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“Fobs hudai,” says my brother.
What is he saying? Who is Fobs Hudai? Reluctantly, I succumb to

my growing curiosity. “What?”
He laughs. “Fobs hudai. You know,” he continues matter-of-factly,

“fobs should die.”
I don’t even wait for an explanation, he’s already at it.
“OK look, the last letter of fobs is an s and the first letter of should

is an s. The last letter of should is d, and the first letter of die is d. Put
them all together. You know, fobs should die. As in, “fobs hood I”. Get
it?”

The term ‘fob’ is short for the expression ‘fresh off the boat,’
meaning to be an immigrant.

In recent years, some people have used “fob,” along with words
like “chink,” to refer to people of Asian descent who fit the stereotype
of an Asian immigrant, even if they are not one.

I look up from my feet, and study my brother’s skin – it is the same
pale colour as my own. His eyes are brown, just like mine. The sun
catches brown bits of his near-black hair. It hits me, kind of as an
afterthought: He is Chinese just like me.

I know racism goes on between different races, but here, I am
introduced to a whole new genre of racism – self-discrimination,
intolerance of one’s own race.

My brother is the only person I know who discriminates against his
own race. But maybe there are others like him, who roll down car
windows and yell, “You’re a chink!” to arbitrary Asian people on the
streets.

Maybe there are people like him, who say “I bet you that’s a
chink” at the sight of a speeding car.

Maybe there are people like him, who walk into a Kumon Centre
(an extracurricular learning space focusing on teaching students math
and English) and say, “Ew, this place is infested with fobs.”

This does not sit well with me. And knowing there could potentially
be more people like my brother raises an important question: Are
today’s multicultural youth forgetting their true origin, and choosing
instead to insult it?

My brother loves Canadian culture. Hockey is his passion. He
plays hockey during all four seasons – ice hockey, floor hockey, in-line
hockey, you name it. Last winter we built a huge rink in our backyard
so he could play every day after school.

My brother enjoys being a “hardcore Canuck” and there is nothing
wrong with that. However, my parents have been so lenient in letting
him explore Canadian culture, he hasn’t really developed appreciation
toward what it means to be Chinese.

My parents encourage me to become a doctor. But I’m sure that’s a
dream many parents have for their children. Yes, I score high on math
tests because my parents are strict on discipline. But I recognize this as
a very good value that comes in handy for many other things as well.

I asked my brother to define what would make one a “typical
chink.”

“Small eyes, good at math, exclusively Chinese friends, can’t speak
English, no social skills, plays piano or violin, can’t drive properly,

screaming in restaurants...” his list seemed unending.
The core of his racism isn’t the dislike of who he is. It’s the dislike of what other people perceive him as.
He thinks when people look at him, they see a Chinese boy who probably plays the violin and takes

extracurricular math. He worries about being classified as a “fob,” not because of the things he does or the
way he dresses, but simply because he is Chinese.

But he does the same thing. When he saw the 93.8 average on my report card, he said, “Stop being
so chink.”

In another instance, I asked a friend what courses she was taking in her final year of high school.
“Oh, I’m taking the Asian six-pack,” she said.
“What?” I asked.
“You know, like three maths and three sciences.”
I laughed, but inwardly I thought about how stereotypical the joke was.
These days, young minorities have been split up into two camps. The ones who become “white-washed”

decide to take on North American culture while forgetting their own.
The second group remains true to their heritage and deals with being labeled a “fob”.
And those who want to be both Canadian and Chinese don’t fit anywhere because everybody wants to

label them as either/or. That’s the injustice of it.
There should be nothing wrong with a Chinese person becoming a soccer player or an artist. I do enjoy

playing the piano, but I’ve also been pounding away on a Tama drum set for three years now.
I’m different from my brother because I am confident in who I am, and I don’t let the colour of my skin

alter the way I feel. I don’t let stereotypes put a downer on me.
Wiping away people’s preconceived notions about me, judging simply by my race, can feel pretty

sweet. Sometimes it’s taking a part of who you are culturally, and blending that in with your surroundings,
that makes you a well-adapted Canadian.

Both of my parents came to Canada from Taiwan with the same hopes and dreams that propelled
countless other immigrants to come here – to build a better life for themselves as well as for the next
generation. I don’t intend to spoil their dreams. I am proud of my ethnicity and I respect my Chinese
heritage.

Over the years, I have learned to embrace the positive cultural values and qualities often associated with
Asian people.

But as for the stereotypes – they shudai!

Fobs hudai
- NOT


