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Tribute by Norman 

Thank you for joining us for my dad’s celebration of life.  

As the oldest son in his own family growing up, I imagine my dad was coddled and perhaps a bit 

spoiled by his parents, and I won’t lie by saying I didn’t enjoy that same kind of treatment 

growing up, in fact I did. However, as a man of modest means, my dad (or Ba as my sister Cindy 

and I called him) wasn’t known to be extravagant, in fact quite the contrary, his own upbringing 

almost certainly had a hand in the development of his frugal nature, illustrated by the fact thathe 

would rather fix that car/TV/toilet/house than pay someone else to do it. I was always amazed at 

his ability to figure things out and persevere until that broken thing had been repaired, especially 

given his liberal arts background, a testament to his determination and ingenuity. Despite not 

being a wealthy man, both he and my mom spared no expense to ensure my sister and I had the 

best upbringing that we possibly could have: giving us piano lessons, swim classes at Northwest 

Swim Club and summer day camp at Singer Learning Center back in Ohio, taking us on road-trip 

summer vacations to the upper peninsula of Michigan and Cape Hatteras, North Carolina in the 

trusty Oldsmobile Vista Cruiser, trips to LA and Taiwan to visit relatives, and saving and 

sacrificing so we could ultimately attend private universities. I remember when I was in the Cub 

Scouts, Ba helped me build a wooden car to race in the pinewood derby, taught me how to fish 

(I’ve forgotten), and when I got ready to head off to college admonished me not to bring Bic 

disposable razors lest I be made fun of. 

As I grew older and went off to college, graduated, and started a family of my own, I saw less 

and less of my parents except at holidays and during some summers, but some of the most 

memorable times for me were when we got together to go on trips as an extended family, 

including a trip to the Big Island, Hawaii with Cindy and her husband David, a visit to Puerto 
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Rico, and a trip to Cancun and a climb up the pyramid at Chichen Itza, when you were still 

permitted to do so. Growing up, Ba passed along an appreciation for travel and culture, and 

delighted in learning about the local sights. I tend not to remember details from the past (that’s 

my sister’s strong suit), but a few things from these trips stand out: during a trip to Hawaii, his 

catching a ton of Hawaiian aku tuna -- the best and freshest sashimi either of us had ever tasted -- 

and delighting in the fruit available at the local farmers market. Another time when we were 

vacationing in Puerto Rico, my wife Candace had one frozen Pina Colada too many and Ba 

ended up having to keep her from falling over. And there was the time when we decided to 

celebrate my Mom’s birthday in Cancun at a place outside the so-called restaurant zone; I ended 

up having a terrible case of Montezuma’s Revenge, but Ba was just fine and dandy, a benefit of 

his possessing cast-iron stomach.  

During all these trips, my dad always had one of his trusty cameras and/or video cam in hand, 

taking and capturing memories for us all to enjoy, which is where I’m sure my love of 

photography came from. I marvel that he took such pictures at a time when there was no LCD 

available to review the images. You had to know your scene and get your settings right in order 

not to over or under expose; those of you who’ve shot with film can appreciate how tricky that 

can be. Another love that he passed on to me was the love of electronics and gadgets in general; 

I’ve lost track of how many computers, cameras, laptops, kitchen gadgets, and assorted other 

gizmos he’d bought over the years; it’s somewhat thanks to him that I had, at one time, a George 

Foreman Grill. And an electric juicer (two of them, to be exact). Ba also helped develop in me 

the gift of music, by encouraging me to listen to LPs (back when I was a mere toddler) and play 

the flute (his instrument) and piano growing up; although I never came to appreciate opera as he 

did, my love of music in general flourishes to this day, and I still enjoy playing piano. 
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After my parents retired and moved permanently to Irvine, we ended up living just blocks away 

from each other. Although we didn’t see them as often as we would have liked, every Christmas 

Eve my dad would roast ducks without fail as had been the tradition for so many years growing 

up, only that tradition was now shared with my family and my sister’s family. The only 

difference being they could now buy bing, or Chinese pancakes, to wrap the duck rather than 

having to laboriously make them by hand, which I have vivid memories of my dad doing every 

Christmas: preparing the flour, kneading the dough by hand, placing two small dough ovals 

together with some oil in between to keep them from sticking, and rolling them out into pancakes 

to be grilled in the electric skillet. Ba had a great love for eggs, and food in general, I’d guess 

today you’d call him a foodie. Even though Mom was the main cook in the house, Ba still 

managed to make a mean fried rice, and was the expert at making tsung-you bing, or scallion 

pancakes, always by hand. During the Christmas Eve feasts in Irvine, we would all retreat from 

the feast Mom had so extravagantly prepared so the kids could go off and open some gifts, while 

Ba insisted on doing all the cleaning up, scraping the pans with the burnt on duck and shooing 

away anyone who tried to help. Even as a grown man with children of my own, I took some 

comfort in having my parents nearby, and on several occasions called Ba over to help 

troubleshoot things around the house, including installing a new light fixture, which we 

successfully installed together without getting electrocuted. And even after he had broken his 

arm a couple ofyears ago, he would still drive my daughter Krista to school on rainy days so that 

she wouldn’t have to walk in the rain. 

Over the past week, my sister and I have been going through my parents’ house in Irvine to make 

sure nothing valuable is lost; among the many things we discovered were cards we all had 

written him on father’s days and birthdays, our report cards from grade/juniorhigh/high school, 
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essays he helped us with when applying to college, and programs from our past events. The fact 

that he never threw any of this stuff away, as I most assuredly would have done, proved that he 

had a sentimental heart,but moreover, it reminded me of the many ways he was dedicated to his 

family and his children while we were growing up: no activity was too difficult, no sacrifice was 

too great. He cared deeply for his family, and even though he wasn’t always able to express that 

love with words, he did so through his actions. At the beginning of my remembrance, I imagined 

that Ba was spoiled as a child. Perhaps that was the reason behind his occasional outbursts of 

anger followed typically by regret, I never asked and I’m sure he never knew himself. However 

if he was spoiled as a child, as an adult he was the total antithesis, displaying selflessness beyond 

measure. Even in his later years when he was unable to get around and I offered to my mom to 

drive them or take them to run errands, I could hear him on the phone in the background saying 

to my mom, “don’t bother him, he’s too busy”.  

Though I am comforted by the fact that he no longer suffers from the pain of cancer, I am deeply 

saddened by his loss, and the knowledge that my own kids won’t be able to spend more time 

getting to know their grandfather. While he was still well, my girls would go over every Tuesday 

night to have dinner with their Yeye and Nainai, as my daughter Krista will share about in a bit. 

As always, he would certainly have helped with the cleaning up so that my mom could play with 

the girls. Others, I’m sure, will share about his intellect and capacity for deep discourse; my 

remembrances are of the man I was proud to call my dad, my Ba, the man who deeply loved his 

wife, his children, and his grandchildren, and demonstrated it every day of his life. 

 


