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  ☞ 1 ☚ Your Wedding Night QUESTIONING WHAT OUR PARENTS TAUGHT US


  IMAGINE IT’S YOUR wedding night. The ceremony is over, and the guests have all gone home. You and your sweetheart are alone in a honeymoon suite filled with flowers and champagne. You’re looking forward to a night of romance and passion with your soul mate—the person with whom you want to spend the rest of your life. You kiss, and as your eyes meet, you are filled with love and happiness. You kiss again. And again. As things start to heat up, you move over to the bed.


  Now imagine the person slipping in between the sheets with you is your sibling.


  How did your feelings change? Most likely, you started off feeling warm, romantic, and a little excited, but you ended up with a sick feeling in the pit of your stomach. The concept of incest is repulsive. We find it both disgusting and morally wrong.


  Why do we have such strong and visceral feelings about incest? Our response is so deeply ingrained that we rarely question it, but for the answer we need look no further than television. Specifically to The X-Files. An episode from the fourth season titled “Home” revolves around the Peacocks, a family that has engaged in multiple generations of close incest. As a result, family members are grotesquely deformed, mentally deficient, and homicidally violent. The Peacock sons spend most of their time skulking in the shadows, bludgeoning people to death, and having sex with their crippled mother (on her orders). Viewers found the episode so disturbing it was never rerun on broadcast television. (If you are interested, it is available on video and DVD.)


  The show is a supernatural thriller, a work of fiction designed to shock and titillate viewers, but it does highlight the chief reason we view incest as wrong: incest produces inferior children. They are more likely to suffer from genetic disorders, mental retardation, and early death. I’ll discuss the reasons for this in Chapter Four.


  Incest results in sickly offspring; therefore, we have evolved to avoid incest. This sounds reasonable, but what does it mean exactly? Geneticist Theodosius Dobzhansky once said, “Nothing in biology makes sense except in the light of evolution.” In addition to having a cool name, Theodosius was a very smart man: to really understand biology—and this book—we have to understand evolution. Let’s take a quick look at evolution and how it works.


  THE EVOLUTION WILL NOT BE TELEVISED


  In 1925, the Tennessee state legislature drew a line in the sand. They passed the Butler Act, which made it illegal to teach evolution in public schools. John Scopes soon crossed that line. A biology teacher in the small town of Dayton, Tennessee, Scopes continued to teach evolution and was promptly arrested for it. Sleepy Dayton became the setting of a national showdown between evolution and religion.


  Defending Scopes, and consequently evolution, was the most famous trial lawyer in America, Clarence Darrow. His opponent was equally prestigious: William Jennings Bryan, who was known for his political career (a former secretary of state, he had unsuccessfully run for president three times) and his deep religious beliefs. (Theodore Roosevelt once said of Bryan, “By George, he would make the greatest Baptist preacher on earth.”) The stage was set for a spectacular face-off.


  The trial was filled with great oratory and cheap theatrics. At one point, Bryan, who referred to evolution as “ape-ism,” presented Darrow with a small wooden monkey. The courtroom was so crowded with eager spectators that the judge moved the trial to the courthouse lawn for fear the floor would collapse. The momentous trial lasted only eight days. In the end, Scopes was found guilty and fined $100. (His conviction was later overturned on a technicality.)


  This much-hyped clash in Tennessee was only the first battle in the war over teaching evolution. As I write this, over eighty years later, some public schools in Georgia have placed warning stickers on textbooks that include evolutionary theory. The legality of the stickers will be decided in the courts, but clearly the debate between evolution and God rages on.


  I was discussing this issue with my friend Pam one day when I had an interesting realization. It became clear to me that, in Pam’s mind, evolution and God are not all that different! Pam strongly supports teaching evolution, but her ideas about what it is and how it works are somewhat vague. Pam is a very smart woman; she’s just not familiar with the mechanisms behind evolution. She talks about it as a mysterious, almost magical, force that shapes animals perfectly and then guides them to their appropriate niche. It sounds . . . godlike!


  The truth is that evolution is neither perfect nor magical. It’s also not difficult to understand. It simply works by process of elimination. In school I used process of elimination on multiple-choice tests. I crossed out the answers that didn’t seem as good until there was only one remaining. That final answer was the best fit. Evolution works the same way.


  The cheetah’s speed is a truly impressive evolutionary adaptation, but no guiding hand designed the cheetah to be fast. No magic here, just process of elimination. You can imagine that some cheetahs are faster than others. Slow cheetahs just aren’t as good at catching gazelles. What happens to slow cheetahs? The savannah can be a cruel place—they starve to death. They die and don’t leave offspring. Who’s left in the population? Fast cheetahs. What kind of babies do fast cheetahs have? Fast babies.


  Over time the slow cheetahs are weeded out, and the cheetah population gets faster and faster. This all happens through process of elimination. There’s nothing magical or perfect about this process. If there were, cheetahs would have high-powered rifles. But even though evolution is a slow, incremental process, it can still produce impressive results—cheetahs can achieve a top speed of almost 70 mph.


  As I was writing this section, I did a Web search for the word “cheetah,” which returned 1.5 million results. That’s a lot of Web pages, but I wasn’t surprised since the cheetah is a fascinating animal. Just to put things in perspective, I did another search for “sex.” This search returned over 90 million results! Apparently some things are far more interesting than cheetahs. This, too, makes sense in an evolutionary context.


  We can imagine that ancient people had different ideas about sex. It’s hard to imagine, but maybe some of them weren’t that excited about sex. Maybe they found it boring. Maybe they were more interested in watching cheetahs. What happened to those people? They didn’t have sex, so they didn’t have babies. Asexual people are like slow cheetahs—they die out. Those ancient people who liked sex had babies, who had babies, who in turn had babies of their own, a process that eventually led to us. Those sex-loving cave people are our ancestors, and we have inherited their desires.


  I mentioned previously that we have evolved to avoid incest. This just means that historically, individuals that mated with close relatives had inferior offspring and died out. Those who avoided mating with close relatives had healthy offspring and became our ancestors. If we want healthy, attractive children we must mate with nonrelatives. Our strong feelings of disgust toward incest ensure just that.


  But what if avoiding incest is only part of the story? What if these lessons can be taken further? Perhaps the less “related” we are to our mates the better. Perhaps the more “different” you and your mate are the healthier and more attractive your children will be.


  That’s what this book is about. Mating outside our ethnic group or race can result in genetically healthier children. Children who are less likely to be sickly and more likely to be sexy.


  To prove that interracial people have significant advantages, I’ll delve into a wide variety of topics. I’ll present scientific evidence distilled from academic journals in evolutionary biology, biochemistry, animal behavior, botany, anthropology, human diversity, and medical genetics. I’ve pored through thousands of human and animal studies so that you don’t have to. I’ll skip the academic jargon and give it to you straight.


  I’ll also discuss how race mixing has been viewed in the past in order to provide a historical perspective. And I’ll analyze census data in order to get a clear picture of the current state of interracial relationships and interracial people. Finally I’ll look to the future and make some predictions about the changing demographics of our increasingly integrated world. Plus I’ll throw in some anecdotes and movie references just to keep things interesting.


  My theory of interracial advantages flies in the face of the current party line. It has the rare ability to provoke both conservatives and liberals. Because of the controversial nature of the topic, it’s critical that everything checks out. My tone may be light at times, but the information I’m presenting is serious. Every fact, be it a scientific study, historical account, or pop culture tidbit has been carefully researched. I encourage you to check out the notes section in the back of the book for references or more information on a particular topic.


  This book is about taboos. We just discussed the biological taboo of incest, but when we move to the other end of the spectrum, we also run into serious controversy. Many of the battles of the civil rights movement have been fought and won, but the world is still far from color-blind. Mixed marriages remain taboo and frequently lead to conflict, even violence. Historically, race mixing has been socially and often legally prohibited. Mixed individuals were often dismissed as “mongrels.”


  YET THEY CALLED HIM THE GEORGIA PEACH


  When legendary Detroit Tigers baseball player Ty Cobb was heckled by a fan in May 1912, he brushed it off. When the heckler called him a “half-nigger,” Cobb, who was white, immediately leapt over the railing, rushed up twelve rows of seats, and started beating the man savagely. The man was quickly knocked over by the vicious assault, but Cobb wasn’t satisfied and began stomping on him. To make matters worse, Cobb was rumored to sharpen the metal spikes on his cleats with a file in order to be more intimidating when he slid into base. Cobb refused to stop his brutal attack even when an onlooker pointed out that the heckler had only one hand! Cobb’s response—“I don’t care if he has no feet.” Not exactly Baseball’s Ambassador of Goodwill.


  Ty Cobb was notoriously racist and hot-tempered, but the most shocking detail of this story is its conclusion. After this violent display, Cobb was suspended indefinitely. In response, his team mates protested and refused to play until he was reinstated. It was one of the first effective players’ strikes, and Cobb got off with only a ten-day suspension. But Cobb’s teammates didn’t rally around him because he was popular. In fact the opposite was true—his erratic behavior had made even his own team hate him. Two years earlier when it looked like Cleveland’s Napoleon Lajoie was going to edge out Cobb for the American League batting championship, Lajoie received a telegram of congratulations—from eight of Cobb’s teammates! So why did they stand up for Cobb? They supported him because they felt that the heckler’s comment was so insulting that Cobb’s response was reasonable.


  They weren’t the only ones who thought so. After the incident was over, the congressional delegation from Cobb’s home state of Georgia commended him for his actions. They made it clear that he had acted as a proper son of the South in defending his honor against such a grievous insult.


  This wasn’t just the view of some kind of racist baseball fringe; it was the prevailing opinion of the day. Fifty years earlier, Paul Broca was studying race and intelligence in Paris. Broca was no fly-by-night scholar; he was an eminently respected physician and founder of the Anthropological Society of Paris. When I took neuro anatomy in college, I studied the part of the brain responsible for speech. It’s name? Broca’s area.


  In addition to getting parts of the brain named after him, Dr. Broca was one of the experts of his day on the topic of race science. What was his learned opinion of people of mixed heritage? He proposed that biracial individuals were mentally, morally, and physically inferior to those of pure race.


  In America a similar argument was presented by Louis Agassiz, a prestigious Swiss naturalist who founded and directed the Museum of Comparative Zoology at Harvard. Agassiz was far less subtle than Broca about his feelings toward miscegenation. He described “halfbreeds” as “a sin against nature” similar to incest. He went on to editorialize, “The idea of amalgamation is most repugnant to my feelings, I hold it to be a perversion of every natural sentiment.”


  This was a sneaky attempt to link a social taboo with a biological one. Agassiz was trying to tar intermarriage with the same brush as incest in order to make it seem unnatural and wrong. Ironically, incest and intermarriage are opposites and yield opposite results in terms of offspring.


  If race mixing was so unnatural and repulsive, why was it a common occurrence in the South? Agassiz actually proposed the ridiculous argument that innocent Southern boys were being seduced by hot-to-trot “colored house servants” who were insatiably drawn to their white masters.


  At this time race scientists were focused on analyzing and ranking the major ethnic groups (usually divided into whites, blacks, Asians, and Native Americans). Somehow whites always seemed to come out on top, often because scientists consciously or subconsciously distorted the data. The status of biracial individuals was an important topic for two reasons. First, the conventional wisdom held that whites were superior; therefore they should remain separate so as not to be “diluted” by other races. Second, some, like Agassiz, believed that whites and blacks were actually two separate species and shouldn’t be biologically able to interbreed successfully. These scientists supported this fallacy by claiming, without proof, that mixed people were mentally and physically unfit. (Obviously Agassiz never met Halle Berry.)


  This thinking is also the origin of the term mulatto, which refers to a person of mixed black and white heritage. I was shocked to learn that this word is a reference to the mule. Mules are hybrids between horses and donkeys (which are two different species), and while they are good at transporting you to the bottom of the Grand Canyon, they are sterile and thus defective. I always felt bad that Native Americans were called “Indians” because of Columbus’s mistaken impression of where he had landed, but it seems equally terrible to be named after a beast of burden. Can you imagine a life where people continually call you “donkey” to your face?


  In Chapter Five, we’ll see why mulatto is a misnomer. The mule analogy is a fallacy; biracial individuals are far from sterile. In fact, they are extremely fertile. I’ll also tell you about other examples taken from agriculture that make more accurate comparisons.


  BREAKING THE LAW


  Race mixing wasn’t just frowned upon socially and scientifically, but also legally. Prohibitions against interracial marriage date back to colonial times; there’s even a name for them: antimiscegenation laws. The consequences for breaking these laws, while harsh, were also depressingly practical. Whites who broke the law were often driven from the colony; blacks, on the other hand, were far too valuable as slaves to banish.


  Despite strict penalties (in colonial Virginia, a minister who performed an interracial wedding was fined ten-thousand pounds of tobacco) the laws were often broken covertly. The same slave owners who passed these laws often used their female slaves sexually, much of the time by force. Originally colonial law determined the status of a child (slave or free) by his father’s status. The number of female slaves impregnated by their masters made this somewhat inconvenient. The solution? Legislators changed the law to follow the mother’s status.


  As early as 1691, the Colony of Virginia outlawed miscegenation. Other colonies (and later states) followed suit. The prevention of inferior offspring was often cited to legitimize these laws. A Georgia court in 1869 claimed, “The amalgamation of the races is not only unnatural, but is always productive of deplorable results.” Nor was this only a Southern phenomenon. In 1878, Senator John F. Miller from California (which had attracted thousands of Chinese immigrants during the Gold Rush) said, “Were the Chinese to amalgamate at all with our people, it would be the lowest, most vile and degraded of our race, and the result of that amalgamation would be a hybrid of the most despicable, a mongrel of the most detestable that has ever afflicted the earth.” His political hyperbole paid off. Two years later, California (which the 2000 census found to be home to more interracial couples than any other state) passed its own antimiscegenation law prohibiting intermarriage between whites and “mulattos,” “Negroes,” or “Mongolians” (East Asians).


  These views did not mellow over time. In 1924, Virginia’s Racial Integrity Act turned up the heat and made interracial marriage a felony punishable by one to five years in prison. Thirty-four years later, these laws were still on the books. It was in this legal climate that Mildred Jeter, a black woman, and Richard Loving, a white man, met and fell in love.


  It was 1958, and interracial unions were illegal in sixteen states. Only three years earlier, the Virginia Supreme Court had upheld the validity of its antimiscegenation law saying its legitimate goal was “to preserve the racial integrity of its citizens” and prevent “the corruption of blood,” “a mongrel breed of citizens,” and “the obliteration of racial pride.”


  Since they couldn’t get married in their native Virginia, Mildred and Richard crossed the state line and tied the knot in Washington, D.C. Shortly after, they returned to their home state and were soon arrested for violating the antimiscegenation law. The appropriately named Lovings pleaded guilty and were both sentenced to one year in prison. (Ironically the Virginia state motto is “Virginia is for Lovers.”)


  The judge was quite clear in his opinion, “Almighty God created the races white, black, yellow, malay and red, and he placed them on separate continents. And but for the interference with his arrangement there would be no cause for such marriages. The fact that he separated the races shows that he did not intend for the races to mix.” After relaying God’s will, the judge generously offered to suspend their sentences if the Lovings left Virginia and did not return for twenty-five years. While exile is certainly better than jail, it isn’t much of a wedding present.


  The Lovings moved to Washington D.C., but decided to fight for their right to be married in Virginia. It would be a difficult fight: only 4 percent of white Americans approved of mixed marriages. They filed a motion to set aside their sentences. Nothing happened. They instituted a class action lawsuit claiming Virginia’s antimiscegenation law was unconstitutional. They lost. They appealed. And lost again. Finally, in 1967 their case reached the Supreme Court. The court unanimously sided with the Lovings and declared anti-miscegenation laws unconstitutional as they violated the “equal protection” guaranteed by the Fourteenth Amendment. Nine years after their wedding, Richard and Mildred could live as man and wife in their home state of Virginia.


  TECHNICOLOR LINES


  Also in 1967, moviegoers had the opportunity to watch an all star cast explore these same issues in the drama, Guess Who’s Coming to Dinner? Sidney Poitier and Katharine Houghton play an interracial couple who have fallen in love and now have to tell their parents. Spencer Tracy, who plays Katharine Houghton’s father, puts it best, “You’re two wonderful people who happened to fall in love and happen to have a pigmentation problem.”


  But is pigmentation still a problem? I’d like to believe that this is all ancient history. After all, Guess Who’s Coming to Dinner? was recently remade as Guess Who?—a comedy starring Bernie Mac and Ashton Kutcher. It certainly says something that we can now approach these same themes with slapstick comedy and sexual innuendo.


  This remake is no surprise—forty years later, Hollywood is still fascinated by interracial unions. Many movies have dealt with this highly charged topic. One of the most successful was 1992’s The Bodyguard starring Whitney Houston as a pop diva and Kevin Costner as her loyal bodyguard. Their romance crossed race and class lines and, along with a great soundtrack, propelled the film to become an international blockbuster. But the idea for The Bodyguard wasn’t new. The movie was originally proposed in the 1970s with Diana Ross opposite either Steve McQueen or Ryan O’Neal, but was shelved because it was deemed too controversial.


  Also controversial was Spike Lee’s Jungle Fever, the story of a successful black architect, played by Wesley Snipes, who has an affair with a white coworker played by Annabella Sciorra. The racial divide and the fact that he is married make for a very taboo relationship. The film gives a variety of perspectives on interracial dating and is surprisingly balanced, given Spike Lee’s open disapproval of mixed couples. While promoting the movie he said, “I give interracial couples a look. Daggers. They get uncomfortable when they see me on the street.”


  Perhaps the prevalence of that attitude can help explain a confusing experience I had a couple of years later when I went to see the movie adaptation of John Grisham’s The Pelican Brief. Denzel Washington plays an investigative reporter looking into the murder of two Supreme Court justices. Julia Roberts is a law student whose theory about the murders has made some people very nervous. Denzel and Julia are thrown together by circumstance and a conspiracy that wants them both silenced. I’ve seen enough movies to know that a romantic back-story is as much a part of the action-adventure genre as popcorn and Junior Mints. So I was quite surprised when the credits started rolling, and there hadn’t even been a kiss (much less the musical montage of flirting and steamy sex I was expecting) between the two leads.


  Apparently I wasn’t the only one disappointed. When Newsweek asked Julia Roberts about it in 2002, she said, “I have taken so much s—t over the years about not kissing Denzel in that film. Don’t I have a pulse? Of course I wanted to kiss Denzel. It was his idea to take the damn scenes out.” According to Hollywood scuttlebutt (which Mr. Washington denies), Denzel avoids kissing white women on screen for fear it will alienate many moviegoers. Especially black women, who he acknowledges are his “core audience.” This fear may be reasonable since reportedly some black women were loudly disapproving of love scenes between Denzel and Mimi Rogers in test screenings of 1989’s The Mighty Quinn. The booing was enough to convince Washington and the studio to remove the offending scenes. The good news is that Julia isn’t bitter; she’s described Denzel as “the best actor of this generation, hands down.” (We’ll be learning more about Julia and Denzel later.)


  The proliferation of movies featuring interracial couples is encouraging. Sometimes the coupling is the focus of the film; sometimes it’s incidental. Clearly the subject is still titillating, if not outright forbidden. In any case, I’m glad it’s out there. The more we see it in movies, the more we read it in books, the more we can talk about it, the less divided we’ll be.


  WE DARE MAINTAIN OUR RIGHTS (ALABAMA STATE MOTTO)


  It’s heartening that moviemakers have become more accepting, but Hollywood is notoriously liberal. Intermarriage is still taboo to many. Thanks to the Lovings, antimiscegenation laws were no longer enforceable after 1967, but they remained on the books in many states. For some, like North Carolina, they were even written into the state constitution. Alabama was the last state in the union to repeal its ban on interracial marriage. In order to remove this relic of its racist past, Alabama held a special election in November 2000. A full generation after the civil rights movement, 40 percent of the state voted to preserve the ban. The special amendment was passed, so perhaps I should be looking at this glass as 60 percent full rather than 40 percent empty. But 2 out of every 5 Alabamans is a lot of support for a law that had been unenforceable for 33 years. South Carolina passed a similar measure in 1998 with only slightly better numbers. That glass was 38 percent empty.


  In 1994, Alabama was the scene of another antimiscegenation debate. Hulond Humphries had been principal of Randolph County High School in Wedowee, Alabama, for twenty-five years when he threatened to cancel the prom if mixed couples attended. After this surprising announcement, a half black/half white student was understandably confused about whom she was allowed to bring as a date. She claims that when she asked Humphries about this he called her “a mistake” that he hoped to prevent others from repeating.


  Humphries’s threat to cancel the prom and his purported statement to the student (which he denied) ignited a figurative and literal firestorm—there was a national frenzy of media attention, and the high school mysteriously burned down. In the end Humphries was removed as principal, and the prom went on as scheduled. I assumed this was a career-ending debacle for Humphries. I was stunned three years later when he was elected superintendent of the Randolph County School District.


  The Deep South doesn’t exactly have the best reputation when it comes to race relations and it’s easy to write off these examples as the effects of lingering racism. But I believe the opposite—people don’t fight interracial relationships because they’re racist, rather racism is often motivated by an intense fear of miscegenation.


  Every time that white dominance has been threatened, every time a step toward racial equality has been made, the specter of miscegenation has appeared. In fact, the term miscegenation was coined in a dishonest attempt to scare voters in the 1864 election. An anonymous pamphlet titled Miscegenation: The Theory of the Blending of the Races, Applied to the American White Man and Negro was printed, claiming that the ultimate goal of Abraham Lincoln and his Republican Party was the complete mongrelization of the white and black races. The pamphlet was actually written by two Democratic journalists and designed to generate fear and distrust of Lincoln. The message was clear: emancipation would lead to rampant miscegenation.


  Lincoln had freed the slaves, but blacks were still denied equal rights. Black Codes after the Civil War and Jim Crow laws starting in the 1880s effectively kept blacks separate and unequal. In the Jim Crow South, blacks were segregated and denied basic rights. This was a situation blacks couldn’t change because they were forced to jump through almost impossible hoops in order to vote. One voting “literacy” test required blacks to recite the Declaration of Independence and Constitution from memory in order to qualify. Whites were exempt.


  In theory Jim Crow laws were about racism, but as black poet James Weldon Johnson said, “At the core of the heart of the race problem is the sex problem.” Indeed, during the civil rights movement an Alabama state senator claimed that repealing Jim Crow would “open the bedroom doors of our white women to black men.” Another Southerner expressed his opinion in the Atlantic Monthly; he wrote that desegregating schools was a mistake because it would inevitably lead to interracial dating. He colorfully suggested that thinking otherwise was about as realistic as “going over Niagara Falls in a barrel in the expectation of stopping three-fourths of the way down.”


  Even liberals who supported equal rights had their concerns. President Harry S. Truman was quite progressive when it came to civil rights. He desegregated the military in 1948 and fought to make federal hiring practices more egalitarian. In a speech before the NAACP, Truman said, “We must make the federal government a friendly, vigilant defender of the rights and equalities of all Americans. And again I mean all Americans.” But when a reporter asked Truman if he thought interracial marriages would become more frequent, the president replied, “I hope not, I don’t believe in it, . . . Would you want your daughter to marry a Negro?” Truman said that over fifty years ago. We’ve come a long way as a country since then, but many are still asking that question.


  Still, I am optimistic. Sure, we hear about racist crimes and the Alabama election results from 2000 are sobering, but I believe that overt racism is on the decline. Americans are more likely than ever to live in racially integrated neighborhoods and living in mixed communities leads to improved attitudes toward other races and race relations in general. Blatantly racist acts and rhetoric are far rarer than they once were. Those, like David Duke, who still wear their racism proudly on their sleeve (or white sheet), are treated as oddities rather than legitimate figures.


  But despite dramatic increases in racial harmony, there has been no explosion of intermarriage. The numbers are higher than they’ve ever been, but are still quite low. According to the 2000 Census, about 6 percent of married couples in the United States were mixed racially or ethnically. Does that mean that 94 percent of Americans are racist? I don’t think so.


  More so than explicit racism, what’s keeping the races separate is a desire to stay within the group. Not a hatred of other groups, but a love of one’s own. Individuals can respect other groups as equal, but often choose to marry someone with a similar background. Studies have shown that on average a husband and wife’s race and religion have a 90 percent correlation rate. Intelligence and personality are only around 40 percent.


  I didn’t need a study to tell me this—it was made clear in my upbringing. My parents are quite liberal and have no problem with interracial marriage in theory, but when it comes to their own children, they hoped we would inherit their values and marry someone like them. And they haven’t been shy about telling us that. We’ll take a closer look at various social and biological influences on our mate choices in Chapter Six (when we discuss blue geese and lemon-scented rats).


  SOME OF MY BEST FRIENDS ARE WHITE PEOPLE . . . (BUT I WOULDN’T WANT MY DAUGHTER TO MARRY ONE)


  A lot of our discussion here has been about the efforts of the white majority to prevent mixing. And studies show that whites are still the least likely group to accept the idea of intermarriage. But often resistance comes from the other side as well. Many minority group members feel a strong sense of group identity and a desire to preserve their group. This is especially true when that group has been historically oppressed by the white majority. In some cases dating or marrying a white person is seen as a betrayal. This mentality is reflected in the Denzel Washington and Spike Lee stories told earlier.


  The black community is one of the most open to the idea of intermarriage. One survey found that 86 percent of blacks thought their families would be willing to accept a white spouse. But there is still resentment, especially when white women date black men. This type of pairing is three times more common than a white man and a black woman, leaving some black women worried that white women are scooping up the most eligible black bachelors. The fear—where does that leave the group?


  I grew up around a similar fear. My parents are Ashkenazi Jews who grew up in the shadow of the Holocaust. They have a very strong sense of group identity, especially because the group was so recently faced with destruction. Continuing the line and preserving the group is extremely important to them. Many people in our community fret about intermarriage statistics. It’s often repeated that 53 percent of Jews in America marry non-Jews. I doubt this statistic is accurate since it never seems to change, but the number itself is irrelevant. It’s repeated as a warning, and it clearly reflects the fears of the Jewish community: Did the Jews survive the Holocaust only to be eliminated through assimilation?


  This conflict is famously depicted in Fiddler on the Roof. Tevye is a poor Jewish milkman in a small 1916 Russian village. He believes that our lives are inherently unstable; like fiddlers we are all trying to scrape out some joyful music while precariously perched on the roof of life. But the anchor that keeps us from breaking our necks is Tradition. He fears that his daughters’ choice of husbands will cause Tradition to fall by the wayside.


  Tevye is something of an Everyparent. His struggle has been played out countless times and continues today. The world is changing and intermarriage is no longer as rare as it once was. It’s a reality that will become more and more common. I believe (and will discuss further in Chapter Seven) that we are on the cusp of a mixed marriage explosion. But the old guard is not eager to let the intermarriage phenomenon reach critical mass. The Tevyes will fight it tooth and nail.


  Not because they are bad people—they’re not. They are loving parents who earnestly believe they are steering their children toward the right path. But they are wrong because they are unaware of the significant advantages their mixed grandchildren will possess. Advantages that will unfold over the next few chapters. The Tevyes of this world are acting out of love, out of a sincere desire to do what’s best for their family. But who doesn’t want grandkids who are healthier, stronger, smarter, and more attractive? (Never mind that all grandparents think their grandchildren are those things anyway.)


  Of course, this book is not an instruction manual. It’s not meant to help you choose a mate or find the ideal parent for your children. Nor is it meant to judge those who choose to marry within their group. I think the Tevyes are wrong, but they are entitled to their opinion. Those who are outright racist are just plain wrong, and I have no sympathy or
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