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Rachel Celebrating at her Bat Mitzvah, August 2nd, 2008.
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Havdalah Set.



An Ibex along the promenade at Maktesh Ramon (Ramon Crater), Israel.
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Hal and Rosa Lee Rothblatt.



Ciara’s Graduates from Becker College, 2009.



Why is this night different
from all other nights?
1. On all other nights we eat either bread or matzah; why
on this night only matzah?

2. On all other nights we eat any vegetables we wish; why
on this night are we supposed to eat especially bitter
herbs?

3. On all other nights, we need not dip any food into
another even once; why on this night are we asked to dip
twice – the green vegetable into the salt water and the
bitter herbs into charoset?

4. On all other nights we eat either in a sitting or reclining
position; why on this night do we recline?

Rosa Lee, Susan “Ema” Miller,
Rachel, and Ciara.



View from atop Masada,
looking towards the Dead Sea, Israel.
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Ancient ruins on top of Masada, Israel.
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The Four Children
In four different passages in the Torah, G-d commands the
father to tell the Pesach story to his children. Why was it
necessary to repeat the command four times? The reason is
that no two children are alike, and each child has to be told the
story of the Exodus in a different way.

רָשָׁע. וְאֶחָד חָכָם. אֶחָד תוֹרָה. דִּבְּרָה בָנִים אַרְבָּעָה כּנֶגֶד
לִשְׁאוֹל. יוֹדֵעַ שֶׁאֵינוּ וְאֶחָד תָּם. וְאֶחָד

What does the wise child say?

אֶתְכֶם?“ אֱלֹהֵינוּ אֲשֶׁרצִָוּהְייָ הָעPֵדתְוהַחֻקִיםְוהַמִּשְׁפָּטִים ”מָה
“What is the meaning of all the laws and rules which

G-d has commanded concerning Pesach?”

The wise child loves Pesach and is eager to celebrate it. The
child wants to know the meaning of every custom and the
reasons behind the practices. The father should passionately
and patiently explain to the child all that there is to know about
Pesach. The story should be told to them in a way that they
will know how and why we observe the festival. The child
should be shown the meaning that Pesach has for us – even
today – and that there are people that are not yet free.



The Four Sons
A traditional Pesach tale, sung

to the tune of “My Darling Clementine.”

Said the father to his children,
At the Seder you will dine;

You will eat your fill of matzah,
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 Pascal 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 twelve 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 yourself, you don’t consider
As 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 are 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.

“Now dear children, heed the lesson
And remember evermore,”

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

At the Seder with friends and family
All together you will dine;

You will eat your fill of matzah,
You will drink four cups of wine.

Rachel’s Bat Mitzvah, 2008.
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The Eternal Riddle
Israel, my people, G-d’s greatest riddle, will your solution ever
be told?

Fought – never conquered, Bent – never broken, Mortal
– immortal, Youthful, though old.

Egypt enslaved you, Babylon crushed you, Rome led you
captive, Homeless your head.

Where are those nations, Mighty and fearsome? You have
survived them, They are long dead.

Nations keep coming, Nations keep going, Passing like
shadows, Wiped off the earth.

You are eternal, You remain a witness, Watching their burial,
Watching their birth.

Pray, who revealed to you Heaven’s great secret: Death and
destruction thus to defy?

Suffering torture, Stake, Inquisition, Pray who taught you never
to die?

Yes, and who gave you faith deep as ocean, Strong as the
rock-hills, Fierce as the sun?

Hated and hunted, Ever you wander, Bearing a message:
G-d is but one!

Israel, my people, G-d’s greatest riddle, will your solution ever
be told?

Philip Raskin
(adapted)

Greg praying at the Kotel (Western Wall), Jerusalem. Photo by Janet Lawrence



The Story
of

Passover

Ophel Archaeological Park, Jerusalem.
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She decided to adopt the baby boy. She named him Moses,
which means “Drawn from the Water.” Ironically, Jocheved
was hired by the princess to be his nanny, and was able to
see him grow up. Moses was raised in luxury at Pharoah’s
palace. There he lived a privileged life, enjoying all of the
benefits of royalty.

Growing up, Moses also knew of his humble origins. As stated
in the Torah, “Moses grew up and went out amongst his
brothers.” He saw their suffering and felt deep pain in his soul
for his people. Once, Moses saw an Egyptian
taskmaster beating an Israelite slave and couldn’t control his
anger. He looked about to make sure that no one was looking,
and then killed the Egyptian to save the slave. He hid the body
in the sand, hoping that nobody saw him.

The next day Moses saw two Hebrews fighting. When he tried
to break it up, one of them said to him, “Who made you chief
and ruler over us? Do you mean to kill me as you killed the
Egyptian?” Moses knew that what he did was known, and had
to flee Egypt before Pharoah would have him killed. He fled
the land of Egypt, eastward to the land of Midian. There he
became a shepard, got married and had children.

One day while he was tending to his sheep, Moses heard the
voice of G-d calling to him from a bush. The bush was on fire,
but it was not burning up. It was miraculously still intact! Moses
answered G-d by saying, “Here I am.” Then, G-d spoke these
Words to Moses:

“I am the G-d of your fathers, the G-d of Abraham, the G-d of
Isaac, the G-d of Jacob. I have surely seen the suffering of My
people in Egypt and have heard their cries because of their
taskmasters. So I have come to deliver them out of the hand
of the Egyptians and to bring them up out of that land to a
large and good land, a land flowing with milk and honey.
Therefore, come now, and I will send you to Pharoah that you
may bring forth my people, the children of Israel, out of Egypt.”

The story goes back, through the sands of time, to a
distant age and strange place. It begins with Joseph in Egypt.
He was sold by his jealous brothers to an Egyptian as a slave,
to get rid of him. He was now a foreign slave in the land of
Egypt. After some time there, Joseph was imprisoned for a
crime he did not commit. G-d had endowed him with the gift of
interpreting dreams. When it was announced that the Pharoah
(the king of Egypt) was having dreams that he could not
understand, Joseph was brought to him to interpret them.
When Joseph successfully interpreted the dreams, Pharoah
rewarded him by appointing him prince over the land, only
second to Pharoah in power. In that position, Joseph helped
Egypt to survive seven years of famine that Joseph had
predicted from the dreams. In fact, Joseph served Egypt so
well that all of the neighboring countries affected by the famine
came to buy food from Egypt, in order to survive.

Hunger in the land of Canaan eventually brought Joseph’s
eleven brothers and their families, along with their father
Jacob, to Egypt. There were seventy souls in all that came.
After they were reunited with Joseph, they were settled in a
part of Egypt known as Goshen. They were known as the
Israelites. As time went by, they had prospered in the land and
grew into a multitude.

Long after Joseph had died, a new Pharoah arose to power.
He ignored the contributions that Joseph had made to Egypt,
and became suspicious of the Israelites. He issued harsh
decrees against them, and enslaved them. He ordered every
first-born male child to be put to death!

At this time, a baby boy was born to a woman named
Jocheved, and her husband, Amram, of the tribe of Levi. The
boy was hidden away by his mother so he could live. One day
Jocheved put the boy in a floating basket to float by Pharoah’s
daughter as she bathed in the Nile River. The daughter
discovered the basket – with baby inside – as it floated by.



Let My People Go
When Israel was in Egypt land, let My people go.
Oppressed so hard they could not stand, let My people go.

Refrain:
Go down, go down, way down in Egypt land,
Tell ol’ Pharoah, let My people go.

Thus saith the Lord bold Moses said, let My people go.
If not I’ll smite your people dead, let My people go.
(Refrain)

As Israel stood by the water side, let My people go.
By G-d’s command it did divide, let My people go.
(Refrain)

Moses had plead with G-d not to send him, as he claimed “I
am slow of speech, and slow of tongue.” So G-d provided
Moses’ brother, Aaron, to meet up with him and to be the
spokesman. Together they returned to Egypt and confronted
Pharoah, to do G-d’s bidding – to free the Israelites.

At first, Pharoah and his courtiers were amused by the “new”
Moses and his spokesman, but eventually came to realize that
they meant serious business. Initially the Egyptians were able
to replicate the “magic” that Moses and Aaron displayed to
Pharoah, such as turning a rod into a snake. But the plagues
increased in complexity and severity, to the point that even the
Egyptians could not replicate. The plagues became so intense
that the courtiers begged Pharoah to let the Israelites leave
Egypt – on G-d’s terms.

Despite Moses’s pleas and the threat of G-d’s wrath, Pharoah
stubbornly and arrogantly refused to let the Israelites go. G-d
hardened Pharoah’s heart and afflicted the Egyptians with a
total of ten plagues. One plague after another was brought
upon the Egyptians. During each plague, Pharoah would
agree to release the Israelites, but after the plague was over,
he would change his mind back to keeping them enslaved.
Only after the climax of the tenth plague, the killing of the
first-born, did Pharoah allow the Israelites to leave in freedom.

We now recite the list of plagues. We pour off a drop of wine
after mentioning each plague, aloud. We do this not only to
remember the plagues, but to also show sympathy for what
the Egyptians suffered. A full cup of wine is a symbol of joy.
Our joy is not full when we recall suffering. Even though they
harshly oppressed us, they too were human beings, children
of G-d.

The story of the plagues contains a reminder to all nations.
When they oppress any of their people, when they show no
concern for human beings, when they are indifferent to human
suffering, they are preparing for their own destruction. A
nation that wants to grow and prosper must grant “Liberty and
Justice for all.” The Torah commands: “Proclaim liberty
throughout the land to all of its inhabitants.”



















We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of
the fierce urgency of now. This is no time to engage in the
luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of
gradualism. Now is the time to rise from the desolate valley of
segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the time
to open the doors of opportunity to all of G-d’s children. Now
is the time to lift our nation from the quicksands of racial
injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood.

I say to you today, my friends, that in spite of the difficulties
and frustrations of the moment I still have a dream. It is a
dream deeply rooted in the American dream. I have a dream
that my four little children will one day live in a nation where
they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the
content of their character.

If America is to be a great nation this must become true. So let
freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire.
Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York! Let
freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of
Pennsylvania! Let freedom ring from the snowcapped
Rockies of Colorado! Let freedom ring from the curvaceous
peaks of California! But not only that; let freedom ring from
Stone Mountain of Georgia! Let freedom ring from every hill
and mole hill of Mississippi! From every mountainside,
let freedom ring.

When we let freedom ring, when we let it ring from every state
and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of
G-d’s children, people of every color and hue, Jews and
Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands
and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual, “Free at last!
Free at last! Thank G-d Almighty, we are free at last!”

Martin Luther King Jr.
August 28, 1963,

At the Lincoln Memorial, Washington D.C.

I Have A Dream
I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in
history as the greatest demonstration for freedom in the history
of our nation. Five score years ago, a great American, in
whose symbolic shadow we stand, signed the emancipation
proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great
beacon of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been
seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous
daybreak to end the long night of captivity.

But one hundred years later, we must face the tragic fact that
the Negro is still not free. One hundred years later, the life of
the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation
and the chains of discrimination. One hundred years later, the
Negro lives on a lonely island of poverty in the midst of a vast
ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later the
Negro is still languishing in the corners of American society
and finds himself an exile in his own land. We are here to
dramatize an appalling condition.

In a sense we have come to our nation’s Capital to cash a
check. When the architects of our Republic wrote the
magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of
Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which
every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that
all men would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.

It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this
promissory note insofar as her citizens of color are concerned.
Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given
the Negro people a bad check: A check which has come back
marked “insufficient funds.” But we refuse to believe that the
bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that there are
insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this
nation. So we have come to cash this check – a check that will
give up upon demand the riches of freedom and the security
of justice.



Gratitude for the State of Israel
The world witnessed the greatest atrocity ever waged against
the Jewish people. It also witnessed the great miracle of the
reborn Jewish State of Israel.

It was fifty-two years from when Theodor Herzl, the founder of
modern-day Zionism, and Author of “The Jewish State,”
predicted that the modern State of Israel would come into
existence.

In the late 1800’s the first Zionist pioneers and
settlers began to inhabit the land, preparing it for eventual
rebirth. The United Nations voted in 1947 for the creation of a
free and independent Jewish State.

After nearly 1,900 years the dream of returning to the land of
our ancestors was about to become a reality. The modern
State of Israel was declared on May 14, 1948 by David Ben
Gurion, the first Prime Minister of Israel. A few hours after the
declaration, the new state was attacked by a coalition army of
seven Arab states.

The Spirit of the Six Million, along with our ancestors and
forefathers, gave the new Israelis inspiration to fight and
protect the country. There have been many wars fought and
security operations waged, in order for Israel to survive. Many
brave Jewish heroes and heroines have sacrificed their lives
so that others can live free in peace. We salute them.

On this Seder night, when we thank G-d for his gift of freedom,
we think not only of the freedom from Egyptian bondage. We
also think of the freedom for the independent State of Israel,
which has redeemed and gathered Jews from the world over.
Our people now have a place to be free from exile; a place to
be free from persecution; a place to build a new and free life
in the ancient land of our ancestors. For this, we are
forever grateful.

Theodor Herzl,
Founder of Zionism.







The Eight Day Test
by

Rosa Lee Bernstein (Rothblatt)

Call it Pesach or call it Passover
But know that nothing can be greater
Than for Jews to earnestly observe

The first and second Seders

Sponge cake instead of pie a-la-mode
Wine instead of beer

Nuts instead of bubble gum
You can do it for one week a year

Eight days are not so very long
Compared with those bitter years

Our ancestors wandered, suffered, slaved
Be thankful you haven’t those fears

Boxes of matzos not loaves of bread
Bitter along with the sweet

The pride you’ll feel at the end of the week
If you don’t give in to defeat

Be glad you are free
And be glad you are able

To welcome family, friends, strangers
To your Seder table

And for fellow Jews all over the world
Help make their happiness real

By donating as much as you can
To the United Jewish Appeal!

The following poem was written in 1951 when Rosa Lee
was a student at the University of Illinois. It was the first
time that she would be away from home for Passover and
the Seders. She went to Hillel (the Jewish student’s group
on campus) to sign up for a Seder. The staff asked her if
she could help and write a poem about Passover for Hillel’s
monthly bulletin.

She thought it would be a nice challenge, and so agreed.
They told her to make certain the last line of the poem
rhymed with “United Jewish Appeal.” The United Jewish
Appeal has since changed it’s name to “The Jewish
Federation,” but the message is the same – donate money
to less fortunate Jews around the world.

It’s Rosa Lee’s joy to annually recite this poem to family
and friends at our Seder.

Life is a constant change. It’s nice to know that
some traditions remain the same.
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Family Chanukah Party 2010
Party Attendees (left to right), Back Row: Ciara Lawrence,
John Lawrence, Benny Bergman, Martine Rothblatt,
Aaron Globerson.
Middle Row: Amy Bergman, Rosa Lee Rothblatt,
Bina Rothblatt, Deborah Globerson.
Front Row: Biscuit, Rachel Berkowitz, Susan “Ema” Miller,
Kayla Globerson, David Globerson, Greg Berkowitz,
Janet Lawrence-Berkowitz.


