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Dear Chevra, 
 
We leave the perceived security and stability of our homes and enter the more real, albeit less perceived, 
security and stability of the sukkah. We leave behind the shelter of our brick walls and enter the shelter of 
Hashem. Like agnostics, inside of our homes, we rely on brick-and-mortar to protect us, but inside of the 
Sukkah we know there is only Hashem to protect us. If we get rained on, it's from Hashem. Whether cold, 
hot, or comfortable, it's from Hashem. We drop our security blankets and grab hold of the Throne of the 
King. We let Hashem carry us, shelter us, and protect us. I always look forward to sleeping in the Sukkah. 
The sleep I get in the Sukkah seems to be deeper, sounder, and more restful than the other nights of the 
year spent sleeping indoors. The air is crisp. I feel as if I’m sleeping in the King’s room, under the King’s 
blanket. Nothing could me more restful and secure. 
 
When I was in Montana, on the Blackfeet Reservation, considering whether to remain an average 
American, or to step into the life of my ancestors, my Blackfeet Indian friend and mentor, Tiny Man 
Yellow-Kidney, told me that amongst his Blackfeet people, in days gone by, it was expected that at a 
certain time in a young man’s life, he would take a stand, standing on his own two feet, standing for his 
ideals and for his people. So to, he encouraged me to take a stand and rejoin my own people, the Jewish 
People. On Rosh Hashana we coronate Hashem as King. On Yom Kippur we allow Him to cleanse us of 
our imperfections. Confident in His protection, on Sukkos we step out of our comfort zones and enter the 
Sukkah, surrounding ourselves in the shelter of Hashem.  
 
Having given our ourselves over to Hashem’s care and protection over the days of Sukkos, Hashem’s will 
for us becomes our will for ourselves, with that in mind, we enter Simchas Torah. Having nullified 
ourselves to Hashem over the course of Elul and the preceding days of Tishrei, we are able to rejoice with 
God’s will, the Toras Hashem, God’s holy Torah. Several years ago on Simchas Torah, Reb Chaim 
Avrohom Horowitz, the Bostoner Rebbe from Beit Shemesh zt”l, mentioned that the hakafos, the circles, 
around the bima, aren’t circles but spirals, each rotation around the spiral bringing us closer to Hashem, 
as self-will becomes fused with the Torah’s will, our joy increases proportionally.  
 
On Simchas Torah we read V’Zos HaBrachah. Moshe Rabbeinu, bentches, blesses, each of the shvatim, 
the tribes. Each shevet, each tribe, has its own abilities, expectations, and identity. Moshe Rabbeinu tells 
the shvatim that no longer can they rely on him to carry them, now, they enter Eretz Yisroel, the Land of 
Israel, and they do so without him. Now they are expected to take a stand. They are expected to 
acknowledge their unique abilities and identities and to know the adherent expectations attached to those 
abilities, and to live accordingly. I recall a piece from Sefer Nesivos Shalom, wherein the Slonimer Rebbe 
zt”l writes about a chassid who, knowing his Rebbe’s expectations of him, tied his shoes with those 
expectations in mind. While I may fall far short of living up to my Rebbe’s expectations of me, it doesn’t 
stop me from trying. My Rebbe lives in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. I live in Tiveria. We are seperated by miles 
and time zones. Yet, knowing my Rebbe’s expectations of me, and nullifying my mind to that knowledge, I 
take a stand. Standing, to the best of my ability, as a Jew going in the way of the holy ancestors. Each of 
us is obligated to recognize his ability to contribute to Klal Yisroel, each in his own special way, and to live 
accordingly. 
 
Wishing all of you a Good Yom Tov. 
 
Sincerely,  
 
Binyamin Klempner 

bklempner1@gmail.com 


