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My Late Father
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My father was a role model to
me. He was a man shouldering
everything on his shoulder
without a word of complaint,
never a word. He was generous
to everyone except to himself.
He never expressed his
kindness in words, but he acted
and gave but never took. His
entertainment was keeping the

family, relatives and workers
working for him living properly
and happily. He never missed
annual worship of ancestors.
He was a fighter. He never
surrendered under all
circumstances.

He was my giant and mentor.
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When | was a kid, he was
always away since he always
needed to commute between
Macau and HK to get business
and ran the factory, sometimes
overnight, to fulfil customer
orders. He however enjoyed
family gathering very much
while he had rare leisure time.
He taught all, my bro and sis,
how to ride a bike and how to
swim, even though my sis failed
to learn finally. He liked taking
photos and he captured many

masterpieces of all the family
and relatives.

He took us to short-haul trips in
Guangdong province and met
up the relatives living there.
Since China had not yet opened
up at that time, | felt shocked
since | had much better quality
of life. He didn’t tell us how
fortunate we were but he just
showcased to me. And he gave
financial support to them, of
course.
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His education level was only
primary school due to the war.
His education didn’t hinder him
from being successful who
achieved from living in a wooden
hut to owning few tiny flats and
industrial building units in HK,
Macau and in the mainland.
Those achievements were not
essential in my eyes. What his
biggest achievement was to feed
the mouth of several dozen blue
collar workers.

In 1998 financial tsunami while |
started working for few years, he
taught me what was liquidity
squeeze and being responsible in
real life. He sold almost all the
properties while the properties
market was at deep depression,
while | was extremely shocked at
selling low as a green finance
practitioner. He told me that’s the
only way to pay for salary and the
suppliers while his customers
failed to settle their bills.

While his business was getting
momentum, he has never spent
an extra dime to buy anything
unless essential or on
entertainment. The money went

to education for sending my sis
and bro studying abroad while
paying my tuition and dorm in
university. And he paid for one of
the best private cardiologists in
town and frequent private
hospital stays for my grandma
while he only took drugs from
drugstores.

He had first trip by air likely by
aged of late 60s. | was excited
showing him all the good stuff in
that trip but he couldn’t cope with
my pace and needed to rest. |
realized he was getting aged.
While he aged, he kept on
fighting to the last minute. Few
months back when he was having
a heart attack, he couldn’t speak
but he looked into your eyes with
strong will power that he wanted
to live. He fought for the family
and himself in his entire life. He
was a true fighter never quit.

| believe he didn’t mind getting
old since he had my mom
keeping him company and
helping him for 52 years and all
the kids and grand kids loving
him.
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He passed at 16:14 on 3-
Aug-2022 peacefully with all the
family members next to him.

My late father, | am proud of
you.
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Dear Dad,

Living in Macau when little, you
enjoyed taking us for bike ride,
eating Pork Chop Buns,
Portuguese foods in Cozinha
Pinocchio in Taipa. The club
sandwich of the restaurant at
the basement level of Casino
Lisboa, the Deep Fried Squab

at Restaurante Fat Siu Lau, and
the steaks in a restaurant near
Avenida de Almeida Ribeiro
were the foods and places we
frequented. Club sandwich and
assorted steaks was the best
deal because they had
everything, as you always said.
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In Hong Kong, every time you
came back from Macau, you
would ask me if | had enough
money to spend. You always put
money in a money box and told
me to take it if needed.

| remember you loved the
Vegetables Casserole because it
was the most “convenient” to
cook and taste so good. When
Lunar new year came, cured
meat had to be served steamy
hot. Char Siu Rice had to have
the pork came in whole.

The biggest regret in my life is
that | never learned to swim from
you. Among my brothers, | fear of
water. However, | did learn how to
ride a bike under your wings with
mom’s help.

Thank you for funding me to
study in Canada. It was a
wonderful experience of my life.
Thanks!

| remember when | got back from
Canada, | watched TV in the
sleepless nights. | was getting
very scared with a horror movie
on TV. Asked you to accompany

me to the ending. Even you were
tired, you stayed with me to the
ending. No matter how much
traveling back and forth all the
time, no matter how tired you
were, you always were good
companion to all of us.

Even you never told us how to
live, no big talk about principles.
You taught us by example. You
always gave us the best.
Whenever we went out for a
meal, you letted us ordered
whatever we wanted. At home,
you always saved up. You kept
the old things, fixed them if
broken, ate the leftover.
Whenever you commuted
between Macau and Hong Kong,
you would not take the late
evening ferry ride which costed
more; as you said.

Thank you for all you had done
for this family! Thanks!

Your daughter,
leng (Ah mui)
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Three Things with Father
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The Macau Factory

My father was never around
when | was little. It was always
my grandma, grandpa, mother,
siblings and the building we
called home. We also referred
this building as Factory located
in the rural area of Macau.
Father ran his woodworking /
furniture business there. It
consisted of two levels. The
heavy machinery occupied the
first level and the second level
was dedicated to detailed

works and upholstery. We lived
in the far end of the second
level. To me it was gigantic.
Factory was a makeshift
structure built by Father himself.
In his word, “l don’t understand
how | did it, ha ha, | must be
young.” The playful words
spoken by him when | asked
about Factory while having a
simple dinner in a small food
shop ten years ago. At age 70s,
he was a light hearted, easy
going person.
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But when | was young, Father
spoke with a loud voice of
authority and confidence. He
scolded his workers for their
mistakes, correcting them by
going through the steps of the
job. A few curse words in the
sentence might be a way to
express anger. | could not tell
whether Father’s anger was real
or just pretending. That was the
only time | heard Father swore.
When Father talked, everyone
listened and no one talked back.
The workers teased me by
calling me “the prince”. The
young me foolishly took that as a
compliment. Father was the
king, the king of Factory.

The prime of Father’s life
revolved around Factory where |
spent my formative years. Father
would let me watched the si-fu
worked. | was fascinated by how
things were put together. Woods
transformed into chairs or tables
by the magic of machines and
touches of human hands. | often
spent hours inside Factory, a
colossal palace. Sometimes my
brother and | jumped up and
down, left and right, on wood

slabs on the opened field next to
Factory. The most vivid memory
of this palace was the smell of
sawdust that completely filled
the first level. One morning,
sunlight shined through the
crevasse, there was a column of
light filled with dust particles.
Some sparkled. Some
suspended motionlessly. Some
moved carelessly. | stared at it as
long as it lasted. When Lunar
new year came, a five-foot or
taller peach blossom tree would
be placed next to the staircase.
The pink petals carpeted the
floor soon after flowers
blossomed. On the first day of
Lunar new year, the whole family
headed to Ma Kok Temple to
pray. The smell of sawdust, the
light column and the peach
flower petals came back to me
as my happy boyhood
impressions.
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Dunhill Watch, Canada and
2AM

Father gave me a watch when |
was in the second years of my
secondary school. “Dunhill” was
printed on the watch face that |
knew was the name of some
luxury brand. | wore it to school
everyday. One day, | was
engaging in a “combat” with my
classmate. After the physical
games, my classmate showed
the scratches on his watch face.
He asked me to show him my
watch and wanted to know how
much damage he inflicted on
mine. Nothing, absolutely
nothing. Not a single scratch
was found on the glass face of
my watch. | later found out it
was because the glass face was
made of Sapphire crystal. | has
treasured this Dunhill watch ever
since. Forty years later today, the
glass face is still perfect.

In my secondary school years.
Father worked all the time and |
spent little time with him. When |
left Hong Kong for studying in
Canada, Father did not showed
up at Kai Tak Airport. Mom said

Dad hated goodbye. | gathered
he did not like to show his
emotion. | said goodbye over the
telephone. He acknowledged
and said nothing else. All these
years in Canada, | talked to
Father in a handful of telephone
calls of which nothing | could
recall. Yet, Father’s support for
my study in Canada never
wavered, just like every decision
| made in my life that he support
without a question.

One night, | woke from my sleep,
saw Father sitting in front of the
dinning table that covered with
paper documents. His eyes fixed
on the papers with his head
slightly bent forward. In total
silence, he barely moved. He
was extremely concentrated in
his thoughts, as if a monk in
deep mediation. It was two
o’clock in the morning. | did not
know how long | had stared at
Father. | went back to sleep
without disturbing him. It is this
one picture locked in my mind
whenever | come to remember
Father.
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The Broken Zipper

One of my hobbies is fixing
things. Father retired and he had
so much time at hand, | would
come to him for help of my
untackleable problems. The
broken zipper in
my old backpack
drove me nuts. The
sliders came out
on worn-out spot
of the chain. |
sewed |
superglued.
Nothing worked.
Dad sticked two
pieces of leather
on the worn-out
spot of zipper
chain that
prevented the
sliders from
traveling further. Essentially a
stop was created where two
sliders met. The zipper became
functional again. It was a brilliant
solution never came to me.

| imagine that Dad solved
problems when he ran his
Factory with the same ingenuity
and imagination. | am still

impressed with the memory that
Dad told the si-fu and workers
how things should be done; the
seriousness on his face; the
confidence in his voice. | miss
that Dad’s mastery on fixing
things and knowledge on wide
range of tools. | remember the
respects he summoned when
talking to the experienced fellow
si-fu. | enjoy that we browsed
through a variety of hardware
shops in Mong Kok. Sometimes
for works. Sometimes for fun.
Every time I fix things, | can feel
Dad’s presence.

Dad, R.I.P. Miss you so much.
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