"To find a friend one must close one eye.  To keep him -two."

A Blind Eye

Ya-el Kravitz was my best friend.  Even now I can’t put that entirely to one side to view him, and things he did, only through the eyes of those who didn’t know him as I did.  

We were in a Yeshiva together, so we went back a long way.  From the beginning Ya-el was always pushing hard, always pushing, pushing, testing the limits.  Our teachers took his rigour for devotion, but it wasn’t really that.  I think he was trying to square observance of the Torah with being a grandchild of holocaust survivors.   It made him hard. All about self-preservation, and no room for compromise.  Black and white. That is not to say that we never disagreed. We did, sometimes violently, but I usually ended up going along.  Acquiescence was never easy, or achieved without soul searching, but a friend is a friend.  Even when he persuaded me to join him stealing avocados, and we got caught, he took the blame: he had my back.  

I studied horticulture at university, so when I finished I went to a kibbutz. Ya-el did engineering and volunteered for service in the IDF.  Eventually I was drafted, as we all were as reservists, so by the time I caught up with him, Ya-el was already an officer.  He took me under his wing, and had me attached to his unit. Sometimes, on leave or on weekends, we would go across to the Golan and hang out with some settlers there.  That’s where he met his wife, A-hava.
After a while Ya-el started giving instruction to the men, weapons training and so on, unofficially you understand.  Once or twice he took them weapons, mostly captured AKs.  I challenged him about it, but he justified it as purely self-defence.  Until then he was never political, but I think A-hava drew him deeper into it, and he started going out with them to roust out any Arabush they could find.
I found it more and more disturbing, after all we were both serving IDF, but he said command would turn a blind eye, as long as we were in civvies, and therefore so did I.  Then, on one night raid, a farmer was killed and his olive trees burned.  

That time Ya-el was in charge, and when he came back he was really excited, really fired up.  He said,
“We really showed the filthy Arab Pallywood tonight, Daniel!” 
Then came October 7th, and Gaza.  We were on a search and destroy patrol in Jabalia looking for Hamas, and Ya-el seemed more intent on the destroy part, and none too careful about who was in his sights.  Men, women, even children.  He seemed to actually enjoy it.  
I begged him to stop; this wasn’t the Ya-el of my childhood, my close friend was turning into a monster.  He said.
“You’ve always been a nebbish Danni.  Too soft.  It’s us or them.  Either you’re one of us or you’re one of them.”  
I could see in his cold eyes exactly what he meant: I could be behind his gun or in front of it.  My choice.
Reporting him wasn’t an option.  Dozens of IDF had been killed by friendly fire, but command didn’t like to admit it.  It might have been swept under the carpet.  Likely my death would be blamed on a Hammas sniper, but I just couldn’t carry on looking the other way.  I realised that if I could be a casualty, so could he.  
So, yes, I shot him, and I was right: it was blamed on Hamas.
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