REFLECTIONS ON KRISTALLNACHT
by Phoebe Lehrer

Good afternoon, everybody. My name is Phoebe, and I'm here today to talk about
my impressions of Kristallnacht.

My Jewish experience has contained much beautiful glass

The glass of the Shabbos wine

The glass of my temple lights

The glass of crystalline candle holders

And even shards of broken glass at weddings

Bathed in golden light from the coloured windows of my shule
The stained-glass windows are shards themselves, held together
Beautiful on their own but splendid put in the frame

| cannot imagine having to step into or out of homes and businesses and
places of God in the morning after Kristallnacht and feeling the

brittle shifting and crunch

Walking over glass is slippery and unstable

It feels dangerous

Even if you never fall

We can’t walk through life expecting it will never happen again

It is real and it is here

| ride into the city on a crowded train, step off and see smashed bottles and jars
Glass reflects and refracts

Whispering the ignorant words, | can almost pretend | don’t hear

| should not have to walk with my head down to look for the glass

But | cannot run through barefoot

But you mustn’t dream of cracked cups

This is what | understand Kristallnacht to be

This is how | hear the crunch of the shattered glass

It can hurt and it can be sharp

| am allowed to feel the glass under my feet and continue to walk on

| believe we all can

Even if it hurts, when the sun rises and catches on the shards it will shine
We can pick the splinters out of our palms and knees where we fell and
caught ourselves and helped each other up

We can lean on each other because we have community and we will not be
smashed apart now, or ever again

| hope you enjoyed and found meaning in my words.

Shabbat Shalom
Phoebe Lehrer



