
“Are we there yet?” 
 
Who has not lived through this question during a long car ride? We usually blame the 
children in the back seat for being fidgety and impatient, but let’s be honest, what about 
the adults? 
 
The same sense of restlessness comes up during long flights. For the past thirty years, my 
destinations have rarely been different than either Israel or Argentina. In both cases, the 
flights to reach my destination are over ten hours long; this is without counting travel 
time to the airport or the additional time needed at the airport prior to boarding the plane, 
never less than two hours. 
 
All this leads to the question, what is more important, the journey or the destination? 
As we look into this week’s Torah portion – a combination of the two last portions in the 
Book of Numbers, Matot-Masei, we are invited to reflect on this same question. In 
addition to concentrating on the return to the Promised Land, the biblical text, in 
particular the last portion – Masei - provides us with a detailed account of each time the 
Children of Israel settled in any given location and the times when they picked up and 
moved towards their next destination. This detailed description forces us to think that, 
maybe, the journey s as important as the destination. 
 
I will then suggest that this is one of the lessons of this week’s Torah portion, the one that 
I would like to concentrate on; the importance of the journey. 
 
We are Jews. We are constantly on a journey; not only a physical journey but, most 
importantly, a spiritual journey. 
 
I am sure that my story is not dramatically different than yours. My parents met while 
they were in college in Buenos Aires. My father was born in Poland, near the border with 
Germany. He arrived in Argentina with his family at the early age of five years old. My 
mother was born in Argentina. Her parents were originally from Romania (Bessarabia). 
My parents’ families, together with many other Jews were leaving, in the same way as 
Abraham and Sarah did at their time, their place of birth behind, their families behind 
and their comfort zone behind on a journey that hopefully would bring them to a new 
spiritual life, a place to live their dream. 
 
I remember, very vividly, my mother complaining when any one of us (and, eventually, 
her grandchildren) left and ended up far from her. We all gave her plenty of reasons for 
her to complain. My brother, the oldest child, got married and made Alyiah. They studied 
and settled in Israel, and shortly after their first daughter was born, they returned to 
Argentina tempted by a job offer. My sister and her family lived in Israel and in Canada 
for quite a few years. Their first son was also born in Israel. I was no exception. I have 
been in the US for over thirty years now. Both my children were born in the United States. 
 
Still, my mother took great pleasure on the few, rare occasions when she had her eight 
grandchildren playing and having fun together. 



For whatever reason she thought that the migration process would have come to an end 
with her parents’ generation. Far from the truth. Today, I have only one nephew and two 
nieces still in Buenos Aires. One niece is in Israel, another niece in Great Britain, one 
nephew is in Chile and my two children are in the United States. 
 
We are Jews, we move around. Our children have dreams for their own lives and follow 
them, wherever their dreams take them. 
 
The Torah portion this week, by listing every place where the Children of Israel set camp, 
reinforces the fact that the ‘vision’ and the ‘final destination’ are not the only values that 
count; the journey counts as well. Our journeys count.  Our day to day lives matter; both 
the triumphs and the disappointments. 
 
Rabbi Yitz Greenberg, commenting on this week’s Torah portion, puts it in a beautiful and 
very eloquent way: 
 
“In listing all the stops on the desert journey, the Torah is telling us that the Exodus 
generation, with all its limitations, is worthy of note. When parents and families prepared 
three meals a day for 14,600 days, when they took care of each other and foraged for 
kindling to warm the nights, or collected the manna for daily bread sharing, or kissed 
good night, or consoled a weeping child, then the world was filled with life and care. Never 
mind that this generation could not rise to its greatest challenges. Its steadfastness, its 
pursuit of the endless journey, its falling and rising again, was worth living. If it 
accomplished nothing else, it raised the generation which did find the strength and 
leadership to conquer a homeland and begin to build the model society which Judaism 
calls for.” 
 
Not everyone is called to conquer the Promised Land. But each one of us is called to 
complete our own portion of the journey, to live each day of our lives paying utmost 
attention not only to the final destination but to each small segment of the journey as well. 
 
We cannot fulfill my mother’s dream, for all of us to be in the same place. 
 
Still, wherever we are, let’s focus and be inspired by the values that guide us at each step 
of the way, at each stop. Let’s make sure that both when in transit and when settled, the 
values that we uphold are consistent with our Jewish mission to repair the world. As Jews, 
no matter where we end up, this is our call, this is our dream; to make this world a better 
world, to be a mamlekhet kohanim, a group of men and women with a deep connection 
with God and a deep connection to Torah values! 
 
Shabbat Shalom! 
 
Rabbi Eliseo D. Rozenwasser 
 


