
Israel is in my heart 

It is time to mark Yom Ha’Atzmiut, Israel’s Independence Day. It is a sacred time on my calendar. Anyone 

who spends time with me knows that I care greatly about Israel. I am a supporter of the age-old dream 

of a Jewish homeland that Zionism has brought into being. I yearn for a safe haven for all Jews to be 

Jews without the fear of persecution and oppression. The ancient Jewish homeland is my spiritual 

homeland. I consider myself a chovev Tsion—a true lover of Israel. Even though I don’t live there, I am 

strongly connected to what happens there. Even though I don’t vote or serve in the army, I fight for 

Israel on a regular basis. Israel is an extension of my soul as a Jew. 

For me, Israel is a theological reality. Its presence means that my prayers… and the prayers of Jewish 

worshippers… can be answered. Israel represents the tangible side of God’s covenant: we agreed to 

follow the laws/mitzvot/ordinances and God will provide life and substance for us. Israel’s reality is 

tangible proof of God’s providence. 

As Jews, we pray toward Jerusalem. As Jews, we end our Seder with the plea—“next year in Jerusalem.” 

When we read liturgy, we focus on the redemptive attributes of God to bring the people of Israel back 

to our land. We yearn for a place where Jews can be Jews without restriction or fear of antisemitism. 

After the horrors of the Holocaust, a world without an Israel is unconceivable—how can a world exist 

without a safe haven for Jews after what we have seen in terms of Man’s cruelest inhumanity and 

brutality to another.   

Israel, though is complex. To help define this, we need to separate certain terms—Eretz Yisrael and 

Medinat Yisrael. The first is the land—I dare not define borders which seems to be contentious, to say 

the least. The land is promised to us since the time of our patriarch Abraham. Medinat Yisrael is the 

current State of Israel, which incorporates Memsholat Yisrael, the government of Israel.  Here is a source 

of my personal tension—policies are enacted that do not represent my interests or worse, undermine 

my yearnings.  I speak here of my Jewish values being ignored—as a Reform Jew and as one who seeks a 

peaceful and humane solution to the tensions with Palestinians. But the bottom line is this-- I may not 

always agree with the Israeli government’s policies, yet I will never stop advocating for that place which 

is a part of spiritual essence.  

I have defended Israel’s right to exist against those who want to delegitimize Israel. I have advocated for 

Israel’s safety. I have lobbied and written to US officials to ensure Israel has what it needs to protect 

itself. I have wagged my finger in disapproval at Israel’s treatment of Palestinians and its military 

presence in the West Bank. I have added my voice to the throngs of others who called for Israeli and 

Palestinian officials to make a lasting peace. I have stood up to bigots who print in local newspapers 

lopsided perceptions on Israel’s conduct. I have not remained silent as I perceive that the anti-Semitism 

is often masked as anti-Israel. I have challenged those who promoted a BDS agenda [Boycott-divest-

sanction of Israel and Israeli products]. Yet, in the eyes of some Israelis, what I am as a Jew is second 

rate. To them, I don’t matter. I am inauthentic because I don’t observe Judaism as they do and thus, my 

rights to worship as a Jew in my spiritual homeland are insignificant. 



I live as a Jew with a strange duality. As an American, I grew up with a patriotic idealism of freedom of 

religion. It was at the foundation upon which this country was founded. It is enmeshed in my soul. It is a 

guiding principle in community activism. There are many paths to God; none is better than the other. I 

have found that works for me and I respect those who found a different path… and those who chose no 

path! Yet, that idealism is not always valued in Israel. Suspicion, criticism and xenophobia seem to hide 

beneath the psyche of Israeli society—and knowing our people’s history—how can you not be any of 

these three? But then again-- how can I remain silent at this time when religious intolerance is directed 

at my beliefs from a handful in the place I so love? 

Until World Jewry finds an appropriate response, many of us find the angst of the Psalmist so 

appropriate: “By the rivers of Babylon we sat and wept when we remembered Zion.” We sit away from 

our spiritual homeland; not only physically but emotionally. Yet, I will not merely wallow—my tears and 

my pain will motivate me to reclaim what is rightfully mine. My spiritual homeland of Israel will become 

real! That is why Israel’s national anthem speaks to me—Hatikvah, the hope. The hope of what could be, 

the hope that from humanity’s ugliness righteousness will thrive, the hope that God’s chosen people can 

fulfill their destiny in peace and with respect for others who are traveling life’s road. 

I love Israel. I will always love Israel. I will celebrate Israel’s independence as a modern nation. But I will 

never stop advocating for what I hope Israel will be…..  

Yom Ha’Atzmiut starts Wednesday, May 4 


