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Over the past several weeks, we have walked together through one of the most emotionally 

and spiritually demanding seasons of the Jewish year. 

On Shabbat Chazon, we stood with the prophet Isaiah and allowed ourselves to see the 

world as God sees it—not simply with our eyes, but with hearts open to justice, 

compassion, and moral responsibility. We were reminded that true vision is not merely 

noticing what is broken. It is seeing both the world as it is and the world as it could yet 

become. 

Then came Tisha B’Av when we sat together in the darkness of Jewish memory. We 

mourned the destruction of the Temples, the pain of exile, and the countless moments 

throughout our history when hatred proved stronger than love. We allowed ourselves to 

grieve not only what we lost long ago, but what continues to be lost whenever we forget our 

highest values. 

Last week, on Shabbat Nacḥamu, we heard Isaiah’s beautiful words: “Nacḥamu, nacḥamu 

Ami”—“Comfort, comfort My people.” We discovered that nacḥam is about more than 

feeling better. It is about allowing ourselves to be turned once again toward hope. Comfort, 

in our tradition, is not an escape from grief. It is God’s invitation back into relationship and 

life itself even in the midst of that grief. 

Together, those weeks have carried us on quite a journey. 

And now this week’s parashah, Eikev, asks a question that is both simple and surprisingly 

unsettling. Now what? What happens after the vision? After the tears? After the comfort? 

How do we keep those experiences from becoming beautiful memories that slowly fade 

into the background of our lives? I think Moses understood something profound about the 

human heart. We often imagine that the greatest threat to faith is suffering. We assume 

that hardship makes it difficult to believe. Yet Moses seems to be concerned about 



something entirely different. He is not worried that the Israelites will forget God in the 

wilderness. After all, hunger has a way of keeping us awake. Uncertainty has a way of 

making us pray. Need reminds us that we are not entirely self-sufficient. No, Moses is 

worried about what will happen when everything finally goes well. He paints a vivid picture 

of the life awaiting the people in the Promised Land. They will build homes. Their families 

will grow. Their fields will flourish. They will finally know security after generations of 

uncertainty. 

And then Moses says something remarkable. 

“V’achalta v’savata u’veirachta et Adonai Elohecha…” — “You shall eat and be satisfied, 

and you shall bless Adonai your God.” (Deuteronomy 8:10) 

Almost immediately he follows it with a warning: 

“Hishamer lecha pen tishkach et Adonai Elohecha…” — “Take care lest you forget Adonai 

your God.” (Deuteronomy 8:11) 

And then, a few verses later, he imagines the inner voice that prosperity can create: 

“V’amarta bilvavecha: kochi v’otzem yadi asah li et hachayil hazeh.” — “You may say in 

your heart, ‘My own strength and the might of my own hand have produced this wealth for 

me.’” (Deuteronomy 8:17) 

It is such a profoundly human observation. The danger is not that we become bad people. 

The danger is that we become forgetful. We stop noticing. We stop blessing. We stop 

wondering. We slowly begin to believe that everything we have accomplished rests solely 

on our own shoulders. That is why Moses repeats the command again and again: 

Remember. Do not forget. Take care. Not because memory itself is sacred, but because 

memory protects transformation. If we forget what we have seen, we eventually stop 

seeing. If we forget what we have grieved, we gradually stop caring. If we forget the comfort 

we have received, we may stop trusting that hope is always possible.  



And that leads me to what I think is the deepest teaching of Eikev – the greatest challenge 

of faith is not surviving hardship, rather it is remaining spiritually awake when life is good. 

That is not how we usually think about spirituality. We imagine that faith is forged in 

moments of crisis. We expect that profound experiences will sustain us forever. But Moses 

seems to know otherwise. Even the Israelites who witnessed the plagues, crossed the Sea 

of Reeds, stood at Sinai, and were fed by manna each morning were still capable of 

forgetting. If extraordinary miracles were not enough to keep them spiritually awake, then 

perhaps the purpose of those experiences was never simply to inspire them. They were 

meant instead to transform them. And transformation requires practice. 

Notice Moses’ answer. He does not tell the people to seek another miracle. He tells them 

to bless after they eat. He tells them to teach these words to their children. The Shema that 

we read in this week’s parashah reminds us: 

“V’limadetem otam et b’neichem l’daber bam…” — “Teach them to your children, 

speaking of them…” (Deuteronomy 11:19) 

Speak of them at home and on your way. Write them upon your doorposts. Let them 

become part of the rhythm of ordinary life. No dramatic revelations. No mountaintop 

experiences. Just daily practices that quietly shape the soul. This is the wisdom our 

tradition has been offering us throughout these past weeks. Shabbat Chazon taught us to 

see. Tisha B’Av taught us to grieve. Shabbat Nacḥamu taught us to receive comfort. And 

now Eikev asks whether those experiences have changed us. It asks whether seeing has 

made us more compassionate. Whether grief has made us more tender toward one 

another. Whether comfort has given us the courage to begin again. 

Maybe this is why Judaism surrounds us with rituals that appear so ordinary. We place a 

mezuzah on our doorposts. We pause to say blessings before and more importantly, after 

meals. We recite the Shema morning and evening. These are not empty routines. They are 

gentle interruptions that call us back to ourselves. They remind us, repeatedly, of who we 

are and whose we are. Extraordinary experiences may awaken us, but ordinary practices 



keep us awake. Eventually every one of us leaves the mountaintop. The tears dry and the 

comfort begins to settle into memory. Then comes Monday morning. Breakfast has to be 

made. There are emails that have to be answered, children who need our attention, 

parents in need of our care. Life resumes its ordinary rhythm. Which is precisely where 

holiness has been waiting for us all along.  

The question is not whether we have experienced holy moments. The question is whether 

those holy moments continue to shape the way we live once the moment itself has passed. 

Whether they influence the words we choose, the gratitude we express, the compassion 

we offer, the blessings we notice, or people we become. That, I believe, is Moses’ hope as 

the Israelites prepare to cross the Jordan. And it must be God’s hope for us as well. 

May we never lose the vision that Chazon gave us. May we never forget the lessons that 

Tisha B’Av taught us. May the comfort of Nacḥamu continue to strengthen our hearts. And 

may Eikev teach us to carry all of those gifts into the ordinary days of our lives so that our 

faith is measured not only by the depth of our holy moments, but by the quiet faithfulness 

with which those moments continue to shape the people we become. 

Shabbat Shalom…. 

 


