
Where you from?   

 
Where am I from? A simple question but hard to answer. I have never actually sat down and 
thought about where I am from until I had to write this essay.   
   
I want you to have an insight into where I am from: my background and history and how this has 
shaped me to be who I am today.   
  
The first thing that comes to my mind is that I’m from Africa and am black…but millions of 
people are black and African. Surely, that isn’t the only thing that defines me? What is it about 
my answers to this question that makes me unique? Makes me stand out? This is my 
opportunity to tell my story, my struggles as a black girl, from my roots to my future: my culture, 
my heritage, my history, my country and my religion.   
  
Where did I began? I was born in a small West African country, known for its diverse 
ecosystems around the central Gambia River and renowned for its abundant wildlife and rich 
history. The Gambia, also known as the “smiling coast” of West Africa. Whilst this nickname is 
inspired by the country’s location on the map of Africa, I believe that Gambian people are 
among the friendliest people you could ever hope to meet. There is a sense of camaraderie 
which is so strong, it is almost overwhelming: this is a place of happiness. It is a place of joy and 
tranquillity. For such a small part of the world, it is a strong community with a big heart.   
  
But there is a darker side to this amazing place. I’m from a country that became one of the 
earliest sources of West African slaves. The word “slave” to any Black person is a word that 
arouses anxiety, anger, frustration, and, to an extent, hatred. It is a word that demonstrates how 
the black community was sold and mistreated for centuries. However, as a modern woman of a 
black heritage I feel now it is time to reclaim that word. The word “slave” to me shows how 
strong my ancestors were to overcome such prejudice, how inspiring my ancestors were to 
forge a new path and demand equality, and how fortunate I am to come from a line of strong, 
black women who know their worth and are determined to change their world for the better. 
Perhaps this proves that where you’re from doesn’t matter- it’s where you are going that counts 
and like a phoenix rising the black community has risen from the ashes of their former abuse 
and mistreatment, to forge a new future.   
  
One character that has inspired me on my journey to connect with my heritage is Kunta Kinteh a 
character in the 1976 novel “Roots.” A Gambian man who was born in 1750 in the Mandinka 
Village of Juffureh and was raised in a Muslim family. Kunta was enslaved and taken to America 
and survived the trip to Maryland USA. He was then sold to John Waller, a Virginia plantation 
owner who renamed him Toby. He died in 1822. Stories like this not only remind me of my own 
roots and remind me of where I am from, but also where I want to be.    
  
I spent some of my childhood in the Gambia and moved to England when I was 2 years old. 
Even though I have lived most of my life in the UK, I still remember my country. My mother and 
father are both Gambians. They both have different ethnic backgrounds but have similar 
traditions that show the powerful culture they are part of, one that I have inherited. My mum is a 
from a Wolof family, a west African ethic group found in both The Gambia and Senegal whereas 
my dad was born in a Mandinka family which are the descendants of the great Mali Empire and 
spreads across many different countries in West Africa including The Gambia.  
  
Another aspect of where I am from is my religion. I come from a Muslim family which makes me 
a Muslim. In recent years identifying as ‘Muslim’ has not been easy. I am proud of my religion 



and beliefs, but the word “Muslim” has become marred by its association with hatred, anger and 
violence. Think of the word “Muslim”- what other words do you associate with it? I bet you 
thought “terrorist.” Of course, this isn’t correct- yes there have been acts of terrorism by people 
that identify as Muslim, but no more than there are terrorist acts committed by those who 
identify as Sikh, Christian, Protestant, Catholic or any other religion.  The views of Al Quieda and 
Isis, are not the views of the many, yet it seems like an innate prejudice stops people from 
understanding this.    
  
Islamophobia, an exaggerated fear, hatred and hostility towards Islam and Muslims has 
manifested itself in recent years- it is a disease with which many are infected. Islamophobia 
existed in premise before the terrorist attack of September 11, 2001, yet these events seem to 
have exacerbated it.    
China is one of the prime examples of this. The Chinese government has destroyed tens of 
thousands of mosques and Muslim graveyards in the Xinxiang Province. China sees Muslims as 
a threat as a result of this they run 380 detention camps centres in Xinjiang detaining up to an 
about of 1.5 million Muslims. These Muslims are subjected to forcible suppressions, Muslim 
men are sent to the concentration camps in an attempt to “re-educate them” and are forced to 
eat pork and drink alcohol which is haram (forbidden or proscribed) by Islamic law. Muslim 
women are being forced to marry, they’re being raped and denounced as Muslims. China’s 
government insists that its actions do not infringe on their human rights, claiming they are 
vocational training centres; they have continually refused to allow journalist and foreign access 
to these camps. This is affecting our Muslim community all over the world and spreading hate 
against Islam. No one deserves to be persecuted for their religious beliefs.   
  
Religion plays an important role in my life: it is part of my identity. Religions are a foundation for 
morals and beliefs. My religion has helped shape me and determine what I see as right and 
wrong. Religion also helped me build such values as love, empathy, respect and harmony. 
Where I’m from, Islam is all about tolerance for other religions: we respect everyone equally, we 
believe in fairness, forgiveness, respect, love, peace and equality. How has something that was 
so representative of love and tolerance become about fear and hate?   
  
This year has been an important one for Black Rights. Whilst 2020 has been written off by most 
due to the virus, people have begun to make a stand against another virus, “racism”. Breonna 
Taylor, a 26 year old African American medical worker who was shot and killed in her own 
apartment on March 13, 2020, was killed by three Louisville police officers whom were not even 
charged over her death, but instead charged over the narcotics raid that resulted in the fatal 
shooting of a black woman at her home in the US state of Kentucky. This has caused disruption 
within our black community; many celebrities and activists have joined hands to help her family 
by making a Go Fund Me page, as well as starting petition to reopen the case as the justice 
systems has failed a black woman, not the first time. Breonna’s tragic death, combined with 
other racially motivated hate crimes from the police (such as the George Floyd murder), has 
created ripples across the world, that have become great waves in the form of The Black Lives 
Matter movement. This movement has started up an old conversation- every life matters, we are 
all equal and so why do we allow prejudice to get in the way of living our lives? Whilst 2020 has 
been filled with devastation and trauma, whilst many have wished to write off this year, as a 
black woman I am proud of how 2020 has given me an opportunity to use my voice and to be 
heard by those around me. I am more than just my skin colour, I am more than my heritage, I 
am more than my religion. I am Fatima Sanneh and whilst that may not mean much to you it 
means everything to me.   

 



Fatima Sanneh is good with numbers. She’s a whizz with a calculator and is going to be a 
partner at some big accountancy firm one day.   
Fatima Sanneh is a fiery, opinionated, outgoing young woman who is not afraid to blaze her 
own trail and speak her mind.   
Fatima Sanneh remembers the first time she heard Michelle Obama’s inspirational words. 
“Don’t ever underestimate the importance you can have because history has shown us that 
courage can be contagious and hope can take on a life of its own”.  
   
These words inspired me to a path of courage. These words led me to the knowledge that I can 
and will change my world. These words led me to see that it does not matter where you’re 
from…yes, they have helped to shape me. Remembering the history of my ancestors helps to 
fuel my own ambitions, but what is most important are the next steps I take on my journey. What 
is most important is where I am going next. What is most important is the success that I share 
with those around me.   

 
I am Fatima Sanneh and I am the future.   

Fatima Sanneh  
 


