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Why is this night different from all other nights?

Now where do we start...

 מַה נִשְתַנָה הַלַיְלָה הַזֶה, מִכָל הַלֵילוֹת





In memory of our parents Mavis and Joseph Roth
Who instilled in us a love for Seder nights...  
even if they did last until the early hours.

















































Inspired to include by David Sable from Rabbi Naftali Tzvi Horowitz

The Fifth Child
The One Who Cannot Ask

On this night, we remember a fifth child.
This is a child of the Shoah (Holocaust) who did not survive to ask.

Therefore, we ask for the child – Why?

We are like the simple child. We have no answer.

We can only follow the footsteps of Rabbi Elazar Ben Azariah, who could not 
bring himself to mention the Exodus at night until Ben Zoma explained to 
him through the verse:

In order that you REMEMBER the day of your going out from Egypt,  
all the days of your life (Deut 16.3)

“The days of your life” indicates the daylight and the goodness of life.  
“All the days of your life” means even in the darkest nights when we  
have lost our firstborn we must remember the Exodus.  

We answer that child’s question with silence.
In silence, we remember that dark time.
In silence, we remember that Jews preserved 
their image of God in the struggle for life.
In silence, we remember the seder nights spent in the forests, ghettos, and 
camps. We remember that seder night when the Warsaw Ghetto rose in revolt.

(lift the cup of Elijah)

In silence, let us pass the cup of Elijah, the cup of the final redemption yet-to-
be. We remember our people’s return to the land of Israel, the beginning of 
that redemption. Let us each fill Elijah’s cup with some of our wine, expressing 
the hope that through our efforts, we will help bring closer that redemption.

We rise now and open our door to Elijah, the forerunner of the future which 
will bring an end to the nights of our people.

We sing as they did:

Ani maamin b’emunah shleimah, beviat Hamashiah, 
V’af al pi she yitmameah, im kol zeh ani maamin.

For I firmly believe in the coming of the Messiah, and even 
though the Messiah may tarry, in spite of this, I still believe.











































AND 
NOW...

The bit  

John’s been 

waiting for...
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(By Rabbi Dan Liben, to the tune of “There’s No Business Like Show Business”)

There’s no Seder like our Seder,
There’s no Seder I know.

Everything about it is Halachic
Nothing that the Torah won’t allow.

Listen how we read the whole Haggadah
We speak some Hebrew,

‘Cause we know how.

There’s no Seder like our Seder,
We tell a tale that is swell:

Moses took the people out into the heat
They baked the matzah

While on their feet
Isn’t that a story

That just can’t be beat?
Let’s go on with the show!

There’s No Seder Like our Seder

(By Ron Wolfson, to the Tune of “Take me out to the ball game”)

Take us out of Egypt
Free us from slavery

Bake us some matzoh in a haste
Don’t worry ‘bout flavor 
Give no thought to taste. 

Oh its rush, rush, rush, to the Red Sea
If we don’t cross its a shame

For it’s ten plagues
Down and you’re out 

At the Pesach History Game. 

Take Us Out of Egypt

(By Rabbi Dan Liben, to the tune of “Maria” from “West Side Story”)

Elijah!
I just saw the prophet Elijah.

And suddenly that name
Will never sound the same to me. 

Elijah!
He came to our Seder, Elijah!

He had his cup of wine, But could not stay to dine 
This year.......

Elijah!
For your message all Jews are waiting:

That the time’s come for peace and not hating
Elijah...

Next year we’ll be waiting, Elijah!

Elijah

(By Stuart Malina, to the tune of “Do you hear the people Sing” from “Les Misérables”)

Do you hear the doorbell ring,
And it’s a little after ten?

It can only be Elijah
Come to take a sip again.
He is feeling pretty fine

We don’t want him to feel loose.
So perhaps instead of wine

We should only give him juice.

Les Miselijah
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(By Debbie & Sharon Bohnen, to the tune of “Just a spoon full of sugar” from Mary Poppins”)

(CHORUS): 
Just a tad of haroset helps the bitter herbs go down,

the bitter herbs go down,
the bitter herbs go down.

Just a tad of haroset helps the bitter herbs go down,
In the most disguising way.

–    
Oh, back in Egypt long ago,

The Jews were slaves under Pharaoh
They sweat and toiled and laboured

through the day. 
So when we gather Pesach night,

We do what we think right.
Maror, we chew,

To feel what they went through. 

(Chorus)

So after years of slavery
They saw no chance of being free.

Their suffering was the only life they knew.
But baby Moses grew up tall,
And said he’d save them all.

He did, and yet,
We swear we won’t forget.

That...

(Chorus)

While the Maror is being passed,
We all refill our water glass,

Preparing for the taste that turns us red.
Although Maror seems full of minuses,

It sure does clear our sinuses.
But what’s to do?

It’s hard to be a Jew!!!

(Chorus) 

Just a Tad of Haroset 
(By Ben Aronin to the tune of “Clementine”)

Said the father to his children,
“At the seder you will dine,

You will eat your fill of matzoh,
you will drink four cups of wine.”

Now this father had no daughters,
but his sons they numbered four.

One was wise and one was wicked,
one was simple and a bore.

And the fourth was sweet  
and winsome,

he was young and he was small.
While his brothers asked the 

questions, he could  
scarcely speak at all.

Said the wise one to his father,
“Would you please explain the laws?

Of the customs of the seder,
will you please explain the cause?”

And the father proudly answered,
“As our fathers ate in speed,

Ate the paschal lamb ‘ere midnight,
and from slavery were freed.”

So we follow their example,
and ‘ere midnight must complete
All the seder and we should not,

after 12 remain to eat.

Then did sneer the son so wicked,
“What does all this mean to you?”
And the father’s voice was bitter,

as his grief and anger grew.

“If you yourself don’t consider,
a son of Israel,

Then for you this has no meaning,
you could be a slave as well.”

Then the simple son said simply,
“What is this,” and quietly

The good father told his offspring,
“We were freed from slavery.”

But the youngest son was silent,
for he could not ask at all.

His bright eyes were 
bright with wonder,

as his father told him all.

My dear children, heed the lesson
and remember ever more,

What the father told his children,
told his sons that numbered four. 

The Ballad of the Four Sons
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(By Mary Ann Barrows Wark, to the tune of “She’ ll Be Coming ‘Round the Mountain”)

Bad things will come to Egypt, don’t you know? 
Bad things will come to Egypt, don’t you know?  

Bad things will come to Egypt,
Bad things will come to Egypt,

Bad things will come to Egypt, ‘til we go

God will give you this last chance to let us go; 
God will give you this last chance to let us go; 

As midnight passes by–y
All your firstborn sons will die–ie;

And your people will cry out if we can’t go.

Plagues

(To the tune of “My Favourite Things” from “The Sound of Music” )

Cleaning and cooking and so many dishes,  
Out with the chametz, no pasta, no knishes,  
Fish that’s gefilted, horseradish that stings, 

These are a few of our Passover things.

Matzah and karpas and chopped up haroset,  
Shankbones and kiddish and yiddish neuroses,  

Tante who kvetches and uncle who sings,  
These are a few of our Passover things.

Motzi and moror and trouble with Pharaohs, 
Famines and locusts and slaves with wheelbarrows,

Matzah balls floating and eggshell that clings, 
 These are a few of our Passover things.

When the plagues strike,  
When the lice bite,  

When we’re feeling sad,
We simply remember our Passover things,  

And then we don’t feel so bad.

Our Passover Things
(By Rabbi Dan LibenPassover, 2000, to the tune of “Tonight” from “West Side Story”)

Tonight, tonight, we’ll tell a tale tonight,
Of Pharaoh, Slaves and God’s awesome might;

We’ll do it right, with matzah, and maror and four children:  
-dull, wicked- and bright!

Tonight, we’ll tell our people’s story,  
The “genut” and then the glory, And how it came out right..

And when we’re through
You’ll know you’ve been freed too–on this Saaay-der night!

Tonight, tonight, we’ll drink four cups of
wine, We’ll laugh and sing and dine ‘til its light;

The tale’s not new, and yet it still rings true
It gives meaning–to being–a Jew!

Egyptian masters they did beat us  
But Moses he did lead us from darkness into light;

And soon we’ll know Why God did make it so, 
On this Saaaay-der night!

Tonight

(Traditional spiritual)

When Israel was in Egypt land,
Let My People go.

Oppressed so hard they could not stand,
Let My People go.

Go down, Moses
Way down in Egypt land 

Tell old Pharaoh
To Let My People go.

Let My People Go
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(To tune of “I’m Gonna Wash That Man Right Out of My Hair” from “South Pacific”)

Haggadah wash that man right out of my hair  
Because he’s full of chometz but he doesn’t care.  

That it’s a custom now to be rid of that snare,
I’ll send him on his way.

Haggadah drink my wine and feel real free,  
Haggadah eat charosez, matzah and tea,  

Haggadah keep the Seder, with joy and glee.  
I really love that day!

He doesn’t like gefilte fish, Eat it up, eat it up.
He doesn’t like the matzah dish. Heat it up, heat it up.

Can’t wait for him to change 
Hey buddy...

(repeat first verse).

Haggadah Wash that Man Right out of my Hair

(To tune of “The Twelve Days”)

On the first night of Passover my mother served to me...

One matzo ball in chicken soup

Two dipped herbs

Three pieces of matzah

Four cups of wine

Five gefilte fish

Six capons baking

Seven eggs a-boiling

Eight briskets roasting

The Eight Nights of Passover

(Traditional spiritual)

My Dad at every Seder breaks a Matza piece in two.
And hides the Afikomen half,

A game for me and you.
Find it, hold it ransom for the Seder isn’t through, 

‘til the Afikomen’s gone.

(CHORUS): 

Don’t sit on the Afikomen.
Don’t sit on the Afikomen.
Don’t sit on the Afikomen.

Or the Meal will last all night

One year Daddy hid it ‘neath a pillow on a chair
But just as I raced over, 

my Aunt Sophie sat down there
She threw herself upon it – awful crunching filled the air,

And crumbs flew all around

(Chorus)

There were matza crumbs all over, oh, it was a messy sight. 
We swept up all the pieces, 

though it took us half the night. 
So, if you want your Seder ending sooner than dawn’s light, 

Don’t sit on the Afiko-o-men

(Chorus)

Don’t sit on the Afikomen
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(By Mark Kreditor, to the tune of “Meet The Flintstones”)

Moses, he’s our Moses
he’s the man that took us for a tour.

Out of, Pharaoh’s Egypt
went the children that he soon would lure.

Come sit, and eat matzah all week long. 
Listen to our prayers and to our songs of,

Moses, he’s our hero
he’s a really, really good guy, a forty-year guy,

he’s the one that set us free.

Moses
(Original poem by Clement Clarke Moore)

‘Twas the night after Seder, and all through the house,  
Nothing would fit me, not even a blouse.
The matzah, the farfel, the haroset I ate,

After both, the Sedarim, had gone to my waist.

When I got on the scales there arose such a number! 
When I walked over to Shul (less a walk, than a lumber), 

I remembered the marvellous meals I’d prepared; 
The turkey with gravy, the beef, nicely rared,

The wine and the matzo balls, the Migdal pareve cheese
The way I’d never said, “I’ve had enough; no more, if you please.”

As I tied myself into my apron again, 
spied my reflection and disgustedly, 

then I said to myself, “you’re such a weak wimp,” 
“You can’t show up at Shul resembling a blimp!” 
So, away with the last of the meatballs so sweet, 

Get rid of the turkey, chopped liver and meat.

Every last bit of food that I like must be banished
Till all the additional ounces have vanished. 

I won’t have any more macaroons from the box,
I can’t wait ‘til next week. (Ah, the bagels and lox.)

I won’t have any luxion, farfel or p’chah,
I’ll munch on a carrot or wire shut my own jaw. 

It’s a three day yom tov and shabbas is still
 Ahead of me with another fleshiks meal to fulfill.

Twas the night after Seder
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(By Craig to the tune of “This Old Man”)

Then God sent, 
Plague number one,

Turned the Nile into blood.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent, 
Plague number two,

Jumping frogs all over you.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low 

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number three,

Swarms of gnats from head to knee.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low  

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number four,

Filthy flies, need we say more?
All the people in Egypt 
were feeling pretty low  

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number five,

All the livestock upped and died.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low  

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number six,

Boils and sores to make you sick 
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low.

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number seven,

Hail and lighting down from heaven.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low 

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number eight,

Locust came and they sure ate.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low  

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number nine,

Total darkness all the time.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low  

They told Pharaoh “Let them Go!”

Then God sent,  
Plague number ten,

Pharaoh’s son died so he gave in.
All the people in Egypt  
were feeling pretty low  

Finally Pharaoh let them go.

 The Plague Song
(By Lia Lehrer and Julia Latash to the tune “Help” by The Beatles)

Help!
We need somebody, 

Help! 
Not just anybody!

Help! 
You know we need someone!  

Help!

When we were younger, so much younger than today,  
Put you in a basket and you floated far away.

And now your life has changed in oh-so-many ways,
Our freedom really seems to vanish in the haze.

Help us if you can, we’re feeling down.
We know you’re the best leader we have found. 

Help us get far away from town.
Won’t you please, please, help us...

Help us, help us!

Help!

(By Lia Lehrer and Julia Latash to the tune “Yesterday” by The Beatles)

Yesterday, all the Hebrews seemed so far away. 
Now it looks as though they should not stay, 

Oh, I believe in yesterday.

Suddenly, I’m not half the prince I used to be. 
Will the Hebrews put their faith in me? 

Oh yesterday came suddenly

Why, they have to go, I don’t know, but I know they cannot stay.  
Pharaoh’s doing everything wrong, now I long for yesterday!

Yesterday, I killed an Egyptian beating a Hebrew slave
Now I need a place to hide away. 

Oh I believe in yesterday.

Yesterday
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(By Lia Lehrer and Julia Latash to the tune “Ticket to Ride” by The Beatles)

We know we’re gonna be glad,
We think it’s today, yeah...

Pharaoh said that we could be free,
So we’re goin’ away.

(CHORUS)

We’ve got a ticket to ride,  
We’ve got a ticket to ride,  
We’ve got a ticket to ride, 

And yes we care!

For we were slaves you can see,  
It was bringin’ us down, 
 We would never be free

While the king was around.

(Chorus)

We don’t know why he’s letting us go, gonna think twice,
He’s gonna make us go back! Before we get to sayin’ goodbye

(Chorus)

He’s gonna think twice, He’s gonna give us a smack! 
We know we’re gonna be glad We think it’s today, yeah.
Pharaoh said that we could be free So we’re goin’ away.

(Chorus)

  Ticket to Ride
























