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Artwork by 
Amber Haire

What can Black 
people do 
without fear? 
By Aryana 
Furbush-Brewer

This blackout 
poem was 
created from the 
New York Times 
article Teaching 
My Kids to Drive 
While Black by 
Suzanne 
McFayden.



I am Nylah Moore
I am sarcastic and funny
I wonder what life really is
I hear the wind
I see the starry sky
I want to succeed
I am sarcastic and funny
I pretend to imagine dreamy scenarios
I feel euphoric
I touch the stars

I worry about myself
I cry when I lose myself
I am sarcastic and funny
I understand life isn’t always good
I say to live your life to the fullest
I dream about unrealistic dreams
I try to love myself
I hope things in this world will get better
I am sarcastic and funny
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Salem means peace

In a time when peace is hard to find

Salem’s been through the gritty

Home of glassmen and dreamers

Home of hope and hospitality

Salem is a community 

Together on Broadway 

Working on Griffith

Educated on Walnut and New Market

Salem Strong by Andrew Cadwallader
Salem is Strong 

Mighty and persevering 

Quiet and Content

Humble and Changing 

Salem is home

Thought we fight a pandemic

And hopeless rhetoric 

Let us have hope

Because Salem means peace
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Hold Out Your Hand by Holton Frank

People often get down

People begin to frown

But the world keeps turning and they stay in the 
ground

A place of darkness, misery, and pain

Where its hard to ever feel sane

 

But if you hold out your hand and say

I'm here for you, it'll be okay.

The world can be a place for change

An extraordinary place for people to feel less 
strange

So hold out your hand

And help the fellow man
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The Voices Of The Unheard by Kaina Hickman 

All lives Matter But

So do Black Lives.

But why do two phrases cause such a controversial divide?

All anyone is saying is “Black Lives Matter TOO”

Belittled from birth,

denied their basic rights,

for others what is granted, Blacks must always fight.

Is it really not enough when an innocent life is taken because of 

their skin?

Or when the world is in a fit from a person of color dying.

Gasping for air the man says “I Can’t Breathe” 

we all witness as his life slips away from him.

Eight minutes and fifteen seconds of horror 

There’s yet another life to mourn. 

Is the American Dream not enough for you?

Who do you call when the cops are the killers?

We march because we still don’t have our rights.

Or maybe because it took four days for somebody to be arrested 

for murdering a man in plain sight. 

We march because it took riots to arrest the other three that stood 

there and did nothing.



The Voices Of The Unheard (continued)

Did it maybe occur to you that we are tired?

Tired of people acting like we’re not enough or waving the 

Confederate flag as if they weren't already defeated, and making it 

seem like our history is not getting repeated.

Despite our enslaved past we still stand strong. 

Persevering through the societal Holocaust. 

No love lost. 

Just caution taken, knowing deep down we can't fully trust the 

opposite color. 

Praying the generational cycle of racism ends so my children’s 

children don’t have to have the “talk” at the age of five because we 

didn’t do anything but we aren’t very much liked. 

Our skin is a weapon we never asked for and our birth certificates 

the license. 

It scares us that we could possibly die just possessing a little more 

melanin.

It sucks when European history is taught as a major and African is 

an elective, thinking learning about my people for only 28 days is 

enough, not understanding I'm black every second. 

A white person dares not say they understand what it feels like 

when they don't understand the pain I endure day to day.

Just as they attempted to destroy the Capitol building they are 

gonna continue to attempt to destroy the black race.

But all I know is that as long as I have an education, and a mind full 

of wisdom there's nothing that a white person can do that I can't 

despite the color of my skin. 



Artwork by 
Daniel Evans



Artwork by 
Gianna Pelura



Artwork by 
Bobby Arnold



Once Upon a Time by Bria Lewis
Once upon a time, not too long ago, I wanted some cereal for breakfast. I asked my dad to go to the store and 
get some milk for me, because we didn’t have any. He went, took my sister with him, and I waited for them to 
come home. A little over an hour goes by and my sister is calling, sounding frantic. She said that a police officer 
stopped him and it started when someone from the store called him saying that he was looking suspicious in 
the store. All he bought was a gallon of milk, lottery tickets, and some skittles. He paid for everything and went 
to his car. The police stopped him from leaving. Things escalated fast, my sister said. The officer pulled him out 
of the car, called for backup and slammed him to the ground. He then handcuffed him and shoved him in the 
back of the cop car. We were told he was arrested for stealing, but the receipts were in his back pockets.

Once upon a time, on a day like any other, my mom dressed up really nice. A nice business suit, some 
pumps. She was looking really pretty. She told me that today was an important day for her, and for us, her 
family. She had a job interview, and if she got the job, everything would change. We’d move to a new house, go 
to a new school, get a better education. Everything would change for us and it would be for the better. She left, 
feeling confident.. She came back feeling confident. She gave us a hug and watched tv. A few days go by, and she 
gets a phone call. I’m sure it's from her job. She answered the phone and almost immediately, she went from 
happy to defeated. She gave us a hug and said she was sorry that she couldn’t make our lives a little better. 



Once Upon a Time (continued)
Once upon a time, I had a brother. I loved my brother more than I loved myself. He was smart, athletic, 

nice; I wanted to be just like him when I got older. He made me feel like I could do anything. And then one day, 
something changed in him. I don’t know what happened, but he just started getting meaner. He stopped going 
to school, he had these friends who made him do bad things. I don’t really know why, but he started doing 
things he had no business doing. One day I asked him to take me to my friends house. He told me that he 
wanted me to do better than he did, and he wanted me to do great. He dropped me off at my friends house and 
drove away. That was the last time I saw him as a free man. He was arrested for taking the life of another 
person. And all for a few more dollars in his pocket.

Once upon a time, life was never easy for people like me.

This is the grand prize winner of this year’s Martin Luther King Art and Writing Contest


