
New Year’s Wishes for 5781/2020 

Blessings for the New Year, adapted from the late Rabbi Jacob Pressman 

and my friend Rabbi Daniel Pressman, Read by Rabbi Avis Miller 

First and foremost, I wish you the blessing of b’riyut, health. May the plague pass over your home and your loved ones. 

And may we soon see an effective vaccine, fully vetted and efficiently and widely distributed. May we go from sheltering 

in place to talking face-to-face; from social distancing to friendly mingling; from forced isolation to communal 

celebration; from masked faces to warm embraces. 

May we never forget what the pandemic has taught us:  how much we need other people.  May we retain our new 

appreciation and respect for medical professionals, service workers, and all who staff the vast interconnected network 

of farm, manufacture, transport and service that makes our lives possible. Let us vow to thank the busboy, the server, 

the delivery person, the cashier — the full cast of supporting players in our daily lives. 

May the day come soon when we will no longer need some of the things we’ve learned, like, how not to fog up your 

glasses while wearing a mask; how to measure six feet at a glance; which take-out foods will last two days; how to 

remember which day and date it is, and the idiosyncrasies of Zoom. 

May your holiday table be free of political rancor, family grudges, and gossip, but rather overflowing with words of 

gratitude, hope, love and forgiveness. And remember, this year, if we are Zooming with far-flung family, if someone 

starts yelling, we can mute them. 

May you never forget the favors others have done for you, and may you not remember the favors you have done for 

them.  May you forgive your enemies. Nothing annoys them more. 

May you be able to decipher your electric bills, your cellphone bills, your credit card bills, your income tax forms and the 

extra-fine print at the bottom of everything which states that they didn’t mean what is written at the top of the 

contract. Don’t bother with software license agreements, because only god knows what’s in them. For all we know, we 

agreed to include Tim Cook and Bill Gates in our wills. 

May you learn to keep yourself healthy by eating what you don’t want, drinking what you don’t like, and doing what you 

would rather not.  

May a day come soon when the words, “and now some news from the Middle East” will no longer strike fear in our 

hearts. May Hamas and Hezbollah decide to use their ample funds to build a civil society instead of missiles and tunnels, 

and the Palestinians finally face reality and sit down with the state of Israel to make peace.  

May the coming elections be free from slander, libel, screaming talking heads and weeks of post-poll litigation. In the 

spirit of HH acrostics, may you survive the avalanche of advertising, the bombardment of bombast, the cacophony of 

commentators, the debacle of debate, the excess of elocution, and the miasma and mishagas of mendacity between 

now and November the third.  May you forgive and forget: forgive the candidates for the lies they tell about one 

another, and forget the promises they make...as they will.  And may you vote early and often for the candidate of my 

choice. 

May you find joy in life to outweigh all the bad news and may your eyes be open to the sheer blessing of being alive and, 

in this plague year, drawing one more breath. 

May you know the delight of being loved, and the fulfilment of loving others. May you give more than you take, laugh 

more than you cry, and listen more than you talk. 

May you and all god’s children be inscribed for a shanah tovah u’m’tukah, a good and sweet, healthy and happy New 

Year. Amen 


