
Kol Nidrei Reflection by Brian Lavendel 
 
Thank you Rabbi Laurie. Good Yontif everyone. 

 
Last week I received a last-minute invitation to Bonn, Germany to the UN Climate Change 
Conference as part of a team of co-counselors. Why last minute? The leader of the delegation 
was adamant about Jews being represented on the team but all the European Jews she asked 
kept turning her down. Gee I wonder why. 

 
As one colleague said to me: Hmm, a Jew is offered an all-expenses-paid trip to Germany? Why 
does that sound familiar? 

 
Many of you know what co-counseling is. For those who don’t, the briefest version is that we 
listen to each other. And by listening, we heal old hurts. 

 
I couldn’t decide if I should go. On the one hand, the delegation had laudable goals. We listen 
to activists and community leaders and support them by breaking down barriers--such as 
classism and racism--that keep us from building a socially and environmentally sustainable 
society. But it would also be an extremely demanding trip. Could I function successfully under 
high-stress surrounded by Germans, Germans speaking German, in Germany? 

 
While pondering, I dug out some old notes from a workshop I attended outside of Warsaw, 
Poland--my mom’s hometown. It was a workshop on healing from the hurts of World War II. 
Some people remarked that it was brave of me to go. But there were folks there for whom 
going to the workshop was a much more difficult step. 

 
I remember meeting a young woman by the name Julianne. She and I were in a small support 
group together. She was also at the workshop to heal from the hurts of WW II. Only she was 
there as a German. And as a granddaughter of a Nazi officer. And by telling our stories to each 
other, we fell in love with each other. Not in the romantic sense but in the human sense. We 
were undoing the emotional harm that interferes with our ability to think clearly and sets us 
against each other.  

 
Following the workshop in Warsaw, we traveled to Auschwitz. There we were invited to write 
down the names of family members who were killed in the war. And as the group stood in a 
circle, we passed the list around and each of us read a name aloud. You can call it Bashert or 
fate: Julianne read aloud the name of the great Aunt I would never know.  

 
So when I had to decide if I wanted to go to Germany to lend support to the European 
communities, I thought of Julianne and how much she wanted to heal herself and her people 
from the hurts of the war. And I think of myself and my people, here--in our community, in our 
city, in our nation, and in Israel and wonder how long it will take us to walk the road of healing. 

 
 


