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 He looked down anxiously at the small scale squeaking under him - 234 pounds. He wouldn't let 

this distract him for the coming few days. Nor would he let the 'incident' ruin his mood. He never 

knew that he was so good at it until now. He and his secret were a rough diamond. It only needed 

some touching up to be perfect. He was still very worried and sad, and hoped that she would make it. 

But he'd shown those bullies who he really was. And he would show Steven too.

 He looked at the punch bag that had once hung firmly in front of him. It was pretty badly broken 

now. He imagined himself in the arena, and the crowd around him. Then he imagined Steven in front 

of him. His arm was a great big hammer made of thick metal, and Steven was a loose nail that needed 

to be fixed. The beating would be incredible. He smiled at the thought of that happening, but quickly 

shook his head. The match was soon. She needed him. And the 200,000 dollar prize.

 ‘I don't care if you're doing this for me and my problem! You’d better show them that you are The 

Big Blob. Take Steven down hard. Not just for me. For all the people who are pushed around in this 

world. Make him run away like a little baby,’ she shouted over the roar of the crowd in the arena. 

 Her eyes and mouth twitched in pain has she put too much pressure on her bruised face. This 

angered him. They would pay for what they did to her. Steven would pay. He would win. He’d had 

enough of the tormenting days he had gone through and the sick jokes about his weight. He would 

prove that he was worth something. Tonight.

 

 ‘Give me your purse! Now!’ Steven growled. ‘We don't want this to turn into something ugly 

right?’ 

 ‘Go away! You will never get the ring. Back off, or I'm calling the police!’ She shouted, tears of fear 

and desperation filled her eyes, but she mustered all her courage.

 ‘You asked for it.’ Steven glared at her, almost as though he was scared to do it. He looked at his 

gang. ‘Make sure she doesn't walk for a long time. Don't do anything else, got it?’

 Steven ran away, leaving his gang in the garden. They didn't know who was coming to get them. If 

they had, they would have run away with Steven.

 

Adventure, suspense
A Good Brother by Matthew Lu, The Independent Schools Foundation Academy
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 He had been mad at himself for not helping her before they hurt her legs. But he had his chance 

at revenge and at helping his sister. As he put on his gloves and his tooth brace, he smiled at her. She 

smiled back, waving in encouragement. Then he ran out into the deafening cheers and shouts of the 

fans and the blinding lights of the arena.

  His eyes slowly fluttered open, and all he saw was a blur. His face was soaking wet, and so 

was most of his flabby body. Another found memory revisited. He remembered that night so well. 

But they all said the gears in his head were broken but he thought that it was a fair fight. They said 

he was bad for beating Steven and his gang, and that there was no 'big fight', just Steven bullying him 

and Kate. They were the crazy ones. Not him.

 ‘Hurry up; you're going to be late again! Did you have twelve plates of chicken wings again last 

night? Come on! The bus is coming. Get up and get ready! We're leaving for the new compound. You 

will actually have a new straight jacket and a white cushioned room. Don't be scared, the guards 

are much nicer there. Quickly now,’ the Warden was getting impatient. She always had to have the 

burden of protecting him. She was all he had.

 He jolted up at the sound of her call, eyes still blurry and his face still wet. He felt the springs 

in his cheap mattress squeal as if begging for help under his immense weight. As if life wasn't hard 

enough. He looked out at the burst of red and orange through the metal barred window. It was a 

beautiful flame dancing in the sky. He smiled. At least he had the sun to look forward to.
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 In tandem with the chime of the school bell, as accurate as ever, a throng of youngsters surged 

out of the portal of Brettingham Country Day School.   They were wearing their usual impassive 

expressions as they were looking for their parents in the schoolyard.  

  Watching the children at a distance, Mr Brown spoke in a confident tone, ‘You’re right, Smith, 

with the supernatural power assessment completed, they sure can focus on their studies in the 

summer break.’

 ‘Absolutely.’ The other man adjusted his glasses on his aquiline nose. ‘And if your daughter is a 

clairvoyant like you, you could give her some piloting tips.’

 ‘Right, see you, Smith,’ Mr Brown backslapped him and waved at a dainty blonde girl, probably 

around 12, who was brushing a few loose tendrils of hair out of her face.  ‘Over here, Lizzy!’

 Before long, Lizzy was home in her cosy room.  Up to this point, two questions had been 

ricocheting in her head like bullets - why on earth was I the only one who didn’t get a report card 

for the assessment? They never make mistakes… and something just doesn’t feel right. Normally, 

something weird like this would make me uncomfortable. But now, the gut-gnawing sensation is 

gone, I’m left like a hollow rotting tree trunk.

  Lizzy squatted and reached under her bed, took out a crimson hardback furtively, on which 

‘Elizabeth’s Diary’ had been engraved.  Once settled in bed, she began scribbling on a new page:

14th July, 1980  Today, we were given various physical and psychological 

tests. What troubles me is I couldn’t pass any of them, so I consulted an 

official individually. We…

 Hmm… what did we discuss? Lizzy mused skeptically, barely recalling how the official claimed 

that this chitchat would help them (the officials) identify her power, which was emotions. Then her 

mind went blank.

 She looked out of the window. Dusk was hushed and still. Beyond the garden, the street was 

empty as the town was constantly under curfew. Without warning, Lizzy caught a glimpse of someone 

out of the corner of her eye, lurking in her garden.  She let out a muted gasp, pulled the curtains shut 

frantically, and leaned against them. 

 Was that person in a black outfit her imagination? No one was allowed to wear black, only white 

garments were available in stores! Suddenly, she retrieved the memory of a person wearing black… 

she knew who that was.

Adventure, suspense
Extract from Wherever Freedom Lives by Lau Ming Yi Gabrielle, St Paul's Co-educational College
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 Lizzy was making her way downstairs the next morning when she was greeted by a familiar 

monotone. Mr Brown gestured the opposite seat subtly. ‘Okay, please take a seat.’ She fidgeted 

though she had anticipated this showdown. Mr Brown inspected the windows in case someone was 

snooping or eavesdropping.

 ‘Father, is this about something I did… besides schoolwork?’ 

 ‘No, it isn’t!’ Mr Brown furrowed his eyebrows, startled. ‘What have you done?’ She guessed and 

apologised for keeping a diary.

 ‘Really? What if they know? The consequences are unbearable… but anyway, it doesn’t matter 

now. We have something of top priority to discuss,’ Mr Brown cleared his throat. This was totally 

beyond anything Lizzy could have expected.  She leaned forward attentively.

 ‘I am a gifted clairvoyant, aren’t I? I’ve seen them trailing you,’ he fell to a whisper, ‘the people in 

black.’

 ‘They are the officials of the government, aren’t they? Were they checking up on me for the 

report card? I know that they’re responsible for all matters in society.  I once saw them conferring 

with the principal, perhaps about how the school was operating.’

 ‘Yes, but no. It must be something correlated to the assessment. Things have changed since then, 

like you’ve lost those unique facial expressions, those “emotions”.’

 Lizzy nodded to prompt him, at the same time, she considered the events that had happened 

recently, silently praying for no more impending disasters.

 Mr Brown enunciated slowly, ‘You are in danger; they’re trying to kill you.’ These words 

hammered Lizzy. She was speechless.  It was impossible to fathom all the grim tidings. ‘Listen, you 

must escape tonight;’ Mr Brown announced, ‘there’s no time to lose.’

 That evening, once Lizzy left home, she scurried into the shadow of an elm to hide. But it was 

already too late. A queer and mysterious siren blared. Lizzy squinted to see a small dot getting larger 

and larger.  It was a police car pulling up.  She was sure they were inside. 

 She scampered to the back of her neighbour’s house.  She kept still like a statue. The deafening 

noise stopped abruptly, and silence fell upon the night.  There was neither talking nor footsteps.  Her 

heart raced.

End of extract

Please see Key Features Index on pg 93
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 On the night of 15th November 1917, a British Soldier, Andrew West, was lost on the western 

front. He had lost contact with his battalion. He was tired and cold. Then he saw a beam of light and 

heard some laughter coming from somewhere close by. It came from a few small houses in front of 

him. He went to one of the houses and knocked on the door hoping that it wouldn’t be the Germans.

 Eventually, a soldier opened the door, luckily, a British soldier too. The soldier beckoned Andrew 

to come in. There were about a thousand of them sitting around camp fires. Andrew looked at one 

of the soldier’s shoulders; the word 39 battalion was printed on it. Surprisingly, the clothes were full 

of bullet holes. Andrew had dinner and talked with the soldiers of the 39th battalion. They were very 

polite, but they refused to tell him their names saying that that was a matter of security. So Andrew 

exchanged helmets with one of them and gave them his cigarettes as a gift.

 Next morning, Andrew got up early; he left a letter addressed to the 39th battalion before he 

made his way out of the house.  

 After finding his team, Andrew told his commander about the meeting. Surprisingly, his 

commander looked shocked. He said, ‘the 39th battalion is long gone! They were wiped out to the last 

man in 1915. There were no survivors in the battalion.’ The commander then pulled out a document 

that showed that the 39th battalion was wiped out in 1915.

 Andrew West felt sick. He went back to the place where the 39th battalion were the previous 

night. Then, to his horror, he saw hundreds of skeletons scattered across the ground. They had been 

killed by heavy machine gunfire.

 What Andrew saw next made him feel faint.  One of the skeletons was wearing Andrew’s 

helmet. In the skeleton’s hand was the letter Andrew had written.

Adventure, suspense
Friendly Comrades by Alex Leung, Wong Shiu Chi Secondary School

Please see Key Features Index on pg 85
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 It had been a week since they had ‘disappeared’. They had been locked up in a cell with only him 

for company. Winter was beginning. The icy cold was setting in. But even as they endured the bitter 

chill, their hope still burned strong.

 The Smiths had really been enjoying the country fair. Jim Smith watched happily as Sarah and 

their daughter Kate sat on the merry-go-round. He looked up adoringly at them, and could see that 

their golden blonde hair sparkled in the moonlight. But as the merry-go-round was about to come to 

an end, gunfire filled the air. The crowd around him panicked and chaos took hold. In the midst of the 

confusion, Mr Smith caught sight of the merry-go-round. The seats where his wife and daughter sat 

were empty.

 ‘Kate! Sarah!’ Mr Smith shouted desperately. He looked around the panicking crowd but saw 

nothing. Then out of the corner of his eye he saw something. A car swerved out of the entrance to 

the fair. In it, sat a man and two gagged girls one in a red hat with the letters WF emblazoned on it. 

Fear. 

 Immediately, Jim sprung into action, and cheetah-fast, he bolted toward the entrance. But his 

efforts were in vain; the car was long gone by then. Despite this, he got in his car and put up a chase, 

hoping for the best; preparing for the worst.

 A week had passed since the kidnapping. Jim had tried everything: the police, friends and family, 

but there were no results. The searches that they had conducted were ineffective and fruitless. Now, 

he was filled with despair. But just as it seemed that there was no hope, he got a call. ‘Mr Smith,’ said 

the deep dull voice, ‘Send two million dollars to this account by 4 o’clock today: 1456-936.  Oh yeah, 

and if I do not receive the payment or you get the cops to trace this call and account, let's just say you 

will never see your family again.’ The line went dead.

 Mr Smith looked at his watch: one thirty. He needed to talk to someone. He got in his car, drove 

and swerved into an apartment block driveway.  He went to the first floor. He knocked on the door 

of apartment 1F. The door swung open. ‘Hey, Bro! How are you holding up?’ his brother, John, asked 

worriedly.

 ‘Alright, thanks John. Listen I need to talk to you about... the abduction.’ Mr Smith asked 

anxiously.

 ‘Sure. Anything. Shoot.’

Adventure, suspense
Kidnapped! by Mark Lu, The Independent Schools Foundation Academy
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 ‘Well the kidnapper has made contact with me; he wants two million in his account by four 

o'clock today. What should I do? I mean I don't even know if he'll even let them go after I pay. I don't 

even know if this guy is really the kidnapper.’

 ‘Jim, take a deep breath and calm down. I think what you should do right now is pay. I mean, 

what else can you do?’

  Jim thought about this for a moment and decided, ‘OK, I’ll pay the guy.’ Mr Smith walked 

through the room to the bedroom. He listened to the phone ringing beep beep, walking back and 

forth in the room, waiting anxiously. Every second felt like forever to him. Just as the line was about 

to go dead Jim saw it lying there, the red hat with the letters WF on it, exactly the same as the one in 

the abduction. 

 ‘Jim, you alright?’ his brother asked.

 ‘Uh, yeah... could I park my car in your garage? I think I’m going to be here for a while.’ He held 

up his phone. ‘I got no answer.’

 John hesitated for a moment, ‘There… is… a bad smell in the garage from the new paint. Why 

don't I do that for you? In the meantime, you can keep calling the guy.’

 ‘Sure, thanks John.’ Jim tried to keep his voice calm as he forced out the words.

 ‘Great, I'll go right now.’ Jim watched his brother as he held the phone up to his ear, pretending 

to call the kidnapper. Once John was far enough from the apartment, Jim quickly picked up a fruit 

knife from the kitchen and crept up silently to the garage, where he saw them - the girls - being 

moved into John's van. 

 A surge of rage came through Jim. He sprinted towards his brother and tackled him to the 

ground. ‘How could you! I trusted you!’

 ‘You are watching the 6 o’clock news report. A local man, Jim Smith, was found in a garage of an 

apartment building, where he allegedly saved his wife and daughter from their kidnapper, John Smith, 

who was the brother of the rescuer. Authorities say that the kidnapper has been apprehended and 

the family is now safe.’

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86
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 He slipped his hand into his newest victim’s jacket,  poached the wallet from the pocket, and 

then slid it into his own. With a sneer of satisfaction, he continued to walk along the pavement into a 

crowd.   Like a fish in water, he slid through them and like a shark, he scanned around the crowd 

for his next prey. He then saw a posy businessman clad in a fine cotton suit and black leather shoes 

which matched his briefcase. He knew these types. They always kept their wallet in their coat pocket 

on the left. It was a simple plan and was straight out of the handbook.

 When the man began to move, he quickly traversed the crowd and then bumped into him. He 

then fell dramatically, face first into the pavement. ‘Hey! Watch it, you fool’ said the disgruntled man. 

Sorry, sorry!’ he responded as he picked himself up from the floor. ‘Yeah, you better be,’ and without 

a glance, the man continued to walk briskly. The pickpocket then took out his prize and opened it 

to see its contents. The sight gave him a rush of immense happiness as his latest victim’s wallet’s 

contents were a treasure trove.

 After this last conquest, he hailed a bus. Once aboard, he hoped to examine his misbegotten 

gains but unfortunately all the seats were already taken. He grabbed a handrail and placed his prize 

into his back pocket. When the bus stopped for another passenger, a girl who was speaking into her 

phone had gotten up from her seat and bumped into him. ‘Sorry, my bad,’ she said. ‘It’s alright,’ he 

responded. 

 She slid past him and the other passengers and got off the bus. With a smirk he sat where the girl 

had been sitting and for some reason, when he sat he could no longer feel the wallet he had placed 

there just a few moments before. He stood up and slid his hand into his back pocket to find it empty. 

With horror and disbelief, he pushed his way to the nearest window and saw the girl who had just got 

off. As the bus drove off, he saw her smiling to herself holding the wallet he had taken earlier. 

 Beaten at his own game.

Adventure, suspense
The Pickpocket by Kyle Calvin Villagorda Salen, YMCA of Hong Kong Christian College

Please see Key Features Index on pg 93 ‘My bad’ is current slang for ‘it’s my fault / my mistake’.
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Adventure, suspense
Bobo’s Adventure* by Jiao Jing Yi, Jockey Club Government Secondary School 

  One day, I was watching TV at home. Suddenly the doorbell rang. I opened the door and saw my 

friend, Alan. He was holding a dog. He asked me for a favour. He wanted me to help him take care of 

his dog Bobo for a day. 

 I played a ball game with the dog. I threw him a ball and he brought it back to me. After playing 

throw-and-retrieve several times, I threw the ball again, and this time it hit Bobo’s head.  The dog fell 

down. Suddenly, I was scared because he was not moving. I took Bobo to the vet clinic. But Bobo had 

died and I was sad. 

 After Bobo died, he met God. God asked Bobo, ‘Do you want to go back home?’ the dog 

answered, ‘Yes, I do.’ 

 Then, a light brought Bobo back home. I felt very happy and surprised. 

* This story is also entitled ‘An Adventure of Bobo’.Please see Key Features Index on pg 94
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  Jack was a policeman. He was tall and strong. He was thirty-five years old. Samie and Jammy 

were Jack's friends. Samie was beautiful and skinny while Jammy was fat and strong. They were in the 

police force, too.

 They set off to a house where nobody lived. They went there to look for a missing person. By 

morning, they had reached the house. While they were entering the house, the floor split open 

revealing a big hole underneath.

 Jack and Samie quickly grasped the side of the hole saving themselves from falling, but Jammy 

didn’t. He fell. Later, Jack and Samie found Jammy down the hole. They found the missing person, but 

to their astonishment, they also came face-to-face with a big monster.

 Jack used a gun to shoot the monster and save them. They all ran out of the house, but the 

monster was scared of the sun and could not go out. 

 In the end, because of the protection of the sunlight, they escaped from the big house.

Adventure, suspense
Narrow Escape by Tung Long Yin Rolly, Fortress Hill Methodist Secondary School

Please see Key Features Index on pg 94
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Theme:
Myths, legends, fantasy, technology



 

  Giffie was a child of a leopard father and a horse mother so he had colour patches and four 

long legs. One day, he was bored so he wanted to go out to play. Before he left, his parents warned 

him, ‘Don’t go to the grassland near the river. There are lots of hunters!’  But Giffie had had enough of 

staying close to the den. He wanted to explore. He wanted to try out the juicy grass along the bank.

 The grass along the bank tasted so fresh and juicy that Giffie had a triple helping! While he was 

grazing, there was a sudden loud bang. A hunter had discovered him! Then the hunter kept shooting 

at Giffie. Giffie ran around at high speed dodging the shots.

 All of a sudden, Giffie went up, up, up in the air! Someone was trying to save Giffie from the 

hunter. It was Artemis - the goddess of wild animals. She pulled Giffie up towards the sky. But as 

the two reached the height of the tallest Cypress tree, an unexpected thing happened: Giffie’s neck 

stretched because he was too heavy!

 ‘Ow! My neck; my neck! No!’ Giffie screeched. His neck became longer and longer!

 Artemis was shocked. She released Giffie immediately. Giffie’s neck stopped stretching when his 

legs reached the ground. Not knowing what to do Artemis apologised and left feeling guilty. 

 Giffie’s 6-foot neck scared the hunter away. His parents were shocked when he returned, and 

with his stretched neck, he could no longer live inside the den. From then on, Giffie stayed in the 

meadow. 

  To this day, his children are still the tallest animals on earth. They call themselves giraffes.

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
The Stretched Neck by Chu Lok Lam Jennifer, Sacred Heart Canossian College
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    Since long ago, Tsuna, a nice, fun-loving sea monster, has lived in the sea. Though he has a kind 

heart, he has quite an unpleasant look: he has a face and a neck that looks like a giraffe. He has fins 

instead of limbs: hard, dry scales all over his body, just like a snake, and a big tail that can make huge 

waves in one single swipe.

 One day, Tsuna said to himself, ‘What a boring day! Let me get out of the sea and have some fun 

on dry land.’

    Tsuna rose to the surface of the sea. He saw land and found the coast to be a beautiful place. 

He loved the trees, the clear blue sky, the seagulls… He was enjoying all these things when suddenly 

some fishermen walked towards him.

 ‘Come and play with me,’ Tsuna said to the fishermen.

 ‘What an ugly and weird creature,’ bellowed one of the fishermen. 

 ‘It wouldn’t be very tasty even if we killed it and cooked it,’ said another. 

 ‘Let’s kill it anyway. If we can’t eat it, we can use it as bait for our fish,’ said a third fisherman 

cruelly. The others agreed. So the fishermen laughed and picked up some stones from the beach and 

started to throw them at Tsuna.

 Tsuna was hurt. Blood flowed out and covered his body. His heart was hurt too. How could these 

people be so cruel to a friendly stranger? He was extremely sad and he dived back into the sea.

    Tsuna wept. He became so upset because of those mean creatures living on land that he thought 

he should no longer be kind. He swept his big tail forcefully from side to side and created huge, tall 

waves that roared as they crashed onto land, destroying everything in their path.

  People have called these huge waves ‘tsunami’ ever since.  

    Every time Tsuna thinks about his bitter experience, he causes huge waves to crash onto land. 

That is why we get tsunamis now and then.

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
The Huge, Tall Waves by Lin Nga Ting Vivian, Sacred Heart Canossian College

Please see Key Features Index on pg 94
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 Starting from the day that I knew how to listen, the story of The Three Little Pigs was well and 

truly in my mind.  But did you know that there was a fourth little pig?

 The writer of The Three Little Pigs decided to write the story because he was passing the mother 

pig's door when the mother pig was giving birth to her piglets. In fact, the mother pig gave birth to 

four little pigs. But one of the little pigs was born mute: he couldn’t speak. For some reason, the 

writer felt this was shameful and that’s the reason he didn't include the fourth little pig in the story.

 That day, after the three little pigs left, the mute little pig actually felt bored and followed them. 

He saw the whole thing from the building part to the part where the wolf disappears in the woods. 

 Actually the wolf didn't disappear at all.

 What happened was that he came across the fourth little pig. He was supposed to eat the fourth 

little pig, but the mute pig didn't respond or seem to be scared of the wolf. 

 The wolf was very curious about this and questioned the little pig. The little pig then took a 

few pieces of paper and wrote out his sad story for the wolf. He told the wolf that, from the day he 

was born, he was the weakest one. ‘There's no point to living.’  He had never tried to live by himself 

without his Mom.

  After the wolf read the pig's story, he decided to bring the little pig to his home, where they 

started to plant vegetables together. 

 Of course, like the other stories, they lived happily ever after.

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
The Fourth Little Pig by Yung Sze Hang Samara, United Christian College (Kowloon East)

Please see Key Features Index on pg 88
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 Everyone has their favourite short story. Today I will tell you a new and great story. Are you ready?

 

 Once upon a time, there was a kingdom called Far Far Away. There was a handsome prince called 

John, who had always wanted to find a girl who loved him for himself, not just because he was rich. 

The king was very worried because the prince still hadn’t found his true love by the time his son was 

20 years old. 

  'My dearest son, why don't you travel the world to find your true love?' said the king.

 'What about you, Father? I am so scared that you will become ill when I leave you,' said the 

prince. 

 'Don't worry about me. I will be just fine,' said the king. A few days later, the prince finally started 

his trip.

 When Prince John arrived at the village in a country not far from his own, he stayed at a hotel 

with a restaurant. The people there were very nice. 'Maybe I can find my true love here,' thought the 

prince. Unfortunately, the good time didn't last for too long.  People started to hear that a prince was 

in town. Women walked by the restaurant in the hotel stopping to admire the handsome prince. This 

annoyed the prince so he paid for his dinner and left the restaurant.

 Prince John reached the next city called the Kingdom of the Watermelon. He thought, 'I have to 

go to visit the king here. Father requested me to do so.' So he went to the castle and the first person 

he saw was a beautiful servant. 

  'She looks so pretty,' thought the prince.

 'King, there is a young man who says he is the prince of Far Far Away and wants to see you,' said 

the soldier of the castle.

 'Prince John has come to visit me? Well, what are you waiting for? Send him in, quickly!' said the 

king happily. 

 'Finally my perfect future son-in-law, John has come to see me!' said the king loudly. His voice 

reached the ears of the prince. 

 The prince hated the Princess of Watermelon, Elizabeth. He thought she was very annoying so he 

started to run away.  However, when he turned round to run, he saw the beautiful servant standing 

before him. 

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
The Prince and the Servant* by Li Yuk Ching Alex, King Ling College
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 'What is your name?' asked the prince.

 'I am... l am... Christy,' answered the girl in a shy voice. 

 'Well Christy, do you want to marry me? I will take you back to my country?' asked John in a 

gentle voice. 

 'Ye... yes,' answered Christy.

 So, John took Christy back to his country and they married. Before the wedding, John said to 

Christy, 'I promise, I will never make you feel lonely or sad.' When Christy heard that, her face turned 

red, just like an apple. 

 Of course, they went on to live happily ever after.

 

 What a good love story, my dearest readers! Do you like this story? I hope you’ve enjoyed it!

Please see Key Features Index on pg 90 * This story is also entitled ‘A Prince Falls in Love with a Servant’.
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 Once upon a time, there was a legend about a dragon and a little boy called Ben, who lived in a 

village.

 In the past, there was a dragon family living under a huge hill. They loved to destroy farms and 

houses. They also loved to eat beef. They ordered each house to give them one cow; otherwise, they 

would burn down their village, farms and houses with their fire-breath.

 People were very worried about them. Cows were very important to their livelihood, but they 

had no choice but to follow the dragons’ orders.

 A hundred years later, the baby dragon's father and mother died, and only the baby dragon 

survived. So, all the people moved to other villages that were far away from the village at that time. 

Slowly, the village became desolate.

 Yet another hundred years later, many people still knew the story of the dragon.

 One day, a little boy, Ben, went to the grassland near the hill to shepherd sheep. He walked a 

while and came to a river.

 The dragon, hiding in a cave nearby, heard someone walking near him. He flew in front of Ben 

roaring, ‘You are my meal!’ Ben was not scared as he knew that the dragon couldn't survive in water, 

and there was a river right in front of him.

 When the dragon opened his mouth, Ben cried ‘Wait! Do you miss your parents? They are in the 

river.’ 

 Dragon wondered and said, ‘I don't believe it! I can't live in the water.’  ‘Yes, but your parents 

can,’ Ben said. 

 The dragon, being still young, was gullible enough to believe his parents were actually in the 

river. He looked at his inverted reflection in the water, and felt like crying. Then, the dragon jumped 

into the river never to be seen again.

  After that, Ben became the hero of this old legend and everyone admired him.

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
Ben and the Dragon by Ng Ka Yi, King Ling College

Please see Key Features Index on pg 88
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 From the start, George Keller knew he was going to be a pilot, but he never would have guessed 

that he would end his life in the cockpit of his dreams. Yet, there he was, clinging onto his seat for 

dear life and hoping for the best, while sweat trickled down his face. If George could have seen this 

image as a kid, he would have been put off being a pilot for good.

 ‘We welcome you all aboard this American Airlines flight,’ boomed a loud voice. Billy took his 

finger out of his nose, and sat down next to his mother to listen. 

 ‘This is your captain George Keller speaking. We will be departing for Texas shortly.’ Billy buckled 

his seatbelt as he anxiously waited for take off. He had been on a lot of flights before, but this time, 

Billy's stomach was a blob of jelly as the plane lurched forward.

 Billy peered out the window. He saw the long runway, stretching out before him like a road to 

heaven. Billy heard the engines revving up. He immediately lay back in his seat. Before Billy realized, 

the plane was off. He felt his whole body being pulled back onto his seat like a giant vacuum cleaner. 

The plane gathered speed, and the front wheels slowly lifted off the ground. It went up for a while, 

and then it flew flat. A screen folded down from the ceiling two rows in front of Billy. The text on it 

read: ‘Altitude 30,000 feet’ Billy shuddered. He looked out the window. Just clouds. 

 Billy lay in his seat for a while, and pondered about what he was going to do next. Then he 

remembered. Billy reached into his pocket, and felt something smooth and hard. He found it. He 

quickly pulled it out. It was the new PSP game he had got for Christmas. Billy flicked on the power 

switch: Disaster!

 In a flash, the lights flickered out and the engine stopped. The plane started to go slower and 

slower. Billy also felt the plane going down. With large eyes, he took a glance at the screen. ‘29,800’, 

‘29,700’. 

 Billy watched in horror as he saw the numbers decreasing in front of his own eyes.  He looked 

to his mother for comfort, but she was even more petrified than him. Her calm hopeful face was all 

gone. Her eyes seemed to bulge out of her head, and her teeth were clenched together. Her arms 

were wrapped around the chair arms like vines and her red face gave her an even more crazed look. 

 Billy felt sorry for his mother and wondered if he looked the same. Billy reached over to comfort 

his mother, but no words came out. He turned back. It was then that he saw the altitude on the 

screen above him. It read, ‘19,400’. Billy looked down. He saw the PSP game in his hand. There were 
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two words in big, thick, font across it. ‘What could they mean?’ Billy wondered to himself.

 ‘Plane Navigation? How is a nine-year-old boy supposed to know about plane navigation?’ 

 Billy stared back at the screen. ‘Well’, he thought, ‘since I am already falling to my death on an 

aeroplane, it couldn't hurt to press some buttons to see what happens.’ 

 He pressed the first three buttons he saw. Almost immediately, the gas masks dropped from the 

ceiling and an alarm sounded, and the engine and lights turned back on again. 

 But this was no time to celebrate. The plane was pointing down, so the engines propelled it even 

faster down towards the Earth. It was dropping so fast, Billy started to rise out of his seat. 

 Billy needed to think fast. He did not dare to look at the altitude. A brilliant idea suddenly sprung 

into Billy's head. To a nine-year-old child, it was common sense. 

 He pressed the button with an arrow pointing up on the PSP. The nose of the plane slowly tilted 

up, and the plane was flying straight again. 

 ‘We're saved!’ yelled Billy's mother and as she shouted, she stretched out her arms in 

celebration, knocking the PSP out of Billy's hand. 

 The effect was immediate. 

 The plane violently swerved left, then right, as if it were trying to shake something off it. Then, 

it dipped down and went spiralling down to the ground. Billy wondered if he would ever live to see 

another day. 

 That was the last thought that ever crossed his mind.

 ‘A crashed American Airlines plane has been found in Arizona. Luckily, it crashed in Lake Havasu, 

sparing the lives of many. There are 89 confirmed alive and 23 confirmed dead of the 194 people 

onboard. Rescue teams are still looking for survivors. If you have any more information, call us at the 

following number: 3127 6712.’

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86



50

 In 2010, there was an American, Alan, who was a science teacher at a college. He was very smart. 

After he had invented a lot of things, he acquired the nickname, ‘Legend’. He was famous all over the 

world. 

 One day, Alan thought of a plan and wanted to ask his lover, Linda, to get married. He bought a 

diamond ring and took Linda to a beautiful beach that night. 

 Alan took the diamond ring out of his pocket and told Linda how much he loved her. Suddenly, 

a thief appeared out of nowhere and pointed his gun at Linda and wanted to take the ring. However, 

Linda refused to give it to the thief. Then, the thief shot her dead and stole the ring.

 Alan was inconsolable following Linda’s unexpected death. He was so grief-stricken that he 

started to concentrate on inventing a time machine because he wanted to turn back time and save 

Linda’s life. After half a year, Alan’s dream came true. He had successfully invented a time machine. 

He didn’t tell anybody. He operated the time machine immediately. 

 He travelled back to the day before Linda died. He was on a date with Linda on a crowded street. 

However, while Linda was crossing the road, a lorry crashed into her. Linda also died this time.

 Alan simply couldn’t understand why he could not save Linda’s life. The next time, Alan used the 

time machine to travel, not to the past, but to the future. He arrived in the year 2042.

 Alan rushed to a library to search for information about time machines, but he could not find any 

time machine inventions. In fact, he had never told anybody about his time machine. He decided to 

stay a few days to find the explanation.

 Alan met a young lady, Flora, in a coffee shop the following day. The young lady was nice and 

they became friends in a short time. He told Flora his story. Flora explained, ‘If your lover, Linda, had 

not died, you would not have invented your time machine. And we would not have met.’

 A week later, Alan was still living in 2042 because he knew he had fallen in love with Flora. She 

returned his feelings and they decided to return to 2010 to live together.

 In 2010, they got married and had a son, Jason. Twenty years later, Alan and Flora died in a traffic 

accident.

 A few days after the accident, Jason was in a secret basement under his father’s laboratory 

when he discovered the time machine. He read the instructions and operated the machine. Then, 

he travelled back to the day before his parents had died. He tried to save their lives but he didn’t 
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succeed. In fact, they died, but in a different way. Jason wanted to find out the truth about their 

deaths and the reason why he could not save them. So, he travelled to the future, to the year 2042. 

  Jason ran into ‘young’ Alan and ‘young’ Flora, who were his parents to-be. He told them he 

was their son and wanted to save their lives. Flora responded, ‘Your experiences and your father’s are 

the same. If we had not died, you would not have found the time machine. Nor would I be talking to 

you right now.’ After listening to her explanation, Jason cried and asked, ‘Can I live with you? I can’t 

live without you!’ Flora replied firmly, ‘No, because we must return to 2010 and give birth to you. If 

not, you will disappear.’

 Finally, Jason travelled back to 2030 and lived alone until in 2042, he met a man and woman 

called Alan and Flora. 

Please see Key Features Index on pg 88
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 Due to the rapid development of artificial intelligence, robots in the future have become more 

and more clever. They can do many things and have their own emotional feelings just like human 

beings. But is it a good thing or not? Maybe one day in the future, it will happen like this...

 'Hooray! I have finally made a breakthrough!' the great professor, Dr Kirsten cries as he wipes the 

sweat from his forehead. 

 'This will be the most intelligent robot we have! It will be a great achievement in the mechanical 

world!' he shouts excitedly. 

 'This robot can remember all the things he knows. He feels happiness and sadness - just like 

human beings! '

  The robot, whose name is Patrick, lives with the professor. Dr Kirsten tells him to clean the 

house, do all the housework and sometimes help to work in the robot factory. At first, Patrick enjoys 

his work and does his work well. However, as the professor gets more and more lazy, he begins to 

rely on Patrick the robot. Patrick has more and more work to do. Patrick eventually begins to hate his 

work. He wants to relax every day, but Dr Kirsten always gives him work to do. 

 One day, when Patrick is cleaning the factory, he hears applause coming from a room. This room 

is a special room. Dr Kirsten never lets Patrick go into it. Patrick is curious so he hides behind the door 

and listens. The first voice is Dr Kirsten's. 

 'We've been waiting for this moment for a long time! We'll produce more and more intelligent 

robots to improve people's lives!' he shouts. Then, after the professor's lecture, everyone starts their 

work. 

 Patrick has no interest in the procedure. He feels sleepy and finally falls asleep. He wakes up 

when he hears the sound of cheering voices. He takes a peek inside the room. He is surprised that a 

robot that looks almost the same as him is standing in front of the professor! 

 The professor realizes that making these intelligent robots will be a great business so he and his 

workers set up a big factory and sell these robots. 

 Year after year, the intelligent robots become an increasingly popular product. Almost every 

family has a robot. People rely on robots. They consider them as maids. The people become lazy. 

Robots do everything for them. Patrick can't abide that. Even his master, Dr Kirsten, just lies in bed 

and tells Patrick to do everything for him.

Myths, legends, fantasy, technology
Extract from Robots and Humans by Kwok Hiu Nam, NTHYK Yuen Long District Secondary School



53

 One day, when all the people are enjoying their relaxing holiday, Patrick informs all his fellow 

robots to join him in a secret mission. They want to let other people realize the importance of robots 

and to respect robots. 

 The next day, when Dr Kirsten is lounging in his chair, he shouts, 'Patrick! Give me a cup of 

coffee!’ However, there is no response. He shouts again, in a louder voice, 'Patrick! A cup of coffee! 

Hey! Can you hear me?' No response again. 

 The professor gets angry. At first, he does not want to move. But after waiting for about half an 

hour and still with no coffee appearing, he is furious.

 He finally stands up and walks slowly to the living room. Then he becomes even more furious. He 

sees Patrick sitting comfortably on the sofa watching TV. 

 'Can you hear me! I said I want a cup of coffee!' the professor yells angrily at Patrick. But Patrick 

replies coolly, 'You may get it yourself!' Dr Kirsten is furious but he can't say any words.

 After that, he notices that Patrick is acting very strangely. Patrick refuses to do anything for the 

professor if it is not necessary. This is totally different because, in the past, Patrick had always obeyed 

all orders. Dr Kirsten suddenly has to do everything himself. At first, he cannot adjust to the sudden 

change of routine. However, after a few days, the professor can do his own work and no longer 

completely relies on Patrick the robot.

 He realises that he should take responsibility for some of his work. He starts to work in his 

factory again. He receives a lot of complaints from his customers about the intelligent robots. They 

say that all their robots stopped working for them a few days earlier and they have to do their work 

on their own. If these things had happened one week ago, the professor may have become furious 

and would have interrogated Patrick. But, after a short talk with Patrick two days ago, the professor 

now just grins and says, ‘They were not created to be workers and maids; they are our friends!’

End of extract
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 ‘Aha,’ Peter the mouse said to his mouse friends, ‘I finished the construction of the tunnel 

yesterday! From now on, when the foolish cat tries to catch us, we can use it to escape outdoors.’

 ‘You’re so clever!’ said Ryan, another mouse. ‘We don’t need to find a place to hide! ... Wait… 

Listen… It’s time to use it… The foolish monster is coming! Run!’

 They turned around and around. ‘How much time do we need to run through this spectacular 

tunnel?’ Donald asked. 

 ‘We just need a little bit more time. You see? This is the exit. EX… IT… Where is it? Why is there 

a trap in front of us? Good heavens! How can it be…? ’ Peter screamed. A dark shadow was cast over 

them.

 ‘My friends,’ the enormous cat who was sitting in front of their exit said, ‘You are overconfident. 

I’m not foolish. Since the first day you started to build this tunnel, I have been keeping my eye on you. 

The tunnel is not for you to flee. It leads you to, aha, Hell…’ 

 ‘…Help!’ Peter cried

 The cat poured water into the tunnel and instead of escaping, the mice drowned.
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 One day, I came across an alien. I was worried. I ran away, but he followed me. I ran home, but 

he reached the house first. I was very scared. 

 He said,   ‘My spaceship is broken. I need to repair it. I need your help!’ Then I calmed down, 

and I said ‘OK, I will help you. But what can I do for you?’ He said ‘I need to borrow a screwdriver.’

 So, I went and bought a screwdriver for him. 

 In exchange, he gave me a watch and said, ‘You can call me with this watch. I want to play a 

space game with you. It will be fun.’

 Then he got into the spaceship and disappeared. Now I still have the watch with me but… I don't 

know how to use it.
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 One day, when I went home after school I discovered something sleeping on my bed. I walked 

round the bed to discover what it was. It wasn't an animal but an alien! It was small and cute. I did 

not know where it had come from. 

 He told me that he had come from Mars and had lost his ship. I kept him in my room and gave 

him food. I was afraid that my parents would notice and send him back, so I decided not to tell them 

about the alien at all.

 That night, I played with him after I had finished my homework and he seemed to like playing TV 

games very much. We played the whole night.

 Not long after my unusual friend had arrived, my father came into my room and discovered that 

I had been hiding an alien in our home.  I thought my father would get mad and scold me, but he 

didn't. He found it interesting and all three of us played together.

 The alien doesn’t just play games though. Recently, two robbers broke into my house when there 

was only the alien about. He quickly called the police and they caught the two robbers. 

 Now, we are still living happily together, alien and me.
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