




Lets start with Sh'hekheyanu...







Normally we begin the seder by washing our hands in silence,
without a blessing. This year, we have all become experts in effective
handwashing technique, and it no longer feels like a ceremonial act.
 
In tonight’s silence we reflect on those forced to continue working in
unsafe, insecure, and exploitative conditions during this pandemic.
From NHS staff, to those employed in warehouses, public transport
and the postal service, we refuse to accept the idea that workers' lives
are disposable.
 



~ Virtual Afikomen ~



















10 Plagues of the Plague





Dayeinu: Enough.
 
If we had only done our part and stayed home to slow
the spread, dayeinu.
 
If we only wash our hands for 20 seconds and can't
remember all the hip new songs we're supposed to sing
while doing so, dayeinu.
 
If we only had one post-work Zoom call to socialize
onscreen, dayeinu.
 
If some days we manage to educate our children, but
ALL days we manage to keep them fed, dayeinu.
 
If we put on real pants more than twice a week, dayeinu.
 
If we stave off the creeping anxiety long enough to binge
a Netflix show or experiment with some fancy new recipe
or download Duolingo and tell ourselves we're finally
going to learn that language dangit!, dayeinu.
 
If we made even one special Passover dish when we
cannot invite guests to celebrate with us, dayeinu.
 
If we only cry out that freedom is essential for all people,
and crunch some bread of affliction, and acknowledge
our dissatisfaction with the imperfect world we live in... dayeinu.
 
If we do something productive with our frustration,
dayeinu.
 
If we are still here, still seeking connection, still flattening
the curve, still frustrated, still hopeful, still breathing
  - dayeinu, dayeinu, dayeinu.
 
By Beth Kander





We have grown used to washing our hands a lot at the moment.
Tonight as we repeat this action once more in the midst of fear and uncertainty,
we recall the words of Kohenet Dori Midnight:
 
'We are humans relearning to wash our hands.
Washing our hands is an act of love
Washing our hands is an act of care
Washing our hands is an act that puts the hypervigilant body at ease
Washing our hands helps us return to ourselves by washing away what does
               not serve.'
 
The second hand washing reminds us of the responsibility we all have to
look after each other, and the power of collective care.
 
We are especially reminded of the kinship we have with our Romani siblings,
who share our traditions around handwashing, and for whom clean hands
represent a clean soul. May we amplify their voices, and stand alongside them
to fight discrimination and prejudice.
 





Gaza and Covid-19









We’ve made it this far, the seder is almost finished, and nobody’s mentioned coronavirus yet.
 
 
If someone at your seder has already mentioned coronavirus, you’ve lost the seder.
Do not pass go, do not make a hilarious tiktok video. Put down the beetroot and start the
whole thing again from the beginning. This time, don’t mention the global pandemic until you
get to this cup of wine.
 
 
As Pesach reminds us, Jewish history is full of stories of persecution and liberation. It is a
heritage of survival, resilience, and resistance. But trauma cannot be healed quickly, even by
finding meaning in stories of survival. After liberation from Egypt, the Jews had to wander in
the desert for 40 years before reaching the promised land. Why? The Uber Rebbe explains
that a person’s political consciousness - and therefore their horizon of the possible - is largely
dictated by their class position (Manifesto of the Communist Party, tractate 2, daf 25). What
could a people forged in the master-slave dialectic offer its children but a sense of fear,
inferiority, subservience? A generation had to pass and new foundations built in a society
without a slave class before the Israelites no longer carried the trauma from their former
society. In this sense, their trauma consisted not only of what was done to them but also of
what they had to participate in, in order to survive as slaves. In our modern capitalist era,
where we are at once oppressed and participating in oppression, there is rarely the opportunity
to wander in the desert together. And yet here we sit on-screen, in front of each other: alone
but not alone; in exile but together. And outside, the horizons of the possible expand.
Neighbours who never spoke before are helping each other with the most basic necessities of
life, people are finding joy in their local streets and parks instead of using polluting planes and
cars, those who were low-skilled in Purim are acknowledged now as key workers, and policies
that were radical in Chanukah are now labelled essential by the sycophants of the masters of
today. Worlwide, our generation bears the deepest scars of capital. We are over-worked,
under-paid, poisoned, polluted, privatized, pensionless, asset-stripped, asset-poor, and our
asses are on the front lines of catastrophic climate change and crypto-fascist governments.
Unfolding around us now are the consequences of the era of industrial capitalism which, far
from over, are carried forward and inflicted on the people of the world. But still, in this moment,
we sit in exile together, with the horizons of what’s possible expanding while the world that
forged us falls under the weight of its own contradictions.
 
 
So let us raise this third cup of wine in solidarity with all peoples still suffering persecution and
oppression, and commit to stand with them in their struggles. We celebrate our past survival
as a nation and we celebrate the impending survival of a world with a capitalist past and a
socialist future.
 
 
 
 
 
 







Most years during Seder, this one included, we consider the many people who
currently and historically are still struggling for freedom.
 
 
This year is unique in that we are also each facing various levels of additional
restrictions to the liberties we are used to enjoying. As many of us spend an
uncomfortable amount of time at home, it’s important to reflect on the inhumanity
of incarceration and confinement. We think about our ancestors hiding in small
spaces, the sweatshop workers living ten to a room, and those now in prisons or
immigration detention who are facing huge risk as they are forced to remain in
close quarters. And while we all recognise the urgent measures necessary to
combat a pandemic, it’s worth considering what powers and practices are becoming
normalised during these extreme circumstances. The security measures of today are
the surveillance tools of tomorrow.

All this said, thinking about the pain and suffering in the world, about how few people in it are actually
really free, is exhausting, and itself can become a prison. As we raise this glass, we allow ourselves a
moment of freedom from the constant struggle, a moment to celebrate everything that has already
been achieved, and a moment to imagine the liberatory futures yet to come, even though there is still
so much more to be done.








