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Call me Stephen!

You gotta admit that’s a great original start to my blog even though I was called little bastard by my father whenever I upset him – which was more often than not. As I became older and wiser (My father would strongly dispute the latter) his outbursts, that were meant to debase, made me laugh because I realized that he was degrading himself. After all, no bastard has ever had a choice in the matter. Unfortunately, laughing only exasperated a situation that wasn’t considered funny; like the time I mixed Vaporub into his economy-sized jar of Vaseline. That was also the first time my mother called me little bastard and added, ‘Your father is so right not wanting more kids!’ I was more shocked than amused at their response to my seemingly harmless practical joke, but I immediately realized and accepted that their Asian upbringing and culture had much to do with their ignorance of Western customs. You see, shortly after their marriage they emigrated to America from Thailand (Formerly Siam, the setting for a Hollywood movie that featured a follically-challenged Russian-born actor singing about his desire to dance. Yep, he was about as Siamese as that Egyptian who played a Russian doctor. Come to think of it, the Russian also played the part of an Egyptian Pharaoh in a Biblical epic. Interesting! Hey, did you know, contrary to popular belief, ancient Egyptians did not worship felines? Rather, they believed their ‘feline’ deities shared certain character traits with animals. Bastet is probably the best-known feline goddess from Egypt. That’s Bastet - not bastard! But I digress. Where was I? Oh, yes! Thailand, formerly Siam, the place where Siamese cats originated. And although Thailand was formerly Siam, the cats remain Siamese. There is, however, a breed of cat called Thai, but they are completely different to the variety featured in Disney’s Lady and the Tramp singing, ‘We are Siamese if you please.’ More about cats later). I was born in America, therefore I am not Thai, nee-Siamese or a bastard, though I was conceived in Thailand prior to the nuptials. For the record, Taiwanese people do not come from Thailand; they come from Taiwan in China. And, as much as a Frenchman would be insulted if you thought him to be British, a Thai would be equally, if not more, offended if you considered him to be Chinese, Korean or, heaven forbid, Japanese. I can understand people making that mistake with Europeans because you all look alike to me. A rather sensitive and embarrassing mistake that Americans made after the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor was to throw American citizens with Asian features into concentration camps (It’s true! Go look it up on the internet if you don’t believe me. What happened to Mister Miyagi’s wife in The Karate Kid is based on historical fact). Judging by the Americans’ frequent condemnation of what Nazi’s were doing to Jews at the same time made them hypocrites. Which brings to mind their frequent criticism of Apartheid! History has proven that Americans have been, and continue to be, bigger racists than the rest of decent international democratic society put together. It’s true! The ‘Black lives Matter’ movement didn’t start in America because someone was concerned about racism in some far-off third world African country. It started here because it’s most prevalent, and therefore relevant, here! I know this from personal experience! I’m American yet many label me Asian-American or other classifications that are derogatory and insulting. 

What constitutes an American-American? Even Europeans are Irish-American, German-American or some other anemic mix. Ironically, not even the indigenous people are considered American-American. Not unless someone’s trying to distinguish between Indians from America and Indians from India, although half the taxi drivers in New York are Indians from India. That reminds me! A taxi driver, believing that I was a foreigner like him, confided in me his greatest disgust concerning modern American customs and culture. He admitted his frustration in his heavy Indian from India accent.
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