July 8th, 2001
Hi Gavin
Although you are still in San Diego at the time of writing, I will post the letter, which should arrive about the time you get back. I will also e-mail the letter in case you have access to a computer. I hope you are enjoying your break. 


In the past week there have been two holidays, one official and the other an unexpected typhoon holiday. The official one was on Monday for the anniversary of the handover. The official ceremony was held the day before by a flag-raising ceremony in front of the Convention Centre. About 1000 people attended, many being shipped in especially for the event, Communist-Chinese style. The ceremony was held even though Typhoon ‘Durian” was in the vicinity. The second holiday was on Friday, caused by Typhoon ‘Utor”. (I am not sure where these names are coming from.). This was a huge typhoon in terms of area and also very powerful and did a lot of damage as it crossed the Philippines and sideswiped Taiwan. It also sideswiped Hong Kong and because the Number 8 signal was raised, people got Friday off. But it didn’t feel like a typhoon here; little wind and little rain. Some houses in a coastal village a mile or so from here were flooded by very high tidal sea water and an unmanned sand barge ran aground in the same area. That was about all. This typhoon was compared by the Observatory to Typhoon Hope in 1979 – Leonie’s birth day typhoon. I will not forget that one. It was ferocious and a direct hit, causing a lot of damage just a day or so before Leonie was born. A drain on the balcony of the flat (Residence 6 in those days) was blocked and water was overflowing into the flat and had flooded 1½ rooms (one much more than the other as the floor was not level!). So the blockage had to be cleared. I tied one end of a rope around my waist and went outside. It was somewhat frightening, but I managed to remove the leaves that had blocked the drain. Just as the typhoon passed, Leonie was born. On the way to the hospital, there were many uprooted trees still on the roads. 


Anyway, because of the typhoon, I did not get my swim. (To prevent the tables and deck chairs from being blown away, they had been placed in the pool!) So went to the gym and did some aerobic exercises – running treadmill, rowing and cycling. I had not seen the young gym manager for a week and on asking, found that he had left and gone to s similar job in another hotel. Yesterday, my last group of full-time Chemistry student teachers visited me here. Of the 12, 10 were able to come. We had lunch in a nearby restaurant and then some wanted to have a look at the gym and the pool. Then we came over here and talked until 5 p.m. I provided food for them here, including a fruit and potato salad. 

Some interesting things on the news. Saw a news report on TV about MI5 files that have just been released dealing with British double agent in WWII. Very interesting. They were so successful, that they were actually running the German spying programme in England! One man was so successful that he was awarded the German Iron Cross. A lady, who was successfully misleading the Germans about the site of the D-day landings threatened to blow the whistle when someone had (accidentally, I think) killed her pet dog! On July 4th, American Independence-day holiday, there was a hot dog eating competition in New York. Ugh! Revolting! It was won by a Japanese competitor (who had won a similar Japanese competition a week or two earlier) who downed 50 hot dogs (buns as well as sausages) in just 12 minutes!! The second-place-getter was also Japanese. The best US competitor could only manage 31 hot dogs. Saw the parts of the US EP-3 spy plane being returned to the US from China in a huge Russian cargo plane (the largest in the world). It had to be a Russian as China would not allow any US plane to land. Also saw Milosevic appearing in court in The Hague. 

The main news in HK has been the typhoon. Also, Cathay Pacific Airways pilots could not work out an agreement with the management and began a work-to-rule and to report in ‘sick’. Their action is already being to bite. About 20% of their scheduled flights have been cancelled as the airline has not been able to get enough charter flights from other carriers. Some of the carriers they are using are the smaller, less-safe airlines in China. TV scenes of chaos and irate passengers the airport. The Chief Executive is under fire again, this time for awarding the ‘Order of the Grand(?) Bauhinia’, HK’s highest award, to one of the leaders of the 1967 riots which claimed the lives of over 50 people. It is believed he did this to get support from left-wing unions in HK for his re-election bid next year. The riots were a spillover of the Cultural Revolution in China and were aimed at toppling the British colonial government. They had little support from the population, at also no official support from China (but by then, the revolution was out of the control of Chairman Mao and the Chinese Communist party). There was also an uprising in Macau, where Mao’s Red Guards effectively neutralised the Portugese, making Macau a Chinese puppet territory. I arrived in HK just before the riots started. Each day, while driving to school, I passed a left-wing secondary school, which had been turned into a bomb-making factory. One way to deposit bombs was through a hole in the floor of cars. One was even placed on the footpath below my room in the old YMCA where I was living at the time. It was blown up in a controlled explosion with little damage. 

The other news item in HK involves a bit of monkey business – literally! For some unknown reason, a monkey appeared in Tsim Sha Tsui near the Star Ferry. It led officials on a merry 10-hour chase around the area, covering Star House, Ocean terminal and buildings in Nathan Road. Bananas were used as bait to try to capture the animal, but all these attempts were unsuccessful. However, the monkey was eventually caught the next day in Wan Chai – on the other side of the harbour!! It was then taken to one of the forests/country parks where there are monkeys.

I just picked up a letter from the mail box a few moments ago on returning from the supermarket. Thanks again for taking the time to write. Will pause and read it now…. Your letter reflects some of the things we talked about on the phone yesterday. I was able to imagine you sitting by the pool and deciding to ring me to talk about things. I can’t say I enjoyed listening all the time to some you had to say but I am grateful that you are willing to tell me and that I, on my part, want to listen and attempt to understand how you are feeling. I am not a machine but have feelings just as you do and genuinely feel sad when you are feeling down. Even to sometimes say ‘No’ can hurt – both you and me – but what use would I be if I did not say honestly how I feel about things. Because I respect and love you, I want to help you achieve your goal of happiness and this means being honest even if, at the time, it is not always what we want to hear. Also, being older means that one has a lot more experience to call on when giving advice. That does not mean that that the advice is necessarily correct all of the time. It is just advice and provides suggestions that can be thought about. Your letter was very, very positive and shows good ideas for the future. In times of uncertainty, when we don’t know how things will work out, we can easily get depressed. It has happened to me several times in life. For example, I remember how hard it was at Stanford and how, on several occasions I actually cried and wanted to give up. It was tough with all those much more intelligent people around for whom things appeared to be easy for them. (I say ‘appeared’ as I was only projecting my feelings onto them but never really knew what they might be going through.) Also, the problem with my asthma that flared up in the second year did not help. You may remember me ending up in hospital in St Louis Obispo. But I kept going. I also appreciate what you say about the kinds of people around you. Regarding this, I heard on TV a comment by one of the soldiers who intervened in the latest incident in Okinawa. In response to a question by a journalist he just said “There are many good people here too!” He is right, and I immediately thought of you are being one of those people. The problem is, you/we may not meet many of them, but they are there. So I would encourage you to just hang in there and when you finish you will have something that I honestly believe will be a great ‘plus’ for you. In you letter you wrote that you hope your ideas please me. I interpret the word ‘pleases’ not in the sense of you having to do things I want you to do, but of just that you consider things I say. 

I will spend some time on the Net in the coming days about Veteran’s affairs as you requested and will let you know what I find (just as I did with the anthrax injections some time ago).

I have probably said enough for now. I hope what I have said makes sense and is able to help you. Remember that I think of you a lot and will always do what I can to help.

Cheers for now.

Dad
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