
Text 1: Chad Gaya by Jonathan Safran Foer 
 
“Chad Gadya” begins with “one little goat” and ends with the One God. On the path from 
the one to the other, there are no shortcuts. We first encounter the cat before we 
encounter the dog before we encounter the staff and so on. Even the Angel of Death 
must wait his turn. Even God. 
 
 
Chad Gadya teaches us that even a small act of violence can lead all the way to God. So, 
too, can a small act of love…for, as Franz Rosenzweig explains, “Because of the 
interconnectedness of all object, there is no act of neighborly love that falls in the void.” 
In Judaism, as in Chad Gadya, the path to God is marked by small steps rather than 
giant leaps. We cannot reach God through the grandest gesture, yet cannot avoid 
reaching God through the most humble act. 
 
 
Text 2: Next Year in Jerusalem by Jonathan Safran Foer 
 
It is very likely that you are reading this in the Diaspora, a word which here means, 
“everyone in the universe except in Israel.” Even though Israel is designated as the 
Jewish homeland, most Jews live in the Diaspora, for any number of good or bad 
reasons. Whatever your reasons are for living in the Diaspora, to some extent Israel is 
still your home tonight, for when you read the story of Passover and think about the 
journey from slavery to freedom, you accompany those Jewish slaves on that journey, 
and part of their struggle stays with you, the way the heroes of any good story stay with 
you long after you are done reading. Their journey ends in Jerusalem, a place of freedom 
and safety for the Jewish people, and so we end the Seder with the words, “Next year in 
Jerusalem,” acknowledging their longing for a home and their satisfaction at finally 
finding one. Even if you do not believe you will celebrate Passover next year in 
Jerusalem, you may say these words and think of your own home, which I hope is one of 
freedom and safety, and the journeys of all the people in the world, which are often  
difficult and treacherous, as they try to find homes for themselves. Next year, we 
hope everyone in the world has freedom and safety and can celebrate 
holidays in a home full of fellow travelers who wish them well. Let us be 
grateful for the homes we have, even if they are more quiet this Passover than we would 
have liked, and hopeful for the homes of others, this year in the Diaspora and, as we say 
together: Next year in Jerusalem.  
 
Text 3: Mi Chamocha by, well, God 

 

ָכה ִמי ָכה ִמי, ְייָָ ָּבֵאִלם ָכמ ֹֽ ֶדׁש ֶנְאָּדר ָּכמ ֹֽ ֵׂשה, ְתִהֹּלת נֹוָרא, ַּבּק ֹֽ ֶלא ע ֹֽ . ֶפֹֽ

יָך ָראּו ַמְלכּוְתָך עַָ, ָבֶנֹֽ ֶׁשה ִלְפֵני ָים ּבֹוֵקֹֽ  :ְוָאְמרּו ָענּו ֵאִלי ֶזה, ּוִמְרָים מ 

 .ָוֶעד ְלעֹוָלם ִיְמֹלְך יָָיְָ



 

Mi chamochah ba’eilim Adonai; Mi kamochah ne’dar bakodesh, nora t’hilot, osei feleh. Malchut’cha 

ra’u vanecha, bokei’a yam lifnei Moshe u’Miriam. Zeh eili, anu v’amru: Adonai yimloch l’olam va’ed. 

 
Who is like You, O God, among the gods that are worshipped? 

Who is like You, majestic in holiness, awesome in splendor, working wonders? 
Your children witnessed Your sovereignty, the sea splitting before Moses and Miriam. 

“This is our God!” they cried. “Adonai will reign forever and ever!” 
 


