It was
sunny when we
arrived…

rain began
falling
as we
entered the
gas chambers,

silent 
tears
imploring us:

Remember.

-may 30, auschwitz-birkenau


The temptation to
shout
Burn it all
down!
stings in my
throat, the
desire to
rid the earth of the
stain of such
vile injustice…

but the
evidence
must continue to
give testimony
during a
trial 
that has 
not 
ended yet.

-may 30, auschwitz-birkenau




We cannot simply
wait until
heaven

while
hell
is being
created
on earth
right now.

-micah 6:8

-may 30, auschwitz-birkenau




They laughed
after seeing the
ovens.

They laughed
on their way
down to the
corpse cellar.

They laughed
and talked
as if they
were not
surrounded
by hooks on
the walls
used to
strangle
prisoners,
as if we 
were not
standing feet away
from the
lift used to
bring bodies upstairs
to be
burned.

At best –
they did
not
understand.
At worst –
they did
not 
care.

-june 5, buchenwald





There is
no way
they didn’t
know –
no way they
didn’t
see –
unless they
plugged their
ears, 
closed their
eyes, and
hardened
their own
hearts
willingly.

This city,
known for its
art,
literature,
philosophy,
has now become
smeared with the
blood and
ashes of
atrocity,
crimes against
humanity.
How can
civilians and
prisoners together
build 
hand grenades
with the
former returning
to attend a
Schiller play
while the
latter continues to
waste away?

They knew.
Of course they
knew.
How much
easier would it
be to
swallow
if they
didn’t.

-weimar




How does one
kill
an idea?

An apple
pierced
by an
arrow
is still an
apple.

A room
robbed of its
furniture
leaves traces –
shadows and 
creaks in the
floorboards where
couches once
sat and
people once
walked.

A story, once 
shared, 
develops and
evolves, as
generation after
generation
shares it
again and 
again.

No, you
cannot
kill an
idea.
Like energy, it
never dies.

It transforms.

But an idea
possesses something
that energy
does not –

an idea can
transform
us.

-june 6, schiller’s house



As we
emerge
from our
pilgrimage
to the
pit –
dirt,
sweat, and
blood on our
faces –
how will we
return to the
surface?

Will we
go back to
regular life and
routine as
usual, 
or will the
hallowed grounds
we have
walked together
haunt us in the
days to 
come?

God forbid this
journey
do nothing to
soften our 
hearts,
sharpen our
minds, and
widen our
eyes.

-june 7, on the return flight






