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After a whirlwind of parshiyot, chagim, global pandemics, and rallying for justice, we have arrived at the 
beginning of the last stretch, Sefer Devarim, Moshe’s book. Though a man of very few devarim (words), Moshe 
inserts himself and his own narrative into the Torah, speaking in the first person throughout this parsha. He 
recaps Bnei Yisrael’s communal story through his own worn eyes. Parshat Devarim is Moshe’s soliloquy of 
reflection, advice, review, and regret -- and Bnei Yisrael stands as witnesses to his final words.  
 
It is no coincidence that on Shabbat Chazon, the Shabbat of Vision, we read the Torah of a Promised Land that 
Moshe will never see and that we will struggle to keep. We read about a vision of potential and hope from our 
rear view mirrors. Yet between the strategies for building a future and recounting military history, this parsha 
allows for brief exhales during which we can see and even feel flickers of vulnerability. Even within the first few 
pesukim we encounter those feelings in their most raw forms: 

ֹּב ץֶרָ֑אָה־תֶא םֶ֖כֵינְפִל יִּתַָ֥תנ הֵ֛אְר ֹבֲאַל ׳ה עַּ֣בְִׁשנ רֶׁ֣שֲא ץֶרָ֔אָה־תֶא ּוׁ֣שְרּו ּוא֚  רַֹ֣מָאו .םֶֽהיֵרֲחַא םָ֖עְרַזְלּו םֶ֔הָל תֵ֣תָל ֹ֙בקֲַעיְלּֽו קָ֤חְִציְל םָ֨הָרְבַאְל םֶ֜כיֵת֨
ֹמאֵל אוִ֖הַה תֵ֥עָּב םֶ֔כֵלֲא  ׃םֶֽכְתֶא תֵ֥אְׂש יִּ֖דַבְל לַ֥כּוא־אP ר֑

“See, I place the land at your disposal. Go, take possession of the land that the LORD 
swore to your fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, to assign to them and to their heirs after 
them. Thereupon I said to you, “I cannot bear the burden of you by myself.”  (Devarim 
1:8-9) 

 
I cannot carry this burden alone, Moshe reminds himself and us. Moshe’s message of “I cannot carry you all by 
myself” is alive in our lives at this moment, reverberating through the walls as we quarantine in our homes. How 
often is it that we find our leaders, teachers or parents admitting the moments--even when just reflecting --
when they feel small or overwhelmed? This small admission, or perhaps submission, was then repeated by 
Moshe just moments later:  
 

 ׃םֶֽכְביְִֽרו םֶ֖כֲאַּׂשַֽמּו םֶ֥כֲחְרָט יִּ֑דַבְל אָּׂ֖שֶא הָ֥כיֵא
“How can I bear unaided the trouble of you, and the burden, and the bickering!” (Devarim 1:12) 
 
Perhaps if we read הָ֥כיֵא  more existentially, we can turn Moshe’s “how” inwardly and read the word instead as 
Ayeka--where are you?  The Gemara in Masechet Sanhedrin suggests that this very word is deeper than a 
particular physical location: 

  ךבל הטנ ןא "הכיא ול רמאיו םדאה לא םיהל-א 'ה ארקיו" )ט ,ג תישארב( רמאנש היה ןימ ןושארה םדא בר רמא הדוהי בר רמאו
And Rav Yehuda says that Rav says: Adam the first man was a heretic, as it is stated: “And the Lord 
called to the man and said to him: Where are you”? (Genesis 3:9), meaning, to where has your heart 
turned, indicating that Adam turned from the path of truth.                     (Sanhedrin 38b, Davidson translation 
on Sefaria.org) 
 
Ayeka is the question that God knowingly asked Adam and Chava as they hid in Gan Eden, naked and 
ashamed. Rabbi Art Green writes in his book Radical Judaism: “The creative force within Being calls out to 
every human being, surely a call that is not in words and comes from a language deeper than words…” Ayeka 
is larger than Adam and Chava; it is sometimes the calling each and every one of us needs. Ayeka is the 
question we ask on Tisha B’Av as we sit in the debris and rubble of our fallen Beit HaMikdash. Where would the 
center of our identity be without this central place? Where is God now? Ayeka is the question we must ask 
ourselves during the month of Elul as we contemplate our past year and pursue teshuva.  
 
And then there are those moments during which we cannot answer such a piercing question. Other times, we 
cannot even bring ourselves to find the words to address such a question in our lives. Moshe was having one 
of those moments in Parshat Devarim. Throughout his leadership of Bnei Yisrael Moshe expressed this feeling 
of overwhelming helplessness physically -- as pesukim describe ִֹּפַּיו וֽיָנָּפ־לַע ל֖   (“Moshe fell onto his face”). The 
times that Moshe fell, his moments of speechlessness, can mirror the times that we feel unable to stand and 
hold ourselves up. Moreover, it can be a form of Nefillat Apayim, another name for Tachanun, a prayer of 
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supplication. For Moshe, Nefilah (falling) embodied tefillah. His heart ascended to the Heavens when his knees 
hit the ground.  
 
Something beautiful happens even just in Moshe’s retelling of his legacy. Something glimmers in his own 
rearview mirror. Sandwiched in between the two pesukim--the first of admission and the second of a question--
was validation.  
 

ֹרָל ִםיַ֖מָּׁשַה יֵ֥בְכֹוכְּכ םֹוּ֔יַה םְֶ֣כּנְִהו םֶ֑כְתֶא הָּ֣בְרִה םֶ֖כיֵהP-ֱא 'ה  ׃בֽ
“The LORD your God has multiplied you until you are today as numerous as the stars in the sky.” (Devarim 
1:10) 
 
Nearing the end of the journey, Moshe can see the formation of Bnei Yisrael into a nation, the fruits of his labor, 
and also the hand to pull him through the weight of his tasks and final moments. This pasuk can be read as an 
abrupt reminder that during the moments when we feel our loneliest, we are surrounded by that very same Am 
Yisrael. We are not given burdens to carry alone. Our Ayeka moments can and must lean on the shoulders of 
our families and communities--especially on the darker days when we are unable to answer those questions 
ourselves.  
 
Imagine if our tradition had even more blatant interruptions of validation. Rabbi Sharon Brous examines a 
model of this validation through a project she calls The Amen Effect. She re-envisions the text of the kaddish 
yatom (mourners’ kaddish) as an opportunity to literally interrupt the suffering of another person to affirm our 
very presence. She writes:  

The one with a broken heart states, ‘Yitgadal v’yitgadash sh’mei raba’-- or in other words, 
‘I’m hurting.’ and the whole community says ‘Amen.’ We don’t even let that person finish 
the first sentence before we interrupt to say ‘We’re here. You’re not alone.’ 

 
During these moments of loss and pain, our Amens may not fill the voids, but they address the inescapable 
reality that our brothers and sisters are hurting and that we stand with them, even if we must stand six feet 
behind them. God has made Bnei Yisrael l’rov (plentiful) and even if we could simply just validate one person in 
his/her time of falling, we become light. We become extensions of tefillah.  
 
On this Shabbat Chazon, may we be blessed to look back on our journeys of Torah, finding the moments 
where we and those we love have been unable to muster the physical and spiritual strength to carry the weight 
of the world on our shoulders. May we remind those who need reminding that their very presence may be the 
answer to someone else’s Ayeka question. And most importantly, may we constantly strive to seek blissful 
interruptions of validation in our lives.  
 

 םֶדֶֽקְּכ ּוניֵָ֖מי ׁשֵּ֥דַח ]הָבּוָׁ֔שֽנְו[ בושנו c֙יֶ֙לֵא 'ה ּונֵ֨ביִׁשֲה
Take us back, God, to Yourself, And let us come back; Renew our days as of old! 
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