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choicethe power of

The Holocaust did not have to happen; it was the result of choices made  
by ordinary people. Most made choices to perpetrate, collaborate,  

and/or be complicit. Some made choices to help, rescue, and resist.  
Why were so many people indifferent? Why did some choose to help?  

What was the impact of their choices?
Each victim was also an ordinary person with a name, a family, a home, a job, 

friends, hopes, and dreams. What choices were available to them?  
How did they fight back and maintain their humanity in the face  

of dehumanization and murder?
75 years have passed since the Holocaust ended, yet there are still instances  

of suffering, oppression, injustice, and genocide taking place.

INSPIRATION 

2020 THEME

What does a better world look like to you?  
What choices can you make to make our world a better place?
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With great pride, I commend every student that entered the 
Kappy Family Anne Frank and Elie Wiesel Night Art & 

Writing Competition and congratulate all of this year’s winners. 
We received more than 220 entries, and were highly impressed 
by the creativity and profundity of each one. I would also like to 
acknowledge and thank every parent, guardian, and teacher that 
encouraged students to enter, provided support along the way, 
and recognized the importance of this program.

We live in an increasingly complex world, and find ourselves 
in unprecedented times. While it would certainly be easy to 
disengage from our communal responsibility, we must remember 
the power that we each hold to make choices that will make our 
world a better place. 

This competition provides a platform for students to reflect on 
Anne Frank and Elie Wiesel’s powerful stories, to understand 
the consequences of unchecked hatred, and to realize their own 
potential to make a difference. 75 years after the Holocaust, we 
can still find suffering, oppression, injustice, and genocide taking 
place. We can choose how to respond.

This year’s students have chosen to open their eyes, hearts, and 
minds to meaningfully reflect. They have chosen to channel their 
thoughts, opinions, and ideas into creative expression. They have 
chosen to stand up and share their voice with others. They have 
each chosen to make our world a better place in this way, and 
there is no telling what further choices their work will inspire. 

Aliza Tick
Education Specialist
Holocaust Memorial Center



W      elcome to the 4th annual Kappy Family Anne Frank Art & 
Writing Competition at the Holocaust Memorial Center. 

Our family is a proud sponsor of this contest, which is designed 
to inspire and empower students to gain an understanding of the 
power of choice. Anne Frank serves as an important symbol of an 
individual that portrays the lessons of the Holocaust. A sapling 
of the actual chestnut tree that grew outside of her attic window 
stands at the Holocaust Memorial Center today, resolute in its  
determination to withstand the forces of prejudice and bigotry. 
Anne Frank was wise beyond her years, and her observation “that 
nobody need wait a single moment  
before starting to improve the world” 
has inspired today’s wonderful contest 
submissions that prove the impact of 
the power of choice.

Our father, Garry Kappy, is the last  
surviving member of his family and is 
very excited to have the opportunity to 
present today’s awards. Born in Opatow, 
Poland, he was imprisoned in different labor camps at the young 
age of 15, where he dug ditches and slaved in a steel ammunition 
factory. He survived the horrors of Buchenwald and Auschwitz 
and managed to eventually make his way to Detroit where he had a 
family with his beloved wife Viola, and a successful business career. 
Though it is important to him to memorialize all of the victims of 
the Holocaust, he feels that it is even more crucial to educate others 
in order to help prevent future genocides. Out of this inspiration, 
the Kappy Family Anne Frank Art & Writing Competition was 
born. 

Congratulations to all of this year’s winners and thank you for  
sharing your very personal entries with all of us.

The Kappy Family
August 20, 2020 
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Rozie Aronov  |  8th Grade, Hillel Day School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

I believe that a perfect world can never exist simply because we are all human, but a better 
world can be achieved if we all take it upon ourselves to show at least one other person simple, 
unwarranted kindness.

What Shall I  Give?

Utopia, 

Only exists in the eyes of the blind, 
And at the surface of the naive mind,

A “pure” world could not be achieved  
With a treaty signed, 
Battle troops aligned,  
Or genocide designed,  
But the infinite road to recovery, 
Morality, 
I can build and step on shakily, 
By throwing the first handful of soil on the grave of brutality; 
I can only begin to move toward tentative normality, 
By showing a mere stranger unwarranted hospitality. 

Nearly four score ago our fate was stamped: 
Oblivion. 
And our kind was branded: 
Rascality. 
Criminality. 
But then our historical motif echoed once more 
And at last we tasted bittersweet liberality. 
Now I live this gift,

This second chance,  
Which I shall not lead astray, 
The miracle that is survival I must repay, 
By seeking just one person in this desolate array;  
I say, 
“For his tomorrow I shall give my today.”
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Anna Bochenek  |  9th Grade, Rochester High School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

My topic reflects the choices people have to make during times of fear and intimidation. These 
situations force us to dig deep and find strength within ourselves. Nina represents all Asian 
Americans who have experienced racism and xenophobia during this coronavirus pandemic. 
The essay centers around her choice to stand up against discrimination, while discovering the 
true beliefs of those around her. She finds a renewed sense of self-confidence and pride in her 
heritage. Those that stood with her symbolize the fight for ending judgment in our society 
today. Nina chooses to stand up for herself and others to show that we are all equal and continue 
to better our world.

Choosing to Stand Up

“Alright, mom, I’m off !” Nina Chen 
shouted as she hoisted her backpack 

over her shoulders. After a goodbye, she skipped 
down the pavement and arrived at the Maygrove 
Middle School entrance. She made a beeline to 
the picnic table where she congregated with her 
friends daily. Only this time, nobody was there. 
She slumped on the bench and listened to the 
boisterous students surrounding her. “Where are 
my friends?” she wondered. 

The warning bell chimed and startled her.  
She scurried into her math classroom and sat 
in her usual spot in the back. She was relieved 
to see her best friend, Abigail. She was 
expecting to greet her, but instead observed 
Abigail whisper to the teacher. The teacher’s 
expression darkened as he whispered back 
looking at Nina. He signaled to an empty desk 
in the front of the classroom and waltzed up to 
his podium for announcements. Nina watched 
in horror as her so-called friend sat down. 

“Hello, class,” he started. “Many of you are 
eager to start our test. However, I need 
to address something. As you’ve probably 
witnessed on the news, there is a virus that 
has infected the world. I assure you there is 
no need to stress. Just make sure you all are 
washing your hands frequently and refraining 
from close contact with your friends for a 

while. This virus is serious because we have 
no cure or vaccine for it. If you have any 
questions, feel free to ask them now.”

A girl with blonde hair stood up. “Where 
exactly did this virus come from?”

“This virus originated in central China. 
While it is unclear exactly how it started, it is 
spreading rapidly. Remember to stay alert and 
cautious of those around you.” 

The teacher continued to talk, but that didn’t 
matter. Nina stared blankly at her desk. Her 
body had become numb as his words pierced 
her heart. This deadly virus originated around 
where her grandparents lived. Horrifying 
thoughts of her family suffering filled her 
mind. She was so distracted, that she didn’t 
even notice her classmates’ eyes glued to her at 
first. When she finally did, she was perplexed. 
Did she have something on her face? She 
rubbed it as the teacher handed the tests 
directly to everyone. When he got to her, he 
tossed the paper onto her desk, which landed 
on the ground. Did he just have terrible aim?

She finished her test swiftly and felt 
exhilarated when the dismissal bell rang. She 
walked casually until she noticed that no one 
was walking near her. Then out of nowhere 
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she heard someone yelling. She turned to see 
who it was, only to get spit on.

“You brought it here!” The boy shouted. He 
was tall and muscular. She figured he was an 
eighth grader. 

“I what?” she questioned.

“You and your disgusting family brought over 
that virus, right? You filthy Asians.”

Nina sprinted, but was stopped by another 
group of boys. “Please, I didn’t do anything!” 
Her words fell on deaf ears as they tugged 
her relentlessly. She cried out for help but 
the crowd was cheering louder. Among 
the crowd, she spotted her ex-friends 
participating in the chanting. How could they 
choose to go along with this?

That day, Nina came home with bruises and 
a torn skirt. As she limped to her house she 
noticed a sign that read “Go Back to China” 
in her yard. She sighed as she entered the 
front door of her house, running straight into 
her mother’s arms.

“Are you alright? I’m so sorry this happened 
to you, Nina.” That was all Nina needed to 
hear before releasing her tears. “Shhh,” her 
mother cooed as she comforted her. She had 
never felt like an outcast before. She had 
never felt so ashamed. She had never felt so 
alone. “Nina, look at me.” Her mother pulled 
her shoulders and looked her in the eyes. 
“You can’t let what these bullies say tear you 
down. You’re stronger than that. Don’t be 
ashamed of who you are. Choose to stand up 
for yourself.”

“But how?” Nina sniffled.

“Don’t let them walk all over you. You didn’t 
bring this virus into your classroom. Tell them 
you are the same girl they were friends with 
before. Emphasize that you are at the same 
risk as everybody else. ”

When her first class was finally over the next 
day, she expected the bullies to return. They 
approached her again with devilish grins. 
Nina immediately felt intimated. She was 
conflicted about whether she should carry 
through with her plan. Would her words do 
anything? She was about to give up when 
her mother’s words echoed in her mind. 
She knew what she had to do. She bravely 
recounted her mother’s words, which left the 
entire hallway silent. She stood amazed until 
the students busted out laughing. Nina hung 
her head down and was about to surrender 
when she saw someone step in. “That’s 
enough,” a voice bellowed. She looked up 
to see a boy her age standing in front of her. 
“If you touch her I’ll get the principal.” The 
boys scowled, but shockingly turned away. 
The crowd around them dispersed as the boy 
turned to Nina.

 “My name’s Ross. That was a powerful speech 
you gave there.” 

“Thank you,” Nina replied, “for helping me 
stand up for myself.”

Nina and Ross instantly became best friends. 
She was also able to find more friends that 
admired her courage and didn’t discriminate 
against her. She discovered that if you  
choose to stand up for yourself, you can 
overcome anything.

What does a better world look like? It’s 
a world where nobody is made to feel 
intimidated by who they are or where they 
came from. It’s where we all see each other 
as equal human beings. It’s when we choose 
to stand up for what is right, even when we 
know there will be challenges. Until that day 
comes, Nina chose to never stop fighting for 
herself and others.
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Seed of  Equality 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

Through my piece, I am trying to convey that people need to come together and plant the seed of 
equality among all people whether you are African American, Hispanic, Caucasian, a woman, or 
a man, etc. People should stand up for their rights and express their differences and join as one. 
Everyone should be welcome in this world no matter what beliefs, skin color, or gender you are, 
and by planting the seed of equality this can be achieved! By eliminating racist beliefs, we can  
make our world a better place one step at a time to ensure that events like the Holocaust never 
happen again. During the harsh times of the Holocaust, so many people’s lives were destroyed 
because of racist beliefs that shouldn’t have been in people’s heads. So, I say we stand up to racism 
and plant the seed of equality for all! We can make this world a better place just by fighting for a 
chance to coexist together without fighting or judging people based on what they look like or  
what they believe.

Zander Connally  |  9th Grade, Monroe County Middle College
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The Protest 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

People often use protest as a form of fighting for a cause in which they believe. This is the 
ultimate form of choice, as there are countless goals people could fight towards. The signs in 
my drawing intentionally remain blank because people choose to use their voices for different 
things. Some fight against the oppression and injustice they see surrounding them. Others fight 
to continue to harm and oppress those who are different from them. Some simply choose to 
remain silent. What would you choose to fight for? Sometimes, we are faced by so many choices 
it can become overwhelming. This is represented by the crowd of faceless people that surround 
the two protesters. 

Existential philosopher Jean-Paul Sartre said, “We are our choices.” We cannot control the 
life we were born into, but we can control the choices that we make in our lives. This idea gets 
to the core of my drawing. My ode to Sartre is the brick wall in the back of the photo. In his 
short story, “The Wall,” a brick wall represents choice for the main character, as well as the 
metaphorical walls we build around ourselves to avoid making difficult choices. Far too often, 
we find ways to avoid making the tough choices that could improve the lives of others. As 
humans, we should work to break down these walls and use choice as a vehicle for change. 

Emma Driker  |  11th Grade, Berkley High School
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Releasing Hope 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

By the end of the Holocaust, the Nazis had murdered more than 6 million men, women and 
children just because they were Jews. A devastating turn for humanity it was, but there were 
voices that spoke out against the inhumanity. These were the voices that still stand out, even 
today. They forgave the wrong and started again with new dreams. One of these voices was that 
of Anne Frank. In her diary, Anne wrote, “I don’t think of all the misery but of all the beauty 
that still remains.” It was people like Anne who shared new hopes and dreams with the world 
and compelled people to remember. My drawing shows a hand breaking free of a barbed wire 
fence. Simple but symbolic, it shows how one choice to revolt ends in many decisions of hope.

Eloise Dunfee  |   7th Grade, Maple Street Magnet School for the Arts  
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Jieming Gan  |  7th Grade, West Hills Middle School 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

Choice is a powerful force in our lives. Anyone is capable of making a choice that can change 
the world. One doesn’t need wealth or power, simply iron will and grit. My piece shows that 
even though choice is a given to all human beings, few choose to use it for the betterment of 
the world. Reforms succeed because not enough people choose to oppose them. Massacres exist 
because not enough people choose to resist them. But what if we chose to support justice and to 
fight evil? What if we chose to recognize our flaws and fix them? Would we still have repeating 
incidents of hate and genocide? A better world, in my opinion, is one where we make our own 
choices for the good of ourselves and those we love, a world where we don’t wait for other 
people to decide what is best for the world, a world where we strive to improve and change.  
The first stepping stone to a better world is realizing that our choices matter, and that we have 
the power to make a better world for ourselves; once that choice is made, we can finally pave a 
path toward a utopia.

Nagasaki Nights

Eiichi could not see the descending sun 
from his position on Inasa Mountain, but 

he could see the azure sky over the Nagasaki 
Prefecture transform into a bleeding canvas of 
crimson, orange, rose, and gold. The harbor 
water became a blinding mirror of yellow that 
pressed his eyes into a squint, the mountains 
to the east flashing a final display of flora 
before fading into ominous silhouettes by the 
coming of night. Eiichi was alone atop the 
roof of his cottage, sandwiched between the 
benign wilderness of the mountain and the 
undying commotion of the urban sprawl. His 
life reflected this juxtaposition - by day he was 
an office worker rushing down the street to 
his office, by night he was gazing at the sky, 
surrounded by nature.

Eiichi had been gazing at the crepuscular sky 
for an hour when the soft creak of a ladder 
broke the silence. He looked toward the 
sound to see his sister Hanako climbing up 
to the roof, two years his senior but perhaps 
a hundredfold as wise. She sat down beside 
him, legs hanging over the ledge, a cup of 
green tea in her grasp. “Drink this,” Hanako 
suggested, handing Eiichi the cup.

“Thanks.” Eiichi accepted the offer and 
took a sip, immediately grimacing at the 
bitterness of the over concentrated beverage. 
The sky was a noir blanket studded with 
the occasional fluffy cloud; the stars were 
drowned by the fluorescent lights of the 
metropolis below. “Look at this dump,” Eiichi 
lamented, indicative of the city at the foot of 
the mountain. The unpleasant concoction 
of matcha powder and water lay fresh on 
his tongue. “Crime spirals out of control, 
ceaseless war tears the world into pieces, and 
the middle class is dissipating at shocking 
rates. Is this world really better than what 
used to be?”

“I cannot answer that question for you, Eiichi. 
There is no universal definition for ‘better’. 
Suffering will never go away, no matter 
what humans do to try and fix or hide it. A 
utopia cannot be resolutely judged by the 
poverty rate, the per capita income, the life 
expectancy. Because no matter what, there will 
always be hunger and war and xenophobia. 
It’s how a civilization deals with it that really 
matters. We need to remain optimistic.”
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“So you’re saying we need to be in a constant 
state of blind optimism, even when the world 
is burning around us?” Eiichi spat. “Pretend  
it’s all right as poverty strangles the lower class?”

“I’m not saying that we should be satisfied 
with our current state. I’m saying we should 
accept the fact that it is possible for us to 
improve. We need to choose optimism, not 
simply be optimistic.”

“But one of my colleagues-” Eiichi was 
interrupted as Hanako’s hand pushed his 
chin up so that he was facing the sky. Behind 
the clouds rose a shimmering alabaster pearl, 
bathing Eiichi and his sister in a pale white light. 

“The moon,” Hanako said. “Shines bright, 
does it not? But can it feed our crops, provide 
us warmth? No, it cannot, as it only reflects 
the light of the sun. You, you have opinions, 
do you not? But can you trace those opinions 
to your heart? Can you make choices in your 
best interests? No, you cannot, as you are 
only reflecting on the words of other people. 
The power of choice is one with strength. 
Ordinary people can achieve greatness by 
simply choosing to. The first step to a utopia 
is not to implement changes and reforms. 
The most fundamental step is to first choose 
to believe that it is within your ability to 
improve. Once that choice is made, it is 
exponentially more likely that you will.”

“How powerful can a single choice be?”  
Eiichi asked dubiously. 

“The power of choice is limitless, Eiichi. 
Had one Austrian man not dismissed the 
idea of his son becoming an artist, would 
that son still have become a feared dictator 
that slaughtered millions in concentration 
camps? Had one Soviet officer voted ‘yes’ 
to utilizing torpedoes against an American 
blockade, would the world still have avoided 
destruction by nuclear flames? Single choices 

can end or save lives, make or break regimes, 
even preserve or destroy the world!”

Eiichi was still dismissive towards Hanako’s 
claim. “You’re insinuating that something as 
simple as a choice can change the world?”

“Why does society advance?” Hanako asked 
in response.  “It is because we choose that 
we want to advance. It’s because we choose 
to stop crime, because we choose to end 
corruption, because we choose to save the 
environment. Nothing comes to fruition 
without the choice to act, the choice to 
change.” At this, Eiichi nodded slowly, and 
Hanako continued. “Be the sun, Eiichi. A sun 
who affects many moons with his glory. A sun 
who shines with the light of his own decisions. 
A sun whose radiance never wanes, whose 
luminosity is ubiquitous and undying.”

The whispering wind started to intensify, 
slowly at first but gaining speed, zephyr 
turning into a breeze, breeze turning into a 
gale. Frigid blasts of wind stung Eiichi’s eyes, 
and he came to miss the candescent sun. 
Gusts of air slammed into the cottage shutters 
below, causing a loud banging sound to echo 
through the air. “We should go in now,” 
Hanako ordered. She grabbed Eiichi’s teacup 
from his hand and slid down from the cottage 
roof onto the ground below. 

Eiichi lingered for a second atop the roof 
and then slid down onto the dirt floor after 
his sister. He removed his shoes before 
entering the cottage and stopped at the 
doorway to give one last stare at the concrete 
jungle below. In the distance, another light 
in the forest of skyscrapers flickered off. 
The land beyond the city was bathed by the 
phosphorescence of the moon, a cold white 
stone buried in the night. Eiichi waited for 
it to slip behind the clouds before turning 
around and shutting the door behind him.
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Annie He  |  11th Grade, Troy High School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

The premise of my piece is that all humans are created equal biologically; to another species we 
would all seem the same. The only differences that divide people are the biases that we create 
ourselves, and I wanted to explore the power of choosing to ignore those biases and making a 
difference, no matter how big or how small. I included two examples of the kindness that makes 
the world a better place, using a powerful historical example and an “everyday” one to show that 
anyone can make a difference.

human, too

millions, billions, countless eons of evolution 
to create us; one; equal; 
firing neurons and electrical signals and a  
      beating, fighting heart 
one species, bound together by the structures 
of our bodies and the thoughts in our hearts 
bound to make the right choices 
for our people

a lantern flashes on a creaky doorstep 
a signal to the dirty strangers following the 
drinking gourd, tracing a path to freedom 
hostess offers stale bread; a flask of water;  
      to these people it is everything 
thank you 
they say with hoarse voices 
scars lining their fingers, their faces, their backs 
disappearing into the night, the old lady smiles 
to herself; she has heard that slaves are  
      dangerous, wild, animal 
but they are just human too

a fresh-faced schoolgirl fishes in her backpack 
for her uneaten apple, token of a sheltered life 
passes it to the man on the street 
soft, freckled hands meeting tanned, callused ones 
thank you 
a whisper in the air 
she skips away; mama always said that 
the homeless men were dangerous 
but he is not so different from her,  
      not so strange 
he is just human too

defying expectations, defying beliefs 
and biases and the discrimination 
in our world 
actions big and small, dangerous and 
simple 
choosing to step forth makes the world a  
      better place 
after all, our pulses beat together as one:  
      a perfect whole
throbbing in time with the dreams  
      in our hearts.
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Be The Difference

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  
The message I intend to deliver with this piece is that everyone has a responsibility to help 
others. No matter their race, religion, gender, etc., we are all human and should support each 
other in times of need. If everyone sees injustice but says “It’s none of my business” or thinks 
they won’t make a difference, then injustice goes on freely. During the Holocaust, Jewish people 
were dragged out of their houses and forced to leave. They were beaten and discriminated 
against and treated like garbage. Meanwhile, many of their neighbors and community members 
looked on, too afraid, too uncaring, or maybe feeling too small to help. Just think of the 
difference one person could have made. One person deciding to go out and try to help could 
have made others decide to step up. It creates a domino effect because people think, “If they 
can help, so can I!” That is the meaning of this painting. The theme, the power of choice, is 
connected because people can either choose to step forward and help, or to watch as terrible 
events unfold. Every person holds that power, even you, the viewer. What choices have you 
made? Did you step up when you should have? The world could be a million times more 
wonderful, all from one person starting a chain of taking action. Have you been that person?

Audrey Hollenbaugh  |  9th Grade, Marine City High School    
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Anne’s Death of  Choice 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

Anne Frank did not have the power to choose whether or not to go to a concentration camp. 
While there were people that made very bad choices and ruined a lot of people’s lives, including 
Anne Frank’s, there were also people that made good choices to help people and not just stand 
back and watch it all happen. Many people were scared to stand up and help, but some of those 
people chose to help even if they were scared. Anne Frank was an ordinary young girl with 
family, friends and a dream of becoming a writer. Anne’s family was kind and let people hide 
with them to try and escape from the Nazis. They did what they could to help others even in 
frightening times. Anne Frank lived a happy, normal life as a young girl until going into hiding. 
Anne did not choose to be taken away, she did not choose to be separated from her family, she 
did not choose to undergo pain and suffering, and she did not choose to die. This painting is a 
description of Anne Frank changing over time as her power of choice gets stripped away along 
with her humanity. Art gave Anne a voice through her writing, and it gives me a voice through 
my painting. I choose painting; it is my way of standing up and not hiding in the background. 
Art gives voice to the voiceless.

Cora Hovermale  |  8th Grade, Crestwood Middle School   
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Margaret Kase  |  11th Grade, Marian High School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

Carly saw the little things she could do to change the world by selflessly helping others, and 
put her own wants aside to improve the lives of others in small ways. She then used those little 
things to make a bigger difference in the world. We alone can do the little things to make a 
difference, but with others we can come together to make a big difference in the world.

The Little Things

Carly wakes up to the sound of an alarm 
with a pounding headache. She takes 

deep breaths to lessen the pain, but it remains 
a dull thud.

She climbs out of bed, rubbing her head, 
and pulls on her clothes for school. She runs 
downstairs and grabs a granola bar, saying a 
quick good morning to her mother before 
rushing outside.

When Carly gets to her car she sees her 
elderly neighbor struggling to load his bags 
into his car for the third time this week. His 
job requires a lot of equipment, and he has to 
bring it to and from work every morning. She 
glances at her phone and sees that she’s going 
to be late to school if she doesn’t leave right 
now. She pauses only for a moment before 
shaking her head and jogging across the street,

“Hey, Mr. Gain, want some help with that?”

.   .   .

The first bell rings as Carly pulls into the 
school parking lot, and she feels the ringing 
inside her skull. She takes a second to rub her 
forehead before she inhales deeply and pushes 
the door open. She walks into school and 
down the empty halls toward the attendance 
office. That makes three tardies this week for 
her. She’s relieved it’s Friday.

After Carly accepts her late slip, she sees 
a small freshman about to walk into the 

bathroom. Carly smiles and waves at the 
freshman, but the girl doesn’t notice because 
she is looking in the bathroom anxiously. Carly 
hears a burst of laughter from the room, and 
the freshman pales. Carly watches as she turns 
around and starts to walk back to her class. 

Carly remembers her freshman year, and 
how she was always scared to go into the 
bathroom when it was full of upperclassmen. 
They always took first hour to chat and catch 
up, and it was intimidating, but Carly soon 
learned that they were nice.

Carly jogs to stop the girl, “Are you going to 
the bathroom, too? Let’s go together.”

The girl looks at her a little nervously but nods.

“What’s your name?”

“Janie”

They walk into the bathroom together, and 
Carly notices some of her fellow juniors 
talking and laughing. Carly smiles at them, 
“Hey, guys, this is my friend, Janie.”

Janie waves and they smile back.

Carly pats her on the shoulder and mutters 
something about being late to class before 
leaving Janie alone to talk to the juniors in the 
bathroom.

.   .   .
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When Carly finally pulls into her driveway, 
she’s exhausted. It has been a long week for 
her. She sees her mom cooking dinner when 
she walks inside. She is hunched forward, and 
Carly can see she is stirring the pot slower 
than usual. Carly tosses her backpack onto the 
table and hugs her mother from behind. She 
straightens out and turns around to hug her 
daughter properly, “How was school?”

“Good!” Carly replies, letting go, “Want help 
with dinner?”

She grins, “I would love help. Don’t you have 
homework?”

The hours’ worth of homework floats in the 
back of her head, but Carly waves it away, 
“Not too much. I can do it after dinner.”

.   .   .

Carly finishes washing the last dish and grabs 
her backpack to head upstairs. She opens her 
phone and sees her friends are all planning on 
going to hang out in twenty minutes.

“Hey, Carly?”

Carly turns to see her little brother, Tommy, 
standing in her doorway, a pencil in his hand 
and a frustrated look on his face.

She smiles gently, “Yeah, Tom? What’s up?”

“Can you help me with my math homework? 
I’m so confused.”

Carly looks down at the text from her friends 
and back at her little brother, nodding, “Yeah, 
of course, I’ll be there in a sec, bud.”

As Tommy leaves Carly sighs and types, “I 
have too much homework tonight, sorry!” 
before following her brother into his 
room, her headache continuing to make its 
presence known.

.   .   .

When Carly wakes up, her headache is finally 
gone, and she decides to celebrate by going 
for a walk. As she makes her way down the 
sidewalk to her neighborhood park, she sees 
trash on the side of the street, and when she 
gets to the park it’s there, too. Carly picks up 
as much as she can carry, but she can only 
hold a small amount.

As she walks back home, she feels all the trash 
she couldn’t pick up weighing on her heart. 
She thinks about how long it would take her 
to pick up all the trash and wonders how 
people could be so careless. Don’t they know 
the damage their laziness is doing?

Suddenly, Carly stops in her tracks, struck with 
a brilliant idea. She runs the rest of the way 
home, excited to tell her mom her new idea.

.   .   .

Carly stands in the middle of a circle of 
familiar faces. Janie, Mr. Gain, her mom, 
Tommy, her friends, and some of the juniors 
from the bathroom stand next to Janie.

“Good afternoon, friends!” Carly exclaims. 
She’s holding a bag, gloves on her hands.

“Thank you all for sacrificing your Sunday 
afternoon to help me clean up our sidewalks 
and parks! People who are too lazy to hold 
onto things they are done with decide that 
they are allowed to just throw it onto the 
grass, and they are ruining our beautiful town. 
Their laziness comes at the cost of all of us, 
and today I am excited to say that we can pay 
that cost, together. We can change our town, 
and, in a small way, the world.”

Carly reaches into her bag and pulls out boxes 
of gloves and trash bags, “Now let’s change 
the world!”

.   .   .
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Karina Maruri  |  8th Grade, Wyandot Middle School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

In life, people are faced with choices. Choices impact others in both negative and positive 
ways, whether small or large. My poem illustrates how one kind choice spreads to other people. 
The woman’s selfless choice influenced the boy and the elderly man to make their own selfless 
choices. I chose a diverse set of characters – the woman, the boy and the elderly man – to show 
that no matter who you are, your choices impact others and are influenced by the people around 
you. All my characters made good selfless choices, but sadly, this can also happen with negative 
and selfish choices. During the Holocaust, many people made negative choices that spread to 
others who also made negative choices. One man started it all. A kind choice can also start with 
one person. It takes one person to create a chain reaction of kindness. You can be that person. 
Make the choice that benefits all.

The Kind Choice

The woman shuffled the keys in her hand 
She was brand new to this opportune land 

She fled her war-torn country for a better life 
Only to find it brought worry and strife 

She didn’t have much 
But a small car, clothes and such 

She had gone out to purchase a coat, 
With her meager earnings she barely kept afloat 

The woman walked into a humble store 
That’s when she saw a young boy outside the door 
He had nothing except for the clothes on his back 

And brittle shoes that each had a large crack 
The boy shivered and stared longingly at the store

The woman stared down at the warped wooden floor 
She could only afford one. 

After a short time thinking her decision was done 
She had no doubt in her mind as she took it off the shelf 
She exchanged the money for a coat too small for herself 
She walked outside looking at the boy who was so cold 

The boy staring at the coat she did hold 
“Where is your family?” the woman asked sincere 

The boy just shook his head making it clear 
The woman understood for she did know 

When losing family, you feel so low 
She handed the boy the coat, his eyes did shine 
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And gave a smile of gratitude times nine 
The woman smiled back as she left 

Knowing the boy felt incredibly blessed 
Once she got in the car, it began to snow 
Perfect timing for the boy she did know 

Another chance to buy a coat would not come soon 
But someone else was kept warm this afternoon 

To the woman, that’s all that mattered.

The boy walked down the street 
Looking down at his feet 

The woman’s kindness imprinted on him 
The sun was beginning to dim 

The snowstorm began 
The boy passed a newsstand 

The wind blew hard, the papers began to fly 
The old man running the stand did cry 

Saying “Help me, please!” 
The boy watched the papers in the breeze 

The boy thought for a moment, then began to run 
He would gather the lost papers and not miss one 

He captured the papers, one after another 
The distance from the stand was becoming farther 

The boy walked back to the newsstand 
He gathered them all, bringing them to the elderly man 
The elderly man embraced the boy, thanking him greatly 

The elderly man feeling exceedingly happy 
The boy nodded and continued down the street 

Hoping to find something he could eat 
The boy could have gone looking for food 

Instead the boy put the elderly man in a better mood 
To the boy, that’s all that mattered.

The elderly man sat in the small diner 
The boy’s kindness made him feel finer 

He noticed a young woman appearing distressed 
He decided to help in a way he felt best 
Rising, he walked towards the woman 

“Hello” said the friendly elderly newsman 
He sat down with kind eyes 

To the woman, this was quite a surprise 
No one ever greeted the woman like this 

Not since her home country, which she did miss 
The woman grinned as she replied, “Hi” 

The woman said it, though quite shy 
The elderly man handed her a twenty 

The woman spoke with gratitude, crying,  
“Thanks a plenty” 

Now she was able to pay for her meal 
His kindness was all she could feel 

The elderly man and the woman talked for a while 
As the woman left, she could do nothing but smile 
The woman was the same that gave the boy a coat 

The one that could barely keep herself afloat 
The elderly man could have gone home in a hurry 

Instead he stopped the woman’s worry 
To the elderly man, that’s all that mattered.

The three made choices that gave to others 
Together, they all helped one another 

Their choices influenced by the last one’s kindness 
Their selfless choices brought everyone happiness 
Make the choice of kindness no matter how small 

Make the choice that benefits all.
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Ashlynn Mulka  |  8th Grade, Ore Creek Middle School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

My work shows that the power of a single choice not only impacts the things that are directly 
affected by it, but a single choice can empower others to choose the right path. So many people 
were involved in the Holocaust, and every person had the choice to stand up for others. What 
really set individuals apart from others was how they helped - or did not help - those in need. 
We are constantly faced with choices from the day-to-day what to eat for breakfast, to how 
to treat other people. Every choice, no matter how small or how large, has an unimaginable 
impact. The world is made of choices that are created by normal people like you and me. We all 
have that unimaginable power at our fingertips, and we can choose how we use it. So, I guess a 
better world is one where everyone makes the choice to make a better world. I like to think that 
everyone has the potential to make the world a better place, all you have to do is choose to make 
the choice to help those in need and we will truly make a better world.

Making History

Our choices reflect not only our 
personality, but who we are. As soon as 

I heard about the topic concerning the power 
of our choices, the White Rose Resistance 
came to mind. Not only did the German 
students of the resistance choose to stand up 
for what they believed, they did so without 
violence. There were many other instances 
of resistance during the Holocaust, but the 
White Rose Resistance was a nonviolent, 
student-led, intellectual resistance that wrote 
and sent leaflets and small articles to try and 
expose the Nazis for who they really were. The 
bravery of one member in particular made me 
think of how powerful a choice can be. 

Sophie Scholl was one of the members of 
the White Rose Resistance. She did not join 
the Resistance because she was not afraid of 
anything. She is often quoted as saying, “An 
end in terror is preferable to terror without 
end.” Sophie chose to join the White Rose 
Resistance because it was the right thing to 
do; she stood up for what she believed, even 
though it could kill her. 

Fear is one of the greatest motivating powers 
in our world, but it is not fear alone that 
stops people from doing what is right. Fear 
cannot stop you from doing anything. Sophie 
was afraid to resist the Nazis, but she did it 
anyway. The thing that stops us from doing 
the right thing is simply the choice that we 
make to stand by and watch.

“The opposite of love is not hate, it’s 
indifference,” is an amazing quote by 
Holocaust survivor Elie Wiesel. The choice 
to stand by and watch is merely the choice 
to help whatever side is currently winning. 
The choice to be a bystander, to let the bad 
things go on in the world, is the opposite of 
love. The choice of indifference is the reason 
millions of people died in the Holocaust. The 
Holocaust victims were just as scared, if not 
more scared, than the bystanders, but they 
did not have the choice to stand by.

Before World War II, Sophie was a normal 
student. She was studying biology and 
philosophy and was a bright girl with a bright 
future. Like many others, her brother, Hans 
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Scholl, was a member of Hitler Youth. Sophie 
was part of a pro-Nazi organization called the 
League of German Girls, or BDM. Eventually, 
Sophie was promoted to leader of the BDM. 

After World War II started, Sophie started to 
actively question the Nazi system. Little did 
she know, her brother and a few friends were 
doing the same. While there is much debate 
concerning the founders of the White Rose 
Resistance, everyone agrees that Hans Scholl 
was one of the members. Despite the danger, 
as soon as Sophie could, she broke free of the 
stereotypes previously pressed upon her. She 
would not remain silent any longer. 

Sophie Scholl understood how powerful 
everyone’s choice was, whether it was 
her brother’s, her classmates’, or her own 
choice; she understood the power wielded 
by everyone’s will. Not only did she choose 
to resist the Nazis, she, and the rest of the 
White Rose Resistance, chose to do it with 
nonviolence. Nonviolence is an interesting 
thing. We all know how ideal and admirable 
it is, but rarely actually see it happen. 
Although nonviolence is readily seen as 
a good thing, people who are angry and 
surrounded by violent acts of racial hatred 
do not always see the benefit of peaceful 
reasoning. The White Rose Resistance did 
not choose to reason with people about the 
horrors of the Nazi regime because it was 
legal or easier. Quite the contrary, avoiding 
violence and spreading truthful anti-Nazi 
information was both unimaginably hard 
and unquestionably illegal. Throughout 
Sophie’s time in the White Rose Resistance, 
she believed that she was doing the right 
thing, and that is what helped her to continue 
helping those in need. 

Even after she was convicted of treason and 
sentenced to death with her brother, Sophie 
did not believe that she would die in vain. 
Her last words are believed to be, “What does 
my death matter, if through us, thousands of 
people are awakened and stirred to action?” 
These kinds of thoughts are hard to find 
anywhere in this world; it is amazing that 
someone so young was able to believe it.

Choices may be the most powerful thing in 
the world, but they do not always change the 
world for the better. Hitler made the choice 
to run for office, and, although many of the 
people who believed him were misled, that 
was still their choice. I like to believe that 
one of the best aspects about a choice is that 
you can always make new ones. Sophie was a 
member of the BDM and Hans was in Hitler 
Youth. They both turned their lives around, 
and followed a brighter, stronger, fuller path, 
even though it may have been shorter.

In the memory of Sophie Scholl, I would like 
to encourage you to, in her words, “Stand 
up for what you believe in, even if you are 
standing alone.” Make that choice to do the 
right thing even if you are scared, because, in 
the end, the only thing that stops you is your 
choice to do so. As for me, I choose to do 
the next right thing every day, because even 
though the world may seem messed up, that is 
just because we stopped trying to do something 
because of fear. My choices will stand against 
fear. The only thing we need to make a perfect 
world is for everyone to make the choice to 
make the world perfect. If you choose it, it will 
happen. That is the power of choice.
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The Power of  Choice

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

One of Anne Frank’s many inspirations in life was choice, but some may wonder what choices 
she was given. In my painting, I wanted to portray each golden key as one of the numerous 
choices Anne Frank could have designated to interpret. She could’ve chosen to give up and let 
herself be submitted to the misery around her, or she could’ve lived the rest of her life in fear as 
family and friends were taken to be murdered. However, despite all the negativity and all the 
oppression, she decided to look past the pain and focus on the bright future ahead. This is just 
a prime example of the choices ordinary people make in order to make a change in society; all 
it takes is one mind, one positive and outgoing mind to change the outlook of the world, and it 
was all because she chose hope.

Andrea Ouellette  | 11th Grade, Farmington High School   
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The Choice to Step In

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

My project is about making the choice to step in and help people in need even if it doesn’t 
affect you. Plenty of unnecessary violence across the world could have been prevented if more 
people had stood up to try and stop it, even if it meant putting themselves at risk. Below the 
main figure there are two paths: the path where they step in and the path where they ignore the 
problem because it has nothing to do with them. In the first path, one person stands up for the 
other person being hurt, and, by doing so, she also encourages others to stand up, too, eventually 
stopping the violence. In the second path, she chooses to ignore what’s happening because it 
isn’t her problem, and the person gets hurt more, and eventually, more and more people get hurt 
until there’s no one left to stand up.

Sarah Piercey  |  7th Grade, Wyandot Middle School    
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Sewing the World into a Better One

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

My artwork is symbolic in showing what a better world looks like to me. I am covering up all 
of the bad in the world by stitching together a new world. The swampy colors in the corner 
of the world represent the unfortunate things in the current world, but in the continent all of 
the bad things are listed. In the better world, I used bright colors to symbolize positivity and 
happiness, while listing all of the better things and ways we need to improve the world. The new 
world is only in the process of being sewn, rather than completely sewn up, because there are 
always things that can be improved and that need to be worked on in our world. The theme is 
demonstrated in my piece because I am emphasizing all of the different ideas and ways to make 
the world we live in a better place for everyone.

Hannah Resnick  |  12th Grade, Frankel Jewish Academy   
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Mariana Salt  |  8th Grade, Michigan Virtual Charter Academy  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

I have read and learned about the Holocaust and Anne Frank’s life story over the past few years. 
When I began, it was unbelievable to me that something so horrific could happen in front of the 
whole world and that nobody did anything to stop it sooner. I now understand that sometimes 
the fear of doing the right thing can blind us from making the right choices. The fear of losing 
our social standing, our physical comfort, or even our reputation, can build a barrier that is 
hard to break. As humans we must ride over our fears and take a stand for the truth. Because by 
choosing to do what is right, we can live a life worth living.

The Choice in her Hands

The girl stepped out of the darkness. 
Hastily turning around, her outstretched 

hand grasped for something that wasn’t 
there. Only darkness slipped through her 
fingers. Facing front, the girl examined her 
surroundings, her darting eyes reflecting the 
fear that kept her heart beating at an alarming 
rate. She stood in a long, spacious room, dim 
lights barely illuminating her surroundings. 
A few steps further there was a curious bridge 
made out of rusted train tracks and splintered 
wood, evidently stripped from abandoned 
rail cars. Up ahead, a man scurried across 
the uneven bridge. He was short and stout, 
wearing a clean business suit and polished 
shoes. Two of his stubby fingers were plugged 
into his ears and he was madly shaking his 
head, whispering, “Ignore them. Just keep 
walking. There’s nothing you can do.”

What can’t he do? thought the girl hurrying 
after the man. She didn’t fancy being left 
alone in this eerie place. Covering up the 
distance between them, she quickly halted to 
a stop. There she stood, unmoving, poised like 
a deer that senses danger. There were voices, 
distant but cold. The voices seemed to come 
from the edge of the bridge. Approaching 
carefully, the girl made her way to the edge. 
Frigid air crept throughout the girl’s body, 

and her breath came out in wisps. Peering 
below, she gasped in surprise. Below her 
spread an endless pit, devoid of any light. 
There was no bottom, there was simply 
nothing. But from this nothing came the 
voices. And rising from the darkness were 
hundreds of pale skinned hands reaching 
upward. The girl stepped back in horror. 
The voices begged for mercy and help. They 
pleaded for deliverance from their suffering. 
All she had to do was reach down. 

As the girl listened to the desperate voices, 
her eyes darted franticly around the room 
searching for a way out. The air around her 
was thick with suffering and unspeakable 
tragedy. Her frantic eyes landed on the back 
of the hurried man. He was nearing the end 
of the bridge. A door suddenly materialized 
from the darkness, its bronze handle glinting 
invitingly. Illuminating the door from above 
was a blazing torch that licked hungrily at the 
surrounding dark. As suddenly as the door 
appeared, the girl’s coldness disappeared, 
replaced with a warmth so desirable she 
smiled. And then she was filled with warm 
promises of comfort and hope. The girl 
suddenly understood. She could leave all 
this suffering behind. She would never again 
feel the cold that pierced her heart, nor the 
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pleading voices that begged for aid. She could 
be warm and safe. She could forget it had ever 
happened. All she had to do was go through 
the door.

Stumbling forward toward the door, the 
girl was stopped in her tracks as several dim 
beams of light projected black and white 
images on her opposing side. The girl faced 
the images and watched them intently. What 
exactly the girls saw, she could never tell, for 
the images were too horrific to describe. Each 
image the girl witnessed sent tears down her 
cheeks. Horrible and crude, the girl never 
felt so empty in her life. Her body was racked 
with shivers. Her eyes were afraid, for the 
girl had seen nightmares. She saw life leave, 
replaced with the ever presence of death.   
She saw pain and anguish. Fear and hunger. 
There was no light. No hope. Nothing.  
Only darkness. 

The girl turned slowly back, walking to the 
edge of the bridge where the outstretched 
hands still groped upward for someone to pull 
them out of their misery. What could she do? 
How could she help them? She had nothing; 
she was nobody important. But maybe that 
was the point. Maybe she didn’t have to 
have everything; maybe she didn’t need to 
be someone important in order to change 
what she saw. Maybe she could help make a 
difference. It was her choice. 

“Wait! Help me.” She cried to the man who 
was already at the door. The man turned 
slowly, beads of sweat trickling down his 
tubby face. The girl pointed into the void. 
“They need our help.” The man chuckled 
nervously, his eyes darting from the girl to the 
door behind him.  

“I’m sorry. There’s nothing I can do,” 
whispered the man before he grasped 
the handle and thrust the door open. 

Immediately the man was engulfed in a light 
and disappeared. The girl was alone. 

Scared, the girl sat down and wrapped her 
arms around herself for warmth. What 
should she do? Safety was only a few steps 
away. She’d be safe from all this torment and 
discrimination. She could live a comfortable 
life, indifferent to the death going on around 
her. The girl peered behind her at the images 
still flashing. She could help these people. 
She could save them from the pain that was 
to come. She could stop their cries. Could 
she really be like that man, unresponsive 
and ignorant after what she had seen and 
heard? Could she turn a blind eye? Surely, she 
couldn’t change what she had seen. Wasn’t 
there anyone else? The girl listened. She knew 
what the voices wanted. A hand. A choice. 
Looking down at her hands, the girl realized 
that choice lied within her. She didn’t have to 
do something big in order to change lives. She 
didn’t have to accomplish amazing feats to 
change the world. She didn’t have to look or 
be any different to help. She chose. She could 
save these people from the darkness that she 
saw below. She could create light even in the 
bleakest hour. She could change lives for the 
better with one simple act. She could create a 
better world. It all began with a choice. 

Shifting onto her knees, the girl reached down 
to the cold hands. And grasping firmly… 
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London Shanahan  |  11th Grade, International Academy West 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

The message of “Start Little” is to recognize the small things that you can do that can have an 
impact on somebody’s day. When I looked at the prompt, I was overwhelmed with grand things 
that someone could do to make our world a better place. Giant charity donations, saving lives, 
becoming an icon speaking out against wrongdoings, and more continued to pop up in my head. 
But then I realized not everyone has those opportunities to change our world. It is no wonder 
that people I know feel irrelevant, like they cannot have an impact on our world. So I pondered, 
“What could we do?” I thought of something that made me feel happy, and then inspired me 
to spread that happiness. That something was kindness. Through kindness I was able to become 
optimistic, and appreciate simple things that happen in my day, like someone holding a door 
open for me, or a stranger complimenting my outfit. When I focused on the nice things, I no 
longer felt anger, hatred or a need to complain, which could sour the moods of others around 
me. I could focus on my optimism, and help assist those close to me with their pessimism. So 
when the prompt asked, “What choices can we make to improve our world,” I knew it was little 
efforts of kindness that could wash out anger, hate, violence and genocide, thus making our 
world a better place. After all, it is our world, not the world.

Star t Little

Morning 
Day 
Night. 

Morning: I rise, I see the sunrise, 
I see the red streaks in the sky, and  
        remember the red streaks in the soil. 

Day: I learn, I am reminded- 
anger, hate, violence, genocide 
a harsh past pays for an improved future. 

Night: I lay, I ponder, 
improved is not perfect,  
anger, hate, violence and genocide still exist. 

I dream. 
I dream of a world of equality, 
No matter what color, 
No matter what gender, 
No matter what sexuality. 
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I dream of a world of kindness.  
A goal: I write. 
What is one kindness I received today? 
What is one kind thing that I can do today?

Step one: Open a door to a hurried student,  
hands full of hard work and a sleepless night 
Step two: Say hello to the kid across the classroom, 
who is not what society considers ideal 
Step three: Give a gift, a token, an item or note 
something to someone close, to remind them,

You make our world a better place.

Morning 
Day 
Night

A long moment in the present, a blip in the past. 
Many days are forgotten. 
Many days are wasted. 
When opportunities were given, but not taken. 

A better world? 
Find a balance: 
Take and give,  
           take an opportunity, give positivity. 
Forgive and apologize,  
           accept others’ mistakes, acknowledge your own.  
Agree to disagree,  
           choose your opinion, understand another 
Never  
           resort to anger, hate, violence or genocide. 

Every morning 
Day 
Night. 
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Now We Can Never Know
Do I believe in destiny? 
Am I a man of God? 
Can I do what must be done? 
My team sees more snakes, 
A vagrant and her small children 
We shout for their cease of movement 
It is the end of the road 
They must fall 
I must cease their poison for good 
My Einsatzgruppen and I unload and surround 
those unworthy of life  
I see their dirty clothing to match their insides 
Their evil will resist my kind  
‘Tis my job to protect them 
“Gather together, JEWS!” 
Even the name fills me with disgust 
My group circles around the street scum 
I hear my Commander: 
Ready? Bereit? 
I stare down at the Jews but see now what I had not 
before 
Aim! Ziel!

The mother is saying a prayer 
Fir- 
Time stops 
I lock eyes with the Jew I had seen as garbage 
It is merely a moment but I feel 
Free from the discrimination around me 
For just a second,  
I see the human 
Not any outrageous nose 
But wide eyes 
Frozen in fear from my barrel  
Aimed at them 

I feel their soul reach upon mine as to beg 
Please spare my family 
We are poor 
Unfortunate 
But innocent 
As if to prove 
My people killed not Jesus 
We hurt no children 
We wish no bad will upon thou 
The woman’s lips  
Taking their final breath  
The woman’s eyes 
Fearful but as to beg for life 
The woman’s arms 
Clutching her children 
She tries to save them 
Could it be? 
I now see  
See the humanity 
I cannot shoot 
But no one else refrains 
I have no choice  
Time resumes 
Fire! Schießen!

The mother exhales as I shoot 
Her final breath 
Saveable 
I used to be sure but now all I can do is ask: 
Do I believe in destiny? 
Am I a man of God? 
Can I do what must be done? 
These were millions 
These were Jews 
Victims of discrimination 
Victims of a thoughtless man 
Caring not what they could do for the world 
But what the world could do for him 
Had he a choice?

Meredith Shapiro  |  8th Grade, Hillel Day School  

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

I wrote this piece to emphasize that still today people are harmed or killed merely due to race or religion. To me, a better 
world does not look like people getting harassed for what they look like or what they believe in. A better world is not being 
bored at synagogue and reviewing a laminated sheet of how to protect yourself in case of an active shooter because that is a 
genuine concern for Jews in America. A better world is not walking home at night in fear because you are a person of color and 
apparently that is now a justifiable reason to be maltreated by law enforcement in a place you try your best to call home, even 
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A normal day 
A normal job 

A normal deed 
Something is wrong 

Or is it someone 
A broken tail light 

Investigate? 
Pull over 

I approach the vehicle 
A black man and his girlfriend 

I express the trouble 
The man thinks he knows more than myself  

But he is merely a young black man 
It is unexplainable but 

He is different 
I like him not 

I trust him not 
AAAAH! 

He reaches forward and this is when I am alarmed 
SIR! 

I raise my firearm to him knowing any moment  
      he is gone 

I WILL SHOO- 
I fire; Time stops 

I can see the fear rushing through his mind 
Peering out at his hand 

He held his license and wallet 
He had no way of killing me yet 

I shot him four times 
Four times?  
Four times. 

Four times I took away his family 
Four times I took away his future 

Four times I stared past my loaded firearm  
      and thought 

The young man should die 
This young man is a threat 

This young black man with his girlfriend beside him should be over 

I want to say 
You are reckless 

You are a danger 
I am sorry 

This man’s lips 
Only open enough to see any happiness has left 

This man’s eyes 
Locked on me fearfully 

But worse this man’s arms 
One less than seconds away from wincing in pain   

Another still reaching for his license 
Could it be? 

Now I see 
See the innocence 

I should not have shot 
My fellow men had questioned it not so 

I had no choice 
Time resumes 

BANG! 
His breath feels the pain first 

His wince 
Deafening

But what can I say; This is 
A normal day 
A normal job 

A normal deed 
This was Philando Castile 

A black man 
Victim of discrimination 

Victim of an ignorant man 
Caring not that his thoughts and actions were 

unjustified 
But that this man’s doing appeared unjustified 

Had he a choice?

though those around you cannot bear to call you neighbor. A better world is a world without laws such as the gay panic defense 
law which stands as reasoning for a member of the LGBTQ+ community to be attacked or even killed because who they love 
or how they identify made someone go into a “panic” and incite violence. These expectations do not state some outrageous 
concept, merely that people should be treated as people. Discrimination did not cease with the Shoah; it is astonishing how far 
the world is from this fundamental ideal. With that in mind it is up to us all to make the choices to make those dreams a reality.
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Shades of  Hope

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

My message is that even when everything is dark, and it seems like there is only despair, we can 
still have hope. Because if we have even a bit of hope, we can start to change things for the better. 
My piece is the bookshelf that hid Anne Frank, her family, and others. It’s in black and white to 
represent hopelessness and despair at that time. It fades away in the bottom right corner to show 
that without hope, our world crumbles. Through the middle is a streak of color, which shows 
hope and determination, opposite to the black and white. The ends are yellow because the color 
yellow represents hope. My piece connects to the theme because to have hope is a choice. You 
can choose to have determination and hope, and the drive to make the world a better place. It 
connects to the prompt because in order to make the world a better place, we need to start with 
the will to do so. We need to have hope that we can succeed in making the world a better place. 
Finally, it connects to the inspiration with the main focus of the art being the bookshelf that hid 
Anne Frank and her family for two years. It shows that someone had the kindness to help them 
hide, even when it could cost them everything. That even during those dark times, they tried to 
make the best of it and had hope things would get better.

Ava Tarach  |  7th Grade, Oxford Middle School    
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Where Have You Been?

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE:  

Studying the works and life of Elie Wiesel throughout my Jewish education, there is one 
takeaway that’s always stuck with me: the choice of indifference. Wiesel believed that one of 
the worst things a human can be is indifferent. Through several metaphors in my painting, I 
wanted to emphasize the weight in choosing to take a stand and truly see issues. My painting 
depicts a lantern being held up to a broken wall from which a hand is reaching out. The broken 
wall symbolizes the damage that the human race has collectively done to society’s infrastructure; 
the consequences of problems gone on too long. The hand reaching out for help reflects 
communities in great need of our help that have been left in the dark. At the top right corner, 
I scratched into the paint, “where have you been?” to emphasize the destruction that can occur 
through prolonged indifference. I chose to scratch this in, as opposed to paint it in, to convey 
frantic desperation. There is one main reason I chose this particular metaphor: the wall was 
always broken – maybe we knew that – but the damage wasn’t confronted until the light was 
held up to it. Society is jam-packed with unresolved issues and we know that. However, until we 
“hold a light up,” until we choose to no longer remain in the dark and take a stand, catastrophe 
will remain. I believe that the very first step to curating a better world is making the choice to 
cease indifference. 

Lili Tarnopol  |  11th Grade, Frankel Jewish Academy    
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|   PA RTICIPATIN G S CHO OL S  |

Avondale Middle School
Berkley High School

Bloomfield Hills High School
Brownell Middle School

Bryant Middle School
Buchanan Middle School
Byron Area High school

Canton High School
Central Lake Middle/High School

Cesar Chavez Academy High School
Chippewa Middle school
City High Middle School

Concord High School
Cranbrook Kingswood

Crestwood Middle School
Dakota High School

Dearborn High School
Detroit Collegiate Preparatory High School at Northwestern

Detroit Country Day School
East Hills Middle School
Emerson Middle School
F.C. Reed Middle School

Farber Hebrew Day School
Farmington High School

Fenton High School
Fowler High School

Frankel Jewish Academy
Frederick Douglass Academy for Young Men

Glenn W. Levey Middle School
Goodrich Middle School

Grand Rapids Public Museum School
Grandport Elementary Academy

Hartland Middle School
Hillel Day School

International Academy West
Jackson Preparatory & Early College
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|   PA RTICIPATIN G S CHO OL S  |

Lake Orion High School
Lakeview High School

Linden Grove Middle School
Maple Street Magnet School for the Arts

Marian High School
Marine City High School

Mason High School
Mason Middle School

Michigan Connections Academy
Michigan Virtual Charter Academy

Monroe County Middle College
Mount Clemens High School

North Farmington High School
Novi High School

Novi Middle School
Onsted Community High School

Orchard Lake Middle School
Oxford Middle School
Parker Middle School

Rochester High School
Sand Creek High School

Smith Middle School
Southfield Christian School

Southfield Regional Academic Campus
St. John Lutheran School

Taylor Preparatory High School
Traverse City West Middle School

Troy High School
University High School Academy

Walled Lake Northern High School
Warner Middle School

Webberville Middle School
West Hills Middle School

West Middle School
Wyandot Middle School

Wylie E. Groves High School
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WE WOULD LIK E TO E XPR E SS OUR DEEP 
A PPR ECI ATION A ND G R ATIT UDE TO…

Art Judges

Nancy Bryk 
Eastern Michigan University

Matthew Cook 
Eastern Michigan University

Christine Mark 
Detroit Institute of Arts

Mary McGeehan 
Oakland University

Emily Schnellbacher Bean 
Local Artist

Sue Troia 
Detroit Institute of Arts

Graphic Design

Woods Communications, LLC

Printing 

Allied Printing Company, Inc.

Writing Judges

Jonathan Bush 
Western Michigan University

Karen Caldwell 
Karen Caldwell Consulting, LLC

Corey Harbaugh 
Paw Paw Public Schools

Emma Harbaugh 
Adrian College

C. Suzanne Klein 
Oakland University

Robert Martin 
Oakland University 

Videography

Flow Video

Photography

Robert Hensleigh

…and to the Kappy family,  
Community Foundation for Southeast Michigan  

and our dedicated Holocaust Memorial Center staff
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HOLOCAUST MEMORIAL CENTER
ZEKELMAN FAMILY CAMPUS

28123 Orchard Lake Road
Farmington Hills, MI 48334-3738


