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And the Lord said to Abram, "Go forth from your land and from

your birthplace and from your father's house, to the land that I will

show you. (12:1) 
The overarching question here, the dominant theme of many

meforshim, is: why did Hashem send Avrohom on the road to a

new home without telling him exactly where he was bound?

Rashi (on "that I will show you" J̈ ¤̀ §x ©̀  x ¤W £̀  ) asks why Hashem

did not reveal the destination to him immediately. Rashi's

reason: in order to make it dearly longed-for in his eyes (ick

eipira daagl) and reward him for fulfilling each and every

command along the way. But Rashi expresses this with the

words xeace xeac lk lr xky el zzl. , which can also mean a reward

for every word that Avraham spoke! To understand how merit

is gained for speaking and for listening to the command of

Hashem, consider a modern-day analogue. When one is

preparing to change his residence, people ask where he is

moving to and the answer will usually be straightforward. But

when Avraham was about to leave his homeland, and anyone

asked his destination, he had no ready answer. He was

embarrassed and sought to evade the question. This was

repeated many times as he traveled along his way, with people

typically asking where he was headed, and always receiving

evasive answers. Avraham suffered repeated embarrasement as

he fumbled for answers. This is what Rashi explains: Avraham

gained merit for all the endless words he had to improvise in

interacting with inquisitive wayfarers,  and the concomitant

embarrassment. (Imrei Shaul of Modzhitz)

The Midrash offers a different explanation as to why Hashem

didn’t tell Avrohom to which land he was sending him. The

Midrash answers that Hashem wanted to grant Avrohom a

separate and distinct merit for every step that he 

would be taking along the way. We can explain this concept 
of 'merit for every step' with the following example: When one

embarks on a trip and knows his destination, and the route to

follow, the trip typically goes smoothly. However when one is

told to travel and at every few blocks he must ask directions

how to proceed from that point, the travel becomes much more

taxing. His overall trip then comes to seem like the sum of

numerous sub-trips, since at every interval and decision point,

in a sense he begins another trip. This happened to Avraham.

Since Hashem didn't disclose his final destination, he had to ask

for directions at every step and turn. It is common to say that

"the whole is greater than the sum of its parts."A trip like

Avrohom's is really the cumulation of numerous component

trips, each of which amassed additional merit for our Patriarch.

( Yehuda Z. Klitnick)
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And he trusted in Hashem, and He accounted it to him as

righteousness. (15:6) 

The word i �n�t �v �u  is grammatically a causative verb, expressing

causality. Besides being a believer in Hashem, Avraham also

brought other people to believe in Hashem. This is the

righteousness with which Hashem accredited him. As the

Gemara (Baba Basra 9a) states, dyerd on xzei dyrnd  lecb xfrl` x"`
"R. Elazar said: He who induces others to do good [context: 'to

give tzedaka'] is greater than the actual doer." The Rambam

(Hilchos Avodoh Zoroh 1:3) writes that it was Avrohom who taught

the world that it has but One Master. The Kesef Mishneh on

that Rambam explains in this context that Avrohom was greater

than Shem and Eiver, who, after all, also widely taught belief in

Hashem. But Shem and Eiver only taught those who

approached them, while Avrohom actively publicized the belief

and promulgated it widely. This is why our posuk says ¦n ¡̀ ¤d §ei   ,

he caused people to believe. (Chasidic Insights)

      Story of the week  (By Yehuda Z. Klitnick  and  Translated by Duvid Pinchas Rose)

   **** Learning from the Tzaddik how to perform kindness incognito  ****

HaRav HaGaon Reb Levi Yitzchak ben Soro Sosha of
Barditchev was known as the Defender of Israel, the address
of last resort for any and all salvations for Yidden.

The whole town knew that Reb Levi Yitzchak's house was
built over a mysterious basement, with a door leading from
the house and another exiting to the street. The Rav trusted
no one with the key to the two doors, and what he did in that
cellar remained concealed from all. Rumour had it that
Eliyahu HaNavi entered from the street door to learn the
Hidden Torah with the tzaddik. Townspeople dubbed the
place "the Holy Cellar." And yet something else amazing was
going on in Barditchev. Someone was performing acts of

kindness, but totally incognito. One suspected Eliyahu
HaNavi to be afoot when it came to a certain poor Yosel, a
downtrodden field labourer with a sick wife. This poor lady
spent nights with a hacking cough which gave her no rest
until she dragged herself into the kitchen for a sweet tea,
which did calm her. But on one sorry occasion, the cough was
so extreme that she feared her end was near. With her
husband fast asleep from his day's work, she made her way
to the kitchen as usual -- only to discover that both the
precious tea and sugar had been used up. On the spot, she
wailed out a prayer to Hashem for help in her predicament.

Suddenly, there came a hard knock on the door to her hut.
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Her first instinct was to go rouse her sleeping husband, but
her cough was so severe that she was unable to speak and
turned instead to the door. She heard a man with a rough

voice speaking a mélange of Russian and Yiddish, bewailing
how cold and thirsty he was, and begging to be admitted. She
beheld a Jewish wanderer, a sometime farmer, wearing a
weird hat and huge boots, but also carrying packets of tea
and sugar. Admitted, he walked over to the stove, boiled up
some water and made two glasses of tea -- one for himself,
and one for the sick woman. She swallowed the enchanted
tea, ceased coughing and felt altogether much better. The
vagrant thanked her for restoring his vigour and dashed out
of the hut. She returned to bed for the first deep sleep she had
known for days. On awakening, she told her husband that
Boruch Hashem she felt much better, but could not get a
vivid dream out of her mind. A down-and-out Jewish farmer had
visited during the night and made her a glass of sweet tea, which
brought her back to good health! After washing negelvasser, they
ran to the kitchen saw that all this was no dream! Two used
glasses were left on the table, next to packets of tea and sugar.
The man opened one of them and discovered ten rubles! This
windfall was enough to stock their family kitchen and quell
their hunger for a good long time. Word of this marvel
spread quickly throughout their village and it was naturally
assumed by all that the rough-hewn nocturnal visitor could
have been none other than Eliyahu Hanavi, dispatched to
heal the woman's cough and stanch the family's hunger.

But, strange to say, stories similar to theirs persisted in the
town, as from time to time, a strangely dressed Yiddish
ruffian appeared, seemingly out of nowhere, to mysteriously
heal a sick person or provide food for a hungry family.

There was yet a final episode. Reb Naftuli, the wagon driver,
was dirt-poor, but always in a happy, cheerful mood, since he
knew in his bones that all sustenance comes only from
Hashem, and one may not resort to human hand-outs for
help. But the pittance he eked out could barely put a bit of
bread and water on his table. His beleaguered wife moaned
that the time had come to accept tzedaka, but he steadfastly
held that one may not accept support from others. He was
determined to rely solely on Hashem for sustenance. With
great effort and strategems, by scraping and scrimping, he
began to trim even his meagre rations, so as to save up some
pennies for Pesach to buy wine and matzos. He mollified his
wife with the idea that with Pesach approaching, people
would surely be in need of his services to transport goods for
the holiday and that the cartage fees would add up to enough
to provide a nice Simchas Yomtov for them.

But calamity struck, nebach. In the midst of their discussion,
they heard their loyal horse, the linchpin of their business,
begin to utter agonized noises -- and he keeled over dead.
The poor wife wept hysterically, "How can we survive
without a horse? You don't know any other trade!" Naftuli
calmly replied that if they were in need of a horse, then

Hashem would provide one. The worthy gabboei tzadeka
(charity administrators) viewed their plight and decided that
Naftuli's straits were so dire that they were justified in using
Kimcha d'Pischa funds to buy him a new horse, but he would
not listen to such talk. "Fine", they said. "We will loan you the
money for a new animal, and you'll pay us back when you
can." "Nothing doing," was his only reply. His bitachon
stemmed from his very core and he would not budge from it.

Working as a bedraggled team, Naftuli and Wife, Inc. took to
the backbreaking work of digging and bagging sand, and
carrying the bags on their shoulders in hopes of selling it as
raw ingredients to cement-makers. The Tzaddik Rav Levi
Yitzchak soon became aware of their sorry plight and lost no
time in summoning Naftuli. The poor Yid hastened to
appear, but trembling from fear. What could the holy tzaddik
want from me? "Listen to me, my dear Naftuli. When a
person is in dire need, he must accept help from another Yid,
so as to give the donor the merit of tzedaka! Here: take this
money and buy a new horse. I want to help you get back on
your feet!" Stubborn to a fault, Naftuli challenged the
tzaddik. "Where in the Holy Torah does it say that a pauper is
obliged to accept tzedaka?" Rav Levi Yitzchak discerned
Naftuli's deep, unshakable faith and bestowed a brocho that
Hashem would provide a "kosher metzia" (a "find with no

qualms of conscience attached.")

Naftuli and Wife continued their arduous sand-packing
enterprise, and brought the sacks home with them, expecting
to sell them the next day. One cold night, a knock on the door
showed our same crude vagabond carrying in a bundle of
firewood. "Here. I want to sell this wood for a very cheap
price." "I don't have a penny. "You can pay me tomorrow
with a bag of sand. Meanwhile, use some of the wood to
stoke your fireplace and warm up your house." Overjoyed at
the prospect of warmth for his chilled bones, Naftuli
unwrapped the bundle of wood, only to find a concealed
pouch with 150 rubles, enough to buy the best horse in the
province, and hay to feed it in the bargain! He ran to Rav Levi
Yitzchak to ask about the legal status of the money. The Rav
assured him that here was the "kosher metzia" he had
promised, that the farmer was a direct agent of Shomayim
conveying Hashem's benevolence, and that he would be
matzliach with his new wagon horse.

The belief in town was that in the merit of his glowing
Emunah, Naftuli had merited an appearance and help from
Eliyahu. A different reality was soon revealed when the
Tzaddik Rav Levi Yitzchak was called to his Heavenly
Reward a few days later. The community officers now had
license to open the "Holy Cellar", where to their amazement
they found, hanging on the wall, the strange hat and huge
boots of the mysterious vagabond farmer, whose true
identity was now clear to all. The Barditchever Tzaddik plied
his acts of chesed in a totally disguised way, known but to

him and Hashem Yisborach, twwghz
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