Yahel Sharabi 'L Noya Sharabi Z'L Lian Sharabi 'L

Lian was a vibrant, adventurous woman with a deep
love for music and connection. Born in Bristol, she
brought joy wherever she went, known for her warm
personality, quick wit, and love of storytelling.

An honorary member of the local Anglo-Saxon band.
she occasionally sang or played saxophone- her
voice a celebration of her British roots.

Noya Sharabi (2007-2023) Yahel Sharabi (2010-2023) Lian Sharabi (1975-2023)

As a mother, Lian was fiercely loving and full of humor, raising her daughters, Noya and Yahel, with
kindness and curiosity. She often joked, “What good are daughters if you can't laugh at them?”

Noya, a mature and caring girl, loved cooking Middle Eastern food with her grandmother and dreamed
of becoming a kindergarten teacher. She volunteered with children from age 14 and was known for her
empathy, attentiveness, and love for music.

Yahel was a joyful spirit- sharp, playful, and full of energy. A tomboy with dimples, she loved soccer.
math, animals, makeup, and being in nature. She was the family’s interpreter thanks to her perfect
English, and in her Kingfisher bar mitzvah year, she was involved in every detail- from building the
camp to the final performance.

Lian, Noya, and Yahel were murdered on the morning of October 7, 2023.

May their memory be a blessing.

Their Song

In memory of Noya Sharabi, 16 years old- a bright, creative soul with a loving heart and a whole life ahead
of her, tragically cut short. Noya was the heart of her family, deeply loved and loving in return. She was
known for her warmth, creativity, and the way she brought light to everyone around her.

Her cousin, Rotem Sharabi, wrote and composed a song in her memory, titled "Noya Shemesh™ (Noya Sun).
Rotem shared: “She was my sunshine. Noya was the heart of us all, loved by everyone and loved
unconditionally. Noya was murdered in her home, along with her mother, Lian, and her little sister, Yahel.
Her father, Eli Sharabi was kidnapped to Gaza.
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“Noya Shemesh” - Rotem Sharabi, Sagai Kagan ~ >+105 pan o1 nanon Ao Apuin Nuan "Pwn 195w Nupa awaA
Noya ODIT |'N NIN |'N
What can | say? NONN YN D 'N NN TYUIN 2201 NTYIN NDTNN D
NNNI ' NNSIND NO

I'm just trying to talk to you.
NN NN POTN TN QN N2 ano DIN
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Painful darkness, and you are the light, Every star is with you. N 1w e 09N
We had planned to go to London with Grandma in July, We had already convinced the parents. A1 NALPING YA IDIA
Now everyone’s asleep, TN NI P2 D N
And only Grandma cries. AN TIN 2 POTNO

You said: "I don't ask for a lot of friends,

Songs are enough for me because there are many paths, And always when it's dark, a sunrise will rise in me."
The ground is shaking, And my heart shakes with it, | have no other land,

| can't find comfort in me.

Maybe it’s just a dark night, So turn on the light.

My heart tells me To unite with you, Hope remembers,

Nothing will bring you back.

Memories freeze in the cold,

Noya Shemesh (Noya's Sun), Noya Or (Noya's Light).

Noya

I dreamed again,

The south is painted red again, With you.

Night

Wet pictures and candles That went out from Sabbath tears.

At the end of the day, you'd call, Saying, “I'll be back soon."

| remembered too late, Because you became unavailable.

Before I fall asleep,

A heavy feeling comes, reminding and hurting, And who will hug like you?
There’s no one like you.

The ground is shaking, And my heart shakes with it, | have no other land, h S

| can't find comfort in me. T el r on g
Maybe it’s just a dark night, So turn on the light.

My heart tells me

To come closer slowly, Hope remembers, Nothing will bring you back.

The flowers are standing in line,

Noya Shemesh (Noya's Sun), Noya Or (Noya's Light)

The morning of October 7th And a pit,

Just give me a second to return, To turn on the light for you.




Moshe Adadi Z"L

Moshe Adadi was born in Tel Aviv- curious, creative, and
full of life. He loved jazz, drawing, and acting, and was
always surrounded by friends. He carried a deep sense of
responsibility from a young age.

He was active in the HaNoar HaOved VeHalomed youth
movement and dreamed of joining Kibbutz Afik to build a
future rooted in values and community. In July 1971, he
joined the Nahal Paratroopers. Training was tough, but he

%o 4 : . :
oshe Adadi 1953-1973 (20) never complained. He became a Recoilless Rifle operator

and was known as a dedicated soldier who always helped others. On October 6,
1973, the Yom Kippur War began. Moshe was stationed at Outpost “Miftach” on
the Suez Canal. The next day, under heavy attack, the outpost began to collapse.
But Moshe refused to leave.

An enemy tank reached 100 meters away. Moshe barely had RPG rounds left. But
with his last round, he destroyed the first tank, stopping the entire enemy
convoy.The last time anyone saw him, he was holding a grenade, ready to throw
it. He kept fighting until the end.

He was first declared missing. Later, his body was found and he was laid to rest.
For his bravery, he was awarded the Medal of Courage.

A military magazine later wrote: “Moshe stayed until the end.”

He was a boy who dreamed of building a home- and a soldier who gave
everything to protect it.

His Song

Like The Little Prince, Moshe was just a boy- only 20 years old, full of wonder,
always asking questions, always searching for meaning. But war gave no answers.
In the desert, he fought until the very end- but he never came home.

"And if ever a boy appears there, with a smiling face and golden hair -

You will know that it is him.”

But Moshe will never appear again. He was too young, with too much left to live
for.

All that remains is the memory of a boy who became a hero- forever the Little
Prince of the outpost.
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I met him in the heart of the desert, |
, g f NI% WM NIN NDOW VT
A sunset is beautiful for a sorrowful heart. Upwa N9 O21UD 19910 9ID
| drew him a tree and a sheep on paper, And he promised me 1N DINn 930
that he would return. TN T2' Qv VU9l ax Nl
The Little Prince from Platoon B 20T 12 WY NIpniY 1119Y
T 12 10'WINI NN NTY 1IYUTN

Will never see again a sheep eating a flower.
And all his roses have turned to thorns,

And his little heart has frozen like ice.

And if you ever come here,

Know that here he once parachuted down.
And the sound of his fall was never heard,
Because of the soft sand.
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And if one day a boy appears,

With a laughing face and golden hair,

Know that it is him, and reach out your hand,
And gently wipe the desert dust from his eyes.
And then, do me a small kindness,

Write quickly to all our mothers,
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So that they may find some relief and their sorrow may fade-

The Little Prince has come back to us.
The Little Prince from Platoon B

Will never see again a sheep eating a flower.
And all his roses have turned to thorns,
And his little heart has frozen like ice.

I met him in the heart of the desert.

ok,
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Sharon Segev 21

g%  Sharon Segev, son of Carmela and Yitzhak, was born in

, "’ B Be'er Sheva on February 25, 1963, and was the eldest

¥ brother to Dganit and Gilad. At age 14, while his father
was on a mission to Iran, Sharon studied at the American
i o School alongside youth from around the world,

including Arab countries. Despite frequent moves due to

his father’s military rank, Sharon remained open,

Sharon Segev 1963-1984 (21)

kind, and quick to adapt. “He was so good, talented, smart, full of humor, athletic, a
great friend... it was almost annoying how someone could be that good at
everything,” recalled his friend Esti.

Sharon was curious and expressive, with many hobbies- scuba diving, drumming,
wood carving, and chess. He loved hiking across Israel and filled his room with
mementos: shark jaws, a sea turtle shell, and an ancient juqg gifted by Moshe Dayan.
His love for the land of Israel was reflected both in his room and in his soul.

Sharon enlisted in the Armored Corps, completing his training with honors. He
fought in the First Lebanon War as a tank driver for the company commander, under
very difficult conditions. After the war, he completed officers’ training with distinction
and was promoted to Second Lieutenant. In 1984, he became the battalion
operations officer (Kambatz) and was later promoted to Lieutenant.

On June 14, 1984, Sharon fell in the line of duty at the age of 21. He was
posthumously promoted to Captain.

His Song

Gilad Segev, Sharon’s younger brother and a musician, wrote the song “Achshav Tov”
(“Now It's Good") in his memory over 20 years ago. It was inspired by a childhood
memory- Sharon cheering Gilad up after a sports day injury by taking him out of
school for a movie, a car ride, and a visit to the beach.

The song became a hit and a source of comfort for the family.

After October 7th, Gilad joined a musical memorial project for the victims of the Nova
festival. During meetings with bereaved families, Chen Zander- who lost her sister
Noa- was deeply moved and brought to tears when she heard “Achshav Tov.”
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“Now It's Good"- Gilad Segev MU TAND INWD DIFTA
Just when | start to lose interest ANDQ 12INWNIT VO] NIQ TINDN TN 'NNDT)
| remembered how you said “Let’s go,” and we left everything in a mess |
Yeah. . OIS0 UAID QY NNINND "IN
I'm in the back, wearing a baseball cap LY LN JY P rm;;n
And you're drumming on the steering wheel as we drive  3u; 4wy UawS TND NU ‘b}lﬂ
Yeah... T'WND VIiNa 722 'IN
Time stopped there - for seventeen years Q'09ND TI' 'INY 1192 WD
I’'m alone outside, it's getting dark QPN 1IMINY AT

QINN NN "N V1IN TN QY

Just before | go off the rails
[ felt like we were getting closer

DINA NINY O'anio amnN v 4 NN
QI0'N O'NIN N2I T2 OManmw

With my hand in the air, | drew the shore A1V WOV
Sea breeze, two brothers writing names in the sand NP TAND 'INY PI'TA
Connected to the waves, not seeing the end PT2 'NIN N'SIND NUTI NUAN N 'NN0T3
And now it feels okay... -]

NPOONA 190 N NN
Just when | start to lose hope
NIANND ' NYIN 7'M NN

| remembered how you came and knew how to pull me out in time

D
Yeah... Q'WIDWI UAW MNN NIND 113 12D
Schoolyard during recess TWND VINd T2 'IN
You're smiling, just came back from the army Q'O9ND QY 'INY 119D WD
Veah QAR 1ININY NN

QINN 1IN "M NIND TN QY
DINA NInY O'ANoD anN v a' Nin

It’s already late, past seven-thirty

I'm alone outside, it's getting dark QIO O NDI @939 0MAnnn
Just before I fly off the rails 10 WOV
I felt like we were getting closer QINN NN "N V1IN TN QY
With my hand in the air, | drew the shore 2INd NP 0wl aNN Y a' NiN
Sea breeze, two brothers writing names in the sand O TIN ORI NPT 02 0AnNND

AP NS

Connected to the waves, not seeing the end NN 9N NYAN 0PN MAY 1A
And now it feels okay... N2 11D INWN D1 TN NN QY
With my hand in the air, | drew the shore QI0'N O'NIN N2I 0932 O0Mann
Sea breeze, two brothers sitting close in the sand 2O TV
Connected to the waves, not seeing the end H I S SO n g

And now it feels okay...

Between the broken days, | reached the shore
Where you are real, and everything else is no longer
Connected to the waves, not seeing the end

And now it feels okay...
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Yahel Gazit Z'L

Capt. Yahel (Yaheli) Gazit, 24, was a gifted musician, a loyal
friend, and a beloved son. Born in the Galilee village of
Rakefet, he served as a Shinshin in Kyriat Shemona and later
became Deputy Company Commander in the 33rd Armored
fosm Corps. He was killed in Shuja‘iyya, Gaza, on December 4,

I\ 4 2023. Yaheli believed a true commander must have the soul
S S of a musician- leading with heart and intuition. From age six.
T, JONA he wrote songs that reflected his world: family, love, dreams,
= A - o/ i \ N and fears. Even during combat in Gaza, he kept writing, with
_ ;. ~ i lyrics later found on his tactical phone.

Yahel(Yaheli) Gazit 1999-2023 (24)

Two years ago, Yaheli, together with friends Omri and Yam, formed the band Raash Lavan
(White Noise) in a small Tel Aviv apartment. Just before October 7, their debut album was nearly
complete. After his death, the band knew they had to finish it- not only as a tribute, but as a
mission to share Yaheli's voice with the world.

Their first single, “Nefilati” (My Fall), was played at his funeral. It quickly gained national
attention, reaching GLGLZ, Israel's biggest radio station. The band has since released the full
album and is performing it across Israel, bringing Yaheli's music- and memory- to life.

His Song

The song was written by Yaheli and was first played at his funeral, later gaining widespread
popularity.

Ido, Yaheli's brother and the band’s manager, shares:

“Any reasonable person who understands the atmosphere in the country struggles to find
hope, and to me, this is reflected in the album. For example, in the song 'Nefilati,” which starts
with a great devastation and ends with ‘Love will come, even if it takes a little time’ — that's
what Yaheli sang. | really feel it's some kind of mantra — taking this place of mourning and
pain, finding a spring of life within it, and giving it expression. To me, this isn't a sad album,
Iit's not a sad project, it's a project of hope, and | truly hope that this hope will reach more

people, so they can see that even from this painful and terrible place, it's possible to rise up
and find light.”
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"My fall" - White Noise (Yahel Gazit, Omri Shlissel, and Yam Goldstein) 725 'an Qv

And today begins the devastation . ;r‘j |3L>L>nn,q 2le
Everything that happens from now on Q' 0Y90 NIV 1Yo

- , NIDNY P INYL
This is the time of the flood W DT Ar

A boat has left for the shore AOINDA N1 WN
This is the time of the flood N'AN "IN IO
And everything will be washed away P'D IN T DY 1DV
They are all couples, couples o e
And once again | am alone - TI

J DTN VN TV
If only we knew back then ownl na
What we had in hand NANN VAN
Now the sea level rises DT N¥p NP" ON Q2
All that's left is to wait HANN VAT TV

NT NSP NP ON 02

Let it be an old memory

That remains in the depths

Bird might bring

A branch of olive or a sign

In the gray sky

A rainbow will emerge through the clouds
The earth will come again

A home and a dwelling

And love will come

Even if it takes a little time

Love will come again Even if it takes a little time




_____ ltayShoham Z'L

.| "Q 21 years old, from Rosh HaAyin. Son of Nina and Shahar.

/ "

S8 Brother to Roni, Omri, and Yonatan.
""j | He was a people person - intelligent, caring, and full of
g ' generosity. A youth counselor in the Scouts, a basketball player,
/- \\§ and a devoted volunteer at heart, he was always looking for
&\ ways to contribute and make the world a better place.He loved
,, & LB hiking, music, reading, and delving into history, including the
L o - Israeli-Palestinian conflict.

After completing a year at the pre-military academy "Menashrim Kalu" in Maagan Michael
- a year that played a significant role in shaping and strengthening his values - he enlisted
in the Egoz Unit, driven by a deep belief and purpose.

His friends from the academy compiled a memory book, describing Itay: “I think there are
few people in the world who hear the name Itay Shoham and don’t immediately picture
your smiling, radiant face,” wrote Bar. “I

learned from you to always look for the good in people and their actions.” His friends
testified that he had a unique ability to listen and hold meaningful conversations, always
creating a sense of ease and openness

around him.

On November 12, 2023, a week after completing his training, he was killed in battle in
northern Gaza.

Until his last day, he believed that in the battle between good and evil - one must always

choose good. !
His Song

"This story begins during my military service over 40 years aqgo in the Navy," Ze'ev Nechama
shared. "I served with a guy named Shahar Shoham, on the Navy missile ship. After we finished
our service, each of us went our separate ways. | pursued my music career, and he built a
wonderful family."

"Then this cursed war came, and his son Itay was killed on November 21," Nechama said. "ltay’s
parents wanted to do something in his memory, but they just didn’t know how to go about it. A
mutual friend from the Navy connected us. It turned out that Itay had left behind several notes,
where he had written thoughts during different moments. I received those notes from his
parents and was able to turn them into a song."

"I'm very emotional, it's hard for me to even explain it," he added. "When they first reached out
to me, | thought | wouldn't be able to connect to something so deep and personal. Then one day,

something happened that | can’t even explain - Itay’s words just came together with music. Itay
will stay with us forever."
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“Things That | Wrote” Lyrics - Itay Shoham Melody - Ze'ev Nechama

e P arn arn

And here | stand, listening and thinking NN N%P ' 010N
How nice it will be to read this someday in the future. -nrypwHN 77N ATV NINY POD |'N
Until now, I haven't had the chance to read things I've written. -ar ar Ton vy
Maybe it's worth putting effort into it, L
> . i NN DIP DN 12'WPN

Maybe it's worth putting effort into it-
IND 'IN T'DIN

This day has just bequn

It brought a bit of spirit into me.

No doubt, it helps sharpen meanings-

Always do, every day-what is good, every day-
Listen to my voice in the wind,

I’'m always here!

Now I'm an angel in another dimension

But I'm with you, yes-I'm with you.

Wipe away your tears, | am with you, and together we are whole. ~ H|¢ S on g
| am always with you-

This day has just bequn

It brought a bit of spirit into me.

No doubt, it helps sharpen meanings-

Always do, every day-what is good, every day-
Listen to my voice in the wind,

I'm always here!




Amit Man 'L

ﬁ: Pty rck '§ Amit Man was the youngest of five sisters. When she was just
h w { 3 10, her father fell ill with cancer and spent the last four years of
his life in a hospice. Surrounded by doctors, nurses, and
s caregivers, Amit's path was quietly shaped. When their father
5 passed away, Amit was 14. Her sister recalls that it was a turning
point- she decided then that she wanted to dedicate her life to
helping the sick and injured. At 15, she began volunteering with
@ = Magen David Adom. Amit was also an incredible singer and

¥ . 7 & aciress. When she turned 18, a medical condition kept her from

Amit Man 2001-2023 (22 serving in the army,and she debated whether to pursue
performing arts or continue in medicine. Eventually, she joined a national service paramedic course-
graduating with honors. It was a dream come true.
A year and two months before October 7th, Amit accepted a paramedic position at Kibbutz Be'eri. She
iImmediately fell in love with the place and the people- and they loved her in return.
On October 7, Amit and her partner woke early to the sound of rocket fire. He urged her to leave with
him, but Amit insisted on staying. “It's exactly because it's dangerous that I'm staying,” she said.
At 7:00 a.m., Amit texted to her family that terrorists had entered Bari and that there were people shot
and wounded. She ran to the kibbutz dental clinic and began treating the injured with her team, under
heavy fire. When supplies ran out, she made tourniquets from shirts and sheets. A survivor later shared
that even when she could no longer help medically, she sat beside him, calmed him, stroked his head.
At 1:50 p.m., she messaged her family: “I don't think we'll survive this. Be strong.” Ten minutes later,
she called her sister, saying she'd been shot and that everyone else had been killed. That was the last
time anyone heard from her.
Her body was found days later. She had made herself a tourniquet and was still wearing her gloves.

Her Song

With her bravery, Amit saved many lives and fought until her final breath. Just two months before the
massacre, she recorded herself singing “Nothing Will Hurt Me™ by Knesiyat HaSechel. After her death,
the band created a moving tribute using her voice, a gift shared by her family.

"Amit sang with a deep, warm voice- sincere and magnetic,” the band shared. “Re-recording the song
with her voice and meeting her family deeply moved us.”

The song was actually written by Erez Stark, who died in service. Years later, his family donated an
ambulance in his memory. Now, Amit’s voice carries his words forward- two lives turned into a song.
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"Nothing Will Hurt Me" - Amit Man, Knesiyat HaSechel

Nothing will hurt me, nothing
Not a woman, not a terrorists' bullet, nothing

Because | swore that to my brother, my sister, parents

NNUANA 'NTNY NOYW NINID

And | cried during the nights and worried during the days
Because | was afraid something would hurt my parents

And my father's voice has been echoing in my head for years

If anything happens to you

There's no point in life

There's no point in tomorrow
There's no point in life

There's no point in tomorrow

If you're standing here above me

| probably haven't kept my promise
I'm sorry, | swear

I'm sorry, | swear

I'm sorry, | swear

If anything happens to you

There's no point in life

There's no point in tomorrow
There's no point in life

There's no point in tomorrow
Nothing will hurt me

Nothing

Not a woman not a terrorists' bullet
Nothing
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Her Song




