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'What are you?' A question I get asked every week of my life, often every day. 'Well,' I say, 

as I begin the verbal dance I know all too well. 'I'm an actress, a writer, the Editor-

in-Chief of my lifestyle brand The Tig, a pretty good cook and a firm believer in 

handwritten notes.' A mouthful, yes, but one that I feel paints a pretty solid picture of 

who I am. Nevertheless, here's what happens: they smile and nod politely, maybe even 

chuckle, before getting to their point, 'Right, but what are you? Where are your parents 

from?' I knew it was coming, I always do. While I could say Pennsylvania and Ohio, and 

continue this proverbial two-step, I instead give them what they're after: 'My dad is 

Caucasian and my mom is African American. I'm half black and half white.' 

To describe something as being “black and white” means it is clearly 
defined. Yet when your ethnicity is black and white, the dichotomy is not 
that clear. In fact, it creates a grey area. Being biracial paints a blurred line that is equal 
parts staggering and illuminating. When I was asked by ELLE to share my story, I'll be 
honest, I was scared. It's easy to talk about which make-up I prefer, my favourite scene 
I've filmed, the rigmarole of 'a day in the life' and how much green juice I consume 
before a requisite Pilates class. And while I have dipped my toes into this on thetig.com, 
sharing small vignettes of my experiences as a biracial woman, today I am choosing to 
be braver, to go a bit deeper, and to share a much larger picture of that with you. 

When I was at the seventh there was a mandatory census I had to complete in my English 
class – you had to check one of the boxes to indicate your ethnicity: white, black, Hispanic 
or Asian. There I was (my curly hair, my freckled face, my pale skin, my mixed race) 
looking down at these boxes, not wanting to mess up, but not knowing what to do. You 
could only choose one, but that would be to choose one parent over the other – and one 
half of myself over the other. My teacher told me to check the box for Caucasian. 'Because 
that's how you look, Meghan,' she said. I put down my pen. Not as an act of defiance, but 
rather a symptom of my confusion. I couldn't bring myself to do that, to picture the pit-
in-her-belly sadness my mother would feel if she were to find out. So, I didn't tick a box. 
I left my identity blank – a question mark, an absolute incomplete – much like how I felt. 

When I went home that night, I told my dad what had happened. He said the words that 
have always stayed with me: 'If that happens again, you draw your own box.' 

I never saw my father angry, but in that moment, I could see the blotchiness of his skin 
crawling from pink to red. It made the green of his eyes pop and his brow was weighted 
at the thought of his daughter being prey to ignorance. Growing up in a homogeneous 
community in Pennsylvania, the concept of marrying an African-American woman was 
not on the cards for my dad. However, he saw beyond what was put in front of him in 
that small-sized (and, perhaps, small-minded) town, and he wanted me to see beyond 
that census placed in front of me. He wanted me to find my own truth. 

 

(Taken and adapted from) + to read the full story  http://www.elleuk.com/life-and-

culture/news/a26855/more-than-an-other/   
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