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Throughout my life, I have sought community because of how alone I felt growing up. 

Early on, my skin condition led me to isolate myself fearing derision and leading to self 

destructive behaviors. However, my dermatologists sought to emphasize my humanity while 

treating my skin condition, helping me to internalize a shared identity despite the exclusions 

people will attempt to make. Beyond this, coming to consciousness under a Black president and 

a growing Black Lives Matter movement provided the impetus for me to explore my Blackness 

and see value in that work.  On TV and online, I viewed how predominantly cis-heterosexual 

Black men would call for change upon the death of other Black cis-heterosexual men, but any 

other Black person’s execution seemed unworthy of tears or would even be welcome. 

Consequently, I have sought and now help build community that is able to embrace the diverse 

manifestations and intersectionalities of an identity.    

I came to Cornell identifying as a son, a brother, a student, a music player and a runner. 

However, something about a predominantly white institution, or maybe just college generally, 

made me recognize who I was, or rather what identities people perceive when they see me. 

Consequently, I am a Black, first generation, low socioeconomic status, cisgender, heterosexual, 

Christian, able-bodied, documented son of refugees from Eritrea attending an Ivy League 

institution on stolen land. Coming to the realization of all these intersections of the identities that 

bring privileges or discrimination, I sought whatever avenues I could find to ameliorate the 

difficulties faced based on identity.  



But, another thing I realized early on here is that I was (am, but a little less now) more 

ignorant about social identities than Kanye West is about slavery. Consequently, I took classes in 

the Sociology and FGSS departments and threw myself into the Black community, hoping 

people would catch me. I fully embraced my Blackness and the intersectionality of causes within 

activist groups as a part of SWAG and BSU my freshman year. In my sophomore year, I was 

initiated into Alpha Phi Alpha Fraternity, Incorporated and fully embraced my Eritrean identity. 

The former steeped me in the history of Blackness on this campus and the nation. The latter was 

a part of me that I never had the space to acknowledge with East African students making up a 

significantly smaller proportion of the student body compared to our West African counterparts. 

It took students making the Ethiopian-Eritrean Student Association, going to a conference off 

campus where other East Africans called me “Abraham” and representing Eritrea in Africa Ball 

to come to this point. However, on this campus, people often feel obligated to embrace a single 

identity at a time whether due to community dynamics or scheduling conflicts. Consequently, the 

intersection of my Blackness, Africanness and Eritreaness has often left me feeling in a liminal 

space between communities where I do not feel fully Black, African or Eritrean because of 

various arbitrary metrics or standards used to define these identities. Internalizing that concept of 

a shared humanity I learned from dermatologists growing up would require time spent in a 

community to which I had no distinct relation.   

I found that here. In Latinx groups and communities, and especially at Unity Dinner. It 

took my roommate sophomore year, who was heavily involved in spaces for the Latinx 

community, actively introducing me to everyone he knew and always asking if I wanted to attend 

an event with him and his friends until it came to a point where I no longer felt like an outsider. I 

found the intersections beyond the shared discrimination faced as underrepresented people of 



color in predominantly white spaces (from Cornell to America), that we are all people with 

differences that must engage various spaces in a multitude of ways. From experiencing Sabor 

and African Dance Repertoire perform together and more recent acts of solidarity and resistance 

to my role as the president of the Multicultural Greek and Fraternal Council, I know that 

whatever lines are drawn based on background are important and require respect, but that these 

lines are meant to be bridges as opposed to walls. In embracing the power of our collective 

voice, we can affect a great amount of change. However, this is only meaningful when the 

differences have been acknowledged and understood inherently valuable and important towards 

achieving a progress for everyone. 

I have been grateful to people within the Latinx community since they have collectively 

taught me to look for the intersections outside of myself. In these liminal spaces, I have found a 

family of people who support and challenge me, and ultimately bring me to a better version of 

myself. Additionally, acknowledging myself as an ally of the Latinx communities has informed 

my activism and how to engage within communities without treating them as monoliths 

recognizing there is not one Latinx community, Black community, African community or 

community for the intersection of these three identities. Furthermore, I learn how to address 

divides without being divisive such as anti-Blackness within Latinx communities or racism, 

termed colorism, within communities of color since both stem from socialization by an American 

apparatus of White supremacy that places lighter skin on a pedestal and those of a darker 

complexion in its shadows, perhaps in hopes the lack of sunlight will lighten them. Perhaps to 

not come to terms with the fact that beauty comes in every shade.  

However, in spite of all I have gratefully received from people in the community, I can 

never know exactly what my impact on it as a collective and the people within it has been. I hope 



my words gave you strength when you needed it and when you didn’t know you did. I hope my 

activism has helped you realize that everyone can be an activist. That your marginalized 

identities are ones to embrace because they are as much a part of you as anything else. That you 

are loved and cared for. Even if an administration makes you feel otherwise. When I march, I 

raise my fist as a sign of solidarity and as a reminder we are stronger together.  

It is in hopes that intersections can be found more clearly. Hope for a better life or to 

make the most of your parents’ sacrifices. My parents crossed an ocean in search of something 

better for themselves and their future children. Despite the racism, colonialism and recent, 

dangerous political decisions, my parents past has informed a pervasive optimism within me: not 

only because my life could have been worse, but that this country is made up of the hopes of 

countless generations of indigenous, enslaved and immigrant peoples. To stop fighting on this 

campus or after graduation would be to sacrifice the gift.  

           


