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HOW | ENDURED ZAYDEH'S SEDER

AND LIVED TO TELL ABOUTIT
Rabbi Mark Golub

I loved my Zaydeh with all my heart. A humble tailor from Kiev in
Ukraine, he and his two brothers escaped conscription ordered by the

“wint mp oF paewrzvny tzar and fled from the Russian Pale of Settlement in the early years of

MAH NISHTRNA hRe You GoING TO HAVE IF th . . . . .
@, / You AT T SomkTg the 20™ century. He arrlvefi 1n'Amcr1ca with nothmﬁg but the Flothes
z MPLe ws THeRur tusfu® on his back and ten rubles in his pocket. The only picture of him that I

(e have ever seen is a blurry daguerreotype depicting a young man newly
arrived on these shores with his hair parted in the middle, a look of
bewilderment on his face, and an astonishing resemblance to his grand-
son—me.

We used to visit my Zaydeh and Bubbeh every Sunday. My sister
and I made up skits for their amusement and looked forward to the
special aroma of gribbenes, flanken, kasha varnishkes and the other
kosher dishes Bubbeh had inherited from generations of her family.
These pleasant odors emanated from a cramped little kitchen where
Bubbeh plied her kosher culinary magic for us always-famished kids
every week of my youth. I still remember the pages of Der Fabrvertz
(The Forward) strewn on the floor, the plastic-covered  (cont. on p. 2)

CATAPULTING INTO REDEMPTION HOW IS THIS NIGHT DIFFERENT FROM
Hadassah Rosenthal ANY OTHER? Rachel Bell

When I was little, I loved Passover. It was my favorite
Jewish holiday. We always went to a Seder, either at the
community center or at my grandparents. My two
favorite parts of the meal were when the rabbi acknowl-
edged my grandfather’s great love of horseradish and
when we looked for the aftkoman. When the meal was
over, we drove home.

Several years ago, I found my way into traditional
Judaism. I'm not so little these days, and I no longer drive
on Shabbat or Jewish holidays. This was neither an easy
nor a simple transition. It began with a few questions,
and continues with a few questions.

For instance: When did the holiday — our liberation
from slavery — become a time of stress?” When I became
an observant Jew and began observing halacha (Jewish
law), I noticed that many people regarded  (conz. on p. 3)

When I was young, my family shared Passover with the
Goldman family. Every year, we made the first Seder at the
Goldman house and the second one at our house. We went
around the table reading the Haggadah paragraph by para-
graph. Regardless of the seating arrangement, the paragraph
about Rabbi Yossi (written in the Maxwell House
Haggadah as Rabbi Jose) was always given to my brother
Gary. He was so cute when he used the Spanish pronunci-
ation, José, instead of the Hebrew pronunciation.

As the baby of the family, I always loved when it was
my turn to read out loud. The Sedarim were the only
time of year when everyone got to participate equally. It
made me feel part of something important and connected
to something bigger than just my own life. Our Seder
always ended about halfway through the Haggadah. After

dessert, most of us schmoozed and laughed (cont. on p. 3)
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