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My Side of Racism 
 

He glowered at us menacingly, swinging the baseball bat back and forth.  The 

foam on it was a dirty, matted green.  From a distance, it almost looked like a 

harmless toy.  But as he sauntered his way towards us in a measured, resentful clip, 

the tattered black tape wrapped on the handle became a sure indicator of experience 

in violence, and the green foam became very dangerous green foam.  He wore a 

dark t-shirt with a noisy design, running shorts and sandals that meant he meant 

business.  His face was the color of the woodchips below us. 

As far as we knew, there was no reason.  We were a handful of Korean 

schoolchildren and we were there because the adults running the tutorial center 

forced us to spend lunchtime in that playground.  We wore white shirts with blue 

letters that was property of the tutorial center.  We knew nothing about the black 

teenager and his little brother except for the fact that they came out of the darkness 

in which all strangers dwell before they are known.  He knew nothing about us 

except for the fact that we were Asian and probably not Chinese.   

“Go back to China, you monkeys! Ching chang chong!”  

We were all over the playground.  Two girls were swinging, and the rusty 

chains did a little two-tone scream.  A few boys were on the monkey bars, 

strengthening their calluses.  I was standing atop the main structure with my brother 

and another friend.  The majority of us had been staring at the black teenager when 
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he and his kid brother came along, and by now everybody was staring at the singular 

individual holding a baseball bat but no ball.  He’d noticed us staring like he and his 

brother were trained animals.  That’s when he lost it.  That’s when he started to yell 

at us. 

Because we outnumbered them, I decided he couldn’t harm us and shouted in 

response to the obvious racism. 

“We’re Koreans, get it straight!”  

“Go home and eat rice!  Chinese ching chang chong!  Ching chang chong!  

Ching chang ching chong!” 

As he yelled in mock-Chinese, his voice acquired a musical cadence that 

seemed to please him, and he stood still as if in a trance.  His index fingers pointed 

at his dark eyes as he pulled them to the side, and it looked like his fingers were in 

his ears as the singsongy words slowly transformed into a horrible, grating, but 

catchy mantra.  I gawked at him, shocked and horrified that anyone would have the 

impression that we were Chinese, while we were clearly not.   

“We’re from South Korea,” I shouted back desperately, hoping to at least be 

insulted for being something I was.  The sentiment seemed to echo with some of my 

fellow discriminatees, who tried to convince the menace by appealing to his 

empathy. 

“Are you from Africa?”   

“Go back to Africa, you African!” 

The African teenager’s kid brother, evidently unimpressed by the drama, went 

off to stand near the two screaming swings.  A girl whose name I didn’t know 

eventually gave up her seat, and walked off with the other swinging girl to the 

seesaw as the kid brother started his own screaming, but alone.  As it turned out, the 

seesaw was also rusty.   
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By then the young man had stopped chanting to glower at us menacingly and 

saunter in our direction.  While we felt safe in the protection of the playground 

structure, the increasing intimacy made us feel uncomfortable, as did the swooshing 

sound of the green foam bat swinging through the air.  The bat was very dirty.  As it 

swung, the various bits of dirt and green all blended together to create a gray 

pendulum, which entranced us long enough to let him close enough to bat at our 

heads.  All he would have to do was come up the structure. 

He glared at us.  We glared at him.  His eyes smoldered in my direction.  The 

seesaw squeaked.  He looked elsewhere.  I wondered if we could overpower him 

and hoped I wouldn’t be the one he hit first.  He glared back at me.  The swing gave 

a particularly obnoxious screech.  The entire playground was screaming.  We 

remained silent, looking at each other in the summer light.  We didn’t have any more 

threats to say.  The hostile gazes were enough.   

My eyes wandered to movement.  A figure was coming around the corner.  It 

was the same corner from which the stranger and his brother had arrived.  I lifted my 

right hand and pointed out both the figure and its origin.  We looked in unison.  It was 

a blurry figure that crept into focus.  We recognized the shirt.  It was our own.  The 

adults had finished with their business and were now concerning themselves with 

ours.   

The unlucky teacher chosen to pick us up was Mr.  Xiao, the teacher for 

whom there was mutual dislike.  We waved our hands and hollered at him to come 

mediate the injustice brought upon us by the young man’s aggravations.  He was a 

grown-up.  Mr.  Xiao approached the side of the playground unchanged by the 

urgency of the matter and proclaimed the lunch break over.  The playground ceased 

to scream, except for a constant squeak from the kid brother swinging alone.  We 

ceased our activities and climbed down the playground structure to begin the five-
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minute trudge back to the tutorial center.  With the addition of Mr.  Xiao, we told on 

our aggressor, who had somehow dissolved back into the darkness from whence he 

came, as did his kid brother.  We had survived.   


