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Dear Chevra, 
 
As a farmer growing produce in Eretz Yisrael the opening verse of our parsha affects me deeply. The 
Torah says“...when you enter the land which Hashem, your God, is giving you as an inheritance, you 
should take possession of it and settle in it.” I put my hands in the soil and feel the cool, comforting 
dampness of the earth. In the holy earth of Eretz Yisrael I recently planted avocado, mango, and kumquat 
trees and I’m in the process of rehabilitating several lemon trees. Pruning back branches, taking out 
weeds. Preparing garden beds to accept seeds of kale, collard, chard, and purslane. I wait with joyous 
anticipation while the infant trees are orlah. The pride of taking my own trumas and meisros, tithes. The 
diligence required to check brassica leaves for the inevitable insect. The punctiliousness required to avoid 
kilayim, the forbidden mixture of dissimilar species. The restraint and self-control required to abstain from 
work during the Shmita, the Sabbatical year. The Torah speaks of the pleasure I take in building the 
ground and the soil of Eretz Hakodesh, the Holy Land, to produce plant life that sustains the life of the 
Jew and righteous Gentile.  
 
After discussing first fruits the Torah goes on to detail the tochacha, the punishments, that will befall us for 
failure to uphold the mitzvahs, for the failure to uphold our responsibilities as mature Jewish people, 
nobility, royalty, aristocracy, sons and daughters of our Father, the Great King. We are children growing 
into adulthood. Like immature wine and cheese we age into maturity and fineness. Yet as children we are 
bound to make mistakes and incur punishment. Like all children we run carelessly into the street only to 
be slapped on the hand by our loving Parent. 
 
The farmer plants a seed. Tamping the seed and covering it firmly in the darkness of the earth. Depriving 
it of light and warmth. In the darkness, microorganisms eat away at the outer seed coat. Oxygen and 
moisture combine to awaken the embryo from which the seed sprouts stems and leaves that push 
through the darkness in search of light, and roots that penetrate deeper into the darkness in search of 
water and nutrients. What appears to be a scene of death is a scene of life. In the burial of the seed the 
child sees destruction of potential life whereas the adult sees preparation for potential life. 
 
When reading through the tochacha, the overwhelming loneliness and aloneness of the punishments, 
we’re inundated with sorrow. Like the seed, alone in the silent cool blackness of the soil, each of us, in 
this time of exile, finds ourselves, each in our own way, alone in cool silent darkness. We have a choice, 
do we look at our circumstances through the eyes of the seed, not knowing what or why it was buried in 
darkness? Or, do we look at our circumstances through the eyes of the farmer who waits in joyous 
anticipation for the seed to sprout and grow into a life sustaining tree? 
 
Our collective seed was planted many years ago. The seed cover has long since returned to the soil. The 
embryo is alive sprouting leaves and digging in its growing roots. We wait in the darkness of galus, of 
exile, for the tree to sprout forth. We wait for redemption. We wait for our tree, the tree of Am Yisrael, to 
mature. We wait for Hashem to bring us up to the rebuilt Beis Hamikdash, to the rebuilt Temple. There we 
will rejoice with Hashem and take pride in the beauty of who we are: a tree of life, a tree of Torah, a 
beautiful and fragrant tree beloved by Hashem. 
 
Wishing you a Shabbos of comfort. 
 
Sincerely, 
 
 

 
bklempner1@gmail.com 
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