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My Best Teacher
I remember my French teacher from middle school in the USA as my best language teacher ever. In my memory, she was very enthusiastic, friendly and romantic. When I think of a French woman, I naturally recall her face, and the image of France I have is always romantic because of her. Despite the fact that I had studied French in the USA for only 1 year, I had no difficulties at all during the French classes I took in Korea afterwards. She was my favorite teacher back then, and French was certainly my favorite subject. I still remember some of the videos and images she showed us during classes. I guess her teaching was very powerful.
She was a very good explainer, a friendly involver and also an inspiring enabler to the students. She explained things in a very organized and interesting way so I never found it boring. Her way of speaking was also very inspiring and romantic, always using a lot of expression and body language, so listening to her lecture was always fun. I remember she liked showing us French movies and talk about the characters altogether and then play role-games based on the characters from the movie. I do not recall the class having a lot of homework but I do remember that we were allowed to make a choice to do some work in our preferred ways. I remember I drew a lot for homework.
She used mostly traditional techniques of teaching. She loved to explain things only by speech and images, especially for the first few months of class, but it always had been very inspiring and fun so I liked the way she made us understand things. There were points that she was a modern-style teacher though, because she liked us to be involved in the class often and especially at the end of the year we had many group activities.

She seemed to understand the Input Hypothesis because she used very simple vocabulary with lots of body language and images in the beginning of the year, considering the students’ level was a true beginner. She constantly spoke very basic French most of the time for the first few months and did not make much correction of what we said. She often asked questions to students in French, but usually the questions were very simple, and she enjoyed listening to our stories even if the answer was imperfect, in terms of grammar. Moreover, she always tried to give students motivation, trying to figure out what we were most interested in at the moment, and make interesting topics of the day so we could enjoy the content, not realizing that we are actually learning the language. I remember she always said that we are all doing a good job and there is no need to be afraid that we might be wrong.

She had been a wonderful teacher to me. I remember sending her cards and letters even after coming back to Korea for some time. And I also remember receiving a delightful postcard back from her once, with full of encouragement and appreciation. I am sad that I have not been able to contact her after a time of period I came back. But I think she might remember me. She used to express all her affection for my French name every time she called me, which she had given it to me herself. It was Etoile, which means ‘star’ in French. It came from my English name Stella, which originates from the word ‘star’. I hope I could become a star to many students, lighting up their way, inspiring and encouraging them. I would like to be an enabler as a teacher, and I hope my students find their own ways relying on the help of a little light from their star, me.   
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