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Seders celebrate Israelites' liberation 
Passover themes focus on women's struggles, AIDS awareness 
By Elana Simms  
 
  

More than 200 voices chimed in with Elaine Conrad as she stood in the sanctuary of Ramat Shalom, 
reading from a Passover haggadah tailored to raise awareness of HIV/AIDS.  
 
"As we stood together in Egypt, at Sinai, at the gates of Auschwitz, so may we stand together today 
to resist illness and despair." 

The eight-day observance of Passover begins at sundown Monday and commemorates the Israelites' 
escape from slavery in Egypt. During the holiday, Jews the world over conduct Seders, meals that 
use a haggadah, or narrative, and foods steeped in symbolism to retell the story of the Exodus.  
 
But the Jewish AIDS Network and women from Temple Adath Or and Temple Beth Torah took their 
Seders a step further, using the ritual to convey messages of modern-day slavery and freedom.  
 
"I think regardless of what religion you are, the idea speaks to many people," said Rabbi Cheryl 
Jacobs, who coordinated the Jewish AIDS Network's fourth Seder of Hope on March 18 at Ramat 
Shalom in Plantation. The interfaith gathering makes a deliberate statement about the 
nondiscriminatory nature of HIV/AIDS, said Jacobs, executive director of the Jewish Healing Center. 
The network and healing center are programs of Jewish Family Service of Broward County. 
 
"It's not about people being Jewish or not," she said. "Passover is about liberation from bondage. 
HIV/AIDS is a modern-day bondage. AIDS doesn't discriminate." 
 
Organizers of The New Community Women's Seder, held March 21 at Temple Beth Torah in 
Tamarac, and the Community Women's Seder, held March 22 at the David Posnack Jewish 
Community Center in Davie, infused stories of women's struggles and triumphs into their Passover 
gatherings. 
 
Dr. Judith Gulko, a member of Temple Adath Or in Cooper City, said it's important that Jewish 
women receive recognition in a faith that reveres its patriarchs and focuses largely on a man's role. 
 
"Honoring the patriarchs was a reflection of how things were done then ... and in terms of the 
evolution of our consciousness, women now can feel adapted and connected, " said Gulko, who 
teamed up with Dr. Lisa J. Sirota-Weiner, a member of Adath Or and Beth Torah, to coordinate the 
inaugural New Community Seder.  
 
The Passover Seder at the JCC, with a theme of "Our Mothers, Ourselves -- From the Matriarchs to 
Modern Day," was packed with creative expressions aimed at honoring women. 
 
Marta Luzim, a Florida Atlantic University professor and novelist, told of her personal liberation 
through a poem on domestic violence, a subject coordinator Linda Weissman said never goes 
unaddressed at the Seder, in its ninth year at the JCC. 
 
"It's not just an entertaining evening," said Weissman. 



 
 
 
 
Savored Seders: Readers remember special moments 
from the past 
 
By John Tanasychuk  
South Florida Sun-Sentinel  
Posted April 2 2007  
South Florida Sun-Sentinel 
 
 
Of all the Jewish holidays, Passover seems to create the most vivid memories. 
 
That's what we discovered when we asked readers to share their remembrances of 
the holiday, from Passover preparations to sitting still as children for the Seder. 
 
Reader memories (which were edited for length and clarity) took us to England, to 
New York City and to North Miami Beach. The memories go back as far as the 1930s 
and as near as the early '90s. We heard about first Seders, Seders gone wrong and 
Seders that seemed as if they happened yesterday. 
 
Read these memories knowing that as you gather with family and friends tonight, 
you are creating new memories. 
 
 

Several weeks before [Passover], our house became a sort of battlefield with my 
mother the sergeant major in charge of maneuvers. The house was scrubbed from 
top to bottom, and the kitchen, especially, received a complete overhaul. Every item 
in it had to be put away for one week while the Passover things were brought out of 
their yearlong hiding place. I loved the first morning when I would jump out of bed, 
run downstairs to the kitchen. It was like a miracle had occurred overnight! 
 
-- Myrna Skurnick, Boca Raton 
 
 

We were a family of eight children in Brooklyn in 1939. My grandfather who ran the 
Seder never left out one word and it wouldn't end until 11 p.m. Meanwhile, kosher 
wine was flowing. My mother's table sat 25 people and thinking it was cute, my 
sister and I were plied with wine. My mother was upset and put a stop to it saying: 
"Look how red their faces are. Stop!" 
 
When we both fell asleep at the table my mother looked at us more carefully and, lo 
and behold, we were not red-faced from the wine. We had the chickenpox. Within a 
week, so did 20 other members of my family. 
 
-- Corky Hochler, Margate 
 
 



This did not happen at Passover time, but it showed how my daughter, who was 
about 9 years old at the time, had learned some of the important Passover 
messages. She wanted to bake a challah and we followed the timing of the yeast 
rising. She was really anxious to get to the fun part of braiding it and getting it into 
the oven and asked when we could start shaping the dough. When I looked at the 
timer, I told her it would be about 25 minutes. Being impatient, she jumped up and 
down and said: "No wonder the Jews ate matzo in the desert." 
 
-- Linda Weiss, Plantation 
 
 

My mother had a saying that we live by on holidays: "The walls stretch for family." 
 
The most important thing to my family is that we were all together. When my 
husband and I hosted our first Seder, it was in our 1,100-square-foot apartment and 
we had over 20 people! It was tight, but we were all together. 
 
Every time I set the table for a Passover Seder, I am reminded how my mother and 
grandmother before me did it and I am proud to be continuing on with those 
traditions. 
 
-- Jaime Gross, Sunrise 
 
 

I have 10 cousins, so every Passover was the ultimate in family togetherness. 
Eventually our family separated and went in different directions. For a while, I felt 
emptiness as our family gatherings disbanded. But we've resurrected our tradition, 
and to this day, we still manage to gather at least 20 to 25 for Passover at a 
predetermined location, decided at the prior year's Seder. This year in California, and 
"... next year in Jerusalem." 
 
-- Julie D. Weidenfeld, Delray Beach 
 
 

Our family Seder was always at Aunt Shirley's and Uncle Irv's house in North Miami 
Beach. We would clear out the furniture and rent tables and chairs and form a "U." 
We were quite a large crowd. It was a chore trying to keep all the little kids quiet 
during the long service and then all of the ceremonial dipping, swishing of the 
parsley, and the matzo sandwiches with charoset, hard-boiled eggs, etc.Finding the 
prized afikomen was the highlight for the kids. They all got the go-ahead as all of the 
old folks and really old folks got to sit and say "hot," "cold," "freezing" and any other 
words of encouragement without telling the actual afikomen's whereabouts. Of 
course, all of the kids got dollars and dessert. 
 
-- Rosanne Morantz, Pembroke Pines 
 
 

The entire family would complain about the rush-hour traffic getting to Grandma 
Bea's, but the grumbling quickly vanished once we entered the apartment. The table 



was set magnificently, and probably a week in advance. To be invited to Bea's was 
an honor since she was an amazing cook and hostess. Bea made an apple cinnamon 
sponge cake that no one on this earth knows how to make. Since we were her only 
grandchildren, there was always a bowl of matzo balls and homemade gefilte fish in 
the fridge for us to take home. The rest of the guests were never so lucky. 

Many years ago, our 5-year-old daughter, Illienne, was the youngest child at our 
Seder. When my husband got up from the table to wash his hands, which is part of 
the Seder service, Illienne hid the afikomen, the piece of matzo, which is hidden at 
the beginning of the Seder. Traditionally, it must be divided between all of those at 
the table and eaten before dessert is served. 
 
When my husband announced that he could not finish the Seder until he got it back, 
Illienne sat looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. Eventually she got up and 
slowly left the room to get the precious piece of matzo. We all waited and waited. 
Finally she came back. 
 
"Where's the afikomen?" my husband asked. 
 
" I ate it!" she said. 
 
-- Jewel Scheller, Delray Beach 
 
 

Let's go back about 75 years to our walk-up apartment in Brooklyn. On the day of 
Passover, aunts and uncles and cousins -- all dressed up in new clothes for the 
holiday -- came from all parts of the five boroughs to our apartment. My father never 
missed a word of the Haggada, so we kids sat and squirmed for hours. Finally, the 
books were put down and we started to eat and eat and eat. While the family had 
tea and Aunt Bella's fabulous, light-as-air sponge and honey cake, we kids brought 
out marbles and played under the dining room table on the patterned Persian rug. It 
was great fun, but we soon tired of the game. Ten of us marched to the bedroom 
where all the coats and jackets were piled high on the bed. We climbed on top and 
fell fast asleep. 
 
-- Marlene Lieberman, Coconut Creek 
 
 

My mother embroidered a Seder tablecloth. The first time she used it, everyone 
wrote their names on it. She then embroidered with gold thread over each name. At 
each successive Seder, any newcomer would write their name and it would be 
embroidered in gold thread. This has been a 30-year tradition. My daughter, Laura, 
now has the tablecloth. It is a precious heirloom. We sit around the table and discuss 
the names and remember the people. 
 
-- Barbara Egelko, Coconut Creek 
 
 

Brooklyn early 1950s ... the table set for 20 people. Fine china, sterling silver laver 
for the washing of hands, the Seder plate complete. After the brisket and all the 



trimmings, after the tea and the kosher-for Pesach sponge cakes, we sang all the 
songs. 
 
Of course, we always finished with Chad Gadya and by then I was properly tired and 
content having had a proper Seder. We repeated it the next night, of course, and for 
another 10 years or so we enjoyed the unforgettable and wholly irreplaceable two-
night Seders in Brooklyn until one by one, everyone moved to Florida! 
 
-- Mariana Harari Froment, Plantation 
 
 

I remember coming home from school and finding my dad with tears streaming 
down his face as he grated the horseradish root for Seder that night. I asked him 
why he was crying. He answered: "I work hard all year long and come Pesach we 
don't have a piece of bread in the house." We repeated this script every year. Now 
whenever I buy the ready-made horseradish in the jar, I think of his words. 
 
-- Helene Miller, Weston 
 
 

One night before Passover, my mother's private commissioned fisherman delivered a 
very fresh, large whole fish wrapped in newspapers. My mother immediately went to 
work carving and filleting the fish, then grinding it by hand, chopping it in a big 
wooden bowl, and shaping it into patties. A horrified witness to the bloody scene in 
the kitchen, I, as a child, vowed to never perform such a ritual in my life and never 
have! Was it worth all that work, mess and preparation? You bet it was. It's no 
mystery as to why no jar or canned facsimile comes close to the delicious taste of 
my dear mother's homemade Passover gefilte fish. 
 
-- Marsha Freedman, Delray Beach 
 
 

A few weeks before Passover, Rabbi Philip suggested that some people from our 
community might want to invite people to their Seder dinner, those who were single, 
out of town, or alone. Our friend Bob [Offer]was sitting directly behind me and 
started kicking and poking us, prodding us to volunteer. Finally, we accepted. 
 
This all sounds conventional, but we had just started attending Temple Adath Or and 
were non-Jews. We had never attended a Seder dinner and didn't have a clue what 
the ceremony entailed, let alone the food. 
 
Keeping our commitment, we researched Jewish cookbooks and the required rituals. 
As most Jews know, it takes several days to prepare. 

The night of the Seder we served all the Seder courses to the 20 people who shared 
our table. That night introduced me to Seder and the wonderful customs and 
spirituality of Judaism. After 10 years of study and introspection, I have converted to 
Judaism. 
 
-- Kate GeMeiner, Tamarac 



 
 

Passover at my home always included aunts, uncles, grandparents and cousins. The 
young ones would be seated at a separate table and we would have grape juice in 
place of the customary sweet wine. After the prayers, while the adults were enjoying 
themselves, talking and gossiping, one of us children would sneak a bottle of wine off 
the large Seder table. We would then go under our table and drink the wine. We 
would laugh at not getting caught and anticipate doing the same thing the next year. 
 
-- Elin Trousdale, Lighthouse Point 
 
 

Being born and raised in Gainesville, there were no kosher markets so my parents 
would have to take a trip to Jacksonville to get all of their food for the Seders and for 
Passover. 
 
The first Seder, we would have made-from-scratch gefilte fish as the appetizer. The 
second Seder, the appetizer was always my mother's, Dora's, famous sweet and sour 
meatballs. Mother had a special blue bowl to put the farfel in with egg to dry out 
overnight to put in the chicken soup. That bowl had been her mother's and now I 
have it and even though there are a couple of chips on the outside, it is still used 
every year. 
 
-- Marlene Leshin Cox, Davie 
 
 

I would sometimes fall asleep on my father's lap during the long Seder waiting to eat 
my dinner, which seemed like it would never come. The grandchildren's favorite part 
of the Seder was when Grandpa Abes would hide the matzo. The one who found it 
would get a gift. Grandpa hid the matzo and all the grandkids raced around the 
apartment to find it. I would sit next to Grandpa on the couch, as we'd watch the 
grandkids race around looking for the matzo. In silence we watched. Then Grandpa 
would lean close to whisper to me where the matzo was hidden. 
 
-- Cheryl Stein, Coconut Creek 
 
 

It took a lot of guts for Mayshe to invite me to his family Seder, but he was 
determined to make them accept me. Fifty years ago, things were a lot more 
segregated and Jews were expected to marry Jews. I guess you have surmised that I 
am not Jewish. 
 
I remembering sitting down at the Seder table in a beautiful dining room. We all took 
turns reading in turn around the table. I glanced through the pages and saw words 
that I could hardly pronounce. I tried to figure my part and check out the words 
before I had to read. 
 
When the gefilte fish was served, I was advised to "be careful" with the horseradish, 
but I just smiled and said, "I love things hot" as I piled it on trying to cover the fish. 



I took my first bite and I thought my head and nose would blow off. Tears were 
flowing like a faucet. After I got my breath back, everyone was smiling and laughing. 
That actually broke the ice and made for a more relaxed atmosphere. That was the 
first of many Seders to come. When Passover comes around each year, I wish I 
could be back at that Seder table. 
 
-- Carole Helman, Highland Beach 
 
 

I remember as a 3- or 4-year-old the family would gather for a Passover Seder my 
grandmother prepared. I still cannot drink Manischewitz wine without getting 
drowsy, so when I had finished nearly four cups of wine -- tradition, of course -- and 
while the after-dinner prayers were being said, I drifted off to my Aunt Lillian's 
bedroom, where the coats were piled up. I lay my weary head on her bed. The family 
would search the house looking for me. My dad would carry me down to his car for 
the ride home. 
 
-- Myron S. Shapiro, Pompano Beach 

 


