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Parshas Lech Lecha 
A Parsha Story for the Shabbos Table 

 

In parshas Lech Lecha, Avraham is called the Ivri, meaning, “the one who stands on the other 

side.” The whole world at the time believed in idols, and only Avraham knew that Hashem is 

one. But the fact that the world was against him didn’t discourage Avraham; he stood up for 

what he knew was right, and as a result of his courage the Jewish people exist today. 

 

 

Baruch hustled into the library and found his friends already seated around a small table in the 

back. “Sorry I’m late, guys,” he panted. “I ran all the way here.”  

“Don’t worry about it,” said Avrami, “we all just got here a few minutes ago. Have a seat and 

let’s get cracking!” 

They all pulled out their sefarim to work on the chumash project they were assigned to do 

together. After a little while, Avrami pulled out a bag of chips. “Here guys, I brought a snack to 

share with everyone!”  

“Hey, thanks!” exclaimed the others. Baruch was a little surprised. “Um, I’m pretty sure there’s 

no eating allowed in the library,” he said. 

“It’s fine,” replied Avrami, “everyone eats here, they don’t care. They just say that.” He shoved 

a fistful of chips into his mouth. 

It’s true, thought Baruch, plenty of people do eat here. But he also knew that the librarians 

really hated it when people do it. 
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“You want some?” offered Avrami. The other guys around the table were munching away as 

they discussed the project. Baruch looked at the bag. It was ketchup chips. He loved ketchup 

chips. 

What would you have said to Avrami? 

“Uh, no thanks,” he muttered. “I’ll pass.” Avrami shrugged and took another fistful. 

The whole hour they were there, Baruch’s friends noshed away on those ketchup chips. And 

the whole hour they were there, nobody came to say anything to them. 

They finished the project. And the bag of chips. Baruch didn’t even have one. As he left the 

library and headed home, he waved to the librarian. He felt pretty hungry. But he also felt 

proud. 

Why do you think Baruch felt proud? 

Can you think of a situation where it was hard to do the right thing? 

What are some ways we can help ourselves be strong when we are faced with an opportunity 

to do something we know we shouldn’t? 

 

 

 

Good Shabbos! 


