In Memoriam - Mr Choy Shing-Pang
蔡成彭老師

(March 3, 1917 – April 21, 1997)
Class of 1936, WYK, same class as Mr Lee Hoi-Chow
Taught at Wah Yan College, Kowloon, 1947-1977 (***)
Scout Master at least from 1952 to 1959
Form-master from 1953-1969; 1972; 1976-1977
(*** cf article “Mr Choy Shing Pang Left For Canada” – towards end of file)

Form-master at Wah Yan College, Kowloon
1952-1953 F1C
1953-1954 F1B
1954-1955 F1B
1955-1956 F1B
1956-1957 F1B
1957-1958 F1B
1958-1959 B

1959-1960
1960-1961
1961-1962
1962-1963
1963-1964
1964-1965
1965-1966

F1B
F1B
F2C
F2B
F4B
F3B
F3B

1966-1967
1967-1968
1968-1969
1971-1972
1975-1976
1976-1977

F3B
F3B
F3B
F5A
F3C
F3C

A.

Class Photos as Form Master, 1952-1977 (a selection)

F1B, 1956-1957

F4B, 1963-1964

F5A, 1971-1972

F3C, 1976-1977 (last year at WYK)

B.

Staff Photos, 1952-1977 (a selection)

1952-1953, Staff – bottom row – 1st left (in scout uniform)

1958-1959, Staff – 2nd row from bottom – 10th left

1961-1962, Staff – top row – 1st left

1975-1976, Staff – bottom row – 4th right

C.

Staff Lists, 1952-1977 (a selection)

1955-1956, Staff List

1965-1966, Staff List

1972-1973, Staff List

1976-1977, Staff List (Mr Choy’s last year at WYK)

D.

As Scoutmaster - Articles, 1952-1959 (a selection)

From The Shield 01 (1953)

From The Shield 02 (1954)

Retired from being Scoutmaster, 1959

From The Shield 7 (1959)

From The Shield 08 (1960) – partial article

D.

As Scoutmaster, 11th Kowloon Group - Photos, 1952-1959

1952-1953 – seated – 4th left

1953-1954 – seated – 7th left

1955-1956 – seated – 4th left

1958-1959 – seated – 5th left

E.

Photos with Colleagues

1953-1954, with Fr Toner & Fr Cunningham

1956-1957 –as Art Exhibition Judge

1957-1958 – Sports Day

1960-1961, staff dinner – top row – 8th left

F.

Other Photos and Articles

1956-1957, Class Picnic with his Form 1B students – top row – 1st left

1968-1969, at the Caritas Bazaar

1970-1971, with Fr Reid and Fr Arrupe

1974-1975, Parents’ Day, with Mr Ho

From The Shield 26 (1978)

From The Shield 28 (1980)

G.

Memories of Mr Choy, by Wong Hin-Shing (Class of ’61)

Mr Choy Shing-Pang taught me Maths (I believe it was Geometry) for one year
when I was in F5B from 1960 to 1961. Mr Choy, Mr James Fung, who taught me
Algebra and Trigonometry in F4C and F5B, and Mr Laurence Tam, who taught
me Algebra in either FD or F2D, instilled in me a love of Maths for my whole life.
Mr Choy was one of my very favorite teachers at WYK, though he taught me for
only one year in all my six years at WYK. He was a very gentle, patient teacher
who explained things very clearly to us. I still remember his beautiful and
accurate drawings of circles and rectangles.
After Form 5, I left WYK and studied at DBS. However, I remained in contact
with Mr Choy and other former WYK teachers from 1961 till I left Hong Kong for
Canada. Some of us, including myself, Lam Kwong-Yu and Chen York-Lung,
paid New Year visits (拜年) to Mr Choy and other teachers for a number of years
before I left Hong Kong in 1969. (Glad to say, we also received lucky money!)
Mr Choy taught at WYK until 1977. He then went to live in Toronto, Canada. I
was overjoyed when I received his letter before he left Hong Kong saying that he
was going to stay in Toronto.
I finally met Mr Choy when he landed in Toronto in 1977. In the next year or so,
we met many times. We went out for lunches and dinners, and I helped out
when they moved to an apartment quite near where I lived. I drove Mr Choy and
Choy Si-Moe to various places where we dined. On several occasions, my mom
invited them for lunches and dinners as well.
I remember on one such occasion, after lunch, we invited Mr Choy and Si-Moe to
our apartment. There, I squeezed some orange juices for them, using my own
special recipe. (I added some salt to the juice to make the drink more delicious.)
Mr Choy’s first comment was that I shouldn’t be adding salt because that would
not be good if you have high blood pressure. Very wise advice. Alas, being still
young at the time, I didn’t pay much attention to what he said. (Eventually, I
developed high blood pressure several decades later and then I realized that Mr
Choy had been right all along.)
Since Mr Choy didn’t drive, I always drove him to our WYK events in Toronto. It
was very nice talking to him while driving. I learned that we shared some
common interests like stock investment and music appreciation. Mr Choy liked
to listen to traditional Chinese music like “Hung Dao Chee” and a lot of light
classical music like “Moonlight Sonata” and many popular singers like Nat King
Cole. Subsequently, I taped different kinds of music for him in cassette form.
(That was before the time when the CD became popular.) Mr Choy enjoyed the
music very much.

Mr Choy had other interests, though not shared by me.
Once I introduced him to an old accounting client of mine, Mr Al Chen. Mr Chen
was a retired stock broker. Both Mr Choy and Mr Chen were very much
interested in Chinese paintings and Chinese calligraphy, and also Chinese art
work. Very often, they met and exchanged views on their beloved subjects and
occasionally bought art work from one another.
I visited Mr Choy one afternoon. He was just admiring his collection of Chinese
coins. He spent the next two hours showing me his huge collection and
explained to me in detail about the significance and history of the coins from, I
think, the Shang Dynasty onward. Unfortunately, to me, every coin looked more
or less the same – some were square in shape, others round, some with holes,
and so on. He was very enthusiastic in his explanation. I still remember his eyes
glinting when he pointed at a certain coin from a certain century/dynasty and
holding it up for me to scrutinize.
On another occasion when I visited him, Mr Choy was reviewing his collection of
stamps. There were many stories he told me about stamps. He had a whole
collection of the Mao stamps in his collection and he told me it was worth a
fortune. There were also many first-day covers. Of most interest was one type
he showed me where the stamp was defective. I mentioned that it would be
useless and valueless. He corrected me by saying that such stamps, because
they were very rare and were immediately withdrawn from being sold at the post
office, would fetch a lot of money in future.
Mr Choy also showed me his collection of Chinese art curios (goo dung). Among
his pieces were some made during the Chinese Cultural Revolution which just
came to an end a few years ago. I commented that no one would be interested
in collecting anymore, since no one would give a hoot about Mao and his Cultural
Revolution. He corrected me again, saying that time would tell. I’m not sure, at
this moment, how his collection will be valued, but I guess it must be more than
twice the amount he initially paid.
Our common interest was music. I taped many songs and other pieces of
classical/non-classical music for me. At times, I gave him the tapes when we
had lunch/dinner together. At other times, I gave them to him when I visited him.
He would smile warmly and played the tapes and we would listen to the music for
the next one or two hours. Once he asked me whether I could tape a Chinese
piece - 二泉映月 – for him. He said he had been looking for it for decades. At
the time, I had never heard of this classical piece before. It took me quite a while
but finally I got hold of it somewhere. When I gave him the tape, he was overjoyed and we listened to the piece. He listened to it with rapture. Well, for me, it
was quite “something”, like Beethoven’s Hammerklavier Sonata. It took me more
than 20 times to really begin to enjoy either piece.

(Here’s one version from YouTube:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cZT1l5jf7vs )
Another time when I was visiting Mr Choy, he was doing some Chinese
calligraphy himself. I was very impressed by the beautiful Chinese characters he
had written. Mr Choy also mentioned that he took up volunteer work at the
Toronto downtown branch of 孟嘗會. He was going to conduct some classes in
Chinese calligraphy there.
One occasion I never forget was when he invited me to his condo for a breakfast.
Mr Choy seldom cooked, but this time, he prepared French toasts for us. I
watched him expertly mixing the batter and dipping the bread into it. The
resulting toast was delicious.
Every teacher, well, almost every single teacher at WYK, had a nickname. Mr
Choy once told me he never had a nickname from his students. Everyone called
him “Mr Choy” or “Choy Sir” – that’s it. As most of the nicknames for teachers
were not exactly complimentary, that showed how how well Mr Choy was
respected by WYK students. I’ve talked to many of our schoolmates over the
years. So far, I have yet to discover a nickname for Choy Sir.
One day, I received a phone call from Mr Choy. He told me he had to go to the
hospital in downtown for a checkup. There was blood in his urine. After that,
there was some procedure to be done. A few of our schoolmates, including
myself, Jacob Chow, Dr Michael Chan (dentist), and others visited him in the
hospital. He told us he was in pain after the procedure. There was some minor
problem with his prostate.
Eventually, he was out of the hospital and seemed to be recovering fully. For
several years, we had lunches and dinners as before.
One day, when we finished lunch, he told me he had some problem with his
stomach – pain or something, maybe indigestion. At the time, I also had
indigestion problem myself and had been drinking aloe vera juice which helped
me a great deal. So I told him about the wonderful healing aspect of aloe vera
juice. I promised to send him some photocopies of an article about aloe vera
products.
A few days later, before I sent him the photocopies, either he or Si-Moe phoned
me. Choy Sir was in hospital again. In fact, he had been seeing several doctors
for several weeks before. The doctors weren’t able to diagnose what was wrong.
It turned out that Mr Choy had prostate cancer. From then on, he was first in
North York Hospital and eventually he was moved to Sunnybrook Hospital. I
visited him several times. The last time I visited him was at the Hospice Wing of
Sunnybrook. He was asleep then. I talked to the nurse in charge. She

mentioned that Mr Choy was at his last stage of prostate cancer, and all that the
Hospital could do was to ease him in his remaining days. It was very sad for me
when I heard that. Shortly after, Mr Choy awoke. I pretended that everything
was OK and said that he would recover soon.
He said: “You don’t have to do that. I’ve heard what the nurse just told you. I’m
at peace now.”
It was a very poignant moment for me when he said that. To this day, I can still
remember his calm but resigned words.
Several weeks later, Si-Moe phoned me and told me that Mr Choy had just
passed away…
I attended Mr Choy’s funeral service. Many of his past students were there. So
was Mr Ho. (I don’t remember if Mr Tam was there or whether he was in Hong
Kong at the time.)
I miss Choy Sir a lot – a most gentle, kindly teacher and friend.

END

Compiled by Wong Hin-Shing, with the assistance of Yu Fong-ying, March 19, 2012

