
... but once we get there I have to spend 
my whole time being fussed over by 

‘Your mum loves 
Hong Kong,’ my dad says. 

I try to interrupt him to tell him I know 
that already, but he keeps on talking...

‘In fact,’ says my dad in his loud 
you-should-know-this voice, ‘Hong Kong 
is where your mother and I met for the 
first time.’  

I already knew this as well, I’d been told approximately five 
million times, but I let him tell me about it again, because having 
me listen to him tell this story makes him happy.

two Aunties,  
    three Uncles,
       and four Cousins.

‘We met at Sha Tin Racecourse,’ says Dad.


