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Zog nit keyn mol az du geyst dem letsten veg,
Khotsh himlen blayene farsthtelen bloye teg.
Kumen vet nokh undzer oysgebenkte sha’ah,
S’vet a poyk ton undzer trot mir zaynen do!

Fun grinem palmenland biz vaysen land 
fun shney, Mir kumen on mit undzer payn, 
mit undzer vey. Un vu gefalen s’iz a shpritz 
fun undzer blut, Shprotzen vet dort undzer 
gevurah, undzer mut.

S’vet di morgenzum bagilden undz dem haynt,
Un der nekhten vet farshvinden miten faynd.
Nor oyb farzamen vet di zun in dem kayor,
Vi a parol zol geyn dos lid fun dor tsu dor.

Dos lid geshriben iz mit blut un nit mit blay,
S’iz nit keyn lidel fun a foygel oyf der fray,
Dos hot a folk tsvishen falendike vent,
Dos lid gezungen mit naganes in di hent!

Never say you are walking your final road,
Though leaden skies conceal the days of blue.
The hour that we have longed for will appear,
Our steps will beat out like drums: We are here!

From the green lands of palm trees to lands white 
with snow, We are coming with all our pain and all 
our woe. Wherever a spurt of our blood has fallen 
to the ground, There our might and our courage 
will sprout again.

The morning sun will shine on us one day,
Our enemy will vanish and fade away.
But if the sun and dawn come too late for us,
From generation to generation let them be 
singing this song.

This song is written in blood not in pencil-lead.
It is not sung by the free-flying birds overhead,
But a people stood among collapsing walls,
And sang this song with pistols in their hands!

HYMN OF THE JEWISH PARTISANS (Original Yiddish and English)

רבמיא ץרה ילתפנ :םילימ
יממע :ןחל

המינפ בבלב דוע לכ
היימוה ידוהי שפנ
המידק חרזמ יתאפלו
.היפוצ ןויצל ןיע

וניתווקת הדבא אל דוע
םייפלא תונש תב הווקתה
ונצראב ישפוח םע תויהל
םילשוריו ןויצ ץרא

Kol od ba’le’vav p’nima,Nefesh 
yehudi ho’miyah.

U’lefa-atei mizrach kadimah,

Ayin le’Tziyyon tzofiyah.

Od lo avda tikva-teinu,

Ha’tikvah bat sh’not al-payim

Lih-yot am chofshi b’ar-tzeinu

Eretz Tziyyon v’Yerushalayim.

As long as within our hearts

The Jewish soul sings,

As long as forward to the East

To Zion, looks the eye –

Our hope is not yet lost,

It is two thousand years old,

To be a free people in our land

The land of Zion and Jerusalem.

HATIKVAH (Hebrew, Transliteration and English)



Yit-gadal v’yit-kadash sh’may raba b’alma 
dee-v’ra che-ru-tay, ve’yam-lich mal-chutay 
b’chai-yay-chon uv’yo-may-chon uv-cha-yay 
d’chol beit Yisrael, ba-agala u’vitze-man ka- riv, 
ve’imru amen.

Y’hay sh’may raba me’varach le-alam uleh- 
almay alma-ya.

Yit-barach v’yish-tabach, v’yit-pa-ar v’yit- 
romam v’yit-nasay, v’yit-hadar v’yit-aleh v’yit-
halal sh’may d’koo-d’shah, b’rich hoo. layla 
(ool-ayla)* meen kol beer-chata v’she- rata, 
toosh-b’chata v’nay-ch’mata, da-a meran 
b’alma, ve’imru amen.

Y’hay sh’lama raba meen sh’maya v’cha-yim 
aleynu v’al kol Yisrael, ve’imru amen.
O’seh shalom beem-romav, hoo ya’ah-seh 
shalom aleynu v’al kol Yisrael, ve’imru amen.

MOURNERS KADDISH (Hebrew, Transliteration and English)

Hallowed and enhanced may He be throughout the world of His own creation. 
May He cause His sovereignty soon to be accepted, during our life and the life of all Israel. 

And let us say: Amen.

May he be praised throughout all time.

Glorified and celebrated, lauded and praised, acclaimed and honored, extolled and exalted may the 
Holy One be, far beyond all song and psalm, beyond all tributes which man can utter. 

And let us say: Amen.

Let there be abundant peace from Heaven, with life’s goodness for us and for all the people Israel. 
And let us say: Amen.

He who brings peace to His universe will bring peace to us and to all the people Israel. 
And let us say: Amen.

Every person has a name 
that God gave him 
and which his father and mother gave him 
Every person has a name
which his height 
and the style of his smile gave him 
and which his tapestry gave him 
Every person has a name
which the mountains gave him
and which his walls gave him. 
Every person has a name
which the star signs gave him 
and which his neighbors gave him. 
Every person has a name
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which his sins gave him, 
and which his longing gave him.
Every person has a name
which his enemies gave him
and his love gave him.
Every person has a name
which his festivals gave him, 
and which his work gave him.
Every person has a name
which the seasons gave him, 
and which his blindness gave him. 
Every person has a name
which the sea gave him, 
and which his death gave him.

[ןמא :להק] .אָּבַר ּהֵמְׁש ׁשַּדַקְתִיְו לַּדַּגְתִי :לבא
 ןוכיֵמויְבּו ןוכיֵּיַחְּב ּהֵתּוכְלַמ ְךיִלְמַיְו ּהֵתּועְרִכ אָרְב יִּד אָמְלָעְּב
 :ןֵמָא ּורְמִאְו ,ביִרָק ןַמְזִבּו אָלָגֲעַּב לֵאָרשִי תיֵּב לָכְד יֵּיַחְבּו
[ןמא :להק]

:אָּיַמְלָע יֵמְלָעְלּו םַלָעְל ְךַרָבְמ אָּבַר ּהֵמְׁש אֵהְי :לבאו להק
 רָּדַהְתִיְו אּשַנְתִיְו םַמורְתִיְו רַאָּפְתִיְו חַּבַּתְׁשִיְו ְךַרָּבְתִי :לבא
 ךירב :להק] .אּוה ְךיִרְּב .אָׁשְדֻקְּד ּהֵמְׁש לָּלַהְתִיְו הֶּלַעְתִיְו
[:אוה

 אָתָריִׁשְו לָּכִמ אָּלֵעְל אָּלֵעְל :ת”ישעב אָתָכְרִּב לָּכ ןִמ אָּלֵעְל
 :להק] :ןֵמָא ּורְמִאְו .אָמְלָעְּב ןָריִמֲאַּד אָתָמֱחֶנְו אָתָחְּבְׁשֻּת
[ןמא

 .לֵאָרשִי לָּכ לַעְו ּוניֵלָע םיִּיַחְו אָּיַמְׁש ןִמ אָּבַר אָמָלְׁש אֵהְי
[ןמא:להק] :ןֵמָא ּורְמִאְו

 םולָׁש השֲעַי אּוה ויָמורְמִּב םולָּׁשַה :ת”ישעב םולָׁש השוע
[ןמא :להק] :ןֵמָא ּורְמִאְו לֵאָרשִי לָּכ לַעְו ּוניֵלָע



SELECTED TRANSCRIPTS

Welcome, and Introduction of Keynote Speaker
Michael Silverstein, CHAI Co-Chair

Good evening, and welcome. My name is Michael Silverstein and it is my privilege to co-chair this 
year’s Yom Hashoah ceremony with Helen Kashtan.  We would like to thank the Jewish Federation, 
Holocaust Education and Community Relations Program Director, Sarah Walters, and the dedicated 
members of the steering committee for the Center for Holocaust awareness and information, CHAI.

Rochester has a long and rich tradition of commemorating Yom HaShoah. I can remember as a 
young boy in the 1970s standing in the courtyard of the JCC for some of the earliest services. Since 
then the service has grown to include hundreds of people sitting in the JCC ballroom year after year.  
In fact, G-d willing, we will be back in that same ballroom next year.  Jewish communities that are 
much larger than ours often do not get the tremendous response that we do for our Yom HaShoah 
service. We have tried to give back and remember our survivors and the loved ones that they lost 
during the Shoah. However, we all know that the survivors have given much more back to the 
community than we have ever given to them. A shining example of this is, Simon Braitman, a pillar of 
the community whom we’ve recently lost. 

Simon’s personal story is far too impressive and complicated for me to do justice in this setting.  
I urge everyone to go to rochesterholocaustsurviviors.org and read and listen to his testimony.  
On a superficial level, he was 15 when the war ended and he was liberated. His mother, brother, 
sister and many other family members were murdered. In 1947, Simon immigrated to the United 
States. He went to college, served in the US military, and eventually co-founded an internationally 
recognized company here in Rochester, NY.  He would go on to live a full life that included a loving 
marriage, children and grandchildren. Like many survivors in the Rochester area, Simon would go 
into local classrooms and talk to students about his wartime experiences. It’s inarguable that he is an 
American success story.  

And yet, the most basic element of his story is he survived. The reason he was able to demonstrate 
his humanity and wisdom over the course of his life is, he survived.  How many lives were taken 
before they had a chance to be: an entrepreneur, a scientist, a doctor, an artist, an educator?  We will 
never know.  Let us strive tonight to try to comprehend what was stripped from the world and lost 
forever.  
 
Tonight we are joined by our keynote speaker, Rachael Cerotti.

Rachael is an award-winning photographer, writer, educator and producer. Her work explores the 
intergenerational impact of migration and memory. She currently works as an audio producer and 
digital storyteller with USC Shoah Foundation.

In 2019, Rachael released her first podcast — We Share The Same Sky. It was the first-ever narrative 
podcast based on a Holocaust survivor’s testimony and tells the story of her decade-long journey 
to retrace her grandmother’s war story. It is now being taught in high school classrooms around the 
world. Her forthcoming memoir by the same name will be published in fall of 2021. 

After the sudden loss of her young husband in 2016, Rachael began Welcome to Widowhood, an 
ongoing portrait series that tells the stories of women under 40 who have lost their partners. She 
continues to tell her own grief story on Instagram with #nowawidowstillawife.

In 2017, Rachael was the subject of an award-winning multimedia series produced by WBUR, 
Boston’s NPR station, titled Beyond Sides of History. She holds a degree in Communications from 
Temple University and is an alumnus of The Rothberg International School at the Hebrew University 
of Jerusalem. She has completed educator’s seminars with Yad Vashem and Facing History & 
Ourselves. 

Rachael shares her story worldwide to communities of all ages and backgrounds. We are proud to 
welcome to the Rochester community, Rachael Cerotti.



“We Remember Them” by Sylvan Kamens & Rabbi Jack Riemer
Read by Helen Kashtan, CHAI Co-Chair

At the rising sun and at its going down; We remember them.
At the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter; We remember them.
At the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring; We remember them.
At the blueness of the skies and in the warmth of summer; We remember them.
At the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of the autumn; We remember them.
At the beginning of the year and when it ends; We remember them.
As long as we live, they too will live, for they are now a part of us as We remember them.
When we are weary and in need of strength; We remember them.
When we are lost and sick at heart; We remember them.
When we have decisions that are difficult to make; We remember them.
When we have joy we crave to share; We remember them.
When we have achievements that are based on theirs; We remember them.
For as long as we live, they too will live, for they are now a part of us as, We remember them.

Keynote Address
Rachael Cerrotti

Hi, everybody, my name is Rachael Cerrotti and I am a photographer, a writer, an educator and an 
audio producer, but more importantly, I am the granddaughter of a fierce woman who was named 

Hana Dubova, who was a Holocaust survivor. Back in 2009 and 2010, I was a very discontent 
college student who could not figure out where in the world I wanted to be, except for I knew I 

wanted to be a photojournalist. So I was moving all around, always with the camera in hand. And 
like any young storyteller is told, I was advised to pick a story and start a blog. So one story that 
I’d always been interested in was my grandmother’s. I knew that she was a Holocaust survivor. It 
was not hidden from any of us as we grew up. It was just part of our identity. It was part of who 

we were. My grandmother was very vocal. She spoke at schools and museums. She spoke at 
community centers to people young and old. And she was such a gifted storyteller in the sense 

that she knew how to adjust the way she told her story. Depending on her audience, she knew what 
details to include, to speak and to touch the lives of young kids. And she knew how to frame her 

story to impact people of her own generation. 

So I thought it would be interesting and, more importantly, give me an opportunity to have some 
one-on-one time with my grandmother if I asked her to tell me her story. So I kind of remember 
it like it was yesterday. It was summer 2009 July. And I was at her apartment complex’s pool just 

outside of Philadelphia when I asked her to tell me her story. And she gave me this nudge and was 
like, no, no, no, you’ve heard it before. I was like yeah, I know, but I’d like to hear it as you would tell 
it to me, your granddaughter. And so that was when we started these storytelling sessions. And I 
really didn’t know what I was going to do with my grandmother’s story at the time. I just thought 
that it would be really nice to have as a granddaughter one day would be her recorded testimony. 

So fast forward 12 years now, my grandmother’s story has become the backbone of my personal 
life and the center of my professional life. It has led me all around the world. I have had the distinct 
privilege and pleasure of walking into the homes of strangers whose family histories intersected 
with my own history. And I’ve gotten to live with them and document their lives and explore the 

way that the stories of World War Two have been passed from one generation to the next. And it’s 
the more I learn about the Holocaust and the more I understand the complexities and how these 



different stories live on in different people, the more questions I have and the more curiosities 
I have. Memory is a very fascinating thing that we all hold onto and we all inherit from our past 
generations. And that’s really a lot of what my work has focused on over the past many years. 

So today, to begin this commemoration of Yom HaShoah, I wanted to read a part of my 
forthcoming book, which is about my grandmother’s story. It’s called We Share the Same Sky. 

And for those who might have heard the podcast, it’s by the same name. The podcast came out 
two years ago and was produced for Shoah Foundation. And I’m very excited that the memoir is 

coming out this summer and it’s now available for preorder. So I thought before I get to spend time 
live in person or digitally in person with your community tomorrow evening, that I would share a 

little bit of how I got into my grandmother’s story and how it essentially took over my life. 

So here it goes. 

“On October 8th, 2010, Mutti passed away. (We all called my grandmother Mutti. It means mother 
in German.) There were no tubes or sterile walls. There were no doctors dictating visiting hours 
or nurses checking her vitals. Hana died at home, a place she had fought so many times over to 

create for herself. Her body lay peacefully. It was the first time I touched a dead body, but I didn’t 
cry. My memory is in black and white. I remember her skin being cold and soft. I took her hand 

and kissed it. Surrounding her were pictures, her writings and the delicate pages that proved her 
past. It was everything that I unknowingly at the time would come to wrap my world around. In 
the years after her death, I uncovered the most beautiful archive of her life. It wasn’t a hidden 

archive or a secret one. It was just what she had left behind. It was everything she had told me, 
curated and edited. They were preserved albums and hundreds of photographs dating back to the 

1920s. There were letters waiting to be translated, journals, diaries, deportation and immigration 
papers. There were pieces of creative writing from various stages of her life, some marked up 

with line edits. The archive with seemingly endless. Every time I thought I had found the last box, I 
discovered another. They were repeated stories, some written at age 14 and others at age 80. They 

were anecdotes and memories that contradicted each other, bringing the question of memory 
into all of her stories. They were childhood report cards and souvenirs. From her cross-country 
travels, there were confessions of love, secrets intended to stay private and flashbacks never 

intended to be understood. She had written about being a daughter, a sister, a granddaughter and 
a cousin, a friend, a student and a dedicated member of her youth group. She was a strong willed 

teen, a refugee and an orphan. She was a survivor and a victim, a wanderer and someone who 
dreamed of home. She was a hopeful immigrant and a forced emigrant. She was an urban dweller 
and a farmer. She was a pioneer and a storyteller. She was a Czech child, a stateless teen and an 
American wife. She was a traveler, an explorer, a teacher and a student. She spoke six languages. 
She was a divorcee to one and a reignited flame to another. And for other men, she was the one 
who got away. She was a bride, a mother and a grandmother, a young person searching for her 
future and an elderly person watching her grandchildren search for theirs. I became obsessed 
with this material, adopting it as my own and taking it with me when I moved back to Boston 
after graduating from college. My methods of preserving my grandmother’s story would have 
appalled any professional archivist. There were documents and photographs that should have 

been handled in a clean environment and stored in boxes that were waterproof and fire-resistant 
and let in no light. These were delicate, worn pieces of paper. And yet here I was sitting on my 

bedroom floor, moving them from one pile to another and storing them in manila folders with little 
to no protection. I digitized and organized it all, plucking it from the past and placing it into my 

present. I learned my grandmother’s handwriting. She used the same shaky cursive to caption her 
photographs as she did to write letters to friends, while titles were always written in block capitals. I 
scanned every photograph, I retyped every diary. Every word went from her fingertips to my own. I 
paid close attention to the names and places I found in the archive. Those details were found on the 

backs of photographs, unofficial documents within the pages of journals and on stamped letters 
sent from one country to another. I listed the names chronologically and took note of how she had 

gotten from one place to another at which train station she had stopped at. When my grandmother 



started telling me her story, she said she had felt like she was going on a big adventure. That’s what 
her archive felt like as well. I began buying books about World War II and the Holocaust. It is the 
most well documented genocide from the side of the perpetrators and the victims. I learned the 
basic facts quickly. World War two began on September 1st 1939 when the Nazis invaded Poland 
from the West. A few weeks after that, the Soviet Union invaded from the East. The persecution 
of the Jews started far before that. I taught myself about the roots of anti-Semitism and the rise 

of the Nazis. It felt like a puzzle. The history books helped me understand my grandmother’s story 
and my grandmother’s story helped me understand the history books. During these years of 

obsession, I shared an apartment in Boston with two friends. I was stringing my rent together by 
working various jobs, primarily through photography, international travel programs and teaching. 
My future felt like he was on the edge of exciting but not yet burdened. My roommates and I hung 
white lights around the living room and lit candles while listening to Bob Marley, Kendrick Lamar 
and Rudimental. We played games, made friends with each other’s friends and went to concerts. 
It was that time in life when we were all making bold decisions for ourselves, but not the kind that 

had to do with kids and marriage. We were all just figuring it out. Barack Obama was president 
and change was happening. Life was moving and love was flowing. With each new photograph I 
scanned or a diary entry I transcribed, I became more and more committed to my grandmother’s 
story. It had been almost four years since Hana had died and I’d spent too many years buried in 
her story to not let it take me somewhere. So I decided I would literally follow in her footprints. I 
would live in every country she had lived in. I would travel the way she had. I would track down 
all the characters from her journals, all the names listed in her letters and documents. And most 
importantly, I would try to find the people who had saved her life. In her diary my grandmother 

called the Holocaust an incomprehensible black page of history. I wanted to know what happens 
when you turn the page.”

So once again, that’s a part of my memoir, We Share The Same Sky, which tells the story of my 
decade long journey to retrace my grandmother’s war story. And tomorrow night, I’ll be meeting 
with all of you, your community. And I’ve had the chance to meet some of your students so far 

earlier in March to share with you a bit about what it was like to step into my grandmother’s 
story for years, like really through much of my 20s, and had the chance to live with many of the 

descendants of people who saved her life and really feel her story at the bones in Europe. And so 
tomorrow will be a visual journey into that. And we’ll travel together through Central Europe and 
Scandinavia and talk about what is the reverberations and the echoes of World War II in our lives 
today. And why are times like this time of the year when we stop to think and to commemorate 

Yom HaShoah -- why is it so important for us to do individually and also as a community. So with 
that I hope everyone has a lovely evening. And I look forward to seeing you tomorrow night. And 

thank you for having me this evening. Bye.


