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Black  
History Month

A collection of 
work by our 
talented students 
which celebrates 
pioneering black 
women throughout 
history  

#SaluteOurSisters
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We are incredibly proud of our diverse College community, and as part 
of our truly inclusive culture, we provide students with a wide range of 
opportunities to celebrate their own unique differences and those of 
others.  
 
As a College we have joined others around the world in recognising the 
invaluable contribution of black people to British society during Black 
History Month. This year’s theme is ‘Saluting our Sisters’, with a focus on 
exploring the crucial role black women have played in shaping history, 
inspiring change, and building communities. 
 
During Aspire and other lessons our students have been looking at key 
individuals who have made remarkable contributions linked to the 
subjects they are studying, in areas as diverse as literature, academia, 
social and health care, business, law, and many more. Our young people 
have been genuinely inspired, and this is reflected in the selection of work 
you can view in this collection.  
 
Black history is not consigned to one month of the year at HNC – as part 
of our drive to support students to understand their role in tackling 
inequality and injustice, we continue to celebrate all cultures at HNC on a 
daily basis.  
 
However, during this national month I hope you enjoy some of the 
incredible work produced by our students.  
 
Marcus Smith-Connor  
Principal

Welcome
Important information about this collection 

This is a collection of work by our students submitted to 
us during Black History Month. This includes segments of 
presentations, artwork, posters and independent creative 
writing. Please note that the views expressed in these pieces 
represent the opinion(s) of our individual students. While 
every effort has been made to ensure the factual accuracy of 
work featured in this collection, these have been submitted on 
a voluntary basis by our students. This collection is therefore 
a celebration of these efforts and not necessarily an accurate 
historical record.
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Travelling far and wide from England to Crimea 
Hearing things no one wants to hear. 
Lapsed in time she had become, 
A century passed before her story begun. 
Florence Nightingale held to honour, 
Yet Mary Seacole was left to squalor. 
Despite her efforts, 
Despite the lives saved, 
Despite all the work she did in her days, 
Mary Seacole was lost with the age. 
 
But remembered now. 
Finally remembered, 
Standing 16 feet above the rest  
Her history is put to the test. 
Rewarded and valued, finally and rightfully so, 
Yet seen for her race. 
Regaled, the “Greatest BLACK Briton” 
Condescendingly great yet only for her given fate. 
Caring heavily on what she looked like 
Yet never on what she was like. 
Caring and modest, 
Helpfully honest, 
Was Mary Seacole. 
 
Mary Seacole  
Brave and humble 
Ignoring all the bumbling  
Fighting for her rights 
At saving the lights. 
Keeping them afloat 
She was a saviour among their hopes. 
Trudging through Russian snow 
Not a complaint or a “we should go.” 
Honour her heart, 
Honour her help, 
Honour the heroine that is, 
Mary Seacole. 

Mary 
Seacole

by 
Kayleigh P

Racism was something that should never have existed  
Tell me why so much hate about race can be listed 
The hate and the spite for a colour in our skin  
Hate that was created because some people have more melanin 
Tell me why Doreen Lawrence’s son had to die  
To see that not everyone in the world is a nice guy  
The poor boy was only eighteen  
The poor boy probably had a dream  
It took nineteen years for his mom to finally find peace  
The people who took away her son are not people they’re beasts 
The institutional racism behind this is a disgrace  
How could they even dare look her in the face 
To look her in the eyes and tell her you’re looking into her case 
But they were too busy being disgusted by someone’s race  
The monsters almost got away  
‘Cause the police were too busy finding new prey  
Hunting on those who look different to them 
You would start to think people would start to condemn  
These people who think that institutional racism is not a major issue 
You would think that it wouldn’t continue 
But 1,500 out of 2,000 must face it at work  
But people tend to shrug it off with a little smirk  
Stand up for what you believe is right  
Together we can put up a fight  
And go against the institutional racism  
 

by 
Olivia Grace B
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It was in the plight,
Of war, of mutiny,
That she flowered,
Beaming star, healing light,
An amaryllis, a warm, flooding heat,
Tending to the wounds of fallen men,

She carried with her,
antidotes of a mother’s teachings:
of herbs, of treatments, of remedies,
Jamaica’s vibrant song
an anchor in her pocket,,
The pulse beneath her wrist,

Seacole, luminary, bold of heart and
one, tenacious spirit,
Moved by dauntless action, be assured

And the white man’s hostile temper,
Oh how it seethed
Loathing,
For a woman, with skin, bronzed and blooming, 
etched in sunlight,
Dripped in gold,
Could possibly be a doctress?
A healer of the weary?
The yellowest star, betwixt the  
moon and sun,

But, alas, she shone through
Stoic hands on stoic head,
Soul of a heroine,
Mind of a paragon,
Mary.

Mary

by 
Rosa W
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by 
Jamie C
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by 
Amelia M
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by 
Eleanor M
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by 
Kerisha J
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Tip toeing down the hallway; trying my best not to be seen.  
But no matter what, I always was.

Holding in my cough, choking over my own breath just to 
eliminate the stares. But no matter what, I somehow found eyes 
following me in the back of my head.

Vigorously washing my hands, so they didn’t see my true self. 
But no matter how hard I tried they saw my darkness.

Opening doors and holding lifts, just so they would respect me. 
But no matter how hard I tried. I was never enough.

Running away from the press, almost breaking my leg just to 
hide from the attention. But no matter how hard I tried. I was 
always found.

Strangling my mouth shut, fighting the urge to talk back. But no 
matter how hard I tried I couldn’t.

Holding tears in for the sniggers, I couldn’t this time.
 
I soon realised I should turn into they. They were the ones found 
by me, they were the ones who were being stared at, they chose 
to see my beautiful dark skin, they found me, they were the ones 
who were not enough.  As soon as you turn the embarrassment 
into confidence and realise you are powerful then the whole 
perspective changes. They didn’t pave the way for black 
female officers. I did. I allowed young black women to have the 
opportunities I wasn’t allowed for my skin colour. 

Black is beautiful and black is okay. I am Sisilin Fay Allen and I 
was the first black female officer and certainly not the last.

When I 
turn into 
they

by 
Catherine D
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by 
Martha O
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