
Bill Russell was a great 
basketball player, but 
he still experienced 
racism . Once he 
organli:ed a player 
boycott of a game after 
being refused service 
at a coffee shop for 
being Black. 

Kareem Abdul-Jabbar 
has been known for his 
basketball skills, but he 

James Baldwin 
Black writer. He 
Interviewed Black 
people and shared 
experiences with th 
world . 

Lena Horne was a 
singer, dancer, and 
activist. She would not 
perform for segregated 
audiences during 
shows for World War II 
soldiers. She also 
played at the first 
desegregated club in 
New York. 

Thurgood Marshall was 
a lawyer who worked 
on many cases fighting 
for civil rights, 
including the Brown v. 
Board of Education 
case. He helped change 
education for Black 
people in the U.S. He 
also became the first 
B lack Supreme Court 
Justice. 

• By Ahren Joseph (Hlghcrest Middle School) and 
Jalmen Joseph (Central Elementary School) 

People can accomplish Black resistance In many ways. 
This poster shows Black Americans who have resisted 
racism In three different ways: 

• People who raised awareness of racism by using 
their position to Influence people and bring support 
forBlackclvilrlghls. 

• People who helped change the law to help Black 
people be treated more equally. 

• People whose courageous actions helped change 
Black people's Uves. 

AmandaGonnanis a n Black poet and activist. 
She speaks out against -
racism in her poems. 

One of her most • 
famo"' poem, 1, " Tho • J 
Hill We Climb," which , 
she read in 2021 at Joe 
Biden's inauguration. 

Ella Fitzgerald was the 
first Black woman to 
get a Grammy and 
perfonned even in very 
segregated cities. She 
helped show people 
that Black people could 
do things people said 
they couldn't. 

Ida B. Wells was an 
early leader in the civil 
rights movement. She 
reported In the 
newspaper about 
segregation and 
violence against Black 
people. 

desegregate 
restaurants and other 
places in Oklahoma 
City. 





















































































































Olivia Myers
Loyola Academy Senior

It’s Not Art Class

I have never had the luxury of forgetting about color. I did not first learn about color

inside a kindergarten classroom: no, my experience with color was much earlier and much less

exciting. It wasn’t on a bright rug with a kind teacher explaining to the class that bananas were

yellow and the grass was green; it was a living room empty, but for my parents and the silence

that weighed down the entire room. I had just asked the question that every Black parent dreads,

“How come I look different than everyone else in school, and how come they make fun of my

hair and my skin?” This wasn’t shocking to my parents; it was expected, and they were prepared

to explain to me the concept of race. I knew that I was a different color than most of my peers,

but that meant relatively nothing to me at the time. The color of my skin was just that, a color

that I thought as much about as the color of the sky or a tree. It was not until then that I

understood that what color was for me would always be different than my peers. Color will never

be just another component to learn about in art class, it is something that will rule my entire life.

As I grew up I realized that color, or more specifically skin color, was much more

complicated than I could’ve ever imagined. Sure, my skin was brown, but I was Black, and then

there was the dilemma of whether I was light skin or brown skin, which introduced the concept

of colorism. I realized that while the definition of color used in art class was different than the

one I had come to know, the idea of color being all in the perspective of the viewer was essential.

My color was only understood through the lens of our current-day society and the lens of other

people around me. It is because of how I am perceived that when I was nine years old my parents



sat me down and “The Talk” after the shooting of Tamir Rice. My color is the reason that I will

have to prove myself in academic settings much more than some of my peers.

However, my color also means I have access to a community of resilient people. My

color allows me to be a part of a culture that has existed in this country for generations: a culture

that yes, has had to fight and continues to fight for our rights, but persists and remains optimistic.

My blackness connects me to many multifaceted people and creates a starting place from which I

can grow. This quote by Audre Lorde, an American writer and activist, perfectly sums up what I

believe it means to be Black. “We are powerful because we have survived, and that is what it is

all about- survival and growth.” My color is a connection to a race of beautiful and strong

people.

While color may rule most facets of my life unwillingly, I am proud of my identity as a

Black woman. My ancestors have fought in order for me to get to the position I am in today, and

as much as color constrains me it is also a source of strength. Whether my view of color remains

optimistic or I begin to see it as burdensome, it does not change that fact that for me it dictates

almost everything. As much as I used to wish that color remained as simple as determining

which crayon I use, there is power and resistance in the color of my skin and that is something

that can never be taken away.
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