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A sense of belonging, a dream of being understood, all through elementary and up until
adulthood, these objectives have haunted and consumed like a static, my regular scheduled
programing. Like a white noise, systemic racism has served as a constant reminder of the fact
that I am not white enough for your taste. I am not palatable to the self-centered world you have
designed, nor do I stand to inherit your many spoils of war. I cannot join you in your legacy of
internalized dominance. By mere existing, I undermine this society you have built for yourselves.
When I was in elementary school, I had no box to identify as both White and Asian. You
dichotomize me because you do not know how to address me. I am still novel to you. Something
you still feel the need to point out as interesting. You sort me just like how as a child you would
sort blocks… and are equally as confused when you discover that a cylinder can indeed still fit
into that square shaped hole. Our multiracial identity is extremely malleable. We tell you that we
embrace our fluid identities. That one day we can consider ourselves to be primarily White and
the next day Asian, and the subsequent day both. Nevertheless, as haphazardly and carelessly as
you like to hit backspace on your keyboard, you dismiss this newfound discovery as an
afterthought. A momentary blip in your daily routine. A new day dawns and we become your
diversity hires, a way for you to avoid engaging in the tougher questions such as structural
disadvantage.
For those who are lost and confused; biracial, triracial, poly-racial survivors, know you are not
alone. It is okay to have molded yourself to stereotypes just to feel like you have an identity to
connect with. Nobody thinks any less of you. It is okay to only identify as White. It is society
who has left us with this lack of role models and representation. We had nobody to tell us that we
didn’t have to try so hard to fit in, and that we shouldn’t have to play the stereotypical roles like
that of the smart Asian kid with glasses who is good with math or the submissive mild mannered
obedient one. What a confusing narrative you have created for us, furthering us down a path
where we are not longer in control of our own story. Never the protagonist, always the comic
relief. The role that we play eventually becomes our reality. This self-fulfilling prophecy is a
vicious circle, a mobius loop of sorts where the only visible side is one that society has approved
for us. Showing anything else disrupts your White narrative. However, Asian males don’t have
to be viewed as effeminate and not suitable for management. A bamboo ceiling should not exist.
Nor do Asian males need to be viewed as nonsexual and feel pressure to racially segregate.
Asian women don’t exist as passive sexual fetish tokens for your domination. It is about time we
reclaim the narrative; else these stereotypes become authority, and any attempt at true
individualism and freedom of expression will be futile.

There is great need for a paradigm shift. Time and time again you wrongly assume that we have
the best of both worlds. You could not be further from the truth. You tell us that it must be nice
to have our vibrant cultures and traditions in the very communities that refuse to accept us. You
praise our rich languages and practices which were deliberately not passed down to us, due to
our parents urging us to twist ourselves to your socially constructed idea of normality.
What is our real value in these communities where we no longer share traditions, customs, or even
language? Yet we are still perpetual foreigners in your eyes no matter how much we sacrifice.
The more we carve ourselves up to your tastes the less substance we are left with. Our authentic
self is eventually chopped away at and cannot be regrafted. It’s sad to say but the number one
thing that mixed race kids all share identity wise is our familiarity with knowing what it’s like to
be truly alone. We are used to struggling alone. We are in mourning.
Visionary Nancy Leong describes multiracial identity management as being both a burdensome
as well as a lifelong endeavour. She has great optimism that the fluidity that we possess
challenges the viability of racial categories altogether. For this to happen our voices must be
heard. We must become the double agents of society to change the system from within. We must
address the racist comments made by those who think they are out of earshot. We must shut
down talk of exoticism. The loathed question of “What are you?” stands in our way from truly
overhauling the system. We must spend each day spreading more love and positivity into the
world. Only then can we even make a serious attempt at dismantling these oppressive systems. I
mourn for our future generations who will not know the language of which they descend. We
will forever genetically express what we culturally cannot. It truly is a great loss. I am in
constant mourning.

