Name

LAM Chun Hin

Subject

English

Classes

3B, 5B, 6B
Staff room

7th floor

Education

Hong Kong, Brisbane, York

Hobbies

10K run, traveling, hiking, reading, writing, table tennis, gardening,

calligraphy, cooking, interior design, listening to music, watching movies, football games, tennis matches…

Places I’ve been to (See? I love traveling!)

Australia: Brisbane, Harvey Bay
Austria: Vienna, Graz, Salzburg, Hallstatt, St Wolfgang, Wachau
Belgium: Brussels, Ghent, Brugges, Antwerp

Bosnia & Herzegovina: Mostar, Sarajevo

China: Tibet, Qinghai, Shanghai, Nanjing, Shenzhen

Croatia: Zagreb, Split, Plitvice, Dubrovnik
England: York, Cambridge, Liverpool, London, Whitby, Newcastle, Hexham

France: Paris, Tours, St. Michel, Marseilles, Nice, Avignon

Germany: Munich, Frankfurt, Cochem, Fussen

Greece: Santorini, Mykonos, Athens, Meteora
Hungary: Budapest, Visegrád
Italy: Venice

Japan: Tokyo

Malaysia: KL, Melaka

Poland: Warsaw, Lublin, Zamosc, Krakow, Auschwitz

Portugal: Porto, Lisbon, Sintra

Scotland: Edinburgh

Singapore: Singapore

South Korea: Seoul, Busan

Spain: Barcelona, Madrid, Seville, Malaga, Granada, Ronda, Toledo
Slovakia: Bratislava

Slovenia: Ljubljana, Bled
Taiwan: Taipei, Tai Chung, Kaohsiung, Kenting

Thailand: Bangkok, Pataya, Ko Samet
The Czech Republic: Prague, Telc, Cesky Krumlove, Karlovy Vary

The Maldives: Male, Cocoa Island

The Netherlands: Amsterdam, Edam, Marken, Volendam, Vluten, Rotterdam, the Hague, Alkmaar

The Philippines: Manila, Clark, Angeles City, Dau, Cebu, Davao

On Education

Hong Kong students are in the gutter: they cannot see the star-filled skies.

Their vision is obscured by exams and tests. With their schedule tightly

filling up, their inquisitive mind is snuffed. They are weighed down by

immense pressure. The ever-bright Shakespeare is covered by a detention,

Strauss by an online game, Monet by a friend. Employers have flayed

their language skills. Parents have tried hard to spur them to maturity –

but to no avail.

Graduates from such neighboring regions as Shanghai, Singapore, India

have been catching up and start to outshine ours. So the big question is:

what’s wrong with the education system, with them, or, with us? We must admit

that there is no infallible education guide, no key to sending our kids to

the starry skies. But there is something we, teachers, can and should do to

give our students a window on the world.

The student is a diamond in the rough. He needs polishing. Who will do

the job, then? This is our job. I won’t give you a pair of wings to fly in

the sky. I am not supposed to do that. What I am going to do is to wash

off the smearing dust and dirt, giving you a fresh look. The rest you have

to take care of. This is the way we nurture individualism and maturity.

I still remember the days when I sat by the swimming pool, teaching a

former student of mine Phonetics. He should have had swimming lessons,

not English lessons. But somehow he decided that English was his pick.

Months on, he was in the fast lane: he changed to a better school. I did

not give him wings. I did not push him hard. I let him see English is

music and take the pick himself.

Talk to me. See if you can get something better. (Hey, don’t get me wrong.

I’m not talking about changing school. Fukien is the one for you.)
