
But where are you really from? 
By Halima Russell 

But where are you really from?  

Are you Spanish? Are you greek?  
My accent is clearly Scottish when I speak 

But where are you really from? 
You look Spanish, you look greek  

Are you Italian? 
You won’t stop asking 

I’m Scottish is not enough  
Am I enough?  

You seek and seek and to my own detriment I try to speak  
Whilst you take aim with your question again 

But Where? 
No I’m not Spanish and no I’m not greek 

I don’t sound Italian when I speak  
So why do you feel the need 

To reload and re aim that question 
Again and again 

This is not target practice  
Although I am your target  

My words don’t seem to matter on your mission 
Where no reply is truly sufficient 

Do I make you uncomfortable?  
Because I seem too comfortable ? 

I sound Scottish that much you grasp 
But I don’t look exactly white  

Which is why you continue to ask and ask and ask 

As you analyse on your quest to criticise  
Because I am occasionally white passing  

Therefore I must be mistaken when I mention Morocco  
Because I don’t look African  

Apparently I’m lacking 
In Melanin 

My existence is troubling  
You 



Which is why your interest in me is doubling and can’t be subdued.  
You’re relentless in your persistence  

But Where?  

What does it matter if I’m half this or half that 
Is that a question you should even really ask? 

You feel entitled. 
If only you could solve this mystery  

You would sleep so much more easily 

But where are you really from? 

It rolls off your tongue  
But I am not a duck  

And this question isn’t water and won’t just roll off my back 
It has claws and it pierces my skin 

Invisible reminders that I don’t quite 
Fit in 

My colouring leaves you questioning  
Not white, not brown  

You’re finding it perplexing 

My identity you can’t fathom 

‘But where are you really from?’  
is becoming your Anthem 

Would it be easier if my name was Adam? 
Not eve, Bringer of sin 

But that’s another story in another game  
I probably won’t win 

Either.  

But where are you really from?  
I didn’t realise this was a competition  

A battle of wills, an inquisition 
This is not a fair fight 

You don’t care about my plight 
And the damage that you do 

By asking little girls 
  

What are you?! 

I am not a mathematician  
Why are you making me do equations 

The fact is, that I’m not simply half this or half that 
My dad’s mum’s Algerian buts that not what you asked 

But Where? 



You’re obsession with my origins 
Speaks volumes 

This question is my constant companion  
An unwelcome guest  

A shadow that haunts my every step  
Will they ever give it a rest? 

This conversation is making me  wish I was invisible  
Which is ironic because I still don’t feel visible 

You can’t compute my visuals 

The latter is excruciatingly true 
As I don’t feel seen, especially not by you 

I’m tired of this game 
I really just want to go hame  

So the 
‘But Where?’ 

Will cease  
and I’ll finally find some peace 

But it’s too late 

Its been asked too much  
and I’ve attempted to answer it far too often, 
That it now leaves  

Me  

Wondering… 

But where are you really from? 

      
* . * .  The end  * . * .


