
 

Gin Ming Chow (10/31/1931 – 4/12/2020) 

Our Fond Memories 

From Anna Chow Look (first born) 

Dad only had a high school education but he was a smart man. Mom often said we, the four 

children got the smartness from him and the drive to success from her. I think it has some 

truth to that. Dad had three different occupations in life. In his twenties he co-owned a 

children’s clothing factory in Hong Kong, but the business failed. In his thirties he became a 

bus conductor. I remembered the pride in his voice when he told me that there were several 

hundred applicants for only a few openings and he passed both the written and oral exams 

and got the job. In the 60’s riots broke out in Hong Kong and lasted for weeks; dad told me 

that he was scare but he went to work every day anyway.  

In his forties, dad immigrated to the USA. He learned enough English to work as a waiter and 

bartender in several Chinese restaurants in Chicago until retirement. In the early 70s, dad 

worked in a small restaurant by Chinatown, one day around midnight, a black-man came in 

with a gun and demanded cash; dad fought him off with a cleaver! They both ended up in 

the same ER; when dad saw the blood on the floor, he said it has to be the robber and 

helped the police made the arrest. Next day the local news had an eye catching headline: 

Cleaver Is Faster Than Bullets! Dad had a couple of scars to show as a badge of honor.  

From Melissa Look Braunworth (first granddaughter) 

My earliest memories of gong-gong are of a smoked filled perfume. I remember knowing 

when he was in the room because it smelled like a rich thick smoke. As I aged my 

interactions evolved into two people relating to one another over a love of food and media. 

My grandpa loved to eat and most of all his sweets. I remember him gleefully sneaking 

cookies as my po-po talked to a friend in another room. He started humming and brushing 

off the crumbs when she returned as if nothing had happened in the first place. He also 
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loved watching things that excited him. He shared his love for Cantonese cop films and the 

monkey king with me. When he saw David Copperfield live he talked about it for days saying 

"David Coppertee!" We were two people connected to each other by blood and trying to 

communicate through broken English and Cantonese.  

As silly as it seems, my most favorite memory with gong-gong happened on a castle tour. I 

signed up my grandparents for what I thought would be an easy excursion during our cruise 

tour. Half way through the tour my grandpa sat down and said he would not move anymore. 

We went back and forth as I told him we could not sit there and I couldn't leave him. Low 

and behold my grandpa walked through a castle on a hill in Europe because of his stubborn 

granddaughter. Achievement unlocked! I hope that now he is free to wander around heaven 

in a body that allows him to climb and walk as many things as he wants. I will miss seeing 

him in Chicago and am happy knowing he is at peace.  

 

From Judi Chow (second daughter) 

Dad was a man of few words yet I remember he wrote numerous love letters to mom when 

they had to be apart for two years when we first immigrated to the USA in the late 60s. 

Maybe I’ve inherited his writing skills in expressing feelings. I am thankful God led me back 

to stay with mom and dad during the last 2 months before he went to heaven on Easter 

Sunday. During his better days between dialysis, we would sat at the dining table while I put 

medication on his palm one by one to make sure he ate it and drank his nutritional milk. He 

would ask, “You came from HK or Vancouver?” Then he would start to recite all my friends’ 

names that he had met before. One time, he commented, “Is so and so in HK and they are not 

merry just like you?” I said ya, and then he said, “It’s ok as long as you are happy...” Yes, dad I 

am happy and so are you now that you are pain free, enjoy watching Bryant play basketball 

in heaven or go down the court to play with him!  

 

From Henry Chow (first born son) 

Dad always enjoyed and good at all kinds of mind games including Chinese chess, mahjong, 

dominoes and Chinese poker. I remember watching him play some of those games with his 

friends and had a great time accompany him to the race track in HK when I was 10 years old.  

From Cathy Chan Chow (daughter-in-law) 

My father-in-law loved his wife, family, and grandchildren.  One winter, I was staying at the 

hospital with my mother-in-law while she was recovering from surgery. Even though it was 

cold in Chicago, he would come every day with her favorite breakfast to eat together. He 

knew where and when to get the best bargains. When Henry went to visit, he would tell 

Henry where to buy the best buns to bring back to Houston and what time to go to get 50% 



off.  When I called, he would ask about his grandchildren, their jobs, and their social life.  He 

sincerely cared about them. 

My father-in-law had an incredible memory. Few years ago when I visited my in-laws, he was 

asking about my sisters whom he had only met a few times 30 years ago.  During the 

conversation, he paused and managed to recall their Chinese names. I was impressed with 

his extraordinary long term memory! When we went out together, I noticed that he liked to 

walk behind us and to watch over us.  Now I know he is in heaven watching all of us in a 

distance.  He will be greatly missed.  

From Megan Chow (second granddaughter) 

Yah-Yah was always so supportive and proud of my achievements. Just a couple of months 

ago when we had a family reunion, he proudly showed me my artwork that I did when I was 

younger, that was hanging in the living room wall. He remembered even though it was well 

over 10 years ago.  

 

From Bobby Chow (baby son) 

I was 12, and it was the earliest memory of spending one on one time with my dad, we 

shopped around our neighborhood in the Chicago uptown area for over three hours looking 

for a watch, and we ended up buying a basic digital watch for around $10. The whole 

experience was not that memorable except for the fact that even though we saw many 

watches that I wanted, we ended up with the cheapest one.  Now I know where I got my 

frugality from.  

I did not feel that I had a very close relationship with my dad, but I knew he did the best he 

could to help provide for the family.  As time passed in life, I could tell he was supportive of 

me at different successful stages of my life, like college graduation, job advancements, 

marriage, kids, etc.  But none more than when I won my second major poker tournament in 

the Chicagoland area, and that it was broadcast on national television. It was the first time 

that he mentioned how he felt and told people that I was a really good poker player.  This 

led to the last words he spoke about me, just two weeks prior to his passing on this past 

Easter Sunday. We were having our weekly Sunday video conference calls with my brother, 

his wife and my two sisters.  He just said if Bobby was staying in Las Vegas, he must be 

winning lots of money from poker.  Even though I try to explain that all the casinos were 

closed due to Covid-19.  He was pretty much out of it as far as understanding what was 

happening, but I felt pretty good that the last thing he remembered about me was that I am 

really good at poker!  Will miss you, dad. Rest In Peace. 


