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Insanity Check by Aleaa Rae Dominique Alvarez Reyes, YMCA of Hong Kong Christian College
Agile as a panther, she stalked the moonlit corridor, awaiting her prey. Flashbacks streamed
across her mind, making her question her intentions. No, the deed was done. He had sealed his fate.
Her watchful eyes flickered towards a sudden movement on the balcony. Newfound adrenaline
coursed through her entity focusing all her senses into one mode: kill.

Ears pricked and muscles

locked, she leapt over the threshold and onto her trophy, eyes closed. She whipped out her dagger,
slashing at the soft flesh, revealing what was within. With one final blow, she swept the lethal weapon
across the neck. She skilfully stowed the dagger and opened her violet eyes. No! Eyes wide and teeth
bared, she lifted the mangled body, shoved it over the rail and heard the unsatisfactory splash. It was
a decoy; a dummy. She spat into the churning, dark waters below, disgusted.
Slow, mocking claps resounded across the tiled floor. Taunting laughter followed. A voice she
knew only too well.

She deftly spun around dropping on all fours. Her once silvery blonde hair

tumbled past her shoulders. She knew one mistake would be fatal. She waited. A tall, lean figure
stood in the doorway to the bedroom, opening its mouth to speak, deadly humour in its smile.
‘Oh, Nyra. Tsk tsk tsk. That’s not a very nice way to greet your own flesh and blood now, is it?’ His
voice coiled around her like a baleful snake preparing to strike.
Unafraid, she struck back, her voice sounding curt, betrayed. ‘Huh. Your flesh and blood? You
murdered your mother. Our mother.’
Daniel’s expression contorted into disgust and hatred. ‘How can you say that? Don’t you
remember all those years when I was the only one who was there for you? Weren’t we always
supposed to look after each other?
‘I did look after you. You decided to abandon me. I’m no longer naïve, and you are no longer
the half-brother I used to know.’ Nyra’s voice dropped to a whisper as she mentioned the one piece
of information which broke her heart. ‘I trusted you once, and I’m not about to make that mistake
again.’ Daniel clutched at his heart in mock horror and laughed.
‘I see the “change”. What happened to your hair? It used to be the colour of the moon.’ Daniel
played with his own metallic crop. ‘What made you change it? And why brown? It’s ever so common.’
‘It was my choice. Anything that identified me with you had to be got rid of. Anyways, enough of
this. I want what I came for. I’m not leaving without it.’ Her eyes reduced to slits, only revealing her
twinkling pupils. Her rigid muscles tensed beneath her body suit, filling her with surplus energy.
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‘Ahh, yes. Your long sought-after revenge and blah blah blah. Your skills have improved
immensely. You have been well taught.’ He nodded in respect. He sighed. ‘I know you haven’t come
for compliments, so let’s just finish this now, shall we?’ He shrugged off his robe, and flexed his
revealed rippling muscles which gleamed in the moonlight. He fell into a fighting stance, ready to take
on any danger and then gracefully pounced. Anticipating the move, Nyra slid to one side, avoiding the
collision. However, Daniel was much more suited to the area. He curved his back, landing behind his
enemy.
Nyra knew that mere dodge tactics and diversions wouldn’t seal her victory. It would only give
her time she knew she didn’t need. She saw numerous bamboo sticks and bounded towards them
evading Daniel all the while. Sensing her motive, Daniel followed suit, grabbing a slightly sharper
one. For the next few moments, the two adversaries were locked in heavy, full-fledged combat,
neither gaining the upper hand. Then it was all over. Nyra had lost. She lay on the floor, her left arm
dislocated, lying at an impossible angle. She propped herself on her right elbow, her graying gaze
boring into his obsidian eyes. For a split second she saw regret, remorse, but it fled as quickly as it
came. Two words escaped her contused mouth. ‘Do it.’
Daniel’s steely gaze faltered, as if he couldn’t bring himself to complete the task. He warily
brought up the pole, his intentions clear. He plunged the weapon down. His malevolent eyes flashed.
Nyra abruptly took out a hidden pistol and fired once. Twice. Thrice. Daniel staggered back from the
force and glanced down. Three bloody wounds protruded from his toned chest. His eyelids parted
violently and he fell. Three words emitted from his dying throat. ‘You fight dirty.’ The light left his
eyes and his body slumped. Daniel was dead.
Nyra crawled over to the fresh corpse cradling her left arm. She brushed his lifeless hair off his
edged face. She sighed. Another loved one lost to lunacy. Her face was distraught and flogged with
tears. She tilted her head up to the full moon and howled into the long, sorrowful night.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 94
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Wear it, Forever by Kachun Louie, South Island School
I so happened to be wandering down Savile Row when a sign caught my eye. The sign, reading
‘Buy Now. You’ll wear it forever’, was stuck on Ethan Matthews’ tailor shop window. The words on the
sign were simple and clearly written in a neat handwriting, the sort you would expect from a teacher
or Father Christmas. The shop was located at 11 Savile Row, and although it was indistinguishable
in appearance alongside the other shops, I had the feeling that this shop was completely different
to the ones on the street.

It produced in me a warm sensation, much like returning home to a

comforting fire on a stormy night. As I peered through the slightly misted windows, I could see that
the establishment was lit by a single candle, making shadows jump like puppets when commanded.
An unidentifiable sensation started to lure me into the shop, and the temptation to push the door
open grew larger. I allowed my fingers to linger on the doorknocker, ringing the bell that hung there.
In almost no time at all, the tailor himself appeared at the door, beckoning me inside. He spoke in
a very piercing tone, ‘Welcome to Ethan Matthews. We make suits you’ll wear forever.’ His wrinkled
face was so scrunched it was hard to distinguish the eyes, nose and mouth. His hunchback caused him
to droop lower, and I was sure that his face could only see up to my waist. He had a friendly, warm
demeanor, and he poured me a cup of coffee from a small silver coffeepot he had warming nearby.
‘Here for a suit, I suppose?’ The tailor continued in his decrepit tone.
‘Yes, I saw the sign on your window.’
‘Ah, then follow me and we’ll look at some material swatches before we discuss design. Then I
shall take your measurements, if that’s agreeable.’
He guided me with another oil lamp behind a set of scarlet curtains, which led to a concealed
workshop and living quarters. The bed was in the far corner of the room, along with a stove, rocking
chair and a wardrobe. The dressing porch was located right in the middle of the room, while the
tailor’s dummies stood on the left, displaying a variety of designs and patterns for both male and
female suits. The fabric that made up the dummies was so fine and delicate that the textures looked
very real. I assumed they were incredibly expensive. Momentarily I allowed my hand to brush the
fabric of the dummies, which appeared to be suede of the highest standard. I inspected every suit
and pattern, but my eyes never left the old hunchback. He was searching through his workbench for
tools, and placing the tape measure around his neck, as if signaling that he was ready to begin work.
I found my hand returning to the dummies, but just as I was about to touch one of them, the
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old man bellowed, ‘Stop please! That’s fragile, and rather pricey if you don’t mind.’ I spun around in
surprise. He lost his piercing, wizened tone and his voice had suddenly become a great deal deeper
and more self-assured. As I withdrew my hand, I noticed a blue spot marking one of the models,
almost as if a drunken soul had stabbed an ink pen into it merely to create a whimsical atmosphere. I
stood, briefly paralyzed, before I was ushered into the dressing porch.
The tailor had to stand on an elevated platform in order to reach my shoulders. He measured
me and began to wrap pieces of material around my waist, arms and elbows, securing it with special
pins. As he placed the fabric on my shoulders, he stopped and started rummaging through the small
pouch that he wore on his waist to find something. He cursed under his breath and returned to
his workbench. I glanced at the pouch and saw the shining reflection of pins within the bag. I had
absolutely no idea what he had misplaced. Finally, the old man spun around, chuckled to himself, and
started walking forward to one of the dummies.
Then I saw it. A huge silver needle sticking out of its shoulders, inserted at a forty-five degree
angle. The old hunchback jumped and ripped the needle out of the dummy, then came back towards
me. I winced at the sight of that needle, and closed my eyes as he held the fabric that embraced my
shoulders, together in one hand. Then, in a quick swift action, he stabbed the needle into my left
shoulder.
I opened my eyes and stared at the needle that punctured my shoulder at a forty-five degree
angle. I swayed a little and then plunged towards the wooden floor. As my eyelids grew heavy, and
before I closed my eyes for the last time, I saw the old hunchback. This time, though, instead of
looking up, he was looking down at me…

Mr. Nooks, the master tailor for Ethan Matthews, always spent three days and nights preparing
suits for his clients. On the third day, it was completed, and Mr. Nooks fixed it onto his new client,
placing him up on the left of the room along with the beautiful, high-quality suede of his other clients.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 94
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Dreams? by Lee Hok Yin, Sing Yin Secondary School
Mr Dream-maker was a mysterious man who made dreams for us. He was living nowhere, but
also living everywhere. One day, he stopped making dreams somehow. Desiring him to produce
dreams constantly, an aggressive politician, an unscrupulous swindler and a greedy merchant
gathered together and decided to find out where he was.
After some time, the three men found Mr Dream-maker in a graveyard. It was smoky and
gloomy. The air was wet and smelled of something stale. Despite this, they all seemed to be excited.
‘Oh,’ Mr Dream-maker smiled mysteriously, ‘you guys have finally found me.’
‘Man,’ the politician uttered strongly, ‘I need power.’
‘Give me inexhaustible treasure in the dream!’ the merchant exclaimed hopefully.
‘We can make a deal,’ the swindler said crookedly. ‘Give me what I want in the dream, and I will
give you whatever you like.’
They all grinned at the Dream-maker and walked closer, so close that they saw their own
reflections in his big, glazed eyes - their shrunken bodies, wrinkled faces and droopy eyes. Or did
they? It seemed they couldn't really see anything quite clearly.
Sneering at them, Mr Dream-maker said, ‘What makes you think, Gentlemen, that you are
not living a dream… right now?’
Then, with a ‘pop’, he vanished.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 92
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A Perfect Landfill by Li Hong Yin Horace, PLK Centenary Li Shiu Chung Memorial College
It has been a year since Tony, a boy who went hiking with his friends, fell into a hole in Pat Sin
Leng Country Park. This city has changed a lot. People have recovered from the loss of the boy.
Instead, they are celebrating the discovery of a perfect landﬁll.
When Tony disappeared down the hole, the entire city was in panic. Experts from around the
globe rushed in to help rescue him. Sophisticated equipment was used. Yet the boy has never been
found.
The hole, according to the scientists, was of tremendous depth. Even radar signals did not
reﬂect back.
Two weeks later, the Chief Executive of the city astonished the city by proposing to make use of
the hole as a landﬁll. The majority agreed because the city was running out of land to store up the
endless output of domestic waste. Soon, household garbage, toxic chemicals and even radioactive
materials were being dumped into the hole. In a few months, the city became so clean that no one
was able to ﬁnd even a piece of paper on the streets.
People have completely forgotten the loss of the boy.
Just two months ago, the Chief Executive proposed helping nearby cities to solve their landﬁll
problems, at a cost of course. The whole city agreed as this would help solve its unemployment
problem. The hole ﬁnally gives the city a promising future.
Just a week ago, three boys were hiking in Ma On Shan Country Park when a stone from the sky
seriously hurt one of them. All the boys claimed that they had heard a voice from above asking if
there was anyone down there…

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86
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Ghost Bus* by Ho Ying Tong, Ho Yu College and Primary School (Sponsored by Sik Sik Yuen)
A long time ago, in Pui O on Lantau Island, a bus driver and a passenger were on their way to
the airport. While the bus was in motion, the passenger saw someone else on the bus. The driver
wondered who the passenger was talking to. It seemed that only he and one passenger were on the
bus.
According to some Lantau residents, there was an old story: a ghost was known to ride on the
bus and talk to the passengers. After a few minutes, the ghost got off the bus and the driver became
calm and was not worried anymore.

The driver reported this case to the police but the police did

not believe him, because by law, they didn't believe in ‘superstition’.
After a few days, the bus driver decided to resign and look for another job. He promised himself
not to be a bus driver anymore. His experience had been like a nightmare to him. He couldn't sleep
and he couldn't concentrate on his job.
Recently, the bus schedule in Pui O has been changed to an earlier time rather than running
late at night because of the demand by residents.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86

* This story is also entitled ‘Ghost Riding on a Bus’.

64

Mystery, supernatural, ghost stories
Jigsaw Puzzle by Andrew Arcilla, YMCA of Hong Kong Christian College
Note to the reader: this is a re-telling of a well-known urban legend

An old widow lived in a small house at the end of Cradpol Street. It was a small neighbourhood.
Her children were already grown up and had their own families so she lived alone. She was a nice
old lady. People who had just met her would assume that she was very delicate and frail because of
her small build, but anyone who knew her would tell you otherwise. Even though she was almost 80,
she was very energetic and full of life. Everyone enjoyed her company. She was very fond of jigsaw
puzzles. She had a vast collection of puzzles in her basement, some dating back to her childhood.
One summer’s night, she found it hard to sleep so she decided to go down to the basement to
find a jigsaw puzzle. The basement was unusually clean. There was no dust on the floor or cobwebs
on the walls and ceilings. There were no rodents or insects of any kind. The puzzles were on shelves,
arranged by theme. The sight of it would have left anyone, even her, speechless. She was looking
through the puzzles when the telephone rang.
‘Who could be calling at a time like this?’ she asked herself.
She hurried upstairs to discover that the phone had stopped ringing. But before she was able to
go back to the basement, something caught her eye. It was a small brown box sitting alone on the oak
coffee table. Inside the box was a jigsaw puzzle she had never seen before. She was happy to have
found a new puzzle to complete but ignorant of its origin. So she poured herself a hot cup of coffee,
sat down and started working on the puzzle.
She was very curious about what the puzzle would look like. When she completed about half
of the puzzle, she could make out a picture of a woman and a man. As she was putting in the last
few pieces, fear and anxiety took over. It showed a scene of a demented-looking man strangling the
woman to death and the woman looked exactly like her. Not wanting to believe what she had just
seen, she stood up and carefully crept away from the puzzle.
There was a loud crack of thunder. She gasped. All the lights died and everything was silent.
The clattering of the rain overpowered the sound of her breathing. Blackouts were common during
storms. She had no reason to be as terrified as she was. The rain was getting stronger and stronger.
‘Hello?!’ she called out. ‘Is anybody there?!’ Suddenly, a flash of lightning projected a shadow coming
from the window right behind her. She turned around and saw a tall man outside the window staring
at her. His features were unrecognizable in the dark. There was another flash of lightning and she saw
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the man’s twisted smile. He was holding what looked like a crowbar. Before she could scream, the
man swung his weapon and broke the window.
The man jumped on her and put his hands around her throat. She tried to push the man off but
she couldn’t. The man was just too strong. She could feel the blood build up in her head. Her throat
couldn’t take any more pressure. There was a crack and her lifeless body lay on the floor.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86
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Ghost Story by Sum Man Shin, Sacred Heart Canossian College
‘The train is arriving. Please stand behind the yellow line,’ the recording played loudly. Everyone
standing at the railway station seemed to be excited and waited with some impatience for the train.
He was frightened for some reason. That was when he saw her.
She was looking at him from the opposite side of the railway. He recognised her, but what
was she doing here? ‘Come, come and follow me!’ she whispered. He was shivering with fear
and suddenly, strangely, he felt he’d lost control of his own will. The approaching train sped up.
Inexplicably, he jumped down onto the railway tracks. He died.
As soon as the train departed, she walked towards him, the head was separated from his body.
She stared at his dead body with a grin, and touched his face with her cold fingers. ‘You deserved
it, didn’t you?’ she yelled. Then, she took his eyeballs out from his eye sockets and left. Blood oozed
from his eye sockets.
The following day, the principal announced his death. The whole school was shocked and couldn’t
believe their ears. They were curious, why did he commit suicide? ‘It’s unbelievable, so odd! He was
a genius. He actively participated in inter-school competitions and often won the championship. He
was the most talented student I’d ever seen!’ his classroom teachers sighed. ‘He was a nice guy. He
remained humble even though he got good grades!’ his classmates sighed as well. His death soon
became a hot topic among students and teachers.
On a foggy night, three students from the same school decided to go for a stroll in the train
station where he died. It was silent since no one was waiting for the train. The wind was howling.
They couldn’t stop trembling.
‘What do you think about the genius’ death?’ one asked. ‘It’s definitely a tragedy. I really don’t
understand why he killed himself’ another one replied. ‘Would you please stop discussing his death?
I feel as if something is watching us,’ the third student interrupted. ‘Are you scared? Haha, Coward!
Coward!’ the two of them giggled.
They kept laughing, unaware that they were in trouble.

Gradually, the lights started to

dim and someone started shrieking. There was a chill in the air, which made the atmosphere more
frightening. A young lady suddenly appeared from nowhere and patted their shoulders. They were
terrified and speechless. They tried hard to escape but they couldn’t move. The young lady then
pushed them down onto the tracks and they too died.
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‘Why did he die? He died because he was too clever. He won the championship in the violin
competition. Everyone admired him and appreciated him. How about me? I won nothing but was
pushed onto the tracks and died on the same day on which the competition was held!’ she shouted
furiously.
The next day, the police attempted to find the murderer, but they failed to do so.
Are you reading this story on a speeding train just now?

Please see Key Features Index on pg 86
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First Mission by Wong Kin Ming, Jockey Club Government Secondary School
My first mission was to explore the forest. We were a team of ghost-busters. We used magical
powers to terminate ghosts: small ghosts, big ghosts, you name it.
On the night ferry over to the forest, I got up late.

‘Hurry, the captain is already in the forest!’

shouted Sam. Sam and I went into the forest.
In the forest, there were many animals and trees. A ghost clung to an animal. The animal became
ferocious trying to fight it off. It made me nervous. I got more nervous when the captain killed the
animal but missed the ghost.
‘Avoid acting on your own. You should be alert,’ commanded the captain.
‘Yes, Sir.’ I replied, walking ahead in the forest. I knew I was able to kill a small ghost because I’ve
got magical powers.
The captain, Sam and I went deep into the forest. We came across a clearing, which was like the
scene in a spooky fairytale. In front of us was a ghost shaped like a tree. We attacked the ghost but
the ghost was too big. Sam and I got hurt. Suddenly, we were able to switch on and use our amazing
powers. We eventually exterminated the big ghost and many others but we’d lost our way in the
forest.
Then, there was an explosion and the way was clear. The captain, Sam and I found our way out of
the forest. What a miracle!

Please see Key Features Index on pg 90
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Time-losing Chat Room by Lin Ching Kit, Our Lady's College
Mary surfed the internet in the morning. She had a date with her boyfriend that night so she was
looking for a good restaurant. While she was searching, a chat room caught her attention.
Prediction for you!
Free of charge!
One minute's chat - One month of your life deducted!
Mary was bored so she joined the chat room. A line of words appeared, ‘Starting to calculate’.
Mary typed, ‘How can you prove that you can predict the future?’
‘Your mother will fall down within three seconds.’
‘My God!’ Mary's mother screamed. Mary went out to see what had happened. Her mother had
fallen down.
Mary realised the chat room was strange and she wanted to close the window. But a line of
words appeared again. ‘If you close the chat room, you will be very sorry!’
Mary was scared now, and she was nervous about the potential loss of time from her life. She
asked how long she would live. The reply was, ‘80 years’.
Mary asked what the next prediction was. ‘Your boyfriend will call you in a minute. He will ask
you for money. Don't give it to him! He will give it all to another girl - his real girlfriend.’
Mary didn't believe it. A moment later, her phone rang. It was her boyfriend. ‘Mary, I beg you. I
need some money. It's urgent!’
Words appeared, ‘Am I right? Now, call your best friend, Ann and ask her where she is. But, hide
your phone number.’
Mary called Ann. A man answered the phone. The man was her boyfriend. Mary was angry and
she cut off the line before he could speak.
Mary went to the date with her boyfriend. It was eleven at night. After dinner, it was twelve
forty-nine. She asked, ‘Do you really need money? Who for? Your real girlfriend?’ Her boyfriend
replied, ‘You know? How?’ Mary said, ‘That means it is true?’ The boy admitted, ‘Yes! I only really
want money from you.’
Mary was angry. She stood up and stabbed him then ran out of the room.
After a few minutes, she died.
She had forgotten to close the window of the time-losing chat room.
Please see Key Features Index on pg 92
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