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• From the first American haggadot to those of the present day, the phrase “le-shanah ha-ba’ah bi-
yerushalayim” has remained both pregnant with meaning and ripe for interrogation.  Who is 
responsible for returning Jews to Jerusalem – God or we ourselves?  

• Do we look forward to the rebuilding of the temple as in ancient Jerusalem? To the peopling and 
upbuilding of present-day Jerusalem? Or to the heralding of a utopian future Jerusalem where 
peace and harmony reign supreme?   Does praying for an imminent return to Jerusalem square 
with American patriotism and national loyalty?  

• How did the exclamation, not found in the Bible or the Talmud, make its way into the seder at all?  
Like so many of the questions Jews ask at the Passover seder, no single answer suffices.  

• Instead, as we shall see, systematic study of this three-word Hebrew phrase – its appearance, 
disappearance, translation, illustration and interpretation  - illuminates both the power of words in 
American Jewish life and the power of Jerusalem, real and imagined, within Jewish culture. 

• A single phrase in the Passover haggadah, it turns out, sheds significant light on American Jewish 
dispositions toward rebuilding the temple, returning to Jerusalem, promoting Zionism, and 
supporting contemporary Israel.  Through this one phrase, much can also be learned about the 
American haggadah as a genre, and its almost two centuries of history. 
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• “Next year in Jerusalem,” in the American 
haggadah, echoes one of the oldest traditions 
of the Jewish diaspora and recalls centuries of 
ancestral longing.  

• Yet it also reverberates with a question that 
seemingly every generation of American Jews 
has pondered anew:  What is my Jerusalem 
and where does it lie?


