
NETworking: Using Poetry in the English Classroom 

59 

The poems included in this anthology were all submitted by 
students, NETs and local English teachers for either this 
publication or for the Hong Kong Budding Poets (English) 
Award (2005-6). Thanks to everyone who submitted poems. 
Apologies to those poets whose work we could not publish. 
Please be assured that this was because of space rather 
than the quality of the submitted work. Poems included on 
the CD - Readings of Selected Poems are marked with the 
following symbol: 

CD # 
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My Bro’s Weapon 
 
My bro picked up his lethal device 
I knew he wasn’t going to be nice 
I tried to escape, but in vain 
His gadget gave me tremendous pain. 
 
I yelled for help, but my voice was drowned 
By his machine’s monstrous sound 
I don’t know what harm this will bring 
I already feel my poor ears ring. 
 
I wished and hoped that help would come 
And then it did, in the form of Mom 
She roared over the noise, “STOP THAT DIN!!” 
Defeated, my bro put down his violin. 
 

Wendy Chan, Diocesan Girls’ School 

Ode to the Fallen in Iraq 
 
Amidst the roaring thunder, 
Under terror’s cold black eye 
Is not the night torn asunder, 
Rife with countless mournful sighs? 
 
The mournful weep for life’s bitter stings 
Know only their own pain and hate 
Blind to the puppeteer’s merry strings 
That from above determine their fate. 
 
Conquered they lie, defeated, 
Overcome by war’s true horror: 
The enemy they see reflected 
In eye of comrade and brother. 
 
In mankind’s darkest hour, 
With no hope of regaining light 
When spirits are faint and brave souls cower, 
Who will save us from the night? 
 

Therese Tsui, Diocesan Girls’ School 

CD11 
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The Witch and the Little Boy 

 
October’s end has come tonight, 

With yellow moon and pumpkin lights, 
And children who’ve come from east and west - 

In Halloween costumes they are dressed. 
 

For the children, the night is fun, 
But that’s not so for everyone. 

Halloween is a dangerous night - 
For there is one who’ll give you fright. 

 
There is a witch, with her old black hat 

And broken teeth and big black cat, 
And danger in the words she’ll say -  

“Will you come with me today?” 
 

Don’t go! Don’t go! The witch, she lies - 
You cannot trust those dark, dark eyes. 

If you go, you’ll never return - 
In her fire you’ll surely burn! 

 
Along the streets, in the park, 

She’ll search the places that are dark, 
Looking for children - fat or thinner - 
To take them home … for her dinner. 

 
She carries a bag of colourful sweets 

To give to children as a treat. 
She smiles at the young ones as she tries 

To trick them with her big fat lies. 
 

“You are so cute, like no other. 
Are you alone?  Where’s your mother? 
What?  Not here?  That can’t be nice. 

You’re so cute, so cute,” she says twice. 
 

After she has slowly spoken, 
She smiles with teeth that are broken. 

In her black eyes there is a fire 
That shows to all that she’s a liar. 

 
But one young boy, alone is he, 
Standing under a big black tree - 

With no brother or sister, alone he cries. 
Will he believe the witch’s lies? 

 
“Poor little boy, come with me, 
Away from this big lonely tree, 

And I will show you wonderful things; 
We’ll laugh and dance and play and sing.” 
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The boy at first is not sure. 
The witch, she says, “I’ll tell you more. 

The place that I will take you to 
Has lots of games and things to do.” 

 
Her heart was cold and very black. 

Don’t go little boy!  You’ll not come back! 
But he was too young and did not know 
That with a witch you should never go. 

 
Through the park and along the street, 

He followed her with his little feet. 
All around was the cold, black night; 

Slowly, together, they walked out of sight. 
 

Into the forest, up hill and down, 
Silently they walked, away from the town. 
“Are you lost?” the boy asked with a sigh. 

“I think I am,” came the witch’s reply. 
 

“Good!” said the boy. “No one’s about. 
No one will hear you when you shout.” 
“What do you mean by that?” she said. 
The boy replied, “Soon you’ll be dead.” 

 
Before the witch could run or fly, 

The little boy caught her with his eye. 
His right eye grew … and grew … and grew - 

It was large and round and red and blue. 
 

His eye was like a rock on fire. 
“Black witch, you listen. I am no liar. 

Your end has come this Halloween night. 
From now all children will be all right - 

 
Safe from you for all time - 

No longer afraid of your deadly crimes. 
Witch, be gone! I Order you! 

You must do what I tell you to.” 
 

His eye burned bright, like the sun. 
It burned the witch. His job was done. 

Into the earth she disappeared - 
Never again would she be feared. 

 
The little boy walked back into town. 

He was met by others who gathered round. 
“Where have you been? We thought you were dead!” 

“I’ve been for a walk,” is all he said. 
 

Stuart Mead, NET, Chong Gene Hang College 

CD13 
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At school I learn … 
 
At school I learn … 
Maths by solving equations, 
History by asking questions. 
Chinese by memorizing paragraphs, 
Economics by drawing graphs. 
Science by observing objects, 
And many other interesting subjects. 
 
At school I learn … 
To be polite to others, 
And listen to our mothers. 
To take up responsibilities, 
And proper use of our abilities. 
Not to tell lies, 
And follow the rules if you’re wise. 
           
      Janice Liu, Diocesan Girls’ School 

 

At school I learn … 
 
At school I learn: the basic stuff 
       English and Economics, 
              Home E. and History, 
                     Putonghua and Physics, 
                            Chinese and Chemistry. 
 
At school I learn: 
       To pounce and play, 
              To run and rejoice, 
                     To observe and obey. 
 
At school I learn: 
       Fear and Faithfulness, 
              Hope and honesty, 
                     Gratefulness and goodness, 
                            Discipline and dignity. 
 
At school I learn: 
       Explosions and silly equations, 
              Poisons and unwanted poems, 
                     Boring cubism and brutal wars, 
                            Confusing numbers and eruptions. 
 
At school I learn: 
       To mock and moan, 
              To shout and stray, 
                     To gossip and groan, 
                            To bully and betray. 
 
At school I learn: 
       Lies and laziness, 
              Cowardice and cruelty, 
                     Arrogance and aggressiveness, 
                            Disrespect and Disloyalty. 
 
When you look at it on the outside, 
Seems good, really. 
But this is only one side of the picture, 
Unless you look carefully, 
Then you will see what is the real truth. 
 

Erica Chan, Diocesan Girls’ School 
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Purple Violet 
 

That purple violet 
Was Mum’s favourite flower. 
She watered it every day, 
Tried to make it big and tall. 
 

That purple violet 
Was a twinkling star 
Shining, scintillating and rare 
Nobody wanted to hurt it. 
 

That purple violet 
It bloomed gloriously in spring 
Like Mum’s gentle smile 
When she held me in her arms and sang. 
 

However, 
Now I cannot listen to her angelic song 
Or see her mild face, forever 
Because … 
The purple violet has gone 
 

Amy Wong, PLK Ma Kam Ming College 

Summer 
 

Summer is a magic clock 
It wakes everyone 
 

Summer is a watercolour brush 
It paints all the beaches 
 

Summer is a school of dolphins 
Swimming through the waves 
 

Summer is a harbour of dreams 
Sparkling fireworks at night. 
 
Yan Yan,  
Lok Sin Tong Wong Chung Ming Sec. Sch. 

Sea 
 

Sea is blue, 
Like an opal. 
Sea is huge, 
Like the sky 
Sea is deep, 

Like the Chinese. 
 

Sea is frightening, 
Like a vampire. 

Sea is cold, 
Like the ice. 

Sea is dangerous, 
Like a shark. 

 

Sea is beautiful, 
Like a picture. 

Sea is interesting, 
Different animals swim in the sea. 

Sea is fantastic, 
All of the things from the sea. 

 
Liu Cheuk Yin Kelvin 
SKH Bishop Baker Secondary School 

The Glass of Lemonade 
 
The glass of lemonade 
                cool and chilly 
On the lonely table 
              people passing by 
The mist above 
           so palpable 
You can almost touch it 
       you can never touch it 
The ripples 
    become the wrinkles on my neck 
Now it is three o’clock 
 The crowd thins 
The ripples die 
 
            Ho Man Wai 
            SKH Lam Woo Memorial 
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The Box with the Locks 
 
The box with the locks arrived early that day, 
Tied up in dry yellow string which started to fray. 
It was all wrapped up in sun-scorched paper, 
And delivered in a long black car by a chauffeur. 
 
My name was on top in clear, bold print, 
And smelled of a tobacco pipe, I think. 
Where were those stamps from, I hadn’t a clue. 
Someone said Nairobi, perhaps Katmandu. 
 
The card on the box was from a Great Uncle Harry. 
The message was clear, to be honest, a bit scary. 
It said that the box with locks must remain closed. 
For what was inside must never be seen, heard nor told. 
 
Who was this man? This Great Uncle Harry? 
A mysterious figure, that left me a bit wary. 
And what had he done to be called so Great? 
Aunt Celia said he was neither a hero nor saint. 
 
It was made of a hardwood, cut at the witching hour, 
With two solid locks, like gate guards of a mystic tower. 
The wood had a fine grain and was smooth to the touch. 
The locks were cold and rough, made of steel, iron or such. 
 
To open or not was the dire question in mind. 
What could this sinister box be hiding inside? 
I went down the stairs to the workshop below, 
And retrieved bolt cutters, up the stairs I did go. 
 
Back in the room and to the sound of ticks and tocks, 
I moved in on that box, the box with the locks. 
What was inside? A demon, a witch, a devil from hell? 
There was no way of knowing, no way to tell. 
 
Many years have gone since the breaking of each lock. 
I long for the past and to turn back the dreaded clock. 
Now older and wise, restraint, I know was needed. 
Uncle Harry’s requests should have been heeded. 
 
Wondering what came after the cutting of each lock? 
And wish me to tell the contents of the demonic box? 
Two of my Great Uncle’s commands I did not hold. 
But the last I have kept so it shall never be told. 
 
          Jeff Bell, NET, HKFEW Wong Cho Bau Secondary School 
 

CD14 
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 Money 
Money can buy 

 

medicine 
a ring  
books  

 a house    
candies  
a clock    

  toys  
a chance   

 a security guard   
cosmetics 

but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not 

health 
a lover 
knowledge 
a home 
happiness 
time 
friends 
experience 
safety 
beauty 

Tang Wing Yan, Tsuen Wan Public Ho Chuen Yiu Memorial College 

 Money 
Money can buy 

 

a pretty watch 
a big house  

nice toys 
many books  

memory cards  
computer games  
beautiful flowers  

diamonds  
 a dictionary  

medicine 

but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not    
but not 

time 
a warm family 
warm friends 
wisdom 
your own memory 
happiness 
lovers 
stars 
vocabulary 
health 

Tang Siu Kwan, Sara, Tsuen Wan Public Ho Chuen Yiu Memorial College 

 
Baguette 

Special, delicious 
Baking, eating, throwing. 
The baguette is very long. 

Bread. 
 

Bobo & Kitty, SYL3A, Chun Tok School 

 
Tom, 

Big, tall 
Playing, laughing, running. 
He likes playing football. 

Sportsman. 
 

John, LSY3A, Chun Tok School 



NETworking: Using Poetry in the English Classroom 

67 

 

School exams 
 

Like leaving church 
In pairs they go 

From playground up to class 
And there await to hear once more, 

The school bell’s awful blast. 
 

But come exams, 
These things must change. 

The routine is upset. 
The school year’s peak at last in sight 

Exams must now be met! 
 

Still leaving church 
In single file 

Towards the hall they shuffle. 
More muted now, though, than before-  

Just hear those papers rustle! 
 

With gimlet eye she rakes the room  
To try and spot a cheat 

(God help them if she does because 
Then they will be dead meat). 

 
Lessons finished, papers marked, 

Checked over with a sigh. 
But now the holidays are here, 

The year ends on a high. 
 

And yet of course there is no end 
Vacation work is set. 

‘You’d better finish it on time!’ 
‘We will, Miss, you can bet’. 

 
 Bruce Mackie 
 NET, PLK Ma Kam Ming College 

CD15 
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Rainbow 
 

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue indigo and violet, 
A colourful friend of mine 
Forming an arch in the sky. 
Not even for an hour she can stay, 
But minutes. 
The Observatory said it would rain -  
I can’t wait to meet my colourful friend again! 
 

Michelle Yeung, St Paul’s Secondary School 

Day by Day 
 
The Sun smiles and 
the Earth wakes up, 
Day by day, day by day. 
 
Busy people rush and 
buses fly on the roads, 
Day by day, day by day. 
 
Lights trace the buildings and 
dot the night sky, 
Day by day, day by day. 
 
Time sneaks away and  
records people’s memories, 
Day by day, day by day. 
 
  Chan Nga Yee 
  SKH Lam Woo Memorial S. S. 

The Most Beautiful Planet 
 
We live on a blue planet 
She is very beautiful 
But we don’t know how to appreciate her 
We are very unhelpful. 
 
She is very sad now 
Because she is seriously ill 
We still don’t know how to worry 
We must all help her to get well. 
 
Everyone can help this planet 
Everyone can give more love 
Everyone can be green 
She will be full of life again. 
 
Yuen Chun Kit,  
Chang Pui Chung Memorial School 

Who is she? 
 
Her hands 
are as comfortable as 
the spring wind. 
 
Her smile  
is as beautiful as 
the sunflower. 
 
Who is she? 

 
 
 

Winnie Lau,  
Lok Sin Tong Wong Chung Ming S. S. 
 

 She is my mother! 
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The Twelve Days of Christmas 
 
On the first day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me  
detention in the library. 
 

On the second day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the third day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the fourth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the fifth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the sixth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the seventh day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the eighth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
eight compositions, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 

 
 
On the ninth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
nine exercises, 
eight compositions, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the tenth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
ten long dictations 
nine exercises, 
eight compositions, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the eleventh day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
eleven warning letters, 
ten long dictations 
nine exercises, 
eight compositions, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

On the twelfth day of Christmas 
my teacher gave to me, 
twelve school suspensions, 
eleven warning letters, 
ten long dictations 
nine exercises, 
eight compositions, 
seven presentations, 
six boring lessons, 
five homework sheets, 
four hundred lines, 
three late slips, 
two book reviews, 
and detention in the library. 
 

 
A parody by Mylan Pierce, NET, 

China Holiness Church Living Spirit College 
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Take It All Away 
 

Music blared from her speakers, 
And she let herself drown in the heavy metal 

Wallowing in self pity all the while. 
After some time, she drifted off into a restless sleep. 

 

Tossing and turning, 
She woke up with a start, 

Realizing that it was already in the middle of the night 
And that everyone was asleep. 

Dead silence filled the air, 
And all that could be heard was the ticking of the lone clock. 

The only ray of light came from the sad little night light 
Sitting on the living room floor. 

Casting shadows dancing on four walls. 
 

She switched on her light 
And sat up as it blinded her eyes. 

The light slapped her back to reality. 
Her reality. 

She wasn’t even sure she knew what it was. 
Mixed emotions rushed at her all at once. 

She was lost, confused 
and trapped. 

 

Lost. Big tears brimmed in her eyes. 
She pictured a day at school. 

Around her every day 
She saw a sea of faces. 

But none that she recognized. 
Just as she thought that she was beginning to understand them, 

And they were beginning to call her their friend. 
They changed again. 

She thought she knew them 
She thought she knew herself. 

 

Confused. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 
She didn’t even know what she wanted. 

She looked around her. 
Everyone she knew had ambitions. 
Things that they wanted to achieve. 

Or things that they were good at. 
But no. Not her. 

She only had things that she regretted doing. 
She was unaccomplished. 

13 years wasted. 
 

Trapped. She was starting to sob uncontrollably. 
No freedom in her life. 

Every day she would dread going home 
Dread going back to the place where she once found sanctuary. 

Now all she found were four bare walls. 
Just like a prison cell. 

 

She closed her eyes 
And wished she could magically 

Disappear from this world. 
She turned her music up loud. 

And once again 
Let the music take her away. 

 

Lu Kay Yan, Diocesan Girls’ School CD16 
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Tsang Pik Shan Secondary School 

St Stephen’s Girls’ College 

Girl 
Happy, tall 

Singing, dancing, cooking 
Lipstick, doll, toy car, game 
Kicking, cycling, hopping 

Smart, brave 
Boy 

 
Samuel & Katy, LSY3a 

Chun Tok School 
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MY HONG KONG 
 

Summer (May 8, 2007) 
 

Warm southerly winds sweep gently across the port that is called Hong Kong. This is the mid- 
1800s and the swelling sun scorches as the hustle and bustle of coolies, merchants and prudish 
Europeans get on with life in the midday sun. 
 

The sampans, the junks and ships meander the harbour to and fro, 
Like a pendulum in swing, Kowloon to Hong Kong all day they go. 
 

The sun glistens off Victoria Harbour, like golden flakes floating upon waves. 
Could it be a glimmering forecast of this craving colony’s future days? 
 

The Imperialistic British give their silver to the Chinese for their tea, 
And the Chinese give back the silver to the British for opium you see? 
 

Merchants scramble to sell their spices, their silks and their jade, 
Fung Shui advisors arrange their little shops for increased trade. 
 

The fishermen fish off the choppy chaotic colonial shores 
As stone buildings are erected, housing the officials and lawyers. 
 

Schools are founded, post offices made and hospitals built, 
Roads laid down by spots of the harbour that would later be filled. 
 

Lin Zexu ordered the burning of British opium under the mid-afternoon sun, 
Queen Victoria shot back with force and gained occupation in early 1841. 
 

“Hong Kong is established!” declared Henry Pottinger, 
A true leader and ruler, the first Hong Kong governor. 
 

These are the very first images, the first lyrics of the song, 
And this was the very beginning of my Hong Kong. 
 
Autumn (May 8, 2007) 
 

A brisk autumn wind brings much welcomed relief to the city-state colony called Hong Kong.  The 
brokers, bankers and businessmen loosen their neckties and sigh knowing that summer has 
passed and cooler times are to come. It is now the few remaining decades before the next millen-
nium sets in. 
 

The cool steel, tinted glass towers make up the line of the financial sector’s horizons. 
Luxury yachts, private clubs and the first class lounges replace the hazy opium dens. 
 

Fall is here. Orange, red and golden leaves overtake the old wishing tree. 
But bloated banks remain lush and are lined with an abundance of green. 
 

The Kadoories, Swires and Lee Ka sing a successful song, 
Tapping their feet to the tune of the wealthiest of Hong Kong. 
 

The markets have all transcended from the hot and wet street, 
To the air-conditioned offices where finance managers meet. 
 

The Beamers and the Benzes replace the broken and splintered rickshaws 
The drivers more wealthy than the yesteryear farmers of great harvest falls. 
 

Fall is a smug season. It pushes back the winter and overtakes the summer, 
Indifferent as a model striding down the streets with diamonds and glamour. 
 

Popular culture becomes additively infectious as the Chinese traditions wane, 
The motherland draws in, the British leave, another link lost in their colonial chain. 
 

This SAR has got it all, its airport, the banks, the money, the lot. 
She’s cool, she’s rich and she’s become Asia’s most envious spot. 
 

There are no dark clouds on the horizon, nothing to blemish this beautiful dawn. 
The transformation left us in awe, from fragrant village to my mighty Hong Kong. 
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Winter (May 8, 2007) 
 

Bone chilling northerlies come down from the motherland. And, although there is no snow, the 
sun has long gone from Hong Kong and gray clouds gather above. These are dark times around 
the new millennium. Winter is a time for life to leave, sleep or cease to exist. 
 

Although there were attempts to keep China British, 
It ultimately failed and prompted a massive exodus. 
 

The British are now gone, and many bills are left unpaid. 
The Heng Seng is plummeting, our vivid dream begins to fade. 
 

Faces have become solemn and long, gone is the love and intimacy. 
Businessmen teeter on the brink, dreading the thought of bankruptcy. 
 

Our government lacks insight, foresight and even direction. 
Another member steps down, there’s a feeling of insurrection! 
 

With markets down, bankruptcies up and a loss of political confidence, 
Something demonic creeps in, lurking in the shadows with a sinister wince. 
 

It struck with no warning, at first infecting only a few, 
But then the number rose alarmingly to a world-wide multitude. 
 

SARS was now in full swing, concealed in the corridors of every hospital ward, 
Sending its victims-the patients, nurses and doctors-one way to the city morgue. 
 

As the tears dropped and the citizens fled. 
Hong Kong fell silent, a city of the dead. 
 

Was this our plight? The journey had been so long. 
Was this now the beginning of the end of my Hong Kong? 
 
Spring (May 8, 2007) 
 

Trees are budding and flowers are in bloom as a capricious breeze caresses the plains of Hong 
Kong. An uncertain spring is upon us; sometimes warm, sometimes cool. Spring is a question-
able time of the year. Tis the season which forecasts the weather to come. Will it be pleasant and 
calm or will typhoon and drought bring us harm. 
 

Spring is now here it is hot in the day and cool at night. 
I don’t know what to wear, it is hard to get it right. 
 

The memories of the previous summer are far in the distance. 
Autumn has past and the dark winter was met with resistance. 
 

We seemed to get past all the trial and tribulation. 
The markets and the economy have found stabilization. 
 

Many questions arise and occupy my uncertain thoughts, 
Will I ever hold a ballot with a name to tick for yes or cross for naught. 
 

The mainland grows at an unyielding pace each year, 
But will I have a job in Hong Kong, or live in unemployment fear? 
 

SARS is long gone and we’re told not to refrain, 
But birds return with flu of a deadly strain. 
 

The planet is warming, the scientists have all agreed. 
Can we calm Mother Nature by taming our greed? 
 

I’m uncertain, unassured, to be honest afraid, 
If I can make the difference that needs to be made. 
 

I want to be hopeful, to sing an optimistic song, 
But frankly I ask what will become of my Hong Kong. 
 
                                                        Jeff Bell, NET, HKFEW Wong Cho Bau Secondary School 
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 Emotion Poem Emotion Poem 
Happiness 
It tastes like sweets 
It sounds like laughter 
It feels like a sofa 
It looks like a smile 
It smells like fresh coffee 
 
Li Yat Chit 
SKH Holy Trinity College 

Hate 
It tastes like rubbish 
It sounds like dogs barking 
It feels like frog skin 
It looks like dung 
It smells like a rubbish bin 
 
Ko Wang Cho 
SKH Holy Trinity College 

Mid-Autumn Festival 
 
A big moon 
In the sky; 
We are eating mooncakes, 
They are very tasty. 
 
A full moon 
On the sea 
We are playing candles; 
Be careful! 
 
A bright moon 
Near the tree. 
We are looking for you; 
Don’t go! 
 
A beautiful moon 
In my eyes; 
We are being re-united. 
Do you want to come in? 
 
Chan Suet Ying, Ruby 
SKH Bishop Baker Secondary School 

Fanny 
beautiful, funny 

Playing, swimming, watching. 
She likes talking with me. 

Friend 
 

Lau Chung Yan,  
Chun Tok School 

A Visionary Daydreaming 
 
If I were a lark soaring so high, 
I would bring a sparkling star out of the sky. 
 
If I were a chalice with gold, 
I would give people the best wine in the world. 
 
If I were a poet with happiness, 
I would write a cheerful poem. 
 
If I were a squirrel with a pair of twinkling eyes, 
I would climb up trees fast and high. 
 
If I were a dolphin, 
I would swim and jump in the beautiful seas all 
the time. 
 
Tang Sin Sin, Celia, 
MFBM Chan Lui Chung Tak Memorial College 
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IT’S NOT AS EASY AS YOU THINK 
 
My teacher told me, “Use your computer.” 
“My computer is being repaired,” I replied. 
My teacher told me, “Go to the library after school.” 
I went to the library and found five computers. 
I also found five students using those five computers, 
With eight more students waiting. 
My teacher told me, “Go to the MMLC at lunchtime.” 
I went to the MMLC and found a lot of teachers in a meeting. 
I went again the next day and found a class doing a test. 
I went again the next day and found it dark and locked. 
I didn’t go again. 
My teacher told me, “Go to the public library.” 
I thought that was a good idea, but so did many others. 
“When can I use a computer?” I asked. 
The man looked at his booking timetable. 
“Maybe in eight days’ time,” he suggested.  “We’re very busy.” 
I went back to my teacher, who looked at me very seriously. 
“Your project must be finished by tomorrow,” he said. 
“What’s the topic again?” I asked. 
“Why using computers makes learning easier,” he answered. 
“Oh,” I said. 
I walked slowly home, thinking, “I need a new topic.” 
 

Stuart Mead, NET, Chong Gene Hang College 

CD17 
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A Broken Family 
 
‘Break … Broke … Broken’ 
Teacher teaches me ‘Broken’ 
It’s a good word to explain 
Why my mother cries. 
 
Dad, can you come back? 
To let fragments mend. 
Mother counts on you. 
However, you treat her cool. 
 
Dad, don’t say ‘Good bye’! 
How can you leave us behind? 
And marry the woman who has a pair of 
big eyes. 
Mom is your wife. 
You can’t leave her. 
 
Dad, please listen to me  
Give me a joyful childhood 
So I would never live in pain. 
My life will become more beautiful. 
A broken photo 
A broken dream 
A broken family 
 
This is the reality 
Why I don’t have a happy family 
That is the trial 
God doesn’t want me to be a child 
 
‘Break … Broke … Broken’ 
Teacher teaches me ‘Broken’ 
It’s a good word to describe 
Why my family divides. 
 
Leung Yuen Hei, Shirley 
Pope Paul VI College 

The Future 
 
Roaring thunder. 
We all shudder. 
A gloomy city, 
Shortage of electricity. 
 
To breathe in fresh air, 
Masks we must wear. 
To hide from evolved beasts 
People stay home, at least. 
 
No connections, no relation. 
Everyone escapes from pollution. 
Not any fun, not even a friend. 
We are just waiting for the end. 
 
The earth is really sad. 
Pollution destroying us like mad. 
Save our world before it’s too late, 
Or else the above will be our fate. 
 
Nicole Leung 
St Stephen’s Girls’ College 
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Harbour Lights 
 
Fishing boats resting on still water 
Protected by the typhoon shelter 
Distant hills 
Falling into silhouette 
With sparkles of light from housing flats 
The sky has become 
Dark, greyish blue 
The whole city is falling asleep 
So is democracy 
Will it be awake the next morning? 
Some time, some day, hopefully. 
 
So Wing Kiu, Winnie 
Tsuen Wan Govt Secondary School 

Valentine’s Day 
 

Shy boys wink and glance 
Valentines their only chance 
Coy girls sing and dance 
 

Betty Bhownath, 
  NET, YWCA Hioe Tjo Yeong College 

FACES 
 
The faces shown 
Are not the faces known 
Each expression hides 
Secret of its own 
 
One minute smiles 
The other misguides 
The mind negotiates 
Through treacherous aisles 
 
No one shows one’s true self 
Sincerity’s on the shelf 
Out the window goes 
Mental health 
 
Faces, you see 
Are masks that we 
Put on and take off 
Only one holds true 
That’s the day when 
Our lives are through 
 
Johnson Lee 
United Christian College 


