




As the tree leaves gradually
begin their descent and their 
colors change from shades of 
emerald to those of crimson 
and gold, the spirit of Fall 
Semester is surely underway! 
And as the month of October 
commences, so do our 
expectations of Homecoming -­
the hypest time of the year on 
any HBCUcampus, but since 
COVID-19 rocked our world and 
shut down the economy, 
academic motivation and the 
joys of the "HBCU Experience" 
have increasingly declined. 

The connected family, that 
group of students who pleaded 
to come back to campus via 
Twitter all summer long, is no 
longer connected, but 
distanced. It is almost as if the 
enforced social distancing of 
the pandemic subconsciously 
shifted us into a mode of 
withdrawal and self-approved 
isolation.Al ong with the 

seemingly unending pains of the 
whole world, we deal with the 
internal pains that only we 

experience; and on the 
inside, on our historically 
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Black campuses, we are battling 
these uncertainties the best we 
know how. With many campuses 
closing their doors to visitors and 
putting a halt to the in-person 
community aspect so many of us 
long for, some students are sadly 
beginning to accept the dismal 
reality of our times. They care 
about their health,but on the 
inside, a bleeding has erupted 
that demands the attention of 
their superiors. 

"Let us experience what we 
came here for!" their hearts cry, 
as email after email comes 
flooding in about COVID-19 
testing sites, health checks, 
screenings, and distancing 
requirements. A year has passed, 
but the damage initially 
imparted on our nation and 
community as a people, is far 
from rectified. 

The damage done was not only 
that of a broken socio-political 
scene or an out-of-control virus 
taking the lives of millions in 2020, 
but also the negative effects of 
being in isolation for a prolonged 
period of time, the fear of 

uncertainty, and an 
ever mounting distrust 

of state and 
national governments. 
All of these things have 
ultimately resulted in a loss of 
identity for many, as many of 
the routines and occasions that 
normally took place, have been 
long gone and replaced by a 
fleeting hope for normalcy. This 
does things to people. This does 
things to their mental health and 
their abilities to perform 
scholastically,physically, and 
even socially like they once had. 

For Black college students in 
particular, the burden has been 
especially heavy, as there was 
not much "stimulus relief" or a 
break from the fight for our lives, 
in regards to health and police 
brutality. For too long, and too 
many times, we exist fenced in, 
stressed, and perplexed by the 
growing pains of Black young­
adulthood in an uncertain 
society. It is time to rest. 
October has come, and 
although there may be limiting 
factors on how we carry out 
our Homecomings, where we 
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