Rabbi Shlomo Aviner- Chief Rabbi of Bet El 

I Sacrifice Myself for the Land


The Land of Israel cannot be acquired without self-sacrifice. Three things are acquired through suffering. I have decided that for myself, these will not be idle words, but words I will put to practice: genuine self-sacrifice, on a daily basis. I am no saint. I am even weak in my observance. I swing back and forth. Yet with one mitzvah there’s no room for doubts. Without self-sacrifice, forget it! 

Some sacrifice themselves for Torah, day and night. I don’t make light of them – G-d forbid. Yet that isn’t really part of the real world. I am ready to risk my life for the Land. I don’t understand all this pilpul about what’s more important, the people or the land. If I risk my life so that the Land remains in our hands, then I am also doing the People a favor. How can people not understand that? 

Sure I am full of love of the Jewish People, Israel. What I do constitutes love of Israel. Yes! I am full of love of Israel! What I do sanctifies G-d’s name. Abandoning parts of our land is a profanation of G-d’s name. For that we waited two thousand years?! I’m no saint, but for my land, I am ready to risk my life, even if it involves a sacrifice; even though it’s hard. 

Recently it has been very hard for me to face what is happening with the army, which I used to admire so much. It expelled Jews and turned them into unemployed refugees. As for the police who dealt murderous blows, I don’t want to talk about them right now. Precisely because I worry about Eretz Yisrael, I am angry at the army, and also because I love the Jewish People. We are certainly aware that the soldiers defend the Jewish People every minute, suffering freezing cold during guard duty and endangering their lives. Many of them have been killed and murdered protecting us all. Certainly, calling the Israeli Army the “Expulsion Army” represents ingratitude, yet it is still very hard for me. 

So I am slandered from left and right, insulted, humiliated and called all sorts of names. But I don’t care. I know that I am right, that I am following the right path, the path of my teachers, my teachers in this generation and in all preceding generations, the path of Abraham and Moses. I am proud – obviously not personally, for there are many like me. What a marvelous generation! We deserve a lot of credit! 

On the street people identify us, the ones who sacrifice ourselves for our land, by our clothing. I know that clothes are not what is important, but here it’s a special case, because I wear a soldier’s uniform – I am a soldier, a soldier of G-d, a soldier in the I.D.F., the Israel Defense Forces, the army defending our people and our land, the army defending us against three hundred million external enemies and three million internal enemies. Therefore, I must be a good soldier, the best I can. In my wallet I’ve got a document that says “Fighter.” Yes, I am a fighter. I am definitely angry at the army, but I grit my teeth and bear it because this army is us. Over my yarmulke I’ve got a beret, and over my tzitzit I’ve got an olive-drab shirt. Because I am a fighter. I risk my life to be a good fighter. For your sake. For our sake. For the sake of our people. For the sake of our land.
