
One of my favorite songs is from the Who’s 1969 rock-opera Tommy: “See Me, Feel Me.” It begins with 

Roger Daltrey softly crooning four times, “See me, feel me, touch me, heal me.” 

These words are meant to provide us a glimpse into the pained soul of a young man who cannot 

communicate, but is desperate to be embraced physically, emotionally, and spiritually. 

Many of us can also relate to this feeling of being distant. Social distancing is the new phrase that we are 

hearing everywhere. We are finding ways to greet each other without shaking hands, without touching. 

We are doing our best to follow these guidelines as we desperately want to protect ourselves, our loved 

ones, each other, our larger communities, and anyone we can, from becoming a victim of the pandemic. 

At a time when, understandably, we have begun efforts to distance ourselves from other people 

physically, we must come closer emotionally and spiritually k’nefashot keshurot, like intertwined souls.  

Shabbat is a Jewish way to help us connect, even if it is just to the immaterial – the divine image within 

and around us. 

In this week’s Torah portion Ki Tisa it teaches: 

“Shabbat shall be a sign for all time between Me and the people of Israel. For in six days the 

Eternal made heaven and earth, and on the seventh day God ceased from work and was 

refreshed.” – Exodus 31:17 

The last word in this verse in Hebrew is “vayinafash”, translated here as “and was refreshed.” The Italian 

Torah commentator Sforno links this word with a similar word, “nefesh”, which can also be translated as 

“spirit.” He expounds: 

“This is why the seventh day is one devoted to the spirit, resulting in God giving Jews an 

additional soul for use on that day. This additional soul assists us in concentrating on the 

spiritual dimension of the day. When the human being was created, God made humanity in the 

divine image, i.e. first and foremost concerned with spiritual concerns. The extra soul granted us 

on the Shabbat is to help us live up to that vision God had of the human being when God 

created humanity.” 

Taking a cue from Sforno, it behooves us to act as if we have an extra soul — an extra motivation to, in 

the words of Lynn Ungar’s poem Pandemic, “reach out your heart…where we cannot touch.” I conclude 

with Ungar’s poem as a way of connecting my soul with yours through this digital space, refreshing our 

relationship though we are physically apart. 

What if you thought of it 

as the Jews consider the Sabbath— 

the most sacred of times? 

Cease from travel. 

Cease from buying and selling. 

Give up, just for now, 

on trying to make the world 



different than it is. 

Sing. Pray. Touch only those 

to whom you commit your life. 

Center down. 

And when your body has become still, 

reach out with your heart. 

Know that we are connected 

in ways that are terrifying and beautiful. 

(You could hardly deny it now.) 

Know that our lives 

are in one another’s hands. 

(Surely, that has come clear.) 

Do not reach out your hands. 

Reach out your heart. 

Reach out your words. 

Reach out all the tendrils 

of compassion that move, invisibly, 

where we cannot touch. 

Promise this world your love-- 

for better or for worse, 

in sickness and in health, 

so long as we all shall live. 

 

 

 

 

 


