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Happy Black History Month! 

 

February 2021 

 

By Folu Adesanya (3L) 

  

January 1, 2020 marked the beginning 

of a brand-new decade that many 

looked at with optimism and as a 

chance at a new lease on life. 

However, 2020, was marked with an 

enormous amount of suffering and 

sadness for so many around the world. 

For the Black community, this was 

especially true.  

 

On March 13, 2020, 26-year-old EMT 

and aspiring nurse Breonna Taylor 

was shot to death by police in her 

apartment in Louisville, Kentucky. 

Officers barged into Taylor’s 

apartment as she lay sleeping and 

fired multiple rounds. Less than three 

months later, on May 26, 2020, 46-

year-old George Floyd was pinned 

face-down on the ground, in 

handcuffs, by a white police officer 

who pressed his knee against Floyd’s 

neck for more than eight minutes.  

 

In June of 2020, I had the opportunity 

to attend the Black Lives Matter 

protest in my hometown of 

Peterborough, Ontario. Sweating and 

apprehensive, I headed downtown 

with my younger cousin, Nonye, and 

one of my best friends, Cass. I had 

nothing with me except for a spring 

jacket and a bottle of water. I had no 

idea what to expect. I marched down 

some of the city’s busiest 

intersections (which were completely 

free of cars) with Nonye and Cass by 

my side. I won’t lie - it was 

emotional. Hearing so many around 

us chant “I can’t breathe”, “ACAB”, 

and of course, “Black Lives Matter” 

was an incredibly painful reminder of 

the horrific events that had transpired 

just months earlier. It was a painful 

reminder that as a Black woman, I 

will one day have to sit my children 

down and tell them that they may be 

hated simply because of the colour of 

their skin. It was all so surreal - in the 

year 2020, I was walking down a 

street to protest racial inequality. To 

demand that I not be treated as lesser 

because of my skin. To insist that I be 

afforded the same rights and respect 

as my white peers.  

 

Strangely enough, within these 

feelings of despair, anger, and grief 

was also this unfamiliar feeling of 

hopefulness. Standing in an open 

park, I looked out and saw people of 

all colours and from all walks of life 

who had come out to protest as well. 

Never had I seen the city public so 

unified in the name of justice. Never 

had I heard a movement so loud that 



The Weldon Times 

2 

 

its calls for change resonated 

throughout the entire globe. I no 

longer felt so alone. 

 

Now more than ever, I am keenly 

aware of the need for change. I read 

an article the other day by a young 

woman named Komal Samrow who 

said the following: “I choose to view 

the shortcomings of my community in 

addressing racism not as inherent 

malice, but as an ignorance and lack 

of understanding surrounding what 

the fight for racial equality between 

Black and White people symbolizes 

for us.” This really hit me: education 

is our most important tool in the fight 

against oppression. Ultimately, it is 

our collective responsibility to create 

a world where no persons are 

discriminated against. Understanding 

the violations of the rights of Black 

people around the world is the first 

step in dismantling the ideologies that 

permit discrimination against any 

minority group. We must recognize 

our own biases, hold ourselves 

accountable, and continue to amplify 

Black voices.  

 

This year, Black History Month feels 

strangely bittersweet. I feel sadness 

when I remember my Black brothers 

and sisters that have been senselessly 

killed or tortured for the colour of 

their skin. But, I also feel immense 

hope - hope for a future where racial 

discrimination and social injustice 

have no place in any of our 

workplaces or societies. 


