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Do not stand at my grave and weep
I am not there. I do not sleep.

I am a thousand winds that blow.

I am the diamond glints on snow.

I am the sunlight on ripened grain.
I am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning's hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.

I am the soft stars that shine at night.

Do not stand at my grave and cry;

I am not there. I did not die.

I am the roar of the waterfall
I am the rustling in the leaves
I 'am the blankets warming you at night
I am the birds chirping away

I am the sweetness of a new born baby

Do not stand at my grave and cry;
I am not there. I did not die.

I am the roar of the waterfall

I am the rustling in the leaves

I am the blankets warming you at night
I am the birds chirping happily

I am the sweetness of a new born baby
I am the sweetness of a new born baby
I am the sweetness of a new born baby

Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep - Poem by Mary Elizabeth
Frye and PG.

If I could turn back time, I would thank you once again, for giving
me the opportunity to learn from you, however brief it was. I
remain forever in your debt. Truly sorry---

Peter Germann




|

& ' \"‘*













fii 212 5 18 S

It is beyond words of how much I miss Miss Li, who has
made such a huge impact on me well beyond the school years.

I leave this message in remembrance of her and also as a note to
other schoolmates recalling the beauty of her selflessness.

Miss Li was my English teacher in Form 2, 4 and 5. She was
a good teacher in the classroom, and tried every possible means to
enlighten us on how to master English as a language rather than a
subject. In those days, apart from standard teaching materials, we
learned English with the aid of songs, role-playing and classroom
interaction. Miss Li is a stringent teacher but also she enforced
her standard in accordance with the ability and circumstances
of the students. She also shared her disappointment with our
performance in the class but not because of the grades but rather
our failure to try the best. The formative years under Miss Li's
guidance has given me a new perspective of learning English and
I am much indebted to her for my grades in the public exams.

But what Miss Li impacts me most is her care for me outside
of the classroom. I will never forget how supportive she was to
me and also my friends whom she no longer taught. She cared
about our health and even asked one of my best friends in school
who had problem with his walking to see doctor and subsequently
he was diagnosed with problem in spinal cord that required a
major surgery. Learning of my asthma and skin problem, she
also referred me to her brother-in-law, who was a doctor, to give
me a thorough diagnosis. She did not only refer me but also
accompanied me to attend the consultation in her private time.
When every teacher was complaining about long hours of work in
schools, she sacrificed her personal time to attend to our personal
needs.




After graduation, Miss Li still cared about my well-being
and she was kind enough to introduce me to her sister for hiring
me as private tutor for her daughters. Miss Li's sister offered me
generous pay to help me meet my financial needs in university
knowing my humble background. The family not just hired me
but treated me like a family member offering me dinner at home
after every lesson. On this, I can't be more thankful for the support
from Miss Li's family, which I take to my heart all these years
even though I don't see them as much as I wish now.

My story about Miss Li did not end here. Almost 20 years
after graduation, I had an opportunity to spend a year in Oxford
reading a Master degree. Believe it or not, the only Hongkonger
in the class is a girl who happened to come from Ho Fung but
we are some 15 years apart. As chance would have it, she is also
closely connected to Miss Li, who made deep impact on her life
and even suggested sponsoring her for the tuition fee should her
application for scholarship fail. I was amazed by my classmate's
personal story as much as the selfless dedication to students by
Miss Li all these years. In her visit to England, Miss Li even cared
to take a side trip to Oxford to see us both. It is my regret for life
that I missed the message from my classmate and didn't meet Miss
Li and take a photo with her there. We met her after coming back
to Hong Kong but that lost opportunity was something that could
never be made good.




‘ Miss Li, you will be remembered for your life-long
' dedication to education, your elegance and your laughter

in class when we made fun speaking in broken English. You
demonstrated what a great teacher should be. Your selflessness and
unfailing support to students will remind us how deep an impact
a teacher could make in students' lives. While you have left us too
soon, I know that you will still be watching us from above. We are
always your dearest students, and you will always be my dearest

teacher.

"Fly, fly, fly high against the sky,

So high I almost touch the sky.

Thank you, thank you,

Thank God for you, the wind beneath my wings."

Ryan Chiu
1995 Graduate (Class 7A)
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We are all saddened by the loss of a great, unselfish and
talented teacher. Miss Li will always live in our hearts.

I first came to know Miss Li when I was an S.2 student. Miss
Li taught us A Christmas Carol. 1 remember Miss Li asking us to
underline a sophisticated line written by Charles Dickens. For me,
as an S.2 student at the time, I only realized that Miss Li had been
- and she still was - an extraordinarily competent English teacher
who had a good mastery of the language.

Years after, Miss Li became my A-level English teacher and
she was also our class teacher. Every time after Miss Li marked
my composition, I had the benefit of reading the comments she
wrote. The comments included, as you can expect, "see me" and
"enrich the content". During the two years' learning, I once and
again realized that Miss Li was a very well-qualified English
teacher who helped open her students' eyes and sharpen their
English skills.

Time elapsed, in 2013, I had a tea time with Miss Li at
Spaghetti House in Tsuen Wan. I asked Miss Li when she would
retire. Miss Li gently told me that she would like to work for a
few more years before she retired.

One year after, I met Miss Li again at Ho Fung's 40th
anniversary. I was very delighted to see Miss Li again. At that
time, [ was practicing law and asked Miss Li how I could improve
my English. Firm and professional, Miss Li told me to read the
newspaper more often and note the choice of words and register.
The little secret I did not tell Miss Li at the time was that I really
admired her English proficiency. Deep in my heart, I understand
that, even up till today, my English proficiency stands no
comparison with hers.

It was not until April 2018 when I learned that Miss Li
was seriously ill and was absent from school for a long period
of time. During the last summer vacation, Miss Li asked me to




have afternoon tea with her some time. However, I could not
bear seeing Miss Li being ill, thinking that I would definitely

burst into tears in the circumstances. For this reason, I did not
have any reunion with Miss Li while she was on leave. In fact, it
was my cowardice, timidity and stupidity that made me miss the
chance to meet Miss Li at last.

In October 2018, Miss Li, through WhatsApp, told me she
had a bad flu. I kept asking whether Miss Li was fine. In reply,
Miss Li warmly told me, "I am ok. Don't worry about me."
However, it was this message which worried me most. Whenever
it became freezing cold, I would worry whether Miss Li could
withstand the very cold weather, which she was prone to.

In December 2018, the second last dialogue I had with Miss
Li was the discussion of the itinerary of my London trip. Shortly
before the Chinese New Year 2019, we exchanged blessings and
I wanted to deliver the fruit basket to Miss Li's home. Unlike
what happened in June 2018, no one was home and no one picked
up the fruit basket this time. I immediately asked my cousin to
contact Dr. Leung, who happened to be my cousin's family doctor
and Miss Li's brother in law. Despite that I had no update on the
part of Dr. Leung, I knew something very bad would happen soon.

Miss Li was the heroine in many people's
lives. Miss Li was gentle, decent and elegant and
she deserved the best in her life. People say "good
man dies young". If this is fate, I elect to accept it.
I understand everyone should move on and what I
can do is to live up to the spirit of Miss Li.

Thank you for everything, Miss Li. You will
be missed. Goodbye.

Alex To
2005 Graduate (Class 7A)
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To Miss Li's family,

I find it hard to use words to express myself at this
sorrowful moment.

Miss Li was my Form 6 and 7 class teacher from 2008 to
2009. And of course, she was also our English teacher.

In my memory, Miss Li was always gentle, so gentle that
for us students, it would be a crime not to take advantage of that.
Whenever Miss Li wrote "SEE ME" at the end of an English
assignment (usually because of our absurd grammatical mistakes),
not only did we try to postpone that appointment as much as
possible, even if we showed up, we would simply show a sad or
almost-going-to-cry face and she would soften up and let us go.
To Miss Li, teaching was more than a job. She had a sense of duty
that mades her stand out from the crowd. She was quiet yet you
would never overlook her. She looked graceful with ease. She was
always busy. And her desk was always messy. Well, tidiness was
never one of her strengths. Yet she never missed marking any of
our assignments. She never complained about anything. She was
that teacher that you were always eager to meet, to talk to, to chat
with, about everything.

My best memories with Miss Li, however, were when she
drove in the opposite direction of the driveway in a carpark (you
can imagine the scariness and only at that moment I realised she
was not the best driver in the world), and the day when she made
a home visit as I had applied for a family hardship fund. It was
these tiny moments that made her more than a teacher to me; she
was a friend and mentor.




Miss Li and I kept contact for a few years after I
graduated. She invited me to be a part-time English tutor back
at Ho Fung. Even though these tutorials were for only a few
students on Saturdays, Miss Li was always over-prepared (with
which I was not at all surprised). The material she prepared for
one lesson could last for five. I worked at Ho Fung until 2015
and my last tutorial became the last time we met. We chatted on
the phone a few times after that day and she said, let's get dinner
sometimes. Regrettably that day never came.

Miss LI has touched the hearts of so many and she helped me
become who I am today.

She will be remembered, as she always has been.

Au Yeung Ching Yee, Carina
2009 Graduate (Class 7A)
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We hadn't taken many pictures together and this is one of
the few - but I remember the 11 months that we spent together.
I remember being intimated by how serious and professional
you were when I first came back to work alongside with you. I
remember how messy your two desks were and how tough of a
task it was to locate a book there. I remember how documents
even flooded your computer's desktop too that it always lagged
and gave you lots of trouble. I remember you would always forget
where you had left your M&S bag or sometimes even your car
key, and had to text me asking if they were in Room 104.

I remember all the notes you wrote to me and how you made
fun of how illegible they were. Sometimes, you took pictures
of those notes and WhatsApp-ed them to me. They could be too
blurry to read, but I still have them in my phone, all of them. I
remember you sitting beside me and patiently instructing me on
revising those countless documents that were needed within hours.
I remember you always cared for me and asked if I had eaten
throughout the day despite the very fact that you yourself hadn't.

I remember you took us by surprise on a busy day, buying us
food and drinks to cheer us on. I remember those evenings where
you didn't bear to make me work overtime and told me to leave
first. I remember your every battle with those gadgets, including
your own phone. I remember setting up Skype for you because
it was the only way to conduct interviews, where we had a good
laugh out of it because you just couldn't find the front camera.

I remember everything you taught me
at work, even your passion and your spirit. I
remember you flying around the school campus
all day, and I had to call you sometimes to get
an urgent message across. I remember going
to Shanghai with you and your class, that was
when I found out you were very sensitive to cold
temperatures. I remember you sharing snacks with




us on the tour bus and joking on how the students could fall
asleep so quickly. I remember you having so much fun and
taking pictures of everyone during the trip. I remember your
smiles and laughter whenever the students made you proud or did
something silly.

I remember how you always put your students first. I
remember you asking if I was admitted to the MPhil Program
and congratulating me whole-heartedly when I did. I remember
timidly asking you if you could give me a ride on my last day
at work, which you gladly agreed and took us out for lunch. I
remember you waving me goodbye with your signature gentle
smile when I left the school that day.

And I regret not contacting you often as I should after I left.
regret thinking that I probably shouldn't bother you after learning
you had taken a break from work. I regret only wishing you a
Merry Christmas and not a Happy New Year. I regret not telling
you that I was thankful to have you as my first ever "boss". I
regret not being able to present you my thesis and make you proud
as my teacher for once.

"Teachers affect eternity; no one can tell where their
influence stops."

— Henry Brooks AdaMiss
I know your influence would never cease.

Thank you, and may you rest in peace, Miss Li.

Jamie Tse
2012 Graduate (Class 6B)













She has [eft the ganﬁm
Where she has y(antecf
Thousands of ﬂowers.

The ﬂowers
Wilt
Fall
Root
Rise
And ﬁnaffy bloom.

When you're feeﬁ’ng blue

Think of the ﬂowers she }a[cmteof
With a Erigﬁt hue
Sﬁim’ng in their own ways

?U"LC[ making tﬁe WOT[&( a Eetter }Jface.

?ld’ajoted’ from a poem written Ey Ruyi Kaur




