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Extra Words by Cindy 

Thank you all for being here to honor my father’s memory. I have included my tribute to 

my dad, which I read to him last summer, in the printed packet of remembrances, so I’m 

not going to read it here—I’m also not sure I can do so without breaking down. But I did 

want to say a few additional words about him that I don’t think I covered adequately but 

which I feel are important to share. 

Let me first read a few lines from a letter I recently found which my dad wrote to my 

brother and me when he was on a teaching sabbatical at Harvard in 1976: 

(read) 

As you can see, my father always encouraged us to stay focused and work hard at our 

studies; however, there is a much more important lesson that we have learned from him. 

In Chinese there is a phrase 做人, which literally translated means, "to be a person." 

What it really means, though, is to be a person of integrity, who in all circumstances 

chooses the honorable path, and who does so naturally, as if there is no choice at all. My 

parents never motivated my brother and me to be financially ambitious or successful. 

Rather, they emphasized being the very best we could be and treating others and our 

world in the same manner. Further, they modeled the Confucian virtue and most highly 

prized traditional Chinese valueof filial piety, but they applied it both to their parents and 

their children.To be blessed with this overwhelming, sacrificial love every day has been 

the greatest gift of my life. If anyone in this room has ever been the beneficiary of a 

kindness from me, my brother, or our children, you can thank our father and mother. I 

like to think my father was proud that we have carried forward his values and in turn 

instilled them in our own children, and that will be his lasting legacy. 
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Finally, I would also like to say a few words about the relationship between my father 

and my mother. Married for nearly 55 years, they were virtually joined at the hip. My 

father was as fully in love with my mother the day he died as the very first day he met 

her. From the moment he met her in Seattle in their courtship summer of 1960 and 

refused to return to Boston in the fall without her hand in marriage, he was emotionally 

gobsmacked. When he finally returned to Harvard, he wrote her a letter every day—and 

on weekends, he had the letters special delivered. He needed her like he needed air—he 

considered himself the luckiest man on the planet to have her by his side. She was the 

prettiest, the most talented, the best cook, the kindest heart. He called her “My darling” 

and sent her huge bouquets of flowers every year on their anniversary. A close family 

friend recently comforted me by saying “Your father had a good life…because he 

married your mother.”  

 

He tried his hardest to stay here for her sake—he fought his disease with every ounce of 

strength he had. Their love and devotion is an inspiration to me and all those who know 

them. Mom, even though you have had your own health issues, you cared for Ba with 

loving kindness every day of your lives together. He worshipped you, and his eyes sought 

you—and only you—till his last breath. I hope that peerless and eternal love will comfort 

you and sustain you all the days of your life. I love you, and I love you, Ba. Thank you. 


