men opened doors when they had decided the door was a formality that did not apply to them. He was in his fifties, in civilian clothes, with the particular quality of stillness that she associated with people who had spent a long time being very careful about what their bodies communicated. He sat down in the patient chair without being invited. He placed a single sheet of paper on her desk, face down. He did not say anything.

She looked at him. She said: I don't believe we've met. He said: "We haven't." She said: what can I do for you? He said: "You can sign the document." She said: I haven't read it yet. He said: "It's straightforward." She turned it over. It was a standard-format civil commitment authorization — the form used when a patient's family requested involuntary placement on grounds of incapacity to manage personal affairs. She had signed these before. She knew the language. She began to read it from the top. He said: "The relevant section is at the bottom." She said: I read documents from the top.

The patient named in the document was Sarah Levin. She read the name and her pen did not move and her face did not move. She read the grounds for the application: acute stress response, dissociative symptomology, inability to make decisions in her own interest, risk of self-harm. She read the section on next of kin authorization: the application had been made by the patient's sister, Miriam Katz of Netanya, who had attested to witnessing the behaviors described. She read the section on clinical endorsement, which was where her signature was required — a psychiatrist's confirmation that the patient's presentation was consistent with the grounds stated. She read to the end of the page. She put the page face-down on her desk. She said: I've never evaluated this patient.

He said: "The evaluation is in the supplementary file." She said: what supplementary file? He reached into the briefcase she had not noticed until now — it was on the floor beside the chair, dark leather, the kind that communicated function without communicating anything about the person carrying it — and he produced a second folder, thinner than Mendel Karmi's, pale blue. He placed it on her desk. She opened it. Inside: three pages of clinical notes in a format she recognized as Sheba's standard intake template. The psychiatrist's name on the notes was her own. Her name, her department designation, her registration number. The handwriting was not hers. The signature at the bottom of each page was not her signature. She looked at it for a long time. She said: this is a forgery. He said: "It's a document."

She closed the folder. She placed it on top of the commitment form. She looked at the man across her desk and she thought about what Mendel had said — Protocol 7-Aleph has two mechanisms — and she understood now, with the specific clarity that came from seeing a thing she had been told about materialize in front of her, that she was looking at the second mechanism. Not the reclassification of documents. The placement. The person who had read the document and could not be otherwise managed. She said: who is this woman? He said: "A patient of the state." She said: she's not my patient. He said: "She will be." She said: I don't sign documents endorsing evaluations I didn't perform. He said: "Dr. Elstein." He said it the way people said your name when they wanted you to hear the space between the syllables. "You have a very good record here. Eleven years. An excellent reputation in the department." He paused. He said: "It would be unfortunate if questions arose about the quality of your recent clinical decisions."

She said: are you threatening me? He said: "I'm describing a situation." She said: you're describing a situation in which I sign a fraudulent document or face unspecified professional consequences. He looked at her with something that was not quite surprise and not quite respect — the expression of a man recalibrating slightly. He said: "The document is not fraudulent. It reflects a clinical reality that has been observed by multiple parties." She said: the clinical notes have my name on them and I didn't write them. He said: "Memory is imperfect. Especially in periods of high stress." She looked at him. He looked back. He said: "The sister has signed her portion. We only need your endorsement." She said: you need my endorsement to make this legal. He said: "We need your endorsement to make this clean."

She picked up the commitment form. She read it again, the whole thing, from the top, while he sat across from her and did not speak. She read the section on legal rights — the patient's right to appeal, the timeline, the notification requirements. She read the section on the clinical endorser's liability. She read the fine print at the bottom, below the signature line, which was set in a smaller typeface than the rest of the document and which she had seen before in dozens of these forms but had never read carefully because she had never had reason to. The fine print said, in the language of bureaucratic precision: by signing this document the endorsing clinician confirms that the patient has been personally evaluated and found to meet the criteria for involuntary placement as defined under section 15(b) of the Mental Health Treatment Act. Personally evaluated. She set the form back down. She said: section 15(b) requires a personal evaluation by the signing clinician. He said: "Of course." She said: I have not personally evaluated this patient. He said: "That can be arranged."

She said: when? He said: "The patient is currently staying with her sister in Netanya. An appointment can be made for tomorrow morning." She said: and if I evaluate her and find she does not meet the criteria? He looked at her with the expression of someone who had been asked a question they considered theoretical. He said: "Clinical judgment is a complex thing." She said: it's not complex. It's either present or it isn't. He said: "Dr. Elstein. The sister has already agreed. The placement is in the patient's interest. The patient is a woman who survived a massacre nine days ago and is currently unhoused, separated from her children, without income or support, exhibiting clear signs of traumatic dysregulation. What she needs is structure. What she needs is care." He said it smoothly, the way you said a thing you had said before and had refined over time. She thought: he has given this speech. She thought: he has given this speech and it has worked before.

She said: you said she's separated from her children. He said: "The children are with the sister. They're safe." She said: the sister who filed the commitment application. He said: "The sister who is caring for them while the patient stabilizes." She said: the patient has a name. He said: "Of course." She wrote nothing on her notepad. Her pen was in her hand but she had not opened the pad. She was thinking about the sequence: the sister signs, the sister takes the children, the psychiatrist endorses, the patient is placed. She was thinking about 7-Aleph and what Mendel had said about who it was designed for. She was thinking about the woman named Sarah Levin whom she had found in a brief online search three days ago — a kibbutznik, a survivor, a mother of two, currently unaccounted for in any public record — and what it meant that this man was sitting in her office asking her to sign a form that would make that woman disappear into the system with a clinical record that bore Nava's forged name.

She said: I'll need the file. The complete file, not the supplementary. He said: "You have what you need to sign." She said: I have what someone decided I need to sign. That's not the same thing. He was quiet for a moment. The lighter appeared in his hand — she had not seen him take it out, it was simply there, the way objects appeared in the hands of people who needed to be holding something. He did not flick it. He held it. She said: I'll conduct a personal evaluation as required under section 15(b). I'll do it with the complete file and I'll do it with the patient present. If she meets the criteria I'll sign. He looked at her. He said: "And if she doesn't?" She said: then she doesn't. He said: "That would be unfortunate." She said: you've said that. He stood up. He left the commitment form on her desk and took the forged file back, which she noted — he took the evidence and left the instrument. At the door he paused. He said: "The evaluation window is seventy-two hours. After that the application lapses and the process becomes considerably less — " he appeared to consider his word — "clean." He left. She did not look at the door after he closed it. She looked at the commitment form on her desk. She looked at the blank signature line. She looked at the name Sarah Levin printed in the patient field with the specific flatness of a name on a form, which was what a person became when someone decided to manage them: a name on a form, a patient number, a line in a registry that said DO NOT ARCHIVE because archiving was still too much of an existence.

She picked up the form and read it a third time. She was looking for what it accomplished that the first reading and the second reading had not shown her. She found it on the second page, in a subsection she had skimmed: upon endorsement by the supervising clinician, all civil proceedings related to the patient are stayed pending evaluation of capacity. All civil proceedings. She put the page down. She understood now why it mattered that the sister had signed first. The children were with the sister. If the commitment was endorsed, Sarah Levin's legal standing was suspended — she could not petition for the children, could not contest the placement, could not initiate any civil action. She would be, in the precise language the man in the dark suit had used downstairs yesterday when he thought she could not hear him through the half-open door of the conference room: a ghost. She had stood in the corridor and heard him say it and she had walked back to her office and thought: I misheard. She had not misheard.

She opened her desk drawer. She took out her own notepad — not the clinical one, the personal one, the one she kept for the things she was working through that were not yet clinical. She wrote the date. She wrote the man's description: fifties, civilian, dark briefcase, lighter. She wrote the form number from the commitment document. She wrote: forged notes, my name, not my hand, not my signature. She wrote: sister in Netanya, children placed, 72-hour window. She wrote: section 15(b), personal evaluation required. She wrote: she has not been evaluated. She underlined the last line twice. Then she sat back and looked at what she had written and thought about the four psychiatrists before her and what each of them had done and what had happened to each of them and she thought: I am the fifth. She had told Mendel: I plan to stay. She had meant it as reassurance. She understood now it was a commitment. She put the notepad back in the drawer. She looked at the blank signature line on the form for the last time. Then she put the form in the drawer too, under the notepad, and she opened her computer and looked up the address of Miriam Katz in Netanya, and she thought about section 15(b), and she began to plan the evaluation she was going to conduct whether they wanted her to or not.

The light above her desk came back on at 6:10 p.m. She had not realized it had been off. She had been writing for ninety minutes in the dark.

She drove home along the coastal road because she needed to think and thinking required motion and motion required something to look at that was not a screen. The sea was to her right. The sky over it was the color the sky was in October when it had not yet decided to be winter — a gray that still had some of the summer's warmth in it, a transitional color, the color of things that were almost finished being one thing and had not yet started being another. She thought about Sarah Levin in a hotel room or a borrowed bed in Netanya, not knowing that a form existed with her name on it, not knowing that her sister had signed it, not knowing that a psychiatrist she had never met was currently the only thing between her and a placement that would make her legally invisible. She thought: I have seventy-two hours. She thought: I have never in my life made a decision because of a patient I have never met. She merged onto the Ayalon. The traffic was heavy. She sat in it and looked at the brake lights of the car ahead and thought: the fifth psychiatrist. The fifth. And she had told him she planned to stay.

At home she ate something she did not taste and called her mother, who asked about work, and Nava said: busy, it's been a week, and her mother said: you look tired in the photo Ruti sent, are you sleeping, and Nava said: I'm sleeping fine, and her mother said: come Friday, I'm making the chicken, and Nava said: I'll try, and she meant it, and she also knew she was not going to make it to Friday dinner because Friday was inside the seventy-two hour window and the window was already moving. She hung up and sat at her kitchen table and opened her laptop and looked for Sarah Levin for the second time, and this time she was not looking for a name and a kibbutz. She was looking for a phone number. She found an address registered to a Miriam Katz in Netanya. She wrote it on a piece of paper and put it in her coat pocket. She closed the laptop. She washed her glass. She thought about the man's lighter, how it had sat in his hand without moving, a thing present only to remind her of what it could do. She thought about files that could be made to curl and go to ash on cold metal. She thought about a name on a form and a blank signature line. She turned off the kitchen light. In the dark she said, to no one: not this time.


	



CHAPTER 8 — THE PLACEMENT

Netanya. October 15, 2023. 8:52 a.m.

She found out the way you found out things that had already happened without you — not in a single moment but in pieces, each piece arriving in the wrong order, and the understanding assembling itself like a thing being built in the dark where you could feel the shape before you could see it. The first piece was a phone call from a number she didn't recognize at eight fifty-two in the morning while she was in the kitchen with Miri's coffee going cold in her hand and Miri standing at the counter with her back to the room, doing something at the sink that did not require the level of attention she was giving it.

The voice on the phone was a woman's, official, with the specific cadence of institutional communication — not unkind, not particularly kind, the tone of someone reading from a script they had internalized to the point where it had become their own voice. She said she was calling from the welfare services office in the Netanya district. She said she was following up on the placement of two minors, Daniel and Maya Levin-Karmi, in the temporary care of their maternal aunt. She used the phrase temporary care. She used the phrase as per the family agreement. She said there would be a home assessment scheduled for the following week. She said Sarah's cooperation would be noted in the file. Sarah said: what file. The woman said: the case file, under the welfare placement order. Sarah said: what placement order. There was a pause. The woman said: Mrs. Levin, were you not notified?

She turned around. Miri was still at the sink. Her shoulders had changed — something in them had tightened, a small adjustment that would not have been visible to anyone who hadn't grown up reading Miri's shoulders the way you read a language you learned before you learned to read. Sarah said, to the woman on the phone: I'll call you back. She hung up. She put the phone on the counter. She said: Miri. Miri turned around. Her face was the face of a woman who had been rehearsing something and had realized the rehearsal was over. She said: "I can explain." Sarah said: you signed a placement order. Miri said: "It's not — it's a temporary —" Sarah said: you signed a placement order for my children without telling me. Miri said: "They needed protection. Legally. You weren't — you're not — " She stopped. She looked at her hands. She said: "They told me it was to protect them. While you were still in crisis."

Sarah said: who told you. Miri said: "A man came. Last week. He said you were — he had a document, Sarah, it had your name on it, it said you were assessed as —" She stopped again. She said: "He said you weren't able to make decisions right now. He said the children needed legal coverage in case you — in case something happened." Sarah said: in case I what. Miri said: "In case you disappeared. Or did something." She said it quietly, looking at the counter. Sarah stood in the kitchen with the borrowed phone in her hand and the cold coffee on the counter and the color-coded weekly planner on the wall with the black line through Saturday and she thought about the man with the briefcase and the lighter and what it meant that he had come to Miri before he had come to the hospital. She thought: the sister was first. She thought: the sister was always first.

She said: where are the children. Miri said: "They're here. They're upstairs." Sarah said: legally placed here. Miri said: "Yes." Sarah said: in your custody. Miri said: "Temporary custody. Provisional. It can be reversed —" Sarah said: by whom. Miri said: "By the welfare office, when you — when things are more —" She didn't finish the sentence. She didn't finish it because there was no clean ending for it that didn't involve either calling Sarah unstable or calling herself complicit, and both were true in different registers and they both knew it. Sarah said: did you sign a commitment form too. Miri's face changed. Sarah said: there was a commitment form. For a psychiatric placement. Did you sign it. Miri said: "He said it was a formality. He said it was only in case you needed more support than —" Sarah said: Miri. Did you sign it. Miri said: "Yes."

She did not raise her voice. This was not a decision — it was not that she chose not to raise her voice, it was that the voice she had was not the raising kind, not right now, not in this kitchen with the weekly planner on the wall and the labeled containers in the refrigerator and the specific smell of Miri's soap that meant Friday and safety and the past. What she felt was not anger exactly. It was closer to the feeling she'd had when she found the fence post leaning — the recognition of a thing that had been happening for some time before she noticed it, the particular weight of understanding that the world had been rearranging itself while her back was turned. She said: I need to see the documents. Miri said: "He took them with him." Sarah said: of course he did. She said it without inflection. She picked up her phone. She opened the notes app. She looked at the three numbers.

She went upstairs. She knocked on the door of the room where Daniel and Maya were sleeping — they were still sleeping, it was not yet nine, they had been sleeping late in the way of children whose bodies were doing overtime on something the children themselves could not name. She opened the door. They were both there. Daniel on the bed, Maya on the cot that Miri had set up against the wall. She stood in the doorway and looked at them for a moment. Two. Still two. She pulled the door almost closed, not fully, and went back down the stairs and sat at Miri's kitchen table and said: tell me everything he said.

Miri told her. She told her in the way she told things when she was ashamed of them — completely, quickly, without the edits that would have made her look better, because Miri's way of managing guilt was to make the account as accurate as possible, as if accuracy was a form of penance. The man had come on a Tuesday, six days ago, in civilian clothes, with a briefcase. He had shown her a document — she hadn't been able to read it fully, he'd held it rather than given it to her — that had Sarah's name on it and what looked like a medical assessment. He had said that Sarah was in a fragile state, that she was exhibiting signs of acute trauma response that might lead to impulsive decisions, that the children needed legal stability while Sarah received care. He had asked Miri to sign two documents. She had asked what they were. He had described them as a temporary care authorization and a supportive placement request. He had not used the word commitment. He had not mentioned section 15(b). He had said: you're her sister. You're doing what's right for her. She had signed.

Sarah said: did he leave a number. Miri said: "A card." She went to the drawer beside the sink — the drawer where Miri kept takeout menus and expired coupons and the small accumulated debris of a domestic life — and she found it and brought it to the table. The card was plain white, no logo, no agency name. A phone number, and below it a single word: Coordination. Sarah photographed it with her phone. She turned it over. Nothing on the back. She put it face-down on the table. She said: when he came. Was he alone? Miri said: "There was a car outside. I saw it through the window. Two people in it. But he came to the door alone." Sarah said: what did the car look like. Miri described it. Sarah wrote it in the notes app. Not because she knew what to do with it. Because it was information and information was what she had instead of anything else.

She thought about what she knew. She knew that a placement order had been signed by Miri, which meant her children were legally in Miri's custody, which meant Sarah could not take them anywhere without triggering a welfare notification. She knew that a commitment form existed with Miri's signature on it and a psychiatrist's signature she hadn't yet seen. She knew that Sheba Medical Center was treating a man named Mendel Karmi who knew things about October 6 that someone very much did not want known. She knew that the same protocol that was being applied to her had previously been applied to someone else — a woman Mendel had mentioned who had left the hospital before being placed, who was currently unfound. She thought: she knows something I don't know yet. She thought: or she did something I haven't figured out how to do yet.

Daniel came downstairs at nine forty. He was wearing the same clothes he'd been wearing for three days, not because he had no others but because he had decided, without discussing it, that these were the clothes of this situation and he would wear them until the situation changed. He looked at Miri. He looked at Sarah. He read the room the way he had been reading rooms since October 7 — scanning for the change, for the thing that was different from the hour before. He said: "What happened?" She said: I need to tell you something. She told him. Not everything — she told him the layer of it that was his to know, which was that the legal arrangement for him and Maya had been formalized, that they were officially in Miri's care for now, that it was temporary. He listened without interrupting. He said: "Did you sign something?" She said: no. He said: "Did you know about it?" She said: I found out this morning. He was quiet. Then he said: "Is this the same as what they did to Mendel?" She looked at him. He said: "I heard you on the phone. At night. You said his name." She said: it's related, yes. He said: "Okay." He got a glass of water. He stood at the window. He said: "So what do we do?"

Maya appeared in the kitchen doorway ten minutes later with her hair unbrushed and her socks mismatched — one white, one gray — and she looked at the three adults in the room and said nothing, which was Maya's way of asking the loudest possible question. Sarah said: come sit with me. Maya came and sat beside her at the table. Sarah put her arm around her. Maya leaned in the way she leaned — the full weight, the deliberate settling, the body saying: I have decided this is where I am. Sarah said: we're going to be here a little longer. Maya said: "How long?" Sarah said: I don't know yet. Maya said: "Is Abba coming?" Sarah said: I don't know yet. Maya was quiet for a moment. Then she said: "But you're not leaving." Sarah said: no. Maya said: "Okay." She got up and got a piece of bread from the counter and ate it standing, looking out the window, her feet bare on the tile floor, the mismatched socks abandoned somewhere upstairs with the rest of the ordinary things that had stopped mattering in the right proportions.

She called the welfare services number back at noon. She was calm on the phone in the way she was calm when she was building a record — precise, cooperative on the surface, asking the questions that created documentation. She asked for the case number. She asked for the name of the assigned caseworker. She asked for the date the placement order had been filed and the name of the authorizing party. She wrote everything in the notes app. She asked about the appeal process. The woman on the phone, the same official voice, said: "An appeal requires a clinical assessment confirming capacity to parent." She said: by whom? The woman said: "A licensed psychiatrist approved by the district welfare office." Sarah said: can I choose the psychiatrist? The woman said: "You may submit a preference. The office makes the final determination." Sarah said: I'd like to submit a preference. The woman said she would note it in the file. Sarah thanked her and hung up. She looked at the notes app. She looked at the three original numbers she had written there, which now had company — the coordination card number, the car description, the case number, the caseworker's name. She thought: this is the notebook. Not the blue one, not the one in the closet in Be'eri. This one. This is where it starts.

That night she lay in the narrow guest bed in the dark and she thought about kindness. She thought about how the whole thing had been done kindly — the man who came to Miri had been kind, had framed it as protection, as care. The welfare woman on the phone was kind, efficient, reading from a script that was designed to sound like a social service rather than an apparatus. Even Shavit, with his of courses, had been kind in the bureaucratic sense: he had not threatened her directly, he had described situations, he had offered futures. The kindness was the mechanism. The kindness was what made it possible to do all of this to a woman who had survived a massacre nine days ago and had left her phone on the kitchen counter and whose children were sleeping twenty meters away in a borrowed room. Everything had been done kindly and legally and quickly and the result was that she was lying in the dark in her sister's house without her children and without Mendel and without the blue notebook and without a single document she had signed of her own free will, and the only things she had were the notes in a phone, and the numbers, and Maya's voice saying: but you're not leaving. She said it back to the dark. No. She was not leaving. She pressed the numbers against her thigh, hard, where no one could see them.


	



CHAPTER 9 — THE SECOND FLOOR

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 14, 2023. 11:10 a.m.

The question she was told not to ask was a simple one. She had been in the records department on the fourth floor — not her floor, a floor she had no regular reason to visit, which was why she had gone there rather than making the request through the internal system where requests left traces. She had asked the archivist, a small man named Feldman who had been at Sheba since before she arrived and who processed every request with the same mild incuriosity, to pull the admission records for a patient named Mendel Karmi. Feldman had typed the name. He had looked at his screen for a moment. He had typed it again. He had said: "I'm not finding that patient in the system." She had said: he was admitted October 9, ward seven, secure unit. Feldman had typed again. He had said: "There's no record of that admission." She had said: I'm currently treating him. He had said: "I understand. But there's no record."

She had gone back to her office and opened the patient management system herself and searched Mendel Karmi three ways — name, approximate date of birth, admission date — and found nothing. The red folder on her desk was real. The stamps on it were real. The violet ink in the margin was real. She was a real psychiatrist sitting in a real office treating a patient who did not, according to any system she had access to, exist. She sat with this for a moment and then she did what she did when she encountered a clinical anomaly: she made a list. She wrote down every system in which the patient should appear. She wrote down every system in which he did not. The list of should had nine entries. The list of did not had nine entries. She underlined both lists. She drew a line between them.

The second question she was told not to ask concerned the unit designation. She had written it down from the file on day one — the six-digit code that didn't correspond to any operational registry she could find publicly. She had a colleague in the military liaison office, a man named Doron who owed her a professional favor from a case three years ago where she had written an evaluation that had required a very careful calibration between truth and prudence and she had managed it well. She called him. She gave him the six digits. She said: do you recognize this? There was a pause that was longer than the pause of a man who didn't recognize something. It was the pause of a man who recognized something and was deciding what to do about that. He said: "Where did you get this?" She said: a file. He said: "Nava." He said her name the way the man in her office had said it — the space between syllables, the weight in it. He said: "Don't ask about this." She said: I'm asking. He said: "I know. Stop."

He hung up. She sat with the phone in her hand and thought about the pause — the length of it, the quality of it, the specific register of a man who wanted to help her and had decided that helping her in this case meant not helping her. She wrote in her notepad: Doron recognized it. She wrote: he said stop. She drew a small circle around stop. She put the notepad in her desk drawer. She went to see Mendel.

He was sitting as he always sat. She had been in to see him every day for five days and in five days he had been in the same position, same chair, same posture, and she had begun to understand this as a form of communication — that the stillness was not passivity but discipline, that the pressed shirt was not vanity but armor. She sat down. She said: your file is not in the hospital system. He said: "I know." She said: do you know why? He said: "Because a file in the system can be accessed. A file that doesn't exist in the system can only be accessed by the people who know it exists." She said: it's a security measure. He said: "It's a containment measure. The distinction matters." She wrote: containment. She said: who put you here? He said: "I came voluntarily." She said: to a place that wouldn't register your admission. He said: "To a place where the right person would eventually read a red folder." He looked at her. He said: "You're the right person."

She asked him about the three names. He had mentioned three names in an earlier session — briefly, obliquely, in the way he mentioned things he intended to return to. She said: the three names you mentioned. He said: "Which session?" She said: Tuesday. You said there were three names associated with the response to the document. He said: "Two are dead." She wrote this without expression. She said: how? He said: "One in a vehicle accident on October 12. One of a cardiac event on October 14." She said: those are the dates since the attack. He said: "Yes." She said: and the third? He said: "The third is the one you need to find before you find Sarah Levin." She said: why? He said: "Because the third name is the one who can corroborate the document independently. Without the third name, you have my testimony and a woman who survived a massacre. Against that you have the full institutional weight of a protocol designed to make both of us appear delusional." She said: what's the third name? He said: "Not yet." She said: why not yet? He said: "Because you haven't asked the question that tells me you're ready for it."

She spent forty minutes trying to ask the right question. She asked about the document's origin. She asked about the chain of custody. She asked about the specific person who had stamped the response at 11:58. She asked about what happened to the assessment after it was stamped. He answered some of these — not all, not fully, in the layered way he answered everything, each answer a partial view of a larger picture that she was assembling question by question. She did not get the third name. She left the session with more than she'd come in with, which was always true with Mendel, and she thought: this is the method. He gives exactly enough. He has been doing this for however long he's been in this room. He is the most disciplined communicator she had ever sat across from and she had sat across from men who had been trained by organizations whose primary product was discipline.

The call came at 3:15. It was from the department head's office — not the department head herself, the PA, which was the bureaucratic equivalent of a letter arriving without a return address. The PA said that Dr. Elstein's patient load was being redistributed due to departmental restructuring. She said that Dr. Elstein's new office would be ready by Monday. She gave the number: room 4-C. Nava knew room 4-C. It was on the sub-floor between the third and fourth, a room that had been storage before it was an office and that still had the quality of storage — low ceiling, no external wall, no window. She said: I have a current patient in the secure unit. The PA said: the patient's care would be transferred to another clinician. Nava said: when was this decided? The PA said: the decision had been finalized this morning. Nava said: I was not consulted. The PA said: the decision was made at the department level. She said it with the specific neutrality of someone who was reading it and not saying it.

She went to the department head directly. Dr. Orenstein was in her office, behind a desk that communicated seniority through its size alone, with the expression of a woman who had been expecting this visit and had prepared for it the way you prepared for a thing you intended to survive rather than enjoy. Nava sat down without being invited, which she did deliberately, because in this kind of conversation the first thing that was established was who was operating on whose terms. She said: I've been reassigned. Orenstein said: "The restructuring affects several clinicians." Nava said: I have an active patient in the secure unit. Orenstein said: "Dr. Mizrahi will take over the case." Nava said: the patient has a specific rapport with me that took five days to establish. Orenstein said: "I'm sure Dr. Mizrahi will manage the transition professionally." She said it looking at the middle distance above Nava's left shoulder, which was where people looked when they were saying something they had decided not to mean.

Nava said: who made this decision. Orenstein said: "The restructuring was —" Nava said: who specifically. Orenstein looked at her desk. She said: "There were conversations at the administrative level." Nava said: with the hospital board? Orenstein said: "With parties who have an interest in the smooth administration of the ward." She heard herself say it and she had the grace to look briefly uncomfortable, which Nava noted because discomfort was information. Nava said: I need to transfer my notes on the patient before any handover. Orenstein said: "Of course." Nava said: in full. All sessions. Orenstein said: "Standard protocol applies." Nava said: and my personal notes, my clinical impressions, all of it goes in the official record before the handover. Orenstein said: "Of course." Nava said: today. Orenstein looked at her. She said: "It's already three-thirty." Nava said: I'll stay late. Orenstein said: "I'll let the records team know."

She spent four hours writing up her sessions with Mendel. She wrote them completely and she wrote them accurately and she wrote them with the specificity that good clinical notes required — every exchange, every detail, every moment she had observed that was relevant to his presentation. She wrote them knowing two things simultaneously: first, that the official record would be read by whoever came next, and second, that the official record was not the only copy she was making. She had a personal encrypted drive at home that she used for research projects. She had used it twice in eleven years. She typed the session notes into her personal laptop in a separate window while also entering them into the official system. When she was finished she verified both versions matched. Then she saved the personal copy to a folder she labeled with a date six months in the future, which was a filing habit she had for things she wanted to return to but did not want to find easily.

She went back to Mendel's room at seven-thirty. The ward was quieter at that hour — shift change approaching, the specific lull before the evening staff came on. The new guard at the door — still the large man with the knitted kippah, same position, same stillness — looked at her badge and said nothing. She went in. Mendel was in the same chair. She sat down. She said: I'm being reassigned. He said: "I know." She said: how? He said: "Because I told you about the two names." He looked at her. He said: "How many hours?" She said: they said Monday. He said: "Then you have the weekend." She said: the weekend for what? He said: "To ask the right question." She looked at him. She thought about the four psychiatrists before her and what each of them had done with what he had given them and what had happened. She said: what happens to you when I'm gone? He said: "The same thing that was always going to happen to me if the fifth psychiatrist was the wrong one." She said: what is the same thing? He said: "The bed gets made. No file. No record. Nothing." She wrote nothing. She sat with it. Then she said, not as a question, just saying the words to hear them: who sent you. He looked at her for a long moment. He said: "Now you're asking." He told her the third name.

She walked to her car in the parking lot at nine-fifteen. The lot was half-empty. The lights above it had the orange quality of hospital lighting at night, institutional, slightly underwater. She sat in the car without starting it and looked at the name in her notepad. She thought about what it meant — the implications of it, the reach of it, the specific reason why telling her the name before she was ready would have been worse than not telling her. She thought about Orenstein's face when she said parties who have an interest. She thought about Doron saying stop. She thought about the blank signature line on the form in her desk drawer and the woman whose name was on it and what Mendel had said about what happened if the fifth psychiatrist was the wrong one. She started the car. The wipers came on automatically — it had started to rain while she was inside, the soft persistent October rain that moved in from the sea and didn't announce itself. The blades swept across the windshield in the dark. Back and forth. Each pass saying the same thing. She drove.


	



CHAPTER 10 — THE ARCHITECT

Tel Aviv. October 17, 2023. 11:00 p.m.

She had read the notebook twice. Now she was reading it a third time, but differently — not from the beginning, not in Dror's intended sequence. She was reading the pages she had moved through quickly on the first two readings, the pages between forty-two and fifty-one that Yael had told her to read and that she had read in a café on the bus and then in the hotel and then once more, each time absorbing the next layer of what was there. Tonight she was reading pages thirty-one through forty-one, the section she had treated as prologue to the section that mattered. She was wrong to have treated it that way. Pages thirty-one through forty-one were where Dror had done his most careful work.

Page thirty-one began with a date: March 2014. A meeting. Dror did not name the meeting's location — he referred to it as "the subcommittee," which in 2014 referred to a parliamentary subcommittee on intelligence oversight that had been convened to review southern sector assessment protocols. He had attended as an observer from his district. At the meeting: a presentation on a new framework for intelligence-to-policy transmission, delivered not by a government official but by a consultant. He wrote: the consultant was introduced as a policy adviser from an unnamed institute. She had been given full access to the meeting despite not having the security clearance the meeting required. No one asked about the clearance. She spoke for forty minutes.

Page thirty-two: Dror's description of the consultant's framework. She had presented a model she called "adaptive intelligence absorption" — a tiered system for processing early-warning assessments in which the highest-risk assessments would be routed through an additional administrative review layer before generating operational requirements. The argument was efficiency: too many false positives were overwhelming response capacity. The solution was a filter. Dror had written, in the margin, in the small heavy ink he used when he was pressing: the filter is the point. He had drawn an arrow from the margin note to a diagram the consultant had left on the table — a flowchart in which the highest-risk tier looped back into the review layer rather than passing through to operations. The loop was the protocol. Drawn on a whiteboard in a parliamentary subcommittee in March 2014 by a consultant whose clearance no one had checked.

Page thirty-three. Dror had done what he always did after a meeting that troubled him: he had gone back to the administrative record and found the consultant's entry in the meeting's attendance log. Name: Adina Reiss. Affiliation: Governance Continuity Institute, Geneva, on secondment to the Office of the Policy Coordinator, Ministry of Strategic Affairs. He had searched her. She had a CV that read, at the time, as follows: law degree, Hebrew University. LLM, University of Geneva. Associate, Governance Continuity Institute, 2009–2012. Senior Legal Adviser, GCI, 2012 onward. Concurrently, since 2012: Senior Policy Adviser to the Office of the Policy Coordinator, seconded from GCI on a rolling annual appointment renewed without public notice. She had been in the government since 2012. She had been there since before anyone who would have needed to approve her was paying attention to that kind of appointment.

Dror had written, on page thirty-four: she is not employed by the government. She is lent to it. The distinction matters because a lent person can be recalled. A recalled person leaves no institutional trace. She arrived with a framework. Frameworks are harder to remove than people. He had then done what a careful intelligence officer did: he had tracked the framework backward. He found GCI's founding documentation in the Swiss commercial registry. The institute had been incorporated in 2008 with seed funding from three sources: a Geneva-based private foundation, a Brussels governance fund, and a Washington-registered charitable organization whose stated purpose was strengthening civil society institutions in emerging and transitional democracies. The Washington organization's largest donors, in its most recent public filing, included two foundations connected to major U.S. political donors, and a State Department-affiliated grant program. Dror had written the three sources in a column. He had not drawn a conclusion. He had written: I am noting what is there.

Page thirty-five contained one underlined sentence: she doesn't make decisions. She makes decisions impossible. He had written it after the word Reiss, which appeared once on that page, alone, the first time he had used her name rather than the initial or the description. The transition from description to name was its own form of documentation: once you named someone, you had decided they were the center of a thing rather than its edge. Dror had decided this in March 2014, after a parliamentary subcommittee meeting, after a flowchart on a whiteboard, after a margin note that said: the filter is the point. Sarah read the sentence three times. She thought about what it meant to make decisions impossible without making a decision yourself. She thought about Protocol 7-Aleph and the forty-seven-page Geneva opinion and the closed session of the standing committee and the stamp at 11:58 and the assessment that had not been acted on. She thought: each of those things was a decision. She thought: someone made each of those decisions possible by making the alternative impossible. She wrote in the notes app: Adina Reiss. GCI Geneva. In gov since 2012. Makes decisions impossible. Page 35 Dror.

She called Nava the next morning at seven-thirty, from the hotel corridor, standing at the window that looked onto the back of another building. Nava answered on the first ring. She said: are you at Sheba? Nava said: "Yes." She said: Dror's notebook, page thirty-three. Nava said: "I haven't read that section yet." She said: her name is Adina Reiss. She has been in the government since 2012. She is lent from a Geneva institute, not employed. She was in a parliamentary subcommittee in 2014 presenting a framework that became the operational skeleton of 7-Aleph. She said: Dror called her the architect. Nava was quiet for four seconds. She said: "Geneva." Sarah said: yes. Nava said: "I have a document from Geneva. From 2013. A legal opinion that established the protocol's legal basis." She said: "I was going to ask the third name about the initials on it." Sarah said: A.R. Nava said nothing for a moment. Sarah said: Adina Reiss. Nava said: "Yes." She said it with the specific quality of something clicking into position — not surprise, resolution. The specific sound of two pieces of a record that had been building from different directions meeting at the place they were always going to meet.

Sarah sat on the edge of the hotel bed after she hung up. She looked at the notebook, open to page thirty-five. She thought about a woman who had arrived at a parliamentary subcommittee in 2014 with a framework that was already ten years in preparation — GCI had been founded in 2008, the Geneva legal opinion had been drafted in 2013, the secondment to the Ministry of Strategic Affairs had been established in 2012. This was not improvisation. This was not a bureaucracy of indifference or a bureaucracy of preparation in the normal sense. This was a bureaucracy of placement: the careful insertion of a person into the right position at the right moment with the right framework already in her briefcase and the right institutional backing already in place to ensure that the framework, once introduced, was not questioned. She thought: Dror saw this in 2014 and wrote four hundred and twelve words about what he saw. She thought: he died in 2019. She thought: that is not a coincidence. She thought: it is the kind of thing that is not a coincidence but that is nearly impossible to prove is not a coincidence, which is precisely the property you wanted in 2019 if you were the kind of person who made decisions impossible.

She photographed pages thirty-one through forty-one. She sent them to the encrypted drive and to Nava's personal address. She wrote in the notes app: Dror's section 31-41. The foundation of the mechanism. Before 7-Aleph was a protocol it was a framework. Before it was a framework it was a seconded adviser. Before it was a seconded adviser it was a Geneva institution founded in 2008 with American and European money for the stated purpose of strengthening democratic institutions. She looked at what she had written. She thought about strengthening. She thought about what a word meant when the architecture it described did the opposite of what the word said. She thought: the notebook has been building toward this page since page one. She thought: Dror knew. He knew in 2014 and he kept building the record for five years until the cardiac event that was convenient for someone and that we cannot prove was not a cardiac event. She thought: I am going to prove everything I can prove. And I am going to give the rest to Har-Lev and the committee and the judge and let the record do what records do, which is not go away.


	



CHAPTER 11 — ROCK BOTTOM

Tel Aviv. October 18, 2023. 7:44 a.m.

The hotel room cost four hundred and twenty shekels a night, which was the cheapest she had found within walking distance of the address she needed to be near, and it smelled of the specific combination of industrial cleaning product and someone else's sleep that all hotel rooms at this price point smelled of, and the window looked onto the ventilation shaft of the building next door, and none of this was the problem. She had been here three nights. She had: her phone, its charger, two changes of clothes in a bag she had bought at the shop on Ibn Gabirol for sixty-two shekels, a toothbrush, and the notes app with its accumulated entries — the three original numbers, the coordination card number, the case number, the caseworker's name, the car description, and four new entries she had added in the past seventy-two hours that she had not yet been able to fully parse.

She had left Miri's house on the night of the sixteenth. She had not left because Miri had asked her to, or because the children were not there, or because the house was not safe. She had left because staying was becoming a liability — for her and for Miri and for the children, in that order. The man with the briefcase had come to Miri's door. He knew where Miri lived. He had a card that said Coordination. He had a car with two people in it. Staying at the address where she had been documented as staying was the thing you did when you had not yet understood that you were being managed. She understood it now. She had kissed Maya and Daniel while they were sleeping — Daniel slept through it, Maya's hand tightened briefly around hers and then released without waking — and she had taken the bag she had quietly packed that afternoon and she had left.

She had told Daniel and Maya she was going to sort out some paperwork. She had told Miri she was going to a hotel for a few days to get her head straight, which was true in the way that true things could be partial. She had told Miri: do not tell anyone where I am. Miri had said: I don't know where you are. Sarah had said: good. Miri had looked at her with the face of a woman who had made a mistake and knew it and was in the early stages of understanding that knowing it was not the same as having fixed it. Sarah had not said: you signed the forms. She had not said: you let a man with a briefcase tell you I was broken. She had not said any of this because it was true and it was beside the point and the point was: she was leaving, and Miri would be with the children, and the children were two. Still two.

The hotel had Wi-Fi. She had been using it on her phone with a VPN she had downloaded on the bus from Netanya, which she had paid for with the cash she had withdrawn from her account in two separate transactions at two different ATMs on two different days, because she had read enough news in her life to understand the basic architecture of a financial trace. She had two thousand, three hundred shekels in cash. She had her credit card, which she was not using for anything she did not want located. She had the phone, which was on her name and therefore locatable, which she was managing by leaving it at the hotel when she went out and going out on routes that did not follow a pattern. She was doing all of this not because she was certain she was being followed but because the cost of acting as if she was and being wrong was low, and the cost of acting as if she wasn't and being wrong was not.

The name Mendel had given her was a name she had heard before. Not in a context that had meant anything to her at the time — in a news article, perhaps, or a radio segment, the kind of name that moved through Israeli public life in the background register, official and therefore unexamined. A name attached to a position, to a function, to a role within a structure. She had looked it up on three separate occasions since the night Mendel had said it, each time from a different network, and what she had found each time was the same: a man with a title, a record of service, a face in institutional photographs that was the face of a man who had been photographed in institutional settings so many times that the face had become the setting. She had looked at the face for a while. She had thought: this is what ordinary looks like when it is the thing you were wrong about.

She had three tasks. She had written them in the notes app under a heading she had labeled ERRANDS so that they looked, to anyone who happened to see her screen, like a grocery list of the administrative kind. The first task was the blue notebook. She had been thinking about it since Mendel mentioned it — since Miri said: he called, he said the numbers are in the blue notebook in the back of the closet. Be'eri was a closed military zone. She had called the army liaison number twice and been told that civilian access to the kibbutz was restricted pending security assessment and that she would be notified when access was permitted. She was not going to wait to be notified. She was working out how not to wait. The second task was the welfare appeal — the clinical assessment that could reverse the placement order, which required a licensed psychiatrist, which required a psychiatrist who was not already in someone's system. The third task was the phone number from the card. Coordination. She had not called it yet because calling it was the kind of move you made when you had enough that it didn't matter if they knew you'd called, and she was not there yet.

She ate breakfast at the falafel place two blocks from the hotel because it was cheap and because it was not the kind of place where anyone who was looking for her would think to look, which was a category of reasoning she had not previously applied to choosing where to eat breakfast and which she found she was applying now without effort, as if it had always been a skill she had and had simply not needed. She sat at the counter facing the street and ate and watched the street the way she had been watching streets since October 7 — not for danger exactly, but for discontinuity. For the thing that didn't fit the rhythm of what was around it. She had seen Shavit's face in her mind three times in the past two days, the specific moment when she had mentioned Sheba and his pen had not paused. She thought: he knew about Mendel before I mentioned him. She thought: which means Shavit is not investigating what happened on October 7. He is managing what happened after.

She called her mother from the hotel room at ten. Her mother answered on the first ring, which meant she had been watching the phone. She said: Sarah. She said it the way you said a name when the name was also a question. Sarah said: I'm okay, Ima. Her mother said: where are you? Sarah said: Tel Aviv. Her mother said: the children? Sarah said: they're with Miri, they're safe. Her mother was quiet for a moment. She said: "Come home." Sarah said: I'm working on something. Her mother said: "You're not — you don't have to — " She stopped. She said: "You were in a safe room for six hours. You are allowed to not be working on something." Sarah said: I know. Her mother said: "The children need their mother." Sarah said: I know. Her mother said: "Then come." Sarah sat on the edge of the hotel bed and looked at the window onto the ventilation shaft and thought about her mother's kitchen, the specific smell of it, the way it had always been the same smell regardless of what her mother was cooking, a smell that was the kitchen itself and not any particular food. She said: soon, Ima. Her mother said: "How soon?" Sarah said: I don't know yet. Her mother was quiet. Then she said: "You sound like your father." Sarah said: I know. Her mother said: "He was always working on something." She did not say whether this was a compliment.

She had been thinking about Be'eri. She had been thinking about it the way you thought about a place you could not go — not in the sentimental register, not the jasmine and the fence post and the particular September light, but practically, architecturally. The kibbutz was sealed. The army controlled access. But the army was a bureaucracy and bureaucracies had edges, had the places where one jurisdiction met another and neither one covered the gap fully. She had been mapping the edges. She had been doing this in the notes app, in a section she labeled differently each day, using the kind of notation that looked like nothing if you didn't know what it was. She had found two potential approaches. Neither was clean. Both required things she did not yet have. She was working on having them.

At two in the afternoon there was a knock on the hotel room door. She was at the small desk with her phone in front of her and the bag on the bed and the two changes of clothes hanging in the open closet because the closet had no door and she had left them there anyway because having them visible meant she would not forget them in the four seconds between deciding to leave and leaving. The knock was the housekeeper's knock — she knew it because it had the rhythm of an institutional knock, two and then one, the same pattern that had come from the other side of the mamad door on October 7 — and her body reacted before her mind did, a full-second freeze, the specific stillness of a person who had learned that two-and-one meant something it had not meant before. Then she said: one moment. She went to the door. She opened it. It was the housekeeper. She said: towels? Sarah said: yes, thank you. She took the towels. She closed the door. She stood with the towels in her arms for a moment. She thought: the knock. She thought: the knock on the mamad door was two and then one. She thought: Mendel knew the drill, he knew the drill from the exercises they'd run, he knocked two and one so she would know it was protocol, so she would know it was a kibbutz contact. She thought: he was trying to tell her it was safe to open. She had not opened for forty seconds. She sat on the edge of the bed and held the towels and thought about forty seconds and what forty seconds was worth.

She wrote it in the notes app. Not because it changed anything. Because it was true and it belonged in the record and the record was the thing she was building, piece by piece, in the only place she currently had to build it. She wrote: he knocked two-one. He was using the drill code. She wrote: forty seconds. She looked at what she had written. Then she added: he waited. He waited the whole time. She put the phone face-down on the bed. She looked at the ventilation shaft outside the window. The light had shifted since morning — it was the flat gray-gold of a Tel Aviv afternoon in October, the same color it was in September but with less warmth in it, the temperature of a thing that knew it was finishing. She had: a hotel room, a bag, a phone, the notes. She had: three original numbers plus everything that had accumulated around them since. She had: the name Mendel had given her and the knowledge of what it meant and the knowledge that knowing what it meant without being able to prove it was the same as not knowing it. She had: two sleeping children sixty kilometers north who believed she was sorting out paperwork. She had: Mendel in a room that the hospital system said didn't exist. She had the knock. Two and then one. She had forty seconds that she could not take back and that she was not going to spend the rest of her life accounting for, because accounting for them was not the same as doing something about them, and she was here, in this room, to do something about them.

She picked the phone back up. She opened the notes app. She scrolled to the bottom of the list — past the three original numbers, past everything that had accumulated, to the blank line at the end. She typed a new entry. She typed it slowly, checking each word, because the words mattered and she had learned, in the past eleven days, that the words she chose were the architecture of what came next. She typed: find the notebook. Get to Be'eri. Then she put the phone in her pocket. She picked up her bag. She had sixty-two shekels left from the shop on Ibn Gabirol. She had her card, which she was not going to use unless she had to. She had the address she had written on a piece of paper from the hotel notepad, the one she had been near for three days without going to. She went to the door. She opened it. The hotel corridor was empty and fluorescent and entirely ordinary. She stepped into it.


	



CHAPTER 12 — THE RAV

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 16, 2023. 9:30 a.m.

It was a Saturday. She had come in anyway, which was not unusual for her — she had come in on Saturdays before, for cases that required it, for patients who did not observe the rhythmic indifference of the institutional week. The ward on Saturday had a specific quality: quieter, slower, the particular texture of a place operating on reduced staff and reduced urgency, the fluorescent lights seeming slightly dimmer even though they were not. She had her notepad. She had the encrypted drive in her bag. She had three days left before Monday, when the transfer would take effect and room 4-C would become her office and Mendel Karmi would become Dr. Mizrahi's patient, except that Mendel Karmi did not exist in any system and Dr. Mizrahi would find an empty room with a made bed and no file and wonder briefly what he had been assigned before moving on to something that did exist.

She had spent Friday doing two things. The first was writing the rest of her session notes into the official system — not all of them, because all of them would have raised the kind of flag that caused records to be reviewed before they were filed, but enough: a careful, accurate, technically complete record of a patient presenting with acute stress response and atypical cognitive clarity. A record that said, in clinical language, this man is not psychotic. A record that said: the details he provides are internally consistent, precise, and corroborated by verifiable external facts. She had written it knowing it would be read, knowing it might be altered, knowing that putting it into the official system was both the safest place for it and the least safe. The second thing she had done on Friday was call her mother and decline the Friday dinner, which was the first Friday dinner she had missed in eleven months and which her mother had received with the silence of a woman adding a data point to a private calculation.

The guard at the secure ward door was not the large man with the knitted kippah. This was a different guard — younger, lighter, with the watchful quality of someone filling a role he had been given two days ago. He checked her badge with less thoroughness than the other one, which she noted because less thoroughness meant less briefing, which meant either the transition was already happening or someone had decided Saturday was low-risk. She went in. Mendel was in the chair. He was not in his usual posture — he was leaning forward slightly, elbows on knees, which was the first variation she had seen in five days and which she sat with for a moment before sitting down, reading it. Not distress. Something forward-leaning in the emotional register as well. Anticipation, possibly. Or the posture of a man who had decided today was the day for the thing he had been deciding how to say.

She said: I have until Monday. He said: "I know." She said: I've filed complete session notes. He said: "They'll be amended." She said: I have copies. He looked at her. He said: "Where?" She said: somewhere they won't look first. He said: "There is nowhere they won't look eventually." She said: eventually is not Monday. He considered this. He said: "No. It's not." She opened her notepad to a fresh page. She said: you gave me the third name Thursday night. I've been with it for two days. I understand what the name means in terms of the institutional architecture. What I don't understand is the mechanism — how a man in that position issues a protocol response at 11:58 p.m. and the protocol holds across multiple agencies for eleven days without a single internal challenge. He said: "Because the protocol is not unusual. It has been used before." She said: 7-Aleph has been used before? He said: "Three times that I can document. Twice before October 7."

She wrote: three times. Two before. She said: against whom? He said: "Against people who had read documents that were inconvenient." She said: all intelligence personnel? He said: "One was. One was a journalist. One was a reservist who stumbled onto something during a training exercise." She said: what happened to them? He said: "The intelligence officer is currently in a private facility outside Jerusalem. He has been there for eight years." She paused. She said: eight years. He said: "He is, according to his file, a chronic schizophrenic with paranoid ideation. He has no criminal record. He has no history of psychiatric illness prior to his placement. He has a family who visits once a month and who have been told, consistently and with compassion, that he requires long-term care." She put her pen down again. She thought about what she had said to the man with the briefcase: I don't sign documents endorsing evaluations I didn't perform. She thought about what it meant that someone had signed those documents for the intelligence officer eight years ago.

She said: the journalist. He said: "She recanted. Publicly. On a program with half a million viewers." She said: voluntarily? He said: "She described it as a voluntary reassessment of her sources." He said it with the specific flatness of a man who had looked at the word voluntary under a strong light for a long time. She said: and the reservist? He said: "He moved to Canada. He lives in Vancouver. He works in construction. He has not spoken publicly about anything related to the Israeli security apparatus since 2019." She said: so the protocol has three outcomes. Placement. Recantation. Departure. He said: "Yes." She said: and for Sarah Levin? He said: "Placement was the selected approach. She is more difficult to persuade and she has children, which makes departure unlikely." She said: how do you know she's difficult to persuade? He said: "Because she opened the door."

She looked at him. He said: "On October 7. The mamad door. She was inside with her children and her — " he paused slightly on the next word, long enough for her to hear the pause — "with the children, and she had every reason not to open it, and she opened it anyway." She said: how do you know about the mamad? He said: "Because I was on the other side of it." She said nothing for a moment. She said: you were at Be'eri on October 7. He said: "I was evacuated from Be'eri on October 7." She said: you know her. He said: "I know her." She said: the woman who sent you the document. He said: "Yes." She said: and her children were in the room. He said: "Yes." She said: so when you say she's difficult to persuade — He said: "I mean she is a woman who, on the worst morning of her life, with her children in a concrete room and sounds outside that she had no framework for, made a decision based on incomplete information in under sixty seconds. That is not a woman who can be persuaded that what she knows isn't true."

She wrote: mamad. She wrote: incomplete information, under 60 seconds. She drew a line under it. She said: I need to find her before Monday. He said: "I know." She said: you said the third name before you told me this. Why? He said: "Because the third name is the center. Sarah Levin is not the center — she is the proof. She has the notebook. The notebook has the corroboration. But without the third name, the notebook is one woman's account of what one man told her. With the third name, it is an institutional record." She said: so the sequence is: third name first, then Sarah, then the notebook. He said: "The sequence is: you understand what you're carrying before you go to collect it." She said: and now I understand? He said: "Now you understand enough." She said: what's the difference? He said: "Enough means you know what to do with it when you have it. Understanding would mean you knew what it was going to cost." She looked at him. She said: and I don't know that yet. He said: "Nobody does. That's what makes it a decision instead of a calculation."

She said: why did you give me a name I didn't ask about? He said: "Which name?" She said: last session. Tuesday. You mentioned a Rav. You said find the Rav. You said it once and then moved on. She had looked up the name — it was not the third name Mendel had given her Thursday, it was a different name, an older one, a name attached to a yeshiva in Jerusalem and a body of teaching she had not previously engaged with. She had read two pages of the teaching online at midnight on Wednesday and understood approximately forty percent of it and had felt, in the forty percent she understood, something she could not immediately categorize. He said: "Because the third name will not be enough by itself. Documentation without framework is evidence. Evidence without framework is noise." She said: you want me to go to a rabbi for framework. He said: "I want you to go to him because he is the only person alive who has read the document, understood what it means in the register that matters, and chosen to remain in place." She said: he's read it? He said: "He was shown it thirty years ago, by a man who is now dead, who told him: when the time comes, someone will ask you about this. Tell them what it means." She said: and the time has come. He said: "The time came on October 7. It is still coming."

She wrote the Rav's name in her notepad. She had written it before, on Wednesday, but this time she wrote it differently — not as information to be processed but as an address, a place she was going to go. She underlined it once. She said: why didn't you lead with him? He said: "Because you weren't ready." She said: you keep saying that. He said: "Because it keeps being true." She said: how do you know when someone is ready? He said: "When they stop asking me why and start asking me how." She looked at what she had written. The name. The address in Jerusalem, which she had found online and verified. The note she had made two nights ago: read two pages, understood 40%. She thought: this is the how. She picked up her pen. She wrote: go Saturday. She said: today. He looked at her. He said: "It's Shabbat." She said: I know. He said: "He won't be at the yeshiva." She said: where will he be? He said: "At home. Eating lunch with his family. As he does every Shabbat." She said: then I'll go to his home. He said: "He won't appreciate it." She said: I have two days. He said: "He won't appreciate it and he will still talk to you, because that's what he's been waiting thirty years to do." He looked at her for a moment. He said: "Tell him Mendel sent you. Tell him: the watchman says morning is coming."

She left the ward at eleven. She drove to Jerusalem on the 1, which was empty in the way roads were empty on Shabbat — not deserted, but lighter, the particular Saturday quality of a road that was being used by people who had somewhere they needed to be rather than people who were simply going. The hills came up around the road as she climbed toward the city, the limestone pale in the October light, the terraces cut into the hillsides by people who had been growing things on these hills for longer than the roads existed. She had the Rav's address on a piece of paper on the passenger seat. She had her notepad. She had the name Mendel had written in the air when he said it — not literally written, but said with a weight that made it feel written, the weight of a thing passed from one person to another across a very long distance. She drove. The city rose toward her. She thought about what he had said: tell him the watchman says morning is coming. She thought about Isaiah and the answer that was neither comfort nor clarity. Morning is coming, and also night. Come back if you want. Ask again. She thought: this is the asking again. This is the return.

She found the house on a quiet street in Rehavia, a neighborhood of old stone buildings and overgrown gardens where Jerusalem had the specific quality it had in the older parts — not ancient, not modern, something between, the city's way of being in several times at once. She sat in the car across the street. The front window of the house had its shutters half-open. Inside she could see a table set for Shabbat lunch — white cloth, silver candlesticks, the shapes of people moving, the sound of nothing she could hear through the glass. She thought: I am about to knock on the door of a man I have never met, on his Shabbat, and tell him a student he taught thirty years ago is in a hospital room that does not officially exist, and that the document he was shown three decades ago has arrived at its moment, and that what he told the man who showed it to him was correct: someone has come to ask. She sat with this for a moment. She thought about the four psychiatrists before her and what they had done and what had happened to them. She thought about the blank page the man with the briefcase had asked her to sign. She thought about what Mendel had said: not this time was not a vow. It was an observation. She got out of the car. She crossed the street. She knocked.


	



CHAPTER 13 — THE ENVELOPE

Netanya. October 19, 2023. 2:14 p.m.

The envelope was on the floor inside Miri's front door when Daniel found it. He called Sarah on Miri's phone — Sarah's own phone was at the hotel, she had left it there again, the habit now automatic — and he said: there's an envelope here with your name on it. She said: don't open it. He said: I haven't. She said: who put it there? He said: I don't know, it was on the floor when I came home from the beach. She said: when did you get back from the beach? He said: twenty minutes ago. She said: was the door locked when you left? He said: yes. She said: is Miri there? He said: she went to get Maya from Tamar's. She said: stay inside. Lock the door. Don't let anyone in until Miri gets back. He said: Sarah. It's just an envelope. She said: I know. Lock the door.

She was back at the hotel. She had been back since noon, after spending the morning at a café on Dizengoff with her phone and the notes app and a coffee that she had made last two hours because she had nowhere else to be and the café had Wi-Fi and the Wi-Fi was not on her name. She had been mapping the perimeter of the Be'eri access problem. She had found a name — a man who drove supply runs for families trying to retrieve belongings from closed kibbutzim, operating in the grey space between official restriction and the army's practical inability to be everywhere at once. She had his number. She had not called it yet. She had been about to call it when Daniel called her.

She took the bus to Netanya. An hour and twenty minutes, the coastal road, the sea appearing and disappearing between buildings as the bus moved north. She sat at the back and watched the road and thought about envelopes. About who had it, who had delivered it, what it meant that it had come to Miri's address — because Miri's address was the address on the welfare file, the address associated with the placement order, the address the man with the briefcase had come to. It was not a secret address. Anyone who had the welfare file had Miri's address. The question was not how they found it. The question was what they wanted her to do with whatever was inside.

Miri was home when she arrived. Maya was in the kitchen eating something at the table with the focused attention she brought to eating when she was not going to be distracted by conversation. Daniel was at the door. He had the envelope in his hand. He held it out to her. She looked at it before she took it. Plain white envelope, her name in print — not handwritten, printed, which meant either a printer or a stamp, which meant either bureaucratic or deliberate. No return address. The paper was slightly heavier than standard. She took it. She sat down at Miri's table. She opened it carefully, along the seal, not tearing.

Inside: a single page. The page was not official — no letterhead, no form number, no agency designation. At the top: a date. October 6, 2023. Below the date: a name she did not recognize, a first name only, Yael, and beneath that, four lines of text that she read once quickly and then again slowly and then set down on the table and looked at without reading. The lines said: the assessment was received. The assessment was logged. The assessment was responded to at 23:58. The response was: noted, protocol applies. Do not act. At the bottom of the page, below the four lines, a fifth line in different type — slightly smaller, as if added later or by a different hand: He knew. She read the fifth line. She put her hand flat on the page.

He knew. Two words. No subject specified, no predicate beyond the knowing. But she had the timestamp — 23:58, October 6 — and she had the protocol number from the notes app and she had Mendel's voice saying: it was not a warning. It was an assessment. The distinction matters. And now she had: he knew. She thought about what knew meant in this sentence. She thought about it the way she had been thinking about things since October 7, in the register of specific weight — not the abstract knowing of a person who has processed information, but the knowing of a person who has received information and made a decision with it. He knew and the decision was: noted, protocol applies. Do not act.

Miri was standing at the counter. She was not pretending to do something else this time. She was just standing there, watching Sarah, with the expression of a woman who had made a mistake and was now watching the size of it come into focus. Daniel sat across from Sarah at the table. He looked at the page. He did not ask to read it. He looked at her face instead, reading that. She said: did you see who put this through the door? He said: no. She said: did anyone come to the door today? Miri said: no. A delivery came this morning — she paused — a box, addressed to Elan. Sarah said: from whom? Miri looked at the wall. She said: I didn't check.

She photographed the page on Miri's phone. Both sides. She photographed the envelope. She put the original page back in the envelope and put the envelope in her bag. She looked at the photograph. She thought: Yael. A first name only. Not the third name Mendel had given her — that name was a man's name, an institutional name, a name with a title attached to it. Yael was something else. Yael was someone who had been inside the system on October 6 and had written four lines and a fifth line and had put them in an envelope addressed to a woman she had never met and had found a way to get it through a locked door in Netanya without signing in anywhere. She thought: the woman who sent it to me. Mendel's words. The woman who had left the hospital before being placed. The woman who had been the first target of 7-Aleph and had gotten out.

Maya said, from the table: "Who's Yael?" She had been eating and reading at the same time, which was a thing she did that Sarah had never successfully discouraged, and she had apparently been reading the photograph on Miri's phone, which Sarah had left face-up on the table. Sarah turned it over. She said: someone who had information. Maya said: "Is she the one who knows where Abba is?" Sarah said: I don't know yet. Maya said: "But she knows something." Sarah said: yes. Maya went back to eating. She ate two more bites and then said, without looking up: "He knew means whoever he is knew before it happened and didn't stop it." Sarah looked at her. Maya looked up. She said: "That's what it means." She said it the way she said things that were simply accurate, without inflection, without seeking confirmation. She was eight years old. Sarah said: yes. That's what it means. Maya went back to eating.

She stayed until after dinner. She helped Miri with the dishes, which was the first ordinary thing she had done in four days, the hot water and the soap and the specific sequence of Miri's kitchen — plates first, then glasses, then the pot — which was the same sequence their mother used and that Miri had adopted and that Sarah had adopted too, in Be'eri, without noticing she'd done it. She washed and Miri dried and they did not talk about the envelope. They talked about the boys — Miri's boys, who were at a friend's — and about whether the fig tree in the back garden needed cutting back, and about a film Miri had seen with Elan last month that she recommended, and it was the most normal conversation Sarah had had since September 29 and it felt, in her chest, like something reopening that she had thought might have closed permanently.

She said goodbye to the children at eight-thirty. Daniel she hugged at the door and he stood in it the way he stood in hugs now — accepting them, arms coming up slowly, but present. She said: I'll call tomorrow. He said: okay. She said: you're doing well. He looked at her with Mendel's eyes. He said: "You too." She went to Maya's room. Maya was already in bed, the light still on, a book open on her chest that she was not reading. She looked at Sarah when she came in. Sarah sat on the edge of the bed. She said: I'm going to figure this out. Maya said: "I know." Sarah said: it might take a little longer. Maya said: "How much longer?" Sarah said: I don't know exactly. Maya said: "But you're going to." Sarah said: yes. Maya looked at her with the specific directness she had brought to everything since October 7. She said: "The envelope was from her, wasn't it. The one who left the hospital." Sarah looked at her. She said: I think so. Maya said: "Find her." She said it quietly, not urgently — as a direction, a practical suggestion, the way you said: turn left, or: the post needs replacing. Sarah said: I will. Maya closed her eyes. Sarah turned off the light.

On the bus back to Tel Aviv she took out the envelope and held it in her lap without opening it again. She had memorized what it said. She was thinking now about the architecture of it — why a page and not a phone call, why one page and not more, why the date and the timestamp and the name Yael and the two words at the bottom but nothing else. She thought: she gave me the minimum. She thought: she gave me exactly what I needed to confirm what I already suspected, and nothing that could be used to trace her if the envelope was intercepted. She thought: this is what careful looks like when someone has been running for longer than eleven days. She looked at the envelope. Plain white. No prints she could find. She thought about the three outcomes Mendel had described — placement, recantation, departure — and she thought: Yael chose none of them. She thought: there is a fourth option. She looked out the bus window at the night coast moving south. She thought: there is a fourth option and I need to find out what it is before I run out of time for the others.

She was back at the hotel at ten-fifteen. She unlocked the room. She turned on the lamp — not the overhead light, the lamp, because the overhead light had the quality of institutional lighting and she was tired of institutional things. She sat on the bed with the envelope on her knee and the notes app open and she typed the two words under everything else that was already there. He knew. She looked at the list. Everything that had accumulated since October 7 — the numbers, the names, the case number, the car description, the protocol, the timestamp, the forms, the three outcomes, the Rav's address, the knock two-and-one, and now this. He knew. She looked at it for a while. She thought: this is the notebook. She had been thinking of it as the preparation for the notebook, the gathering before the gathering. But this was it. This was the record. She closed the app. She lay back on the bed with the lamp on and the ventilation shaft outside the window and the sound of Tel Aviv doing its nighttime thing, and she thought about an eight-year-old girl saying: find her. As if it were simple. As if all things that needed doing could be said in two words and were therefore possible. She closed her eyes. She thought: find her. She thought: yes.


	



CHAPTER 14 — HATATI

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 18, 2023. 3:50 p.m.

She told Amit at 3:50 in the afternoon, which was a time she chose deliberately — not morning, when the ward was at full function and everything she said would pass through the normal channels, and not evening, when telling someone something became intimate in a way she didn't want. Mid-afternoon had the quality of a window: still institutional, still professional, but with the day's urgency past its peak. She had known Amit Rosenberg for nine years. He was the head of the forensic unit on the sixth floor, a man of precise language and patient temperament who had, over nine years, become the person she trusted most in the building. Not a close friend. A trusted colleague. She had told him things before — things that required a second opinion, things that required someone who understood the architecture of the institution. She had never told him anything like this.

She told him in his office with the door closed. She told him about the red folder and the stamp. She told him about Mendel — not the name, not the room number, but the category of it: a patient with no system record, admitted under an unregistered unit designation, presenting as clinically intact while being held under a protocol she had now identified as having been used previously against three other individuals. She told him about the commitment form. She told him about the forged notes. She told him about the man with the briefcase and the lighter and the words: we need your endorsement to make this clean. She told him about her reassignment to room 4-C effective Monday. She told him none of the names. She watched him while she told him. He listened the way he always listened — hands flat on the desk, eyes on her, without interrupting. When she finished he was quiet for a moment. Then he said: "How long have you been holding this?"

She said: ten days. He said: "Ten days." He said it not as a criticism — he said it as a man taking the weight of something and assessing it. He said: "The patient. Is he safe right now?" She said: for approximately sixty hours. He said: "And the woman?" She said: I don't know where she is. He said: "But she's the one who — " She said: yes. He said: "And the document exists." She said: the document existed. I haven't seen it. I've been told what it contained by someone I believe to be credible. He said: "Credible on what basis?" She said: on the basis of ten sessions in which every verifiable detail he has given me has checked out. He said: "How many details?" She said: seven. He looked at her. He said: "All seven?" She said: all seven. He sat back. He looked at the window. He said: "Nava." She said: I know. He said: "This is — " She said: I know what it is. He said: "If you're right —" She said: I know what happens if I'm right.

He said: what do you need? She had expected more resistance — more of the institutional caution that was his natural register, more of the careful weighing of risks that she had watched him apply to difficult cases over nine years. The speed of the question caught her slightly. She thought: he asked what I need, not whether I'm sure, not whether I've considered the alternatives. She thought: this is what it looks like when someone you've trusted for nine years decides to trust you back at the same scale. She said: I need someone to know what I know. In case something happens before I can move on it. He said: "I'm the someone." She said: and I need to know if you have any access to records that predate the current system architecture — anything that would have been filed before the digital migration in 2018. He said: "The archive floor." She said: yes. He said: "You think there are earlier instances." She said: Mendel says three. Two before October 7. But three is what he can document. If the protocol has been running for eight years — He said: "There could be more."

She said: and I need one more thing. He looked at her. She said: if on Monday I am in room 4-C and Dr. Mizrahi is assigned my former patient and the patient is subsequently — transferred, or missing, or otherwise no longer present — I need someone who will ask the question officially. Not informally. Not a colleague wondering aloud. A formal inquiry, in the system, requiring a documented response. He said: "On what grounds?" She said: patient safety. A patient under my care was transferred without my knowledge or consent during an active treatment relationship. He said: "That requires documentation of the treatment relationship." She said: I have documentation. He said: "In the official system?" She said: yes. He said: "And they can't remove it?" She said: they can amend it. They can't erase a filing that has a timestamp and an author's registration number without creating a trace of the erasure. He said: "You've thought about this." She said: I've had ten days.

He said: I'll ask the question. She said: thank you. He said: "Don't thank me yet." He said it without irony — he said it as a man who knew that what he was agreeing to was not a favor in the ordinary sense. He said: "Is there anyone else who knows?" She said: the patient knows everything. The woman knows parts of it. A Rav in Jerusalem knows the historical framework. He said: "A rabbi." She said: yes. He said: "You went to a rabbi." She said: on Saturday. He said: "Was he —" he appeared to be selecting his word — "helpful?" She thought about the house in Rehavia and the Shabbat table and the old man who had opened the door and looked at her for a moment and said: you're not from the neighborhood. She had said: no. He had said: come in. He had said it the way you said come in when you had been expecting someone and had not known their face. She said to Amit: he was helpful. He said: "How?" She said: he gave me a framework. He said: "For what?" She said: for understanding why the document was ignored. Not the institutional reason. The other reason.

Amit looked at her for a moment. He said: "There's another reason?" She said: there are always two reasons. The institutional reason is the mechanism. It explains how. He said: "And the other reason explains —" She said: why the mechanism was available. Why it had been built. Why someone decided, eight years ago, that what the state needed was a protocol for turning knowledge into illness. Amit was quiet. She said: the Rav said — she stopped. She thought about how to translate what the Rav had said, which had been said in a register that was not Amit's register and that she was still working through herself. She said: he said that the capacity to do what was done on October 6 — to receive information about harm to your own people and respond with a protocol rather than a warning — requires a prior decision. A decision made long before the document arrived. A decision about who counts as real. He looked at her. He said: "That's not a psychiatric framework." She said: no. He said: "Is it useful?" She thought about it. She said: it's the only framework I've found that explains why seven verifiable details check out. Why it's not a failure. Why it's a decision.

She left his office at five-fifteen. She stood in the corridor outside and thought: I told someone. She had known it was necessary — had known since the man with the briefcase had sat in her patient chair that isolation was the mechanism's friend, that what 7-Aleph required to function was a target who had no one who officially knew what they knew. She had given Amit enough that he could ask the formal question. She had not given him the name, or the patient's name, or the location of the private facility where the intelligence officer had been for eight years. She had given him the institutional thread. The thread that, if pulled officially and on the record, would at minimum create a trace. She thought: a trace is not proof. She thought: a trace is what proof is made of.

The feeling that came next was not what she expected. She had expected relief — the specific exhale of having transferred part of a weight. What she felt was more precise than that. She felt the specific way you felt when you understood that the thing you had been doing alone was now something two people were doing. Not safer. Not less dangerous. Just — witnessed. The word arrived in her mind with a weight that she recognized as the Rav's word — he had used it on Saturday, standing in his kitchen after lunch while his wife cleared the table with the quiet efficiency of a woman who had been giving her husband space to talk to strangers for thirty years. He had said: the function of a witness is not to save. It is to prevent the erasure of what happened. She had written it in the notes. She looked at it now in the corridor, in the notes app, between the case number and the car description. Prevent the erasure of what happened. She closed the app. She went back to her office. She had sixty hours. She was going to use all of them.

She called Peretz at six. He was the second psychiatrist — the one who had been on Mendel's case before her, the one who had resigned effective immediately citing a personal crisis. She had found his mobile number in the departmental directory. He answered on the fourth ring with the voice of a man who had been screening calls. She said: it's Nava Elstein. There was a pause. He said: "I know who it is." She said: I've been assigned the case you left. He said: "I know." She said: I need to know what happened to you. He said: "Nothing happened to me." She said: you resigned citing a personal crisis. He said: "It was a personal crisis." She said: was it? He was quiet for four seconds. She counted them. He said: "Where are you calling from?" She said: my mobile. He said: "Go somewhere else." She said: this is a standard mobile — He said: "Go somewhere else and call me back from a payphone." He hung up.

She found a payphone on the ground floor near the cafeteria — there were two left in the hospital, relics of an era before mobiles, kept operational by some institutional inertia that had never gotten around to removing them. She used coins from her wallet. She called the number. He answered immediately this time. He said: "When they came to me it was a different form. Not the commitment authorization. A release form. They told me the patient was being transferred to a specialized facility for his own benefit and they needed my clinical sign-off to complete the transfer." She said: did you sign? He said: "No." She said: what happened when you refused? He said: "Nothing happened immediately. Two days later I received a call from the licensing board. An anonymous complaint had been filed alleging I had violated patient confidentiality in an unrelated case." She said: was it valid? He said: "It was fabricated. But fabricated complaints require a response, which requires documentation, which goes into a file that exists permanently regardless of the outcome." She said: so you resigned to protect yourself from the file. He said: "I resigned because a man came to my house at eleven at night and sat in his car outside for forty-five minutes and then left without doing anything." He said it flatly. He said: "I have two children. I don't know what you're trying to do. I hope you manage it. Don't call this number again." He hung up.

She stood at the payphone for a moment after she hung up. The cafeteria behind her was in the wind-down of the dinner service, the sound of trays and the particular smell of institutional food at the end of a day. She thought about a man sitting in a car outside a colleague's house at eleven at night, doing nothing. She thought about what nothing was designed to communicate. She thought about Amit saying: I'll ask the question. She thought about the Rav in his kitchen saying: prevent the erasure. She thought about Mendel's hands on his knees, steady, session after session, the hands of a man who had been waiting for the fifth person and had not let the waiting change his hands. She hung up the receiver. She walked back to her office. She thought: I have made a mistake. Not the telling — the telling was right, the telling was necessary. The mistake was telling Amit before she understood the full reach of who was watching. She thought: he sat in his car for forty-five minutes. She thought: I told Amit at 3:50. She thought: how long before someone sits outside Amit's house. She sat down at her desk. She opened her notepad. At the top of a fresh page she wrote: Tuesday. She wrote: 48 hours. She drew a box around both. She looked at what was in the box. Then she started writing everything she had not yet written down, quickly, in the order it needed to be used.


	



CHAPTER 15 — STRANGE FIRE

Ashkelon. October 20, 2023. 10:08 a.m.

The address on the envelope had given her the name. The name had given her, after forty minutes with the phone directory and a civil records database she accessed through a journalist friend who owed her a favor and did not ask why she needed it, an address in Ashkelon: a ground-floor apartment in a building two blocks from the beach, registered to a Rivka Ohayon, aged sixty-three, listed as the next of kin for a man named Dror Ohayon, whose name was not in the envelope and was not the name Mendel had given her and was not any name she had encountered in the notes app. She had found it by tracing the name Yael backward — from the single line on the page, to a search for women named Yael with a connection to the intelligence apparatus and the southern district, which produced nine results, and from those nine she had cross-referenced three things: access, period, and the specific word choice of those five lines. The word choice had narrowed it to two. The Ashkelon address had been the one she could reach by bus in under an hour.

She had not told anyone she was going. Not Miri, not Amit, not the notes app in any form that would be readable as a destination. She had written in the app only: follow the name south. She had taken the 6:40 bus from the central station. She had brought nothing except her bag with the two changes of clothes and the phone and the envelope. She had not brought the hotel room key, which meant she had checked out, which meant she was committed to the next thing being a place she could stay, which she had not arranged and was not sure about and had decided to treat as a problem for after.

The building was three floors, white stucco with the particular faded quality of coastal buildings that had been taking salt air for thirty years. There were potted plants at the entrance, geraniums, the aggressive red of geraniums in October when everything else was winding down. She rang the bell for apartment 2. There was a pause. Then a woman's voice through the intercom, cautious in the specific way of a woman who had been cautious on her intercom for some time: "Who is it?" Sarah said: my name is Sarah Levin. I'm looking for Rivka Ohayon. There was a long pause. The intercom clicked. She waited. The door did not open. She rang again. The voice said: "What do you want with Rivka Ohayon?" Sarah said: I have a letter. Another pause. She said: I received a letter. I think it came from someone connected to this address. I need to understand who sent it and why. The door buzzed open.

The apartment smelled of coffee and something sweet — a cake, or the memory of a cake, the specific warmth of a kitchen that baked on a schedule regardless of circumstances. Rivka Ohayon was a woman in her early sixties with the physical directness of a person who had spent her life being the one who managed things. She was in a housecoat and slippers, which told Sarah she had not been expecting company, and she was holding a dish towel, which told Sarah she had been in the kitchen when the bell rang and had not put the towel down because putting it down would have made the visit more real than she was ready for. She looked at Sarah for a moment. She said: "You're from Be'eri." Sarah said: yes. How did you know? The woman said: "Your face." She said it without elaboration, as if the face of a Be'eri survivor eleven days after October 7 was a recognizable thing, which perhaps it was. She stood aside. She said: "Come in."

The living room had photographs on every surface — not the photographs of a family that documented milestones, but the dense accumulation of a woman who needed faces around her. On the wall above the sofa: a man in uniform, young, smiling with the smile of someone who has not yet learned to be cautious about smiling for photographs. Beside it: a wedding photo, the same man older, a woman in white who was clearly Rivka younger, the Ashkelon beach visible behind them. On the sideboard: two children, then four, then a school photo, then a graduation. Sarah looked at the progression of a life on a wall. She said: is your husband here? Rivka said: "My husband is dead." She said it with the flatness of a woman who had said it so many times that the saying of it had become mechanical — not because the loss was less but because the sentence had been worn smooth by use. She said: "He died in 2019. Cardiac event." She paused. She said: "That's what they said."

Sarah sat down. Rivka sat across from her and placed the dish towel in her lap and folded it with the automatic neatness of someone whose hands needed to be doing something while the rest of her was still. Sarah took the envelope from her bag. She put it on the table between them. Rivka looked at it. She did not reach for it. She said: "Where did you find this?" Sarah said: it came to my sister's address in Netanya. Slipped under the door. There was no sender. Rivka said: "When?" Sarah said: two days ago. Rivka said: "She's still moving." She said it quietly, to herself or to the room, and then she looked at Sarah and seemed to remember where she was. She said: "My daughter worked in the southern district intelligence office. She has not been — she has not been in contact with me since October 8." She said October 8 as if the precision of the date was a form of control over something that had no other form of control available.

Sarah said: what was her name? Rivka said: "Yael." She said it the way you said a name when the name was also a place you no longer had access to. Sarah said: she sent me this. She opened the envelope and put the page on the table. Rivka looked at it. She looked at it the way you looked at something you had been hoping for and fearing in equal measure. She said: "She's alive." She did not say it as a question. She said it as a statement that she was making to the room, to the wall of photographs, to the man in uniform who had died of a cardiac event in 2019, that's what they said. Sarah said: do you know where she is? Rivka said: "No." She said: has she contacted you since October 8? Rivka said: "Once. A phone call from a number I didn't recognize. She said: I'm safe, don't talk to anyone, I'll explain when I can. That was October 10. I haven't heard from her since."

Sarah said: do you know what she was working on? Rivka looked at the window. The Ashkelon morning was coming through the slats of the shutters in stripes of yellow light on the tiled floor. She said: "Dror — my husband — he worked in the same office. Different department. He retired in 2017. In 2019, two months before he died, he told me he had found something. In old files. Something from before. He wouldn't tell me what it was. He said: if something happens to me, there's a man in Jerusalem I want you to call. He gave me a name." Sarah said: what name? Rivka said: "A Rav. In Rehavia." Sarah's hand tightened on the edge of the table. She said: you called him? Rivka said: "After the cardiac event. Yes." She said: what did he tell you? Rivka looked at her. She said: "He told me that Dror had been right. He told me that what Dror found was real and that someone would come eventually to ask about it. He told me to give Yael the number of a man named Mendel Karmi, if she ever needed it." She paused. She said: "She needed it in September."

Sarah said nothing for a moment. She was sitting in a living room in Ashkelon looking at a wall of photographs and assembling something that had been in pieces since October 7 and was now beginning to have the shape of a whole. She thought: Yael called Mendel in September. She thought: Mendel received a document on October 6 because Yael sent it to him. She thought: Yael's father found something in old files in 2017, told the Rav, the Rav told Rivka to give Yael Mendel's name, Yael found the document in September and understood what it was, and on October 6 at 11:40 p.m. she forwarded it to a secure inbox that Mendel had access to. She thought: the Rav was not the framework. The Rav was the relay. The system was older than October 7. It had been built piece by piece by people who knew what was coming and could not stop it and had built, instead, the structure for what happened after.

She said: where is Dror buried? Rivka looked at her. She said: Ashkelon cemetery, section 4. Sarah said: did he leave anything? Papers, notes, anything related to what he found? Rivka said: "They came and took his computer ten days after the funeral." She said it without heat — not the anger of a woman who had been robbed, the flatness of one who had been expecting it and was still accounting for it. She said: "But Dror was not a digital man. He kept a notebook." Sarah said: where is it? Rivka stood up. She went to the sideboard and opened the bottom drawer and took out a small notebook, hardcover, blue. She held it in both hands for a moment. She said: "He told me: if someone comes who knows Mendel Karmi's name, give them this." She looked at Sarah. She said: "You know his name." Sarah said: yes. Rivka put the notebook on the table between them. She did not let go of it immediately. She held the corner of it for one more second, and then she released it, and Sarah picked it up.

The notebook had seventy-three pages. She could tell by the thickness of it, the specific resistance of seventy-three filled pages against her thumb as she fanned it without reading. The handwriting inside was small, precise, the handwriting of a man who wrote as if paper were rationed. She did not read it here. She closed it. She put it in her bag. She thought: this is the notebook. Not the blue notebook in the closet at Be'eri — Mendel had sent her to Be'eri for something that might already have been superseded. This was the notebook. This was what Dror Ohayon had found and died over and passed to his daughter and his daughter had passed, in the form of a forwarded document and five words on a page, to a woman she had never met who was sitting in her living room in Ashkelon.

She stayed for coffee. Rivka made it in a small pot, the old way, and brought it with two glasses of water and a piece of cake that she set on the table without ceremony. They sat with the coffee and Sarah asked about Yael — not what she knew, what she remembered. Rivka talked. She talked about a girl who had been precise from childhood, who had taken apart every toy she was given to understand how it worked, who had joined the army at eighteen with the specific intention of working in intelligence because she believed that knowing things was a form of protection. Who had believed, until October 8, that the institution she worked for shared this belief. Rivka talked and Sarah listened and drank her coffee and thought about a woman on the run with information that had already killed her father and displaced her mother's certainty about everything she had thought was true.

She said goodbye at noon. At the door Rivka held her hand for a moment — not a handshake, something less formal, the specific grip of a woman who needed to say something that did not have words yet. She said: "Find her." Second time Sarah had been told this in two days. Different woman, different city, same two words. She thought about Maya saying it at bedtime, her eyes already closing, the same instruction delivered with the same simplicity, as if finding a woman who did not want to be found was something you could do by deciding to. She said: I will. Rivka said: "Tell her I'm here. Tell her the geraniums are still alive." Sarah looked at the pots by the door, the aggressive October red of them. She said: I'll tell her. She went down the stairs. She came out into the Ashkelon morning with the notebook in her bag and the coffee still warm in her and the smell of the sea coming from two blocks away, salt and iodine and the particular indifference of a body of water that had been here longer than anyone's trouble. She turned north. She started to walk. She did not know yet where she was going. She knew what she was carrying. For now that was enough.


	



CHAPTER 16 — THE LEGAL LAYER

Sheba Medical Center, archive floor. October 19, 2023. 4:15 p.m.

She had come back to the archive floor with a different search parameter. Not the fourteen-character administrative designation she had used the first time — she had already confirmed that those files existed and were restricted. Today she was looking for something adjacent: the legal correspondence files from 2013, specifically any document referencing an external review of clinical administrative protocols. The archivist — the older Feldman, the patient one — looked at her with the mild recognition of a man who had been asked several things recently by someone he had not been asked things by before. He said: "You were here last week." She said: yes. He said: "Different search this time." She said: yes. He said: "I can look." He looked. He said: "External legal correspondence, 2013, clinical administrative protocols. I have three entries."

Two of the entries were routine — correspondence with an Israeli law firm on a patient privacy regulation and a letter to the Ministry of Health on informed consent procedures. The third was different. Title: Advisory Opinion on Institutional Compliance Frameworks — Clinical/Security Interface. Originating organization: European Democratic Standards Initiative, Brussels. Date: November 2013. The archivist said: "This one is also restricted." She said: the same restriction as the other files? He looked at the screen. He said: "Same administrative designation." She said: when was the restriction applied? He looked again. He said: "March 2015." She said: the document arrived in 2013 and was restricted in 2015. He said: "That's what the system shows." She wrote this in her notepad. The restriction had been applied two years after the document's arrival — after the protocol had been adopted in closed session, retroactively sealing the paper trail.

She said: can you tell me who requested the restriction in 2015? He looked at the screen for a long time. He said: "The restriction request is attributed to the Office of the Policy Coordinator, Ministry of Strategic Affairs." She wrote that down. She said: is there a name attached to the request? He said: "There's an initialing. Two letters." He told her the letters. They were A.R. She wrote them. She said: thank you. She put her notepad in her bag. She walked to the stairwell and stood in it for a moment between the archive floor and the clinical floors above, in the specific nowhere of a stairwell that was neither the record nor the work, and thought about a document arriving from Brussels in November 2013 and sitting unrestricted for sixteen months and then being sealed in March 2015 by the same initials that had authored the Geneva opinion. The document's restriction had been part of the adoption process. The protocol was adopted, and then the paper trail was closed.

She went to the hospital library — not the clinical library, the general reference collection on the third floor, used primarily by medical students who needed somewhere quiet. She used the library's computer to search the European Democratic Standards Initiative. What she found was a website that was very good at describing itself: a Brussels-based research and advisory organization established in 2010, focused on strengthening democratic governance frameworks in European partner states and associated democracies. Its stated activities included publishing research, convening policy dialogues, and providing advisory services to government clients on institutional design. Its board: former European Parliament members, a retired NATO legal counsel, three academics in constitutional law, and — she looked at this carefully — one Israeli member, listed as Civic Infrastructure Adviser, affiliated concurrently with the Civic Future Foundation, Tel Aviv.

The Civic Future Foundation. She searched it. Registered in Israel in 2009. Stated purpose: promoting democratic governance and institutional reform in Israel. Founding donors: not listed on the public website. She searched the organization's name alongside other terms — political network, former prime minister, founding. She found a 2010 newspaper article from an Israeli business daily, a minor mention in a story about NGO funding transparency. The article noted that the Civic Future Foundation had received initial capitalization from three sources: a Geneva private foundation, a Washington-registered charitable organization, and a major donation from a network of Israeli donors associated with the office of a former prime minister. The article did not name the former prime minister. The date of the article was 2010. She saved it to her phone.

She was not a political analyst. She was a psychiatrist who had been doing eleven years of careful clinical work and had spent the last week learning that the work she thought she was doing was inseparable from work of an entirely different kind that she had not been trained for and that no one had asked her to do and that she was doing anyway because the alternative was to not do it, and the alternative was not available to her. She looked at what she had. GCI Geneva: legal architecture. EDSI Brussels: compliance framework. Civic Future Foundation Tel Aviv: domestic placement. A former prime minister's donor network: political infrastructure. And threading through all of it: A.R. Adina Reiss, who had been in the right rooms at the right times with the right documents and had made decisions impossible rather than making them.

She called Mendel that evening, from her payphone routine. He said: "I know who you found." She said: Adina Reiss. He said: "Yes." She said: how long have you known? He said: "Since 2021. I tried to bring it through official channels twice. Both times the inquiry was referred to a subcommittee." She said: the subcommittee's legal adviser. He said: "Yes. Both times. The referral was procedurally correct both times. The procedure was the tool." She said: what do you know about EDSI? He said: "The Brussels organization?" She said: yes. He said: "I know they provided the compliance framework that made the protocol acceptable to the hospital's legal department. The hospital signed off on a protocol that had been blessed by a European governance institute as consistent with international clinical standards." He said: "The hospital didn't know what it was signing off on. It saw a document from Brussels and a document from Geneva and assumed legitimacy." She said: and the legitimacy was constructed. He said: "The legitimacy was manufactured. That is a different thing." He said it with the precise flatness of someone who had been thinking about the difference between constructed and manufactured for two years and had arrived at a distinction that was important.

She said: the Civic Future Foundation. He said: "That's the domestic link. The piece that connected the external architecture to the internal Israeli political structure." She said: a former prime minister's network. He said: "A former prime minister who believed, sincerely, that Israeli security policy needed external ballast. He was not malicious. He was wrong in a specific and consequential way." She said: is he named in Dror's notebook? He said: "On page forty-six. By initial only. Dror was careful." She said: the third name will know the initial. He said: "Yes. When you meet him, ask." She said: I'll meet him this week. He said: "I know. Sarah, you need to understand something about what you've found." She said: tell me. He said: "The network you're describing is not a conspiracy in the conventional sense. It is an ecosystem. Each part of it believed in what it was doing. The Geneva institute believed it was building legal frameworks. The Brussels organization believed it was strengthening democratic governance. The foundation believed it was creating policy infrastructure. And they were all doing those things." He said: "They were also, as a consequence of doing those things in the way they did them, making a particular kind of decision impossible — the decision to take early-warning intelligence about Gaza seriously and act on it." He said: "The mechanism is the ecosystem. That's what makes it nearly impossible to prosecute."

She wrote in the notes app after the call: The mechanism is the ecosystem. She wrote it and looked at it for a long time. She thought about Dror writing for years in a small hardcover notebook, building the record of an ecosystem rather than a conspiracy, understanding that what he was documenting was the kind of thing that could only be documented over time — you had to let the pieces accumulate until the pattern was undeniable. She thought about him dying in 2019 before the accumulation was complete. She thought: he got it to Yael. Yael got it to Mendel. Mendel got it to a psychiatrist who went to an archive floor and found a Brussels compliance document sealed by two initials in 2015. She thought: the record is the antidote to the ecosystem. Not because it proves intent — Mendel was right, intent was nearly impossible to prove. Because it names the shape. When the shape is named in a record, the shape can no longer operate through the anonymity it requires. She thought: that is what we are doing. She closed the app. She went back to her ward.


	



CHAPTER 17 — THE THIRD NAME

Jerusalem. October 20, 2023. 2:15 p.m.

She drove to Jerusalem after the Shabbat visit had made it clear the Rav would not come to her. He had said, standing in his kitchen while his wife moved around them with the practiced navigation of a woman who had spent forty years accommodating large conversations in small rooms: come back Monday. She had said: I don't have until Monday. He had looked at her with the expression she was learning to read as his version of assessment — the slight narrowing, the stillness, the sense of a man running calculations that were not arithmetic. He had said: Tuesday then. She had said: Tuesday is after Monday. He had said: yes. He had said it without irony, which meant he understood the timeline and was not going to let the timeline change the conversation's pace. She had gone back to Tel Aviv. She had spent Sunday with the notebook. She had come back Monday.

He met her at the yeshiva this time, which was different from the house — the house had been intimate, the Shabbat table, the wife with the dish towel, the photographs on the walls. The yeshiva was stone and light and the particular quality of a room where thinking had been done continuously for a very long time, where the air held something of all the arguments that had passed through it. The Rav's study was on the second floor. Books on every surface, not decoratively arranged but functionally stacked — the stacks of a man who moved books between positions frequently, who worked in several texts simultaneously, who did not consider a book closed until it had been returned to its place and its place might shift. She sat across from him at a table that held three open volumes and a glass of tea and a pen that he had placed carefully at the edge of the table as she sat down.

She had spent Sunday with Dror Ohayon's notebook. She had read it completely, twice — the first reading for content, the second for structure. Dror's handwriting was small and precise and he had used abbreviations she had learned to decode by the middle of the first reading, a personal shorthand developed over decades in an intelligence office that ran on the assumption that what was written could be read by the wrong person. The notebook documented something that had no official name. He had given it one himself, in the margin of page forty-one, in slightly larger letters than his usual script: the prior decision. The prior decision was this: at some point in the past — Dror dated it to a specific closed-door meeting in 2015, minutes of which he had partially reconstructed from three separate sources — a determination had been made about the viability of certain early-warning intelligence streams from Gaza. The determination had not been that the streams were unreliable. The determination had been that acting on them was politically inconvenient. The determination had been encoded into an administrative protocol. The protocol had a number.

She put the notebook on the table in front of the Rav. He looked at it without touching it. She said: you've seen this before. He said: "I've seen the thinking that produced this." She said: Dror brought it to you in 2017. He said: "He brought me what he had found. He was not a man of text — he was a man of facts. What he needed was someone who could place the facts inside something larger." She said: and you placed them. He said: "I placed them in Ecclesiastes, which is where things that cannot be undone go." He said it without drama, as a statement of method. She looked at the open volumes on his table. She said: which verse? He said: "Ecclesiastes 1:15. That which is crooked cannot be made straight." He paused. He said: "Not a verdict. A description. The crooked thing is not condemned. It is named."

She said: Mendel told me you've been waiting for someone to come. He said: "Mendel overstates. I have been available for someone to come. There is a difference." She said: what's the difference? He said: "Waiting implies I knew the shape of the person. I didn't. I knew the shape of the question." She said: what's the question? He said: "Whether the prior decision is recoverable." She said: recoverable meaning — He said: "Meaning: can it be named publicly, in a way that allows something else to be built in its place. Not justice. That word is too large for what I mean. Something smaller. Acknowledgment. The minimal thing." She said: and is it recoverable? He looked at his tea. He said: "That depends entirely on what the third name does with what you give him."

She said: you know the third name. He said: "I know several names. I don't know which one Mendel considers the third." She said: he gave it to me Thursday. She said it. The Rav's expression did not change. He said: "Yes." She said: you know him. He said: "I have known him for thirty years. He is a man who has held a position for a very long time and has used it with great care and has been waiting, I believe, for something he could not initiate himself." She said: why couldn't he initiate it himself? He said: "Because a man in his position who initiates an inquiry into his own apparatus is not believed. He is managed. You know this word in a new register now." She said: yes. He said: "He needs the documentation to arrive from outside. From a woman who was in a safe room on October 7 and came out the other side carrying what she saw."

She said: but Sarah Levin doesn't have the documentation yet. The notebook she's been sent toward is here — she tapped Dror's notebook on the table — and she doesn't know that. She doesn't know about Dror or Rivka or Ashkelon. She thinks the notebook is in Be'eri. The Rav said: "Then someone needs to tell her otherwise." She said: how do I find her? He said: "You find her the way you find anyone who does not want to be found but has left a trail." She said: what trail? He said: "She went to Soroka. She went to Netanya. She went to a hotel in Tel Aviv. These are not random movements. This is a woman moving toward something specific. What is she moving toward?" She thought about it. She said: Be'eri. The notebook. She thinks it's there. He said: "Then she is moving toward Be'eri. And Be'eri is closed." She said: yes. He said: "So she is moving toward the edges of Be'eri. Which means she is somewhere between Tel Aviv and the south, looking for a way in." She said: I know someone who runs supplies to closed kibbutzim. He said: "So does she, probably."

She said: the third name. What does he need from me specifically? The Rav folded his hands on the table — not the posture of a man finished thinking but of a man moving to a different kind of thinking. He said: "He needs the clinical record. Not the document itself — the document's location is known to enough people now that it is, in a sense, protected by that knowledge. What he needs is the institutional record of what 7-Aleph has done. The psychiatric placements. The forged notes. The commitment forms. The pattern." She said: I have session notes in the official system. He said: "Session notes are not the pattern. The pattern requires the earlier instances. The intelligence officer in the private facility. The journalist. The reservist in Vancouver." She said: I know their names. From Mendel. He said: "Names are not the pattern either. Documentation is the pattern." She said: and where is the documentation? He said: "In the archive floor of Sheba, if it has not been cleared. And in Dror's notebook, which you have. And in whatever Yael Ohayon took with her when she left the hospital."

The name landed in the room. She had said it before — she had said it to the notes app, to the photograph of the envelope — but she had not said it aloud to another person, and saying it aloud to the Rav, in this room, in the light of the Jerusalem afternoon coming through the stone-framed window, had the quality of a thing becoming more real through the act of utterance. She said: you know about Yael. He said: "I know about Dror. Yael was a logical continuation." She said: she's not in contact with her mother. He said: "No." She said: do you know where she is? He looked at the window. He said: "I know where she was as of last week. I received a call from a woman in Eilat who had been approached by a young woman asking about boat registrations in the Red Sea." Nava said: she's trying to leave. He said: "She was trying to understand her options. That is not the same as leaving."

She wrote in her notepad: Eilat. Last week. Boat registrations. She said: if she leaves, what happens to the documentation she took? He said: "It depends on where she goes and who she trusts when she gets there." She said: can she be convinced to stay? He said: "She can be convinced to come back. If she is given something that changes the calculation." She said: what changes the calculation? He said: "Evidence that the apparatus is cracking from within. That there is someone on the inside who is ready to move." She said: the third name. He said: "Yes." She said: and he's ready? The Rav looked at her directly. He said: "He has been ready for three years. He has been waiting for the documentation. You are the documentation."

She sat with that. She thought about what it meant to be a document. She thought about the man with the briefcase and the blank page and the dotted line and the words: sign on the void to guarantee you will never fill it. She thought about what she had done instead of signing — the session notes, the personal copies, the call to Amit, the payphone, the drive to Jerusalem, the notebook on the table in front of her. She thought: this is what filling the void looks like. Not dramatic. Not fast. Just the accumulation of the thing that was supposed to stay empty. She said: I have two days before the transfer. Before they move him or disappear the room or both. He said: "Then the sequence is: you make contact with the third name first. Today." She said: he'll take my call? He said: "Tell him what you told me. Tell him the watchman says morning is coming." She said: you're reusing the phrase. He said: "It is designed to be reused. That is what phrases are for when the situation recurs."

She left the yeshiva at four. She sat in her car on the quiet street outside and looked at the notebook on the passenger seat and the Jerusalem afternoon doing its thing — the light on the stone, the particular gold of it, the color that Jerusalem specialized in at this hour, the color that made the city look like it was lit from within rather than from above. She opened her phone. She looked at the name in her notepad. She had a number — the Rav had given it to her as she stood to leave, written in his small precise hand on a piece of paper torn from a pocket notebook, the gesture of a man who had been carrying the number for a long time and was relieved to pass it to the correct person. She dialed. It rang three times. Then a voice — measured, careful, the voice of a man who had been in rooms where every word was weighed and had developed, over decades, the specific gravity of someone for whom speaking was always also a form of record. He said: "Yes." She said: my name is Dr. Nava Elstein. I'm a psychiatrist at Sheba Medical Center. I have been treating a patient you need to know about. He was silent for two seconds. She said: the watchman says morning is coming. Another silence. Then, quietly, with the specific quality of a man who had been waiting for something he had stopped letting himself expect: he said: "How long do we have?"

She said: forty-eight hours before the room is empty. He said: "And the woman?" She said: I don't know where she is. He said: "She's in Eilat. Or she was." She said: you know about her. He said: "I know about her father. I knew Dror Ohayon for twenty years." She said: then you know what's in the notebook. He said: "I know what he found. I don't have documentation." She said: I have the notebook. He was quiet for a moment. He said: "Where are you right now?" She said: Jerusalem. He said: "Stay in Jerusalem tonight." He gave her an address — a building she recognized as the kind of address that was institutional without being government, the kind of address that appeared in certain kinds of biographies in footnotes. She wrote it down. She said: what time? He said: "Eight. Come alone. Don't use your registered vehicle." She said: I only have my registered vehicle. He said: "Then park it far enough away that it takes you twenty minutes to walk. Twenty minutes is enough." He hung up. She sat in the car in the Jerusalem afternoon with the address in her hand and the notebook on the seat beside her and forty-eight hours ticking down in the back of her mind like the click of a lighter — steady, regular, each click the same distance from the last, marking the time between now and the moment when the room would be made and the file would have no record and the bed would be empty and the protocol would have run its course again the way it had run its course three times before. She put the car in gear. She drove toward the address. She had the notebook. She had the name. She had forty-seven hours and fifty minutes, approximately. It was going to have to be enough.


	



CHAPTER 18 — THE CONNECTION

Tel Aviv. October 21, 2023. 6:18 a.m.

She had slept four hours on the bus back from Ashkelon, the kind of sleep that was not really sleep — the body horizontal in the seat, the mind doing something adjacent to rest, processing without stopping. She had the notebook in her bag and Rivka's coffee still somewhere in her chest and the two words find her moving through the back of her thinking the way a phrase moved when it had attached itself to a purpose. She was back at the hotel at two. She had read forty pages of Dror's notebook by lamplight before her eyes stopped working. She had slept until six. She had woken with the specific clarity of someone who had been working on a problem in the dark and had come up with the next step.

The third number. She had been looking at it in the notes app since Netanya, since the night she had first written the list, since the app had become the record. The third number was the one under the unknown name in Miri's address book — the one Miri had said: Mendel asked me to keep it, in case. She had not called it because calling it was the move you made when you had enough that it didn't matter if they knew you'd called. She had decided, lying in the dark with the notebook closed on her chest, that she had enough. Not all of it. Enough. The notebook was enough. Rivka's account was enough. The envelope was enough. The five words were enough. She had enough to justify making the call that closed the circuit.

She sat on the edge of the bed. The ventilation shaft outside was doing its morning thing — the low mechanical hum of a building waking up, the specific frequency of a structure that had been doing this every morning for thirty years and would continue after she left and after everyone she knew had stopped thinking about this particular October. She opened the notes app. She scrolled to the third number. She looked at it for a moment the way she looked at things she was about to do and could not undo. She dialed.

It rang once. A half-ring — not even a full ring, as if the connection had been made before the ring completed, as if the phone on the other end had been held ready. Then nothing. Not a voice. Not a breath. The particular quality of an open line being held by someone who was not going to speak first. She said: this is Sarah Levin. I got this number from Mendel Karmi. She said it the way she said things that needed to be accurate without being provable — directly, without hesitation, the way you stated a fact you were confident in. Silence. The silence of a person processing something, running something, deciding something. She said: I have the notebook. The silence changed quality. It was still silent but it was a different kind — the silence of someone who had been waiting for a specific word and had just heard it. Then: the line went dead.

She looked at the phone. The call had lasted eleven seconds. She had said two sentences and the other person had said nothing and the line had gone dead. She sat with this. She did not call back. She thought about what the silence had communicated — it was not the silence of a wrong number or a disconnected line or a person who had panicked. It was the silence of someone who was listening and then was not listening because they had heard enough and needed to do something with what they had heard. She thought: they know I called. They know I have the notebook. They know where I am, approximately, because they have Mendel's connections and Mendel knows I'm somewhere between Tel Aviv and the south. She thought: the call was not a call. The call was a signal.

She got up. She dressed. She packed the bag in the four-motion sequence she had developed over the past four days: phone in the outer pocket, notebook in the center wrapped in the spare shirt, envelope at the back against the structure, charger at the top. She was at the door when the phone rang. Not the unknown number — a different number, one she didn't recognize, with a Tel Aviv prefix. She answered. A woman's voice, low, careful, with the specific quality of someone speaking in a room where they were not entirely alone: "Hotel lobby. Fifteen minutes. White jacket." The line went dead again.

She took the stairs. Eleven seconds and fifteen minutes — that was how long it had taken from the signal to the response. She thought about what that implied: not a spontaneous connection, not a coincidence. A readied response. Someone who had been monitoring the number, who had a protocol for when it was called, who had fifteen minutes already arranged. She came out of the stairwell into the lobby. The lobby was small — a counter, two chairs, a table with a coffee machine that had been out of order since she arrived. A woman in a white jacket was standing at the coffee machine with her back to the room, reading something on her phone with the focused attention of someone who was reading nothing.

Sarah stopped two meters from her. The woman in the white jacket did not turn around. She said, without looking up from the phone: "Don't use my name." Her voice was lower in person than on the phone, with the hoarseness of someone who had been sleeping in places that were not meant for sleeping. She was in her late thirties, slight, with the specific tension of a person who had been carrying alertness as a permanent physical state for long enough that it had changed their posture. She said: "You have the notebook." Sarah said: yes. The woman said: "Dror's." Sarah said: yes. The woman turned around. Her face was the face of a woman who had not slept properly in thirteen days and who had used the thirteen days to become something she had not been before. She looked at Sarah. She said: "He sent you to Ashkelon." Sarah said: Mendel sent me to Be'eri. I found Ashkelon myself. The woman looked at her for a moment. Something in her face shifted — not relaxing, not softening, something more precise: recognition. She said: "Good."

They walked. Not together at first — the woman moved toward the door and Sarah followed and they came out onto the street in the early morning light, the Tel Aviv October morning doing its particular thing, the quality of the light before it committed to the day, and the woman walked at a pace that was slightly too fast to be casual and slightly too slow to be urgent and Sarah matched it and they walked south on Ibn Gabirol without speaking for two blocks. The woman said: "How much of the notebook have you read?" Sarah said: forty pages. The woman said: "The section on the 2015 meeting?" Sarah said: not yet. The woman said: "Read it tonight. Pages forty-two through fifty-one. That's the section that names the mechanism." Sarah said: Dror called it the prior decision. The woman said: "That's his name for it. My name for it is different." She did not say what her name for it was.

Sarah said: you sent me the envelope. The woman walked. She said: "I sent you what you needed to confirm what you already suspected. That's not the same as sending you the full picture." Sarah said: why not the full picture? The woman said: "Because if you had the full picture before you understood the shape of it you would have either done something with it too soon or done nothing with it at all. People with full pictures freeze. People who are still assembling move." She said it without condescension — as a method, as a thing she had learned at cost. Sarah said: and now? The woman said: "Now you're assembled enough." She said: enough for what? The woman stopped at a corner. She looked at the street both ways with the specific calculation of someone for whom looking at a street both ways was not a traffic check. She said: "Enough to finish it."

They sat at a table outside a café that was not open yet — the chairs were still on the tables from the night before, and the woman lifted two down and set them facing each other and sat in one and looked at Sarah until she sat in the other. The street was mostly empty. A man with a dog. A delivery truck. The specific urban morning that belonged to the hour before the city fully committed to itself. The woman said: "I was in the office on October 6. I had access to the assessment stream for the southern sector. At 11:20 p.m. the assessment came in. I read it. I understood what it meant. I forwarded it to the secure inbox." She said: Mendel's inbox. The woman said: "To the person most likely to know what to do with it outside the apparatus." She said: and then? The woman said: "And then I went home. At 6:30 a.m. I turned on the news."

She said nothing for a moment. The street was doing its morning thing. Sarah did not say anything either. She thought about 6:30 a.m. on October 7. She thought about what it was to turn on the news and understand in that moment that the document had arrived at 11:20, had been stamped at 11:58, had been noted and set aside and noted and set aside, and that what was now happening on the news at 6:30 was the consequence of the noting. The woman's hands were on the table. They were not steady the way Mendel's hands were steady — they were still, which was different, the stillness of someone who had chosen stillness as a discipline rather than having it as a default. She said: what did you take with you? The woman said: "Documentation of the receipt. The timestamp on the stamp. The name attached to the stamp. And the three prior uses of the protocol, which I had been compiling for four months because I suspected the mechanism existed and I wanted to understand its pattern."

Sarah said: you've been working on this for four months. The woman said: "Dror sent me his notebook in July. Two months before he — " She stopped. She said: "Two months before the cardiac event." She said it the same way Rivka had said it — the same inflection, the same pause before the words, the same quiet weight of a woman accounting for something that had been made to look like an accident. Sarah said: the notebook was Dror's warning. The woman said: "The notebook was Dror's evidence. The warning was implicit." She looked at the table. She said: "I was his daughter's friend before I was his colleague. I knew him for twelve years. He had one cardiac event in his life and it was in July 2019 and he survived it and his cardiologist said he was in excellent health and four months later he was dead." She said it flatly, in the register of a statement she had made to herself many times and had stopped expecting to produce feeling in the making of it.

Sarah said: what do we do now. The woman looked at her. She said: "We do what people who have documentation do when the documentation is sufficient." Sarah said: which is what, precisely? The woman said: "We give it to someone who can move it inside the system in a way that cannot be walked back." Sarah said: the third name. The woman's eyes changed slightly. She said: "You have the third name." Sarah said: from Mendel. The woman looked at the street. She said: "He trusted you with it." She did not say it as a question. She said: "Then the sequence is correct." She reached into her jacket and took out a folded piece of paper and put it on the table. Sarah looked at it. The woman said: "This is the documentation I took. Not all of it — a summary, with the corroborating references. Enough to make the notebook actionable." She said: why are you giving it to me? The woman said: "Because I can't move inside Israel right now. Because you can. Because you were in the mamad." She said it as if the mamad explained something — and Sarah thought: it does. It explains why I opened the door. It explains why I have been building this record since the morning I left my phone on the counter. It explains why I am sitting on an unset café chair at 7:15 in the morning in Tel Aviv taking a folded piece of paper from a woman whose name I still do not know and whose face I will remember for the rest of my life.

The woman stood up. She replaced her chair on the table with the same precise motion with which she had lifted it down. She said: "Read pages forty-two through fifty-one." She said: "Give the notebook and the summary to the third name. Tell him Yael Ohayon sent them." She buttoned her jacket. She looked at Sarah one more time with the specific attention of someone committing something to memory. She said: "You're going to be asked, eventually, whether you knew what you were doing." Sarah said: what should I say? The woman said: "Say yes. Say you always knew. Say it without hesitation." She turned and walked north on Ibn Gabirol and did not look back and became, within half a block, simply a woman in a white jacket walking in the early morning, indistinguishable from the city that was waking up around her. Sarah sat at the unset café table with the folded paper in her hand and the notebook in her bag and the specific weight of a morning that had changed the shape of what she was doing, had moved it from something she was building alone into something that was now in motion, that had its own momentum, that was going to go where it was going to go regardless of what any single person decided to do next. She thought about the eleven seconds on the phone. She thought about the two sentences she had said and the silence and the hung-up line. She thought: the call was a signal. The signal worked. She put the paper in the notebook. She picked up the bag. She stood up. The café was opening — a man with keys was coming to the door, looking at her with mild surprise, as if chairs on the floor before opening were not a thing that usually happened. She said: good morning. He said: good morning. She walked north.


	



CHAPTER 19 — THE LAW OF THE KINGDOM

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 21, 2023. 11:00 a.m.

The office was on the administrative floor, which she had been to three times in eleven years — once for her hiring review, once when she had been asked to sit on a departmental committee she had later resigned from, once when a patient had filed a complaint that was resolved without consequence. It was a floor that operated in a different register from the clinical floors: carpeted, quieter, the particular hush of a place where decisions were made rather than carried out. The man who had asked her to come was not the hospital director. She had met the hospital director. This man had an office on the administrative floor with no name on the door, which she noted because the administrative floor was entirely named — every door, every office, a small brass plate with a title and a person. This door had a title only: Strategic Coordination.

He was in his sixties, silver-haired, with the physical ease of a man who had spent his career in rooms where he set the temperature. He stood when she entered, which was a courtesy that was also a form of assessment — standing meant he could see her full height, her posture, the way she carried herself into a room. He extended his hand. She shook it. He had the handshake of a man who had done many handshakes in this room and had calibrated each one to the person across from him. Hers was firm, even, which she suspected told him something he had already decided. He said: "Please, sit." She sat. He sat. Between them: a desk with nothing on it except a pen, a glass of water, and a thin manila folder that he did not open.

He said: "I've been reading your file, Dr. Elstein." She said: my clinical file? He said: "Your professional history. Eleven years at Sheba. An impressive record. Sub-specialty in trauma psychiatry, secondary focus on acute stress response." He recited her credentials with the fluency of someone who had read them recently enough that they were still accessible without effort. She said: thank you. He said: "You have a very promising career ahead of you." He said it with the specific weight of a sentence that had been chosen from among other possible sentences — said it the way you said something when you wanted the person across the table to understand that the sentence was a container and what it contained was not the sentence. She looked at him. She said nothing. She was waiting for the next sentence, which was the sentence that would tell her what this meeting was.

He said: "We're concerned about some recent patterns in your clinical practice." She said: what patterns? He said: "Irregular access to non-assigned patient records. Inquiries directed to external departments. A session of overtime on Friday that was logged but not attributed to any active case." He listed these without emphasis, the way a man listed things when the list itself was the point and not any individual item. She said: I've been doing research for a paper on acute stress response in complex trauma presentations. He looked at her. He said: "Of course." She heard the of course. It was not Shavit's of course — that one had been a door closing. This one was a hand moving something off a table, clearing space for what came next.

He said: "There's also the matter of the reassignment." She said: I was told it was a departmental restructuring. He said: "It is. Dr. Orenstein has been restructuring the ward assignments for several months." She said: I was given two days' notice. He said: "These things sometimes move quickly." She said: and the patient transfer? He paused. A very small pause, less than a second. He said: "Which patient?" She said: the patient I've been treating in the secure unit. Whose case will be transferred to Dr. Mizrahi on Monday. He looked at the manila folder. He did not open it. He said: "Dr. Mizrahi is an excellent clinician." She said: I'm sure he is. She said: I'd like to continue the treatment relationship I've established. He said: "I understand. Unfortunately the operational requirements of the ward take precedence." He said it with genuine-sounding regret, which was the most sophisticated version of the of course she had encountered.

She said: who are you, exactly? He looked at her with something that moved through his expression quickly — not surprise, not irritation. Something closer to appreciation. He said: "I coordinate between the hospital administration and certain government offices that have an interest in the smooth operation of the secure ward." She said: which government offices? He said: "The relevant ones." She said: that's not an answer. He said: "It's the answer I'm able to give in this setting." She said: then let me ask a different question. The patient in room fourteen. Does he have a case file in the official hospital system? He was very still. He said: "All patients have case files." She said: I searched the system on Thursday and found no record of his admission. He said: "You may have used the wrong search parameters." She said: I used five sets of search parameters. He said: "Then the system may have had a temporary data issue." She said: on Thursday and again on Friday when I searched again. He said: "These things happen."

She looked at him. He looked at her. The room held its administrative hush around them. She thought about the Rav's phrase: the prior decision. She thought about what the prior decision looked like at this level — not the stamp on the document at 11:58, not the man with the briefcase and the lighter, but this: a man in a carpeted office who described the disappearance of a patient from the institutional record as a data issue, who said these things happen, who had a door with no name on it and a title that said Strategic Coordination, which was the most precise description she had yet encountered of what 7-Aleph actually was. She said: I've been at Sheba for eleven years. In that time I have never had a patient who did not exist in the system. He said: "You have a remarkable record, Dr. Elstein. Which is why I wanted to have this conversation personally. To ensure you understood the importance of focusing your considerable talents on your active caseload going forward." He said it the way you said something when what you were saying was: I know what you've been doing and I am telling you to stop.

She said: is this a warning? He said: "It's a conversation." She said: what happens after the conversation? He said: "That depends entirely on the choices made by the people who participated in it." She said: and if I continue to have questions about the patient in room fourteen? He opened the manila folder. He took out a single sheet and placed it on the desk facing her. She read it. It was a memo from the hospital legal department, dated two days ago, addressed to the department heads of psychiatry and strategic coordination, subject line: Clinical Record Integrity Protocol. The memo described new procedures for handling cases involving national security designations. The new procedures included restrictions on clinician access to designated records outside their assigned caseload. The memo was signed by three administrators. The date of effect was: immediately. She looked up. He said: "The memo is standard procedure. It applies to all clinicians." She said: it was dated two days ago. He said: "The protocol has been under development for some time."

She put the memo back on the desk. She did not push it back toward him — she placed it between them, in the neutral territory of the desktop, because how you returned a document was also information. She said: I have session notes in the official system that document my treatment relationship with the patient. He said: "Of course." She said: those notes are timestamped and attributed to my registration number. He said: "Clinical records are maintained according to standard protocol." She said: are they? He looked at her. She said: I want to be very precise about something. If the session notes I filed on Friday are amended, deleted, or rendered inaccessible without documented authorization and a traceable administrative action, I will file a formal inquiry through the licensing board. He said: "Clinical records are not amended without authorization." She said: I'd like that in writing. He looked at her for three seconds. He picked up the pen from the desk. He wrote four words on a notepad she had not noticed until now, tore the page, and placed it on the desk. She read it: records maintained per protocol. She looked at him. He said: "That's the most I can give you in this setting." She folded it. She put it in her jacket pocket.

He stood. The meeting was over. She stood. He said: "Dr. Elstein. You have a real gift for your work. The patients you've treated over eleven years — the outcomes you've produced — that's not something that comes easily or should be risked carelessly." She said: I agree completely. He said: "I'm glad we understand each other." She said: we understand each other very clearly. She extended her hand. He shook it. His handshake this time was fractionally different from the one at the beginning of the meeting — still calibrated, still even, but with something in it that had not been there before. She thought: he recalibrated. She thought: he came into this meeting expecting a certain kind of clinician and he is leaving it with a different assessment. Whether that was useful to her or not she didn't know yet. She went to the door.

She stopped at the door. She turned around. She said: the memo. The Clinical Record Integrity Protocol. She said: is it retroactive? He said: "It applies to current and future access." She said: but not to records already filed. He said: "Records already filed are — " he selected his word — "stable." She said: thank you. She left. She walked down the corridor to the elevator and stood waiting for it and thought about the word stable, which was the word he had used when he meant something more specific than stable and less specific than untouchable, and she thought about what that space between stable and untouchable contained, and she thought: it contains Monday. She had until Monday. The records were stable until Monday. After Monday the room would be empty and Mendel would be wherever they put him and the records would be — she thought about the word the man had used and what it meant and what it did not mean. She stepped into the elevator. The doors closed. The administrative floor disappeared above her. She thought: forty hours.

She called Amit from the parking lot. She said: I just came from a meeting on the administrative floor. Strategic Coordination. He said: "I know that office." She said: you do? He said: "It opened two years ago. There was a memo. Most people didn't read it." She said: what does it coordinate? He said: "It coordinates between clinical administration and — " he paused. She said: the relevant government offices. He said: "You've met the man." She said: yes. He said: "How did it go?" She said: he told me I have a promising career. He said: "That's not good." She said: I know. He said: "How much time do you have?" She said: the records are stable until Monday. After that I don't know. He said: "I'll file the formal inquiry Monday morning. First thing. Before rounds." She said: you said you'd ask the question. He said: "Now I'm asking it officially. There's a difference." She said: what changed? He said: "You came back from Jerusalem and you're still standing. That's enough for me." She said: Amit. He said: "Don't thank me yet." She said: I wasn't going to. She hung up. She sat in her car in the hospital parking lot and looked at the piece of notepaper in her hand. Records maintained per protocol. Four words from a man with no name on his door. She thought: it is not nothing. She put it in her jacket pocket with the care you put a thing in a pocket when you were going to need it later and needed to be sure of where it was. She started the car.

She drove to Jerusalem. She had the address the third name had given her on the phone the night before — the address she had not yet been to, the meeting she had arranged for eight p.m. She had six hours. She drove the 1 through the afternoon light, the hills rising around her the way they always rose, indifferent to the urgency of the person driving through them, the limestone doing what limestone did regardless of what was happening at speed below it. She thought about the man in the office and his calibrated handshakes and his word stable and his title that said Strategic Coordination, and she thought about what the Rav had said: the capacity to do this requires a prior decision about who counts as real. She thought: here is the prior decision, in a carpeted office with no name on the door, saying your career is promising, saying records are stable, saying these things happen. She thought: he is not the man who stamped the document at 11:58. He is the man who made sure that the man who stamped the document at 11:58 would never be asked to explain it. She thought: that is a different kind of responsibility and it is not smaller. The hills held the road. The light was the October Jerusalem light, the gold of it coming in at the angle it came in at this hour, the angle that made everything look like it was being preserved. She drove toward the address. She thought: forty hours. She thought: it has to be enough.


	



CHAPTER 20 — THE DARK SUIT

Tel Aviv. October 21, 2023. 1:47 p.m.

She had not planned to be on Kaplan Street at 1:47 in the afternoon. She had planned to be at the central bus station buying a ticket south — toward the edges of Be'eri, toward the man who ran supply runs, toward the access problem she had been working on for days. She had taken a wrong turn, which in Tel Aviv was a specific kind of wrong turn: not geographic, the city was a grid, you couldn't get truly lost, but navigational in the larger sense — she had come out of the Ibn Gabirol café and walked north and then turned east because she was thinking about the notebook and not about where she was going, and she had ended up on Kaplan because that was where the grid took you if you walked east without deciding not to.

She saw him from forty meters. The dark suit was the thing she noticed first — not because dark suits were unusual on Kaplan Street, which was government-adjacent and full of men in dark suits, but because the specific way a suit fit a man was information, and this suit fit the way a uniform did not quite fit when it had been replaced by civilian clothing, the specific carry of a man whose body had been shaped by years of military dress and was now wearing something that approximated it but was not it. She slowed. She looked at his face. She had last seen his face across Miri's kitchen table, eleven days ago, with his notebook open and his blue pen moving at the pace of a practiced listener. It was Shavit. Out of uniform. On Kaplan Street. Walking toward the entrance of a building she recognized as a government ministry — not the Defense Ministry, a different one, one whose name she could read from the sign above the door and which was not, on the surface, a ministry that had anything to do with what Shavit did.

She stopped. She was in the middle of the pavement and she stopped the way you stopped when your body had processed something your mind was still arriving at, and then she moved again because stopping in the middle of the pavement was visible and she did not want to be visible. She moved to the right, toward the buildings, and kept walking but at a pace that matched his rather than one that would bring her closer, and she watched him from the corner of her eye. He walked with the specific directness of a man who knew exactly where he was going and had been going there long enough that the walk itself was habitual. He did not look around. He did not check behind him. He was not being careful in the way that people who were worried about being followed were careful. He was being careful in the way that people who had never had reason to think about it were careful — which was not careful at all.

He went up the three steps to the entrance. He did not stop at the security desk that was visible through the glass — he walked past it, the guard nodding, the nod of recognition rather than of checking. He had a pass. He was known there. He went left inside the building, toward the elevators, and she watched him through the glass until he was no longer visible, and then she stood on the pavement and looked at the building sign and thought about what it meant that a lieutenant colonel in military intelligence was a regular visitor to this particular ministry.

She took out her phone. She photographed the building sign. She photographed the entrance, the street number, the intersection. She wrote in the notes app: Shavit. Kaplan Street. Not uniform. Regular access, no security check. She wrote the ministry name. She looked at what she had written. She thought about the four of courses at Miri's kitchen table and the specific pause when she had mentioned Sheba and the careful underlining of the word nothing. She thought: he is not a military intelligence officer who does victim interviews. He is something else who does military intelligence as a cover for the something else. She thought: or he is exactly what he says he is and this ministry is part of the coordination. She looked at the building. She thought: Strategic Coordination.

She walked to the café across the street — it was the kind of café that existed near government buildings, functional, frequented by people who needed to be near the building without being in it. She sat at a table with a view of the entrance. She ordered coffee she did not intend to drink. She opened Dror's notebook to page forty-two, which Yael had told her to read, which she had not yet read. The writing on page forty-two was smaller than Dror's usual script, as if he had been writing quickly or writing carefully, the two things that produced the same effect in a man of his hand. She read.

Page forty-two began a section he had titled, in the margin, with a single word underlined: mechanism. He described a meeting. Not the 2015 meeting the Rav had referenced — an earlier one, 2013, involving three individuals whose titles he listed without their names: a head of assessment, a deputy director of civil coordination, and a representative of what he called the standing committee. The meeting had produced a working paper. The working paper had a thesis: that certain categories of early-warning intelligence from the southern sector were generating operational requirements that exceeded available response capacity, and that a protocol for managing the consequences of non-response was therefore necessary. The protocol needed two elements: a mechanism for reclassifying the intelligence itself, and a mechanism for containing individuals with direct knowledge of it.

She read this on the pavement-side table of a café across from a government ministry where a man who had interviewed her about October 7 was currently somewhere on an upper floor. She read it the way she had been reading everything since October 7 — in the specific register of someone for whom reading had become a form of action, each sentence a thing to be placed against what she already knew and tested for fit. The fit was precise. The mechanism Dror had described in 2013 was the protocol that had been applied to Mendel in his hospital room, to the officer in the private facility outside Jerusalem, to the journalist, to the reservist in Vancouver. It had not been invented in response to October 7. It had been designed a decade before October 7 for exactly the situation October 7 would create.

She read to page fifty-one as Yael had told her to. Page fifty-one ended with Dror's account of a conversation he'd had in 2016 with a man he referred to only by initial: A. The man A had told him that the working paper from 2013 had been formally adopted as administrative policy in a closed session of the standing committee. He had told him the name of the person who had moved its adoption. He had told him that the same person had, in 2019, issued the stamp at 11:58 that night on a different document than the one from October 6 — an earlier assessment, a smaller one, one that had also not been acted on. A had said to Dror: this is not the first time. Dror had written, in the margin of page fifty-one, in slightly heavier ink than the rest as if he had pressed harder: it will not be the last. She closed the notebook. She looked at the ministry entrance. She thought about a mechanism designed ten years before it was used for the thing it was designed for, maintained in a closed administrative policy, applied with regularity against people who knew about it. She thought: this is not a conspiracy. This is a bureaucracy. This is what the Rav meant: it is not evil that requires a vast machinery. It is indifference. Indifference requires only a protocol and a standing committee and a man who stamps documents at 11:58.

She waited forty minutes. She finished the coffee she had not intended to drink. She watched the entrance. At 2:44 Shavit came out. He was with another man — she did not know the other man, could not see his face clearly from across the street, but she registered: taller, older, civilian clothes with the same quality as Shavit's, the quality of a man whose professional body had been shaped by something other than what his clothes suggested. They stood on the steps for forty seconds. They were not having a conversation — they were concluding one, the specific body language of two people wrapping up something that had been said inside and was being confirmed or closed on the steps. The other man went back in. Shavit walked east, away from her, at the same habitual pace.

She let him get half a block ahead. She stood up. She left money on the table without waiting for the bill — she had been calculating costs without receipts for days and this was automatic now. She went out onto the pavement. She walked east. She was not following him in the way people followed people in films — she was not ducking behind cars, she was not pressing herself into doorways. She was walking on the same pavement forty meters behind a man who was walking at a regular pace and had no reason to think about the woman forty meters behind him. This was what following someone actually looked like. It looked like nothing. It looked like the ordinary movement of a city afternoon.

He turned south onto a smaller street. She followed. He walked two blocks and went into a building — residential, not government, an apartment block of the anonymous kind that existed throughout central Tel Aviv, the kind built in the seventies with the specific brutalism of that era rendered in the pale stone that Tel Aviv used instead of concrete. She stopped at the corner. She watched him go in. She noted the building number. She noted the street. She looked at the directory panel visible through the glass of the entrance — too far to read from here. She took out her phone. She photographed the building from the corner, including the street sign. She wrote the building number in the notes app. She looked at what she had written.

She thought about what she had and what she needed. She had: a lieutenant colonel in military intelligence with regular access to a ministry he had no public business being in, meeting with an unidentified man, leaving for a residential address in the middle of a working day. She had: a notebook that described the mechanism in 2013 and its adoption in a closed session and the name of the person who had moved its adoption and the fact that the same person had been doing this since at least 2019. She had: Yael's summary in the envelope, which she had not yet read completely, which she was going to read tonight. She had: a meeting in Jerusalem in seven hours with a man who had been waiting to receive exactly this. She thought: Shavit is not the center. She had known this since the kitchen table, since the four of courses, since the pause at Sheba. He was part of the coordination — Strategic Coordination, as the door said. He was the mechanism's face in the field. The man he had met on the steps was something else. She needed to know who the man on the steps was.

She walked back to Ibn Gabirol. She walked at the pace of a woman who had somewhere to go and enough time to get there, which was the pace she had been maintaining for eleven days now — not urgent, not casual, the pace of someone operating in the space between those two things where the most useful work got done. She thought about Shavit's notebook and his blue pen and the way he had written Mendel's description without pausing. She thought: he already knew Mendel was there. She thought: the interview at Miri's kitchen table was not an investigation. It was an assessment. He was assessing how much she knew, what she had, whether she was manageable. She thought about what he had concluded. She thought: he concluded that I was manageable. She thought: good. Let him.

She bought a bus ticket at the central station at four-fifteen. Not south — she changed the plan. The supply-run man could wait; she had the notebook, she had Yael's summary, she had the Jerusalem meeting tonight. Be'eri could wait twenty-four more hours. She bought a ticket to Jerusalem. She sat at the back of the bus. She opened the notes app. She added Shavit to the entries — the building, the ministry, the meeting. She looked at everything that had accumulated in the app since October 7. It was no longer a list. It was something else. It was the record that Dror had started in a small hardcover notebook, that Yael had continued in a forwarded document, that Mendel had been holding in a room that did not officially exist, that a woman named Sarah Levin had been building in a borrowed phone on the bus to Netanya on the day after the worst morning of her life, not knowing yet what she was building or why, knowing only that building it was the correct response to the alternative, which was not building it. She closed the app. She looked out the window. The city moved past her toward the hills. The hills moved past her toward the city that was two thousand years of people deciding what counted as worth remembering. She was going to Jerusalem. She had seven hours. She thought about what she was going to say when she got there. She thought: say it clearly. Say it without hesitation. Say: here is what I know, here is how I know it, here is what it means. She thought: the rest is not my part. The rest is his.


	



CHAPTER 21 — THE MAN ON THE STEPS

Tel Aviv. October 21, 2023. 3:30 p.m.

She had the photograph. She had taken it on Kaplan Street: the unidentified man on the steps of the ministry, standing with Shavit, concluding the conversation that had been started inside. She had photographed him from across the street, forty meters, the specific angle that gave her his profile rather than his full face. She had a partial face, a height, a posture, a briefcase of the kind that was carried by people in certain professions. She had been looking at the photograph for two hours when she thought of the conference approach — not social media, where a partial face would return nothing, but professional conference archives, where a photograph accompanied by a bio was the standard format.

She searched for Israeli-American policy conferences in 2019. She was looking for anything with the words intelligence, governance, democracy, or security reform in the title. She found six. She looked at their programs. The fourth one: Democratic Resilience and Institutional Reform Forum, Washington D.C., October 2019, co-organized by the Resilience and Democracy Fund and the Institute for Strategic Studies, Hebrew University. The RDF's logo was at the top of the program. The RDF: a Washington-based not-for-profit, established 2005, whose stated mission was strengthening democratic institutions in fragile and transitional environments through civil society support and policy dialogue. She recognized the language. It was the same language GCI Geneva used. The same language EDSI Brussels used. The language of democratic institution-building, which was a real and legitimate field of work and which was also, in specific applications, a method for inserting policy frameworks into governments without going through the legislative process.

She looked at the conference speakers. Page three of the program: Breakout Session B — Intelligence Reform and Democratic Accountability. Speakers: three names. She looked at the photographs beside the names. The third speaker: Jonathan Weiss, Senior Adviser on Democratic Governance, Resilience and Democracy Fund / Strategic Consulting Group Tel Aviv. The photograph was a headshot, formal, a conference badge quality. She put it beside her photograph from Kaplan Street. Forty meters, a profile, partial face. She looked at both for a long time. The height was consistent. The posture was consistent. The briefcase in the conference photograph was a different one but the same kind. She wrote in the notes app: Jonathan Weiss. RDF Washington. Strategic Consulting Group Tel Aviv. Kaplan Street, Oct 21. Shavit meeting. She wrote: probably.

She searched Jonathan Weiss. Professional profile, current: Principal, Strategic Consulting Group, Tel Aviv. Previously: Senior Adviser, Resilience and Democracy Fund, Washington, 2014–2021. Before that: Ministry of Foreign Affairs, strategic planning division, 2009–2014. Before that: graduate fellow, Civic Future Foundation, Tel Aviv, 2007–2009. She looked at Civic Future Foundation. She had seen it in Dror's notebook — page thirty-four, the Brussels connection, the domestic placement layer. The foundation that had been funded by Geneva, Washington, and a former prime minister's donor network. Jonathan Weiss had been a graduate fellow there in 2007. He had then moved to the foreign ministry, then to the American NGO, then back to Tel Aviv as an independent consultant. The career arc of a person who moved between the domestic government and the external network and back, each transition reinforcing the previous connection.

She searched the Resilience and Democracy Fund. Washington registration, 2005. Annual budget, most recent filing: fourteen million dollars. Largest grant programs: civil society capacity-building in Eastern Europe, governance reform support in the Middle East and North Africa, and — she read it twice — democratic institution-strengthening programs in consolidated democracies. Israel was listed in the consolidated democracies category. The consolidated democracies program's most recent grant cycle had included three Israeli organizations. One of them was the Civic Future Foundation. The circle was not a conspiracy. It was a network — self-reinforcing, self-legitimizing, each node pointing to the others as evidence of credibility.

She thought about what Weiss's role had been. A consultant who had formerly worked for the American NGO, who had formerly worked for the foreign ministry, who was meeting a lieutenant colonel from military intelligence on Kaplan Street on a Monday afternoon and going into a ministry building neither of them had official business in. She thought about the man on the administrative floor at Sheba — Strategic Coordination, no name on the door. She thought about the layers: a Geneva legal opinion, a Brussels compliance framework, a Tel Aviv foundation, and now a Washington-funded consultant meeting a military intelligence officer at a ministry on a Monday afternoon. The layers fit together not as a directed conspiracy but as a system — each node doing what it was built to do, the outputs of each becoming the inputs of the next, the whole structure serving a function that no individual node needed to consciously intend.

She called Nava. She gave her Weiss's name and the RDF connection and the Civic Future Foundation link. Nava said: "That's the domestic political layer. The foundation Dror identified on page thirty-four." Sarah said: he was a fellow there in 2007. He's been inside the network for sixteen years. Nava said: "He's the coordinator. The person who makes sure the external architecture stays connected to the domestic implementation." She said: "Shavit reports to him or reports through him." Sarah said: Shavit is the field layer. Weiss is the interface layer. Nava said: "Yes. And above Weiss — " she paused. She said: "Above Weiss is whoever Adina Reiss reports to within the network." Sarah said: that's what we don't have yet. Nava said: "The third name will have it. He has been building this for three years. He has the top of the architecture." Sarah said: I'll ask him tonight. Nava said: "Ask him everything. Ask him especially about the former prime minister on page forty-six." Sarah said: Dror used an initial. Nava said: "The initial is enough. The third name will know."

She added Weiss to the notes app in a new section she labeled architecture. She wrote the layers in order: GCI Geneva (legal foundation, 2013) — EDSI Brussels (compliance framework, 2013) — Civic Future Foundation Tel Aviv (domestic placement, 2009) — RDF Washington (political funding and cover, 2005 onward) — Jonathan Weiss (interface layer, Shavit contact) — Adina Reiss (governmental placement, Ministry of Strategic Affairs, 2012) — A.R. as initialing on both the Geneva opinion and the 2015 restriction. She looked at the list. She thought about Mendel on page eleven, writing at 11:42 p.m. on October 6: I am understanding what it means. She thought: this is what it means. The catastrophe of October 7 was not only the failure of intelligence transmission or the bureaucracy of indifference. It was the failure of a state whose policy infrastructure had been systematically occupied — legally, procedurally, legitimately — by a network that believed, with sincere conviction, that Israeli security decision-making needed to be constrained. And the constraint had held on October 6 at 11:58, and on the morning of October 7 six hundred and eighty-nine people in the kibbutzim of the southern plain had not had the protection they were entitled to under the basic obligation of a state toward its citizens. She closed the app. She went to Jerusalem.


	



CHAPTER 22 — THE TUNNEL

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 22, 2023. 8:05 a.m.

She had slept three hours in a guest room at the address in Jerusalem — not a hotel, a private apartment belonging to a woman she had never met who had left a key under the mat and a note on the kitchen table that said: help yourself, towels in the hall closet, be gone by seven. She had been gone by six-forty. She had driven back to Tel Aviv in the dark, the 1 empty at that hour, the hills giving way to the coastal plain in the specific way they gave way at night — not gradually, but in a single moment when you came around a curve and the flatness appeared and the sea was somewhere to the west in the dark. She had showered at the hospital. She kept a change of clothes in her office for long call nights. She had changed and drunk the coffee from the machine in the break room and thought about the meeting and what had been said in it and what it meant that the third name had listened to everything she told him and had not said: I need more. He had said: I have enough. He had said: give me until Wednesday.

She went to the secure ward at eight-oh-five. The new guard — the lighter one, the one who had been there since the large man with the kippah had been replaced on Friday — checked her badge. She went down the corridor. She turned the corner toward room fourteen. She stopped.

The door was open. Not ajar — open fully, pushed back against the wall, the specific openness of a door that had been opened by someone who was not coming back. She stood in the corridor and looked at the open door for two seconds. Then she went in.

The bed was made. Not occupied-and-made, the way a bed was made when someone had gotten up and pulled the covers straight. Made the way beds were made in rooms that were being returned to availability — tight corners, pillow centered, the specific institutional geometry of a room that had been reset. The chair beside the bed was at a perfect right angle to the wall. The small table held nothing. The cup that had been there since the first session — the cup of water, always there, never refilled in her presence — was gone. The window was closed. The vent above it was closed. The room had no smell. Not the smell of a patient, not the smell of cleaning product. Just the neutral absence of smell that rooms had when they had been sealed and cleared and were waiting to become something else.

She stood in the center of the room for a moment. She looked at the made bed. She looked at the chair at its precise right angle. She thought about Mendel's hands on his knees, session after session, the steadiest hands she had seen in this room in eleven years. She thought about his voice saying: the bed gets made. No file. No record. Nothing. She had thought, when he said it, that he was describing a theoretical outcome. She was standing in the outcome.

She went to the nurses' station. The nurse on duty was not one she recognized — weekend staff, the rotation that brought in faces she saw twice a month at most. She said: room fourteen. The nurse looked at her. She said: the patient in room fourteen. The nurse checked something on the screen. She said: "Room fourteen is currently unoccupied." Nava said: when was the patient transferred? The nurse looked at the screen again. She said: "I don't have a record of a transfer." Nava said: when was the room vacated? The nurse said: "According to the system, room fourteen has been unoccupied since —" she looked at the screen — "October 9." Nava said: October 9. The nurse said: "That's what the system shows." Nava said: I have been treating a patient in that room since October 11. The nurse looked at her with the expression of someone who was being asked to choose between what a screen said and what a senior clinician was telling her, and who had been trained, above all, to defer to the screen.

She went back to her office. She opened the patient management system. She searched Mendel Karmi. Nothing. She searched the room number. The room had been unoccupied, according to the system, since the previous tenant had been discharged on October 8. She searched her own session notes — the ones she had filed on Friday, the ones she had spent four hours writing. They were there. All of them, timestamped, attributed to her registration number, filed under a patient number she had not assigned. She opened the file. The patient number was real — it belonged to a man she had treated three years ago for a depressive episode, a man who was currently living in Haifa and running a bakery and had not been her patient since 2020. Someone had moved her session notes into an existing patient's file and deleted the original patient record. The notes were there. The patient they described was not.

She photographed every screen with her phone. She photographed the empty room fourteen record. She photographed her session notes in the wrong file. She photographed the timestamp on her own entries and the name and registration number of the clinician shown as the filing author, which was her name and her number, attached to a patient they had decided to erase. She sent the photographs to her encrypted drive. She sent them to Amit's personal email with the subject line: Monday, per our conversation. She sent them to a third address — one she had created the night before in Jerusalem, at the instruction of the third name, a blind address that would forward to three separate accounts he controlled. She put the phone in her pocket. She sat at her desk. She looked at the red folder. It was still there, on her desk, where it had been since October 9. She picked it up. She opened it. The stamps were there — the dark blue 7-ALEPH, the DO NOT ARCHIVE, slightly crooked at the upper right corner. She thought: this is the only physical evidence that he was here. She thought: they left the folder. She thought: they left the folder because taking it would have confirmed there was something to take.

She put the folder in her bag. She put Dror's notebook on top of it. She put the folded piece of notepaper — records maintained per protocol — in the front pocket where she could feel it. She stood up. She had thirty-two hours until Monday morning, when Amit would file the formal inquiry and the third name would begin moving what she had given him and the clock on the stable records would start to mean something different. She had thirty-two hours and no patient and a room that had been unmade and remade in the night as if he had never been there. She had the folder. She had the notes. She had the photographs. She had the notebook. She thought: I have everything I came in with and everything I built while I was here. She thought: that is not nothing. She turned off her office light. She went to her car. She drove north, because north was where the coastal road was and the coastal road was where she thought best and she had thinking to do before Jerusalem this evening and before tomorrow and before whatever Monday would be. She drove. The sea was to her left, gray and indifferent and entirely itself, doing what it had always done, which was to be there regardless.

She called the number the third name had given her from a petrol station outside Netanya. He answered on the second ring. She said: the room is empty. He said: "When?" She said: overnight. The system shows him never having been there. He said: "And your notes?" She said: moved into an existing patient's file under my name. He said: "Can you extract them?" She said: I photographed everything. I sent to three addresses including yours. He was quiet for three seconds. He said: "The photographs are enough if the session notes are there." She said: they're there. He said: "Then we have the record even if they erase the record. That's what matters." She said: where is he? He said: "I don't know. Not yet. But if they've moved him it means the timeline has accelerated. They're not waiting for Monday." She said: should I be worried? He said: "You should be faster than Monday." She said: how much faster? He said: "Tonight. Can you have everything to me tonight?" She said: I'm driving north. He said: "Drive south." She said: there's something I need to do first. He said: "What?" She said: Be'eri. He was silent for four seconds. He said: "Why?" She said: there's a notebook in a closet. He said: "The notebook you already have is enough." She said: the notebook I have was Dror's. The notebook in Be'eri is Mendel's. He said: "How do you know?" She said: because he told me to find it and he didn't tell me about Dror's. He said: "Then find it. Be there by noon. Jerusalem by six." She said: that's tight. He said: "Yes." She said: I'll be there. She hung up. She pulled out of the petrol station. She turned south.

She drove toward Be'eri. The road south had the specific quality of roads that were going somewhere the normal traffic had decided to avoid — lighter than it should have been, with the occasional checkpoint visible in the distance, the army presence that had been a constant in the south since October 7. She thought about Mendel in the hall with his hand against his ribs saying: I will find you. She thought about what find meant now — not the romantic register she had heard it in on October 7, the register of a man who was injured and sending his family north, but something more architectural: I will find the way back to what needs to be done. She thought: he found it before I did. He found it eleven years before I did, in the choice to move to Be'eri, in the choice to know what he knew about Ponevezh and Duvdevan and what each of them had taught him about reading what a thing was designed to do. She drove. The landscape opened. The north of the Negev was not beautiful in any conventional sense — flat, pale, the specific dryness of a place that had decided to be itself without apology. She thought about the fence post and the jasmine and the leaning six degrees to the east. She thought: I am going to be okay. She thought it not as a wish but as a determination, a thing she was going to make true by the act of holding it correctly in her mind. She drove.


	



CHAPTER 23 — DAWN

Be'eri perimeter. October 22, 2023. 11:40 a.m.

The man who ran supply runs was named Elad. She had his number from the third day of searching, when she had been mapping the edges of the closed zone from a hotel room in Tel Aviv, and she had called him that morning from the petrol station outside Netanya before she called the third name. He had said: meet me at the junction of routes 232 and 241, eleven-thirty, blue pickup. He had said it with the economy of someone who had given this set of instructions many times. She was at the junction at eleven twenty-two. The blue pickup arrived at eleven thirty-eight. Elad was in his forties, weathered, with the specific quality of a man who spent most of his time outside and did not experience this as hardship. He looked at her in the passenger seat for one second and said: "Family member?" She said: I lived there. He said: "Good enough." He drove.

He knew the roads the way someone knew a thing they had learned by doing rather than by studying — not perfectly, not as a map, but as a sequence of decisions, each one made in response to what the road was doing at that moment. He knew where the checkpoints were and he knew their schedules and he knew that schedules were not perfectly kept and he had built a margin for the imperfection into his routes. He had done four runs since October 7, bringing back belongings for families who could not get in officially, charging a flat rate that was not expensive and was not cheap and that no one had yet refused. He did not talk much while he drove. He said: "You have fifteen minutes when we're inside. More might be possible but I plan for fifteen." She said: that's enough. He said: "What do you need?" She said: one room, one closet. He nodded. He drove.

They came through on a secondary road, a track more than a road, which ran along the eastern edge of the agricultural land and intersected the perimeter at a point between two army positions that were, at 11:58, both facing the other direction. Elad knew this because he had timed them on previous runs and he drove without commentary, his eyes on the road and the positions in the same glance. She did not ask how he knew or what he would do if it went wrong. These were not useful questions. She held her bag on her lap and looked at the landscape through the window — the fields, the specific flat green of irrigated land in October, the sky above it enormous and pale, the sky of the southern plain that had been above her for eleven years and that she was seeing now from outside what she had been inside, which was a different view.

The kibbutz was not what she expected, which was wrong of her because she had known what to expect and had expected it anyway in the wrong register. She had expected the specific devastation of news photographs, which is the devastation of the singular and the extreme — the burned car, the collapsed wall, the thing that represented everything. What she got was ordinary devastation, which was worse. The street looked like a street where something had happened and the something was over and what remained was the not-yet-processed state of a place that was between what it had been and what it was going to become. There were buildings that were intact and buildings that were not and the ones that were not were not dramatically destroyed — they were incompletely destroyed, partially, in the specific way of a violence that had moved through quickly rather than deliberately. The jasmine was on the fence. The post was still leaning.

Elad stopped the truck at the corner of her street. He said: "Twelve minutes." She got out. She walked to the house. The door was unlocked — not open, closed, but the lock mechanism had been forced and the door swung when she pushed it, the specific swing of a door that would never again be fully closed. She went in. The house smelled of nothing. The smell of a home was the smell of the people in it and the people were not here and what was left was the neutral base the smell had been built on — stone and tile and the particular mineral quality of a house that had been closed for two weeks. She stood in the hallway for two seconds. She did not look at the kitchen. She went straight to the bedroom.

The closet was where it had always been. She opened it. The clothes were there — Mendel's shirts, her own things, the organized disorder of a shared closet that had not been organized in months. She reached to the back. Behind the hanging clothes, behind the shoes lined along the floor, in the corner against the wall: a small cardboard box she did not recognize. She pulled it out. It was not heavy. She opened it. Inside: a small hardcover notebook, blue. Different from Dror's — smaller, thinner, with a worn spine as if it had been carried in a pocket. She opened it. Mendel's handwriting, which she knew as well as her own, small and left-leaning, the handwriting of a man whose hand moved faster than the pen usually allowed. She did not read it. She put it in her bag. She put the box back. She pushed the clothes back into position. She looked at the closet for a moment — at the shirts she knew by their positions, at the specific disorder of a space that two people had made without thinking about it, the accumulated evidence of eleven years of a shared life. She closed the door.

She was back at the truck in nine minutes. Elad was where she had left him, engine running, eyes on the road with the patient vigilance of a man who was used to waiting in places where patience was the correct instrument. She got in. He drove without asking what she had found. She was grateful for this. She held the bag on her lap with both hands and felt the weight of the two notebooks inside it — Dror's, thick, seventy-three pages of small precise writing built over years; and Mendel's, thin, worn, the weight of something carried rather than stored. She thought: one notebook for the mechanism. One for the witness. She thought: this is the complete record. Not everything — there were things she didn't have and would probably never have, the things that burned on cold metal and left only ash. But enough. The third name had said: enough to move. She thought: this is enough to move.

Elad dropped her at the junction at 12:41. He said: "Find what you were looking for?" She said: yes. He looked at her for a moment with the specific attention of a man who drove people into damaged places and had developed, over many such drives, an accurate read of what they carried back. He said: "Good." He did not ask what it was. He drove back the way he had come. She stood at the junction with her bag and the two notebooks in it and the enormous southern sky overhead and the road going north. She thought about the fence post. She thought: I will come back. Not as a statement about the future, which she couldn't know. As a decision she was making about how to hold the future. I will come back and the jasmine will be there and the post will still be leaning and I will call Gideon and he will come and he will say: yes, I need to replace this. And she will say: I know. She stood there for a moment longer, looking south at the road she had come from. Then she turned north. She walked to where she had left the car. She got in. She drove.

She read the notebook at a rest stop on route 6, parked in the shade of a truck that was idling beside her, the engine noise covering the particular quality of silence that descended when she opened Mendel's notebook and began to read. The first pages were dates and numbers — not narrative, inventory: dates of assessments, numbers that corresponded to documents, a cross-referencing system she would need Dror's notebook and Yael's summary to fully decode. Then, starting on page eleven, something different. Not documentation. Testimony. His own account, written in the present tense as if he were writing it while it was happening, of what he had done on October 6 from the moment the document arrived to the moment he had made his decision. She read it. She read it carefully and completely and when she finished she sat with the notebook open on her lap and looked at the truck idling beside her and thought: he decided. Not a failure. Not an accident. He read the document and he made a decision. And the decision he made — she thought about this carefully — the decision he made was to be here. To be the person who could describe, in present tense, written on the night of October 6, what it felt like to read something and understand its weight and carry it into the next day knowing the next day was coming regardless.

She photographed every page of Mendel's notebook with her phone. She sent the photographs to the three addresses. She closed the notebook and put it back in the bag. She looked at the road. It was 1:23 p.m. She had until six in Jerusalem. She thought about what the third name had said: be faster than Monday. She had the notebooks. She had the summary. She had the session photographs. She had the ministry on Kaplan Street and the man on the steps and the residential building where Shavit had gone, which was something she would give the third name tonight and let him determine the weight of. She thought: I have enough. She thought: I have more than enough. She thought: I have what Mendel was waiting in that room to give someone, what Dror built the notebook to support, what Yael forwarded the document to make possible, what the Rav waited thirty years to contextualize. I have it and I am driving north and tonight I will give it to the person who can move it. She started the car. She drove. The road was ordinary. The sky was enormous. She drove.

She stopped once more, at a gas station outside Rehovot, to call Miri. Miri answered on the first ring. She said: Sarah. Not a question anymore — an acknowledgment, the specific tone of a woman who had shifted from waiting to simply receiving. Sarah said: are the children okay? Miri said: they're fine. Daniel is reading. Maya made a drawing this morning. Sarah said: what did she draw? Miri said: she wouldn't say. She just put it on the refrigerator. Sarah said: I need one more day. Miri said: "You've been saying one more day." Sarah said: I know. Tomorrow. Miri said: "Tomorrow what?" Sarah said: tomorrow I'll know what comes next. Miri was quiet. She said: "Are you safe?" Sarah said: yes. She said it without hesitation, which was the only way to say it. Miri said: "Okay." She said: "There's something else." Sarah said: what? Miri said: "A woman called. This morning. She asked for you. I said you weren't here. She said: tell her the geraniums are still alive." Sarah closed her eyes. She stood in the petrol station forecourt with the phone against her ear and the smell of diesel in the air and the afternoon light doing its particular afternoon thing. She said: thank you. She said: tell the children I'll call tonight. She hung up. She got back in the car. She thought about the geraniums — the aggressive October red of them, the specific force of something that kept growing regardless. She thought about Yael somewhere, still in motion, still carrying what she carried. She thought: find her. She thought: I will. She put the car in gear. She drove toward Jerusalem.


	



CHAPTER 24 — THE RACE

Jerusalem. October 22, 2023. 5:58 p.m.

She was two minutes early. The address was a building on a street in the western part of the city, not Rehavia, not the yeshiva neighborhood — somewhere between them, a street that had the quality of neither residential nor institutional but something that existed between those two categories, the kind of street that appeared in a city's biography only in footnotes. She had parked twelve minutes' walk away because the third name had said twenty minutes and she had not had twenty minutes to spare. She sat on a low stone wall across from the entrance and looked at her phone. The notes app was open to the last entry — the name she had added the day before, after Kaplan Street. She looked at it. She thought about what she was about to do. She thought: I am going to walk into a building I have never been in and give everything I have to a person I spoke to once on the phone. She thought: yes. That is correct. That is what the past fifteen days have been building toward.

She was reaching to put the phone in her bag when she heard footsteps. Not the footsteps of the street — those were background, ordinary, the accumulated sound of a Jerusalem evening. These were the footsteps of someone who had just sat down on the stone wall. She looked up.

The woman was in her early forties. She was wearing a dark jacket, jeans, carrying a bag that had the specific weight of something full and important. She was looking at her phone with the focused attention of someone who was trying to appear to be doing something while actually doing something else, which was the same thing Sarah had been doing one minute ago. She had the face of a woman who had not slept properly in two weeks and who had used the two weeks to become someone she had not been before. Sarah recognized the quality of it because she saw it every morning in the mirror of whatever bathroom she was using that day.

The woman looked up. They looked at each other.

The woman said: "You're here for the eight o'clock." It was not a question. Sarah said: six. The woman said: "I'm six." They looked at each other again. The woman said: "Who sent you?" Sarah said: Mendel Karmi. The woman's hand, which had been resting on her bag, tightened slightly. She said: "The room is empty." Sarah said: I know. I was there this morning. The woman said: "You were at Sheba." Sarah said: you were at Sheba. The woman said: "I'm his psychiatrist." Sarah said: I'm the woman he was trying to get to.

They sat on the stone wall across from the address in the Jerusalem evening and looked at each other with the specific attention of two people who had been assembling the same picture from different angles and had just discovered the other piece. The city was doing its evening thing around them — the light going golden and then amber on the stone, the particular way Jerusalem moved into night, unhurried, as if evening were a thing it had done so many times that it no longer needed to announce it. Sarah said: how long have you been working on this? The woman said: sixteen days. Sarah said: I've been working on it since the morning it started. The woman said: "I know. He told me about you. He said: she opened the door." Sarah said: it took me forty seconds. The woman said: "He said forty seconds was fast." Sarah said: it didn't feel fast. The woman said: "It never does from inside it."

Sarah took out Mendel's notebook. She held it in her lap without opening it. She said: I found this today. In Be'eri. The woman looked at it. She said: "I've been looking for the corroboration. I have session notes and a red folder and photographs of a room that no longer officially exists. I have Dror Ohayon's notebook." Sarah said: I have Yael's summary. The woman's head came up. She said: "You met her." Sarah said: this morning. On Ibn Gabirol. She gave me a page. The woman said: "Is she —" Sarah said: she's moving. She said to tell you the geraniums are still alive. The woman looked at the street. She said: "Her mother." Sarah said: yes. They were quiet for a moment. Around them the Jerusalem evening continued its unhurried business.

The woman said: "My name is Nava Elstein." Sarah said: Sarah Levin. They did not shake hands. There was not, at this moment, the correct gesture for two people who had been moving toward each other for sixteen days through a network of dead men's notebooks and forged signatures and rooms that officially did not exist. Sarah said: you're the fifth psychiatrist. Nava said: "He told you about the five." Sarah said: he told me in the notes app. Not directly. She paused. She said: he called my sister on October 9 at nine in the morning. He said: the numbers are in the blue notebook. He said: tell her she'd know which one. Nava said: "He called you from Be'eri." Sarah said: he called Miri. I didn't have my phone. I left it on the counter. Nava said: "I know. He told me that too." She said it without judgment — not the judgment of a clinician and not the judgment of a person who had not made equivalent mistakes in equivalent situations. She said it the way you said a thing that was simply part of the record.

Sarah said: do you know where he is? Nava said: "No. I know where they've moved people before." She said: the private facility outside Jerusalem. The one where the intelligence officer has been for eight years. Nava looked at her. She said: "How do you know about that?" Sarah said: Dror's notebook. Pages forty-eight through fifty. She reached into her bag and took out Dror's notebook and held it beside Mendel's and looked at the two of them side by side — the thick one and the thin one, the mechanism and the witness, the father's testimony and the man's. She said: I was sent to Be'eri for Mendel's notebook. I found Dror's first. Nava said: "Yael's father." Sarah said: yes. Nava said: "The cardiac event." Sarah said: yes. They looked at the two notebooks. Nava said: "We have enough." She said it not as a question. She said: "We have more than enough." Sarah said: the third name said: be faster than Monday. Nava said: "I know. I spoke to him last night." Sarah said: so did I. They looked at each other. Sarah said: he gave us both the same appointment. Nava said: "He gave us each the appointment that would bring us here at the same time." Sarah said: he knew we'd find each other. Nava said: "He knew we'd already found each other. He was waiting for us to know it too."

They went in together. The building had a lobby with a security desk and a man behind it who looked at their names on a list with the economy of a man who had been told to expect them and had the list in front of him and was doing exactly what the list said to do. He called upstairs. He said: "Both of them, yes." He put the phone down. He said: "Eighth floor." They went to the elevator. In the elevator Sarah looked at the floor indicator and Nava looked at the wall and neither of them spoke. On the eighth floor there was a corridor and a door at the end of it and a man standing at the door who was not a guard — who had the posture of an assistant, of someone who managed the logistics of a person whose time was the most precisely allocated thing in the building. He looked at them both and said: "Come in."

The room was not what Sarah had imagined a room like this would be. She had imagined, without deciding to, something institutional — the desk of authority, the view of the city from above, the specific architecture of consequence. What she got was a study. Books. A desk with paper on it, real paper, handwritten notes she could not read from where she stood. A window that looked onto a garden, not a view. A man behind the desk who stood when they entered, which was a courtesy that contained, as all courtesies did at this level, an assessment. He was in his sixties. She had seen his photograph — the institutional photographs, the man whose face had become the setting. In person he was smaller than his photographs, which was something she had heard about powerful men and had not quite believed until now.

He said: "Sit down." They sat. He sat. He looked at them both with the attention of a man for whom attention was the primary professional tool. He said: "I know what you've brought me. I know what it means. I know what it will cost each of you and I won't pretend otherwise." He said it without preamble, without the courtesy of a warm-up, because the warm-up would have been a form of disrespect to what they had each done to be in this room. He said: "I want to hear it from you. Both of you. In sequence. Everything." He picked up his pen. He looked at them. He said: "Begin."

Sarah looked at Nava. Nava looked at Sarah. In the space between them — the space across which they had not yet said most of what they would eventually need to say to each other, the space of two women who did not yet trust each other and had no choice but to anyway because there was no one else — something passed. Not an agreement. Something earlier than an agreement. A recognition. Sarah turned back to the man behind the desk. She reached into her bag. She put both notebooks on his desk. She put Yael's folded summary beside them. She said: I'll start from October 7. She said it without hesitation. She said it clearly. He looked at what she had put on his desk. He looked at her. He said: "Go."

She went. She began with the jasmine. Not because it was relevant to the protocol or the document or the prior decision. Because it was where the story began — not on October 7 at 6:29 but eight days before, on a September morning with cold coffee and a child drawing stick figures in the yard and a fence post leaning six degrees to the east and a life that had been entirely itself and then, without the courtesy of a warning, had become something else. She spoke for forty minutes. Nava spoke for thirty-five. Between them they accounted for sixteen days and two decades of mechanism and a dead man's notebook and a woman somewhere on the move with a document that had already cost her father his life. Outside the window the Jerusalem garden was going dark. The man behind the desk wrote everything down in his small precise hand, every word, not on paper that would go into a system — on paper that would go where he decided to take it, in the time he had before Monday, in the forty-eight hours that were now thirty-six, which he had said would be enough and which Sarah, watching him write, was beginning to believe.


	



CHAPTER 25 — THE THIRD LAYER

Jerusalem. October 22, 2023. 10:30 p.m.

She had stayed in the building after Sarah left. The third name had asked her to stay, and she had understood this as something other than a request — it was the offer of a continuation, a second layer of the meeting that he had not been ready to give while both of them were in the room. She had sat in the study for forty minutes, reading, while he made calls in another room. When he came back he sat down across from her and looked at her with the attention he had brought to all of it and said: "There is something I should give you before you leave." She said: yes. He said: "Not the documents. I'll send those through Har-Lev. What I want to give you is the architecture."

He told her the three layers. He told her about GCI Geneva first — the legal opinion of 2013, the forty-seven pages that established the protocol's legal defensibility, authored by A.R. She said: I found the document. He said: "I know. I knew when you called me. That meant you had found the external layer." She said: who is A.R.? He said: "Her name is Adina Reiss. She is a Senior Policy Adviser currently serving the Intelligence Oversight Subcommittee of the parliamentary committee that is now reviewing the October 6 assessments." He let that land. She said: she is advising the committee that is reviewing the protocol she created the legal basis for. He said: "Yes." He said: "This is the mechanism in its most refined expression. Not crude enough to be visible. Sophisticated enough to be described as a procedural arrangement."

He told her about the Brussels layer second. EDSI: the European Democratic Standards Initiative, which had provided the compliance framework that allowed the hospital to adopt the protocol as consistent with international clinical governance standards. He said: "The hospital's legal department received a document from a reputable Brussels institution and approved the protocol. No individual at the hospital acted in bad faith. The mechanism does not require bad faith at the institutional level. It requires only that the right document arrive from the right institution at the right time." She said: and someone arranged for the right document to arrive. He said: "Someone arranged for EDSI to exist, to be credible, and to produce the right document. That is a longer kind of arrangement than the document itself."

He told her about the Washington layer third. The Resilience and Democracy Fund: the American funding source that had seeded the Civic Future Foundation in Tel Aviv, which had been the domestic node through which Adina Reiss had been placed. He said: "The RDF is a legitimate organization. It does legitimate work in many contexts. What it does in this context is provide the political and financial infrastructure that makes the placement of advisers like Reiss appear to be the normal output of civil society activity." She said: and in Israel specifically. He said: "In Israel specifically, since approximately 2009, it has been funding the construction of what its own internal documents call 'policy continuity infrastructure' — the network of advisers, legal opinions, and institutional frameworks that ensure certain kinds of security decisions remain contested rather than actionable."

She said: you have the internal documents. He said: "I have had them for three years. I have been waiting for the conditions that made them submissible." She said: what conditions? He said: "A formal legal proceeding in which they are directly relevant to a finding. Har-Lev's judicial application is that proceeding. The committee's review is that proceeding. What you and Sarah have built is the record that makes those proceedings possible." He said: "I cannot appear in any public proceeding. But what I have can appear, in the appropriate form, through Har-Lev's representation." He said: "The RDF documents are the top of the architecture. They show the intention. Everything else shows the execution."

She said: the former prime minister. He looked at her. He said: "You've read Dror's notebook." She said: page forty-six. The initial. He said: "I will not name him to you. He is living. He acted in what he believed were the interests of the state. He was wrong in a way that has cost lives." He said: "What I will tell you is that the domestic political infrastructure through which Reiss was placed was built through his network and through the Civic Future Foundation, which he supported directly. That connection is documentable through financial records that are in the public domain, for anyone who knows how to read them." He said: "Har-Lev knows how to read them."

She sat with everything she now had. The three external layers: Geneva, Brussels, Washington. The domestic layer: the foundation, the political network, the placement. And at the center of all of it: one person, currently advising the committee that was investigating the protocol she had spent a decade making legally defensible. She said: what happens when the committee learns that its own adviser created the architecture it is investigating? He said: "That is the conflict of interest that Har-Lev will file to have adjudicated. The motion will require naming her. Naming her will require the record to be complete enough that the naming is unarguable." He said: "That is why I asked you to bring me everything tonight. The record needs to be complete before the motion can be filed." She said: is it complete? He looked at her for a moment. He said: "It will be, when Sarah has read page forty-nine of Dror's notebook." She said: she has it. He said: "Then tell her to read it tonight."

She drove back toward Tel Aviv at midnight. The road was empty. The hills held the road the way they always held the road, with the specific indifference of geological time applied to the urgency of a single human night. She drove and thought about the word placement. She thought about what it meant to place a person — not to hire, not to appoint, but to place, the way you placed a chess piece, in a position where its presence constrained the movement of other pieces. Adina Reiss had been placed in 2012 in a position where her presence constrained the movement of intelligence from assessment to action. The placement had held for eleven years. On October 6, 2023, at 11:58 p.m., the placement had held one final time, and by 6:29 the next morning the constraint had produced its consequence. She thought: this is what the third name has been building toward for three years. The record that shows the placement. She thought: we are building it. She drove. The road went through the hills. The hills held it. She drove.

She texted Sarah at 12:40, stopped at a petrol station outside Latrun: *he confirmed everything. Adina Reiss. Geneva  Brussels  Washington. She is advising the oversight committee. Read page 49 tonight. Call me in the morning.* She sent it. She looked at the fuel gauge. She filled the tank. She thought about what the morning would require and what the day after that would require and what the week after that would require and she thought: one thing at a time. She thought: page forty-nine is tonight. The conflict-of-interest motion is when the record is complete. The record is almost complete. She thought: almost is not nothing. Almost is the thing you hold when done is not yet available. She got back in the car. She drove toward Tel Aviv. The night was the night. The road was the road. She drove.


	



CHAPTER 26 — THE PROMENADE

Tel Aviv. October 23, 2023. 9:14 a.m.

They had agreed to meet on Dizengoff at nine. Not in a café — the woman had said: walk, not sit, and Sarah had understood this because she had been doing most of her thinking while walking for sixteen days and sitting had come to feel like a form of exposure, the vulnerability of a fixed position. They met at the fountain, which was not running. It had not been running since before October 7, which was a detail Sarah noticed and filed and said nothing about, the way she filed details now, reflexively, as if the notes app had become the operating system of how she moved through the world.

They walked south. The street had the quality of a Tuesday morning in a city that was going through the motions of ordinary life while aware, at some level it could not quite articulate, that ordinary life was not what was actually happening. The cafés were open. People sat in them. The newspapers on the wire racks outside the kiosks had headlines she did not read. She walked beside a woman she had met sixteen hours ago in a different city and with whom she had spent those sixteen hours in a building on the eighth floor saying everything she had been building for sixteen days, and now they were on Dizengoff in the morning and neither of them quite knew what the other one was.

Nava said: "What did he say when you finished?" Sarah said: he said he needed forty-eight hours. He said it was enough. She said: what did he say to you? Nava said: "The same. And he asked me to stay in the building until midnight." Sarah said: did you? Nava said: "Yes. He came back at eleven. He had made three calls. He didn't tell me to whom." Sarah said: do you trust him? Nava said: "I trust what Mendel said about him. I trust what the Rav said about him. I don't know him well enough to trust him directly yet." Sarah said: that's an honest answer. Nava said: "I've been trying to be precise about what I know versus what I'm inferring. It's been a useful discipline." She said it without irony. Sarah thought: she talks the way Mendel talks. The precision. The architecture of what she says versus what she means.

Sarah said: the private facility outside Jerusalem. You said you knew where they move people. Nava said: "I know of one previous use. The intelligence officer. I have an address from Dror's notebook." Sarah said: have you been there? Nava said: "No. I know what I'd find if I went. An institution that is legitimate on its surface, licensed, staffed, with patients who are there voluntarily and one who isn't. And if I go and I ask about him I will be another person who asked, which creates a record of asking that may or may not be useful." Sarah said: so you haven't gone. Nava said: "Not yet." Sarah said: but you're going. Nava looked at the street. She said: "After Monday. If the third name moves what we gave him, the facility becomes less safe for them to use. They'll either release him or move him again." Sarah said: and if they move him again we lose him. Nava said: "Yes." She said it flatly, the flat of someone who had thought about this particular loss and had decided to sit with it rather than resolve it prematurely.

They passed a bakery. The smell of it was the smell of bread in the morning, the smell that was the same everywhere bread was made and that was one of the few smells Sarah had encountered in the past sixteen days that did not map onto anything that had happened — it was clean, historical, the smell of something that had been done the same way for so long that it had no contemporary connotation. She slowed without meaning to. Nava slowed beside her. They stood outside the bakery for a moment. Sarah said: I haven't eaten since last night. Nava said: "Neither have I." They went in. They bought bread — two rolls, the kind with sesame seeds on the top, the kind that were slightly too hot to hold comfortably but that you held anyway. They came back out. They ate while they walked. Neither of them commented on this. It was simply the next thing.

Nava said: "Tell me about October 7. Not the record. What you remember." Sarah looked at her. She said: why? Nava said: "Because I've read everything I can read about it from the outside and I've been treating a man who was there and I know the clinical literature on acute stress response and I still don't know what it's like to be in the room." Sarah said: you have the session notes. Nava said: "Session notes are what people say when they're talking to a psychiatrist. I want to know what you haven't said." Sarah walked. The bread was still warm. She said: the smell of jasmine. She said it and then she said nothing for a moment because saying it had the weight of something that could not easily be followed. She said: I stood at the window every morning and it was doing something that should have been obvious but that I kept thinking was going to be manageable. The post was leaning. I kept meaning to call Gideon. She said: that's what I think about. The jasmine and the post and the call I kept not making. Nava said: "Because if you had called Gideon the post would have been fixed and that would have been the last ordinary thing." Sarah said: yes. Nava said: "And now the ordinary thing is the thing that holds the rest." Sarah said: yes. They walked.

Nava said: "Mendel. What do you need from this process that isn't about the document?" Sarah stopped. She looked at Nava. She said: he was in the hallway with his hand against his ribs. I don't know if he's alive. Nava said: "He was alive as of October 9. He was — " she paused. She said: "He was not in distress in the clinical sense. He was very much himself." Sarah said: that doesn't tell me if he's alive now. Nava said: "No. It doesn't." She said it directly, without the clinical softening she might have used in a session, and Sarah thought: good. Good that she doesn't soften it. She said: I need to know he's alive before I can finish thinking about anything else. Nava said: "I understand. That's not a request I can fulfill directly. But the third name has resources I don't have." She said: he knows about the facility. Nava said: "He knows about the facility and he knows the institutional pathway they would use for an unregistered transfer. If Mendel is there he can find out faster than I can." Sarah said: I need you to ask him. Tonight. Not as part of the documentation. As a direct request. Nava said: "I'll ask him tonight." She said it without the hedge of I'll try or I'll see what I can do. She said it as a commitment and it landed as one.

They turned west at some point — Sarah was not tracking the route precisely, the walking was the point, not the destination — and came toward the sea. The promenade appeared and they went onto it without discussing it, the way you moved toward water when water was available. The Mediterranean was doing its October thing: gray-green, moving in the low swells of a wind coming from the northwest, the color of metal rather than the color it was in summer. There were runners on the promenade and a man with a dog and a woman sitting on a bench looking at the water with the specific attention of a person who was using the water to think. Sarah stood at the railing. Nava stood beside her. The wind came off the water with the salt and the iodine and the long-distance quality of air that had traveled a long way before reaching them.

Nava said: "I made a mistake ten days ago. I told someone I trusted what I had. I told him before I understood the reach of it." Sarah said: Amit Rosenberg. Nava looked at her. Sarah said: he's the one filing the formal inquiry Monday morning. Nava said: "How do you know his name?" Sarah said: Mendel mentioned him. In a note. In the notebook. He wrote: the second floor will have an ally, trust the one who asks the question officially. Nava said: "He knew about Amit." Sarah said: he knew about all of it. He had planned this before October 7. The evacuation to Sheba, the unit that doesn't exist, the five psychiatrists — he planned for the right person to arrive and then he planned what happened after. Nava said: "The mistake I made was telling Amit before I understood the full reach. But he agreed to file the inquiry and that may be what makes Monday possible." Sarah said: then it wasn't a mistake. Nava said: "It was a mistake that had a good outcome. Those are still mistakes." Sarah said: noted. She said it with the ghost of something that was not quite humor but that lived in the same neighborhood. Nava looked at her. The ghost of something in her expression too. They stood at the railing.

Sarah said: what do we do today. Not tonight — today. Before tonight. Nava said: "I need to go back to Sheba. I need to be seen doing ordinary things. If I disappear the day before Monday they'll know something is moving." Sarah said: and me? Nava said: "What do you want to do?" Sarah said: I want to see my children. Nava said: "Then see your children." She said it as if it were simple, which perhaps it was. Sarah said: the placement order is still active. Nava said: "The placement order is a civil proceeding that is stayed while the clinical assessment is pending. I haven't yet submitted the assessment." Sarah said: you haven't evaluated me. Nava said: "I've spent the last eight hours listening to you. I know your clinical presentation rather well at this point." Sarah said: and? Nava said: "And you are not a woman who cannot manage her own affairs. You are a woman who has been managing a very complicated set of affairs with considerable skill under conditions that would have disabled most people I have treated." She said it without inflection, as a clinical observation, the precision of someone describing a finding rather than paying a compliment. Sarah said: will you put that in writing? Nava said: "I'll have it to the welfare office by nine tomorrow morning."

They walked back along the promenade toward the city. The sea moved beside them. Sarah thought about Daniel at the window in Miri's kitchen, drinking water, looking at the street with the replaced expression that had been there since October 7, the one that was heavier than presence usually was. She thought about Maya on the balcony saying: good. She thought about the drawing on the kitchen counter in Be'eri — the four stick figures, ABA, IMA, NOAM, MAYA — which she had not seen since the morning she left and which she would see again when she went back, which she was going to do. She thought: I am going to go back. Not as a wish. As the next item on the list. Nava said: "One more thing." Sarah said: yes. Nava said: "When this is over — when Monday happens and whatever happens after it happens — I'm going to need to write a formal report. A clinical and institutional account of the protocol, the placements, the mechanism. I'll need your testimony as part of it." Sarah said: you'll have it. Nava said: "It will require specificity. Dates, sequences, everything." Sarah said: I have the notes app. I have everything. Nava said: "Good." She said: "And one thing that's not official." Sarah said: what? Nava said: "When you find Yael. Bring her to her mother. Before anything else. Before the testimony, before the report. Bring her to Rivka." Sarah looked at her. She said: you know about Rivka. Nava said: "I read all of Dror's notebook last night. While you were sleeping." Sarah said: I wasn't sleeping. Nava said: "I know. Neither was I."

They parted at the fountain where they had started, which was not running, which was the same as it had been an hour ago and would be tomorrow. Nava went toward the hospital. Sarah stood at the fountain for a moment. She thought about what had just happened. She had spent an hour walking with a woman she did not know and had told her things she had not told anyone and had been told things in return and at the end of it she knew where she was, not in the geographic sense but in the larger sense — she knew the shape of what was in front of her and she knew her part in it and she knew Nava's part and she knew they were different parts and that the difference was what made them necessary to each other. She thought: we don't trust each other yet. She thought: we're going to anyway. She thought: that's what it means when there's no one else. She picked up her bag. She walked toward the bus station. She was going to Netanya. She was going to see her children.


	



CHAPTER 27 — THE DRAWING

Netanya. October 23, 2023. 2:30 p.m.

Maya opened the door. She had not been warned that Sarah was coming — Sarah had made the decision on Dizengoff and had taken the bus directly without calling ahead, because calling ahead gave Miri time to prepare a face and she did not want Miri's prepared face, she wanted the house as it was, the ordinary afternoon of it, the children in whatever position they were in when they were simply living rather than waiting. Maya opened the door and stood in the doorway with her socks mismatched — a different pair from the last time, one striped, one plain — and she looked at Sarah for one second with the careful assessment she brought to all arrivals, and then she stepped back and let her in.

She did not run to her. She did not cry. She stepped back and turned and walked down the hall toward the kitchen and Sarah followed and the specific wordlessness of it was more than any of the words would have been. In the kitchen Miri was at the counter with her back to the room — same position as every time Sarah had walked into this kitchen in the past two weeks, as if the counter were where Miri went when she needed to manage her expression before turning around. Sarah said: I'm here. Miri turned around. Her face was not the prepared face. It was the face under the prepared face, which was the one that Miri only showed when she had run out of time to substitute something more composed. She said: "You look terrible." Sarah said: I know. Miri said: "You also look — " she stopped. She said: "Like you." Sarah said: I'm working on it.

Daniel was in the living room. He was reading — actually reading, not using reading as a posture, the specific absorption of someone who had found the book that was the right book for the current moment. He looked up when she came in. He said: "You're here." She said: I'm here. He said: "Are you staying?" She said: tonight. He looked at her with the assessment that was Mendel's assessment, the flatness that was deciding something. He said: "What comes next?" She said: Monday something happens. He said: "Something good?" She said: something true. He thought about this for a moment with the patience of a boy who had learned, in the past sixteen days, that patience was not the same as passivity. He said: "Okay." He went back to his book.

She sat in the kitchen with Miri for two hours while Maya moved in and out of the room with the specific orbit of a child who needed to know where the adults were without being in the conversation. She told Miri enough — not everything, the layer of it that was Miri's to know, which was that there were people moving now who had the capacity to do something with what she had found, that Monday was when something would begin, that she was not in danger in the way Miri imagined danger. Miri listened. She did not ask the questions she had been storing up, which was a form of generosity Sarah recognized and filed. She said: you signed the forms. Miri said: "I know." Sarah said: I understand why. Miri said: "Do you?" Sarah said: someone told you it was the right thing and you wanted to believe it was the right thing and the forms looked official and it felt like protection. Miri said: "Yes." She said it small. Sarah said: it was not the right thing. Miri said: "I know." They sat with this. Outside the window of Miri's kitchen the Netanya afternoon was the Netanya afternoon — the sea four kilometers west, invisible, present.

Maya came in at four and sat at the table and looked at Sarah with the directness she had been bringing to everything since October 7. She said: "Are you going to tell us what you found?" Sarah said: not yet. Maya said: "Because it's dangerous?" Sarah said: because it's not finished. Maya said: "When it's finished can you tell us?" Sarah said: yes. Maya said: "Promise?" Sarah said: yes. Maya looked at her for a moment to verify the yes had the correct weight — the weight of a thing she was going to hold Sarah to and knew it. Then she said: "I made a drawing." She went to the refrigerator and took down a piece of paper that was attached to it with a magnet shaped like a cactus. She put it on the table in front of Sarah. Sarah looked at it. It was the kibbutz — not detailed, not precise, the shorthand of a child who was drawing a place from memory rather than observation. There was a house. There was a fence. There was a vine on the fence post. There was a sky above that was blue in a way that was not what the sky had been on October 7 but what it normally was — the deliberate blue of a choice. Maya sat down across from her. She said: "I put the jasmine back." Sarah looked at the drawing. She said: thank you. Maya took the drawing back and returned it to the refrigerator.

Miri's phone rang at five-thirty. Miri answered it in the other room. Sarah heard the register of her voice change — not the words, just the register, the specific shift of a person moving from the domestic frequency to something else. She came back into the kitchen. She said: "It was the welfare office." Sarah said: yes. Miri said: "They said the clinical assessment had been submitted. By a Dr. Elstein at Sheba." She said: "She's recommending the placement order be lifted. They said there would be a review next week but that —" she stopped. She looked at Sarah. She said: "Did you know about this?" Sarah said: we talked this morning. Miri looked at her. She said: "This morning. The psychiatrist." Sarah said: yes. Miri said: "The one from —" she stopped again. She said: "The fifth one." Sarah said: yes. Miri was quiet for a moment. She said: "She's on your side." Sarah said: we're on the same side. Miri said: "Is there a difference?" Sarah said: yes. She said: we each have a different part of it. Miri thought about this. She said: "Okay." She said it the way Daniel said okay — as a decision, not a surrender.

She called her mother after dinner. Her mother answered before the first ring had fully completed, which was its own kind of answer. She said: Sarah. She said it with the fullness of a name that was also the whole accumulated weight of a person. Sarah said: I'm in Netanya. I'm with the children. Her mother said: "When are you coming home?" Sarah said: where is home right now? Her mother was quiet for a moment. She said: "Here. You can come here." Sarah said: after Monday. Her mother said: "What is Monday?" Sarah said: Monday something happens. Her mother said: "You sound like your father again." Sarah said: I know. Her mother said: "He always said something happens and it always did and it was never what he expected." Sarah said: was that bad? Her mother said: "Sometimes. Sometimes it was better." Sarah said: I'll call you Monday. Her mother said: "Call me before Monday." Sarah said: okay. She hung up. She sat at Miri's kitchen table and thought about her father, who had been a man who said something happens and had been right about it more than he had been wrong, and who had died before October 7 and who was therefore, in some register she could not fully name, fortunate.

Miri said, at nine, while they were washing up: "I spoke to someone." Sarah dried a plate. She said: who? Miri said: "Someone who came to the door last week. Not the same man as before. A different one. A woman." Sarah put the plate down. She said: what did she want? Miri said: "She said she was from a citizens' oversight committee. She asked about you. She asked how you were doing. She seemed — she seemed genuinely concerned." Sarah said: what did she look like? Miri described her. Sarah thought about the description. She said: what did you tell her? Miri said: "I said you were managing. I said the children were safe. I said you were working on some things." She said it looking at the sink, at the water. She said: "Was that wrong?" Sarah said: no. She said: she's not from a citizens' oversight committee. She said: she was checking on you. Miri said: "On me or on me to find out about you?" Sarah said: both, probably. Miri dried her hands on the towel. She said: "I'm tired of being used to get to you." Sarah said: I know. I'm sorry. Miri said: "Don't be sorry. Just — finish it." She said it with a tiredness that was not defeat. The tiredness of a woman who had been holding the edges of a situation she did not fully understand and who was choosing to keep holding them and who needed the situation to resolve into something she could set down.

She slept in the guest room. Daniel was in the room next to it and Maya was on the cot and the house made its nighttime sounds — the settling of the building, the refrigerator hum, the particular quality of three people sleeping in the rooms around you that was entirely different from the quality of one person sleeping in the rooms around you. She lay on her back and looked at the ceiling and thought about tomorrow. Tomorrow was Sunday. Tomorrow was not Monday. Tomorrow was the day before the thing that was going to happen, which meant tomorrow was the day for doing whatever still needed to be done before the thing happened. She thought: Be'eri. She had been to Be'eri. She had the notebook. She thought: Yael. She thought: Yael is in Eilat or was in Eilat or was somewhere along the route between Eilat and wherever Yael was trying to get to. She thought about what the Rav had said: she can be convinced to come back if she is given something that changes the calculation. The calculation was: leave or stay, which meant the risk of leaving versus the risk of staying, and the risk of staying was that the apparatus would find her, and the calculation would only change if the apparatus was cracking. She thought: Monday is the crack. She thought: I need Yael to know about Monday before she gets on a boat.

She got up at eleven-thirty and went to the kitchen and sat at the table in the dark and thought. She thought about what she had and what she still needed. She had both notebooks. She had Yael's summary. She had Nava. She had the third name and his forty-eight hours. She had Amit and his formal inquiry. She had the photographs of the empty room and the misplaced session notes. She had the assessment submitted to the welfare office. She had all of this. She needed one more thing. She needed Miri. She had been moving around Miri for two weeks — through Miri, beside her, away from her — and she had not yet asked Miri for the specific thing that only Miri could give her, which was the first thing and the most ordinary thing: she needed Miri to stop being managed and start being an ally. She thought: I've been protecting her from the thing by not telling her the thing. She thought: that's not protection. She went back to the bedroom. She lay down. She looked at the ceiling. She thought: tomorrow. She thought: tell Miri tomorrow. She closed her eyes. She thought about Daniel saying: something good? And her own voice: something true. She thought: yes. That's the right answer. She kept it.

She woke at six to the sound of Maya in the hall — the specific shuffle of wool socks on tile, navigating by sound, not waking anyone. She lay still and listened. She heard Maya go to the bathroom and back. She heard the soft specific sound of a child returning to her cot and settling into it. She heard the house go quiet again. She thought: Maya in the hall at six in the morning, navigating by sound, trying not to wake anyone. She thought: she has always done this. Even before. Even in Be'eri at six in the morning in the hall, the shuffle of the socks, the trying not to wake. She thought: that's the continuity. Not the jasmine. Not the fence post. This. The specific morning sound of a particular child being thoughtful in the particular way of that child, unchanged, continuing, the same at six in the morning in Netanya as it was at six in the morning in Be'eri, the same thing regardless of what had happened to the world around it. She closed her eyes. She breathed. She thought: we are going to be okay. Not as a wish. As a fact she was assembling from its component parts, each one of which was present and accounted for and lying in the dark around her.


	



CHAPTER 28 — PRESENT

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 23, 2023. 3:00 p.m.

She had come back to the hospital at one. She had done what she told Sarah she would do: she had been seen doing ordinary things. She had attended the two-o'clock departmental meeting that she had missed the previous week. She had said hello to colleagues in the corridor with the normalcy of a woman whose demeanor was unremarkable. She had eaten something in the cafeteria that she did not taste. She had checked the official patient system three times — not because she expected to find anything different, but because checking was itself information: it was a behavior consistent with a clinician who was concerned about a missing case and was using available tools, which was what any conscientious clinician would do and which therefore looked exactly like nothing from the outside.

The archive floor was between the third and fourth, which was also where room 4-C was, her new office, the office without a window. She had been in room 4-C once, to confirm its location, and had not returned. She went to the archive floor at three. The archive at Sheba predated the digital migration by twenty years and contained, in the physical sense of containing — in cardboard boxes and manila folders and the specific layered density of a paper record system that had never been fully transferred — the clinical and administrative history of a large public hospital from 1974 to 2018. After 2018, everything was digital. Before 2018, everything was here.

She had identified the search parameters on Sunday night in Jerusalem, in the apartment where she had slept three hours, using Dror's notebook as the index. Dror had given her three things to look for: the names of the two prior psychiatric placements under 7-Aleph that predated October 7, and the administrative designation under which they would have been filed. The designation was not 7-Aleph — that was the external stamp, the thing on the red folder. The internal designation, the one used in the institutional filing system, was a string of letters and numbers that Dror had recorded in the notebook and that she had memorized on the bus from Ashkelon: a fourteen-character alphanumeric that would appear in the administrative section of any file to which the protocol had been applied.

The archivist on the floor was a different Feldman than the one on the fourth — an older man, retirement-aged, who had the specific patience of someone who had been in the same room for twenty years and had made peace with the fact that most of what he guarded was never looked at. She told him she was doing research for a retrospective clinical study on acute stress response protocols. She gave him a date range: 2015 to 2018. He looked at her with the mild incuriosity she had hoped for. He said: "That's a lot of files." She said: I have a specific administrative designation. She gave him the fourteen characters. He looked at them. Something moved in his expression — not recognition, not alarm, something more neutral: the expression of a man who had seen a particular string before and was placing it. He said: "That's a restricted designation." She said: restricted to whom? He said: "Administrative access only." She said: I'm a clinical director. He said: "Administrative access means — " he stopped. He said: "It means I need a signed authorization from Strategic Coordination."

She said: I see. She said it with the neutrality of a woman who had expected this and was not going to react to it. She said: can you tell me how many files in the date range carry that designation? He said: "I can't access them to count them." She said: can you tell me if any files in this archive carry that designation, without accessing their contents? He looked at the terminal in front of him. He typed something. He looked at the screen. He said: "I can confirm or deny presence." She said: please confirm or deny. He typed again. He looked at the screen for three seconds. He said: "Present." She said: how many? He said: "I can only confirm presence, not quantity, without authorization." She said: thank you. She wrote in her notepad: archive, present. She underlined present twice. She said: one more question. The authorization from Strategic Coordination — who in that office issues it? He said: "The coordinator on duty." She said: is there a name? He said: "There's a title. Coordinator of Clinical Record Integrity." She wrote this down. She said: thank you. She left the archive floor. She went up the stairs toward her office.

She sat at her desk and looked at her notepad. Present. The files existed. They were in the archive, carrying the administrative designation, restricted under the authority of the office that had no name on its door, overseen by a title rather than a person, which was the institutional equivalent of a locked box with a label that said: this is here, you may not open it. She thought: they are here because they could not be fully erased. Because paper exists in a way that digital records do not — not more permanently, but differently, in the sense that a physical file requires a physical decision to destroy and a physical action to carry out, and someone at some point had not made that decision and not carried out that action, and so they were here, accessible in the sense of physically present, inaccessible in the sense of requiring an authorization that would be issued by the same office that had applied the restriction. She thought: this is the wall. This is where the trail ends if you approach it the official way.

She thought about what she had told the third name. She had given him everything: the notebooks, Yael's summary, the session photographs, the misplaced notes, the empty room. She had given him the testimony of two women who had been inside the apparatus in different ways and had come out the other side with the shape of it. She had not given him what was in the archive because she did not have it. She thought: what I have is enough. The Rav had said: enough means you know what to do with it when you have it. She thought: what I have is enough to begin. The archive is what you go back for after the beginning has produced enough pressure to open the lock.

She pulled up the Clinical Record Integrity Protocol memo on her computer. The one that had been dated two days before the meeting on the administrative floor, effect immediate. She read it again in full this time, which she had not done during the meeting because she had been reading it against the man across the desk rather than against the text. She read the definitions section. She read the procedures section. She read the exceptions section. In the exceptions section, paragraph three, sub-paragraph b: clinical records filed under administrative designation codes carrying restricted access may be subpoenaed under section 22 of the Civil Procedure Law or equivalent judicial authorization. May be subpoenaed. She wrote this in her notepad. She wrote: judicial authorization. She wrote: section 22. She drew a box around both and a line from the box to the word archive. She thought: the judicial route. She thought: the third name has access to a human rights lawyer. Mendel had mentioned this — not in her session notes, in the margins of his notebook, which she had read twice last night. He had written: if the judicial route is needed, the name is available. He had written a name. She had written it in the notes app. She looked at it now.

She called Amit at four. He said: "Are you at the hospital?" She said: yes. He said: "I've drafted the inquiry. I'll file it tomorrow at nine as agreed." She said: one addition. She told him about the archive and the restricted designation and the judicial route. He said: "You want to add a subpoena request to the inquiry." She said: I want to note that the relevant documentation exists in a physical archive under restricted access, and that the inquiry identifies section 22 as the appropriate mechanism for access. He said: "That's a significant expansion of the inquiry's scope." She said: I know. He said: "It changes the nature of it from an administrative complaint to a — " he stopped. He said: "To something that requires a judge." She said: yes. He said: "The third name." She said: he has the name of the lawyer. He said: "Then he's already thought of the judicial route." She said: I think he's been thinking about it for three years. Amit was quiet for a moment. He said: "Nava." She said: yes. He said: "Are you okay?" She said: I've been better. He said: "That's honest." She said: I'm trying to be precise. He said: "I know. I'll add the archive notation to the inquiry." She said: thank you. He said: "Don't." She said: I know. She hung up.

The light in her office was still working. She had stopped noticing the fluorescent light above her desk — it had been steady since the first session with Mendel, after its initial hesitation, and she had filed this away as resolved. Now she noticed it again, the steady hum of it, the way it lit the desk evenly, the red folder under Dror's notebook under the clinical pad, the pen that was on the pad, the glass of water she had not drunk. She thought: this is what she had. This room. This desk. The lamp that had hesitated as if the circuit itself was working something out. A patient who had recited Isaiah in Aramaic under sedation and had been waiting for someone who knew the verse. She had known the verse. She thought about what knowing the verse had cost her and what it had given her and whether the accounting made sense, and she thought: the accounting does not need to make sense. The accounting is not the point. The point is the verse. Morning is coming, and also night. Come back if you want. Ask again. She thought: I have asked. I am still asking. She picked up her pen. She opened the clinical pad to a fresh page. She began to write the report that she was going to eventually write — not the official version, not the one with registration numbers and case designations, but the real one, the one that started with a fluorescent light that hesitated as if the circuit itself doubted reality, and a file that arrived on a Monday morning stamped DO NOT ARCHIVE, and a patient who said: you are the fifth, and who was waiting.

She wrote for two hours. When she stopped it was six-fifteen and the office had gone dark and she had not turned on any other light and she was writing by the fluorescent light alone, which was steady and even and entirely adequate for the purpose, the way adequate things were adequate — not perfectly but sufficiently, which was what was needed. She read back what she had written. It was not the report. It was the material from which a report could eventually be made — dense, personal, in the register of a clinician who had stopped performing clinical distance and was instead simply describing what she had seen and what she had done and what she had understood and in what order. She thought: the Rav said the function of a witness is not to save. It is to prevent the erasure of what happened. She thought: I am the witness. Not Sarah — Sarah is the proof, as Mendel had said. She is the witness. The two things were different and both were necessary and she had been the witness from the moment she had completed the verse and Mendel had turned his head and found her with the precision of something that had been tracking her since she walked in. She saved the document to the encrypted drive. She closed it. She looked at the red folder. She thought about Monday. She thought: come back if you want. Ask again. She thought: I am coming back. Tomorrow. The day after. Every day it takes. She turned off the light. She went home.


	



CHAPTER 29 — PAGE FORTY-NINE

Tel Aviv. October 23, 2023. 11:45 p.m.

She had read page forty-nine three times before she understood what she was reading. Not because the language was difficult — Dror's handwriting was small but consistent, his sentences built the way sentences were built by a man for whom precision was the primary courtesy — but because what he had written on page forty-nine required her to adjust what she had understood about everything before it. She had been reading the notebook as a record of a mechanism. Page forty-nine made clear that it was a record of a decision: not the decision that had been made on October 6 at 11:58, which was a small decision, the last in a sequence. The decision that had been made in 2012, when a network of foundations and political actors had determined that Israeli security policy required external calibration and had placed the person who would calibrate it.

Page forty-nine: Dror's 2016 conversation with A. His contact had said: I need to tell you the thing I have not told you. He had said: Adina Reiss was not placed by the Geneva institute. She was placed by the Geneva institute on behalf of an arrangement that the Geneva institute was one component of. The arrangement involved three external funding sources and one domestic political infrastructure. The domestic infrastructure was built through the former prime minister's civic network. The former prime minister had believed, and continued to believe, that Israeli security establishments required the kind of external accountability pressure that domestic politics could not provide. He had built the infrastructure to provide that pressure. Adina Reiss was the instrument of that pressure within the intelligence oversight process. She was sophisticated, credible, and entirely sincere in her work.

Dror had written: A said she does not know she is an instrument. She believes she is a reformer. This is what makes the mechanism so robust. A reformer who believes sincerely in the reform cannot be persuaded to stop. She has no guilty knowledge to be managed. She has only her conviction, and her conviction is built on a framework that has been constructed around her with the specific architecture of something that looks like the truth from the inside. He had written: she is the most dangerous kind of actor. Not because she is malicious. Because she is certain. Malicious actors can be turned. Certain ones cannot. He had written a line below it, in heavier ink, pressed deeper: the people who put her there knew this. That is why they chose her.

She wrote in the notes app: page 49. Reiss does not know she is an instrument. Believes she is a reformer. Framework built around her conviction. The people who placed her chose her specifically because she would be impossible to turn. She sat on the hotel bed and thought about this. She thought about what it meant to build a mechanism that did not require its central actor to have guilty knowledge. The mechanism was legally clean, institutionally legitimate, and internally sincere all the way down. The only level at which it was not clean was the level at which the network had decided what the reform should accomplish and had built the reformer to accomplish it. And that level was not a room where decisions were made. It was a network where understandings were reached, at conferences, over dinners, through grants, in the specific informal register in which the most consequential political decisions are made precisely because they leave no minutes.

Dror had written, at the bottom of page forty-nine, in the margin, the heaviest ink in the entire notebook: she doesn't make decisions. She makes decisions impossible. He had written this on page thirty-five when he first named her and he had written it again here, on the page where he understood the full architecture, as if the sentence were the summary of everything else — the reduction of four hundred and twelve words and several years of patient documentation to the single operation this person performed on the decision-making apparatus of the Israeli state. Not corruption. Not treason. The production of impossibility within the legitimate apparatus of oversight. She had made it impossible for the standing committee to act on the early-warning assessments without triggering an oversight review. She had made it impossible for the oversight process to move quickly enough to matter. She had made the decision to act on October 6 impossible without any single person making a decision to do so.

She called Nava at seven the next morning. Nava said: "I know. The third name told me to tell you to read it." Sarah said: I read it three times. Nava said: "What did you understand?" Sarah said: she doesn't have guilty knowledge. She believes in what she does. The mechanism chose her for that reason. Nava said: "Yes." She said: "The mechanism chose her the way a good lawyer chooses a witness — not for what they know, but for how they'll hold up under cross-examination. She holds up because she's telling the truth as she understands it." Sarah said: but the truth she understands was built for her. Nava said: "Yes. By people who were not telling their truth. By people who had decided what the truth should accomplish and then built a person to carry it sincerely." She said: "That is the part that is not in Dror's notebook. The people above the architecture. The ones who decided." Sarah said: the third name has it. Nava said: "He said he'll send it through Har-Lev. The RDF internal documents." She said: "The decision is in those documents. Not stated as a decision. Stated as a program goal. But a program goal that produces this outcome is a decision."

Sarah looked at the two notebooks on the bed beside her — Dror's, thick, and Mendel's, thin. She thought about what Dror had built over years and what Mendel had built in the weeks before October 7 and what she had been building since, in a notes app on a borrowed phone, in a hotel room she had been in for ten days. She thought: the record is the antidote. Mendel had said it first, on page eleven, implicitly, by choosing to write in present tense on the worst night. Dror had said it by writing four hundred and twelve words about a stamp. She said it now, in the notes app, as its own entry: the record is the antidote to a mechanism that operates through the absence of a record. When the mechanism is named, it can no longer operate through the anonymity it requires. She wrote: Dror knew this in 2014. He built the record for five years. He did not live to give it to anyone. But it got here. It is here. We have it. She closed the notes app. She got up. She went to meet Miri.


	



CHAPTER 30 — THE STATEMENT

Netanya. October 24, 2023. 8:30 a.m.

She told Miri at eight-thirty, after the children had left the kitchen — Daniel to the living room with his book, Maya to the balcony with a piece of paper and a pen she had taken from the counter without asking, which was how Maya always took things, as if ownership were self-evident when the need was clear. She told Miri at the kitchen table, with the coffee going cold in the way coffee went cold at Miri's table, which was the natural rhythm of serious conversation overriding the rhythm of a beverage. She told her all of it. Not the layer. The whole thing.

Miri listened. She was not a passive listener — she asked questions at the places where questions were needed, the sharp-edged questions of a woman who worked in accounting and had spent twenty years reading documents for what they were designed to conceal rather than what they were designed to say. She asked about the forms she had signed. Sarah showed her the photographs on her phone — the commitment application, the welfare placement order, the forged clinical notes with Nava's name in someone else's handwriting. Miri looked at them. She looked at them for a long time. She said: "They used my name." Sarah said: yes. Miri said: "My signature is on documents that were used to —" She stopped. She said: "To manage you." She said the word manage with the specific inflection of a woman encountering a clinical euphemism for the first time and understanding, viscerally, that it is not a euphemism at all.

Sarah said: I need one thing from you. Miri said: "What?" Sarah said: a formal statement. In writing. That you were approached by an unidentified man, that you signed documents you were not given time to read fully, that you were told the documents were protective and voluntary and that no one told you about section 15(b) or what clinical endorsement meant legally. Miri said: "Is that true?" Sarah said: is it? Miri looked at the table. She said: "He held the documents rather than giving them to me. I asked to read them and he — he summarized. He said: the sister section is just this paragraph, the clinical part is just the bottom line. He was kind. He was very kind." She said: "That's all true." Sarah said: then write it. Miri said: "For what?" Sarah said: for a formal inquiry at Sheba Medical Center that is being filed this morning. Miri looked at her. She said: "This morning." Sarah said: yes. Miri got up. She went to the drawer by the sink — the drawer with the takeout menus and the expired coupons. She took out a pad of paper. She sat back down. She said: "Start from the beginning. Tell me what to write."

It took forty minutes. Miri wrote in her clear accountant's hand, the handwriting of precision rather than elegance, each sentence checked against the facts Sarah confirmed or corrected. When they were done Miri read it back aloud, which was something she did with important documents — she had told Sarah once that reading aloud caught the errors that the eye skipped over because the mind already knew what it had written. She read it. She found two things to correct. She rewrote. She signed it. She dated it. She looked at it for a moment with the expression of someone looking at the most important administrative document they had ever signed and thinking about all the less important ones they had signed before it.

She photographed Miri's statement on her phone. She sent it to Nava's personal address and to the third name's blind address and to the encrypted drive. She put the original in her bag, inside Dror's notebook, pressed flat against the back cover. She looked at the time: 9:22. Amit would be filing at nine. Nava would be at the hospital. The third name had said forty-eight hours from last night, which meant tonight — Monday evening was the window. She thought: things are moving. She thought: I can feel them moving the way you feel the current in water before you see it.

Maya came in from the balcony at ten with her paper and pen and a drawing she did not show anyone. She went to the refrigerator. She took down the Be'eri drawing — the one with the jasmine on the fence. She looked at it. She put it back up. She took the new drawing and put it beside the old one, attached with the cactus magnet she moved to the left. Sarah looked at the new drawing from across the kitchen. It was two figures. Not four — two. Standing on a street she did not recognize, facing each other. Neither figure had a face, which was how Maya drew figures she was working out rather than figures she knew. She looked at the drawing. She thought about two women on a stone wall in Jerusalem in the evening. She thought: Maya could not know about that. She thought: Maya draws what is true, not what she has been told.

Daniel came to the kitchen doorway at eleven. He said: "Something is happening." Sarah said: what? He held up his phone. He said: "I follow a news account. There's a report. It says — " he read from the screen — "'Intelligence Oversight Committee chair requests emergency review of October 6 assessment protocols.'" He looked at her. He said: "Is that —" Sarah looked at the phone. She said: read it again. He read it again. She thought about the third name and his three calls at eleven p.m. the night before last. She thought about what three calls at eleven p.m. could produce by Monday morning. She thought: he was faster than forty-eight hours. She said to Daniel: yes. He said: "Is it enough?" She said: it's the beginning. He said: "Of what?" She said: of the rest of it. He looked at the screen. He looked at her. He said: "Okay." He went back to his book. She sat at the table and thought about a report that named an emergency review and what a review required and who it would call before it and what they would say when they were called.

She called Nava at eleven-fifteen. Nava answered on the first ring. Sarah said: did you see it? Nava said: "I'm looking at it now." Sarah said: is this him? Nava said: "It has to be. The committee chair has been a contact of his for six years. The timing is exact." Sarah said: what does it mean for Mendel? Nava said: "If the review has been requested officially, the facility becomes visible. They won't risk moving him during a visibility window." She said: "I'm going to the address tonight." Sarah said: the private facility. Nava said: "Yes. I need to know if he's there." Sarah said: I'm coming with you. Nava was quiet for two seconds. She said: "You don't have to." Sarah said: I know. Nava said: "You understand what going there means." Sarah said: it means I know exactly where he is and someone in that building has to look at me and understand that I know. Nava said: "Yes." Sarah said: I'm coming. Nava said: "Train to Jerusalem at four. I'll meet you at the station."

She packed the bag. She did the four-motion sequence. Phone, notebooks, envelope, charger. She stood in the guest room and looked at the narrow bed and the chair in the corner and the window that looked onto the back garden where Miri grew tomatoes that were past their season, dried on the vine, the specific look of a garden in the gap between what it had been and what it would be next spring. She thought: I have been in ten different places in the past sixteen days and this is the one that felt most like stopping, which was not the same as home but was the closest to it. She thought: after Monday I can stop for more than a night. She thought: after Monday I can think about what stopping is.

She said goodbye to the children at two. Daniel at the door, arms coming up, the slow acceptance of the hug. Maya in the kitchen, not looking up from the table. Sarah said: I'll call you tonight. Maya said: "From Jerusalem?" Sarah said: how did you know? Maya said: "Because that's where things happen." She said it with the simple accuracy of someone who had been tracking the narrative carefully from a position she did not acknowledge occupying. Sarah looked at her. She said: yes. From Jerusalem. Maya said: "Okay." She went back to the paper and the pen. Sarah stood in the doorway of Miri's kitchen and looked at the two drawings on the refrigerator — the Be'eri one with the jasmine on the fence and the new one with the two faceless figures on the unknown street — and she thought: this is what it looks like to not yet know the ending. Two figures without faces because the story hadn't decided yet what their faces meant. She picked up her bag. She went to the door. Miri was there. Miri put her arms around her — not Miri's usual practical hug, the check-the-box embrace of two sisters who had spent most of their adult lives in different registers of closeness. The real one. The weight of it. Sarah held it. Then she went.

On the train south she took out Mendel's notebook. She did not read it — she had read it twice and knew it. She held it. She thought about page eleven, where the tone had shifted from inventory to testimony, where he had moved from recording what he knew to recording what he felt, which was the movement of a man who had decided that the distinction between the two did not serve what he was trying to do. He had written: I am reading this document in the dark at 11:42 p.m. on October 6 and I am understanding what it means and I am understanding that I will not be the same person after tonight that I was before it. He had written: I am not afraid. He had written: I am the kind of afraid that is not the same as fear. He had written: I know what this requires and I am going to do it and she is going to be okay. She had stopped at that line the first time she read it and she had stopped at it the second time. She stopped at it again now, in her mind, the notebook closed on her lap, the train moving south through the middle of the country. He had written: she is going to be okay. He had written it on October 6 at 11:42, before the sirens, before the mamad, before the forty seconds. He had written it as a fact. She thought: he wrote it because it was true. She thought: he was right. She thought: I am going to tell him he was right.


	



CHAPTER 31 — FILED

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 24, 2023. 9:03 a.m.

She was at her desk when Amit filed it. She knew the exact moment because he sent her a message — not on the hospital system, on his personal phone to hers: *done. 9:01.* Two words and a period. She looked at the message for a moment and then put the phone face-down on her desk and looked at the red folder and thought: it has begun. The formal inquiry into the welfare and whereabouts of an unregistered patient, admitted to the secure psychiatric ward under a non-standard protocol, whose case records had been transferred without clinical consultation into an existing patient's file, whose room had been cleared overnight without documented authorization, and whose treating clinician was being reassigned to a sub-floor office with no external wall. The inquiry named the administrative designation from the archive floor. It named section 22 as the relevant judicial mechanism. It was signed by two consultants — Amit and a second clinician she did not know, whose name the third name had provided the previous evening, a man who had apparently been waiting for exactly this filing for some time.

The call came at nine forty-three. It was from Orenstein's office — the PA again, not Orenstein herself, the same bureaucratic distance. The PA said that Dr. Elstein's presence was requested in room 4-C at ten o'clock for a meeting regarding the departmental transition. She said: I'll be there. She hung up. She thought: they have seen the inquiry. She thought: ten o'clock is forty-two minutes, which is not enough time to prepare a full response and is exactly enough time to communicate a position. She thought: the position will be one of two things — containment or escalation. She thought: I will know which within the first three sentences.

She went down to 4-C at five to ten. The room was as she had imagined it: low ceiling, no window, the specific quality of a room that had been storage and had not fully completed its conversion. There were two chairs and a desk that belonged to whoever had been assigned the room before her, whose personal items had been cleared. The man from Strategic Coordination was already there. He was standing rather than sitting, which was information — standing was either dominance or discomfort, and this man was not the kind to broadcast discomfort. He said: "Dr. Elstein." She said: good morning. She sat down. He remained standing for two seconds and then sat, which was the specific adjustment of someone who had planned to conduct this meeting from a height and had reassessed. She thought: he reassessed because I sat first.

He said: "We've been made aware of an inquiry filed this morning." She said: I'm aware of it as well. He said: "The inquiry contains several inaccuracies." She said: which specifically? He said: "The patient in question was discharged through standard protocol on October 21. The records reflect this." She said: the records show the room has been unoccupied since October 9. He said: "There was a data entry error which has since been corrected." She said: when was it corrected? He said: "This morning." She said: after the inquiry was filed. He said: "The timing is coincidental." She looked at him. He looked back. She said: I have photographs of the system as it appeared on Saturday morning. He said: "Digital photographs can be — " she said: timestamped by the device metadata and the hospital network, which logs all activity against registered access credentials. He was quiet for one second. He said: "The patient was discharged." She said: to where? He said: "To an appropriate care facility." She said: which facility? He said: "That's protected under patient privacy regulations." She said: the patient was admitted under a non-standard protocol with no system record. He said: "The record now exists." She said: created this morning. He said: "Corrected this morning."

She reached into her bag. She took out the red folder. She put it on the desk between them. He looked at it. His expression was the controlled expression of a man who had been told the folder had been cleared and who was now looking at the folder on a desk in front of him. She said: this was in my office on Saturday. She said: the stamp on the cover is the administrative designation from the archive floor. She said: the session notes inside it are in the official patient management system under a different patient's file number. She said: I have photographs of both. She said: the inquiry filed this morning notes all of this. She said: I'm not here to negotiate. She said: I'm here because I was asked to be here and I want you to understand that everything you say in this room this morning is part of the record I'm building, which is separate from the official inquiry and will not be subject to administrative restriction. He looked at the folder. He looked at her. He said: "You've made a significant error in judgment, Dr. Elstein." She said: I've made a judgment. Whether it was an error is a determination that will be made by someone other than the two of us.

He stood up. She had the specific sensation of a man making a decision — not an impulsive one, a calculated one, the decision of someone who had been in rooms like this many times and knew when the terrain had shifted under them. He said: "I want to be clear about something." She said: please be clear. He said: "The inquiry will be reviewed. The review will proceed through appropriate channels. The outcome of that review will be determined by the information available to the reviewers, which at this point is incomplete." She said: the intelligence oversight committee has requested an emergency review of October 6 assessment protocols. He stopped. She had said it deliberately, watching for the stop. It was there — brief, less than the pause she'd noticed before, but present. He said: "I'm not aware of that development." She said: it was reported this morning. He said: "I see." He said: "That's a separate matter." She said: it's not separate. The protocol applied to the patient in room fourteen connects to October 6 by mechanism. If the review covers the mechanism it covers the protocol.

He picked up the red folder. She watched him pick it up. He held it for a moment — the weight of it, the dark blue stamp, the slightly crooked corner. She thought: he's deciding whether to take it. She thought: if he takes it, it confirms that it matters. If he leaves it, he's signaling that he doesn't need to take it. He put it back down. He put it back down with the specific motion of someone who has decided the gesture of not taking it is more useful than the act of taking it. She thought: that means he knows there are copies. She thought: he has known there were copies since Saturday. He said: "Good day, Dr. Elstein." He went to the door. He turned back. He said: "I hope your clinical work continues to be as excellent as your record suggests." She said: I intend it to. He left. The door closed. The room was very quiet, with the quality of a room that had been used for storage and had not yet decided what it was now.

She sat in room 4-C for five minutes after he left. She sat with the red folder on the desk in front of her and the low ceiling above her and no window and she thought: this is the room they gave me to communicate that I had been reduced. She thought: I have been in this room for six minutes and I have had a more precise account of the mechanism than I had this morning. She took out her phone. She wrote three messages. The first was to Amit: meeting went as expected. folder still here. he knows about the oversight review. she sent it. The second was to the third name's blind address: they created a discharge record this morning after filing. folder still in my possession. he knows about the intelligence committee. The third was to Sarah: on schedule. tonight still on. She sent all three. She put the phone in her bag. She picked up the red folder. She put it back in her bag, carefully, the way you put a thing in a bag when it was the most important thing you were carrying and you needed to be sure of where it was. She stood up. She left room 4-C. She did not intend to return to it.

The rest of the day was the performance of the ordinary — the thing she had said she needed to do and was continuing to do, moving through the hospital in the register of a clinician who was slightly under administrative pressure but who was handling it with professionalism. She had three active patients aside from the case that no longer officially existed. She saw each of them. She was present in the sessions with the specific quality of presence that good clinical work required, which was the quality of actually listening, which was harder that day than it had been in the eleven years before it because she was also listening to other things in the background — to the hospital's sounds, to the specific quality of the sounds, to whether anything had changed. Nothing had changed in any obvious way. The corridors were the corridors. The cafeteria was the cafeteria. The fluorescent lights were steady. The ordinary machinery of the place continued its ordinary operation and she moved through it and at four-thirty she went to her car and drove to Jerusalem and thought: I have done what I can do from here. The rest is somewhere else.

She had told no one where she was going that evening. Not Amit — she had told him she would call in the morning. Not the third name, who had enough. She had told Sarah, which was enough, because Sarah was the person she was going with and going with someone was, at this point, the full extent of what not going alone required. She drove the 1. The hills came up around the road. The October light was doing the thing it did — the gold of it, the angle, the color of something being preserved. She thought about Mendel reciting Isaiah under sedation: Shomer ma millayla. Watchman, what remains of the night? She thought about the answer, which was not a comfort: morning is coming, and also night. She thought: both. Both are coming. That is the correct answer. Not only the morning. Both. She thought: I know this now. She had not known it twelve days ago, which meant she had learned it in the space of twelve days, which was fast, which was what happened when you were pushed against the edge of something and the edge taught you what the middle had not. She drove. The city rose. She went to meet Sarah.

They met on the platform at the Jerusalem central station at five fifty-eight. Sarah was there first. She was standing with her bag and the specific stillness of someone who had been waiting but had not been anxious about the wait. Nava came down the platform. They looked at each other. They had the particular recognition of people who had spent several hours in proximity and were still learning the shape of that proximity — what it meant, what it required, where the trust was and wasn't yet. Sarah said: I have Miri's statement. Nava said: I got it. She said: are you ready? Sarah said: yes. Nava said: the facility is twenty minutes from here. I have an address. I have no plan beyond arriving. She said it directly, without apology for the lack of plan, because the lack of plan was not negligence — it was the acknowledgment that there was no plan available that wasn't also a kind of pretending. Sarah said: then we arrive. Nava said: yes. They walked toward the exit. Outside the station the Jerusalem evening was beginning its unhurried business. They went into it.


	



CHAPTER 32 — BEIT HASHARON

Jerusalem outskirts. October 24, 2023. 7:20 p.m.

The facility was called Beit HaSharon. It appeared, in any online search, as a private psychiatric rehabilitation center specializing in long-term care for adults with chronic mental health conditions. It had a website with photographs of gardens and common rooms and a philosophy statement about dignity and individualized care. It had a license number from the Ministry of Health, current, valid. It had reviews — five of them, all from family members of patients, all saying variations of the same thing: the staff is attentive, my [relative] is comfortable, I am grateful for the care. Five reviews in what appeared to be eight years of operation. Five reviews, each one carrying the specific quality of a statement composed by someone who had been told what to say.

She had read all of this in the car. Nava had driven; Sarah had read from the printed page she had prepared that morning in Netanya, the research she had done using the address from Dror's notebook and the judicial name from Mendel's. The judicial name — the lawyer — had, in a brief encrypted exchange that morning, confirmed what Dror had written: the facility held at least one individual under a non-voluntary placement that had not been processed through standard civil commitment channels, and the mechanism of placement was connected to the administrative designation in the archive. The lawyer had said: I cannot tell you who is there. I can tell you the facility is the right place to look. He had said: do not go in. Sarah had read this aloud to Nava and Nava had said: we're not going in. Sarah had said: we're going to the entrance. Nava had said: yes.

The building was set back from the road behind a low stone wall and a gate that was not locked. Beit HaSharon looked, from the outside, exactly like what it said it was — a residential building in the institutional style, low and wide, with lit windows at regular intervals and a garden that was tended in the way gardens were tended by institutions: uniformly, without personality, the garden of a place that maintained its appearance as a form of argument for its own legitimacy. A car was parked near the entrance. The lobby inside the glass doors was visible: a reception desk, a figure behind it, the warm institutional yellow of lighting designed to communicate safety. Everything about the exterior said: this is what it says it is. This was, Nava had come to understand, the most sophisticated form of the mechanism. Not the hidden thing. The visible thing that was designed to look like itself.

They stood on the road outside the wall. They did not approach the gate. Nava looked at the windows. She was doing what she had been trained to do in a decade of clinical work: reading the surface for what the surface did not intend to communicate. The lit windows on the ground floor were common areas — she could see movement, figures, the soft shift of occupied rooms. The lit windows on the upper floor were individual rooms. Most of them had curtains partially drawn, the specific partial draw of rooms that had been configured for maximum privacy in minimum space. One window on the upper floor had its curtains fully open. In the room behind it: a figure sitting in a chair. The figure was at a right angle to the window, facing the wall.

Nava said nothing. She stood very still. Sarah looked at her and then looked at the window and then looked at her again. Nava said: "The posture." Sarah looked at the figure in the window. The figure was sitting with their hands on their knees. At a right angle to the wall. The figure was still in the specific way of someone who had chosen stillness as a discipline rather than having it as a default. Sarah's hand tightened around the strap of her bag. She said nothing. Nava said nothing. They stood on the road outside the wall in the Jerusalem evening and looked at the figure in the window.

Then the figure turned. Not fully — a partial turn, the kind of turn you made when you were aware of something changing in your periphery and were deciding how to respond to it. The face was not visible at this distance, in this light, through the glass and the twenty meters between the wall and the building. The face was not visible. The hands were. The hands turned with the figure and rested on the knees again. Sarah made a sound that was not a word. It was the specific involuntary sound of a person whose body has recognized something before the mind has ratified it, the sound of sixteen days of not knowing colliding with the possibility — not the certainty, the possibility — of knowing. Nava put her hand on her arm. She said: "I see it." Sarah said: "Is it —" Nava said: "I don't know from here. The posture is —" She stopped. She said: "The posture is consistent."

They stood for another three minutes. The figure in the window did not turn again. The curtains were not drawn. The light in the room did not change. Nava looked at the building with the systematic attention of someone making a clinical observation under field conditions: the ground floor was lit and populated, the upper floor was individual rooms, the room with the open curtain was on the east end of the building, third window from the corner, second floor. She noted all of this in her phone. She noted the posture: hands on knees, right angle to wall, stillness as discipline. She noted: face not confirmed, identity not confirmed, presence consistent with known subject characteristics. She wrote consistent and then she looked at what she had written and she added a second line: sufficient to proceed.

Sarah said: "He doesn't know we're here." Nava said: "No." Sarah said: "We can't tell him we're here." Nava said: "Not tonight." She said: "But we know where he is." She said it without the inflection of comfort — not as reassurance, as a fact. A fact that had been missing from the record for sixteen days and was now present in the record, entered in a notes app on a phone on a road outside a wall in Jerusalem. Sarah said: "What happens now?" Nava said: "Now we give the lawyer the address and the observation log. He files for judicial access under section 22. The oversight committee's review creates the pressure that makes the filing impossible to dismiss." She said: "How long?" Nava said: "I don't know. The lawyer said days, not weeks, if the review moves quickly." Sarah said: "And if it doesn't move quickly?" Nava looked at her. She said: "We make it move." She said it with the specific certainty of someone who had decided something a long time ago and was now acting on the decision. Sarah said: "We." Nava said: "Yes."

They walked back to the car. The road behind them was empty. The Jerusalem night was quiet in the way Jerusalem nights were quiet — not silent, but with the quiet of a city that ran on a different clock than other cities, that took its evenings seriously, that moved at a pace that was not urgency and was not leisure but was something between them that belonged only to this place. Nava opened the car. They got in. Neither of them started the engine immediately. Sarah sat in the passenger seat with her bag on her lap. She said: "The jasmine." Nava said: "What?" Sarah said: "At Be'eri. The fence post. It was leaning. The jasmine was doing something it shouldn't have been able to do with a leaning support. It was just — growing. In the wrong direction." She said: "That's what I think about. Not the correct direction. The other one." Nava sat with this. She said: "The direction available to it." Sarah said: "Yes." Nava started the engine. She said: "That's a good thing to think about." She meant it clinically and she meant it in the other register and both meanings were present in the sentence and both were true. They drove back into the city.

She dropped Sarah at the station at eight forty-five. Sarah had a train to Tel Aviv at nine, which she was taking because Tel Aviv was where the next morning was and the next morning was what mattered. At the car door Sarah said: "I'll call you tomorrow." Nava said: "I'll send the observation log to the lawyer tonight." Sarah said: "And to the third name." Nava said: "And to the third name." Sarah said: "And Amit." Nava said: "And Amit." Sarah said: "How many people are working on this now?" Nava thought about it. She said: "Seven, directly. More in the periphery if the oversight review produces witnesses." Sarah said: "A week ago it was one." Nava said: "One and a half." Sarah said: "You weren't working on it a week ago." Nava said: "I was working on half of it." Sarah looked at her. Nava said: "I mean you had the witness half and I had the mechanism half. Together it's one whole thing." Sarah said: "When did it become one thing?" Nava said: "On the wall outside Beit HaSharon. When you made that sound." Sarah said: "That was not a sound of recognition. That was a sound of —" she stopped. She said: "I don't know what that was." Nava said: "I know what it was." She said it with the directness of a clinician and with something else underneath it — something that was not clinical and that she did not name. She said: "Go. You'll miss the train." Sarah went. Nava watched her go into the station. She sat in the car for a moment. She thought about the figure in the window, the hands on the knees, the stillness. She thought: sufficient to proceed. She took out her phone. She opened the lawyer's number. She dialed.

The lawyer answered on the second ring. She gave him the address and the observation log. He asked two questions — the date and the floor and the window count from the east corner. She gave him both. He said: "And the posture description?" She said: hands on knees, right angle to wall, stillness consistent with the subject's known presentation over ten sessions at Sheba Medical Center. He said: "Is that sufficient for identification?" She said: it's sufficient for a clinician who conducted those sessions. He said: "Are you willing to say that in a sworn statement?" She said: yes. He said: "Good." He said: "I'll file the section 22 application tomorrow morning. First thing." She said: simultaneously with the formal inquiry at Sheba? He said: "Simultaneously is ideal. It creates two parallel tracks that require two parallel responses. They can't close both at the same speed." She said: when will you know if the judge grants access? He said: "Forty-eight hours if the oversight review is moving. The review is the pressure. The review is what makes the judge willing to look." She said: the review was requested this morning. He said: "I know. I've been watching it." He said: "Dr. Elstein. I want you to understand something." She said: yes. He said: "What you've built in sixteen days — the session notes, the photographs, the archive notation, the observation log, Miri Katz's statement, Dror Ohayon's notebook — that is not a case. That is a record." He said: "Records are harder to manage than cases. Cases can be dismissed. Records have to be argued with. They don't go away." She said: I know. He said: "Good night." She put the phone down. She looked at the station entrance. Sarah was inside now, on a platform or in a train, moving back toward the coast. Nava sat in the car in Jerusalem for a moment longer. She thought about the record. She thought about what the Rav had said: the function of a witness is not to save. It is to prevent the erasure of what happened. She thought: the record is how you prevent the erasure. She thought: the record is the witness, extended into time, past any single person's ability to be managed. She started the car. She drove home. The Jerusalem night was still and cool and entirely itself, the city doing what the city always did, which was to hold inside it all the things that had ever been said within its walls, keeping them in the stone, in the air, in the particular quality of its evenings — not resolved, not finished, but present. Present and unrelinquished.


	



CHAPTER 33 — THE ADVISER

Jerusalem. October 25, 2023. 8:00 p.m.

Har-Lev had asked her to come back. Not for the section 22 application — that had been filed, the judge had it, the timing was what it was. He had called her Thursday evening and said: "There is something I need to show you before Monday." He had said it with the specific weight of a lawyer who had held something back at the right moment and was now determining whether the moment had arrived. She drove to Jerusalem in the dark. His building on King George Street was lit at this hour — he worked late, she had gathered, the work of a man who had been preparing for something for a long time and was now in the phase where preparation and execution overlapped.

He had a file on his desk. Not the material she had given him — different material, his own, the product of four years of parallel construction. He opened it. He said: "Adina Reiss." She said: I know who she is. He said: "What you may not know is her current role." She said: Senior Policy Adviser to the Intelligence Oversight Subcommittee. He looked at her. He said: "You do know." She said: the third name told me. He said: "Then you understand the conflict." She said: she is advising the committee that is investigating the protocol she created the legal architecture for. He said: "The protocol she created the legal architecture for and subsequently protected through three successful procedural deflections of parliamentary inquiry between 2019 and 2022."

He laid out the three deflections. The first: 2019, a parliamentary motion to investigate southern sector intelligence handling, referred to a subcommittee on a procedural basis. The subcommittee had convened twice and produced no findings. Its legal adviser: Adina Reiss. The second: 2021, a formal inquiry initiated by two Knesset members following disclosures in the press about intelligence gaps. Referred to the same subcommittee on the same procedural basis. Same outcome. Mendel had tried to bring information to this inquiry and been told it was under review. The third: 2022, a request from the oversight committee chair for a full audit of October intelligence assessments from the prior year. The request had been determined to fall outside the committee's jurisdictional scope by a legal opinion authored by, and here Har-Lev paused, the Intelligence Oversight Subcommittee's Senior Policy Adviser.

She sat with this for a moment. He said: "Three times in four years, parliamentary scrutiny of the precise mechanism you have documented was deflected by procedural means authored or endorsed by the same person who created the mechanism's legal foundation." He said: "This is the conflict of interest. Not a venial one. A structural one. The mechanism and the deflection of scrutiny of the mechanism are the work of the same hand." She said: and she is now advising the committee that the oversight review has expanded. He said: "Yes. She is currently in a position to shape the review's methodology, its scope, and its findings." He said: "If she determines that the review's expansion of scope violates separation of powers — " she said: the committee defers to its legal adviser. He said: "They have deferred to her three times before."

She said: the conflict-of-interest motion. He said: "I will file it Monday morning, simultaneously with Amit's formal inquiry and the section 22 application. Three simultaneous filings create three simultaneous requirements for institutional response. They cannot be deflected through referral because the referral mechanism is one of the three subjects of the filings." She said: if the motion is granted, she is removed from the committee. He said: "She is recused from the review. She does not lose her position — I cannot achieve that through this filing. But she cannot advise on a matter in which she has a direct conflict, once the conflict has been formally acknowledged by the committee." He said: "The motion will be opposed. The opposition will come from within the committee through the procedural channels she has already used three times. But this time the record is complete enough that the opposition will have to argue with the record rather than route around it. You cannot route around a Geneva opinion, a Brussels compliance document, a Tel Aviv foundation, a Washington funding trail, and Dror Ohayon's notebook."

She said: she doesn't know she's the subject of a conflict-of-interest motion. He said: "She will know Monday morning." He paused. He said: "I want to be precise about something. Adina Reiss is not, in my assessment, a malicious person. She is a person who has been doing what she believes is correct work for twenty years and who has been doing it within a framework that was built around her by people whose intentions were not the same as hers." He said: "She will oppose the motion because she believes her advisory work is legitimate. She will be wrong. But her wrongness is not the same as bad faith." She thought about page forty-nine of Dror's notebook. The people who placed her knew this. That is why they chose her. She said: I understand the distinction. He said: "The distinction is legally important and morally important. The motion is not an accusation of malfeasance. It is an identification of structural conflict. Those are different things and we need to treat them differently or we will lose."

She drove home through Jerusalem and thought about the difference between a malicious actor and a certain one and why the certain one was, as Dror had written, the more dangerous. Not because certainty was wrong in itself — certainty was what held the record together, what kept Mendel's hands steady, what made Yael turn a bus around from Eilat when the oversight news broke. Certainty was the substance of testimony. What made Reiss's certainty different was its object: she was certain about a framework that had been built to produce a specific outcome and had been given to her as if it were the natural result of legitimate analysis. The certainty was real. The framework was constructed. The outcome was October 7 at 6:29 a.m. She drove. The city was behind her now. The road opened. She thought: Monday. She thought: the motion is the thing that makes Monday possible for more than the three filings. It is the thing that makes the review possible at all. She drove. She thought: we are almost there. She thought: almost is enough to drive on.


	



CHAPTER 34 — THE BUS FROM EILAT

Tel Aviv. October 25, 2023. 10:30 a.m.

The call came at ten-thirty in the morning, while she was on the promenade. She had come to the promenade because she had been in hotel rooms and buses and borrowed kitchens and stone walls for seventeen days and her body had decided that what it required was a horizontal surface and an open sky, and the promenade had both. She was sitting on a bench looking at the sea when the phone rang. Unknown number. She answered.

A woman's voice. Not the official register, not the welfare cadence, not the coordination card. A voice that was tired in the specific way of a person who had been moving for a long time and had not yet decided whether to stop. The voice said: "Is this Sarah Levin?" She said: yes. The voice said: "I'm calling from a number you don't have. I got yours from someone you trust." Sarah said: who? The voice said: "The Rav in Rehavia." Sarah sat up. She said: are you—. The voice said: "I'm in Eilat. I was in Eilat. I'm on a bus." She said: where is the bus going? The voice said: "North. I read the news this morning." Sarah said: the oversight committee. The voice said: "Yes." She said: "I need to know if it's real." Sarah said: it's real. The voice said: "How real?" Sarah said: real enough that there are two parallel legal tracks opening tomorrow. Real enough that a lawyer filed for judicial access to a facility outside Jerusalem this morning. The voice was quiet for four seconds. She said: "The facility." Sarah said: we were there last night. We saw him. The voice was quiet for longer. She said: "He's there." Not a question. Sarah said: we believe so. Not confirmed. But—. The voice said: "The posture." Sarah said: yes. Another silence. Then: "I'm on the Egged 394. It gets to Tel Aviv at two."

She called Nava. Nava answered on the first ring. Sarah said: Yael called me. She's on a bus from Eilat. She read the oversight news and she turned around. Nava was quiet for a moment. She said: "She's coming back." Sarah said: she gets in at two. Nava said: "Does she know about her mother?" Sarah said: not yet. I'm going to tell her when she arrives. Nava said: "Good. Tell her about Rivka before anything else. Before the testimony, before the report." She was repeating what she had said on the promenade three days ago and Sarah heard it as the repetition it was — not forgetfulness, emphasis. The thing that mattered most said twice to make sure it landed. Sarah said: I know. She said: what do we do with her when she arrives? Nava said: "We give her today. Just today. Tomorrow the lawyer will need her statement. Tonight she sleeps somewhere that isn't a moving vehicle." Sarah said: she can stay at the hotel. Nava said: "Which hotel?" Sarah said: the one on Ibn Gabirol. Nava said: "Is it safe enough?" Sarah said: it's been safe enough for me for ten days. Nava said: "Then it's sufficient." She said: "Sarah." Sarah said: yes. Nava said: "You found her." She said it simply, without drama, in the register of a statement of fact. Sarah thought about Maya saying: find her. She thought about Rivka at the door with the geraniums. She said: yes. She hung up.

She was at the bus station at one forty-five. The 394 from Eilat pulled in at two-oh-three. She stood near the exit and watched people come out — families, soldiers, tourists, the ordinary traffic of a Monday afternoon at a central bus station. Then: a woman in a dark jacket with a bag that had the weight of something important carried too long and the posture of someone who had been alert for so many days that alertness had become the default setting of her body. She came through the exit and stopped and scanned the terminal with the eyes of a person who had been doing this in every location for seventeen days, and her eyes found Sarah's and she stopped scanning.

They stood ten meters apart in the bus station. Around them the terminal moved with its terminal motion — the announcements, the rolling luggage, the particular smell of a transit space that belonged to everyone and therefore to no one. Yael looked at her. Sarah looked at Yael. They had met once, for forty minutes, at a café table before opening on Ibn Gabirol, and they had said what needed to be said and Yael had walked north and become part of the city's morning and Sarah had not known if she would see her again. She was seeing her again. She said nothing. She walked toward her. Yael walked toward her. They met in the middle of the ten meters and Sarah put her arms around her, which was not a thing she had planned — it was the thing her body decided on, the specific decision of a body that had been building toward something for seventeen days and had arrived and needed to mark the arrival. Yael stood in it for a moment with the stiffness of someone who had not been held in a long time and was working out what to do with it. Then she held back.

They sat on a bench near the entrance. Sarah said: before anything else. I need to tell you something about your mother. Yael looked at her. Sarah said: she's okay. She's in Ashkelon. She said: I went to see her. I found your father's notebook. Yael's face did something complicated — the movement of a person receiving several pieces of information at once and processing them in sequence, each one arriving on top of the previous one, each one changing the shape of what had come before. She said: "You went to her." Sarah said: yes. She said: "She gave you the notebook." Sarah said: she was told to give it to someone who knew Mendel's name. She said: she's been waiting. Yael said: "I know she's been waiting." She said it with the specific weight of a woman who had made a choice that required someone else to wait and who had been living with the weight of that choice. She said: "Is she — " she stopped. She said: "The geraniums." Sarah said: she told me to tell you. Yael looked at the terminal floor. She said: "I need to call her." Sarah said: use my phone. Yael took it. She looked at the screen. She dialed a number she knew by heart. Sarah stood up and walked to the window overlooking the bus platforms and looked at the buses and gave Yael the space to say whatever a daughter said to a mother after seventeen days of being somewhere her mother didn't know.

She did not hear the call. She heard its shape — the duration of it, which was eleven minutes, and the sound of a voice that went from controlled to something less controlled and back to controlled and finished on something that was steady in the way that steadiness was sometimes the result of what had just happened rather than the absence of it. When it was over Yael came and stood beside her at the window. She gave the phone back. She said: "She made a cake." Sarah said: she makes one every Sunday. Yael said: "I know." She said: "She made one yesterday." She said it with the specific quality of a woman who was understanding for the first time, or understanding again after having stopped allowing herself to understand, what it had cost the person at the other end of the eleven minutes to keep making Sunday cakes in a direction that did not know when she would arrive. She said: "I need to go to Ashkelon." Sarah said: tomorrow. After you give the lawyer your statement. She said: tonight you sleep. Yael said: "I haven't slept in—" She stopped. She looked at the bus platforms. She said: "A long time." Sarah said: I know. I know what that looks like.

They walked to the hotel on Ibn Gabirol. They walked side by side in the Tel Aviv afternoon, not talking much, the specific companionable quiet of two people who had been through something in parallel and did not need to narrate it to each other because the other person already knew the texture of it. At the hotel Sarah got Yael a room on the same floor as hers. They went up. At the door Yael stopped. She said: "You said you saw him." Sarah said: we saw a figure. Consistent with his known presentation. We believe it was him. Yael said: "But not confirmed." Sarah said: not confirmed. She said: the judicial access application was filed this morning. If the judge grants it, we'll know within forty-eight hours. Yael said: "If." Sarah said: the oversight review is the pressure. The review is moving. Yael said: "How do you know it's moving?" Sarah said: Daniel told me. He has a news account. Yael looked at her. She said: "Your son." Sarah said: yes. Yael said: "How old is he?" Sarah said: eleven. Yael said: "He's tracking the oversight committee at eleven." Sarah said: he's been doing it since Monday morning. Yael was quiet for a moment. She said: "Okay." She opened her door. She went in. Sarah heard the lock turn. She stood in the corridor for a moment. She thought: she's sleeping. She thought: that's the right order of things. She went to her own door. She went in. She lay down. She did not sleep. She looked at the ceiling and thought about the next forty-eight hours and the forty-eight after that and the shape of things that were beginning rather than ending, and she thought: beginning is also a thing. Beginning is not nothing. She closed her eyes. The ceiling continued its ceiling work, indifferent and reliable. She breathed.

She called Daniel at six. He answered on the first ring, which meant he had been watching the phone. She said: how are you. He said: "Fine. Something happened." She said: what? He said: "The oversight committee chair gave a statement. He said the review has expanded. He said it will include — " he read from the screen — "'a full examination of assessment handling and response protocols in the period preceding October 7, including documentation of all relevant communications.'" Sarah said: when did he say this? Daniel said: "An hour ago." He said: "Is that good?" She thought about what good meant in this sentence. She said: it means the record becomes the center. Not the testimony. Not the sessions. The record. He said: "Which record?" She said: the one we've been building. He was quiet for a moment. He said: "We." She said: yes. He was quiet for another moment. He said: "Okay. Come home soon." She said: soon. She hung up. She sat on the hotel bed and thought about a word: we. The we that had started as one and had become two and had become seven directly and more in the periphery and was now the subject of a committee chair's statement. She thought: the we is the record. Not any one person's account. All of them, layered, cross-referenced, each one corroborating the next. That was not a coincidence. That was what Mendel had built from the beginning. A we that could not be reduced to one person's instability or one woman's grief or one psychiatrist's misconduct. A we that required the whole mechanism to be named in order to be dismissed, and naming the mechanism was the thing they could not do without destroying it.

She went and knocked on Yael's door at seven. Silence. She knocked again. Yael said, from inside, with the voice of someone who had been genuinely asleep and was surfacing from a real depth: "One minute." She opened the door in a hotel bathrobe with her hair disarranged and her eyes the eyes of someone returning from elsewhere. She said: "How long was I asleep?" Sarah said: four hours. Yael said: "Good." She meant it. She said: "Come in. Tell me what I missed." Sarah came in. She sat in the chair by the window. She told Yael what she had missed. The committee chair's statement. The expanded review. Daniel with his news account. She told it quickly and without ornamentation, the way she told things now, in the register she had developed over seventeen days of building the record. Yael sat on the bed and listened. When Sarah finished Yael said: "The documentation of all relevant communications." Sarah said: yes. Yael said: "That's the response to the document." Sarah said: yes. Yael said: "Stamped at 11:58." Sarah said: yes. Yael was quiet. She said: "My father wrote four hundred and twelve words about that response. In the section of the notebook between pages forty-three and forty-nine." She said: "Four hundred and twelve words about what a decision looked like when it was wearing the face of a notation." Sarah said: I read them twice. Yael said: "Read them again tonight." She said it the way you said a thing that was both practical advice and something else. She said: "Read them again and then sleep. Tomorrow is the lawyer. Tomorrow we give him everything."


	



CHAPTER 35 — THE RECORD

Jerusalem. October 26, 2023. 11:00 a.m.

The lawyer's office was in a building on King George Street that communicated its function through restraint — no nameplate advertising, no firm name on the glass, the careful anonymity of an address that worked for people who needed their legal affairs to be less visible than a standard law office required. She had been here once before, briefly, the morning after the Jerusalem meeting, when the third name had walked her to the door and said: he will see you in the morning, and had left. Today she arrived with Yael and Sarah. The three of them in the elevator were a different kind of weight than any one of them alone — the weight of a complete account rather than a partial one, the weight of the record arriving in person.

His name was Gideon Har-Lev. Not the Gideon of the fence post — she had made this association herself the first time she heard the name and had noted it as the kind of coincidence that was not coincidence but was the mind doing what it did when it was pattern-seeking in a high-information environment. Har-Lev was in his fifties, a civil rights attorney with a specific focus on state accountability, whose name appeared in the footnotes of several published analyses of Israeli administrative law and in the judgments of three cases he had won against government agencies on grounds of unlawful process. He had been sitting with the legal framework for what was now in front of him for, he would tell them, four years.

He took Yael's statement first. He did it methodically, in the specific way of a lawyer who understood that the sequence of evidence mattered as much as the evidence itself — Yael's account was the origin point, the moment the document had been read and transmitted, and it needed to be the foundation on which everything else was laid. Yael spoke for ninety minutes. She spoke with the precision of a woman who had been composing this statement in her mind for seventeen days and had arrived at a form that was complete and ordered and that she delivered without hesitation because hesitation at this stage was a form of imprecision she could no longer afford. Har-Lev interrupted three times with questions that were not questions of clarification but of legal precision — the specific points at which her account intersected with existing law, the moments where the mechanism she was describing had left documentary traces that could be subpoenaed under section 22.

He took Nava's statement second. Nava's was different in register — clinical, institutional, the account of a system rather than an event. She described the protocol not as something she had experienced but as something she had documented, and the distinction was precise: she was the witness to the mechanism's operation in real time, the person who had sat in the room with the instrument of the mechanism and had built the record of what it was and how it worked. She had the session notes, the photographs, the observation log from Beit HaSharon, the archive notation, Miri's statement, the memo from Strategic Coordination with its four words: records maintained per protocol. She laid each piece on Har-Lev's desk in the order they had arrived in her understanding, which was also the order that best communicated the mechanism's architecture to a legal mind.

He took Sarah's statement last, which was the correct order and which she understood as the correct order, because Sarah's was the account that turned the mechanism into consequence — the mamad, the forty seconds, the borrowed phone, the notes app, Shavit, the envelope, Ashkelon, Be'eri, the figure in the window. The proof that the abstract machinery had names and faces and children and a fence post that needed fixing and a jasmine vine growing in the wrong direction because the right direction was no longer available. He listened to her for sixty-five minutes without writing anything, which was how she knew he had already been building this in his mind and was now confirming the shape against what she was saying. When she finished he sat for a moment. He said: "And the notebooks." She put them on the desk. Both of them. Dror's and Mendel's. He looked at them without touching them for a moment in the way people looked at things that had cost their cost and arrived. He said: "May I?" She said: yes. He opened Dror's first. He read two pages. He closed it. He opened Mendel's. He read the section beginning on page eleven, the testimony written in present tense on the night of October 6. He read it and closed it and placed his hand flat on the cover and was quiet for ten seconds.

He said: "I want to explain what happens next, and I want to be specific about the timeline." They listened. He said: the section 22 application for judicial access to Beit HaSharon had been filed that morning. The judge assigned was one he knew — not personally, professionally, which was a different kind of knowing that was more useful. The judge had a record of granting access in cases where the institutional machinery of restriction could be shown to operate on grounds other than legitimate patient care. The key phrase was Nava's observation log and her sworn statement that the observed presentation was consistent with the subject's known clinical profile. He said: "That's the clinical thread. The legal thread is the connection between the administrative designation in the archive and the protocol applied to the patient. Those two things together make the argument that the placement is not therapeutic. It is punitive. And punitive placement without due process is the thing judges respond to."

He said: the oversight committee's expansion of its review scope that morning was the pressure he had needed. He said: "A judge who grants access to a private facility is making a decision that will be scrutinized. The committee's review means the scrutiny is already happening at a level that protects the judge from the institutional pressure that would otherwise make this a difficult decision." He said: "I expect access to be granted within twenty-four hours. Possibly today." Sarah said: today. He said: "The committee's statement was this morning. The judge has the application and is aware of the committee's movement. These things are related in a way that doesn't require anyone to acknowledge that they're related." Yael said: "And when access is granted?" He said: "When access is granted I enter the facility with a court order. I have the right to see the patient, confirm their identity and status, and assess whether they are being held lawfully. If they are not — " he paused. He said: "The legal mechanisms for release are very clear and very fast when judicial access has already been obtained."

Sarah said: what about the intelligence officer. The one who has been there for eight years. He looked at her. He said: "That is a separate application. Filed two hours ago." She said: you filed it already. He said: "I've been waiting for the conditions that made it viable. The conditions arrived this morning." He said it with the specific calm of a man who had been holding a prepared document for four years and had finally been given the right day to file it. Nava said: "And the third name. What's his role from here?" Har-Lev said: "He has provided, through the proper channels, the internal documentation that corroborates the mechanism's existence at the policy level. He won't appear in any public proceeding — his position makes that impossible. But what he has provided will appear, in the appropriate form, in the committee's record." He said: "He has been waiting for this for three years. Since 2020, when he first understood the full scope of what the protocol had been used for." Sarah thought about the voice on the phone — measured, careful, the gravity of someone for whom speaking was always a form of record. She thought about: how long do we have? She thought about: thirty-five years of waiting and three calls at eleven p.m. that produced an oversight committee's emergency review by Monday morning.

They left the office at one-fifteen. They walked out onto King George Street in the Jerusalem midday and stood for a moment on the pavement. The city was doing what it did — moving, ordinary, the specific bustle of a city that had been absorbing large events for a long time and had developed the capacity to hold them without stopping. Yael said: "I'm going to Ashkelon." Sarah said: today? Yael said: "I told my mother today." She said: I have a train at two-thirty. She said: "You said: before the testimony, before the report, bring her to Rivka. I gave the testimony. Now I'm bringing myself." Sarah said: do you want company? Yael looked at her. She said: "Not this time." She said it without apology. Sarah said: of course. She thought about Rivka at the door with the geraniums and the dish towel and the photograph of the man who had died of a cardiac event in 2019 and the notebook she had been holding for four years. She thought: that meeting does not need a third person. That meeting is between a mother and a daughter and everything that has to be said that does not go in any record.

Nava said: "I'm going back to Sheba." Sarah said: why? Nava said: "Because the inquiry is there and the archive is there and the session notes are there and the red folder is in my bag and I have patients who are not part of this who need their psychiatrist to be present." She said it with the specific precision of someone who had been managing multiple registers simultaneously for eighteen days and had not yet forgotten that the registers all needed attention. She said: "And because being at the hospital when the judge grants access is the correct position." Sarah said: you think it will be today. Nava said: "Har-Lev said possibly today. He doesn't say possibly unless he means probably." She said: "Where will you be?" Sarah said: Tel Aviv. Available. She said: "Daniel's news account." Nava said: "Watch it." She said: "Call me when something moves." They looked at each other on King George Street, the two of them, the Jerusalem noon between them, the complete record of eighteen days in the bags they were both carrying. Sarah said: thank you. Nava said: "You already said that." Sarah said: I know. Nava said: "I told you not to." Sarah said: I know. She said it with the ghost of the thing that was not quite humor but lived in the same neighborhood. Nava looked at her for a moment. Then she turned and walked toward where she had parked the car. Sarah watched her go. She thought: we don't trust each other yet. She thought: we're going to. She thought: it's already started.

She found a café on Ben Yehuda and sat in it for an hour before her train. She ordered coffee and actually drank it, which was the first coffee she had drunk with full attention in eighteen days rather than the half-attention of someone using a beverage as an anchor while the rest of their mind was elsewhere. The café was warm and slightly crowded with the Jerusalem lunchtime crowd — students, tourists, people who worked nearby, the ordinary humanity of a city going about its midday business. She sat in it. She looked at the notes app. She looked at what had accumulated there since October 7. She looked at the three original numbers at the top — the unit designation, the timestamp, the phone number — and she looked at everything that had grown below them, the record she had built from that first, unnamed impulse to write things down on a borrowed phone in a hospital in Be'eri, the impulse that had been correct before she understood why. She thought about what Har-Lev had said: that is not a case. That is a record. She thought: yes. That is what it is. She thought about what the Rav had said: prevent the erasure of what happened. She looked at the notes app. She thought: the erasure did not happen. She thought: it did not happen because I wrote it down. Not me alone — Dror with his notebook, Mendel with his testimony, Yael with her forwarded document and her page of five lines, Nava with her session notes and her archive research and her observation log, Miri with her accountant's handwriting, Daniel with his news account. She thought: that is a we. That is what a we looks like when it is built correctly — not by agreement but by necessity, each person doing the part that only they could do, the parts fitting together not because they were designed to but because the mechanism that had been designed to prevent them from fitting together had not, in the end, been strong enough.

The train left Jerusalem at two-thirty. She sat at the window. She watched the hills. The hills moved past her toward the city, the limestone pale in the afternoon sun, the terraces cut into them by the same patient labor they had always been cut by. She looked at them and thought about Mendel on page eleven, present tense, 11:42 p.m. October 6, writing: she is going to be okay. She thought: he wrote that before the sirens. Before the mamad. Before the forty seconds. He wrote it as a fact about the future, which was not a prediction — she had been thinking about this since she first read it and she had come to understand it as something different from a prediction. It was a choice. He had chosen, at 11:42 p.m. on October 6, to write she is going to be okay as if it were already true, which was the only way to write something like that — as if it were already true, because making it true required the writing of it first. She looked at the hills. She thought: he was right. She thought: I am going to tell him he was right. She looked at the hills going gold in the afternoon and she thought about Monday and what Monday had produced and what the rest of the week would produce and what came after that, which she did not know yet and which she was, for the first time in eighteen days, willing to not know yet, because not knowing yet was not the same as not finding out.


	



CHAPTER 36 — THE CHAIR

Beit HaSharon, Jerusalem. October 26, 2023. 4:47 p.m.

The judge granted access at 4:22 p.m. Nava got the message from Har-Lev at 4:31, nine minutes after the order was issued, which was how fast a man with a prepared case moved when the judge said yes. The message was two lines: Access granted. Meeting at Beit HaSharon at 4:45. Come now. She was already in her car. She had been at Sheba until four, doing ordinary things, attending to her active patients, being present and unremarkable, and then at four she had gone to her car and sat in it for the specific reason that she needed to be mobile the moment something moved. She had been right about the timing. She drove.

Sarah got the message at 4:33, on the train. She was forty minutes from Tel Aviv. She called Nava. Nava said: "I'm ten minutes from the facility." Sarah said: I'm on a train. Nava said: "I know. You can't be there for this one." Sarah said: I know. She said it with the specific quality of a woman accepting something she did not prefer and was not going to argue with because arguing with it would not change it and changing it was not the point. She said: call me as soon as you know. Nava said: "As soon as I know." She hung up. Sarah sat on the train with the phone in her hand and watched the coastal plain moving past the window and thought about the figure in the window and the hands on the knees and the stillness that was discipline rather than default.

Har-Lev was at the gate when she arrived. He had the court order in a folder and the specific expression of a man who had been preparing for a moment for four years and was holding the preparation very carefully so it did not spill. He looked at her and said: "Ready." She said: yes. They went to the entrance together. Har-Lev rang the bell. The figure at the reception desk looked through the glass and looked at the court order Har-Lev held against the glass and picked up a phone. They waited eighty seconds. The door opened.

The facility director was a woman in her fifties who managed the encounter with the specific composure of someone who had been briefed on the possibility of this and had prepared a response that was professional and cooperative and revealed nothing. She said: "Of course. Please come in." She said it in the tone of a facility that had nothing to hide, which was a tone that Nava had been trained to read in its two registers: the one in which it was true and the one in which it was the most sophisticated form of the alternative. She read it. She filed it. She said nothing. She followed Har-Lev and the director down the corridor toward the elevator. The facility was clean and well-lit and had the institutional warmth of a place designed by people who understood that warmth was itself a form of argument. She noted the layout: ground floor common areas, upper floor individual rooms. East end of the second floor, third window from the corner. The elevator opened on the second floor. They went east.

The room number was 214. The director stopped at the door. She knocked — two and then one. Nava heard it. She thought about the mamad door. She thought: two and one is the drill code. She thought: they use it here. She thought: or he insisted on it. The director opened the door.

He was in the chair. The chair was at a right angle to the wall. His hands were on his knees. He turned when the door opened — the partial turn, the periphery-check, the specific motion she had observed from outside the wall two nights ago and had written: consistent with known subject characteristics. His face, which she had not seen from outside the wall, was the face of a man who had been somewhere that was not his choice for nine days and who had been holding himself together with the same discipline that kept his hands steady and his posture precise. He looked at her. His expression moved through something — not surprise, because she thought he had been expecting someone to arrive, had been counting the days in the way he counted things. But the specific person who had arrived. Her face. He said: "You're not Dr. Mizrahi." She said: no. He said: "You're not the sixth psychiatrist." She said: no. He said: "Then who sent you?" She said: I sent myself.

He looked at her for a long moment. The director was still in the doorway. Har-Lev was behind Nava, silent, letting her have the room. Mendel's face did the thing she had learned to read over ten sessions — the fractional reduction in maintained distance, the slight opening that was his version of the thing most people showed more broadly. He said: "I know." She said: I told you I planned to stay. He said: "You said it as reassurance." She said: I said it as a fact. He looked at her. He said: "How long?" She said: nine days since they moved you. He said: "It felt like more." She said: I know. He said: "Sarah." She said: she's on a train. She'll call tonight. He closed his eyes for one second — the specific second of a man receiving information he had needed and had been not allowing himself to need. He opened them. He said: "The children." She said: safe. Both of them. He said: "Miri signed." She said: she also wrote a statement. He said: "Of course she did." She said: she used her accounting handwriting. He looked at her. Something moved in his expression. She thought: that's the closest he gets to a smile.

Har-Lev stepped forward. He said: "Mr. Karmi. I have a court order for judicial access and an assessment of your status. I need to ask you three questions." Mendel looked at him. He said: "Ask." Har-Lev said: "Are you here voluntarily?" Mendel said: "No." Har-Lev said: "Have you been informed of your legal rights since your placement here?" Mendel said: "No." Har-Lev said: "Do you wish to leave this facility?" Mendel said: "I have wished to leave this facility since October 21. Yes." Har-Lev wrote in his folder. He said: "Then I am initiating the process for immediate release under judicial authorization. The facility is required to comply within two hours." He said it to the director. The director said: "We will need to confirm with our — " Har-Lev said: "The court order does not require your confirmation. It requires your compliance." He held the folder out to her. She took it. She looked at it. She left to make whatever calls she needed to make to whatever people had told her this would never happen.

Nava sat down in the other chair — not the patient chair, the clinician's chair, the one she had been sitting in for ten sessions at Sheba and that she would apparently be sitting in here too, in a room that was not her room and a facility that was not her hospital, which was fine. The chair was a chair. The session was the session. Mendel sat in his chair at his right angle to the wall with his hands on his knees. She put her notepad on her knee. She said: I have to ask you something clinically. He said: "Ask." She said: how are you? He looked at her. He said: "In the precise sense?" She said: yes. He said: "I have been in this room for nine days with access to one book, which I have read four times. I have been given three meals a day which have been adequate. I have not been harmed physically. I have not been given any medication I did not consent to." He paused. He said: "In the other sense." He said: "I have been counting days." She said: I know. He said: "I counted sixteen before they moved me. Nine more here." She said: twenty-five days. He said: "Twenty-five days is a long time to hold something." She said: what were you holding? He said: "The certainty that the right person was moving." He looked at her. He said: "Was I right?" She said: yes. He said: "Then I held it correctly."

The two hours passed. They spent them in the room, talking — not the session format, not the clinical structure, something different: the conversation of two people who had been moving toward each other from opposite directions and had arrived and were now in the same place, taking stock. He told her what the nine days had been. She told him what the eighteen had been. She told him about Sarah's notes app and the accumulation of entries since October 7, and the specific entry at the top — the three original numbers — and the everything that had grown from it. She told him about the Rav, who had said: I have been available, not waiting. He said: "He always makes that distinction." She said: I understand it now. He said: "Did he give you Isaiah?" She said: he gave me Ecclesiastes. He looked at her. He said: "Which verse?" She said: 1:15. He was quiet for a moment. He said: "That which is crooked cannot be made straight." She said: not a verdict. A description. He said: "He told you that too." She said: yes. He said: "Then he gave you the right text for what you were doing." She said: what was I doing? He said: "Not trying to make it straight. Naming it. Those are different tasks and the second one is possible and the first one isn't."

At 6:43 the director returned. She had a document. Har-Lev read it. He said: "This is the release authorization." He said it to Mendel. Mendel stood. He stood up from the chair at the right angle to the wall and he straightened his shirt — the pressed shirt, which was pressed even now, which she thought about for a moment as a question and answered it as she had answered it on the first day: someone was laundering it for him, which meant contact with the outside, which meant he had arranged even this detail from inside a room that officially did not exist. He said: "My bag is in the closet." The director opened the closet. There was a small bag. He took it. He looked at Nava. He said: "Is there a car?" She said: yes. He said: "Then let's go."

They went down in the elevator and through the lobby and out into the Jerusalem evening. The garden was lit from below the way institutional gardens were lit, the specific artificial quality of a light that was trying to approximate the warmth of natural light and was almost succeeding. Mendel stopped on the path outside the building and looked up. The sky above Jerusalem was the particular dark blue of a clear October evening, the first stars visible in the direction of the east, the city spread around them in its layers of stone and light. He looked at it for a long time without saying anything. Then he said: "Twenty-five days." He said it not to her but to the sky, to the record of it, to the count that was now complete. She stood beside him. She did not say anything. She let him have the moment of it, the specific twenty-five-day weight of looking at a sky you had been unable to look at for twenty-five days. Then he said: "Call her." She said: I already texted her. She said: she'll call you in five minutes. He said: "Good." She said: "Come on." She walked to the car. He followed. Behind them, Beit HaSharon held its lit windows up to the Jerusalem night, giving nothing away, performing its function until whatever came next. Ahead of them: the car, the road, the city, the rest of it. She opened the door. He got in. She got in. She drove.


	



CHAPTER 37 — WHAT MENDEL KNEW

Jerusalem. October 26, 2023. 9:00 p.m.

Mendel was in Amit's apartment on the third floor of a building in Baka, Jerusalem, which was quieter than Tel Aviv and had the specific quality of a Jerusalem neighborhood that had been absorbing difficult things for a long time and did not make drama of it. He had been there since the previous evening. Amit had left them the apartment key and gone to stay with a colleague, which was the specific generosity of a man who understood that certain conversations required the space around them to be right. Nava had texted her the address. Sarah had taken the train from Tel Aviv and walked the last fifteen minutes.

He answered the door. She had seen him through the window at Beit HaSharon and had recognized the posture — the hands, the right angle, the stillness — but seeing someone through glass forty meters away was not the same as standing in a doorway. He looked the way a man looked after twenty-five days in a room he had not chosen: thinner, with the specific economy of movement of someone who had been conserving energy for a long time and had not yet recalibrated to a context where conservation was no longer required. He looked at her for a long moment. She looked at him. Then she went in. He closed the door.

They sat at Amit's kitchen table with the tea that he had made — the specific tea from a specific kind of bag that she recognized as the tea from the shelf in their kitchen in Be'eri, the one she had bought at the Rami Levy in Sderot and always kept on the second shelf, and that he had apparently requested from wherever Amit had access to the supplies of a person's ordinary life. She thought: he asked for the right tea. She thought: that is Mendel. He said: "Tell me what you found." She told him. She started with Kaplan Street and Weiss and went through the architecture layer by layer, the notes app entries read aloud in order, the Geneva-Brussels-Washington-Tel Aviv sequence. He listened with his hands around the tea mug and his face doing its minimal thing — the fractional reductions in distance, the specific attentiveness of a man for whom listening was a form of work.

When she finished he said: "I tried to bring it twice." She said: I know. Nava told me. He said: "The first time was 2021. I had the GCI opinion, the EDSI connection, and the first two deflections. I brought it to the parliamentary liaison for the southern district. She told me the matter was under review by the Intelligence Oversight Subcommittee." He said: "I asked who the subcommittee's legal adviser was. She told me. I said: that person is the subject of the inquiry. She said: the subcommittee determines its own advisers. I said: that's the conflict. She said: I will note your concern." He said: "She noted it. Three months later the subcommittee produced no findings. The inquiry was closed."

He said: "The second time was early 2022. I had more. I had the Civic Future Foundation's founding documentation, the RDF connection, the placement timeline for Reiss going back to 2009. I brought it to the Knesset oversight committee directly, through a member I trusted." He said: "The member introduced it as a question in committee session. The committee's legal adviser determined that the question fell outside the committee's current jurisdictional scope." He paused. She said: the legal adviser was Reiss. He said: "Yes. She determined that a question about her own placement and institutional affiliations fell outside the scope of the committee she was advising. And she was correct under the procedural rules in force at the time, because those rules had been drafted in a way that created precisely that exclusion." He said: "She may have drafted them herself. I was not able to confirm that."

He said: "It wasn't indifference." She looked at him. He said: "Indifference doesn't need lawyers in Geneva. Indifference doesn't need a compliance framework from Brussels or a funding network from Washington or a twenty-year placement in the government advisory structure. Indifference is simple. This was not simple." He said: "This was a decision that a small number of people made in the early 2010s, that Israeli security decision-making needed to be constrained by external accountability mechanisms. They believed it sincerely. They built the infrastructure to implement it. And the infrastructure they built was robust enough that it held on the night of October 6, 2023, when the assessment arrived and the decision was made to apply protocol seven-aleph and do nothing." He said: "That is not indifference. That is the consequence of a decade of very careful work by very intelligent people who were profoundly wrong."

She said: the sentence Dror wrote. Page thirty-five. He said: "She doesn't make decisions. She makes decisions impossible." He said it from memory. She said: you've read the notebook. He said: "Yael gave me a copy before October 7. I knew Dror's work before I knew his notebook." He said: "That sentence is the most precise description of the mechanism I have encountered. More precise than anything I wrote in my own notebook. More precise than anything the committee will write in its report." He said: "It should be in the record somewhere it cannot be removed from." She said: Har-Lev has both notebooks. He said: "Then it's in the record. Then it does not go away." He picked up his tea. He looked at it. He said: "The rosemary." She said: still alive. He said: "Good." He said: "Tenacious plant." She said: yes. He looked at the table. He said: "When can we go home?" She said: soon. He said: "Define soon." She said: when the record is complete enough that going home changes nothing about the record. He said: "How long?" She looked at him. She said: a week. Maybe less. He said: "Okay." He said: "I'll wait." She said: I know.

She took the last train back to Tel Aviv. She sat at the window and looked at the dark and thought about Mendel's sentence: it wasn't indifference. She thought about what the difference meant. She had been telling herself, for twenty-five days, that she was building a record of indifference — the bureaucracy of indifference, the prior decision about who counted as real, the stamp at 11:58 that said: noted, do not act. That was part of it. That was the domestic layer, the Israeli officials who had decided, in 2015, that acting on Gaza early-warning intelligence was politically inconvenient. But below that layer, below the decision of the standing committee, below the protocol and the closed session and the administrative designation in the archive: a decade of work by a network of people who had made the political inconvenience structurally necessary. The indifference was real. The indifference had been manufactured. She thought: both things are true and both things need to be in the record. She thought: they are. She thought: Dror put the manufactured part in the notebook in 2014 and we found it in 2023 and it is in the record now and it does not go away. She looked at the dark outside the window. The dark looked back. She rode it toward the coast.


	



CHAPTER 38 — THE CALL

Tel Aviv. October 26, 2023. 6:51 p.m.

She was on the platform at Tel Aviv central station when the phone rang. She had just gotten off the train — the doors had opened and the platform crowd had moved in and she had come out with it and was navigating toward the exit when the phone vibrated and she looked at the screen and stopped in the middle of the platform and let the crowd move around her. Unknown number. She answered.

She said: hello. He said: "Sarah." His voice was the voice she had last heard in the hallway of a house in Be'eri on the morning of October 7, saying: go, take the kids, I will find you. In between that voice and this voice was twenty-five days and everything she had built in them and the weight of the notes app and two notebooks and a jasmine vine growing in the wrong direction because the right one was gone. His voice had the quality she remembered — the specific gravity of a man who chose his words the way he chose everything, with precision — and it also had something it had not had on October 7, something she could not immediately name and then named: relief. Not the dramatic release of it. The quiet kind. The kind that arrived when a thing you had been holding at a controlled tension for a very long time was allowed to release a fraction, the smallest possible fraction, just enough to know the holding could stop.

She said: where are you? He said: "In a car. Jerusalem." She said: are you—. He said: "Yes." Just the yes. She understood it. She said: the children. He said: "Nava told me." She said: Daniel has been tracking the oversight committee. He said: "Of course he has." She heard in his voice the precise register of a man who was not surprised by his son, had never been surprised by his son, had known since Daniel was seven what Daniel was going to be. She said: Maya made drawings. He said: "What of?" She said: Be'eri first. Then two figures without faces. He was quiet for a moment. He said: "Without faces." She said: she was working something out. He said: "Is she—." She said: yes. She said: both of them. He said: "And Miri." She said: Miri wrote a statement with her accounting handwriting. He said: "Of course she did." She said: it took her forty minutes. He said: "It should have taken longer. But forty minutes is Miri." She said: yes. She said: where are you going? He said: "I don't know yet. Nava is driving." She said: she'll figure something out. He said: "She figured everything out. She was a good choice." She said: you chose all five wrong ones before her. He said: "I needed to know what the wrong ones did. That's how I knew what the right one would do." She said: that is an extremely expensive method. He said: "Yes. I know." He said it with the specific quality of a man who had been carrying the cost of the method for twenty-five days and who was, now, still carrying it and would continue to carry it and had known that from the beginning.

She said: the blue notebook in the closet. He said: "You found it." She said: Dror's was there first. He said: "I know. The Rav told me about Dror's notebook in September. I didn't know you'd find it too." She said: Yael's mother gave it to me. He was quiet. He said: "Rivka." She said: yes. He said: "She gave you the notebook." She said: she was told to give it to someone who knew your name. He said: "Dror told her that before he died." She said: yes. He said: "He was a careful man." She said: four hundred and twelve words about a stamp on a document. He said: "How do you know how many words?" She said: Yael told me. He said: "Yael counted them." She said: yes. He said: "That's Yael." He said it with the specific weight of someone who had known a person in a particular register of knowing — colleague, co-bearer of something large, the specific intimacy of two people who had been on the same side of a piece of information that cost.

She said: Yael is in Ashkelon tonight. He said: "Good. She should be." She said: Rivka is going to see her. He said: "I know what Rivka's kitchen smells like on Sunday." She said: she made a cake yesterday. He was quiet. She heard in the quiet the specific quality of a man who knew what someone's kitchen smelled like on Sunday and had known it was going on without him and had held that knowledge the way he held everything — at a controlled tension, precisely, for exactly as long as it needed to be held. He said: "Twenty-five days is long." She said: I know. He said: "You were moving the whole time." She said: I had a notes app. He said: "I know. I read some of it." She said: you read the notes app? He said: "Nava showed me. She photographed all of it. It's part of the record." She looked at her phone. She thought about the notes app, the entries since October 7, the three numbers at the top and everything that had accumulated below them. She thought: she photographed all of it. She thought: it's part of the record now, the record that does not go away, the record that has to be argued with and cannot be dismissed. She thought: I did not know I was writing that. She thought: I was writing it anyway.

He said: "The fence post." She said: yes. He said: "I was going to call Gideon." She said: I know. He said: "I keep not doing it." She said: I know. He said: "When we go back." She said: yes. He said: "When we go back I'll call Gideon and we'll fix the fence post." She said: the jasmine is still there. He said: "I know." He said: "Sarah." She said: yes. He said: "I wrote something on October 6." She said: I read it. He said: "Page eleven." She said: yes. He said: "Was I right?" She thought about the notes app and the notebooks and the platform she was standing on and the city around her and her children in Netanya and two drawings on a refrigerator and the fact that she was standing upright on a train platform in Tel Aviv in the last light of October and could feel the platform under her feet and the air on her face and the phone in her hand and all of these were the specific, enumeratable facts of being okay. She said: yes. You were right. He said nothing. He said nothing for four seconds, which in Mendel's register was a duration that communicated something she did not need to have explained. He said: "Good." She said: come home soon. He said: "Define home." She said: wherever we figure out next. He said: "That's a reasonable definition." He said: "The kids." She said: tomorrow. I'll bring them tomorrow. He said: "Good." She said: good. She said: go with Nava. He said: "I'm going with Nava." She said: I'll call in the morning. He said: "I'll answer." He hung up. She stood on the platform. The platform was under her feet. The city was around her. She put the phone in her bag and looked at the exit and thought: tomorrow. She thought: tomorrow is a good next thing to have. She walked toward the exit.

She called Nava five minutes later, outside the station, in the Tel Aviv evening that was doing its evening thing. Nava answered. She said: "I know. He called you." Sarah said: thank you. Nava said: "I told you not to." Sarah said: I know. Where are you taking him? Nava said: "I'm taking him to Amit's apartment. Amit said yes when I asked him this afternoon." She said: Amit doesn't know Mendel. Nava said: "Amit knows what kind of man needs a place to sleep that isn't on a record somewhere. He's a good clinician." Sarah said: is that what you told him? Nava said: "I told him the patient I've been treating for twenty-five days needs a night off the grid before the formal process begins." She said: and Amit said yes. Nava said: "Amit has been saying yes since Monday morning at nine-oh-one." Sarah thought about Amit at the payphone level, his formal inquiry, his nine years of accumulated trust. She thought about what it meant to have nine years of the right kind of professional relationship to draw on at the moment you needed it. She said: I want to meet him. Nava said: "You will. Tomorrow, when things are in a different place." She said: in a different place meaning. Nava said: "Meaning: when the judicial process has formally begun and there are other people between you and the mechanism. When you're not the only thing standing between them and the record." Sarah said: I haven't been the only thing for a while. Nava said: "I know. But you were at the beginning. That matters to how you experience the after." Sarah said: are you doing therapy on me right now? Nava said: "I'm driving a man who hasn't been in a car in twenty-five days through Jerusalem traffic. I'm multitasking." Something moved in Sarah's voice. The not-quite-humor thing. She said: noted. She said: good night. Nava said: "Good night." She hung up. Sarah stood outside Tel Aviv central station in the evening. She looked at the sky above the city, which was the color cities were at this hour — not dark, not light, the specific orange-gray of a sky lit from below by a million inhabited windows. She thought about Mendel in a car. She thought about Rivka's kitchen. She thought about Daniel on the train that had brought her back from Jerusalem — something good? She thought: yes. She thought: yes, it was something good.

She went to the hotel. She went up to her floor. She knocked on Yael's door — a reflex, not a necessity, the knock of someone checking on a person they had been responsible for. No answer. Which meant Yael was in Ashkelon, which was correct, which was the right place for Yael to be on this particular evening. She went to her own room. She sat on the bed. She opened the notes app. She looked at the entries. Three numbers at the top. Everything below. She scrolled to the bottom, to the last entry — the one she had added in Ashkelon after Rivka's coffee, after the notebook, walking north: find her. Below it, added that morning: found her. She looked at those two entries. She thought: that's what the record looks like when it closes a loop. Not dramatically. Just the next entry, two words, after the previous one, two words, the specific way a record accumulated — one thing at a time, in order, the way things actually happened as opposed to the way they were later organized to look. She added one more entry. She typed it slowly. He's out. Nava drove. She closed the app. She lay down on the hotel bed. She looked at the ceiling. She thought about tomorrow — what tomorrow required and what it would produce and what the shape of the days after it would be, which she did not fully know yet and which she was genuinely willing to not fully know. The ceiling held its position above her, indifferent and reliable. She breathed. She slept.

She slept for nine hours. It was the first nine consecutive hours she had slept since September 29. She woke at seven-fifteen to a room that was the room it had always been — the ventilation shaft outside the window, the smell of the city coming through the glass, the lamp on the table where she had left it. She lay there for a moment taking stock of the specific quality of a morning that was not March and was not emergency. It was ordinary. It was the ordinary of a Tuesday in late October in Tel Aviv, with the sea four kilometers west and the city doing its morning thing and two children in Netanya who were going to see their father today. She thought: this is the ordinary I was holding onto. She thought: I held it correctly. She got up. She packed the bag in the four-motion sequence — phone, notebooks, envelope, charger. She looked around the room that had been her base for ten days. She thought: I am not coming back here. She thought: good. She went to the door. She opened it. The corridor was fluorescent and ordinary and entirely adequate for the purpose. She stepped into it.


	



CHAPTER 39 — THE REPORT

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. October 28, 2023. 2:00 p.m.

She had been in the building for four hours. She had spent them doing the thing she had been doing — the ordinary clinical work, the active patients, the being present and useful in the register she had been trained for over eleven years and that was still hers regardless of what else she had been doing with the eleven days before it. There was a quality to the work today that was different from how it had felt last week: not more or less concentrated, but differently located — she had found, in the past two days, that the work she did in rooms with patients who were not part of any of this had become more available to her rather than less, as if the thing she had been carrying at the edge of her attention for twenty-five days had been set down, not completely, but enough to free something that had been occupied with the carrying.

She had not been back to room 4-C. She had been in her original office — the one with the external wall and the window and the fluorescent light that had hesitated on the first day and had been steady ever since. She had unlocked it Monday morning, the key still on her ring, and had gone in and sat at her desk and looked at the wall where the red folder had been and thought: this is my office. She had left the red folder with Har-Lev. She had left Dror's and Mendel's notebooks with Har-Lev. She had left Yael's summary with Har-Lev. She had given the entire physical record to the person whose function was to hold physical records and she had felt, when she did it, the specific quality of a thing correctly transferred — the relief of having carried something to the person who was built to carry it further.

Amit knocked at two. He came in with the expression of a man who had slept less than he should have and was managing the deficit with the specific competence of someone for whom sleep debt was a professional occupational hazard. He sat down. He said: "The inquiry has been escalated." She said: escalated to whom? He said: "The medical board. Automatically. Once a section 22 application is filed in connection with a clinical complaint, it triggers automatic escalation." She said: that's good. He said: "It means there are now five separate official processes running in parallel." He counted on his fingers: the internal Sheba inquiry, the section 22 judicial application, the intelligence oversight committee review, the application on behalf of the intelligence officer in the other facility, and the medical board investigation. She said: and the mechanism in the archive. He said: "The archive is the subject of the judicial application. If access is granted — " she said: it will be. He said: "Yes. If access is granted, the files in the archive become exhibits. At that point the administrative designation code is part of a judicial record and cannot be restricted." She said: the lock opens from the outside. He said: "Yes. That's how these things work when they work."

She said: and the man in the office with no name on the door. He said: "Strategic Coordination has been asked to respond to the inquiry. The response is due Friday." She said: what happens if the response is inadequate? He said: "Then the board requests a personal appearance." He said: "He will not make a personal appearance." She said: why not? He said: "Because making a personal appearance requires identifying himself in a proceeding, which requires attaching his name to the title, which is the opposite of the function of the title." She said: so the response will be adequate and carefully worded. He said: "Yes. Which is also information. A carefully worded response from an unnamed office is itself an exhibit." She thought about this. She thought about Har-Lev saying: records have to be argued with. She thought: the careful response is the argument with the record. She thought: the argument with the record is the acknowledgment of the record. She said: it's not going away. Amit said: "No. None of it is going away." He said it with the quiet satisfaction of a man who had been in institutional medicine for twenty years and had learned the specific difference between a thing that went away and a thing that did not. He said: "Nava." She said: yes. He said: "You should know — the committee chair's office has requested access to your clinical record on the patient." She said: the official one or the complete one? He said: "Both. Through Har-Lev." She said: good. He said: "Specifically the session notes from the first day. The ones where he recited the Aramaic." She thought about day one. The fluorescent light hesitating. The red folder with the dark blue stamp. The patient who recited Isaiah 21 under sedation and who had looked at her when she completed the verse with the expression of a predator who had found a trail. She said: those are in the official system. He said: "I know. I checked. They're still there." He said it with the significance of that being unusual rather than expected, which it was.

She said: how is he? Amit said: "He's at my apartment. He slept twelve hours." She said: twelve. Amit said: "He said he needed to make up for twenty-five days of four hours." She said: and you let him. Amit said: "I let him sleep. This morning he was in my kitchen at six drinking coffee and reading my newspaper and he said: your coffee is not as good as Sheba's. Which was not a high bar." She said: did you talk? Amit said: "He talked. I listened. That's what I do." He said it with the professional neutrality that was also a form of recognition — he knew what he was and what his function was and was comfortable with both. He said: "He's a remarkable person." She said: yes. He said: "He asked about you specifically. He said: tell her the light hesitated at the beginning and was steady by the second session. He said: she'll know what that means." She looked at the fluorescent light above her desk, which was steady, which had been steady since the second session, which had hesitated on the first day as if the circuit were working something out and had decided by the next morning. She said: I know what it means. Amit said: "Good." He stood up. He said: "For what it's worth — the last twenty-five days. What you did with them." He stopped. He said: "It was the right thing." She said: was it the right way? He said: "It was the available way. Those aren't always the same thing." She said: the Rav says morning is coming, and also night. Amit looked at her. He said: "That's more honest than most clinical frameworks." She said: it's Isaiah. He said: "That too." He left. She sat at her desk. The light was steady above her. The external wall was to her left. The window showed a slice of the hospital sky, which was the unremarkable sky above a building that held difficult things inside its ordinary exterior and continued to function regardless. She put her hands flat on the desk. She thought: this is the desk. This is the room. She thought: this is the work. She thought: I'm still here.

She wrote in the afternoon. Not the official report — Har-Lev had the official material and it would flow into the official processes in its official sequence. She wrote the other one, the one she had begun on Monday evening by the steady fluorescent light, the one that started with the light hesitating and the red folder arriving and a patient who recited watchman, what remains of the night. She wrote it for the reason the Rav had given her and the reason she had been writing things for twenty-five days before she knew she was writing them: to prevent the erasure. Not of the mechanism — the mechanism was in five parallel proceedings now and would be accounted for in the institutional language of those proceedings. The other erasure. The erasure of what it had been to be in the room. The sessions. The silence of the particular quality that existed between two people who were each waiting for the other to make the first error. The pressed shirt as armor. The hands that were steady. The verse completed. The choice — not the failure, the decision — to be in a room that officially did not exist and to do the work of the room regardless. She wrote it in the first person, in the present tense, which was the tense Mendel had used on page eleven and which she now understood as the only correct tense for the kind of writing that needed to stay alive on the page. She wrote: the light hesitates. She wrote: I sit down. She wrote: he says, you are the fifth.

The light above her desk was steady. Outside the window the hospital sky was going from afternoon gray to the softer gray of early evening. She wrote until five-thirty. Then she saved the document — the encrypted drive, the third address, the personal address she would keep as long as she kept things. She closed the laptop. She sat for a moment. She thought about the five parallel proceedings and the archive and the carefully worded response that would arrive Friday and the medical board and the judicial access and all the official machinery that was now moving in the direction of the record, toward it rather than away from it, which was the reversal she had been working toward for twenty-five days. She thought: it's moving. She thought: it will take the time it takes. She thought: that is the correct thing to think. She reached for her coat. She picked up her bag. She thought about a woman in a hospital in Be'eri on October 7 who had left her phone on the kitchen counter and who had built the record on a borrowed phone from a hospital admission form and who had been building it since, in every city and on every bus and at every kitchen table where something needed to be written down. She thought: the record is the witness. She thought: the witness does not go home when the session is over. She stood. She turned off the light. She went home.

That night she called her mother. Her mother answered and said: "You missed Friday dinner." She said: I know. Her mother said: "And Saturday and Sunday." She said: I know. Her mother said: "Come this week." She said: yes. Her mother said: "Friday?" She said: Friday. Her mother said: "The chicken." She said: the chicken. Her mother said: "Will you tell me what happened?" She thought about what she could tell her mother and what she could not and what her mother would understand and what she would receive in the wrong register and she thought about the Rav saying: the capacity to do this requires a prior decision about who counts as real, and she thought about her mother's voice saying: you look tired in the photo Ruti sent, are you sleeping, and she thought: my mother is the person who has been worrying about me sleeping. She said: I was doing something important. Her mother said: "Important like your grandfather's important?" She said: what do you mean? Her mother said: "He used to say: I was doing something important. It meant he was doing something he couldn't tell me about but that he believed in." She said: yes. That kind of important. Her mother was quiet for a moment. She said: "He was usually right." She said it without certainty and without doubt, the tone of a woman accounting for a man she had known for fifty years and was still in the process of accounting for. She said: "Come Friday. I'll make the chicken." She said: yes, Ima. She hung up. She sat in her apartment in the specific quiet of a Tuesday evening in Tel Aviv, with the city outside her window and the laptop closed and the record saved and the work continuing and her mother making chicken on Friday and all of it — all of it — exactly where it needed to be.


	



CHAPTER 40 — THURSDAY

Netanya / Tel Aviv. October 27, 2023. 10:00 a.m.

She went to Netanya on Thursday morning. She took the bus, which she had taken so many times in the past twenty-five days that the route had become the rhythm of the period — the coastal road north, the sea appearing and disappearing, the specific quality of a journey she had been making toward something rather than away from it and now was making without urgency, which was a different kind of journey entirely. She sat at the window. She looked at the sea. She thought about nothing specific for the first time in twenty-five days. The thinking was still happening — she could feel it, the background processing that had been continuous since October 7 — but it was not the urgent thinking, the building-the-record thinking, the what-do-I-need-next thinking. It was ordinary thinking. The thinking of a person on a bus on a Thursday morning going to see her children.

Miri opened the door. She looked at Sarah with the expression that was the one under the prepared expression, which Sarah had been seeing more of since Sunday. She said: "He called." Sarah said: Mendel? Miri said: "Last night. Ten-thirty." She said: "He spoke to Daniel for twenty minutes." Sarah said: twenty minutes. Miri said: "I heard Daniel's side of it. He said: yes, and then yes, and then I know, and then I know, and then he said: that's what I thought too, and then he was quiet for a while and then he said: okay, and then he hung up." She said: "I don't know what they talked about." Sarah said: I don't think we need to. Miri said: "No." She stood aside. Sarah came in.

Maya was in the kitchen. She was at the table with a piece of paper and a pen and she looked up when Sarah came in and said: "You're early." Sarah said: is that a problem? Maya said: "No. I'm working." She went back to the paper. Sarah sat across from her. She looked at what Maya was drawing. It was a figure. One figure this time, not two, and this one had a face — not detailed, not realistic, the simple oval and two marks for eyes and one for a mouth, the face of a figure that had been decided rather than worked out. The figure was standing on a street Sarah recognized as the street in front of Miri's building, because Maya had drawn the specific shape of the building entrance with the cactus-shaped doorstop that was always there. The figure was standing outside the building looking up. Maya said, without looking up: "It's you." Sarah said: I can see that. Maya said: "You're looking up at the window." She said: at which window? Maya pointed at the upper-right corner of the building she had drawn. She said: "The one where I was when you left." Sarah looked at the drawing. She thought about leaving at midnight, the children sleeping, Maya's hand tightening and releasing without waking. She said: did you see me? Maya said: "I heard the door." She said: "I looked out the window." She said: "You didn't look up." Sarah said: I should have. Maya said: "It's okay. You had somewhere to be." She said it with the specific generosity of a child who had been thinking about this and had decided it was okay and was communicating the decision as a fact rather than a gift.

Daniel came in at eleven from wherever he had been — he had been going out in the mornings, Miri had said, walks along the promenade, the specific occupation of a boy who was doing something while appearing to do nothing. He saw her at the kitchen table and said: "You stayed." She said: I'm staying. He said: "For how long?" She said: I don't know exactly. He looked at her with the assessment and then he said: "Abba called last night." She said: I know. He said: "He asked about the oversight committee." She said: what did you tell him? Daniel said: "I told him the review had expanded to include communications documentation. He said: yes, that's the right scope. He said it like he already knew what the scope should be." She said: he did know. Daniel said: "He's been thinking about this for a long time, hasn't he." She said: yes. He said: "Since before October 7." She said: yes. He was quiet for a moment, the patience that was Mendel's patience, the willingness to sit with a thing until it was fully resolved. He said: "Okay." He sat down. He said: "When are we going to see him?" She said: this weekend. He said: "Where?" She said: I don't know yet. He said: "Wherever is fine." He said it with the specific quality of a boy who had understood, in the past twenty-five days, that wherever was a real location and not an evasion.

She spent the afternoon with them. Not doing anything specific — walking to the beach with Daniel and Maya, the Netanya promenade in the late October sun, the sea doing its gray-green thing, the three of them on the promenade that was the same promenade it had always been and that had, in the past twenty-five days, become the specific geography of waiting and continuing. Maya ran ahead on the promenade and stopped and ran back and ran ahead again in the specific pattern of a child who needed to test the edges of the available space. Daniel walked beside Sarah. He said: "Tell me about the notebooks." She said: Dror's or Mendel's? He said: "Both." She told him. She told him in the register she had been developing — not simplified, not ornamented, the clean account. He listened. He asked one question, in the middle: "When Dror wrote about the 2013 meeting, did he have the names of the three people there?" She said: two of them. He said: "The third?" She said: Har-Lev is working on it. Daniel said: "The third is the most important one." She said: why? He said: "Because the other two are instruments. The third one is the meeting. The third one said yes." She looked at him. He looked at the sea. He said: "That's how it works. Someone says yes and the thing becomes possible." She said: where did you learn that? He said: "Abba said it once about something else entirely. I filed it." She thought: he files things. He is eleven years old and he files things. She thought: yes. That's what we do in this family. She said: you're right. He said: "I know." He said it not with arrogance — with the specific flatness of someone who has checked a thing and found it to be so. She put her arm around him on the promenade. He walked in it the way he walked in things now — accepting, gradually, the slow return to the ordinary weight of contact.

She called Nava on the way back from the promenade. Nava answered at the first ring. She said: how is he? Nava said: "He's at a second location now. More appropriate than Amit's apartment." She said: whose apartment? Nava said: "The Rav's daughter. She has a flat in Jerusalem. He was amenable." Sarah said: he's in Jerusalem. Nava said: "Temporarily. Har-Lev says the formal judicial process will require him to provide a statement within the week. After that his location becomes official and the restrictions are lifted." She said: the restrictions meaning. Nava said: "He can be where he wants to be. Which is wherever you decide together." Sarah said: together. Nava said: "That seems to be the plan." She said it without irony, as a clinical observation, and Sarah thought: yes, that is the plan, and the plan is going to require its own planning and its own time and its own conversations in its own register and she was entirely willing for that to be the next hard thing, which was a different category of hard thing than the one she had just come through.

She stayed at Miri's on Thursday night. She slept in the guest room. She slept without watching the ceiling. In the morning Maya came and knocked on the door at seven — not the two-and-one, just one knock, Maya's own knock, the specific rhythm of it — and said through the door: "Are you awake?" Sarah said: yes. Maya came in. She had the drawing with her — the single figure outside the building, the face decided. She put it on the bedside table. She said: "For you." She said it the way she gave things: as if the giving were obvious and the only question was whether the recipient understood its significance. Sarah looked at the drawing. The figure on the street with the face that had been worked out and settled on. Looking up at the window. She said: thank you. Maya said: "You should have looked up." Sarah said: next time. Maya said: "Promise." Sarah said: yes. Maya nodded. She left. Sarah held the drawing and thought about looking up. She thought: next time I leave somewhere at midnight I'll look up. She thought: there may not be a next time like that. She thought: there will be other kinds of looking up. She thought: I will do them. She put the drawing carefully against the lamp so it would not fold. She got up. She went to make the coffee that Miri would leave for her on the counter with the specific thoughtfulness of a woman who expressed care through coffee at the right temperature. She made it. She drank it standing at the counter looking out the window at the Netanya morning. She thought about the fence post and the jasmine. She thought about the right direction and the available direction and growing in the direction available because that was the direction there was. She looked out the window at the available morning. She thought: yes. That's the right direction.

She called her mother at nine. She said: Ima. Her mother said: Sarah. She said: I'm coming for Shabbat. Her mother said: "I know, you said Friday." She said: I'm bringing the children. Her mother said: "Of course you're bringing the children." She said: and Mendel. Her mother was quiet for a full three seconds, which was the fullest her mother had been quiet in a conversation with her in twenty-five days. She said: "He's—." Sarah said: he's out. He's okay. He'll need—. She said: he'll need your cooking, basically. Her mother made a sound that was not quite a laugh and not quite a cry and was the specific sound she made when she was receiving information that required the emotional equivalent of an adjustment period. She said: "I'll make the big pot." Sarah said: yes. Her mother said: "The children too." Sarah said: yes. Her mother said: "And this woman, the psychiatrist. Nava." Sarah said: where did you hear about Nava? Her mother said: "Daniel told me." Sarah said: of course he did. Her mother said: "Should I invite her?" Sarah thought about Nava at her mother's Friday table, with the chicken and the big pot and whatever else her mother decided the occasion required. She thought about Nava driving through Jerusalem with Mendel in the passenger seat looking at the sky. She thought about room 214 and the chair at the right angle to the wall and the hands on the knees and the two-and-one knock on the door. She said: yes. Invite her. Her mother said: "Good." She said it with the satisfaction of a woman who understood, at some level she did not need to articulate, that the correct response to a difficult period was a full table. She said: "Friday. Six o'clock." She said: we'll be there. She hung up. She stood at Miri's counter with the empty coffee cup in her hand and the Netanya morning outside the window and Friday somewhere ahead of her with its full table and its chicken and the particular smell of her mother's kitchen which was the kitchen itself and not any particular food. She thought: that is the next right thing. She put the cup down. She went to find Maya and Daniel and tell them about Friday.


	



CHAPTER 41 — THE COUNTER-MOVE

Sheba Medical Center, Tel HaShomer. November 4, 2023. 10:00 a.m.

The op-ed appeared on November 4th, in the International Journal of Democratic Governance, published by the European Institute for Constitutional Studies, Brussels. Title: Parliamentary Intelligence Oversight and the Sovereignty Principle: On the Risks of Scope Expansion. Author: Adina Reiss, Senior Policy Adviser, Intelligence Oversight Advisory Office, Government of Israel. The journal had a circulation of approximately three thousand specialists in constitutional and administrative law across Europe, Israel, and the United States — exactly the audience whose opinion would matter to a committee chair deciding whether to narrow the review's scope.

She read it at her desk in the morning, sent by Amit who had seen it through an academic alert service he maintained. The argument was precise and well-constructed. It had the specific quality of a legal argument written by someone who knew their subject thoroughly and had thought carefully about how to present it without appearing to have a stake in the outcome. It argued that the intelligence oversight committee's expansion of its review to include documentation of communications protocols in the period preceding October 7 constituted a scope extension beyond the committee's jurisdictional mandate under the Basic Law: the Government. It cited three prior committee rulings and two academic commentaries. It said: the expansion risks conflating parliamentary accountability with operational oversight, which the separation of powers doctrine reserves to the executive.

Har-Lev called at ten-fifteen. He said: "You've seen it." She said: yes. He said: "Look at paragraph seven." She went to paragraph seven. It argued that administrative protocols established through properly authorized closed ministerial sessions were subject to executive privilege and fell outside the parliamentary committee's remit regardless of their downstream effects on intelligence transmission. It used the phrase properly authorized closed ministerial session four times. It cited the Basic Law twice and a 2015 administrative guideline once. She said: the 2015 guideline. He said: "Read the citation." The footnote gave the guideline's reference number. She searched it in the hospital's legal archive — the same archive where she had found the EDSI document. The 2015 guideline was the administrative instrument through which Protocol 7-Aleph had been formally adopted. It was the document that had been classified under the administrative designation in March 2015 by the initials A.R.

She said: she wrote both. He said: "Paragraph seven of the op-ed and the 2015 adoption guideline use identical legal constructions. I sent both to a constitutional law colleague this morning. His assessment: the language is too specific to be coincidental. The op-ed is not making a general argument about scope expansion. It is making a targeted argument designed to protect a specific document." She said: she is protecting the guideline that adopted the protocol. He said: "Yes. The guideline is one of the documents the judicial application will subpoena. If the committee accepts the scope argument in the op-ed, the subpoena faces a separation of powers objection that will delay the proceeding by months." He said: "This is the move I expected. I expected it to come through the committee directly, not through an academic publication. The academic publication is more sophisticated because it creates the appearance of independent scholarly analysis."

She said: what do we do? He said: "Two things. First, I respond to the op-ed's legal argument in writing, through the committee's formal comments process. I can do that in forty-eight hours and I have three constitutional law colleagues who will co-sign. Second, and more importantly: the conflict-of-interest motion I filed Monday has not yet been ruled on. The op-ed changes the urgency of that ruling." He said: "A committee that has a pending conflict-of-interest motion against its own legal adviser, and then receives an op-ed from that adviser arguing for a narrowing of the review, has received a demonstration of the conflict in action." He said: "I am filing an addendum to the motion this afternoon citing the op-ed. The addendum will note that the legal argument in paragraph seven is structurally identical to the adoption instrument that is itself the subject of the review." He said: "This is the mechanism arguing for its own immunity from scrutiny. The addendum will name it as such."

She sent the op-ed and Har-Lev's analysis to Sarah and to the third name within the hour. She sent Dror's page forty-nine, photographed, to Har-Lev with the note: Dror Ohayon identified this dynamic in 2016. The mechanism and the protection of the mechanism are the work of the same actor. The applicable sentence from the notebook is on page thirty-five. She photographed page thirty-five and sent that too. She thought about what Dror had understood in 2016 that he could not have known he was documenting for a judicial proceeding in 2023: the mechanism argued for itself. It was designed to argue for itself. An actor who sincerely believed in the framework she was operating would naturally and in good faith defend the framework against challenge, using the most sophisticated legal tools available, in the most credible venues available. The op-ed was not a cover-up. It was a sincere defense. And the sincerity was the most dangerous thing about it.

Sarah called at noon. She said: she published it in a Brussels journal. Nava said: "Yes." Sarah said: a journal connected to the institute that provided the compliance framework in 2013. Nava said: "Connected by two board members and a research partnership. I checked this morning." Sarah said: the ecosystem publishes in its own journals to defend its own frameworks. Nava said: "Yes. It is self-referential in the specific way of systems that have been built to be self-sustaining. Each node validates the others." She said: "And it works. It works until the record that names the whole structure exists outside the ecosystem. The record is outside the ecosystem. It is in Har-Lev's files and in a judicial application and in a parliamentary review and in two notebooks and in your notes app." She said: "The op-ed is the ecosystem defending itself against the record. That is the sign that the record is working." Sarah was quiet for a moment. She said: how do you know the record is working? Nava said: "Because the ecosystem would not have published the op-ed if it weren't. You don't move a defense when the attack hasn't reached you."

She wrote the report section that covered the op-ed that afternoon, as a new annex to the clinical report she had been building. She titled the annex: External Argumentation and the Protection of Mechanism. She wrote: the publication of this op-ed, at this moment, by this author, in this venue, is not independent scholarly analysis. It is a component of the mechanism in its defensive phase. The mechanism, having been identified and named in multiple parallel proceedings, has shifted from operational mode to argumentative mode. The shift is itself evidence that the mechanism's operational phase has been closed. She wrote this and then she went back and read it and thought: that is the correct analysis. She thought: I need to be precise, because this annex will be read by people who will look for every imprecision. She read it again. She changed two words. She saved it. She sent it to Har-Lev. She thought: the mechanism is arguing for itself because it has no other option. She thought: that means we have taken the other options from it. She went back to her patients.


	



CHAPTER 42 — THE AVAILABLE DIRECTION

Tel Aviv / Be'eri. November 10, 2023. Morning.

The oversight committee's interim report was published on November 3rd. It was forty-one pages. Page twelve contained the first public acknowledgment of Protocol 7-Aleph and its use in cases unrelated to the stated grounds of civil defense classification. Page nineteen named the administrative body responsible for the protocol's repurposing, without naming individuals. Page twenty-three noted that the protocol had been applied to at least three individuals between 2015 and 2023, in contexts where the primary function was the management of persons in possession of sensitive intelligence assessment documentation. The word management appeared in the report without quotation marks, which was the committee's way of doing what the Rav had said: naming the crooked thing without claiming to make it straight.

The man from room 4-C, the man with the title Strategic Coordination, filed his response to the medical board on November 1st. The response was, as Amit had predicted, adequate and carefully worded. It attributed the administrative irregularities in the patient record to a documented data system error and described the clinical reassignment as standard departmental management. The word management appeared in his response too, in the same construction as it appeared in the committee report, and whether this was coincidence or the specific irony of bureaucratic language applied to itself from two directions simultaneously was a question no one in any official proceeding was required to answer. The medical board's investigation continued.

Mendel gave his statement to Har-Lev on October 31st. He gave it in the Rav's daughter's flat in Jerusalem, in a room with a window that looked onto a garden, and he spoke for four hours with the precision and patience of a man who had been composing this statement since October 6th and had kept it at a controlled tension for twenty-five days in a room at Beit HaSharon and had now been given the room and the time to release it. Har-Lev said afterward: it is the most complete single-person account of the mechanism I have ever received. He said it to Nava, who filed it in the section of the encrypted drive labeled with a date six months in the future, and who thought: of course it is. He had ten sessions to prepare for it. He knew what the right questions were going to be because he had spent ten sessions teaching the person who would be sitting across from him.

The intelligence officer was released from his facility on November 5th, under a separate judicial order that moved faster than anyone expected. Har-Lev said the speed was because the oversight committee's report had created the political conditions for a judge to move without the usual institutional drag. He was sixty-one years old. He had been placed in 2015. He had a family who had been visiting him once a month for eight years and who had been told consistently and with compassion that he required long-term care. He did not speak publicly immediately. He was with his family. That was all Har-Lev said and all that needed to be said.

Yael came back from Ashkelon on October 28th. She gave her formal statement to the committee on November 2nd, which was the same day the journalist issued a second public statement — voluntary, this time, on her own program, on the record — in which she described the circumstances of her 2019 recantation. The journalist's name had been in Dror's notebook. Her second statement was four minutes long. She named no names. She described the mechanism. She said: I knew what I was saying was true when I first said it, and I knew what I was saying was false when I recanted it, and I am saying it again now because the conditions that made the recantation safer than the truth no longer obtain. She said it looking at the camera, directly, in the register of a woman who had been waiting seven years to say a specific thing and had made sure, when the moment came, that the thing was said clearly.

The reservist in Vancouver called Har-Lev on November 4th. Har-Lev had reached him through a third party — the network was larger than any single person's knowledge of it, Nava had come to understand, and had been growing in the background for years in the direction of this. He said he would not return to Israel. He said he would provide a written statement. He said the statement would be everything he had not said since 2019. Har-Lev said: that's sufficient. The reservist said: I have a construction company in Vancouver. I have two children born in Vancouver. I have a life that is Vancouver. Har-Lev said: you don't need to come back. Your statement is enough. The reservist said: will it matter? Har-Lev was quiet for a moment. He said: it already matters. Because you said yes.

The third name was not named in any public proceeding. He would not be. His position made it impossible and his position was what made what he had provided possible, which was the specific economy of a person who operated at the level where leverage and exposure were the same resource traded against each other. He had called Nava once since the oversight report was published. He had said: you did the work. She had said: we did the work. He had said: the record will be what remains. She had said: that was the point. He had said: yes. He had said: good luck. She had said: thank you. She had said it knowing he would say: don't thank me. He had said: don't thank me. She had thought: of course.

Nava submitted her formal clinical report to the medical board on November 7th. It was sixty-three pages. It was the most precise document she had ever written, which was a high bar, and she had written it with the specific quality of attention that came from knowing it was going to be read by people who would look for every imprecision and use it. She had the session notes, the photographs, the observation log, the archive notation, the red folder, Miri's statement, the testimony of two prior victims of the protocol, and the dual notebooks of Dror and Mendel. She had Har-Lev, who had reviewed every section for legal adequacy. She had Amit, who had reviewed the clinical sections. She had submitted it and gone home and sat at her kitchen table and not opened her laptop for the first time in twenty-five days and had thought: that is what I had to do. She had thought: it is done. She had thought: done is not finished. She had thought: that is also correct. Done is the beginning of what comes after done.

She was at her desk at Sheba when the call came. Not her desk — her original desk, in her original office, with the external wall and the window and the steady fluorescent light. It was 10:17 a.m. on November 10th, which was a Friday, which was the day she had agreed to go to Sarah's mother's table that evening and which she had been holding as the right punctuation for the week. The call was from a number she didn't recognize, with a Jerusalem prefix. She answered. A man's voice — not the Rav, not Har-Lev, not the third name. A voice she had not heard before, older, with the specific quality of someone calling with something they had been holding and were now releasing carefully. He said: "Dr. Elstein?" She said: yes. He said: "My name is Eli Ohayon. Dror was my brother." She said: Mr. Ohayon. He said: "I read the committee report. I saw the reference to a clinical record and a protocol. I know — " he paused. He said: "I know what my brother found. I know what it cost him." She said: I have his notebook. He said: "I know. Yael told me." He said: "I want you to know — what you did. With the notebook. What it did." She said: I didn't do it alone. He said: "I know. But I wanted someone to know that Dror — " he stopped. He said: "He would have known you were the right person for the notebook." She said nothing. She held the phone and looked at the fluorescent light above her desk, steady, the circuit having decided long ago. He said: "Thank you." She said: I'm not going to tell you not to. He was quiet for a moment. Then he said: "No. I suppose not." He hung up. She sat at her desk for a moment. She thought about a man who had written four hundred and twelve words about a decision made at 11:58 p.m. and who had given the notebook to a woman who had given it to a daughter who had given a copy to a psychiatrist who had given it to a lawyer who had given it to a committee. She thought: the notebook traveled. She thought: that is what notebooks were for. She thought: yes.

She went to Be'eri on November 10th. Not Nava — Sarah. She went with Mendel. They went in his car, which was the first time she had been in his car since before October 7, and the car smelled of the car smell she knew and the specific quality of a vehicle that had been sitting unused for a month and had picked up a faint trace of the place it had been parked. They drove south on the coastal road. He drove. She sat in the passenger seat. They did not talk much. The not-talking had the quality of two people who had been building toward a conversation for twenty-five days and had arrived at the moment and discovered that most of what needed to be said had already been said, in notebooks and phone calls and a platform in Tel Aviv and a car in Jerusalem and a mother's table on Friday. There was a remainder — there was always a remainder — and the remainder was theirs and was going to take the time it took. She looked out the window at the Negev and thought: we are going back. Not as a statement about permanence — nothing was permanent, the fence post proved it, the jasmine proved it, the twenty-five days proved it. As a decision about direction. We are going in the direction of back. We are driving toward the place that was ours.

The army checkpoint let them through. The access restrictions had been partially lifted — not fully, not for everyone, but for residents with documented claims, which they were, which the letter from the liaison office in Mendel's bag confirmed. They came through on the main road rather than the track. The kibbutz received them the way it received everyone who came back — without ceremony, without the kind of welcome that would have been an acknowledgment of the difficulty of the return, simply as the place itself, present, holding what it held, continuing. The road was the road. The house was the house. The fence post was still leaning. The jasmine was still there.

Mendel stood outside the house for a moment. He looked at the fence post. He looked at the jasmine growing in the wrong direction because the right direction was not available. She stood beside him. He said: "I'm going to call Gideon." She said: I know. He said: "Today." She said: he'll come. He said: "It'll take a week for him to come. He has seventeen fence posts ahead of this one." She said: that's fine. He looked at the jasmine. He said: "The jasmine is fine." She said: yes. He said: "It found the direction." She said: yes. He looked at it for a moment. He put his hand on the post — not testing it, not assessing it. Just the hand on the post, the specific weight of a man touching a thing that was still standing despite the lean, still doing its function despite the imperfect conditions, still holding the vine that was still growing in the available direction. He said: "Okay." He took out his phone. He called Gideon. She listened to his side of it: yes, the post on the east side of the front fence, yes, it's been leaning since spring, I know, the part never came, can you come this week? He listened. He said: Thursday. He said: good. He hung up. He looked at her. He said: "Thursday." She said: I'll be here. He said: "Good." He looked at the house. He looked at the door. He said: "The bolt." She said: it still needs the handle lifted first. He said: "I remember." He went to the door. He lifted the handle. He threw the bolt. The door opened.

She stood in the doorway of her house on November 10th and looked at the hall and the kitchen visible from the hall and the cold coffee she had not drunk on September 29th and that was not there anymore — Miri had come with a team and cleaned and she was grateful for it — and the counter where the phone had been and was not. She looked at the house that had been her house for eleven years and that had been a different kind of thing for thirty-five days and was in the process of becoming what it was going to be next, which was her house again in a different register, a house that had been inside something and had come out the other side with the knowledge of what it was capable of holding. She thought about Maya's drawing — the jasmine on the fence, the sky deliberately blue. She thought: Maya put the jasmine back before we came back. She thought: the drawing was the return. She thought: yes. That's how children do it. They put things back in the drawing before the world catches up.

Mendel was in the kitchen. He was standing at the window looking at the back garden with the specific attention he brought to things he had been unable to see for thirty-five days and was seeing again. She came and stood beside him. Outside the window: the garden, the specific October-becoming-November quality of it, the plants past their season and the soil dark and the specific smell of a garden at rest between what it was and what it would be. He said: "The rosemary survived." She said: it always survives. He said: "Yes." He said: "The tomatoes didn't." She said: I know. He said: "I'll replant in the spring." She said: yes. He said: "And the children." She said: they're coming Thursday with Miri. He said: "Gideon is coming Thursday." She said: I know. He said: "Full house." She said: yes. He looked out the window at the garden. He said: "Sarah." She said: yes. He said: "Page eleven." She said: yes. He said: "I was right." She said: you were right. He turned from the window. He looked at her. He said: "I was very scared." She said: I know. He said: "On October 6. At 11:42. When I wrote it." He said: "I was scared and I wrote it anyway because writing it was the only way I knew to make it true." She said: I know. She said: I read it twice. She said: I read it five times. He said: "Did it work?" She looked at the rosemary still alive in the garden and the soil dark with the rain from a week ago and the specific available light of a November morning in the Negev, flat and clear and entirely itself, doing what it had always done, which was to be present regardless. She said: yes. She said: it worked. She said: I'm here. He said: "I know." He put his hand in hers. She held it. Outside the window the garden continued its patient work of being what it was in the direction available to it. Inside the house the kettle was on the counter and the pilot light was on and the smell of the house was beginning — slowly, tentatively, in the way a thing began that had been interrupted — to become itself again.


	



CHAPTER 43 — THE DOCUMENT

Tel Aviv / Jerusalem. November 9, 2023. 3:00 p.m.

The committee ruled on the conflict-of-interest motion at three p.m. on November 9th. The ruling was four pages. Its operative paragraph was one sentence: the Senior Policy Adviser to the Intelligence Oversight Subcommittee is hereby recused from all proceedings related to the review initiated on October 27, 2023, pending resolution of the conflict-of-interest matter identified in the formal motion of October 25, 2023. Har-Lev sent the ruling to Nava and to Sarah simultaneously, with a single line appended: it's done. She is out of the review.

Sarah read it on her phone in Miri's kitchen in Netanya, where she had come for the Thursday that was supposed to be Mendel's arrival day, which had been the Thursday for a week in her mind and which was now also the day the committee ruled. She sat at the kitchen table and read the ruling twice. She thought about the three prior deflections — 2019, 2021, 2022, each one a procedurally correct referral, each one using the mechanism to protect the mechanism. She thought: those three deflections are what the parliamentary record says happened. She thought: what the record outside the parliamentary record says is what Dror wrote, what Mendel built, what Nava documented, what Yael forwarded. She thought: the record outside the parliamentary record just made the parliamentary record change. She wrote in the notes app: ruling issued. Reiss recused. Har-Lev: done.

Nava read it at her desk in Sheba, where she had been since seven that morning doing the ordinary clinical work that was her work regardless. She looked at the ruling's operative sentence and thought about what the sentence meant in institutional terms and in the other terms. In institutional terms: the review could now proceed without the procedural deflection mechanism that had stopped it three times before. The committee would have to respond to the record rather than route around it. In the other terms: a person who had been placed in a position of systemic influence over Israeli intelligence oversight in 2012 and had exercised that influence for eleven years without a single public record of her role had now been named in a committee ruling, in a document that would be entered into the official proceedings, in a record that did not go away. She had not been accused. She had not been found guilty of anything. She had been identified as a structural conflict. That was the honest description of what she was.

Har-Lev filed the RDF internal documents that afternoon, through Nava's formal legal representation, as an exhibit to the judicial application. The documents — which the third name had sent to Har-Lev's encrypted address the previous week — were three years old, drawn from an internal program review that described the RDF's Israeli portfolio, its goals, and its mechanisms. The relevant passage, in a section titled Continuity Infrastructure, stated: the objective is not to produce a specific policy outcome but to ensure that the decision-making environment in which Israeli security policy is made remains accountable to broader normative frameworks. The phrase decision-making environment was in boldface in the original document. The phrase broader normative frameworks referred, in the surrounding context, to the European and American governance standards the RDF and its partner organizations had been established to promote. The passage was written in the language of institutional design. It described, in that language, the placement of a person in a position where she would constrain the decision-making environment through the mechanisms of legitimate oversight.

Dror had been right in 2014. He had named the constraint and the constrainer and the architecture of the constraint before most of it had been fully built. He had kept the record for five years. He had given it to Yael before the cardiac event that was convenient for someone and that they could not prove was not a cardiac event, and Yael had kept it and used it and given it on, and the record had traveled the distance it needed to travel to reach the proceeding that could receive it. She thought about the distance a notebook traveled. She thought about Dror's heavy ink on page thirty-five. She thought: the sentence is in a judicial exhibit now. It does not go away.

Adina Reiss was seen leaving a building in Ramat Aviv at four-fifteen that afternoon. Nava did not see her — she was at Sheba. Sarah did not see her — she was in Netanya. The third name may have had her under some form of observation, or may not. What is known is that she left the building at four-fifteen, carrying the leather briefcase she carried to everything, wearing the coat appropriate to a November afternoon, and that she walked to her car without pausing and got in and drove. She was fifty-four years old. She had been doing what she believed was correct work for twenty-two years. She had a law degree from Hebrew University and an LLM from Geneva and a body of work that, in any accounting that stopped before the last eleven years, would have read as distinguished. She did not look like a person who had caused a catastrophe. She looked like a woman who had been doing her job. That was the worst kind of wrong because it did not look like wrong. It looked like the ordinary movement of a capable professional in a city going about its afternoon.

Sarah called Nava at five. She said: did you see the ruling? Nava said: "I sent it to you." Sarah said: I know. She said: what does it mean for the record? Nava said: "It means the record is now the center. Not the testimony — not my sessions with Mendel, not your notes app, not Dror's notebook. The record. All of it together, in the proceedings, without the deflection mechanism." She said: and for her? Nava said: "She is in the record. In three places: the committee ruling, Dror's notebook as exhibit, the RDF documents through Har-Lev." Sarah said: and the sealed annex? Nava said: "Her name is in the sealed annex of both committee reports. When the annex is unsealed — and it will be, eventually — she will be named publicly in connection with the mechanism's design and protection." She said: "Not charged. Named. Those are different things." Sarah said: but named in a record. Nava said: "Named in a record that does not go away. Yes." Sarah was quiet for a moment. She said: is that enough? Nava thought about what Dror had written and why he had written it and what he had expected it to do and what it had done. She said: it's what the record can do. She said: "The rest is what the committee does with what it has. And the courts. And eventually the public." She said: "The record is the beginning. It is not the end. But it is a beginning that cannot be unmade."

She had one more conversation that evening. With the Rav, from a payphone she had not used in two weeks, the routine not fully dropped yet, the habit of the careful call still there. She told him about the ruling and the RDF documents and Reiss leaving the building in Ramat Aviv with her briefcase. He listened. He said: "And Dror's sentence. Where is it now?" She said: in a judicial exhibit. He said: "Good." He was quiet for a moment. He said: "I want to tell you something." She said: yes. He said: "The verse. Isaiah 21. Watchman, what remains of the night?" She said: morning is coming, and also night. He said: "Yes. But there is the line before the answer that most people do not read." She said: what is it? He said: "The watchman says: If you would ask, ask. Come back." He said: "It is an instruction. Not a prophecy. Ask the question. And then come back and ask it again." He said: "What you have done — what all of you have done — is ask the question again. After it was asked in 2014 and the answer was buried. After it was asked in 2019 and Dror died. After it was asked in 2021 and 2022 and the procedure deflected it. You asked it again." She said: we kept asking it. He said: "Yes. And the watchman answers when you keep asking. The morning is coming because you kept asking." She said: and also night. He said: "And also night. That is still the honest answer. But the morning is real and the record is real and what you have built does not go away." She said: thank you. He said: "Don't." She thought: of course. She hung up. She stood at the payphone for a moment in the Tel Aviv evening. The city was doing its evening thing around her — the light, the movement, the ordinary human business of a Tuesday. She thought: the record does not go away. She thought: we asked the question. She thought: the morning is coming. She thought: yes. And also night. And also night is the honest part. And the honest part is what we were always building toward.


	



EPILOGUE — APRIL

Be'eri. April 3, 2024. Morning.

The jasmine came back in February. It came back the way it always came back — without announcement, without the courtesy of a gradual progression, one morning simply there, the first small flowers white against the green that had been all winter just green, waiting. Sarah had been in the kitchen when she saw it through the window. She had not called anyone. She had stood at the window and looked at it for a long time. Then she had gone outside and stood in front of it and looked at it up close, the specific close-up of someone who needed to verify that the thing was what it appeared to be. It was. The fence post was straight now. Gideon had come in November and replaced it, as promised, the new post cedar and plumb, the jasmine already transferring its grip from the old lean to the new vertical with the specific patience of a plant that had learned to grow in available directions and could adjust when the available direction changed.

The house had been theirs again since December. Not theirs in the sense of occupied — they had been back since November, in the incremental way of people returning to a place that required them to rebuild their relationship with it room by room, object by object, the specific archaeology of a life interrupted and resumed. Theirs in the sense of feeling like theirs. The smell. The particular way the kitchen light came through in the late afternoon. Daniel's desk in his room with the books stacked in the specific order that was his order and no one else's. Maya's drawings on the refrigerator, a new series now — not the crisis series, the regular series, the series that had been ongoing since she was four and that was the continuous record of how she saw the world at any given moment. The current one on the refrigerator was of a garden. The garden was growing in all directions.

The proceedings were in their fifth month. The intelligence oversight committee had issued two interim reports and was preparing a third. The medical board investigation at Sheba had produced three formal findings and a set of institutional recommendations that the hospital administration had accepted without the legal compulsion it would have taken to make them refuse. Strategic Coordination had been dissolved in January — not publicly, not with announcement, the specific quiet dissolution of an office that existed to be un-nameable and was extinguished in the same register. The man who had occupied it was on administrative leave. His name had not appeared in any public proceeding. It had appeared in the committee's sealed annexes, which would become unsealed at a time the committee determined. Har-Lev said: these things take the time they take. He said it without apology and without impatience and with the specific steadiness of a man who had been doing this for thirty years and understood that the time they took was part of the function they served.

The intelligence officer was living in Tel Aviv. He had given one interview, to a journalist Har-Lev had vetted, published in February. He had not used his name. He had described eight years in a room with adequate food and inadequate explanation and the specific experience of being managed so thoroughly that the management itself became the only proof that what he knew had mattered. The interview had been read two hundred thousand times in the first week. He had not read the reader responses. His family had come from the north to be with him on the weekend it published. His daughter, who was now twenty-one and had been thirteen when he was placed, had told him: I always knew. He had said: I know you always knew. She had said: I told people and they didn't believe me. He had said: I know. She had said: they believe me now. He had said: yes. She had said: is that enough? He had looked at her for a long time. He had said: it's what there is. She had thought about this. She had said: okay.

Yael was in Jerusalem. She had an apartment two streets from the Rav. She went to Ashkelon every other Sunday and sat in Rivka's kitchen while Rivka made coffee and put out whatever she had baked that week — not always cake, sometimes bread, sometimes nothing and just the coffee, and those were the best visits, the ones where nothing had been prepared because nothing needed to be prepared. Yael had given three more statements in the proceedings and had been present at two hearings and had said, each time, the same thing she had said in the first four minutes and said it with the same directness and had not been asked to recant it and had not expected to be. In March she had begun a new position, analysis work, with the institutional description redacted from any public document at her request. The Rav had said: you always knew what the work was. She had said: I didn't always know I could do it. He had said: that's different. She had said: yes. She had said: I know that now.

Nava's clinical report had been entered into the committee record on December 15th. It was cited eleven times in the first interim report and fourteen times in the second. She was listed in the acknowledgments of both, which was the committee's way of doing what it could not do officially — putting a name to a thing that had been built without institutional support and had arrived complete and unarguable. She had been promoted in February, which was not the committee's doing and was not unrelated to it, the specific economy of an institution that knew when to absorb what it had been trying to contain. She had a new patient on the secure ward. She had not been given a red folder. She had asked about it, once, to the administrator who processed admissions. The administrator had looked at her. She had said: I ask because I want to know if the protocol has been discontinued. The administrator had said: it has been discontinued. She had said: in writing? The administrator had said: in the board's formal findings of November 14th. She had said: thank you. She had gone to her office — the original one, with the external wall, with the window, with the fluorescent light that was steady — and sat at her desk and thought: the board's formal findings of November 14th. She thought: Dror's notebook is in that finding, by reference. Mendel's is in it. Yael's document is in it. Miri's statement is in it. She thought: the record is in the finding. She thought: that is what records were for.

Daniel was twelve now. He had stopped following the oversight committee's social media account in January, not because he had lost interest but because the pace of official proceedings did not map well onto the pace of an account designed for daily engagement, and he had decided the discrepancy was not his problem to manage. He was reading a book about the history of Israeli intelligence that he had taken from Mendel's shelf without asking and that Mendel had not asked for back. He had asked his father once, in February, standing in the kitchen in the specific posture of a boy about to ask a question that he had been holding for a while: did you know this was going to happen? He meant October 7. Mendel had looked at him. He had said: I knew something was going to happen. Daniel had said: was that different? Mendel had said: yes. Very different. Daniel had thought about this. He had said: because knowing something and knowing this thing are different things. Mendel had said: yes. Daniel had said: okay. He had gone back to the book. Mendel had stood in the kitchen for a moment after he left. He had thought: yes. That's the answer. He had thought: he already understood the answer before he asked the question. That's why he asked it.

Maya turned nine in March. For her birthday she asked for a plant. Not a specific plant — just a plant, something to go in the yard. Sarah had taken her to the nursery in the kibbutz and Maya had walked the rows with the seriousness of someone making a decision that mattered. She had chosen a climbing rose. Pink. She had said: I want to see if it climbs. Sarah had said: it will need a support. Maya had looked at the fence, newly posted, straight, cedar. She had looked at the jasmine already reclaiming it. She had said: there's room. She had planted it that afternoon with Mendel. They had dug the hole together — he doing the depth, she doing the width, the specific collaboration of two people each knowing their part. She had put the rose in. She had packed the soil with both hands. She had stood up. She had looked at the fence. She had said: it'll take a season. Mendel had said: yes. She had said: I'll wait. She had said it the way she said everything important — not as a statement of patience, as a fact about herself that she was informing you of.

The third name had not been named. He would not be named in any public proceeding in any document that would leave the committee's sealed archive within the foreseeable future. His contribution to the record existed in the form of the documentation he had provided, which was attributed in the committee's working papers to a confidential source with senior institutional access — the specific designation that was both accurate and the maximum protection available. He had called Nava once more, in March, a brief call. He had said: the second set of applications has been filed. She had said: I know. He had said: the mechanism has been named in four separate institutional contexts now. It can no longer be managed by silence. She had said: no. He had said: I wanted you to know I am glad it proceeded the way it did. She had thought about what to say. She had said: so am I. He had said: Isaiah 21 is a strange text to build a case around. She had said: it was the right text. He had said: yes. He had said: morning is coming. She had said: and also night. He had said: yes. And also night. That's the honest version. She had said: I know. He had hung up. She had sat at her desk. She had thought: the honest version. She thought: yes. That is what we were building. Not the version where the morning comes and stays. The version where the morning comes and you have named what it came out of.

On April 3rd Sarah was in the yard with the jasmine. Mendel was inside on a call. Daniel was at school. Maya was at school. The yard was the yard — the rosemary that had survived the winter and was now aggressively alive, the rose Maya had planted, the fence post plumb and cedar, the jasmine covering it again in the available direction. She had been weeding, which was not something she had done before October 7 with any regularity and which she had discovered, in the months since, was the kind of work her hands needed — specific, tactile, the work of clearing away what had accumulated so the thing underneath could be what it was. She was kneeling by the base of the fence post when she found it. A flower that had fallen and landed in the soil and partly buried itself and was, despite this, still intact — the small white specific flower of the jasmine in its first April return, pressed slightly into the earth by its own weight but not crushed, not disintegrating, still holding the shape it had been when it was on the vine. She picked it up. She held it in her palm. She looked at it for a long time. She thought about what it meant to fall from the place you were and be found still intact. She thought about a notes app with three numbers at the top and everything that had grown from it. She thought about a man writing on page eleven: she is going to be okay. She thought about a psychiatrist completing an Aramaic verse and a lawyer's hand flat on a notebook and a fence post going plumb in November and a daughter who planted a climbing rose and said I'll wait. She held the flower. She thought: yes. She thought: that's the record. All of it. Every piece of it. The fear and the fence post and the forty seconds and the jasmine growing in the available direction because the available direction was the direction there was. She thought: I will write this down. She thought: I already have.

She put the flower carefully on the top of the fence post, where it rested in the groove of the cedar, pale and small and entirely itself. She stood up. She brushed the soil from her knees. She went inside. Mendel was in the kitchen, off his call, making the coffee that she had not gotten to yet. He looked at her hands — the soil on them — and handed her the dish towel without comment. She washed her hands. He poured two cups. They stood at the kitchen window and looked out at the yard, at the rosemary and the rose and the jasmine on the new post and the small white flower she had placed at the top of it, which was visible from the window if you knew what you were looking for. He said: "The jasmine is back." She said: yes. He said: "The rose is going to need three weeks before it tries the fence." She said: Maya knows. He said: "Yes. She does." They stood at the window. Outside the yard was doing what yards did in April in the Negev — green beyond its usual entitlement, briefly, before the summer came and claimed it back. The kettle was off. The coffee was in the cups. The house was the house. The morning was still there. They held it.
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What does a woman do with herself after?

What does a woman do when the thing she survived is over — and her life is not?

What does a man do when the world that formed him will not recognize the man he has become?

What does a sister do when the person she loves most has become someone she no longer understands?

What do children do when the adults who love them cannot agree on what a home is?

What does a judge do when both women are right?

And what does a man do — a man who holds to a law that says you do not touch before the canopy — when everything he wants is standing one arm's length away?

The record closed. The war did not.
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