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Theme:
Hybrid or fusion stories



 It was faeries today. They were playing hide-and-seek in a lush green meadow. One of the faeries 

was doing the countdown. ‘Three, two, one. Ready or not here I come!’ she yelled. I saw Penny hiding 

behind a big boulder giggling to herself. She probably thought it was the best hiding place in the 

world. I always loved Penny’s laughter. It was like the tinkling of bells, so innocent and sweet.

 Too bad it had to end.

     With a practised hand, I swiped through the dream and watched as it scattered into wispy 

tendrils of smoke. I quickly wafted the dream into my Dream Jar, tightly closed the lid, and fled, 

giving Penny one last look before I climbed down from her window; she looked peaceful. No memory 

whatsoever of the monster who kept taking her dreams for his own selfish entertainment. I mumbled 

my silent apologies and then fled into the sanctuary of the night.

        I woke with a start. Something was wrong; I could feel it. I distinctly remembered having a dream 

last night, when, out of nowhere, a blue hand seemed to have grabbed hold of the very edges of my 

dream and somehow managed to take it away because I couldn’t recall any more of my dream after 

that. 

       A face also floated around my mind, although the image was blurred. I assumed it was the owner 

of the hand because his face was also blue. He had pointed ears and his eyes, oh, his eyes: the only 

clear feature on his face. They were the lightest of blue; almost white. They were the most haunting 

pair of eyes I’d ever seen. Suddenly, his description sounded familiar to me. Didn’t Wanda the Witch 

used to tell me stories about blue people who appeared in dreams? But that was just a story, wasn’t 

it?

 After having breakfast, I quickly headed into the streets of Luxomon to find Wanda. Luxomon 

wasn’t a big place. In fact, it was quite small; it was only a little dot on the map of Hylonia. People 

mostly just came to the town to trade because Luxomon didn’t have much to offer. It mainly 

consisted of farming and few little shops that sold livestock. The rest were houses.

 Wanda lived all the way at the far edge of town in a Tibetan-style tent. Wanda the Witch, as she 

liked to be called, was considered, quite simply, insane. Every once in a while, people on the street 

would catch her laughing or talking to herself. If you tried conversing with her, she would either 

ignore you or answer back five minutes later with something completely unrelated to the topic. She 

was an old woman who wore exotic cloaks and was never seen without at least five rings adorning 
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her fingers, but I liked her. She was odd, yes, but that’s what made her unique. She told the best 

stories; at least, I thought they were stories up until now.

 I climbed up the hill to Wanda’s tent, called her name and a raspy voice replied, ‘Enter.’ I went 

inside and was greeted by the scent of old books and tea. I spotted Wanda crouched over a book, 

reading by candlelight because the tent was quite dim. She closed the book and turned to face me. ‘Ah, 

Penny, nice to see you again. In need of another book?’ she crooned.

 ‘It’s good to see you, too, Wanda, but I didn’t come for a book today. I wanted to ask you about a 

story you once told me… Something about blue people?’ I inquired.

 Wanda’s eyes twinkled. ‘Ah, so you were paying attention. What do you want to know?’ I looked 

around the room once, even though I knew no one else was around.

 ‘Last night I had a dream, but I… I… I… think someone… stole it. I remembered small fragments 

of it before a blue hand seemed to snatch it away. After that I caught a faint image of a blue creature 

with pointed ears and startling eyes.’

   Wanda didn’t speak for a several minutes. I began to wonder if she’d even heard me at all when 

she said in a grave tone, ‘Inchuanta.’ 

   Thinking I’d misheard I said, ‘Sorry?’

  ‘Inchuanta,’ she repeated, getting up; ‘Dream Thieves’ 

 She went and took out a thick dusty book from her many shelves, laid it on her desk and 

motioned me over. ‘They come from an old Hylonian legend. They used to be on friendly terms with 

humans and at one time, even helped us as witch doctors.’ She turned the pages of the book and 

there appeared graphic images of people’s heads being cut open.

   ‘But now no more. Humans cut ties with them when the Dream Thieves no longer kept to 

their word. They specialised, mainly, in dementia. The Dream Thieves often extracted dreams from 

suffering victims and magicked them back to health. They never shared how they cured their patients, 

however, because although Dream Thieves volunteered to help when the time called, they were 

jealous and secretive creatures who kept their secrets amongst themselves.’

End of extract
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 Life in St. Andrew’s Boarding School for the Troubled Young is hard. There are a lot of nerds for 

bullies to bully, a lot of awful students for teachers to yell at and a lot of guys for the principal to drop 

back or expel. To survive in this Hades, you must let everyone know who the boss is, by bullying.

  My name’s Silena Higgens. My attitude stinks and I fail in a lot of things. Before I knew 

the BIG secret, I used to hang out with all these bullies. Each day, I would be running around and 

tormenting other kids. There were a lot of easy targets for me to pick on, but the person I used to 

make fun of EVERY DAY was this guy called Morpheus Black.

 Before I continue, you need to know who Morpheus (or Morphy or MB — that’s how I call him) 

Black is. He is what we call a nerd. He would be found talking to himself in the hallways, mumbling 

about monsters and vampires like he had just played World of War Craft on his laptop.

 We found all MB’s behaviour pretty annoying, but he was just as irritating in class. The teachers 

actually adored him!  Mr Mull, the Math teacher, would ask Morpheus really difficult algebra formulas 

and he would answer them correctly without hesitation. Mrs Pandent, the English Literature teacher, 

would tell him to name all of Geoffrey Chaucer’s long poems and he would name them all fluently.  

Mr Whiz, the Chemistry teacher, would ask him to mix a couple of chemicals and, well, you get the 

picture.

       Because of Morpheus’ weird behaviour and ‘special’ gifts in studying, he became a natural target 

for bullies.

 One day, I found MB standing in the hallway talking about monsters, as usual. I said to him, ‘Hey, 

Morphy, why don’t you shut that stupid mouth of yours. It’s attracting the monsters.’

 Morpheus didn’t seem to mind or give any response, so I walked away, laughing.

 ‘You shouldn’t say that to him,’ said Mary Massachusetts when I told her what just happened. 

Mary was my best friend and she was part of my bullying gang, but recently she told us that she 

wanted to stop tormenting people. This was kind of odd for me because we used to have lots of fun 

bullying other kids.

 ‘Why are you saying this?’ I asked her, ‘I thought you hated him.’

 Mary frowned. ‘I… uh… used to dislike him.’

 Suddenly, a thought buzzed into my mind. ‘You LIKE him!’ I exclaimed, and I laughed so hard that 

people started to stare at me.
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 Mary blushed, but she quickly recovered herself, ‘Only time will tell.’ She walked back to her 

dormitory with me skipping behind her singing ‘Morphy and Mary’re sitting on a tree.’ The following 

few days, I made Mary one of my bullying targets.

 But the next week, something dreadful happened.

 It happened at midnight, after I humiliated her that evening by telling everybody that she was 

in love with MB. One minute she was asleep in her bed, the next she was dead.  When the police 

investigated the case, they found that the dormitory had been ransacked completely. A table had 

been smashed to nothing but splinters, the bed was torn in half, the bookshelves were ripped to 

pieces and the wallpaper was torn. In the middle of the room lay Mary, eyes open in fear, with her 

mouth wide open. There were no bullet holes, no knife wounds and no blood on the body. Only her 

neck was broken, like she had been strangled.

 The only suspect was Jessica Bled who was Mary’s roommate. She claimed that she was not at 

the scene when the murder happened, but the police didn’t believe that a teenage student would not 

be in bed by midnight. She was arrested shortly after being interviewed by the police.

 Mary’s friends and family members came to her funeral, and so did I.  A few members of my 

bullying gang were there too, but I was the one who cried the most.  When the funeral ended, 

everybody left except me.  I just stared at the grave. No, this cannot be real, I thought.  I had laughed 

at her, humiliated her and even made fun of her.  She had been my best friend since kindergarten, 

and I broke the friendship on her last day.  It was hard to bear, and tears started to well up in my eyes.

 ‘She was a pretty nice girl.’

 I turned at the newcomer, and frowned.

 ‘What are you doing here, Morphy?’

End of extract

Please see Key Features Index on pg 89
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 Ever since Yumi and Junn met, they have been inseparable. Junn was a caring young man, while 

Yumi was the most beautiful girl in the village. Everyone thought they were perfect for each other… 

 everyone except Junn’s younger sister, Mina, who had always thought there was something 

strange and unsettling about Yumi.

 Each year the villagers would celebrate the Full Moon Festival with a huge feast. This year, Mina 

was asked to go into the forest to gather berries for dessert.

 She hopped and sang with joy on her way until she spotted a familiar figure. It did not take long 

for her to realize that it was Yumi. She immediately hid behind a bush.

 Yumi was standing by the lake glaring at the full moon. Mina shifted closer to get a better 

glimpse. By the reflection of the water, Mina saw Yumi with something in her hand.  Mina tried to 

move closer when she accidentally stepped on a branch.  Yumi was startled and dropped the object. 

 Immediately, Mina leapt towards the object on the ground. To her surprise, it was slimy and 

bloody. She dropped it in shock.  When she was about to look up, she saw Yumi’s reflection in the 

water. Yumi was slowly approaching her with nine shiny white tails sticking out of her bloody dress. 

Never trust what you see.
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 At midnight, Francis embarked on his final mission to catch his target as he usually would. The 

target was named Raymond. 

 But this time, he felt a bit nervous and there was sweat on his forehead.

 At first, he followed Raymond through the long, dark, quiet streets. But Raymond was smart and 

discovered Francis. So he quickly ran away. Then Francis chased him.

 When Francis turned a corner, Raymond wanted to shoot him. But Francis was clever. He dodged 

the bullet and took out his gun to shoot at Raymond’s chest. Raymond fell down and almost died. But 

Raymond used his remaining energy to shoot Francis.

 ‘Bang!’ 

 Francis fell down and went into a coma.

 While Francis was in a coma, he saw that he was quarrelling with his girlfriend, Alice, like in a 

film.

 That day, when Francis went out, he had left a secret file on the desk. Unfortunately, Alice 

discovered it and went through it. She found out everything. When Francis went back home and 

wanted to take back the file, Alice spoke to him angrily.

  ‘Why are you deceiving me? You bad guy! You spy!’ Alice shouted.

 ‘I don’t want to lie to you but…’ Francis stammered.

 ‘I won’t let you do the mission. It’s too dangerous!’ Alice said with some determination.

 ‘The mission is very important. I must finish it,’ Francis objected.

 Then Alice snatched the file and threw it hard at the wall.

 ‘I’ll resign from the job after I finish this mission,’ Francis promised.  But immediately he was 

quietly questioning if he could do it.

 ‘Don’t deceive me again!’ Alice warned.

 Francis opened his eyes as he heard the sound of crying. The worried face of Alice appeared to 

him. She looked tired, as if she hadn’t slept for a few days. Alice discovered that Francis had woken up 

from his coma. She felt extremely happy. She quickly went to find the doctor.

 After the check-up, Francis asked, ’Where am I?’

 ‘You are in hospital,’ Alice answered.

 Francis didn’t say anything.

Hybrid or fusion stories
Final Mission by Shek Cheuk Fung, Sing Yin Secondary School





78

 ‘You are very lucky you weren’t killed,’ Alice said gently.

 Francis was silent again.

 ‘Promise me. Resign from your job after you recover,’ Alice said in a grave tone.

 Francis thought for a long time and finally nodded. Alice hugged him as she smiled.

 At midnight, Garcia started his mission to catch his target. This time, the target was named 

Francis.

Please see Key Features Index on pg 91
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 Nobody gave her a second glance as her mother took her in the direction of the rising sun. 

Commuters filled the streets running more out of habit than of necessity. She wondered where 

she was going. She’d only been outside once before. The first time, she was taken to a monstrous 

building, and stayed there for some time (she could not tell how long). It could not be the same 

building again as that was where she’d set off from this time.

 She desperately wanted to wipe the dripping sweat off her forehead, but was unable to because 

her mother’s grip was too tight. Then she realised she was not sweating:  her forehead was 

covered with her mother’s tears. She recognised them. She’d seen them shed when she saw her 

parents shouting at each other in some incomprehensible language.

 After what felt like an eternity, her mother’s grip loosened. When she was placed gently next to 

a stinking gutter, she cried loudly to match her mother’s grim expression. She raised her voice further 

when her mother turned to leave.

 The sun was falling when a man dressed in black picked her up gently, blindfolded her and walked 

away from the sunset.
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    Darkness fell and enveloped the town. Everyone was dreaming sweetly except Sam; he couldn’t 

sleep but spent the night tossing and turning. He was dredging up memories from the depths of his 

mind.

    One year ago, while Sam was studying at university, he had a friend who lived in Beijing. 

Everyone called her Mary.  Mary was strange. She didn’t have a phone. Sam had asked her why, 

but she only said, ‘There was no need to have a phone at home. Writing letters is just fine.’ Sam was 

curious and thought, ‘She lives in the big city; the conditions are quite good. Why doesn’t she install 

a phone at home?’ Although he was sure she was keeping something back from him, he wasn’t brave 

enough to ask her.

    Since that summer vacation, she had become very apathetic and unwilling to meet people. Every 

day and night, she just locked herself in a room, playing a CD from a dusty box again and again. While 

she was listening, she would cry pathetically or was on the verge of tears.

    Sam and his friends really wanted to get their hands on the CD and know why, but no matter how 

much they asked, she stubbornly refused to give it to them. Once, they sneaked the CD out when 

she was out of the room and played it immediately. But after a long time, they still couldn’t hear any 

sound. They were all baffled.

    Just as they decided to leave her room, a faint noise suddenly came from the CD. They 

immediately huddled together and strained their ears to catch what was playing. But they could only 

hear, ‘Dau… Daughter… Dad… Dad… is proud of… of… you…’ The voice was full of emotion. And the 

room had a tangible air of sadness about it.

 On the way home, Sam and his friends all wore puzzled looks. They really wanted to know what 

had happened. Unexpectedly, they saw Mary walking along the road. But to their surprise, she 

couldn’t see them! She was slouching and pacing along the road with a vacant look. At that time, 

Sam and his friends were all unable to suppress their curiosity so they asked, ‘Mary, Ma… Mary… 

are you okay?’ She abruptly raised her head. ‘Sorry, what did you say?’ she said. ‘Are you okay?’ Sam 

repeated. ‘Umm… yes, I am well. ‘She spoke slowly, in a state of preoccupation. Then, she burst into 

tears and stormed off.  A sudden silence fell.

 Sam and his friends were helpless. They stood still and did nothing. They were wondering, ‘what’s 

wrong with Mary? Why did she suddenly start crying? Is she trying to hide some truth about her 
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past? They found the whole thing perplexing. While Sam was watching Mary’s retreating figure, he 

suddenly had a great idea, ‘Yes! Why don’t we go to her home? Maybe we will find the answer there! 

‘Hey, that’s an idea!’ his friends shouted. Then, after having dinner, they gathered outside her home.

    Later, under cover of darkness, they crept into her home, trying not to make a sound. When they 

arrived, there was a deathly hush. They found the place empty.

    ‘Hey, you guys, do you know where Mary is?’ Sam whispered. They gazed around, but still 

couldn’t see where Mary was. ‘Where did she go?’ Sam murmured. ‘Don’t waste time! Let’s see if 

there are any clues,’ his friend said testily. Then, they moved softly upstairs. All they could hear was 

the sound of heavy breathing.

 They walked down the corridors with measured steps. But the pit-a-pat of feet eerily along the 

dark corridors was quite horrible. Finally, they came to the bedroom. They opened the door quietly 

and walked in. But there was nobody there. Then, they shone the flashlights around the room and 

carried out a thorough search still not finding a thing. 

 Suddenly, a cold draught of air blew in from the open window and a ghostly shape moved around 

in the dark. ‘Ghosts-s-s-s!’ they screamed, and shivered. A thrill of alarm ran through them. They were 

so scared that they dropped the flashlights on the floor and ran off. The room suddenly plunged into 

total darkness and felt cold.

 ‘Why are you here?’ said a deep voice behind them.

End of extract
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  ‘Hey! That bush is giving out some light! Can you see that? Maybe there is something behind 

it!’ I said. However, my friend didn’t give any response and walked away, but I was curious so I left her 

and walked very slowly to the bush. 

 I found nothing behind the bush and I felt blue. ‘Hey! Girl! I’m here!’ I heard some sound and I 

could feel that someone was lurking behind the tree. I checked it out and found, to my astonishment, 

that the famous cartoon character, Doraemon, was under the tree and I could hardly see him because 

he was so small. While I was wondering why Doraemon was so small, he climbed up to my shoulder. 

He spoke very loudly and said, ‘I accidentally turned on my Shrinking Torch and I became this small. 

Could you please help me to return to my original size?’ I felt shocked. Finally, I helped him and he 

said he could do me a favour in return. 

 I took not more than one second to think what Doraemon could help me with. ‘Please help my 

boyfriend become taller!’ I shouted out. Doraemon asked me why and I didn’t explain, but he was 

kind enough to help me. He took out his ‘Be Taller Machine’ for me and my boyfriend became taller. 

My boyfriend was a stocky guy. He was so handsome but I just couldn’t admit that he was as short as 

a dwarf! At that time, I thought if he could be much taller, we would be perfect, but I didn’t imagine 

that a lot of girls would develop a crush on him.

 For the first few days, I felt very proud of my boyfriend because no one could take their eyes off 

us. I finally introduced him to my best friend. Very soon, I found that he was calling me less and less 

often, and I could feel that he didn’t love me anymore. The most gruelling thing was that he and my 

best friend became a couple!

 However, it was easy to get over because what I learnt was that we should be satisfied with what 

we’ve got.

Hybrid or fusion stories
Meeting Doraemon by Yau Lok Tsui Astrid, Leung Shek Chee College

Please see Key Features Index on pg 91



83

      This story is about an ordinary person who was selected by God. The character of the story is 

named X. A few months ago, X went through a few matters that changed his way of thinking. He now 

thinks people are selfish in this world so he wants to change the world.

      X usually goes to bed at 11.00pm. One night, something special happened. He dreamt of God! 

God said to X, ‘Hello, I am God. I can control the world but I am going to retire. You are selected to 

become the next God!’ 

 X felt surprised because he was able to talk to God. Then X asked God, ‘What should I do? How 

can I do that?’ God answered, ‘You need to think about this for yourself.’

      The next day, X started to look for other people who had also been selected. Meanwhile, he 

thought he must solve some big problems like global warming and light pollution. He did not find 

anyone who had been chosen by God but people around him helped him a lot. 

      Later, he returned home and he found a magic door in his room. As he walked through the magic 

door, he started to feel dizzy. When he regained consciousness, he found himself in the middle of a 

battleground. He was very confused when he stood face-to-face with a Japanese samurai. 

 The samurai's name was Luffy. X thought Luffy might help him but Luffy thought that X was his 

enemy so he refused to talk to X. Luffy was surrounded by his enemies and X saved him. Luffy started 

to listen to X’s ideas. Luffy agreed that ‘the people in this world are selfish’, and suddenly both of 

them came back to the normal world where X used to live.

 On the way to becoming God, his friends didn’t believe he had gone to Japan and met a Japanese 

samurai. He lost his friends as they thought X was a liar.

  What happened next? Well, I don’t know either as X hasn’t yet become God.
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 The bell rang. Everyone left their classrooms to enjoy recess. While Kay and Ann sat having their 

tasty sandwiches, they saw a flying object suddenly appear in the sky. 

 ‘Is it a UFO?’ asked Kay.

 ‘Don’t be crazy. That’s impossible!’ answered Ann.

 Suddenly, there was a loud bang! The flying saucer had landed in front of them. They were 

shocked. 

 ‘It’s a practical joke, right?’ said Ann.

 The flying saucer started to sway. Then the door opened. An alien walked out. Kay screamed and 

hugged Ann. The alien had two antennae and his eyes were very big. He walked towards them. They 

were so frozen with fear that they dropped their sandwiches on the floor. 

  ‘Take me to your principal’ commanded the alien. 

 A few minutes later, they arrived at the principal’s room. The alien entered impolitely. The 

principal was scared to death when she saw the alien. The two girls stood at the door so as to 

eavesdrop on the conversation between the alien and the principal. 

 They discovered that their principal was an alien from Mars, and who arrived on Earth one 

hundred years ago. Before she left, she stole a bottle of liquid medicine from Mars. The alien had 

taken one hundred years to get through the ozone layer of the Earth and take revenge for this theft.

 ‘I came to get my liquid medicine back!’ the alien shouted. 

 ‘I won’t give it to you because this liquid can keep my appearance beautiful. Ha ha ha!’

  ‘Mars is in danger. Only the liquid medicine can save our planet!’ the alien explained.

 Outside in the corridor, students and teachers had started to gather in order to hear what was 

being said behind the closed door. 

  ‘Life on Mars is nearly extinct. Please give it to me!’ the alien requested sincerely. 

 Suddenly, the principal’s face became blurred and her body started to disappear. 

 ‘It’s amazing!’ Ann said. 

 ‘I guess the liquid medicine will destroy people if they drink it, but the liquid can save my Mars,’ 

the alien said. 

 He took the liquid medicine to Mars. And our principal disappeared forever all because of her 

selfishness and vanity. 
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