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WELCOME

Dear Friends,

You are about to meet 25 exceptional young people. Their voices will be heard, and their message is 
destined to be shared. They are part of a legacy of student upstanders with vision and promise to Stop 
the Hate.®

This year marks the 12th anniversary of the Stop the Hate® program. In that time, we have heard 
from thousands of students using the power of words to reflect on and respond to intolerance and 
indifference. As a museum that stands firmly aligned with diversity and inclusion, we are proud to 
support students who use their voices for good.

In eleven years, we have provided $1.2 million in college scholarships and anti-bias education grants, 
and we have engaged over 30,000 students across 12 Northeast Ohio counties to stand up and speak 
out against hate. 

Still, after 12 years, the world needs this kind of program now more than ever. The time is now to support 
compassion and empathy – not only for others, but also for ourselves. 

No single person on Earth is exactly the same as another. We are all different. And we all matter. To all 
the students who have participated in Stop the Hate®, this is only the beginning. Your voices can and will 
make a difference. Never stop fighting for what you believe. We can’t wait to see what you’ll do next! 

Sincerely,  
TAMAR & MILTON MALTZ
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ABOUT STOP THE HATE®

Stop the Hate® challenges young people to consider the impact of 
intolerance and the role of the individual in effecting change. The Maltz 
Museum initiative celebrates Northeast Ohio students committed to 
creating a more accepting, inclusive society. 

This year we honor the memory and spirit of maestro Leonard Bernstein, 
one of the greatest artists of the 20th century, whose life and legacy is 
explored in the Maltz Museum’s special exhibition Leonard Bernstein: The 
Power of Music.

When speaking shortly following the assassination of John F. Kennedy, 
Bernstein famously said:

This will be our reply to violence: to make music more intensely, more 
devotedly than ever before. 

Leonard Bernstein used his talents and abilities to positively impact the 
world in which he lived. He responded to the crises of the 20th century – 
from wars and assassinations to political upheaval and protests – with 
the belief that beauty and art could make a difference in the world 
by inspiring peace and harmony. As an educator, he sought to inspire 
future generations by teaching about music and sharing his passion with 
countless students. Bernstein was a man of action, advocating for what 
he believed in and using his position of power to fight for positive change.

We asked students to think about their own lives. Have you 
witnessed or experienced acts of injustice, racism, bigotry, or 
discrimination? How were you impacted by what you experienced, 
saw, or heard? What did you do, or what will you do, in response to 
these circumstances in order to create justice and positive change in 
your community? 
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FINALISTS

2020 Youth Sing Out Winners

Cleveland Heights High School – Tie First Place High School, “E.T.A.H” & “We Can Change Our World” 
Midview High School – Runner-up High School, “Unjustifiable” 

Wade Park School – First Place Middle School, “YOURS N MINES” 
Newton D. Baker School of Arts – Runner-up Middle School, “Fight the Hate, Don’t Discriminate!”

2020 Youth Speak Out Grand Prize Scholarship Student Finalists

GRADE 12

Daijanae Crenshaw, Cleveland School of Science and Medicine 
Vita S. Davis, Valley Forge High School 

Kennedy Fletcher, Shaker Heights High School 
Tatiana Lipert, Saint Joseph Academy 
Leah Messemer, Hudson High School 

Julia Newman, Hawken School 
Kathleen Pagán Arzola, James Ford Rhodes High School 

Savannah Patterson, Beaumont School 
Nia Terrell, Charles F. Brush High School

GRADE 11

Faicia Giddings, Cleveland School of the Arts

2020 Youth Speak Out Student Finalists

Please note: Students have changed names used within their essays to protect identities.

GRADE 10 
David Kuang 
Beachwood High School

GRADE 9 
Ethan Boggs 
Firelands High School

GRADE 8 
Tolga Cavusoglu 
Beachwood Middle School

GRADE 7 
Eden G. Austin 
Beachwood Middle School 

GRADE 6 
Annabel Green 
Hudson Middle School 

 
Nayeli Ocasio 
Lincoln-West School of Global Studies

 
Jackie Lonsway 
Mayfield High School

 
Probir Mukherjee 
Beachwood Middle School

 
Kelsey Cohen 
Beachwood Middle School

 
Guneet Karra 
Hudson Middle School

 
Bowen Zhang 
Beachwood High School

 
Matthew Thomas 
Mayfield High School 

 
Noor Sleik 
Hudson Montessori School

 
Radha Pareek 
Beachwood Middle School 

 
Eric Robinson 
Hudson Middle School

®
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Daijanae Crenshaw
12th Grade, Cleveland School of Science and Medicine
I was in seventh grade when my teacher asked the new student to introduce herself. When she said her name, 
I noticed she had a very deep voice and a name that sounded very masculine. I was very confused, as were my 
classmates. We did not know if she was a girl or a boy. That year was very hard for her because she was bullied and 
teased because she was different. I felt so bad due to the fact that the people who bullied her were my own friends. 
They called her names, stole her diary, and read the personal things she wrote inside of it to everyone during lunch. 
When we got to Science class, everyone was laughing about what they did. The way they were acting disgusted 
me, so I told everyone that they were wrong for what they did to her. Many people remained silent but some tried 
to make themselves right when they were clearly wrong. After this incident my friends stopped picking on the new 
girl and we remained friends. I’m not a bully and didn’t want to be friends with bullies so I started talking to her and 
sitting by her. We bonded from that experience and became friends.
During our eighth grade year, she finally told the whole class that she’s a transgender female. Before I met her, I 
thought we were all either born a boy or a girl, and anything in between was abnormal to me. I supported her by 
using the pronouns she/her/hers when referring to her, by respecting her as a person and not treating her like an 
outsider, and by defending her against rude people and not laughing at their jokes. When we moved on to high 
school, we stayed in touch through Instagram because we didn’t attend the same school. About two years later, she 
dropped out of high school due to bullying. I applaud people like her because she was brave enough to come out to 
her family and entire class about her identity. If I hadn’t met her I probably would still be ignorant about the LGBTQ 
community.
Transgender people battle so many different obstacles that 
heterosexual people would not understand, like not being 
accepted by their families, struggling to find friends, and 
being outcast because of their sexuality and gender 
identity. As a result of her story I learned the importance 
of standing up for one another and not being a 
bystander. Before this experience I felt like whatever 
people did and went through was their own business 
and had nothing to do with me, now I know that if one 
person doesn’t stand up for what’s right then no one 
will. Additionally, this situation also helped spark 
my interest in psychology , leading me to take AP 
Psychology in 10th grade. Today I hope to pursue 
a career in Behavioral Psychology.

Daijanae Crenshaw is a senior at the Cleveland 
School of Science and Medicine. She is very creative 
and loves writing poetry, listening to music, and 
discussing what she’s reading with her book club. 
She will attend Wittenberg University and hopes to 
pursue a career in behavioral psychology. 
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Vita Davis
12th Grade, Valley Forge High School
Superhero
Every challenge in your life turns into a lesson. You learn from these challenges; you grow from them. They are 
inevitable. Due to my innocence, I always thought of life as something that we will always have. I did not realize that 
death could come whenever it felt like it. I realized in ninth grade that I was wrong. May 19th, 2017, I believed that 
my life was over and that I would never be the same again.
I woke up not feeling right, something was not right. I was not sick at all, my heart was just really heavy and I could 
not breathe. I asked my mom if I could stay home from school and she luckily said yes. I went back to sleep hoping 
it was something I could just sleep off, but I was suddenly woken up from my sleep by my phone. I checked it and I 
found out my older brother, who was only 22, had passed away from senseless gun violence at 12:34 am.
That is what I was feeling. My spirit knew what happened before I knew. I was feeling many emotions: anger, 
sadness, disbelief. I had a lot of thoughts running through my head. I had just lost my superhero. The only man in 
my life who cared for me. He was my father figure, my favorite brother, my superhero. I told myself I would never 
get over it. Throughout the rest of that year, my heart was filled with hatred as I realized he was really gone. It was 
draining me. I could feel that I was changing. It was not for the good either, and I did not like it. It took a toll on my 
life and my school life. I did not like the person I was becoming; something had to change.
The summer of 2019 I found myself again. I found my worth and I 
started to look at the brighter side. You have to cherish what you have 
while you are here. Life is not promised. I concluded that I cannot 
live the rest of my life hating myself and the person who took my 
brother from me. I had to be positive for my family because I know 
that is what he wanted. In my downtime I started to educate 
myself on gun violence, I wanted to learn about it. This was my 
challenge. Instead of being negative and hating people for it, 
I owned it. It is MY challenge. My challenge is the reason I am 
here today. My challenge helped me grow. My challenge 
found my worth.

Vita S. Davis is a senior at Valley Forge High School, where 
she is a cheerleader and is an active member of the Girls’ 
Empowerment Group. After high school, she plans to study 
political science at Lincoln University outside of Philadelphia. 
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Kennedy Fletcher
12th Grade, Shaker Heights High School
“You’re pretty for a black girl”
“You’re pretty for a black girl.” This “compliment” weighs on my subconscious like a backpack filled with cement. 
When I felt like I didn’t look my best I would instinctively question if having lighter skin would help. I don’t ever recall 
these beliefs being directly instilled in me. Why did it seem like I automatically believed the lighter the better? I was 
in elementary school when a friend and I noticed how our skin color fluctuates from season to season. My skin was 
tanned from the excessive amount of time I spent outside under the summer sun. We compared our tans. She raised 
her radiant toffee arm up to my dull mahogany colored arm. I shoved my arm away. I was pained. The pain cut like 
razors across my veins. Why did I feel so inferior? I longed to feel comfortable in my own skin.
“You’re pretty for a black girl.” Somehow I would only ever hear these words if my hair was bone straight. There 
could be no threat of a kink or curl. I only ever missed one day of swim class from fifth to sixth grade. I wished I had 
missed one more. My mom made sure my braids were always tight and secure. I felt a pop in my head and quickly 
realized the rubber band holding one of my braids had snapped. I knew my hair would be a mess for the rest of 
the day but I refused to let this minor inconvenience stop me. I secured my hair as best I could and got in the pool. 
After class, I bolted to the locker room. I knew my hair was going to devour the majority of my time so I instantly 
got to work. My focus strayed constantly as the giggling began to consume me. My “friends” pointed and laughed. 
“Ew, why does your hair do that?” I laughed with them, demeaning my worth, my natural self. I attempted to banish 
these peculiar insecurities. Why did they laugh at my natural hair? Why did these laughs stick with me? The laughter 
rang in my head like a broken alarm. I longed to feel comfortable with 
my natural hair.
It took time for me to reach the point of total self-love. But, eventually 
I made it through watching the self-loving, confident black women 
surrounding me. I want to influence young black girls the same 
way so many amazing black women helped me. I’ve been able 
to make an impact on my local youth through participating in 
my Student Group on Race Relations (SGORR). Working with 
SGORR has brought me another amazing opportunity of 
working with Operation Beautiful, a club working with young 
girls – predominantly black – that helps build confidence and 
self-love. I hope to continue this work during college as well 
as continuing to strengthen my self-image.

Kennedy Fletcher is a senior at Shaker Heights High School. 
She is a member of the Student Group on Race Relations, the 
Raiderettes dance team, and the Student-Superintendent 
Advisory Council. She enjoys photography, hiking, and 
traveling. She wants to attend a large state school in a big 
city somewhere and is considering going to medical school. 
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Faicia Giddings
11th Grade, Cleveland School of the Arts
“Hey, do you eat with your hands, or do you dance around fire in Africa?” “Is it true that Africans don’t know how to 
read or write?” These were just a few questions I was asked when I moved to America from Liberia. One thing I will 
never forget was my freshman history class. My history teacher was teaching a lesson about how the western world 
shares Africa like pizza. I knew the moment class was over kids would have something to say to me. Sure enough, a 
boy stopped me. He shouted, “Hey African!” When I didn’t respond, he said, “Do you want to know why I don’t like 
you or anyone from Africa? You sold us to the western world as slaves. You betrayed us, you sold us to the white men 
and the white men made us slaves. They abused my people and treated them like animals because of Africans.”
I couldn’t believe what he was saying about my cultural identity. I just stood there and listened to everything he was 
telling me. I could see the anger in him, so I did not say anything back. After a few days passed, I finally decided to 
talk to him. I went up to him after class and asked him if he would give me a minute to talk to him because I wanted 
to teach him about his African identity. When he said he wasn’t African, I told him his ancestors were, “That’s why your 
first name is African — because of your ancestors’ history.” I told him that Africans were once uneducated, and white 
colonizers saw this as an opportunity to fool them. The white men said, “give me some of your people in exchange for 
civilization,” and since Africans didn’t know what civilization was, they fell for whatever the white men said to them. 
They lied and used our African people to get slaves and African resources such as minerals, wealth, and diamonds, 
and they even benefited from African agricultural products and took over African land. We talked for about an hour 
and half about slavery. After our conversation he finally understood why Africans sold their own people.
It was important for me to teach him this because I did not want him to be 
misinformed about his history. I told him this because I care. I would love to 
travel to teach African history to kids who don’t know anything about Africa. 
I have a YouTube channel and I talk about motivation and share other 
people’s stories about anything that shines a positive light on us. I have a 
video about staying positive if someone is bullying you and how to shine 
your light in the world. I hope these videos can help make a difference in 
the world for people like me who have been bullied before or change a 
bully’s heart. In order to stop the hate we all need to learn about each 
other’s cultural perspectives.

Faicia Giddings is a junior at Cleveland School of the Arts. She loves 
to sing and write her own songs and is a passionate member of 
her school’s choir. She likes to braid hair and upload videos to her 
YouTube channel in her free time. She plans to take nursing classes 
through Cuyahoga Community College this summer and eventually 
to study at Case Western Reserve University to become a midwife. 
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Tatiana Lipert
12th Grade, Saint Joseph Academy
Sitting on an icy concrete stoop, I’m curled over the book in my lap. I attempt to focus on the fantastical adventure, 
but tears well in my eyes, making the words blur in my vision. I’m trying desperately to block out the laughter and 
excitement of my classmates ringing across the playground. I’ve tried dozens of times to join them, but each time I’m 
hit by a barrage of insults. “She can’t catch anything… She’s just a math nerd.” The echoes of their voices are trapped 
in my mind, and I suffer alone. No one notices. No one cares.
Discrimination against girls talented in math and science is not limited to grade school playgrounds. Despite 
significant pushes to empower girls by providing more STEM (Science, Technology, Engineering & Math) 
opportunities, and media efforts to show it’s cool to be smart, girls still pursue technical careers at a significantly low 
rate. I believe this is due to perpetual social stigmas, just like what I’ve experienced and continue to face.
It’s a hidden plague thriving on the rats of prejudice and intimidation which suppress our girls’ natural talents and 
aspirations. Worst of all, this disease festers most among ourselves (girls) due to jealousy and insecurity. This kind 
of injustice causes girls to lose part of themselves, and their freedom to be who they are truly meant to be. Having 
endured this prejudice myself, my empathy compels me to help and encourage other girls to discover their own 
STEM potential.
I believe that by sharing my enthusiasm for technology I help support other girls in several important ways: I inspire 
interest and encourage participation in STEM activities, leverage leadership roles to ensure all voices and ideas are 
heard, and by my own achievements demonstrate real possibilities.
I founded a Techie-Club at my grade school to help inspire young students 
to use technology to improve our school. As a junior robotics mentor, I 
encouraged two young girls to become independent from their older 
brothers and find their own abilities to be key team contributors. On my 
all-girl high school robotics team, I use compassionate leadership to 
help the team learn how to overcome technical challenges. I advocate 
for girls to join me in participating on an all-boys school’s robotics 
team. I help coordinate and host Science Club events to bring 
technically expert women speakers to share why they think girls 
should be involved in STEM. In recognition for my dedication 
and excellence in Honors Engineering, I was personally invited 
by the president of my school to represent our engineering 
program in a televised interview and in a promotional 
video. I also actively encourage my friends personally to 
explore their interests in science.
Through all of this, I have learned that if I don’t 
buckle under the disparagement of others, I can be 
a tenacious force for change. It is my aspiration to 
surround myself with like-minded people in my future 
who will help me continue to demonstrate the value 
of women in engineering.

Tatiana Lipert is a senior at Saint Joseph Academy, where she 
leads the Science Club, the Chinese Club, and the Robotics 
Team. She has been a Girl Scout for 13 years and received 
a Gold Award for her engineering service project. She 
loves to read and learn new things, and she hopes to study 
engineering and Chinese language and culture in college. 
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Leah Messemer
12th Grade, Hudson High School
“You are not normal!” shouted a fellow seventh grade student in response to seeing my hearing aids. “That is 
because I am unique and a limited edition,” I shot back. It was the first time I had found my voice and began to 
advocate for myself. Since developing bilateral hearing loss two years prior, I had learned to develop a thick skin in 
order to combat such behavior, but the comment still stung. It was at that moment that I decided that I would not 
let my hearing loss or the negative behavior of others define my life.
I discovered the bitter taste of discrimination when I initially tried out for travel volleyball. My hearing aids drew 
stares from players and coaches. Wordlessly, without evaluating my ability, the coaches led me to the farthest court 
and ignored me. Determined to make a team the following year, I decided to try out without wearing my hearing 
aids and my strategy worked. After making the team and proving my ability, I proudly wore my hearing aids and 
gained the acceptance of my coaches and peers. During a volleyball game, a referee singled me out, yelling at me 
to remove my earrings. I patiently explained to him that these were hearing aids and I was entitled to wear them 
just like other players were entitled to wear their glasses.
The most shocking event didn’t occur on the court, but in the classroom. A teacher was asking students about their 
college plans. When my turn came I eagerly stated I planned to study forensic biology and later forensic pathology. 
“Well like that’s going to really happen,” she snarled, ridiculing me in front of the class. Since I am an honors student, 
I was stunned by her response.
Although these experiences have been painful, I have learned to 
advocate for myself and others who may be facing similar trials. 
I volunteer for the Dane Foundation and Ms. Wheelchair USA, 
supporting individuals with disabilities. Serving as a hearing loss 
ambassador for my school, I visit younger students with hearing 
loss to give them a role model and to show they are not alone. I 
have also developed presentations for incoming freshman with 
hearing loss and served on a panel at Kent State University in 
order to educate audiology students. Currently, I am working to 
inform others about Ohio House Bill 243, which would require 
insurance companies to pay for hearing aids for children 
instead of classifying them as cosmetic devices. I have met 
with Representative Weinstein, a co-sponsor of the bill, to 
ask questions and offer support.
I try to use humor, patience, and education to teach 
others to embrace diversity and celebrate differences. 
Standing up against injustice and intolerance can be a 
lonely endeavor. When I get discouraged, I remember 
this quote from Maya Angelou, “Develop enough 
courage so that you can stand up for yourself and 
then stand up for somebody else.” With this mindset 
we can empower ourselves and others to change.

Leah Messemer is a senior at Hudson High School, where 
she is a member of the National Honor Society and the 
Random Acts of Kindness Club, and is the treasurer of the 
History Club. She wants to attend a school in the south 
to escape the Cleveland weather and to study molecular 
biology and forensic science. She plans to continue her 
ASL studies and to become a certified interpreter. 
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Julia Newman
12th Grade, Hawken School
I heard the steady noise of a drum as it got closer to my team’s cross-country tent, and I watched as a group of boys 
flooded past me yelling “Go Warriors!” The leader wore a large headdress while others had red painted chests. 
Usually composed of eagle feathers, the war bonnet symbolizes honor and valor for heroic deeds in war. Did those 
“warriors” know the history of this important cultural symbol to Native Americans? Did they realize that while they 
celebrated their school mascot, they were also stereotyping an entire group of people?
The school I attend does not have any connections or affiliations with Native Americans and tries to champion 
equality for everyone, but why as a student body did we chant “Whoo Ha…on the War Path?” In my ninth grade year, 
I was eager to fit in with the girls on the cross-country team. When we huddled together before our first meet, we 
began to rock side to side and we chanted “Whoo Ha… on the War Path.” I did not realize it at the time, but this chant 
had become ingrained in our school culture without anyone really understanding the meaning behind the chant. For 
many Native Americans, “warpath” is not a positive term; it is not simply a group of warriors going to battle. It is used 
by the dominant culture to deem Native Americans as savage and brutal in their actions during war and make them 
out to be uncivilized.
In the State of Ohio, there are approximately eighty-five high schools that have a Native American mascot. There 
are Warriors, Braves, Indians, and Redskins. While I cannot speak from personal experience about being Native 
American, I am committed to making a difference for what is right by seeking to eliminate these offensive mascots. 
Native Americans are not historic relics or symbols to be used, but humans who 
deserve dignity and respect. As I learned about the marginalization of Native 
American culture in a recent history elective, I felt as though something had 
to be done in my community. As a senior leader on the cross-country team, 
I changed our chant, so we did not disrespect Native Americans. We also 
talked with other student leaders who were able to make sure that at the 
Homecoming pep rally the athletic department did not promote this 
cheer and our school would no longer perpetuate this stereotype. 
In order to change perspectives, we must start at the local and state 
levels. I would like to petition OHSAA and the Governor of Ohio 
to follow other states who have legally outlawed the use of these 
mascots. In 2015 Adidas offered schools new gear if they eliminated 
these racist mascots; unfortunately, none in Ohio accepted the 
offer. While many school systems in Ohio may cite tradition as a 
reason to keep the mascot, Native Americans are not honored 
by these representations. Ultimately, the use of these mascots 
perpetuates and normalizes a stereotype that must change.

Julia Newman is a senior at Hawken School, where she runs 
cross country, plays lacrosse, and enjoys studying English, World 
Religions, and Art. She helps her family to raise guide dogs for 
Guiding Eyes for the Blind. She is interested in global affairs and 
wants to study abroad in England during college in pursuit of a 
degree in political science or international relations. 
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Kathleen Pagán Arzola
12th Grade, James Ford Rhodes High School
Since I came to the United States, nothing has been easy. I’ve faced racism due to my accent and discrimination due 
to my disability. At first, I could do little to defend myself because I didn’t know enough English; I knew just enough 
to know that I was being pointed at. People called me names that I still can’t speak without crying. My parents had 
always treated me like others, but their love couldn’t follow me to school. It could not protect me from the sticks and 
stones of my peers. While their words didn’t break my bones, they almost broke my heart.
I will always be thankful to my parents for how well they raised me. I know it must have been difficult for them. I was 
their first child and I had a disability, but they never let me think that my disability would stop me from achieving 
anything. Their love made me realize that I was not just good enough; I was unique and amazing. I have learned 
that the eye of the heart sees the soul.
It’s been said that “A strong woman looks challenge dead in the eye and gives it a wink.” I know that this is true 
because it is my reality every day.
I’ve always done everything without complaining. I’m not the type of person to make excuses. Because I never quit, 
I came to understand that justice would prevail. Once I saw a picture of Lady Justice. In one hand she held scales to 
weigh the truth. In her other hand, she held a sword. Most importantly, she wore a blindfold to show that everyone 
is equal in the eyes of the law. I remember this when I face challenges.
The image of Lady Justice in my mind’s eye has sustained me through 
many difficulties. Justice maintains our society to keep it calm and 
organized. I know that we all play a part in maintaining fairness. To 
do my fair share is my goal every day of my life. That’s why I joined 
JROTC, where I work at food banks, collect food and toys for families 
at the holidays, help clean streets, and collect money for homeless 
veterans. I also tutor students with Esperanza. My gifts are my 
fluency in Spanish and my desire to help others. Those are gifts I 
share willingly. It is my mission to secure fair treatment for people, 
especially immigrants and those with disabilities.
That’s why I want to become a lawyer when I finish high 
school. Ultimately, I’d like to earn a doctoral degree from Yale 
University. In the future, I plan to advocate for people with 
language barriers or people with disabilities. I want to be 
the voice of others to eliminate injustice as much as any 
one person can. My life so far has taught me many lessons. 
Most important of all, I’ve learned that any hand held out 
to others is perfectly formed.

Kathleen Pagán Arzola is a senior at James Ford Rhodes 
High School. She loves cooking Puerto Rican food, taking 
walks, and volunteering. She would like to become a lawyer 
to use her voice to represent underprivileged members of 
her community. She wants to begin her studies at Cleveland 
State University and hopes to move on to a doctorate 
program at Yale University. 
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Savannah Patterson
12th Grade, Beaumont School
“The stupid kids are going upstairs.”
I am no stranger to bullying because I am autistic. Nor will I fuel the fires of the bully by lashing out. But something 
in this student’s words struck a nerve as I walked upstairs to take a Latin quiz. I took personal offense to the fact that 
they called me “stupid,” when in reality I am academically far ahead of my peers in certain subjects. This occurred 
in middle school as well; after transferring schools, another student in my class overreacted to the slightest atypical 
reaction from me. If I said something odd or out of place, they laughed in an embarrassingly over-exaggerated way 
and repeated it to the whole class. They gave me confused or unamused looks when I bounced my leg, flapped 
my hands, or clapped while moving my hands in a circle. Finally, I stood up to them in band class, while they were 
mocking my actions yet again. After that, they attempted bullying other peers, but I would not stand for that, either. 
I told a teacher and they put an end to the bully’s reign. Eventually and unfortunately, this student was expelled in 
eighth grade.
From the pediatrician’s office to daycare to extended education, I have lived with autism. While reasons to celebrate 
this fact occur, at the end of the day, autism is nothing more than a part of a person. Diagnoses remain consistent, 
but the perception of the diagnosis always changes. Neurodivergent people can choose from three options: lament 
their difference and label it a disability, consider their difference an excuse for avoiding certain tasks, or accept 
the diagnosis and work to slowly push their limits. I choose the third option every day because a difference is a 
difference, nothing more. While this requires additional help and outside resources, I am fundamentally no different 
from a neurotypical teenager. This year, I participate in two International 
Baccalaureate classes, balance school with theater, sports, and familial 
obligations, and enjoy strong friendships and relationships. I also plan 
to attend college next year locally and major in the English field.
Hate inflicted upon another person does not justify a hateful 
response. While resentment still simmers below the surface for 
these peers who have bullied me, I still strive to someday forgive 
them for their words and actions towards me. Sowing seeds of 
hate grows thorns and weeds of hate; likewise, sowing seeds 
of love grows flowers of love to share. Loving enemies involves 
forgiveness, which is a Herculean feat for those who have 
been hurt by their enemies. But, in the long run, forgiveness 
and love fulfill both parties involved, because often those 
who inflict harm are still human with their own insecurities. 
The student who bullied me in middle school, I later found 
out, is a talented pianist and mathematician. And the 
student in Latin cares deeply for their younger sister, who 
now attends our school. While hate ignites a spiral of 
violence, love always heals the wounds inflicted.

Savannah Patterson is a senior at Beaumont School, where 
she loves to study English and foreign languages. She 
enjoys writing fiction, poetry, and her own songs and is 
considering a career involving languages or writing. She 
plans to attend Notre Dame College after high school. 
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Nia Terrell
12th Grade, Charles F. Brush High School
“Make sure your brother doesn’t get too close to the computers. I don’t want them to think that he’s stealing,” said 
my mother as we walked through the electronics department.
“I’m glad that you’re not ghetto like the other black kids,” commented my white middle school friends as we worked 
on our history assignment.
“If you raise your hand and get this answer wrong, the entire class will believe that all black girls are dumb,” 
drummed my inner conscience.
I can’t remember a time where I could just “be.” I can’t remember a time when I let something other than my race 
determine my actions. It’s exhausting. Black women are regularly misrepresented in media and entertainment and I 
feel that it is my duty to show the world that black women don’t fit into just one stereotypical box. I want to show the 
world that we are a beautiful spectrum with overlapping layers of melanin. This responsibility is an overwhelming 
burden to bear. No matter how hard I try, the implicit racial biases that society possesses seem stronger than my 
best efforts.
Last summer, I attended an Artificial Intelligence camp and I was able to see how racial bias seeps into technology. 
In my time at the camp, I participated in a project that corrected racial bias in a computer software program.  
A risk assessment software known as COMPAS has been used in many states to 
determine how long of a sentence a defendant should receive. This software 
uses many factors to determine the risk assessment score, one of which 
is race. The inclusion of this factor into the algorithm results in African-
Americans earning a higher risk score than any other race. Through this 
project, I was able to see the negative product of poor representation as 
racial biases of society transferred to the screens.
For any act of change to come about, a problem must first be 
acknowledged. If I was the only one aware of this problem, 
then I knew that it was up to me to bring about change. I knew 
that among women and people of color my age, interest and 
opportunities in computer science were low. I took it upon myself 
to take the knowledge that I gained in my various programs 
and share it with students at my high school through Girls Who 
Code. After finding the perfect facilitator, designing posters, 
and submitting documentation, I established a Girls Who Code 
chapter at my high school, turning my dream into my reality. 
Since its launch earlier this school year, I have been able to 
infuse girls with an increasing interest and knowledge of 
computer science that may one day close the gender and 
racial gaps in technology.
My response to the various biases that infiltrate society 
today is to make sure that the people behind the scenes, 
or the screens, properly reflect society so that one day, 
we can all just “be.”

Nia Terrell is a senior at Charles F. Brush High School. She enjoys 
graphic design and likes to create logos and website mockups. 
She also designs clothing and films her own beauty and makeup 
tutorial videos. She plans to attend The Ohio State University to 
major in computer science and to become a software developer.
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David Kuang
10th Grade, Beachwood High School
My mother’s name means virtue and love in Chinese. When written down, each character in her name serves as 
a pictograph. Each stroke of the pencil is like a stroke of a paintbrush in a painting. Its pronunciation is unique to 
the average American, with dramatic vocal contours and consonants that flow out of the mouth. By looking at my 
mother’s name, you can already see the melodic symphony and linguistic artistry passed down through millennia 
that is the Chinese language. I, on the other hand, received no Chinese name and was given simply an American 
name. After all, one only needs a western name when trying to assimilate into the U.S., famously coined “The Great 
American Melting Pot.”
The causes behind the need for immigrants to assimilate into American society are quite clear: when they haven’t, 
they’ve suffered greatly. Taken against their will, enslaved Africans from colonial America adopted the last names of 
their white masters, their names and societal positions serving as a permanent reminder of their origins even today. 
After being forcibly removed from their lands to reservations, Native Americans were subject to cultural genocide by 
the U.S. government. Native American children were increasingly adopted by white families, erasing their connection 
to their heritage and generational culture. Additionally, Asian-American immigrants in the 19th century had firsthand 
experience of the harsh realities of deviating from societal norms in America. In response, modern-day immigrants 
have taken steps to blend into society and make sure they don’t suffer for their differences. In elementary school, my 
classmates gawked at the Chinese food I had for lunch, which is why I incessantly begged my parents for Lunchables 
instead. Almost all of my parents’ immigrant friends have either changed or considered changing their name to a 
western one. Even my sister had her name legally changed to 
sound more American when she turned 18.
When trying to remember moments of injustice, racism, 
bigotry, or discrimination, I didn’t have to think too hard; 
they’re built into America’s day-to-day society. They’ve 
left a scar on immigrants, who change their names and 
their lifestyles hoping to escape from societal oppression. 
However, without a diverse range of Americans, without 
many different instruments working together, the orchestra 
loses quality to its harmonic sound, and America loses the 
core foundations it was built on. Through reflecting on my 
experiences as a first-generation immigrant, I’ve realized 
the importance of both diversity and unity in a community. 
I’ve spread awareness about racial tolerance on social 
media, embracing my cultural heritage and encouraging 
others to be confident in their own. I’ve decided to take 
a Chinese course at my school in order to reconnect 
with my family’s culture and learn more about foreign 
nations. I’ve also joined my school’s diversity initiative 
in order to overcome racial barriers and eliminate 
prejudice. In the face of a world heavily plagued by 
hatred and prejudice to those who are different, at 
least I know I am able to make a difference.

David Kuang is a 10th grader at Beachwood High 
School, where he is a member of the Model UN and 
the Science Olympiad team. He has played violin for 7 
years, he runs cross country, and he is an avid figure 
skater. He hopes to make a difference in the world in 
whatever career he chooses in the future. 
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Nayeli Ocasio
10th Grade, Lincoln-West School of Global Studies
When I was in elementary school up until middle school, I was bullied very badly. I was always very anxious because 
every day some of the girls in my classes always had something to say. I was so afraid they would do something 
to me for the most insignificant thing, such as wearing glasses. When I was in sixth grade other students from my 
grade would constantly make negative comments about my glasses. Every minute at school was so bad, and I was 
so scared. I was just thinking about what they would say the next time they saw me. I was worried they would also 
say something about my appearance. That fear came true and the students did make hurtful comments about my 
hair and body.
Thanks to all of those experiences, I knew that I should not talk about people’s physique, which could lower 
someone’s self-esteem. That can sometimes lead to the death of that person since others do not know the problems 
one may have outside of school. People experience many different things, and others do not always have any idea 
what others are dealing with.
Everybody talks and judges but they do nothing. It’s not that I can help much, but at some point if I see someone 
who is bullying another person I will not hesitate to intervene and help them. I really hope no one goes through the 
same thing, because people do not have any idea what that feels like. I do my best to help that person feel good 
about themselves, when I help them. I honestly feel good helping someone else, since no one helped me during my 
four years of suffering.
One experience I had where I helped someone was when I was with my 
friends and suddenly a boy started talking about the body of my friend. 
He had been saying that no one is going to love her because of her body. 
I saw her face, she was so sad. I got really mad because I know how it 
feels. No one has the right to talk to her or someone else in that way, 
just to make them feel bad on purpose. 
I raised my voice and I defended her, saying that he has to think 
about how she is going to feel before saying anything. I know that 
she is not going to feel better soon, but at least she knows that 
she is not alone. People have to start seeing that we don’t need 
to have perfect bodies to be loved and accepted by society. 
Nobody is perfect and people have to understand that. No one 
can go through life judging people all the time and thinking that 
they will not have any effects on them. I want to show people 
that they are beautiful the way they are. They do not need to 
change because of what others say about them. In my opinion 
everyone is gorgeous the way they are

Nayeli Ocasio is a 10th grader at Lincoln-West School of Global 
Studies, where she is active in the JROTC program. She loves 
reading, spending time with her family and dog, and writing 
short stories in her free time. She hopes to attend the best 
college she can and wants to become a soldier or a lawyer.
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Bowen Zhang
10th Grade, Beachwood High School
I vividly remember having an identity crisis in 3rd grade. It was finally Chinese New Year and, dressed in a traditional 
Qipao dress, I couldn’t wait to arrive at school and tell my friends all about the HongBaos I received and the 
ChunWan that streamed on television. I practically crashed through the school doors and proceeded to scan the 
sea of students for my friends. I was instead met with bewildered faces from my peers. Some people snickered and 
even made faces. When I got to my homeroom, a girl stepped in front of me and said mockingly, “What is that? 
You’re supposed to wear normal clothes to school.”
“Yeah, Qipaos are so weird. My… mom made me wear it,” I stammered. My cheeks were burning so hot that I 
felt a pounding in my head. I was sad, embarrassed, then angry, not at the girl but at myself. I just sided with the 
classmate who was making fun of me! Why didn’t I stand up for myself and my culture?
But I knew why. All I wanted was a sense of belonging, and I thought hiding what made me different would 
accomplish that. I thought pretending to dislike and make fun of my traditions would somehow enable me to fit 
in. However, I was far from the truth. I had let my classmate win by conforming to her judgments. I had become 
someone who spread hate, even toward myself.
When I traveled to China to visit my family, I still felt excluded. On a train ride with my friend, someone beside us 
muttered in Chinese, “look at those Americans; they don’t even know how to speak their native language!” However, 
I did understand them, and their words had shattered my confidence. In China I was an American, but in America 
I’m Asian; at that point, I didn’t think I could fit in anywhere.
Judging others just because they are different is never okay. The stereotypes, 
the excluding people, the hateful comments; it’s like a deadly epidemic has 
infected our society, and we must stop it before its poison reaches other 
victims. I realize that some people are blinded by false prejudices, and it’s our 
responsibility to stand up for what’s right and educate those who cannot see 
past discrimination.
As part of my journey to fight discrimination, I attended a camp in China 
to understand my culture and its history. After this experience, I learned to 
embrace my multicultural background. I also gathered a group of friends 
to perform traditional dances at Menorah Park to showcase my heritage. 
Whether it’s educating yourself or teaching others, I know that spreading 
awareness and knowledge will expose the hurt and wrongness behind 
prejudices and, consequently, create an inclusive society where 
everyone belongs. You can be a conductor of positive change right 
now by simply sharing your own story and encouraging others to 
accept diversity. Every day is an opportunity to educate, so don’t be 
afraid to let your voice be heard!

Bowen Zhang is a 10th grader at Beachwood High School, where she 
participates in Science Olympiad, Destination Imagination, and the 
cross-country team. In her free time she loves playing guitar, reading, and 
exploring the stars. She plans to attend college to study biology or physics. 
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Ethan Boggs
9th Grade, Firelands High School
It was the beginning of my cross-country career, and stakes were high. I had to compete against people twice my 
size, and my teammates were very competitive and fast. My coaches pushed me to be my greatest self all summer 
long during practice. At the first meet the officials called the team in to review the rules, and that’s when I first 
really noticed him. His name is Tyler and he raced on my team, but I didn’t really know him. He seemed like a nice 
kid, but he wasn’t a fast runner. I went to the starting line of the race. Throughout the course I thought about him. I 
remembered that a few of the kids on my team would pester him because he was slower paced.
I finished the race and grabbed some water from the finishing booth. I thanked my relatives for coming to watch me 
and grabbed my bag. Just as I was about to leave, I saw Tyler come in. None of his teammates or relatives came to 
cheer him on. I walked towards him to congratulate him. As I approached him, I told him that he had a nice race. 
We talked a little bit, and before long I had to leave.
At the next meet I saw him at the starting line, so I went over to wish him good luck. A couple of our teammates 
were making fun of him so I pulled him away. I told him that there will be people trying to drag him down, and to 
keep his head up. He ran his fastest that meet and did very well.
The next year I begged him to join the cross-country team again and he did. All throughout the summer I trained 
with him. We built up our endurance together. He became a really fast runner. Throughout the summer I told him 
not to be dragged down by bullies and people trying to discourage him.
When I look back on the moment where I took time out to talk to Tyler, I 
realize I should have taken a stand with my teammates and encouraged 
them to be kinder. I feel like it would have made a bigger impact on him 
than me. I also think that it may have made the teammates stop and think 
for a moment about their choices. I am glad that Tyler is still a runner 
because it’s not just a positive thing for him, but it has impacted the way I 
look at struggling teammates.

Ethan Boggs is a 9th grader at Firelands High School, where he is a member 
of the cross-country and track teams. He would like to attend college in the 
future, majoring in marine biology. He also plans to start his own farm one day. 
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Jackie Lonsway
9th Grade, Mayfield High School
“Oh my God, can they go any slower?” A girl behind me groaned to her friend, gesturing to the line of special needs 
students that were crossing the hall – effectively blocking us from heading to our first period. The venom in her 
voice was transparent, clear hatred for these kids that couldn’t help the disabilities they had been born with. Yet her 
compassion was nonexistent, only focused on making it to her own class. A boy within the small group of us waiting 
mumbled something angrily under his breath before announcing, “That’s it, I’m not getting a detention for this.” My 
eyes widened in shock as he swerved around a girl in a wheelchair, knocking a toy out of her hand. He didn’t even 
look back, instead choosing to race down the hall before one of the exhausted looking aids could call him out. A 
few others followed suit, jostling kids who were just trying to walk across the hall. They threw no apologies over their 
shoulder, nor an ounce of understanding to what these kids were going through each and every day.
I was shocked by their actions, and as I look back I wish I had called one of them out and told them to wait. Disabled 
students do have feelings and to cut in front of them, disrespect them, and ignore them is unjustifiable. On some 
level I can understand, the prospect of entering late to class is never desired by anyone and sometimes your mind 
is racing to the point where you aren’t realizing what you’re doing. But even so these students are your classmates 
and to degrade them to the point where you don’t have the courtesy to apologize for nearly knocking them over 
is horrifying. They’re people too and they deserve your common decency, if not your respect for everything they’ve 
gone through.
After seeing this situation and witnessing similar circumstances as I passed by 
that area of the hall day after day I came to the conclusion that, while I may not 
be able to change all my classmates’ minds then at least I could show these 
students some kindness. For the rest of the year I offered a smile and a wave 
to the students, and when they dropped their toys I reached down to pick 
them up. We all have the ability to make someone’s day a little bit easier 
and bring a smile to their face. Everyone has their own problems, often 
hidden below the surface as they make it through the motions of the 
day, but small acts of kindness can make them feel like someone 
cares about them. What I did wasn’t revolutionary or new, but 
sometimes it’s not the big acts but the small ones that can make 
someone’s burden a little lighter and their smile a little wider, 
and a help a little happiness flow into their hearts.

Jackie Lonsway is a 9th grader at Mayfield High School, where she 
is a member of the Creative Writing Club. She is very artistic and 
particularly enjoys painting and ceramics. She would like to become 
a teacher and plans to continue writing, a hobby she loves. 
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Matthew Thomas
9th Grade, Mayfield High School
“Are you really Catholic?”
That’s a question that I’ve heard many times and in many forms, but the shock that hits me doesn’t change. Every 
time I go to church I know that people peer at me and my family because we look different. It felt like I was being 
judged for being an Indian who happened to be a Catholic. After each of these experiences, I was always left to 
speculate why some people couldn’t accept that Indians could follow other religions like Catholicism.
I was in a place where I should feel accepted, but then why did I feel separation? Why did people doubt I was 
Catholic based on my race. This feeling of separation and judgment had made me feel sad and bewildered. I felt 
like a bridge about to collapse under the weight of my emotional burden. I felt trapped because I didn’t understand 
how I could change my predicament.
I knew that the parishioners at my church were unfamiliar with Indians who follow Catholicism. I had felt that this 
unfamiliarity was the root of the dilemma but I didn’t know the solution. Then during a Sunday mass, I had heard 
about the youth service program which had asked for more volunteers who would like to help serve the community. 
Then I had the realization that this could be the means by which to show my faith and to grow familiar with other 
parishioners. Through the service program, I assisted in serving the elderly food every month and also aided events 
at the church. Going out and helping the community granted me the opportunity to make friends and meet new 
people who were part of my parish. By helping others in the community I could show that my race didn’t make me 
different from other parishioners, and I was able to feel like I was part 
of the parish and not just an outsider.

Matthew Thomas is a 9th grader at Mayfield High School, 
where he is a member of the Science Olympiad and robotics 
teams. He loves biology and would like to pursue a career in 
science or technology. He hopes the path he chooses will be 
in service to others.  
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Tolga Cavusoglu
8th Grade, Beachwood Middle School
Hatred is defined as “intense dislike or ill will.” I believe it is much more than that. Hatred can come in many forms. It 
could be speech, online interactions, subtle body language. It could be intentionally leaving people out of games. I 
have experienced one form of hate.
I live an apartment building and on occasion, encounter a racist neighbor. This neighbor always asks, “Where are 
you from?” and “What is that accent?” The questions themselves don’t sound that bad, but it is the way they are 
asked that makes the difference. This neighbor asks these questions as a way of implying that my family and I are 
inferior. This hurts because my parents and I are all U.S. citizens and I was born here. I am from the same place 
as my neighbor. There is no reason for my neighbor to be like that. These interactions leave me saddened by how 
hateful one person could be.
At that moment I did nothing. I still contemplate that to this day. Should I have said something to my neighbor, or 
should I have just kept on walking? Should I have stood up to a person who was trying to make me feel inferior? 
Now, writing this essay, I feel I should have. I should have stood up to that person. I should have told them how 
wrong they were.
Hatred removes the love of one’s origin. Your culture is what you take the most pride in, and it defines who we are. 
When you are ostracized for your culture, it strips away what makes us human. This sort of racism does not affect 
only one individual, it affects a whole community. It leaves people devastated and wishing they were something 
else. People need to know to stand up against insults. To restore 
pride in their origins. To let them know that they have the strength 
to stand up to this.
I live in a diverse school and have the privilege to learn about 
others’ cultures. I have grown up like this so I know not to 
discriminate against others. I always extend kindness to others. 
I involve myself with diversity organizations. I attend events and 
try to learn more about the people around me. I refuse to allow 
people to suffer these injustices. If everyone spreads these 
ideas, we could “Stop the Hate.”

Tolga Cavusoglu is an 8th grader at Beachwood Middle School, 
where he is involved in MATHCOUNTS and the Red Cross Club. His 
favorite subjects are math and science and he plays cello in the 
school orchestra. He plans to studying engineering and physics in 
college and hopes to work for NASA in the future. 
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Probir Mukherjee
8th Grade, Beachwood Middle School
“Hey, India, shut up.” Those were the hateful words hurled at my sister when she tried to help a young boy. She was 
walking home from school when a group of kids walked past her. One boy suddenly tripped and fell on the ground. 
My sister immediately stopped and went up to the kid to ask if he was okay. Another kid stepped in and responded 
with that hateful comment.
I was stunned and felt numb when she told me. How can someone be so racist and hateful? Aren’t we all 
Americans? Although she has Indian parents, she was born here on American soil. What gives someone the right to 
classify someone they don’t even know by one glance? My heart sank thinking that this is how minorities are treated 
in a country that is called a melting pot of different cultures. Every single person in this country came from an 
immigrant family at one point or another, so why should some immigrants insult fellow immigrant families? Yet the 
worst part of all was realizing that racism still hasn’t completely gone away, even after the Civil Rights Movement 
and all the hardships people had to endure in protest of injustice.
I had always known racism was a problem, but I had never realized it could occur in my own community. A once 
seemingly far-off issue had now become very real and very present. I greatly encouraged my sister to talk to the 
principal about what had happened, and he showed great concern. The principal took action to the best of his 
ability, and I was amazed by the great support the community showed.
I believe that the only way to stop racism and bigotry is to spread kindness 
and awareness. Throughout middle school, I have engaged in discussions 
with classmates about racism and talked to them about the problems of it. 
I always try to learn more about other cultures and interact with all kinds 
of people, not just people I am with every day. I learn more about different 
religions through reliable books and articles. I recently became vice 
president of our school’s Red Cross club, where we are hosting events to 
spread kindness through donations, fundraisers, and drives that aim to aid 
those in need and those who are desperate. Whenever I see friends sitting 
alone at a lunch table, I go sit with them, hoping to spread the idea of 
kindness and togetherness. I strongly believe that spreading kindness and 
awareness – even through a small act like sitting with someone alone at a 
lunch table – has a big impact and can stop ignorance and racism.
In conclusion, yes, I am of Indian descent and, yes, I am an American 
citizen. But no, I will certainly not “shut up” about what matters to me. 
The only way we can stop injustice, racism, and hatred is through 
kindness, respect, and proper understanding of each other. We have 
to come together to Stop the Hate.

Probir Mukherjee is an 8th grader at Beachwood Middle School, where he is 
Vice President of the Red Cross Club and a member of the Model UN. He also 
runs on the cross-country and track teams. He plays piano and guitar and one 
day wants to work on developing renewable energy sources.
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Noor Sleik
8th Grade, Hudson Montessori School
I am Arab and, because of that, some people look at me differently. 
I faced a situation at my school I never thought I would face in my life. One day I was just sitting in Language Arts 
class with other students while the teacher was giving us a presentation. One of the students looked outside and saw 
a woman who wore a headscarf walking up and down the parking lot. One of the students raised her hand and told 
the teacher, because of the statement that we were taught, “see something say something.” But to me, the woman 
wasn’t doing anything wrong. She just looked like she was walking. 
The teacher called the office and the kids commented that she was wearing a headscarf. I was sitting quietly, as the 
students said something I never thought would come out of their mouths, but they said “She’s gonna bomb us.” 
All of this time, I thought I really knew these students I was with, but I didn’t, and it scared me. I don’t think they 
realized that they were being rude. I sat there hurt, quiet, angry, and very discouraged. I came to school so I could get 
away from situations like that, and here it happened to me out of nowhere. This impacted me a lot because I realized 
how much talking at that moment could have helped, but I didn’t, and it feels bad. I felt bad. I felt bad for myself. 
In the future, what I will do is speak up more, and if I feel uncomfortable, then I will say it. If that means I will lose 
friends because they don’t think I should be respected as a human, then they were never my friends to begin with. 
Having been through this has changed how I will deal with situations like this one. Even though it is not okay for 
situations like this, it taught me so many 
lessons I will forever have with me now.

Noor Sleik is an 8th grader at Hudson Montessori 
School, where she is a member of the Model UN. She 
also is an active volunteer and donates backpacks to 
new immigrants and refugees. She would like to become 
a lawyer and wants to become the President of the 
United States of America.
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Eden G. Austin
7th Grade, Beachwood Middle School
“She’s a monkey!”
How could three simple words so suddenly threaten my sense of friendship, comfort, and even my very identity? 
Lunch was our sanctuary — a place where friends came together not only to eat but also to laugh, joke, play 
matchmaker, gossip, and, believe it or not, actually discuss educational things. But in the midst of my eating my 
beloved choice of fruit, a banana, my friend had blurted out, “She’s a monkey.”
Although words are not sticks and stones and can’t break bones, they have an enormous capacity to inflict greater 
damage. At that moment, “She’s a monkey” challenged my sense of self — my place in the world, especially being 
an African-American, coming from a Caucasian friend. The casual comment insinuated racist undertones, making 
me feel as if I didn’t belong. Historically, African Americans were dehumanized and called “monkeys,” amongst 
other slurs. I rationalized that she most likely didn’t intend to imply that I was an actual monkey. She probably was 
connecting the obvious relationship of a monkey to my choice of fruit — the banana. Nevertheless, the comment 
deeply offended me. My immediate response was, “No, you’re a monkey!” Then I laughed it off and quickly 
changed the subject.
To this day, I still do not know the actual intent behind, 
“She’s a monkey,” although I suspect the remark was totally 
innocent. Perhaps my friend had no idea the hurt and 
distress those three words had caused me. I regret that 
my friends and I didn’t seize the opportunity right then to 
address/clarify our truths. But since that experience, I myself 
practice and encourage others to simply talk. I believe one 
of our weaknesses as a society is simply our inability to 
communicate with each other. Our community’s healing lies 
in our ability to communicate openly and honestly with one 
another, regardless of how uncomfortable the conversation 
might be. In addition, as a diverse community, we have 
a responsibility to learn about the history and culture of 
the people within our community so that we can promote 
understanding, healing, and acceptance.

Eden G. Austin is a 7th grader at Beachwood Middle School. She enjoys 
reading and playing sports, and she would like to travel the world to 
its fullest extent. She plans to major in science or law in college, while 
doing photography on the side. 
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Kelsey Cohen
7th Grade, Beachwood Middle School
Step, step, step. The kids passed by the boys in the hallway of the elementary school. Everyone just ignored them 
like they were invisible, even colliding into them without an apology. It was all because the boys weren’t like them. 
The third graders deemed that the hearing-impaired boys weren’t regular and that they did not belong. I was in 
third grade at the time, but I had my own mindset. Why? I can hear just fine, and I enjoyed the company of the 
boys. The books I read always mentioned that all people were unique, so I figured that we are all different and 
that is just that.
Our teachers, students, and helpers were all different. Diverse. We had a variety of races, genders, sexual 
orientations, etc. However, my peers and classmates still thought of these boys as acting abnormally. They were 
constantly at our recess and lunch. They were continuously in the hallways. These kids were throughout the school, 
but still, nobody paid any attention to them.
I had to fix this. I talked to my mom and she told me it is never too late to try. So, I did what she told me. I started 
playing catch with them at recess and soon enough they gave me a sign name. They showed me how to do it: Put 
my hand in a K configuration and put it to my heart. I knew I had done the right thing. These sweet boys were now 
my great friends. This kind of gesture of just saying “hi” the first time made the change. My friends started to get 
encouraged and soon most of us would go over and hang out with them. I never would’ve known these amazing 
boys without the advice my mom gave me that day.
The kid I was in third grade has changed dramatically. I’ve learned 
that no matter who people are, you can’t judge them because 
you don’t know them very well. Therefore, ignoring people is rude 
and disrespectful. Ignoring people is a silent way of judging and 
this isn’t acceptable in my book. You shouldn’t disregard people 
because you have no idea what they are going through.  
I’m in seventh grade now and I am still good friends with 
them. I didn’t see how people could think badly about them 
when they just had a bit of trouble hearing. If this comes 
up again, I will stick up for what’s right and point out the 
fact that this is offensive, rude, and disrespectful to a lot 
of people. Some people may have difficulty or special 
needs and this is okay. Having a disability is fine with 
me because I enjoy the company of these amazingly 
diverse people. My school has all complex people 
with various actions and words. For future 
reference, if someone is having trouble I know  
it’s never a bad idea to take a chance.

Kimberly Cohen is a 7th grader at Beachwood Middle 
School. She is an avid athlete and enjoys soccer, 
basketball, cheerleading, and softball. She loves hanging 
out with her friends at summer camp. She hopes her career 
and college plans include working with kids and helping others.  
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Radha Pareek
7th Grade, Beachwood Middle School
“Oh my gosh, that’s so disgusting.”
Those words pierced through me, leaving a mark I still remember to this day. It was the first day of school as I timidly 
walked into the cafeteria and hesitantly sat down at a table with unfamiliar faces. As soon as I opened my lunchbox, 
a heavenly smell of authentic Indian spices filled the air. However, I immediately realized it wasn’t delightful to 
others. I tried speaking up but people just glared at me and pointed judgmentally. I decided to put away the 
container and sit there in silence, my face a crimson mask filled with shame and embarrassment.
This was just the first explosion of jagged words that were hurled toward me because of my culture. I heard things 
like, “What’s that weird red thing on your forehead?” when I wore my tilak to school. Or “What in the world are you 
wearing?” when I wore traditional garments. Questions filled my mind, and I wondered what was so different about 
me. However, this curiosity was whiplashed shut every time I heard words full of prejudice. My curiosity slowly faded 
and I became afraid to express myself.
As I grew older, I started recognizing the perseverance and hard work of my parents, who did every bit to add to 
the flavor of this society without compromising their rich cultural heritage. I couldn’t let my parents throw away 
everything they loved just for the sake of my acceptance. That day, there was something that encouraged me to 
stop veiling my culture and learn how to wear it with pride. I learned that by concealing my identity I was letting 
discrimination and injustice overpower me.
My ancestral roots in India and birthplace in America inspire me to be 
guided by great leaders like Mahatma Gandhi and Martin Luther King, 
who sacrificed their lives to establish equality and diversity in society. 
Deriving my strengths from their values, I decided to take affirmative 
steps to end the cultural ignorance of my peers. Eating lunch with 
different students, inviting them to my home, celebrating my festivals 
with them, and participating in their cultural celebrations were a few 
initiatives that I took to broaden our cultural understanding of each 
other. Since then I have made it my objective to empower others 
who are misjudged and to spread the message of celebrating our 
differences rather than criticizing our identities. If we can change 
one person’s perspective, we have moved one step ahead in 
changing the world.
Today’s globalized world allows us to celebrate diversity, to 
learn from different cultures, ideas, religions, and ways of life, 
to become mindful of our common human bond. To make 
our youth better “global citizens” we have to improve their 
cultural competence by exposing them to the diverse global 
environment at an early age. I strongly believe that unity 
in society does not mean its uniformity. With appreciative 
cultural exchange and compassionate communication, 
we can build a society where everyone can enjoy the true 
flavors of cultural diversity.

Radha Pareek is a 7th grader at Beachwood Middle School,  
where she is the Vice President of the Student Council and a 
member of the Science Olympiad team, Destination Imagination, 
and the Model UN. She plans on pursuing a career in STEM and is 
passionate about art, swimming, and writing. 
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Annabel Green
6th Grade, Hudson Middle School
Leonard Bernstein once said “This will be our reply to violence: to make music more intensely, more devotedly than 
ever before.” I can reflect on this quote because once I heard a racist quote at a Thanksgiving dinner.
One time, when I was at a family member’s house for Thanksgiving, a family friend was invited. Before this incident, 
I thought this person was kind and fun. I got to know this person quickly when my mom married my stepdad and we 
had more family get-togethers. On this Thanksgiving, we sat down at the table and we all gave thanks. My siblings 
and I said the first thanks. I said I was thankful for my family. After my siblings said thanks, the adults did. Many of 
us said things like family, health, being together, and more. When it was the family friend’s turn to say thanks, he 
started off by saying, “a wonderful Thanksgiving,” but then, when I thought he was done he said, “and thank God 
there are no Muslims here, right?” The second I heard this, my face turned red. My mom took my little brother and 
left the table. I couldn’t move. I thought, why would someone say something like that? Once my sister got up, I left 
the table, too. We both went down to the lounge area where my mom and brother were now sitting. I was asked 
why I left and I said that I felt uncomfortable.
I was impacted by this experience because I thought this man was a kind person to all and he turned out to be racist 
and showed prejudice toward Muslims. This means that even if you think someone has a good character, it doesn’t 
mean they do. He made me feel uncomfortable, but imagine how he could make a person who is Muslim feel!
In response to this, I could stop hate by doing several things. I could do this 
by walking away, telling them that what they said was mean, racist, and 
socially inappropriate, or I could suggest they become more educated 
about people who are Muslim. I could tell them it was especially 
inappropriate in front of children who are still forming their thoughts 
on the world. I can also make sure I set an example by being kind to all 
people and appreciating diversity. These are just some of the many 
ways I can stop the hate that is everywhere.
In conclusion, Leonard Bernstein’s quote reminds me that you can 
respond to ugly things with something beautiful. Mean words can be 
replaced with kind words and the world will be a better place.

Annabel Green is a 6th grader at Hudson Middle School. She loves 
science and also enjoys music, baking, cooking, and writing.  
She plans to continue fighting prejudice by educating others and 
hopes to become a teacher in the future. 
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Guneet Karra
6th Grade, Hudson Middle School
I was just minding my own business until it hit me like a brick. A couple of boys were leaning upon a tall pillar in the 
cafeteria, towering over my classmate Joyce as if they were tall buildings. “What are you doing here?” they said. The 
boys would pick on anybody for no reason at all! She didn’t even say a word, just staring at their evil grins. “Get out 
of my seat you weirdo!” The bullies started laughing, then she left out of embarrassment. Joyce had tears dripping 
from her eyes and down her throat, as she quickly scurried to the bathroom. This would happen almost every day, 
but she never did anything about it.
Most of the time, I would just watch and feel so bad as surges of guilt would engulf me. It got really bad, as they 
started to call her curse words, but I didn’t want to get involved because then I would also be a victim. Usually, 
Joyce would just sit alone at the peanut table, but then I started to join her. Then the bullies knew that I was there 
for her, therefore they stopped being so hateful towards her. One day when I invited her to our table, she talked to 
me and my friends about the bands we liked and our favorite hobbies. We both liked alternative pop rock music 
and horror movies. Consequently, we became friends, and I would invite her to our table almost every day until she 
felt comfortable. I learned that you should never judge a book by its cover, as it really makes a difference to make 
someone’s day.
If this happens to anyone, I suggest including them. Even if they’re different from you, it doesn’t mean that you 
should treat them the way you don’t want to be treated. Joyce was a victim of this act of discrimination, and anyone 
could be a target, so if you witness anything I suggest you stand up 
for them. After this experience, I am going to try my best to include 
people who are going through this because it can make them 
depressed and have suicidal thoughts. Do me a favor and talk 
to someone you don’t know, even if they don’t know you. Talk 
about anything and just complimenting them could put a grin 
on their face. Just know if anything can make their day it’s you.

N O T  Y E T  P R O V I D E D  T O  U S
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Eric Robinson
6th Grade, Hudson Middle School
Have you ever met another kid your age with any sort of learning disability? You’ve probably seen how hard it is 
for them to do a lot of school-related activities. We all know that it’s not their fault though, right? They’ve had this 
disability from birth and no one blames them for it. You may have previously thought that, but a lot of children with 
learning disabilities get picked on. 
One day I was sitting with my friends when I turned around and I saw a friend from art class. He did have a learning 
disability, but he was still a really nice kid and a good friend. But when I saw him in between classes, he looked really 
upset. His face was red and it looked like he was glaring at someone. I sat up straighter to get a better look at what 
was happening, and when I did I saw that someone was beating him up! I recognized the bully immediately. He had 
always been kind of a jerk. He had called the kid names before, but my friend had never seemed too mad about it. I 
didn’t worry about it though, because the lunch aids saw him too and took him to the principal’s office. 
But the next day at lunch, the bully was walking around the lunchroom smiling, like nothing had happened. He 
thought that he had become one of the most popular kids at school, just because he beat up a disabled kid. I was 
really mad about it, but I didn’t do anything about it, because I didn’t want to be beaten up too. And about a week 
later, I heard from someone else that his water bottle had been stolen by the bully. The bully threatened to beat him 
up too, if he didn’t hand over the water bottle. I still didn’t do anything about it because I was still scared of him. 
But when I saw a kid being picked on by him before class, I decided to stop it. I thought that it would be hard, but it 
was actually really easy. I walked over to him, gave him a dirty look, and he 
walked away. So, what I learned from this experience was that bullies can be 
stopped easily. They’ll pick on one kid, but as soon as another steps in, they’ll 
be scared off. They believe that everyone is like them, and that is why they 
continue to be bullies. So if this happens again, I will not hesitate to help a 
fellow student out when they’re in need. If you see someone being picked 
on, just grab a friend or two and tell the bully to stop.

Eric Robinson is a 6th grader at Hudson Middle School, where he enjoys 
studying math and is a member of the student council. Outside of school he 
likes playing tennis and video games. He would like to become a scientist in 
the future, working on fusion as a feasible source of energy. 
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CLEVELAND
1468 W. 9th St., Ste 135
Cleveland, Ohio 44113 

216.861.4211

PAINESVILLE
60 South Park Place 

Painesville, Ohio 44077 
440.352.3391

DWORKENBERNSTEIN
A Full Service Law Firm

www.dworkenlaw.com

Over $42 million in cy pres funds  
directed to charity since 2003. 

Visit www.ohiolawyersgiveback.org  
for more information.

“Dworken & Bernstein is proud to 

congratulate these impassioned  

role models for making a difference  

and inspiring others to be vigilant.”

— Irving Rosner, partner

HATE
It has caused a lot  
of problems in the
world, but it has  
not solved one yet.
– MAYA ANGELOU
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ABOUT STOP THE HATE ® YOUTH SING OUT

More than 1,000 students from 14 schools worked 
collaboratively within their classes to pen and perform 
songs for Stop the Hate® Youth Sing Out, an arts-
integrated learning initiative that asks students to 
share their thoughts on discrimination after visiting 
the Maltz Museum. The annual program sharpens 
written and oral language skills while fostering 
a deeper understanding of historic human rights 
events. Students compete to win anti-bias education 
grants for their schools. Congratulations to all of the 
participants for using your voices for good!

Youth Sing Out is presented in partnership with Roots 
of American Music and the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame.

Voices United for Social Change Donna Feldman’s 4th Period Class, Cleveland Heights High School

David Jurns’ 3rd Period Class, Cleveland Heights High School
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2020 STOP THE HATE ® YOUTH SING OUT WINNERS

“E.T.A.H”
David Jurns’ 3rd Period Class,  
Cleveland Heights High School 
TIE - FIRST PLACE HIGH SCHOOL

“We dedicate this to all the hate in the world, we gotta do better...
together”

Chorus: 
E - T - A - H 
That’s how we reverse the hate 
E - T - A - H 
That means don’t discriminate

Turn the hate around 
Without love 
We won’t rise above 
There’s so much hate 
We should all just appreciate

Be grateful, not hateful 
Don’t hate, appreciate 
Love is the key to making our world great

Chorus

Oppression in the streets today 
Wages are unequal 
For different people 
Decades of unfair laws

Minorities are being shot 
And in the holocaust 
So many lives were lost 
We can build a better future

Chorus

E-T-A-H 
We can make the world great 
It’s never too late to put an end to hate  
They don’t like anyone who isn’t straight  
But why is it that we segregate  
Toss the hate aside  
We’re tired of the genocide  
Let kindness be our guide  
We should all take pride

“We Can Change Our World”
Donna Feldman’s 4th Period Class,  
Cleveland Heights High School 
TIE - FIRST PLACE HIGH SCHOOL

Chant (x2): 
So much hate in the world 
So much pain in the world 
What’s the fate of our world 
We can change our world

How long it will last 
No one can tell 
Sons are dying, Mothers are crying 
Death rates keep rising and rising  

Chorus: 
Hurting each other, killing the earth 
How much is this hatred really worth 
We should stand together 
Hand in hand  
This is our only land 

Chant

Too much hate 
No time to converse 
If we don’t act now 
It’s gonna get worse

Chant

Chorus

David Jurns’ 3rd Period Class, Cleveland Heights High School
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2020 STOP THE HATE ® YOUTH SING OUT WINNERS

“Unjustifiable”
Justin Caithaml’s 6th Period Class,  
Midview High School 
RUNNER-UP HIGH SCHOOL

Justin Caithaml’s 6th Period Class, Midview High School Dorinda Wainwright’s 6th Grade Class, Wade Park School

Years ago in a cold dark place 
Where we judge each other by color or race 
How does it start 
Have you ever wondered why 
The pain in their hearts 
The reason why people cry?

Chorus: 
Unjustifiable, Unjustifiable 
The way that we live, the fear that we give 
It’s unjustifiable

We grow more shy, as time slips by 
Restrict our voice, stuck on the sidelines 
Don’t be afraid, of what the others say 
Got to be brave, you don’t know who you may save

Chorus

Tell me why the people are dying 
Yet we pretend that isn’t real 
While people are wondering how 
Life without prejudice would feel

Unjustifiable, Unjustifiable 
The time is right now, we need to speak out 
Because it’s… 
It’s unjustifiable

“YOURS N MINES”
Dorinda Wainwright’s 6th Grade Class,  
Wade Park School  
FIRST PLACE MIDDLE SCHOOL

Chorus: 
See me for who I am 
Not what others see me as! 
I am worthy to be respected 
Not REJECTED, EJECTED, OR NEGLECTED! 
This world is yours and mines (x4)

In this world we need you and me 
We wear our crowns, we are kings and queens 
And don’t try to play my team 
We are the best look at us you see

Respect is all we need, you’ll get respect back...Guaranteed 
See us for who we are  
We all shine like shining stars!

Chorus

Give respect, show respect  
Not to just your kind  
If you respect me I will respect you 
And we will all be fine! 

Chorus
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2020 STOP THE HATE ® YOUTH SING OUT WINNERS

“Fight the Hate, Don’t Discriminate!”
Tamara Blair’s 8th Grade Class,   
Newton D. Baker School of Arts 
RUNNER-UP MIDDLE SCHOOL

I just wanna go into the store,  
People staring at me when I reach the door 
I don’t need this anymore 
This hate straight from the core

Chorus:	  
So don’t hate, just be nice 
It doesn’t matter if you’re black or white 
We all deserve to feel great 
It doesn’t matter if you’re gay or straight

Refrain: 
Fight the hate, don’t discriminate 
It’s not too late 
Hate is something that we just can’t take  
This is the cycle that we must break

Chorus:

There shouldn’t be cages  
There shouldn’t be walls no no hatred at all 
We must break these chains 
We must be the change (x2)

Refrain

Chorus (x2)

Fight the hate, don’t discriminate (x2)

Tamara Blair’s 8th Grade Class, Newton D. Baker School of Arts Donna Feldman’s 4th Period Class, Cleveland Heights High School

Justin Caithaml’s 6th Period Class, Midview High School
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2020 STOP THE HATE ® YOUTH SPEAK OUT ESSAY READERS

Chris Adler
Sarah Aikenhead
Sheryl Al-Azom
Cindy Alekna
Mary Alptekin
Courtney Andersen
Cynthia Anderson
Sandra Appeldorn
Sherri Appleton
Gail Arnoff
Elise Auerbach
Moises Auron
Laura Austin
James & Lisa Backlin
Kathy Bagby
Kate Baker
Arthur Bane
Cindy Bane
Matt Bane
Cheri Barad
Andre Barclay
Megan Barrett
Claudia Barrios
Judith Bass
Sharon Batiste
Anne Bauswein
Heather Beasley
April Bebee
Ben Becker
Cathy Becker
Beth Beers
Jeffrey Beers
Tammi Belko
Chuck Bell
Thomas Bennett
Marvin Benton
Tim Berard
Eunice Berko
Roy Berko
Janice Bianco
Bruce Biddle
Allen Binstock
Colleen Bittner
Daniel Blain
Joanne Blanchard
Diana Blitz

P. G. Bluett
Cheryl Bobo
Mark Bogomolny
Ryan Bond
Rick Bondy
Heather Bossin
Tim Bowens
Keleigh Bowling
Jamie Boyer
Mary Ann Brennan
Judy Brody
Carole Broome
Liliana Bruckner
Beverly Brutzkus
Lisa Budianto
Laura Bunjevac
Tim Burns
Nancy Burt
Marilyn Busch
Katy Buskirk
Denise Bynum
Christine Campion
Marcia Campo
Rosalie Canfield
Steven Capuozzo
Janice Carrel
Sandra Carrel
Abigail Carrel-Thomas
Erik Cassano
Lindsey Cassidy
Cary Chaitoff
Laura Champa
Meredith Charlson
Patrick Chura
Brth Cieslik
Kimberly Clark
Courtney Clarke
Lisa Claus
Elana Clavner
Terry Close
Alison Cochrane
Dan Cohen
Lori Cohen
Jill Cohn
Elizabeth Coluby
Meg Coon

Eve Cooper
Greg Cowan
Samantha Crane
Kim Crockard
Meg Cruz
Leigh Cullen
Mae Curry
David D’Agostino
Jessica Daigler
Teresa D’Alessandro
Marla Daugherty
Alexis Davis
Sherldean Davis
Lyn Dickert-Leonard
Tracy Dickinson
Erica Dieleman
Jamie Dinan
Maureen Dinner
Marianne Divers
Stephen Donshik
Kristina Dooley
Stephanie Dornhecker
Kathryn Dotson
Diane Dronzek
Kate Duke
Regine Eberhard
Rebecca Eckstein
Rachel Edelman
Kerry Emerson
Bruce Ente
Jenn Ettorre
Brenda Ewart
Sol Factor
Sharon Fagin
Rosemarie Fairman
Lynne Feighan
Patti Ferris
Michelle Fertal
Garrett Finch
Jennifer Fisher
Alaina Foster
Diana Foster
Venera Foti
Laura Fox
Laura Fox
Wendy Frasure

Yuliya Frid
Harriet Friedman
Kayla Frisco
Sandy Furth
Ellen Gaddie
Frank Gagliardi
Vincent Galippo
Charlotte Gapas
Paul Garfinkle
Angela Gartner
Carolyn Geldermann
Brenda Gerhardt
Maria Gerstenberger
Donna Giannantonio
Natalie Gillespie
Marvin Gisser
Lydia Glaude
Amy Goldin
Ray Gonzalez
Phyllis Gorfain
Joy Gray
Gail Greenberg
Penny Greenberger
Lynn Gross
Pamela Gross
Randi Gross
Ned Grossman
Charlotte Guggenheim
Christine Hall
Beverly Hardin
Harron Hartig
Kate Hauser
Sandra Hays
Jean Heflich
Tina Heiman
Barbara Hemsath
Vivian Henoch
Gina Herner
Pamela Herrlein
Barbara Hettle
Esther Hexter
Janice Hirshon
Gabe Hoffman
Tim Hogston
Gwendolyn Holden-

Seckers

Karyn Holtzman
Laura Hosid
Theresa Howenstine
Liz Hui
Anna Iacovetta
Mary Ink
Carolyn Jablonski
Tomika Jackson
Misdee Jacobs
Nina Jaffe
Cheryl Jamerson
John Jarvey
Angelica Jefferson
Alicia Johnson
Jessica Johnson
Lisa Ann Johnson
Luanne Johnson
Patrick Johnson
Simon Johnson
Kay Jones-Williams
Laurie Joseph
Lauren Joyce Hensel
Sharlene Kahn
Reena Kamins
Audrey Kaplan
Gail Kasper
Linda Katz
Ruth Kaye
Gerene Keesler
Dianne Keilholtz
Annalise Kelleher
Judith Khaner
Laurie Kincer
June Kiner
Yolanda King
Sue Kirschner
Kimberly Klausner
Nancy Klein
Andy Kohlmann
Marcia Korenstein
Denise Kosco
Rachel Krebs
Tracey Kritt
Julia Kronenberg
Laura Kubinski
Anne Kuenzel

We are grateful to the 447 volunteers who generously donated their time to blind-score this year’s Youth Speak Out essays.
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Barbara Kujawski
Katherine Kurima
Pamela Kwartler
Elizabeth Lambert
Shelly Lazarus
Deborah Lembo
Belinda Leonardi
Caren Lever
Nancy Levin
Regina Levine
Phyl Levine, Phd
Elsa Levy
Fern Levy
Kyle Lewis
George Lichman
Jean Louis
Audrey Lowe
Annette Lynch
Deena Maerowitz
Alison Magyari
Anjanita Mahadoo
Mary Manning
John Marcus
Maxine Margolis
Jolynne Marsh
Kathy Marsh
Maria Marsilli
Kimberly Martin
Tanya Martin
Melody Maryanski
Robin Maxwell
Robin Maxwell
Angela Mayo
Delores Mccollum
Gina Mccord
Linda Mccorkle
Tracey Mccorry
Libby Mccuan
Ilona Mcfarland
Shyamla Menon
Michele Messam
Karin Mika
Hope Miller
Denise Minefee
Julie Mittleman
Brenda Modliszewski

Joan Moke
Chiquitia Montgomery
Ellen Moss
Kim Mullenax
Sharon Murray
Ken Myers
Tracy Myers
Patricia Needham
Angela Nicholson
Cyndie Nothwang
Shoshana Nyer
Tina Ohmart
Michele Olivieri
Lisa Olson
Julie Owca
Tonia Pahari
Jessica Paine
Nicole Parker
Amber Pasternak
Renee Pastor
Penny Paul
Marilyn Perkul
Donald Perlmutter
Lauren Persons
Gene Phillips
Samantha Pifer
Elda Pincus
Iris Pistell
Jennifer Platek
Jody Podl
Teresa Podracky
Gerald Polansky
Lindsay Pollock
Dana Ponsky
Ellen Posman
Kate Proger
Hilary Pulsipher
Brett Rachel
Nicole Rainey
Kathleen Rak
Cathy Randall
Barbara Rapaport
Martha Ravits
Kevin Reddy
Aimee Reilly
Stephanie Resnick

Eileen Restrepo
Deborale Richardson-

Phillips
Paul Rippner
Meeso Ro
Shelley Robinson
Zach Robock
Kerry Rock
Rev. K. Otis Rodgers
Alyssa Rodriguez
Corey Rodriguez
Jodi Rogoff
George Rooney
Linda Rose
Jamie Routman
Teo Salgado
Kelly Quinn Sands
Ethan Saurwein
Maggie Schalk
Alison Schmerler
Kelly Schneider
Sharon Schorr
Jacob Schrader
Alice Schubach
Linda Schulhof
Deborah Schulman
Cathy Schultis
Susan Schwarzwald
Beth Segal
Tami Selent
Phyllis Sevin Sevin
Anne Shandley
Jessica Shapiro
Marc Shapiro
Laura Shaw
Jennifer Shotton
Kyle Shubeck
Omar Siddiq
Jill Siegel
Loramae Simkoff
Mira Simon
Martha Sivertson
Cinthia Sledz
Sheri Sloan
Benita Smith
Sally Smith

Allison Snyder
Rachel Sobel
Michele Sommerfelt
Kate Sonnenberg
Lynn Sosnowski
Sabrina Spangler
Barbara Sposet
Beth Spyke
Ryan Staib
Terri Steindler
Heather Steranka
Dr. Myron Bud Stern
Michelle Stern
Elizabeth Stone
Myra Stone
Timy Sullivan
Taylor Supeck
Amy Sutterluety
Nancy Sutula
Erin Sweeney
Joan Szczepanik
Mary Ellen Szczepanik
Noelle Tagliarini
Judy Takacs
Tami Tam
Fay Taragan
Jon Tarrant
Kandis Taylor
Tameka Taylor
Andrew Thomas
Heidi Thomas
Erica Thrasher
Ellen Ticktin
Maureen Tighe-Brown
Kim Tilly
Peggy Tomek
Katharine G. Trostel
Nicky Turco
Loretta Turk
Cherrelle Turner
Victoria Turner Turco
Eileen Turoff
Leslie Ungar
Edie Ungar-Shafron
Rachel Vanek
Jennie Vasarhelyi

Sunita Verma
Annie Vinik
Priscilla Vivio
Gina Von Ville
Susan Wachter
Megan Walsh
Peggy Walsh
Amanda Walter
Kennon Walton
Anne Marie Warren
Ellen Weber
Laurie Weinberger
Laurie Weingarten
Jenna Weingarten
Phyllis Weiss
Robert Weiss
Stephanie Welder
Abigail Whited
Alesha Williams
Deborah Willis
Deborah Wilson
Francine Wilson
Patty Wincek
Tiffany Wincek
Merna Wolfe
Barbara Wolfort
David Wolfort
Warren Wolfson
Anne Marie Wolfson
Frank Young
Barbara Youngmann
Michelle Yurick
Helen Zaluckyj
Kristen Zucht
Jeffrey Zuckerman
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SUPPORTERS & JUDGES
We are grateful for the commitment of the sponsors, educators, judges, volunteers, committee members, and Maltz Museum Board 
Members, without whom this program would not be possible.

MALTZ MUSEUM BOARD OF TRUSTEES
Grant Dinner, Chair
Milton Maltz, Chair Emeritus
Tamar Maltz, President
Robert Gries, Vice Chair
Reneé Chelm, Vice President
Keith Libman, Vice President
James Gomez, Treasurer
Barbara Miller, Secretary

Lisa Backlin
Joe Cimperman
Ronald B. Cohen
Mary Ann Corrigan-Davis
Jordan Goldberg
Lois Goodman
David Katz
Alan M. Krause

Kenneth B. Liffman
Darrell McNair
Larry Pollock
Albert B. Ratner
Barbara Robinson
Enid Rosenberg
Irv Rosner
Phil Wasserstrom

Daniel Zelman
Adam Zelwin
Adele Silver, Honorary Trustee
The Rev. Dr. Otis Moss, Jr.,  

Trustee Emeritus

Rabbi Jonathan Cohen,  
The Temple-Tifereth Israel

Jeff Kaplan,  
Friends of the Maltz Museum

Barry Reis,  
Jewish Federation of Cleveland

Erika Rudin-Luria,  
Jewish Federation of Cleveland

David Schafer,  
Maltz Museum of Jewish Heritage

EX OFFICIO

Darrell McNair, Chair 
Scott Simon, Vice Chair 
Tim Bowens  
Sue Kirschener

Gregg Levine 
Bobbie Lindenbaum  
Enza Roth 
Matt Sobel 

Joan Szczepanik 
Jonathon Wise

STOP THE HATE COMMITTEE

Leah Branstetter, Digital Education Manager, 
Rock & Roll Hall of Fame

Nikki Claverie, Administrator,  
The Music Settlement

Jeff Niesel, Music Editor, Cleveland Scene

Ida Mercer, Community Outreach Liaison,  
The Music Settlement

Christelle Saint-Fleur, Community Outreach 
Manager, Center for Arts Inspired Learning

Jazmine Walker, Academic Success Manager, 
Boys & Girls Clubs of Cleveland

Evelyn Wright, Vocalist and Educator

YOUTH SING OUT JUDGES

Antoinette M. Baker, MSM,  
AVP, Operations Manager, PNC

Greer Gibbons, Project Manager – Engine Oils, 
The Lubrizol Corporation

Eduardo Kim, Partner, Thompson Hine
Gregg Levine, Consultant, Ratliff & Taylor
Monyka Price, Chief of Education,  

City of Cleveland 

Cecilia Render, Executive Director, Nordson 
Corporation Foundation

YOUTH SPEAK OUT JUDGES

Kevin T. Richards, Artistic Director 
Tam Sivertson, Project Assistant 
Diana Chittester, Teaching Artist 
Ray Flanagan, Teaching Artist 

Sam Hooper, Teaching Artist 
Kyle Kidd, Teaching Artist 
Jason Meyers, Teaching Artist 
Afi Scruggs, Teaching Artist 

Alisha Stahnke, Teaching Artist 
Bethany Svoboda, Teaching Artist 
Brian Straw, Recording

ROOTS OF AMERICAN MUSIC

Joe Butler, Education Instructor
Deanna Nebel, Education Instructor

Kathryn Clusman, Manager of Community and 
Family Programs and Master of Ceremonies

Mandy Smith, Director of Education
ROCK & ROLL HALL OF FAME

Beth Segal Photography 
Blue Robot 

College Now Greater Cleveland 
Meredith Camp Events 

Steven Hacker Films
ADDITIONAL PARTNERS
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“There’s nothing more 
important than standing 
together against hate. When 
you take one voice and add 
it to other voices, together 
your voice is much stronger.”

-Erika B. Rudin-Luria

The Jewish Federation of Cleveland 
congratulates these future leaders for their 
inspiring efforts to stand against hate. 
Mazel Tov!

J. David Heller, board chair
Erika B. Rudin-Luria, president
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nordson.com

Stop the Hate  
Essay Contest

N O R D S O N  I S  P R O U D  T O  
S U P P O R T  T H E  S T U D E N T S  
PA R T I C I PAT I N G  I N  T H E

 HATESTOP
PCI Colorbar is proud to stand in support of the Maltz Museum’s

initiative to create a more accepting and inclusive society. 
Congratulations to all participants!

PRINT • DESIGN • MARKETING

4576 Renaissance Pkwy • Warrensville Heights Ohio 44128 • 216-595-3939 • info@colorbar.net



A stage for stories of struggle, courage, and creativity; a forum for difficult conversations about  
discrimination and intolerance; and a platform for youth to share their vision for a brighter future,  

The Maltz Museum of Jewish Heritage brings history to life, issues to light, and people together.

The Maltz Museum of Jewish Heritage is generously supported by:

STOP THE HATE® IS MADE POSSIBLE WITH THE GENEROUS SUPPORT OF:

Presenting Sponsors

Youth Sing Out & Speak Out Signature Sponsors

The Semi J. and  
Ruth Begun  
Foundation

Helen F. Stolier  
and Louis Stolier  

Family Foundation
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