
In advance of the Global Siyum HaShas marking the completion 
of the fourteenth cycle of Daf Yomi, Galei HaDaf brings together 
divrei Torah, insights, stories, news and updates from across the 
world of the Daf. This gilyon is meant to add meaning to the days 
leading up to The Siyum, to deepen our appreciation for Torah 
and its simchah, and to reflect on the extraordinary zechus of 
tens of thousands of Yidden moving from daf to daf, day after 
day, until all of Klal Yisroel comes together at the finish.
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WAVING THE 
BANNER OF TORAH:
At the heart of The Siyum HaShas is the 
image of a ship. It carries within it the story 
of the daf, the story of Klal Yisroel, and the 
long journey that brings us, generation 
after generation, to the day of the Siyum.

Chazal tell us (Yevamos 121) that Rebbi 
Akiva was once saved at sea by holding 
fast to a! , a plank of a ship, as the 
waves broke around him. Rav Meir Shapiro 
saw in those words an allusion to the daf 
Gemara — the page to which a Yid holds 
fast as he makes his way through the waves 
and upheavals of the generations.

This is the! ! of Klal Yisroel. 
Generations come and go. Countries 
change, societies change, and the tides of 
galus carry us from one shore to another. 
But the daf remains in our hands — the 
same daf learned in the beis medrash and at home, on the road and in 
communities scattered across the world.

The sails of the ship take the form of an open page. Page follows page. 
One daf joins another, one masechta the next, until the pages themselves 
become the force that carries the journey forward.

There is something of the masechta itself in that image. A masechta, 
as its name suggests, is a weaving: thread crossing thread until a fabric 
emerges. (Sefer Chassidim) So it is with Torah. Daf joins daf, masechta joins 
masechta, until individual pages have been woven into an entire world. 
And when the �nal page is reached, it is not really an ending. We turn 
back to the beginning and start again.



מבוסס על דברי ״והי׳ ברכה״ בפתיחה למס׳ ברכות

Between those pages rests another element of the image: the bookmark. It 
quietly holds a person’s place, so that tomorrow he can return and continue 
where he left o�. It is a small expression of kevius — one day joined to the 
next, one seder to another, one daf to another — until, almost imperceptibly, 
a person has traveled through Shas.

And on the day of the Siyum, that bookmark 
rises from the sefer and becomes a �ag. What 
rested quietly between the pages through years 
of learning is now lifted high. The private toil 
of the individual — a day, a daf, a seder at a 
time — becomes something larger: the banner 
of Torah carried by all of Klal Yisroel.

A ship, too, carries a �ag. It tells the world 
where it comes from, to whom it belongs, 
and under whose banner it sails.!So does this 
one. Its �ag declares not only its identity, but 
its direction. Torah is where we come from. 
Torah is what carries us. And Torah is where 
we are headed.

There are stretches of the journey when the 
horizon disappears. The sea grows rough; the 
fog settles in. But the course does not change. 
The light of Torah still reaches through the 
mist, and its voice can still be heard. The ship 
sails on — its �ag aloft, its bearings intact, its 
destination clear.

In fact, the language of the �ag is embedded 
in the very origins of Daf Yomi. Rav Meir 
Shapiro himself once wrote to his young 
students, urging them to carry the mission of 
the daf with pride: “ !

.”

But Klal Yisroel has never sailed beneath 
only one kind of �ag.! . 
Each community with its own mesorah; each 
chaburah with its own seder; each shevet with 
its own degel and its own chelek in Torah. 
Di�erent colors, di�erent forms, di�erent 
paths — and yet the same Torah, the same daf, 
the same kol Torah.

At the Siyum,! ! becomes !
. The many bookmarks have become 

many �ags, and the many �ags gather in one 
place. Not because the distinctions have 
disappeared, but because each has arrived 
with its own degel, its own mesorah, its own 
chelek in Torah — and all are gathered around 
the same center; .

And now, as we celebrate the Siyum HaTorah 
on Simchas Torah, our thoughts turn naturally toward the great Siyum 
ahead — toward another great Simchas HaTorah. . 
We rejoice in what has been completed, and we look toward what remains 
before us. We dance for the pages already learned and for those still waiting 
to be opened. Because in Torah, completion is never simply an ending. 
We do not celebrate by taking leave of Torah, but by beginning again: a 
new kabbalah, a new haschalah, another journey forward. Until we stand 
together once more for Kabbalas HaTorah — .

” 

“



D uring the war years, Rav Shimon Shalom of Amshinov, 
zt"l, found himself in faraway Shanghai, together with 
a large group of talmidei chachamim and yeshivah 

students. Even there, far from the familiar streets and batei 
medrash of home, they celebrated Simchas Beis Hashoeivah.

During the war years, Rav Shimon Shalom of Amshinov, 
zt”l, found himself in faraway Shanghai, among the talmidei 
chachamim and yeshivah students who had found refuge there. 
Even there, far from the familiar streets and batei medrash of 
home, they celebrated Simchas Beis Hashoeivah.

On one such occasion, the Rebbe lingered over a phrase in the 
Mishnah. The chassidim v’anshei maaseh, it tells us, would 
dance with  — torches of light in their hands.

Why, he asked, does the Mishnah emphasize  — in their 
hands? The Amshinover Rebbe explained that these anshei 
maaseh sought a light that came through their own hands: 
through e�ort, through avodah, through something they 
themselves had struggled to attain. They did not want even 
spiritual greatness simply bestowed upon them from Above.

The idea is especially striking in light of the Yerushalmi, which 
teaches that the great joy of Simchas Beis Hashoeivah could 
bring a person to ruach hakodesh. Yet even such heights, the 
Rebbe suggested, were not the ultimate aspiration if they came 

only as a gift. The greater achievement 
was a light acquired through avodah.

It is an idea that runs through the lives 
of gedolei Yisroel. The Vilna Gaon once 
explained to Rav Chaim Volozhiner why 
he did not wish to receive revelations 
from maggidim, of the kind associated 
with the Beis Yosef. Such revelations, he 
said, were gifts from Heaven. His Torah 
he wanted to acquire through toil.

The Ksav Sofer encountered the question 
from the opposite direction. In the 
�nal year of his life, he was granted 

extraordinary clarity of mind; di�cult matters in Torah seemed 
to open before him almost e�ortlessly. Rather than delighting 
in the ease, he was troubled by it. Without the yegiah, he felt 
something essential was missing.

The Chazon Ish put the principle starkly: Even if a malach were 
to reveal the entire Torah to a person in his sleep, he would 
awaken the next morning no greater than he had been before.

Because the Torah that changes a person is not simply the Torah 
he knows. It is the Torah he has labored to know. The light that 
lasts is the light that is !— the light we have worked to hold 
in our own hands.
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“In the 
absence  

of yegiah  
in my 

learning, 
everything 

has 
become 

too easy.”

IT’S IN YOUR 
HANDS
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T 

he Sfas Emes writes that the simchah of 
Simchas Torah is a preparation for the Torah 
learning of the year ahead. The joy is not meant 

to remain with the dancing. It is meant to awaken a 
fresh kabbolah, a renewed acceptance of the ol Torah, 
and to carry the hisorerus of Yom Tov into the ordinary 
days that follow.

Tzaddikim would therefore say that the surest way to 
hold on to the hashpa’os of Yom Tov is through Torah. 
When Yom Tov ends, a person must return at once 
to a steady seder of learning. Torah becomes the keli 
through which the light of these days can remain with 
him.

THERE WAS AN OLD QUIP IN LITA: What do 
Pesach, Shavuos and Sukkos have in common? After 
Sukkos, the schach goes up to the attic. After Pesach, 
the Pesach dishes go up to the attic. And after Shavuos, 
there are those who put the Torah up there too—until 
Rosh Chodesh Elul.

It is amusing because it is uncomfortably familiar. The 
danger is not that we forget Yom Tov happened, but 
that we return so completely to ordinary life that what 
happened no longer changes us.

The Noda B’YehudaH found a pointed remez to 
this in the words of the Navi, “ .” 
From “my regel”—after Shemini Atzeres, a regel bifnei 
atzmo—until “my rosh,” the following Rosh Hashanah, 
ein bo mesom. A person can spend the Yamim Nora’im 
elevated and inspired, only to return afterward to 
precisely where he was before.

The Yismach Moshe expressed the same thought 
through another possuk. After the Yamim Nora’im, 
Hashem tells Klal Yisroel, " ”—there is 
reward for your te�llos, your teshuvah, your tears and 
your eimas hadin. Yet if the hisorerus was so great, why 
has Ben Yishai still not come? The answer, he said, lies 
in the next words: " #” The children return 
to their borders.

Yom Tov ends, and everyone returns to his old “gevul”—
the old routine, the old habits, the familiar patterns of 
the year before. What felt so clear during the Yamim 
Nora’im slowly begins to recede.

The Imrei Emes saw two very di�erent possibilities 
in the word! . There is " !

”—let us cast o� the bonds. And there is !
”—bind the Yom Tov tightly. Now is precisely 

the time to bind ourselves more tightly to what we have 
received. 

The Pnei Menachem, sharpened the point 
beautifully. People speak of “holding on to Yom Tov,” as 
though Yom Tov were about to escape. Yom Tov is not 
running anywhere. We are.

The avodah after the chag is to make sure that we do 
not run back to ordinary life unchanged.

This may explain an old minhag recorded by Rav 
Chaim PalagI in Moed L’chol Chai. In the twelve 
days following Simchas Torah, corresponding to the 
twelve months of the coming year, the early chassidim 
would strengthen themselves in Torah learning, each 
according to his level. He calls it a segulah ni�a’ah for 
hatzlachah throughout the year.

Because Simchas Torah is not merely the closing of the 
Yamim Tovim. In a very real sense, it is the opening of 
the year.

The seder established now, the extra learning 
undertaken now, the determination not to let today’s daf 
become tomorrow’s—these are what give permanence 
to everything we have just experienced.

Napoleon is famously said to have declared that 
winning a war requires three things: money, more 
money and still more money. The tzaddikim borrowed 
the formulation — lehavdil — for the milchemes 
hayetzer: Torah, more Torah and still more Torah.

There is no substitute. Torah is what gives a Yid the 
koach to carry the clarity of Tishrei into an ordinary 
Cheshvan morning.

And Torah belongs to every Yid. In the name of the 
Kotzker Rebbe it is said that this is why Chassan 
Torah can be purchased on Simchas Torah: no one can 
claim that Torah belongs only to the great talmidei 
chachamim. It is morashah kehillas Yaakov—the 
yerushah of every Yid.

That is the deeper avodah of Simchas Torah: not only 
to dance with the Torah, but to leave the dancing 
with a new commitment to it. To take the simchah 
and hisorerus of the day and give them somewhere to 
live—in a seder, in a daf, in the steady rhythm of Torah 
throughout the year.

May we be zocheh to celebrate The Siyum HaShas in a 
rebuilt Yerushalayim, yachad shivtei Yisroel, with the 
simchah of the Geulah.

And if someone needs to explain the change of venue at 
MetLife, one assumes they will understand.

HOLDING ON 
TO TISHREI

Adapted, with variations and additions, from the 
teachings of Rav Elimelech Biderman shlita in 
Be’er HaParshah.

!

!



“LET THEM SEE THE 
DANCING”

A 
story is told of a Simchas Torah 
in the Kamenitz Yeshivah. Some 
students had closed the ezras nashim 
during hakafos, feeling it was not 

their place within the walls of a yeshivah. When 
Rav Boruch Ber Leibowitz zt"l heard what had 
happened, he refused to enter the hakafos 
until the doors were opened.

His reasoning reached far beyond 
that particular Simchas Torah. His 
students would one day marry 
and build homes of Torah, he 
explained, and they would need 
wives who understood what 
Torah truly meant to them—not 
merely as an obligation or an 
ideal, but as the great love and 
animating joy of their lives. And 
how would a young woman come to 
understand that? Let her see it. Let her 
watch bnei Torah who spent the year bent 
over the Gemara now dance with the Torah with 
a joy that cannot be feigned.

Rav Boruch Ber understood that such a sight 
could remain with a person long after the 
dancing had ended. One day, when the demands 
of life competed with the demands of Torah, the 
memory of what she had seen might help sustain 
a home.

There is a direct line from that story to the Siyum 
HaShas. We see the man who �nishes Shas; we 
do not always see the home in which Shas was 
�nished. Yet every one of those thousands of 
pages was learned somewhere, and behind those 
hours of learning were often others quietly 
making room for them.

A wife took care of something because this 
was his learning time. A child learned not to 
interrupt. A family waited a few minutes for him 
to �nish. Plans were adjusted, responsibilities 
rearranged, small conveniences surrendered so 
naturally that no one thought to keep count. But 
all the while, the pages were being counted: one 
daf, and another, and another.

Chazal ask: By what merit do women earn their 
share in Torah? Their answer does not place 
her at the edge of the world of Torah, looking 
in. It reveals how deeply she stands within it. 
She brings her children to learn, encourages her 
husband to learn, and waits for him to return. 
The learning may take place over his Gemara, but 

the life that makes it possible is built together.

This is also the portrait of the eishes chayil: 
she rises while it is still night, provides for her 
household and watches over the ways of her 
home. Its greatness lies precisely in its constancy. 
A Torah home is built through countless ordinary 

acts of care, responsibility and sacri�ce, most 
of which will never be noticed beyond its 

walls.

So too with the wife who says, “Go, 
I’ll take care of it,” the mother who 
teaches her children that Tatty’s 
seder matters, and the children 
who understand that there are 
commitments around which other 

things must sometimes bend. None 
of these moments feels historic. Yet 

over the years, those moments become 
a masechta. Then another. Eventually, 

they become Shas.

And then comes the Siyum. The �nal page 
has been learned, thousands gather, the music 
begins, and the man who carried a Gemara 
through years of ordinary days rises to celebrate. 
But he has not arrived there alone. Beside him 
stands the family that lived those years with 
him—the hurried mornings and tired evenings, 
the vacations with a Gemara tucked into the bag, 
the occasions rearranged around a seder, and all 
the times when it would have been easier to miss 
just once.

They know what went into those pages because 
they were there while they were being learned. 
The Siyum is not merely a celebration they have 
been invited to witness. It is their celebration as 
well. They are not spectators to someone else’s 
accomplishment; they are participants in the life 
that produced it.

Perhaps that is what Rav Boruch Ber wanted the 
women of Kamenitz to see on Simchas Torah: not 
simply men dancing with Torah, but what Torah 
looks like when it becomes precious enough to 
build a life around. Years later, when the music 
had faded and the demands of an ordinary 
evening took its place, perhaps the memory of 
that sight would make it just a little easier to say, 
“Go learn. I’ll take care of it.”

There are those who carry the Gemara, and 
there are those who make it possible to keep 
carrying it. At the Siyum HaShas, we celebrate 
them together.
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