
Prompt chosen: Talk about your reactions to recent hate crimes in the news and how it has 
personally affected you. 
  
 

October 27th, 2018, the day of my high school’s homecoming. I am eating pancakes at 
Double T Diner surrounded by four of my friends sitting in a blue and red booth with a television 
above our heads. “Mass shooting at the Tree of Life Synagogue in Pittsburgh,” I read on the 
screen as I watch news anchors report the incident. I feel chills go up my spine as I put my fork 
down, but my friends just keep on eating. October 27th, 2018, the day eleven people lost their 
lives due to a hate-fueled tragedy.  

I love my Jewish identity, but the Hamsa around my neck and the thick, curly hair 
planted on top of my head scares me in today’s society. I’ve been told to pick up the penny that 
is lying on the floor and to get in an oven. Of course, “it was just a joke” followed each of those 
statements, but I did not find it very funny. When the chance arrived in my English 11 AP class 
to do a rhetoric research assignment on an “American Issue,” I knew my topic would be the 
rising rate of anti-Semitism in America. This project was before the anti-Semitic incident that 
occurred just ten miles away from my home at Glenelg High School.  

When I first read about the anti-Semitic vandalism at Glenelg High School, I was angry, 
repulsed, and intimidated. Howard County schools preaches inclusion and community, so when 
swastikas were found painted on sidewalks and walls at a high school so close to mine, I felt 
targeted in the very place I am supposed to feel safest.  

My non-Jewish friends are apathetic to the hate crimes that have overwhelmingly stayed 
present in the national and local news. They are not affected like me.  Luckily, I have a close-
knit group of Jewish friends, all varying in schools and ages. The moment I hear about an anti-
Semitic incident in the news, they are who I text because they are the ones that truly care. When 
Howard High School experienced hate-related vandalism just a few months ago, my friend who 
attends the school texted us distraught, knowing that we would be able to empathize with her. 

However, I know that in order to make a difference, others must care too. I have learned 
to use my voice and my words to change the world. I am a student journalist; the print editor-in-
chief of my school’s newspaper, The Paw Print, as well as a freelance writer. I wrote an opinion 
article with my co-editor-in-chief, who is also Jewish, educating and pleading the students at 
Wilde Lake to “Be Aware, Not Ignorant.”  

In ten years when I am out of college and I am working for a newspaper or however the 
news gets around then, I pray that I will not be a journalist having to report on another 
vandalism, another shooting, another hate crime. For now, however, I will use my voice and my 
words to advocate, educate, and remember.  

 
 
 
 


