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From “Ice”, came… 

Jaysen 
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From “Rain”, came… 

Kevin 



From “Light”, came … 





His Pride and Joy 



Second Book Was  

published in  

December 2002.  

Reprint expected to be  

made in December 2004. 





Our Mom, Grandmother, Friend and Healer 





Please tell Mom we love her and miss her… 









 



A happy Father  

And a proud Grandfather 

Harvey’s graduation from 

Harvard University - 2002 



Vincent and  

Mei-Ling’s  

Visit – July 2002 



Thanksgiving 2002 at Kevin’s House in Berkeley 



Christmas - 2002 

At Jan’s House in San Jose 



94th Birthday – LiChee Garden 



Make a wish and blow out the candles. 



Celebrated with his  

favorite people. 



2003 

A quiet 

Thanksgiving 

spent at Greg’s 

house in Mountain 

View. 

 



December 15, 2003 

Dad fell while washing his face.  He was laid up in bed for  

two days, and was taken to the San Francisco General 

Hospital.  Although the MRI did not reveal it, the doctors 

suspected that dad had a minor stroke because he displayed 

a slight slur in his speech.  Dad stayed in the hospital for a  

week and was discharged.   We were warned by the doctor  

that dad probably would not make it for much longer and  

he recommended us to contact the Hospice.  



We tried to encourage 

dad to exercise.  The 

only way to get him to 

do it, was to do it with 

him.  1, 2, 3, 4… 

Our dad is #1… 



Jan brought dad some flowers, and he liked having them around 

the house.  It became a ritual for Jan to bring him flowers when she 

visited him.  He did not want the housekeepers to throw them away, 

even if they faded.   He said he loved the person who brought them 

very much. 



Christmas – 2003   

We brought Christmas to dad’s home. 



Our usual Christmas picture with dad. 



Jan logged on many miles  going up this “Taylor” street to 

see Dad.  It’s hilly and scenic.  Alcatraz can be seen in full 

view.   



February 9, 2004.  As dad was recovering, Jan requested a 

wheel chair from the Hospice, so she could take Dad out for 

a walk.  Dad complained that she walked too fast because he 

needed time to look at the scenery from both sides of the streets. 



They went around the Washington Square and then to a coffee 

shop, chatted for more than an hour.  Jan told dad that  

we were planning a birthday party for him.  Did he want to 

have it at home or in a restaurant? He preferred to be in a  

restaurant.  On the way home that day, Jan decided to invite  

all dad’s friends and students and to make this the largest  

celebration he ever had.  



Reservation at R&G Lounge in San Francisco was made. 

A list of names was collected from dad’s address book. 

Invitations were designed and printed and ready for 

mailing.  A letter was written updating dad’s health’s 

condition.  All these were done in one evening.    



Meanwhile, somewhere in this world, another project 

was being undertaken.  A birthday card initiated by 

Derek Tran (one of dad’s  Khai Tri School students), at 

Mission Viejo, was en route collecting signatures and 

greetings from dad’s other former students.  This 

birthday card started its journey on September 15, 

2003, completing its mission on February 8, 2004. 



A well-traveled card 



These are the students who  

made a difference in dad’s  

life.   



February 22, 2004 

97th birthday. 

R&G Lounge San Francisco 



Dad enjoyed a smooch  from a grand niece. 



Hugs, hugs, hugs… 



Nieces and nephews, and  

their children. 

Dad’s long-time friends 

(more than 60 years), 

came from Canada. 



Cheers!!! 



Our beloved dad at 97 years old. 



After two days in a coma Dad left us on April 16, 2004  

at 4:30 p.m..  During this time, dad looked comfortable and  

peaceful.   

Dad lived a simple and down-to-earth life, dedicating his  

entire life to educating others.  He was loving, compassionate  

and was respected and loved by many who knew him. 

Like dad said in his poem, he only went to sleep for a while,  

and we will meet our dad again someday.   

Sleep well, dad , we love you.  

 









Fill not your hearts with pain and 
sorrow. 

But remember me in every tomorrow. 
Remember the joy, the laughter, the 

smiles. 
I've only gone to rest a little while. 

Although my leaving causes pain and 
grief, 

My going has eased my hurt and given 
me relief. 

So dry your eyes and remember me. 
Not as I am now, but as I used to be. 
Because I will remember you all and 

look on with a smile. 
Understand, in your hearts, I've gone 

to rest a little while. 
As long as I have the love of each of 

you, 
I can live my life in the hearts of all of 

you. 

 

  

不要讓您的內心充滿痛苦和悲傷， 
總要每個明日懷念我， 

懷念我們的歡樂、歡笑和微笑。 
我的離去只是小享安息， 

雖然我的離去會帶來痛苦和憂傷， 
卻能撫平我的傷痕和給我舒暢。 
故此懷念我便該擦乾您的眼淚， 
好像我以往和您們在一起， 

因為我會帶著微笑的懷念您們每一
個， 

希望您們能由衷的明白， 
我的離去只是小享安息。 

由於我已得著您們每一個人的愛， 
深信我能活在您們各人的心中!  



Dear friends, I believe that everyone of us is so touched after 

having read Teacher On's poem. For those who cannot attend 

the memorial service, let's hold a minute of silence at 2:00 pm 

April 24, 2004 to celebrate the life of our respected Teacher. It 

will be 5 pm same day in East Coast and Canada. 11 pm same 

day in Europe. 5 am Sunday in Hk and China. And 7 am 

Sunday in Australia. Derek  



Sleep well, our beloved dad.  We will always remember you. 



Dear dad, you came to this world with these missions: to 

raise your children to be responsible individuals, to pass on 

your values and beliefs to them,  and to educate others with 

what you learned.  Your missions have been completed and 

you are free to return to where you came from.    

 



Looking at you, dad, as you are sleeping so peacefully, I have nothing but 

fond memories of you…  I remember you and mom, Kevin, Greg and I 

traveled to all different places.  You and Greg were so busy taking pictures.  I 

wish I learned something about photography from you then. 

I remember your voice, so calm and soothing.  I remember your smiles just 

days before you left.  Your cute smirk when you told me you liked Bush, our 

president.  I was so pleased with your humor when you teased me about my 

Chinese writing.  I remember the walks we had around the park, the mocha 

we had in the coffee shop, the chats we had there.  I also remember the 

painful squeeze you gave me as you slipped away forever, from my hand hold.  

From going through your desk, I found the letters you have kept for so many 

years. These letters were from your children, your grandchildren, your 

students and friends.  This reminded me of the kindness you had displayed to 

all alike. 

Good bye, dad. Take  care of  Mom when you see her.  Keep her company.  

She needs you to let her know you love her.  She was a good mother to us and 

a wonderful wife to you, even though she did not know how to show it 

sometimes.   You are in my heart always.    Lam 





Dad was cremated and 

was buried in Golden 

Hills Cemetery in 

Colma, California, 

together with his wife, 

our mom, on May 2nd. 



Mom bought this property a few years before she passed away.  It is 

a clean and quiet place. 



We sent dad away with his 

normal attire (hat, glasses 

watch and camera) together 

with a blanket to keep him 

warm.  He is going to be 

with his wife forever from 

now on.   



Let’s pray for our dad… 



Lucille bade farewell to dad. 



We sang “Amazing Grace” and “One Day When We 

Were Young” for dad. 



Jan is heart-broken.  She misses dad. 



Greg paid his 

last respect.   











Rest in peace, dad.  You’ll always be in our hearts.  Please 

remember us.  Farewell.  We love you, dad. 





The following are some pictures found in dad’s desk.  Dad mentioned 

to Jan when he was in the hospital that he had some pictures he 

wanted to print out for friends and relatives.  When I asked him 

again about this, he seemed to have forgotten what he had told me.  

Here are some of them.  I couldn’t find 40 pictures like he mentioned 

in his letter to a photo studio. 







Death Valley 



China 









Palace of Fine Arts 





Yosemite 



Kevin 





Little cowboy 









Kids, birds and shadows 



Yosemite 



Life’s biggest pleasure – 

holding one’s grandchild 



Refugees 



Little Loafer “Hope” 









One mind of a crowd of thousands 









Portsmouth Square San Francisco 



Kung Fu Master 



Kung Fu Master 
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THE TEN DAYS THAT SHOOK MY LIFE 

By: Zhi-Da Wen 

 

Half  a year before the fall of Saigon, I had somehow smelt the odor, because the Paris Peace Accord had 

been only a pretense, used to enable the US to leave Vietnam without losing face and to give the VC more 

time for another attack.  Now, while the VC were trying to strengthen themselves, the Saigon government 

was trying to degrade itself, wallowing in extravagance, favoritism, exorbitant taxation, inflation, 

arbitrary law, especially official corruption (to be exact, official robbery), just like what had happened in 

China on the eve of the fall of the Nationalist government. 

 

Communism, I think, is not bad for a man born and brought up in it.  Even barbarism is good for a man 

born and brought up in barbarism.  But, even though he had an untainted past, it would be unbearable 

for an adult used to freedom, to be suddenly thrown into the rigor of communism; to have to learn all 

over again how to dress and eat, how to talk and think, and how to brainwash oneself and others. Being 

too old to learn, I decided to leave Saigon before the VC  came.  This decision was made in October 1974. 

 

The first thing I did was to apply to the US for a relative immigrant visa. The second, was to dispose of 

all the furniture.  The third, was to give all the thousand books to a library.  These books, having been 

collected for thirty years, had a place not only in my shelves, but deep in my heart.  Every  book deprived 

of me  meant a pang.  For they had been reference books for ‘The Writer’s Cyclopedia’ , which I had 

written for 22 years.  But I was glad that I had just finished it and sent it to the US. 

 



The fourth, was to return the house to the owner, and got back the “tea money”.  Actually I received only 

half of the current price.  Friends said I had been foolish enough to accept it.  I said I might get a zero if I 

delayed.  It was in February 1975, before Chinese New Year’s Day, that I and my wife left the house we 

had lived in for more than twenty years.  So I and my wife became “homeless”.  My wife stayed at a 

relative’s house, and I at my friend Fu’s, a mile away from her.  We agreed to meet at eight every morning 

in the garden of a great hospital, where I relaxed several times a day in the past 4 years. 

Four months had passed since I applied.  I was worried that the VC might arrive before my visa petition 

was approved. Now the communist troops began surrounding Saigon and the circle became tighter and 

tighter every day, just like a large snake coils around a chicken.  I was anxious, like an ant in a frying pan.  

I even thought of buying poison to finish myself in case I could not get out.  I knew I could not get along 

with them. 

In these days, however, most Saigonese seemed unaware of what was going on.  Pedestrians were walking 

leisurely.  Cinemas were full.  Food stalls were as boisterous and merry as usual.  Gold store owners were 

selling gold for pile after pile of money, with the happiest of faces.  “Saigon will live at least until the end of 

1975”, they said. 

To my greatest joy, my visa petition was approved on April 18.  Then I asked about the “market price” of 

a passport.  A man inside the government said it would cost five million piasters (1000 piasters = 1 US$) 

and be delivered in two months.  But could Saigon last so long?  Then I asked, “how about in a week”?  

Immediately he replied, “ten million”.  I was speechless, and at a loss whether to laugh or to cry.  Now the 

legal channel had been blockaded, what else could I do?’’ 

About this time, Fu told me there was a merchant ship waiting on the high seas, that a Vietnamese 

gunboat or helicopter would take us from a secret place, to the ship, which would sail for Hongkong, that 

each passenger (there were sixty) was to pay twelve liangs of gold (1 liang = 1.2 oz.), and that all his family 

would take this ship.  How about me?  As this seemed to be the only exit I had, I said, “I will join you.” 

 



  
I told my wife about it.  She was greatly shocked.  “No! No! How dangerous to travel that way!  To be 

thrown down by a helicopter to a ship!” 

“I think it is safe.” 

“I will stay here.  You go.” 

“I go alone?  What would our children say?” 

“you go with your friend.  They are rich people.  We cannot afford to pay twenty-four liangs of gold.  Even if 

we could, we would be poor in Hongkong in all our lives.” 

“This is no time to worry about how much to pay.  So long as we are safe…” 

“Everyone says there will be no trouble in Saigon.  Why should you make such a fuss?  I am already over 

sixty. What could communists do with me?”  (As if they would pity her just because she was old.) 

“Do you remember what our son told us in his letter, ‘You are standing upon the top of a volcano.’?  A single 

rocket will be enough to throw all Saigon, about two million people, into a great panic.  Could a nervous 

woman like you stand the shock?” 

Then our old auntie suggested consulting the oracle of the Goddess Matsu at the famous A Bo Temple.  I had 

never believed such a thing, but through the Goddess’s influence I hoped I could persuade my wife.  To my 

greatest joy and amazement she did agree.  She asked whether I would go, too.  “Certainly,” I said.  

Immediately we set out for the temple.   When I thought of this strangest mission , my sorrowful heart could 

not but smiled.  The temple was almost empty.  First of all she bought a bundle of incense sticks and then 

burned them on the altar.  Then she knelt down before the Goddess, muttered her question, shook and 

shook a long bamboo vessel containing about a hundred numbered sticks.  After a few shakings, a stick of a 

certain number fell out to the floor.  Then a clerk in charge handed her a yellow paper strip of that number, 

on which was written a poem, the answer of the Goddess. With the greatest excitement, because this poem 

meant our destiny, we read it shoulder to shoulder, but to my disappointment we found no instructions 

whatsoever.  To leave or not to leave was still a question. 

 



Then she suggested I should consult the oracle myself.  This was just what I longed to say, thinking that 

my hands might be luckier.  But at the outset, my knees resisted being bent.  I tried hard and managed 

to kneel down.  In this unaccustomed posture I  unconsciously looked up at the face of the Goddess and 

met with her benevolent eyes.  I shook the vessel with confidence.  After a few shakings, several sticks 

suddenly jumped out together.  After this failure I became very timid.  I shook and shook and shook, but 

no sticks came out.  My wife then knelt down by me, helped me shake it with a proper force.  Then a 

stick leaped out.  The oracle, again, never told us whether to stay or not to stay.  On our way home, I 

kept silent, nor did she say anything. 

 

The departure of the ship was postponed and postponed again, because the helicopter was busy fighting, 

or because the communist suddenly asked three liangs of gold for each passenger, instead of two for his 

own share.  So we began to suspect the ship was unsafe.  Every  morning, my wife and I met in the 

hospital garden with sad faces, and with sad faces we separated. 

 

So far I had  no confidence in the evacuation program started by the American government.  Because 

thousands of refugees, possibly with guns or grenades, might suddenly crowd into American ships or 

helicopters, and kill or wound the old, the weak and the young, as the tragedies in Danang had clearly 

shown.  But as there was no other way out, I, with two of my friends, went to an American in charge of 

the evacuation program.  I showed him the notice of approval of my immigrant visa petition, asking 

what was the use of this paper if the Vietnamese government refused to give me a passport?  He said, “It 

is a good paper.   You can go to the Consulate.”  I said, “But must I get a passport?”  He evaded my 

question, but gave me a significant smile, saying “It’s already enough for you.”  I quite understood what 

he meant.  I seemed to see a ray of light in the darkest night. 

 



The next morning in the garden I told my wife we could leave without the passport; that she should get 

up at 5 a.m. and stand in line before the American Consulate, with the greatest patience, in spite of the 

large crowd of people, the scorching sun and her sickly knees, that this was the only way open to us.  

While she was waiting for processing, I would go about the city doing something important.  She gladly 

accepted my proposal.  The first day she waited all morning but could not enter the gate.  The second 

day at 10 a.m., I went to the Consulate, saw only a sea of faces and umbrellas, but not her.  “Perhaps 

she gets sick?”  Then I looked through the iron bars into the courtyard of the Consulate, where the 

luckiest few were seated.  Then my short-sighted eyes seemed to see a short old woman standing up and 

going to a policeman to say something.  Who should it be but my wife!  She had entered the gate.  But I 

could not greet her, nor did she see me. 

 

Her turn would come in two hours.  I went home.  I was too excited to have any appetite for lunch.  As 

soon as the clock struck twelve, I went to her relative’s house.  As soon as I got down from the motor 

tricycle, I saw in the dark house her smiling face.  Before I spoke, she told me the Consulate officer said 

our papers were “very good”, and that we could go to the airport any time.  This was really a voice 

from Heaven.  A thousand questions suddenly dissolved into a zero.  Then we discussed whether to set 

out in two or three days so that everything was ready?   or the next day after a good sleep?  Or this 

evening after lunch?  “No, no,”  I said, “We must start RIGHT NOW.  Things are changing rapidly.  

Pack as few things as possible and call a taxi.” 

 

In half an hour, we were in front of the airport.  I , with a small travelling bag, she with a small basket.  

The clothes we wore were all the clothes we brought with us.  After all, here were all our belongings 

after  forty years of hard work. 

 



We waited some hours.  Then we got on an American military bus.  As soon as I trod on the bus steps, I 

suddenly had a weird feeling that I was crossing from one world to another, from the known to the 

unknown, and that once I crossed, I was never to return.  When I was in my seat, I wish I could wave 

to the dozens of dear friends, students and relatives I suddenly left behind, but, instead, I could see only 

strange faces around me.  This day was April 23, 1975. 

 

The bus drove into the American air base and stopped near a big building, where we passed the first 

peaceful night after months of worry.  My wife and  I lay on the lawn under a tree, where we could 

breathe fresh air.  The moon was over our heads, it set me thinking about the vivid past and the vague 

future. 

 

The following morning at six, we got on an American military plane.  About four hundred people were 

seated on the floor, with their legs bent against one another’s back, or stretching toward one another’s 

nose.  But the beauty of it was nobody complained or apologized.    So long as they could get out of 

Vietnam, few of them cared to know where they were going, and would not seem to mind if they were 

flown to a jungle in Africa.   

 

We flew to the Philippines, then to Guam, then to Pendleton.  We  were met by old friends, and stayed 

at their home in San Diego.  Then we flew to San Francisco, but we got lost in the maze of the airport.  

When we were looking sadly around to find a way out, there suddenly appeared in the door, I had not 

yet noticed, the smiling faces of our two daughters, son-in-law, and grandson.  This was a reunion after 

many years of separation. 

 

. 



Above is an account of the ten days (April 18 – April 28 1975) ,  (Vietnam fell on April 30, 1975)  

that shook my peaceful life.  From now on, the past, however vivid and near it may be, will become 

vaguer and vaguer,  farther and farther; and the future, however vague and strange it may be, will 

become vivider and vivider, dearer and dearer. 



This is our dad 

Through the eyes of the 

4th daughter. 

Jan/Lam   

 


