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			Dedication

			Emma

			For my mum, who now it seems, always knew who I was going to be. You once told me that children are not yours to keep but merely to prepare as best you can to send out on their way. I hope this book helps other parents to do just that.

			And for my dad who stitched himself up royally with the ‘dads know best schtick’ – you will never get out of being on speed dial for my questions. I love you.

			For all of you who needed this book. I hope you feel seen in some small way.

			Nicole

			To Mom and Dad,

			there is no me without you.

		

		
			Introduction

			The meeting of minds that started it all

			An effort to begin with the personal in order to arrive at the universal.

			Jonny Pitts, Afropean: Notes from Black Europe (2019)

			Emma

			A friend of mine once told me that all of her friends are mixed race. Initially, I thought – Nah, that’s not true. You’re exaggerating. But I quickly mentally catalogued her friendship circle and realized that she was being wholly truthful. She told me that this was purposeful because only other mixed-race people understood her lived experiences.

			I’ve thought about this a lot recently because it speaks to the almost magnetic attraction I had to my friend and now podcast co-host, Nicole. I had eyed her across the modern-day bar (Instagram) and thought, I’d like to hang out with her. We’d get on. I had this uncanny instinct that we would be friends. At the time, I was working on a behaviour change campaign aimed at converting fast-fashion lovers to second-hand clothing and, knowing that Nicole was an influential fashion blogger, I reached out to her.

			When we eventually came face to face our chatter spilled out over the table – our specific shared experiences, understanding and instant kinship kept our conversation flowing until our husbands began to ring our phones wondering where we’d got to.

			Our stories overlapped and intertwined, dancing around each other without touching, sometimes mirroring, and sometimes being polar opposites – different accents, parents from different continents. And yet we were the same.

			Somehow, we are the same.

			Nicole and I shared stories of growing up in the US and the UK respectively – her heritage being Ghanaian Filipino and mine Jamaican British – as though we were breaking bread, gobbling down the details knowing these shared stories would fill us up for a short while, but at the same time wanting the moment to last.

			That afternoon when we first met, Nicole and I talked about battling with our hair, the nightmare of going to either a white, or indeed a Black, hair salon, and the 1990s hoodwink that was John Frieda’s ‘Frizz Ease’. This was the universal con that summons a gulp of shame to the back of the throat of almost any person of mixed race who has been taught by society that they must tame their hair.

			We talked about our parents, the impact of attending majority-white schools, the othering we have experienced from multiple communities, and of boyfriends who, we discovered, wanted us because of our visual proximity to the few melanated celebrities they saw as ‘exotic’ and exciting.

			We bonded quickly, because although the mixed-race experience is different for us all, there is something in it that binds us. And yet within the mixed community there is also mystery, because it often feels as though someone, somewhere made an unwritten rule that no one ought to speak of our unified experience. And in truth, this is probably partly down to our own self-censorship.

			For my part, I know that I have taught myself to subconsciously filter and temper words, to steady difficult subject matters that might cause offence, treating them delicately as though I were a waitress in a restaurant balancing steaming-hot plates of racial tension. I don’t mean to sound as though this is in any way a hardship for me personally. It’s not at all, in fact it comes pretty naturally to me. Almost as though it’s innate. I’ve been doing this for as long as I can remember …

			Mystery does seem to be a common theme when it comes to the mixed-race identity, and that’s something we will endeavour to unpack in this book. There are untold stories, and often things that seem to be left unsaid.

			If you’re reading this and you’re mixed, then you will likely know what I mean.

			That night, in Nicole I found someone who was just as interested as I was in exploring the nuance in this sometimes shared, sometimes differing experience.

			Nicole

			Emma and I met for a drink early on a summer’s afternoon in Brixton – freelancer life meant that we could take this time off, neither of us feeling too guilty. It was technically work anyway, because Emma had a sustainable fashion project in mind that she wanted to get me involved in.

			We lasted precisely one glass of wine before delving into our backgrounds – there was a kinship that formed immediately out of being mixed that made us at ease with one another. For me, it felt like exhaling after holding my breath for what seemed like hours. We had conversations that I had never really got to have with anyone else because up until that point I hadn’t felt comfortable enough to open up to someone in this way.

			We talked about hair, family, travel and careers. Our conversation just seemed to stretch out over time … we laughed at the number of people we had both encountered who would tell us that we were ‘too much’ of this and ‘not enough’ of that.

			And despite my growing up in suburban Virginia and Emma in north-west London, there were common threads that tied us together in how we felt about being mixed. I sensed it was the beginning of something.

			Our conversation was in some ways transformative for me. I realized there and then that for most of my life, whenever I had spoken about being mixed race I was opening myself up to other people foisting their own ideas of what that meant on to me: their beliefs about how I should ‘act’ or who I should ‘be’.

			When I met Emma, in our first conversation there was a oneness in our experiences that made me feel ready and willing to share. I knew there would be no judgement.

			It was in being mixed that we forged our sisterhood, and we felt able to open up to each other in ways we hadn’t before with anyone else.

			The mixed-race identity and experience was something we felt not a lot of people were speaking about openly at the time. We half-jokingly suggested starting a podcast, given how much we clearly had to say, and every time we met up after that we found ourselves planning out episodes and dreaming aloud about our future guests …

			We realized that if we were being honest with ourselves, we were not joking at all. Ultimately there was a wider community that had not yet connected, and a dialogue that was missing – something we felt warranted further investigation given that the mixed-race population is now the fastest-growing demographic in the US and the UK.

			Starting the Mixed Up podcast

			Cut to the lockdown order of March 2020.

			Like everyone else, we were inside, anxious not only about Covid-19 but also about our work as freelance journalists and creatives. We were stuck indoors and work was grinding to a halt. We had no idea what we were going to do about paying our bills, but we had two microphones and FaceTime, so we got to work.

			It was in the summer of 2020 that the Mixed Up podcast was born. We had already started recording episodes, and that May, George Floyd was murdered by police as the world watched – over and over again on their phones and on TV screens. It was painful to have seen Black people being killed by the police before in heinous, violent ways. And it is painful to admit that this is something that has become commonplace. But this was different. This was on the world’s stage. The heaviness of that month and the months that followed was excruciating.

			The brutality and coldness of George Floyd’s murder being shared repeatedly was stark. We watched his grieving family. We went outside to join the Black Lives Matter protests.

			Meanwhile, the energy online was frenetic – we were still stuck inside due to the pandemic, but despite being physically isolated from one another it was the loudest we’d ever felt social media to be. All of a sudden everyone was called upon en masse to share their emotions and their personal experiences in a way that was somehow more collectively vulnerable than we had seen before. People were compelled to say how they were feeling, and everyone, it seemed, was forced to talk about race.

			We as Black women felt an immense pressure to show up daily online to speak about our anger, our pain, the micro- and macroaggressions we had faced in the past. How we wanted allies, but also how frustrated we were that it took such a catastrophe for people to listen to us. All of a sudden we had to put on our capes and solve the issue of capital-R racism.

			In this moment there was a call to be on the side of justice, to stand together as Black people and People of Colour in the sharing of our mutual experiences, and in calling out the violence and daily white supremacy that we so often face, not only in our schools and workplaces but even in our own homes.

			The trouble was that as mixed-race women we were simultaneously being told that our proximity to whiteness meant that we shouldn’t speak. Or that we were speaking too much. Or not enough. The discourse in the Black community also felt divided on this issue.

			At that time, this wasn’t just an issue within the Black community. It wasn’t just mixed-race people who had to evaluate whether it was appropriate to speak. There was scrutiny across all People of Colour and rhetoric that pitted racialized groups against one another. Everyone was questioning how far they had a stake in the conversation.

			There was never any question in our minds as to whether or not it was appropriate to talk about race as mixed-race Black women – although we understand and empathize with those who felt uncomfortable doing this.

			So we wanted to start a conversation.

			On Mixed Up, we recorded an episode entitled ‘Black Lives Matter and Being Mixed’ because we noticed that mixed-race Black people felt that they themselves weren’t allowed to express how they were affected by George Floyd’s murder. It was as though mixed-race people – across the range of lived experiences, heritages and cultures – were looking for their space to talk. So the podcast – and by extension this book – has become that voice.

			Often mixed-race people have felt displaced and isolated, looking for connection and community with each other, and we have been honoured to provide that space.

			Over the past few years we’ve interviewed mixed-race and monoracial people alike, including Afua Hirsch, Anton Ferdinand, Asia Jackson, Ben Bailey Smith, Candice Brathwaite, David Oyelowo, Jassa Ahluwalia, Jordan Stephens, Lianne La Havas, Nikesh Shukla, Tori Tsui and countless other names you will know and love. We knew we wouldn’t be able to provide the wealth of experience of what it means to be mixed race or to have mixed-race children today without talking to our elders and our peers.

			This is why we wanted to write this book, to provide something you could take away with you. Ultimately we were looking for kinship and community and we found it in each other, in our listeners and in hearing the multitude of stories on the podcast. Hopefully you can find your own sense of community within the pages of this book.

			While this is something we wish we’d had when we were younger, it’s by opening the door to conversation and accessing people’s stories that we have been able to grow into the women we are today, with a richer understanding of ourselves and the beautiful, vast and varying mixed-race community at large. This book is an invitation for you to make the space to hold multiple truths at the same time, and we ask that you bear this in mind while reading. We are the living proof that racism and ‘race’ have to be a construct. Writing The Half of It and producing Mixed Up has been a process of finding the beauty in breaking down binaries and allowing ourselves and other mixed-race people to authentically hold all parts of their identities proudly as individuals and in community with one another.

			Historical context for this book

			Over the past few years while recording Mixed Up and writing this book, we have always found ourselves circling back to the idea that we have to know the history in order to more clearly understand and discuss the present, and certainly before we can chart our future.

			Having spoken on the podcast to over a hundred people from different corners of the world about their lived experiences, we have learned details of cultural histories that we were not previously aware of. This history has compelled us to research further and seek out these stories and their backgrounds.

			We spoke to Rosemary Adaser about the relentless brutality suffered by mixed-race children at the hands of Mother and Baby Institutions in the Republic of Ireland that only shut their doors as recently as the late 1990s, about how ultimately if you were mixed-race Irish you were viewed as a scourge upon the nation.

			We spoke to Florence Kollie Raja about what it means to have lived through two civil wars, having fled from Liberia to Ukraine as a child, and now, again, how the Russo–Ukraine War has affected her as a Black Ukrainian – a mix that she tells us some people would find hard to believe exists.

			All over the world there are stories of mixed-race people and communities that have experienced displacement or brutality: babies orphaned from the 1920s to the 1950s because of the UK’s policy against the adoption of mixed-heritage babies; the Métis in Senegal, a people created by design by the French aristocracy; people who are called ‘coloured’ in South Africa; mulattos in Spain; creoles and mestizos in the US; and the Aborigine Stolen Generations in Australia. Once you start to dig, the list goes on.

			Although we mixed-race people have existed throughout history, there is still an unspoken misrepresentation and a wilful misunderstanding of our existence which we feel in not being able to discuss the history of prejudice, segregation and, ultimately, violence.

			In the 1930s, social researcher Muriel E. Fletcher wrote the ‘Fletcher Report’, on behalf of the Liverpool Association for the Welfare of Half-Caste Children, which described great moral concern over the fear of mixed-race babies being born in their hundreds and thousands just before African American servicemen arrived at Britain’s ports in the following decade.1

			It was anticipated that mixed-race children would be the scourge of Britain, and eugenics theories declared that our existence would be doomed because we would inherit the worst traits of our parents – inherent physical and mental defects. We were deemed to be neither one nor the other, but decidedly worse than both. Given that, at this time, to be ‘other’ – Black, or indeed any other ethnic minority – would have carried with it a characterization that was ‘less than human’ (something, incidentally, that is still written into the American Constitution to this day), it is not difficult to imagine that mixed-race babies were thought of as monstrous.

			However, we also discovered secret communities formed of people who were all known by the same ugly label, ‘half-caste’, and heard stories of a dive bar called the Reno, in 1970s Moss Side, Manchester, where they hung out and mixed-race children were all but conceived when their parents met on the dancefloor.

			It’s interesting that as we researched the history of mixed-race people, clandestine, hidden records and suppressed lived experiences cropped up again and again.

			Métis

			Thanks to colonization, there are multiple groups of ‘Métis’, which is the French word for ‘mixed’, or ‘mixed-blood’.

			One of our first encounters with the Métis involves First Nations people, whose homelands are in Canada and in parts of the United States. They can trace their ancestry to both Indigenous North Americans and French settlers.

			However, not all people of mixed Indigenous and settler descent are Métis. The Métis are a distinct people with a unique culture and language. The Métis in Canada have been recognized as a separate group since the Constitution Act of 1982, and in 2016 had a population of 587,545. Smaller communities of Métis live within the United States, but on the whole are largely unrecognized.

			The Métis in Canada have one of the oldest flags in Canadian history which features an infinity symbol that is said to have two meanings: the joining of two distinct cultures and the representation of the immortality of the Métis Nation. There is a beauty in this, an early celebration of mixed identity, a literal ‘flag in the sand’ from the early 1800s.

			The Métis are also found in Senegal, where a generation of mixed-race people originated from French traders and local Senegalese women, primarily in the city of Saint-Louis. They have been described as an ‘elite merchant class’, and were known to hold a level of power within the colonial structures. The women in particular, known as ‘Signares’, were regarded as elegant, refined, bourgeois entrepreneurs and played a large role in Senegal’s early political and religious history. What is so fascinating about this group of Métis specifically is that they were lauded because of their European heritage – whereas there are stories of other mixed-race people throughout history where it is the root of their persecution.

			In the Democratic Republic of the Congo (formerly colonized by Belgium), the Métis were children of white Belgian men and local women who were abducted from their mothers and sent to Catholic missions and orphanages. They were branded as ‘the children of sin’ and isolated to ensure that they would not be able to claim a link with Belgium in their later lives. Five surviving women who are now in their seventies sued the Belgian State for crimes against humanity in 2020. The suit claims that the children were abandoned by both Church and State and that some of them were sexually assaulted by militia fighters during the time of political upheaval in the country.

			Mixed-race Aborigines: The Stolen Generations

			Between the early 1900s and the 1970s, many First Nations children were forcibly removed from their families by Australian federal and State government agencies and Church missions. The children were referred to as ‘half-caste’, and under the policy of ‘assimilation’ the removal of those with Aboriginal/Torres Strait Islander and white parentage from their families meant that their lives would be ‘improved’ if they became part of white society and naturally ‘died out’. There are estimates that in certain regions between one in ten and one in three Indigenous Australian children were forcibly taken from their families and communities during this period.

			The Aboriginal Protection Act of 1869 included the earliest legislation authorizing the forcible removal of children from Aboriginal parents and gave the colony of Victoria sweeping powers over Aboriginal and ‘half-caste’ children, who were taken from their families and taught to reject their Indigenous heritages.2 Names were changed, traditional languages were forgotten and children were put into institutions known for neglect, abuse and other trauma. Although some were adopted by white families, that didn’t necessarily translate into safety. Not only were parents separated from their children, but siblings were separated as well. Although an apology was presented by Prime Minister Kevin Rudd to Indigenous Australians in 2008, the grief and intergenerational trauma is still palpable.

			MIXED-RACE BABIES AND THE SECOND WORLD WAR

			Thousands of mixed-race babies born in the Second World War were orphaned because of UK policy against their adoption. It was illegal for their Black American GI fathers to adopt them. Just under half of the children were put into homes because it was assumed they were too hard to place. These children, who were not white, were not thought of as British and yet they could not be adopted by their fathers. So where did they belong?

			This segregation, this separation from our families (physical or felt), the desire to belong and the search for acceptance are all themes we have pulled from history and from conversations we are having with our guests on the podcast today.

			The history is laid out for us plainly and we will make reference to it throughout the course of this book in order to provide a context within which to view and understand mixed people’s experiences today.

			And where are we as mixed-race individuals in society today?

			Well that’s a question we hope to answer as we take you through these pages.

			From Fenty shade 300 being used (rather ungenerously) by Black Twitter as a tool of measurement to indicate where mixed people fit on the Blackness barometer, to the inside racism faced by darker-skinned Filipinos brought to our attention by the hashtag #magandangmorenx (meaning beautiful brown skin), to the disconnect we’ve heard from those with Arab names who, although seemingly Muslim, know nothing of that religion because the lone parent they have grown up with does not follow it – we will explore the positive, vivid conversations and communities bubbling below the surface.

			Through the online platforms that are springing up, we see people who are growing more confident and who are now defining themselves and claiming their complex and nuanced identities without equivocation.

			We want to create the resources and the outlet we never had, to foster belonging from reading stories that make us feel seen, and by forming the language we never had to express ourselves at the time. We want to create something for mixed-race people; for those growing up and for those tackling adulthood everywhere.

			This book is also for anyone who has ever dated (or thought about dating) someone outside their race, for parents with mixed kids, and for anyone hoping to gain a bit more insight into race and identity. It turns out that it is for almost everyone.

			Our approach

			The purpose of The Half of It is to explore concepts and experiences that are part of, but certainly do not fully encompass, being mixed race. It’s not possible to discuss them all within this relatively short book because the spectrum is so vast. Each experience is conditional on many different factors, from class to geographical location, to the cultural histories of those locations and how they have been affected by colonization, to whether the people in question were born and raised in one of their ancestral countries, for example. There are so many things to consider. Instead, we hope to raise consciousness around some of the challenges and topics we have discovered through our work and consider to be pertinent to the multiracial identity.

			We begin with the personal in order to explain – why us? And in a way, by doing this we’ll explain the need for this book. In order to support a deeper, more nuanced discussion of race in relation to being of mixed race, the book will take the form of a collection of essays, anecdotes and investigation.

			At this point, after more than a hundred hours of anecdotal research for our podcast, if there’s one thing we can say for certain it is that there are no right answers, and in some instances there are no answers at all but … only room for more open conversation. We would like to facilitate these discussions, which have largely been left without much introspection outside academic journals.

			In an ideal world we would love you to read this book from start to finish in its intended order, so that you can get to know us a bit better before we present you with what may at times feel like challenging themes. Because before we were authors we were journalists. And our personal voices might well have proved to be our greatest asset.

			Thankfully, people have returned again and again to grace us by listening to over a hundred hours of the Mixed Up podcast. We believe they trust us, not just because we have done masses of anecdotal and qualitative research speaking to people across the globe – from academics, mental health professionals, footballers and actors to survivors of war – but because they have got to know us and begun to recognize our personal investment in this work. That’s why the book will begin with an introduction to us – your hosts for the next 300 pages: Emma and Nicole.

			We realize that many of you will want to dip into the book at various chapters that interest you, but first we’d like you to understand a little about the context of our own backgrounds and points of view, accepting that you may not necessarily agree; you may not always consider them to be reflective of your own if you are a mixed-race person reading this. Conversely, there will be times when a mother, father or someone who is not mixed race for whom these topics hold interest sees themselves in the experiences here, and for us that is all part of it. Those moments when we realize that we are more similar than we are different are just as important as those when we prove to be disparate.

			We encourage you to read this book not looking for things that set mixed-race people apart from monoracial people, but instead with an understanding that many of the same experiences are for us filtered through a slightly different lens.

			As adults of mixed-race heritage who grew up in different corners of the globe in very different cultural set-ups, we know only too well how similar our experiences can be without actually being the same – these are the commonalities we share. We both have Black ancestry, for example, so our approach, while not exclusively focused on this, will reference it. Being Black and mixed is an important point of exploration for both of us, and so naturally it will feature as such in our book.

			We both grew up in predominantly white spaces, so you will hear us refer to this and glimpse how it may have influenced our experiences.

			Nicole is Black, yes – but she is also Filipina. I am Black, but I also have white parentage. How we flex in our expression of ourselves is an important part of what we want to convey about being mixed race.

			Additionally, we will explore how monoracial groups can affect our experience of being mixed: how being Asian and being considered the model minority, for example, affects your sense of self. We need to look at how our parents’ monoracial experiences might have filtered into aspects of our own identities as mixed people, because ultimately we must interrogate the specific cultural and ethnic contexts of monoracial groups in order to be able to define our own.

			It’s important to note that this is not an autobiography, and while we will sometimes use our own experiences as points of reference, as outlined above, it would not make sense to do so consistently when considering the broad spectrum of the ‘mixed experience’.

			We believe that much of our present is tied to our collective past; and while this is not a work of history, we think it’s crucial to provide context for the reading of the text, and specifically some of the essays that refer to previous political events.

			In Chapter 1 we try to give you a sense of ourselves, while exploring the idea of growing up in predominantly white environments. Clearly, this is not an experience that is exclusive to people of mixed race, but it is something that we as co-writers bonded over and later found to be an important theme based on the people we have spoken to and interviewed. Our interest in this issue may spring from an assumed proximity to whiteness which is associated with people of mixed race almost as default. How we as mixed-race people experienced some aspects of that proximity seemed an interesting space to explore and a useful context to share.

			In Chapter 2 we look at the difficulties which parents might face when talking to their children about being mixed, and whether parents have the language with which to do so. What is that language? How does the experience of being mixed race as a child sometimes create challenges that are not well known or often discussed?

			In Chapter 3 we look at interracial relationships and whether they are still a relatively radical act; and in Chapter 6 we talk beauty standards – a relentless theme of life for us as women.

			In Chapter 11, are the letters from our listeners and the mixed-race community in which they explore the themes they wish they had discussed with their parents when growing up. It’s a full-circle moment.

			In Chapters 12 and 13 we look at art and food and give examples of creative explorations of identity via artists and chefs of different mixed heritage: Ana, who is Chinese-Portuguese, will introduce us to Macanese cuisine, a mixture of Portuguese and Chinese influences, and Laxmi, who is Filipina-Indian, will share the story behind her artistic take on the female form as it relates to her mixed heritage.

			By bringing all of this together in this way we hope that this book will facilitate a deeper understanding of this topic and encourage awareness, reflection and conversation.

			So we give you The Half of It.

			Terminology and Context

			We want to provide you with the definitions of some of the terms you will come across while reading this book and the context they are likely to be used in. Language is ever evolving and over time some of these terms may be deemed offensive or obsolete. At the time of publishing, these are the terms we feel most comfortable and confident using and that best reflect the world we’re living in today.

			Language

			We are all too aware that language is an important subject when it comes to the mixed-race experience, and even the experiences of the diaspora or displaced peoples and groups all over the globe. Many of us yearn to learn a language to bring us closer to some part of our culture, ancestry or heritage, and we acknowledge that the challenges often found in accessing this language are a relevant and emotional part of the puzzle when it comes to belonging and identity. We have heard many people say that knowing the language of their parents or their ancestors can provide an additional level of validation when their identity might otherwise be questioned.

			We have, however, decided not to veer too far into this subject because we don’t feel that we can do it justice within the remit of this book. A separate study could be written, exploring not just how language relates to belonging and identity on an emotional level but also the etymology of language and what this can tell us about migration and ancestry.

			Ethnic group

			An ethnic group refers to people who are constructed as sharing a common history, language, religion and culture […] people with the same skin colour do not always share a common culture […] What sets them apart from white people, and is the basis for their stigmatisation by racists, is their appearance […] not their culture. It is because racial categories continue to have both political and psychological importance that we continue […] to use the term ‘race’ [when discussing people of mixed race].3

			We are using this definition, set out by Barbara Tizard and Ann Phoenix in Black, White or Mixed Race?: Race and Racism in the Lives of Young People of Mixed Parentage.

			Race

			While we are aware that race is a social construct and that biologically we are all of the same race, we will use the term ‘mixed race’ throughout this book – both because it is one with which we and many of the people we have spoken to have grown up with and still identify, and because as Jamaican-born British Marxist sociologist, cultural theorist and political activist Stuart Hall put it: ‘Race is both a socio-economic fact and a social construct.’ It is felt keenly by People of Colour throughout the world, which means it is necessary to acknowledge it as part of how we form, describe and socialize our identities. We choose not to use the terms ‘dual-heritage’ or ‘biracial’, unless we are specifically referring to someone who explicitly identifies in this way, because they exclude many identities, given that most of us have more than two heritages. It goes without saying, however, that it is up to each individual of mixed parentage to decide which label they prefer to use, and we support their right to decide how they refer to themselves.

			Racism

			Racism is the discrimination against a particular racial group that takes multiple forms. There’s overt racism which most would say they can easily recognize, but racism is also the discrimination against, and the systemic oppression of a particular racial group. Racism is rooted within systems of government, housing, economics, entertainment, media and culture that permeate through our society – ultimately, it’s the oppression of a racial group to the social, economic and political advantage of another. We want to support the understanding of racism as it has evolved – moving us away from thinking of purely peer to peer, individual to individual interactions.

			Colourism

			A term first coined in 1982 by American novelist and social activist Alice Walker, often described colloquially as the ‘sister to racism’. Colourism is defined as prejudicial or preferential treatment based solely on skin colour. Closely linked with racism, essentially it means favouring people with lighter complexions over those with darker complexions.

			Capitalizing of ‘B’ for Black

			We have decided to follow the lead of other anti-racist educators and organizers with this choice and have capitalized ‘Black’ when writing about Black people because we want to place the word on par with other recognized groupings and names of nationalities, peoples, races and tribes. Although we recognize that ‘Black’ is not a homogenous group in all senses, people of the African diaspora generally understand themselves as sharing an ethnic or racialized identity. Using the lowercase ‘b’ has been highlighted as racist in the context of an ongoing struggle for equality, particularly in the context of the historical African American struggle. ‘It is an act of recognition of racial self-respect for those who have been for generations in the lower case.’

			We have not, however, capitalized the ‘b’ in ‘brown’ because generally speaking, we do not feel that ‘brown’ has been allocated quite the same homogeneous group meaning and context by society as ‘Black’. As we write this – interpretations of the term ‘brown’ in regard to race are variable and unique. For example, in the UK you will sometimes hear Black mixed-race people call themselves ‘brown’. You may also hear someone of Indian descent refer to themselves in this way. Unless as part of a direct quotation, we therefore will not capitalize ‘brown’.4

			The Global Majority and People of Colour

			The Global Majority is a collective term that first and foremost speaks to and encourages those so-called to think of themselves as belonging to the Global Majority. It refers to people who are Black, Asian, brown, dual-heritage, indigenous to the global south, or have been racialized as ‘ethnic minorities’.

			Where we refer to the broad range of people who sit within the mixed community, one of whose parents is from the Global Majority we may use the term ‘People of Colour’. This is not a perfect label and not one that we love, but for now we are not aware of a term that better conveys the way in which this group experiences the world and is currently seen by society.

			We will also use this term in order to avoid centering whiteness. This is why we will not be using the phrase ‘non-white people’ as a standardized term.

			Monoracial

			A term that is used to describe someone of a single race or ethnicity. We acknowledge that this is not an ideal or favourable term to use as it could be thought to reinforce the false idea that ‘race’ is a scientific fact. Nevertheless, we have used it in this book for ease of understanding as it is the term most recognizable at the time of writing.

			Geography

			We recognize that geography is a huge contextual factor. For example, the experiences of a Malawian Filipino living in the UK may be more similar to those of someone who is white British/Malawian mixed living in the UK than someone who is Malawian monoracial living in Malawi. People who are of mixed race or mixed heritage are received differently in different parts of the world and therefore have vastly varied experiences. For example, in regions that have been colonized, such as the continent of Africa, people may view whiteness as being applicable to all people who are not visibly Black, because Black people are the majority. In many African countries there are words like oyinbo (Nigeria) or oburoni (Ghana), which mean ‘white person’ or, sometimes interchangeably, ‘foreigner’, and you are likely to hear people who are mixed referred to in these terms.

			Transracial adoption

			Transracial adoption, or interracial adoption, describes any situation in which a family or parent adopts a child of a different racial background to themselves.

		

		
			The Authors

			Emma

			There was a distinct feeling I remember having as a small child. I was protected, happy and so very loved, but there was also a knowledge of the worry that my mum carried for me that was somehow different from the worry a parent has ordinarily about scrapes, the danger of crossing roads or talking to strangers. Our worry was quite particular, our mother–daughter bond intense and heavy. We worried about whether I would be prevented from getting into the right schools because of prejudice, and about how I would be treated when, not if, I got there.

			A poster of Bob Marley – the mixed-race icon that my mum had pointedly introduced me to when I was small – hung over my bed.

			I am named Emma because it is a very English-sounding name, although it is actually of German origin. It is a protective name, like a shield, one which would present someone with an idea of me that would be everything they might want to hear and feel, so I would always be in the room before they had a chance to decide I might not be everything they had wanted to hear and feel.

			My mum was very protective in general, and on reflection there are many examples of this in my childhood. Like the moment my mum told me I could stop calling my dad ‘David’ and instead I could now call him ‘Dad’. I was probably almost six years old by then and I remember I stood under that ladder for what seemed like an eternity, struggling to get the word out because it felt so odd sat on the tip of my tongue. I remember rolling it round and to the back, and then the inside of my cheek before I pushed it out into the open – ‘pop’, like a bubblegum bursting – and I saw him glance down from fixing the light with the biggest grin I had ever seen. I grinned back.

			The thing is – my dad had been my dad since I was very small, even if he had not yet been granted the title. And I had been a daddy’s girl since the beginning. I would laugh at my dad – at the Northern way he said ‘ba-th’ and ‘gra-ss’ and ‘laff’ and at his ponytail and beard as he fashioned my Afro hair into French plaits.

			I always loved leaving for school in the mornings, my little brown hand in his huge pale one. His giant fingers holding mine in a vice-like grip just in case I should try to slip off the pavement and into the road, but I didn’t mind. I didn’t mind at all.

			***

			I was born in Edgware, North London, in a grey brutalist building that was commissioned in the 1960s.

			As I understand it, my mum was alone in Northwick Park Hospital for the many hours of labour she endured, because (like mother, like daughter) I was stubborn as hell and in a bid to prevent nature from taking its course I refused to emerge into the cold, gruff exterior.

			When I finally arrived in the late 80s via caesarean (much to my mum’s upset), my birth certificate was signed bearing witness that Jennifer Anne Slade had borne a little girl. Ethnicity: ‘Other’, Father: ‘Unknown’. And that, friends, was that.

			My mum was tiny and slight, with wavy hair the colour of husk and piercing blue eyes, and she was beautiful. I don’t use that descriptor breezily, in the way many people believe their kin, their flesh and blood to be beautiful. My mum was disarmingly good-looking.

			She was white, and I was brown and full of chub, with an adult’s head of hair, which was thick and wavy when I arrived but it would soon begin to coil its way into an Afro texture.

			At that age, even swathed in a big white lacy christening gown, you would be forgiven for mistaking me for a bouncy little boy.

			My mum and I might have appeared to be opposites – but we very much belonged to each other and only each other for some time, despite questions around whether I was ‘in fact her baby’ and the quizzical repetition of ‘Where is the dad?’

			There we were – the two of us against the world. My mum was determined, and in her own story she seems fearless, even in the vignette in my mind’s eye of us together in the bedsit where we shared a bathroom with so many people, and where she could almost touch all the walls standing in one spot. Mine was not to question, because I was just a little bubba, and there were many unanswered questions. There still are, if we are being very honest – but without doubt I was protected and content.

			Later, when I was around 3 years old, my mum met my dad and our twosome became three. I remember my childhood being pretty awesome, to be honest. There are countless photographs of our adventures as proof – three musketeers out stomping the rolling outdoors and climbing over turnstiles in the Dales, our red wellies matching, even if to the uninitiated onlooker, at first glance, we as a threesome did not.

			My Northern grandad, my dad’s dad, recently told me about the first time we went to a family party ‘T’up north’. It went on late and apparently by the end of the night I was utterly conked out, as only a child of that age could have been in the midst of noise and party revellers. My thumb firmly in my mouth, I was lain across two chairs that had been pushed together for me, my little feet not hanging off the end but the edge of my party dress slipping towards the floor, as though trying to drag me off with it. An older aunt on my dad’s side turned to my granny, gestured to me and asked, ‘So I take it she’s adopted then?’ My grandad recounts that my granny replied simply, ‘No, she’s not’ and turned away to continue her evening.

			Even as a babe, when I was oblivious to the optics and to family politics, to how I was being racialized by the outside world and to the difference in the racial make-up of my family, I was already tacitly subjected to ‘the questioning’ – a quiet interrogation of – who I was, why I didn’t appear to be the same as my family. Why are they white and I am not? Or rather, why am I Black while they are white?

			And I suppose I have learned to avoid this line of conversation because it opens a can of worms and in my experience only invites more questions, ones to which I am unlikely to have the answers. People seem to feel that this is crucial information they need to know. In retrospect, it still seems odd to me that they can expect me to share something so personal (and they do ask) as part of a standardized background check so they might better ‘place’ me and my identity.

			It seemed to me when I was younger that people would be fixated on this missing puzzle piece, intent on dragging me into sketching a proverbial family tree. A family tree of which I can’t access a good 50 per cent, mind. So I’ve conditioned myself to swerve what can be a sticky encounter with someone I don’t know well enough to warrant one.

			In reality, growing into my adult life, it is something I haven’t given much thought to until starting the Mixed Up podcast. This is probably because I don’t tend to feel a responsibility to give anything of myself over to strangers or casual acquaintances. I don’t have the same desire to connect with so many new people on a deeper level and I don’t feel I owe other people an explanation of myself. And that’s a good place to be. But when you’re young you’re probably not quite as hardy, not quite as self-assured, so you have to be ready for the relentless questions and moments of explanation. Or, indeed, to skirt and avoid.

			While my particular family set-up and experience is not that of all mixed-race people, maybe not even most, it seems as though we likely all know how it feels to be questioned on our identity. And those of us who have grown up in predominantly white neighbourhoods but who are not racialized by the world as white will know what it feels like to be the odd one out, the one who is obviously different from everyone else in the room. And then later to head into other rooms where, on the face of it, we ought to belong because we will be among other People of Colour, but in which every now and again we get uncomfortable reminders that we may not be the perfect fit there either.

			For me, this wasn’t something I felt acutely while I was with my family – quite the opposite. For us it was normal, our family was normal and we didn’t discuss or dwell on the idea that I was different. Don’t get me wrong – I was very aware of my Blackness. My mum and I had talked about how I might be perceived differently by society. I had Black dolls and books she had hunted down that had representations of me in them. While I was still in primary school I read all of Mildred D. Taylor’s books, which powerfully traverse themes of race, its political history and racism in the American Deep South. And all this without her ever really addressing the elephant in the room, fully.

			It’s not that I didn’t know that my biological father was Black, not the man who is my ‘dad’, or that this hadn’t been explained to me. It had. But we didn’t all sit down and have conversations as a family about why I was different and what had come before. To this day I don’t know what, and if, my two white brothers were told growing up.

			I wince inside when people refer to us as ‘step siblings’ because we don’t use this label or relate to it. This happened just recently when I visited my brother while he was working in Guadeloupe. When he introduced me to one of his colleagues they presumed to call me his stepsister. I was jarred and couldn’t stop myself from taking offence. It’s like being jabbed in the ribs. I know that because we are so visually different people lurch for a term that works for them. Met with a family set-up that is unfamiliar or unexpected, they forget to listen and sometimes feel compelled to force a label that doesn’t fit. To us, we are your average siblings. A brother and sister who grew up in the same house, with the same parents, sharing each other’s milestone life moments. We are independent, it’s true – the three of us are always off doing our own thing – but we are also close despite the seven years between each of us.

			Independence has always been a big theme in my life. My parents encouraged me to stride out on my own and try new things – perhaps that’s how I ended up preparing to audition for a Guildhall jazz singing course in relative secrecy. Spoiler: I did not get in, and I am not now the next Cleo Laine despite my mighty 17 year-old ambitions.

			I did, however, develop that sense of independence into a healthy entrepreneurial spirit that enabled me to have a successful career in advertising. It has seen me start a consultancy business, lead the charge in the UK in elevating the second-hand fashion retail space, become a Forbes 100 environmentalist, travel around the UK and Europe speaking about sustainability, behavioural change and intersectional environmentalism. And finally, in no small way I believe it has played a part in bringing me to this moment where I’ve felt a real pull to explore the personal and the political when it comes to identity and belonging.

			Nicole

			Until I was about 10 years old I lived in Alexandria, Virginia. I grew up in a modest two-bedroom apartment with my parents, just up the road from my auntie’s condo. My parents were (to me) average working-class immigrants, my dad from Ghana and my mom from the Philippines, who simply worked hard every day, not only to better themselves but also to ensure that all of my needs were met, and beyond.

			All of this was completely unknown to me until I was in my early twenties. I didn’t know about the multiple jobs Dad had worked to pay for my education and also build up savings for the three of us. We lived near my mom’s sisters not just by mere coincidence, but, of course, for support. I was looked after by my titas when necessary, and the titas I wasn’t literally related to but who were called upon after school. The support network was built out deliberately.

			I think growing up as an American teenager can do that to you, especially when outside of family you’re surrounded by mostly upper-middle-class white folks. You can get distracted by things that don’t matter.

			Teenagers can be pretty self-centered by nature. But there is truly nothing more insular than the suburban American teen. I was that teen. Or at least, that was the teen I strived to be. I yearned for the all-American girl life – the one you see in 90s teen movies.

			For clarity, this was nothing like Clueless, there were no mansions with columns dating back to 1972. There was no computerized walk-in wardrobe. There was no white picket fence. Or any picket fence (I lived in a first-floor garden apartment). This was not the Hollywood Hills. I didn’t get my own Jeep for my Sweet Sixteen. What was pretty similar, though, was growing up in the epitome of a leafy green suburbia that no one ever really leaves.

			The pace was slow for me. Measured. I had a lot of good friends. I had a few boyfriends (not all at once, mind). I went to good schools. I grew up with a tight-knit family.

			Don’t get me wrong: I was still hyper-aware of not being white while living in a largely white suburb, at a majority-white private Catholic school and what that meant to other people, especially at my young age. Worrying about being judged, although quite natural, feels amplified when you grow up Black in Virginia.

			Like I said, I had good friends. I was never bullied or teased mercilessly. Although I’d say my life wasn’t like what you might see in a Hollywood film, I guess the age-old tropes exist for a reason. Popularity really is currency, even when you are as young as 7.

			On a pretty insignificant day at school I remember being deeply embarrassed about how my mom would never pack me a standard American lunch. We argued endlessly about how I just wanted Lunchables like every other kid. Dad in particular was never a fan of these. You know the one, every elementary schoolkid’s dream. Essentially the 7-year-old’s version of a tapas. He could spot these honeytraps for kids from a mile away in typical African dad fashion. In the exact same way, I couldn’t convince him (or my mom) to get a McDonald’s after school because … why? There was rice at home.

			That’s the thing about African and Asian parents – they are never wasteful. Especially when it comes to food. We are a leftover household, much to my dismay as a teenager. Mom and Dad were always advocates of fresh fruits and vegetables, home-cooked meals from the diaspora, dining out as little as possible to save money and to ensure I was getting all the proper nutrients.

			Now the idea of cold baloney makes me nauseous, but back then I wanted nothing more than to make cheese-and-baloney cracker sandwiches and call it ‘lunch’. Mom would always send me in with Filipino food – my favourite Filipino foods, I should add – but I was embarrassed by the fact that she wouldn’t just give me a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, something that wouldn’t get me looked at.

			Finally, the day arrived for a peanut butter and jelly sandwich! To be honest, I don’t even really like them, but they were a symbol of the all-American girl that I so desperately wanted to be. Wholesome, sweet, average … normal. So I pulled it out of my brown paper bag (you graduate to a brown paper bag from a lunchbox when you’re trying to be cool, as I obviously was). And there was my PB&J pandesal. I could’ve died. For the uninitiated, a pandesal is essentially a Filipino bread roll. Incredibly delicious and also just a sweet bread roll. But I was absolutely mortified. Where was the PB&J in between the off-puttingly white slices of Wonder Bread that I was expecting? Who would subject their child to these levels of humiliation? I thought, as I explained to the entire table what I was eating for lunch. No one wanted to trade me anything for this – and you know you have a good lunch when kids are willing to do tradesies.

			We all go through those moments of desperately wanting to assimilate, to fit it, never drawing attention to ourselves. Too much attention is never good. And the idea of being othered at that age never crosses your mind, until that one fateful day when someone points out that there is something different about you. Besides, when someone points out that you’re ‘too’ different at that age, it isn’t really something you are able to articulate. All you know is the sinking feeling in your stomach.

			Your food smells. Or it looks weird. Or you’ve pronounced something in a funny way that no one understands. Or one of your parents does and you’re left with a particularly nauseating feeling in the pit of your stomach. Your ears get red-hot.

			You’re different.

			At home it doesn’t matter much, though. It never tended to occur to me. Once I crossed that threshold into the outside world, that’s when I was met with everyone else’s idea of me – the ones that end up shaping how I see myself. The ones that most likely dictate whether I like myself or not.

			Sometimes home can be a respite. It was our place for inside jokes and stories constantly retold. Like I mentioned before, my family is very close. My mother and her sisters emigrated from the Philippines to find work. It was a similar story for my dad, who moved to Florida from Ghana for university and later went up to Washington, D.C., which is where they met, at a Halloween party – the ‘meet cute’ that I hope to write into a film one day, but that’s for another time.

			I’m an only child, so Mom, Dad and I have always been thick as thieves, but I also grew up alongside my mom’s three sisters. The matriarchy on both sides of my family runs pretty strong, which I love. I was heavily influenced by Filipino culture at a young age because it was such a prominent part of my home life. We all went to church together on Sundays, and then would gather at home to close out the week over lots of food (of course) and heated discussions that usually turned into arguments. But that’s family for you.

			I often gazed around at our table, amused at the sight of tiny Filipina women shouting and laughing over each other as their husbands looked on, knowing full well that they would never get a word in edgeways so it wasn’t worth trying to interject. There is a fierceness in them I’ve never seen replicated anywhere.

			I knew when I was a teenager that living in Virginia for the rest of my life was just not for me. I always worry about sounding condescending when I talk about this, but it felt stifling. Even in the most exhilarating highs of my younger years, through the throes of college party life and in my early twenties, it just felt textbook. As though if I stayed, at any moment I could map out the rest of my life quickly and easily due to all the parallel paths that were laid out in front of me. In all honesty, it bored me.

			Initially the plan was to move to New York City and for me to go to journalism school. My goal back then was to eventually become the Black Christiane Amanpour. But due to the overwhelming cost of Columbia University tuition payments it was actually cheaper for me to move across the ocean to come and study in London instead. So I took the opportunity and flew.

			Which brings me to the here and now, with over a decade in London under my belt and a multi-hyphenate career that has truly kept me on my toes.

			I reconnected with my Black British family (Ghanaian, on my dad’s side), and I have met the best people of my life, including Emma, who I’m thrilled to be writing this book with.

			Coming to the UK has truly meant coming into myself.

		

		
			1.

			All My Friends Are White

			Emma

			It’s not something I’ve discussed with you squarely yet as you’re only just getting to know me, but I think it’s a good example of the diversity that can be found within the mixed-race experience. It feels pertinent when we’re talking about growing up in a predominantly white environment to share that all of my family are also white …

			In and among what was essentially a joyful childhood characterized by both working and playing hard, there is no getting away from the fact that my world was white. My school was white, my friends were white, and my family is white.

			Immacgate

			The fear that I had as a child of being questioned was not just associated with people querying my family dynamic, it was also at times – mainly during the teenage angst years – linked to having my Blackness challenged. I’m fairly sure that many mixed-race people will, at some time or another, feel that they have had their membership to at least one of their ethnic groups debated by someone.

			I relied heavily on my mum to provide me with meaningful connections to the other side of my heritage, and of course I had my insecurities in not having a direct link to one side of my ethnicity, but it was not a topic that consumed everything. My childhood was happy and full of childish adventure and exploration.

			Looking back, in spite of all of my mum’s efforts to prepare and protect me there were other challenges which both I and my mum had to navigate that were rooted in our differences.

			Unlike daughters whose frames sprout and bend and grow in a mirror image of their mothers, I thought I looked nothing like my mum when I was little, and as the boom and bust of my teenagerdom began to pop, our physical differences only grew wider.

			Nothing major, you might think to yourself, but cast your mind back to being a teen when almost everything is MAJOR. The fact I had strong, muscular, thick women’s thighs that were already sprouting hair when all the other girls had smooth, thin, wispy long Bambi legs was not something my mum could actually relate to, although she comforted and reassured me. I remember being just mortified at All. The. Hair – another thing my mum almost certainly didn’t have to contend with at my young age. And while now, decades later, this is something we are all talking more about and normalizing, you’d better believe that in the 80s and 90s nobody was championing their blue armpit hair.

			Immacgate is quite literally burned into my memory. For those of you who are much younger than us, Immac is the cure and the curse, the hair removal cream now known as Veet.

			I’ll never forget when my mum introduced me to it one afternoon at my nana’s house. I don’t remember how old I was, but I was
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