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Dear Friends & Relatives: 
 

 

At YVR Airport, sitting in the lounge of gate C43, I am waiting for flight 236 to Regina.   “It is Christmas eve, 

baby, and I am coming home!”  I turn slightly towards the far end of this back-to-back row seat.  There is this 

gentleman in a black T-shirt, video-talking to his dear one over an iPad.  Indeed, it is Christmas Eve.  This 

year, I didn’t plan my time that well and here I am, a notepad on my lap, writing my annual update at the 

airport. 
 

2012 started quite well, I thought.  However, stepping into March, some extraordinary head discomfort 

developed.  Unhappily, I even had to cut short a scenic trip to the Shanghai area to return home. This led to a 

series of medical consultations with the family physician, ophthalmologist, optometrist, doctor friends, 

dietitian daughter, otolaryngologist, audiologist and eventually a visit to get an MRI scanning of the skull.  

The positive aspect of this comprehensive Western Medical diagnostics ruled out any serious medical 

condition.  But when symptoms persisted, I began to deduce that perhaps there could be a more holistic 

challenge in my health that needed to be addressed.  Hence, I decided to seek advice from Chinese Traditional 

Medicine.  I was lucky to have the care of a capable Chinese doctor, though it was a “bitter” experience in 

terms of 6 month’s herbal dosage I had to prepare daily.  Finally my liver and kidney function normalized, 

according to my doctor’s very simplified explanation.  Indeed my head discomfort disappeared.  I must say I am 

very blessed throughout the course of recuperation, kudos to both Western and Chinese doctors.  
 

In September, I accompanied my schoolmate from the UK whom I had not seen since high school graduation 

to Vancouver.  Subsequently, I planned some condominium hunting in the area.  Ever since our stay in 

Burnaby in the mid-80s, I have had this vision of someday moving back to this city east of Vancouver.  With 

the expert assistance of two (2) good friends in real estate, I acquired a small condominium with which I was 

satisfied with the location, layout, natural lighting, condition of the flat, strata management and price / value.  

I enjoy the unobstructed view South towards the Fraser estuary and US, West towards Metrotown in 

Burnaby and even a glimpse of the mountains in West & North Vancouver.   
 

So then the work really started!  In October, I spent 30+ days attempting to touch up my house in order to 

bring it to an appealing state for sale.  At last, after consulting two different realtors and determining an 

optimal market value, I targeted the Tuesday after the Remembrance Day long weekend as the auspicious 

date.  And as luck would have it, on the first day, I received 3 offers: one from an overseas customer, his 

realtor, and another family.  For sure while the sale process was taking place, I had immediate mixed feelings 

of happiness and sadness.  In one day, it was no longer my house after being our home for 24 years, one that 

provided us with warmth, fun and growth. 
 

Life turned into a very hectic pace for the following three weeks as I had to start packing my belongings.  As 

much as I thought I had disposed of since 2009, the tasks of “to keep” or “to dump” and packing remained a 

very daunting task for this fellow whose last move across provinces was by corporation in 1988. 
 

On 12.12.12, I finally took possession of my condo.  Sitting on the carpet in the unlit living room in front of the 

flickering flames of the fireplace and gazing out the south window pictured by the scattered amber & white 

lights near and afar, I suddenly felt the change.  A change that perhaps may have been a bit too big for Al, 

leaving the children, their spouses and the lovely grand-daughters.  A change that saw me leaving a city of 

which I have been proud of its moderate size and warm people; a city where we built our family and where I 

enjoyed my Telecom career.  It certainly became very hard to hold back emotions.  Furthermore, I have 

experienced something different about my children.  For years, I have never felt they were as mature as they 

are today.  Their unhesitant strong support of my move despite their sadness at not having Dad around (as 

well as their supportive spouses), the surprisingly harmonious partnership between sister and brother, 

wholehearted assistance in packing, challenging me on keeping or abandoning various belongings, the 

cleaning of my house after my departure ending with the removal of 2 truckloads of unwanted stuff and my 

son’s presence in assisting me to  unpack in the new place, all struck me with a new alertness that they are not 

only my children, but are also my best adult friends.  This metamorphosis might have been taking place for 

some time, however, it is a less sensitive father who failed to observe this transformation until now. 
 

 

 



 

 

As I wrote in the fuselage, this Brazilian Embraer 190 plane is going to stop by Edmonton, a place where I 

first landed in Canada to attend school.  I have to stop writing to prepare for landing.  My best wishes to you 

all.  May we all enjoy a soft landing in the coming year, amidst the turmoils in the world.                        

                                   Love you all,                 

 

 

                                                                Al                    

 
P.S.  I keep alive my old telephone number & email  

 

From the South Window of My Small Condo, just after a rainfall :  

 


