


        時光如流，匆匆不返，然而文字，卻能截住那奔
騰的浪花，將瞬間化為永恆。一年一度的《文德文
集》，正是同學以心為筆、以憶為墨，細細描摹的生命
印記。展卷之際，但見往事紛至，舊影重現，或為校
園一隅的歡聲笑語，或為師友之間的溫言暖語，或為
成長途中那難以忘懷的轉身回眸。字裡行間，盡是青
春最真摯的迴響。

       昔孔子有言：「溫故而知新，可以為師矣。」回憶
並非沉湎於過往，而是在重溫中汲取力量，在銘記中
獲得啟迪。諸生執筆記錄所見所聞、所思所感，便是
將那些易逝的時光碎片，煉成不朽的精神琥珀。當我
們將珍貴的記憶形諸文字，過往便不再湮沒於歲月的
塵埃，反而在反覆的書寫與閱讀中，越發清晰，越發
閃亮。這份對生活的深情凝望，既是寫作的源泉，更
是心靈的修為。

序 言
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        古人云：「不思故有惑，不求故無得。」回憶與銘
記，恰是思考的起點。我們文德學生，雖未必著書立
說，但若能珍視自身經歷，以文字留存生命中的感動
與領悟，便是最可貴的自我完成。願諸君在回望中學
會感恩，在書寫中懂得珍惜，將每一次記錄視為對抗
遺忘的溫柔抗爭，將每一篇文章化作穿越時光的時空
膠囊。

        此集之中，有笑有淚，有聚有散，有童稚的天
真，亦有少年的沉思，恰如一幀幀珍貴的青春剪影，
留待日後細細回味。然編集之意，不僅在於保存，更
在於啟發——願每一位文德人，皆能從同儕的記憶中
看見自己的影子，繼而提起筆來，為自己的歲月留下
獨一無二的見證。如此，則回憶不滅，真情永存，而
寫作之樂，亦將伴隨終身。

聖文德書院校長
羅偉南
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A world of vibrant imagination, quiet reflection and
boundless hope awaits within the pages of this year's
Bona Digest. Reading through these pages offers an
uplifting reminder of how much passion and resilience
exist within our students. Every entry reflects a brave
willingness to share deeply personal stories, turning
quiet individual moments into vibrant sources of
inspiration for the entire school community.

Through heartfelt accounts of sports day, tales of
perseverance and reflections on our rapidly changing
technological world, our young authors show us that
true strength is forged through patience and growth.
They teach us that overcoming obstacles, pursuing
ambitions against the odds, and finding joy in every
effort are the true stepping stones to greatness. These
personal triumphs remind us all that dedication and
hard work bring a profound sense of pride and self-
discovery.
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Beyond individual accomplishments, this collection
highlights the brilliant light found in human
connection, family roots, warm encounters and
everyday acts of kindness. From nostalgic stories of
hometowns to entries celebrating good people doing
good deeds, these writings illuminate the warmth that
binds us together. They serve as a comforting
reminder that compassion, empathy and community
spirit thrive all around us, enriching our daily lives in
simple yet transformative ways.

Ultimately, this publication stands as a joyful
celebration of the unlimited potential within our
emerging young minds. Expressing one’s true voice
and sharing personal perspectives takes immense
courage, and our students have met that challenge
with grace, passion and authenticity. Their uplifting
insights leave us feeling genuinely optimistic and  
hopeful, as well as deeply inspired by the bright future
they are actively building.

Principal Law
St Bonaventure College & High School
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Stellar Sportsmanship
at SBC
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The roar of the crowd was a distant hum compared
to the pounding in my chest. I was the third runner
in our crucial 4x100m relay, the event we were
certain we could win. As I saw my teammate
sprinting toward me, I focused entirely on the baton.
The exchange had to be perfect.

I started running, my hand stretched back, waiting
for the solid slap of the baton. It came, but in our
frantic rush, the pass was clumsy. I fumbled for a
second that felt like an hour before gripping it
properly. I ran my heart out and passed the baton to
Q, our final runner, but the delay had cost us. Q flew
down the track, closing the gap, but we finished a
heartbreaking second.

The True Meaning of Victory

CHAN HO YAU (2025-26 2A)CHAN HO YAU (2025-26 2A)CHAN HO YAU (2025-26 2A)CHAN HO YAU (2025-26 2A)

65



Devastation washed over me. "I'm so sorry," I
stammered, my head hung low. "I ruined it for
everyone." I expected disappointment, maybe
even anger. Instead, I was met with immediate
reassurance. The second runner, Tavia, patted me
on the back. "Are you kidding? That was the
fastest I've ever seen you run!" Q, still catching his
breath, added, "You gave me a fighting chance!
We did this together."

In that moment, the pursuit of first place vanished,
replaced by something far more valuable. We
huddled together, not as a team that lost a race,
but as a class that had shared a struggle. My
mistake became the very incident that solidified
our unity. It taught us that our bond, built on
support and shared effort, was stronger than any
trophy.
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I will never forget the sound of our class cheering
during the final relay race on sports day. It was this
sound that built our unity.

The class relay was the most important event. As
the race began, our first runner, Harry, stumbled a
little at the start. He was immediately behind;
because of this slow start, a wave of anxiety
spread through our class. We saw the other teams
pulling ahead, and the hope of winning seemed to
fade. The consequences of a poor beginning were
severe.

At that moment, our classmates who weren't
running decided to act. They stood up on the
bleachers and started to shout. They cheered for
our runners more loudly than anyone else. They
didn't just have a simple conversation; they created
a thunder of support. Their mission was to motivate
our runners not to give up. This was the assistance
our team desperately needed.

A Thunder of Support

KONG GWAN ZAK (2025-26 2A)KONG GWAN ZAK (2025-26 2A)KONG GWAN ZAK (2025-26 2A)KONG GWAN ZAK (2025-26 2A)
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Therefore, an amazing thing happened. As our
second runner heard the roaring cheers, he ran
faster than ever before. Then our third runner, Alvin,
who was the most determined boy in our class,
passed another opponent.

The sound from our class became even louder. It
was a powerful force, pushing our team forward. As
a result, what seemed like a certain loss turned into
an exciting chase.

When our final runner crossed the finish line in third
place, the entire stadium heard our celebration. We
had won! We had finally broken Class A's curse and
shaken off last place! The financial value of a prize
was not important. The real win was the shared joy
and pride we all felt. Our reliance on each other had
created a long-lasting bond. The footprint of that
race is forever in our memories. We stopped being
just classmates and became a true team, all
because of the powerful roar from the stand!
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Our sports day was held on 13th October at Kowloon
Bay Sports Ground. In the morning, the sky was grey
with a persistent drizzle. I kept glancing up, hoping the
rain would stop. I didn't want the events to be cancelled.

I was particularly anxious because I joined the 800
metres race. Fortunately, when it was time for my race,
the rain finally stopped. Therefore, my classmate and I
started doing warm-up exercise. My friend Leo decided
to have a quick run on the track as practice. Just as he
picked up speed, he slipped on the damp surface and
twisted his right ankle.

Leo was quickly taken to the medical room. I felt worried
and helpless. Before he left, he looked at me and said,
‘You have to run for me! Try your best!' When it was time
for the race, I stood at the starting line and was full of
confidence in the competition. I could almost hear Leo
cheer for me in my mind. As the race began, I focused
intensely on the track ahead. Each lap reminded me of
my friend’s encouragement and I pushed myself harder.

 An Unforgettable Sports Day

LAM KIT LONG (2025-26 3C)LAM KIT LONG (2025-26 3C)LAM KIT LONG (2025-26 3C)LAM KIT LONG (2025-26 3C)
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After crossing the finish line, I not only felt a
wave of exhaustion but also a sense of
accomplishment. I rushed to the medical room
to check on Leo and promised him that we
would race together next time. I wished him a
speedy recovery, grateful for our friendship
and the unforgettable incident on that day.
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Drop by Drop,
Water Carves
the Stone
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As the saying goes, “No Pain, No Gain.” However,
many people think that they have done a lot but still
have not gained anything, causing them to think that
persevering for a goal is meaningless. Even worse,
some have pessimistic thoughts every time they
think about chasing a dream. But these desperate
thoughts changed that day when a young teenager
proved that perseverance pays off.

Long ago, a young boy named Apollo was once the
dumbest student in class. He always got the lowest
score in class. He was mocked by students who
often told him to drop out of school. Apollo never
had interest in studying, so even when he tried to
study for hours, he always ended up falling asleep,
or just pursuing other entertainment. The only thing
Apollo was interested in was music. He enjoyed
creating his own songs and was obsessed with
music, but his mother would always yell at Apollo to
focus on academic performance more than his
“little” interest. Even his classmates laughed about
his interest and him that he would never succeed.

Perseverance Pays Off

MAK YAT LONG (2025-26 4A)MAK YAT LONG (2025-26 4A)MAK YAT LONG (2025-26 4A)MAK YAT LONG (2025-26 4A)
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Despite the discouragement, Apollo never got
upset or felt like giving up. Instead, he decided to
pursue his interest in music and started focusing.
Apollo spent more and more time on improving his
songs, learning music theory, and asking his music
teacher for advice. Over time, he started dreaming
about becoming a famous musician and music
producer, so he went on a trial of learning new
instruments. His passion grew stronger as he
continued. He even started to upload his pieces on
social media to grow fanbase.

As his popularity grew, he wanted to do something
big — collaborating with a famous music star
named Michael. He was confident that, with his
large fanbase, he would surely be able to invite him.
So, he wrote a formal email to the manager of the
star. He told the manager how happy he would be
to meet Michael and perform on stage together,
even offering a large portion of the revenue for the
performance.
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As he confidently waited days for the reply, disaster
struck. The manager rejected his offer and invitation,
even secretly mocking Apollo’s dream of music,
thinking it was childish to even have one. Apollo
became desperate once again. He thought in his head,
“Is it all worth it? Did I waste it all? Am I not popular
enough?ˮ He began doubting himself. Until, one day, a
small band invited him to perform on stage. They also
said that they had had a passion for music for a long
time, just like Apollo. Although the small bandʼs
fanbase was not as big as Michaelʼs, Apollo still
accepted their invitation.

Before the day of the performance, Apollo slowly
practiced his instruments, mainly the guitar. He started
regaining small bits of trust in himself. He would
practice all day until he was drained. When it came to
the day of the performance, he stood up on the stage
confidently as he slowly smiled and was ready to go.
At first, nothing special really happened. The crowd
wasn’t having too much of a reaction. Apollo was
afraid that his skills were not good enough. On the
other hand, the band never became concerned, and
continued trying their best to hype the crowd up.
Suddenly, a special guest entered the stage — it was
Michael! The crowd went wild immediately as Michael
showed up with an aura. Apollo and the band gradually
build up the energy by performing at a faster pace,
trying to maintain the hype from the crowd. Until the
final peak of the show, it ended with a huge metal
guitar riff, filled with the audienceʼs applause.
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After the show, Apollo quickly ran into Michael and was
curious why he was there. Michael answered that he
didn’t mean to reject him. It was the manager’s fault for
being rude toward Apollo having a dream. But Michael
didn’t think it was childish to have a dream, so he
decided to tell the band to invite Apollo for a
performance, just so he could show up and surprise
him. Apollo smiled and was thankful for being invited to
such a big performance. 

In the end, he became one of the most famous
musicians and music producers. The news described
him as the symbol of perseverance, changing people’s
pessimistic thoughts and lives as his music played.
Apollo was proud that he never gave up on his passion
and dream, because who would ever have thought that
perseverance would have such an impact on peopleʼs
lives, including Apolloʼs, helping everyone to remember
his history and journey.
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In a town, nestled between a lot of buildings and a
manufactured smart city, there was a 13-year-old child
called Marco with clumsy limbs and self-doubt. He
watched a tiny white ball moved with a speed that
defied logic, pinging and ponging in a rhythm he
couldn’t grasp. He discovered that he had a passion for
playing table tennis. Even though he had not played
this sports before, he found entertainment and
pleasure on table tennis. The swift movements, the
sharp sounds of the ball bouncing ignited a fire within
him.

Initially, Marco was just an amateur playing casually
with friends who shared his interest. He struggled to
master the basic strokes, often missing the ball or
hitting it off the table. Yet, each failure forced him to
grow stronger. He watched countless videos online,
learning skills from professional players and absorbing
their techniques. His free hours transformed into a
rigorous training schedule, where he practised his
serves and footwork tirelessly. He faced numerous
challenges. The school’s table tennis team was
renowned for its skill. The players were confident and
fully experienced, and Marco felt intimidated just
inspecting their practice. But instead of shying way, he
approached the teamʼs coach Mr. Tsang. He was keen
on training young talent and nurturing them.

Never say NO to challenges

CHAN CHAK YEUNGCHAN CHAK YEUNGCHAN CHAK YEUNG      (2025-26 5B)(2025-26 5B)(2025-26 5B)CHAN CHAK YEUNG  (2025-26 5B)
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Under Mr. Tsang ‘s guidance, Marco learned the
intricacies of the game. He discovered the importance of
strategy, specifically of mental resilience. Every practice
session was grueling, yet he was invigorated by his
coach. Marco spent hours training his skills, his hands
blistered from the paddle, but his spirit was persistent
and unyielding. He transformed his small bedroom into a
training space, hanging motivational posters and setting
up a timetable for his practice and rest. As months
passed, Marco’s work began to pay off. He secured a
spot on the school team, a dream he once thought
unattainable. His teammates, initially skeptical, soon
acknowledged his dedication and began to support him.
Together, they practised late into the evenings, each
match teaching Marco something valuable. He learned to
communicate better and embrace the spirit of
competition.
 
The day of the regional tournament arrived, and Marco
felt like he had butterflies in his stomach. The gymnasium
buzzed with energy as teams from various schools
gathered. He remembered his journey of practising
numerous hours of table tennis. He stood at the edge of
the court, paddle in hand, heart racing. The first match
was intense, but with every serve, Marco felt more in
control and confident.
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As the tournament progressed, his skills shone
through. He won match after match, his
confidence building more substantially. In the
finals, he faced the champion that was just only a
few steps of him. The match was a nail-biter -
each point had to be fought for. However, he was
fueled by his determination to edge out a victory,
securing the championship for his school. The
crowd erupted in cheers, but for Marco, the
victory was more than just a trophy. All of his work
will pay off. It symbolizes him transforming from a
timid boy to a confident and disciplined athlete.
He realized that mastering a skill was not just
about the end goal, but about his growth along the
way.

After the tournament, Marco became a role model
for younger students at his school. He started a
table tennis club at his school and was eager to
share his love and passion for the sport. What
began as a personal challenge is now blossoming
into a passion that inspires others.  Marco’s life
has transformed. He is no longer just a face in the
crowd, but a beacon of perseverance and hope.
He has learned that when fueled by relentless
diligence, passion could reshape not just a
backhand but an entire life.
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Leo felt the smooth, cool wood of the violin beneath his
chin. It was like a promise. But the sound wasn’t music
when he first played; it was like an angry cat. His hands
were numb and uncertain.

At the age of twelve, Leo decided to learn to play the violin.
Everyone told him it was one of the hardest instruments.  
Soon, he believed them.  For weeks, it was just screams.
His shoulders and hands ached from gripping the strings.  
Sometimes, he was so frustrated that he wanted to quit.

But Leo was stubborn. He made a promise: practise thirty
minutes every day, no complaints.

So, while friends played soccer, Leo was in his room,
repeating scales until he could play the music clearly. He
wrote simple songs and played them for his family, sang
lullabies as they fell asleep. Some days were good with
progress; others were bad with screaming. He kept
practicing hard despite the difficulties he encountered
every time he played the violin.

Days turned into months, and months turned into years.
Screams turned into clear, warm notes. Scales made him
fast and confident. He could play a song from start to finish
without mistakes. The song opened a door for him.

Pain behind the success

KONG SAI YANKONG SAI YANKONG SAI YAN      (2025-26 5B)(2025-26 5B)(2025-26 5B)KONG SAI YAN  (2025-26 5B)
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Two years later, his teacher asked him to play at the
school concert. Leo was worried. On that night, under
the stage lights, he saw hundreds of faces. His hands
were cold and sweat trickled down his spine. He
couldn’t control his terror.

Trying to calm himself down, he put the violin under
his chin, took a deep breath, and played. The song
was beautiful though it was sad.  He forgot the
people in front of him, and poured his practice into
music. When finished, there was silence, then
applause.

After a while, a child approached him, with a pair of
sparkling eyes, "You're amazing. I want to play like
that."

Leo smiled, "You can. It takes time, a lot of time
………."

His life changed. He was no longer just a kid trying
violin; he is a musician. Long, hard work gave him
skills, hopes, and understanding that perseverance
yields real result. He knows that if he keeps trying,
even difficult things can become easy.

He left the stage, heart pounding with excitement. His
family was there, faces beaming. His mother hugged
him and whispered, "All those hours …… I knew it
would lead to this." Leo knew every scream, ache,
and doubt was worth it.
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Bonateens’ Best
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Guangzhou is my amazing hometown. Every time I
wander through the old streets, I have flashbacks
from the past: days when I was still a little kid running
around in the playground, hoping that my childhood
could stay like that forever and that time would not
pass so quickly. In a blink of an eye, I’m now a young
adult who wishes to go back to the past and stay like
that a little longer. I really miss my childhood.

Ever since I was a little kid, my parents always took
me to the playground near the village. I was always
the energetic one who would ask other kids to play
with me. I made lots of memories there.

I remember the last time I ever played in that
playground because my parents said we were going
to live in Hong Kong. Tears streamed down my face
because I had made so many memories in that
playground and I did not want to leave. So, I had an
idea. I took a toy lock and wrote, “I’ll come back
soon.ˮ  And just like that, 8 years passed. I always
thought of that lock and the playground, always
dreaming about the things I did back when I was a
kid. Those times were the best of all.

.

The Story of My Hometown: Guangzhou
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Now, every time I visit that old place, the memories
always flood back. I always look for my special lock.
I always find it on the back of an old bench, a little
worn, but the words are still clear. It always brings
back old memories and reminds me that no matter
how far I go, Guangzhou will always be my safe
space, my home, and those memorable days will
always be in my heart.
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My hometown is a special small city.

It is a place where the busy street of the town is nearby
the fields of the countryside. I was born in such a
place.

I grew up in a big house, which had three floors and
was always full of life because I lived there with my
relatives. The house was so big that we had our own
small garden area, my family and I would spend time
there planting simple flowers and vegetables. Those
were a happy times.

Just outside my house was an ice cream shop. The
shop owner had children the same age as me and so
we became good friends. The shop was my favourite
spot to play and hang out at; the children and I would
spend hours playing games together.

Across from the ice cream shop was a stationery shop,
which I loved going in my free time. It was a small shop,
but it had many things, from exercise books and
drawing books to colourful pens and even cute toys. I
remember one special time I went there to buy a gift for
my elder sister because it was her birthday and I
bought her a soft plushie. She was surprised upon
receiving the gift, but it was soon followed by a smile.

The Story of My Hometown
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Another place I loved was a restaurant nearby. It had a
lot of different cuisines. I love their mushroom soup the
most; it has a creamy texture and fragrant aroma. My
family and I often went there for lunch or dinner, talking
and enjoying our meal together.

Those are some of my happiest memories. I also
remember the times my dad would bring my family to
places on his motorcycle. I could feel the wind caressing
my face, and when I looked up, the sky was often blue
and sunny, making me relaxed.

My mum would often make delicious treats for me and
my elder sister. Her cupcakes were the best! They were
sweet and tasty, One times, when we both helped her
make them and succeeded in making them good looking,
it felt like a celebration.
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My favourite memories are of playing with my
sister and the friends I made there. We played
hide and seek. When it was my time to be the
seeker, I found everyone except for one, which
was my sister. We searched everywhere, but
we still had no idea where she was. Then, I
went inside my bedroom and heard a sound
from the closet! To our surprise, my sister was
inside. No wonder no one could find her!

Time never stops for anyone. However, there is
always a “home” for you, taking you back to
the happier times full of nostalgia and
innocence. 
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Under the brightly lit lanterns hung all across the
streets and with a cosy cup of warm coffee in hand, a
rich and familiar scent wafted under my nose as I took
a sip of my hometown’s local specialty brew. It was
bitter throughout but sweet at the end, just like my
story with my hometown.

Savvy street vendors beckoned pedestrians to come
closer, to see wondrous and delicately hand-crafted
trinkets, or to smell the savoury aroma of short-ribs
braised in spices and herbs. I walked down the street
observing these interactions happening everywhere
around me. The people’s eyes glimmered with
enthusiasm, reflecting deep in their hearts the wide
smiles, cheerful expressions and joyful attitudes.

The Story of My Hometown
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Taking a left turn, I entered a dimly lit alleyway void of a
beating heart. The atmosphere was frigid like a tundra,
with stale air everywhere. ‘Now this is the town I
remember,’ I muttered under my breath. My footsteps
pitter-pattered on the puddles of murky water only to
stop in front of a dainty, run-down shop. The ornaments
on the door jingled as I slowly strode into the decrepit
building. The old man inside raised his head, looking at
me eye-to-eye, before his eyes became wide as
marbles. ‘Youʼre that boy, right? The one who was sent
away 15 years ago,̓  the elderly man said as his voice
shook in disbelief. I only nodded to his question and
looked around like I was trying to search for something
or someone. The old man immediately understood. A
tear trickled down his cheek and he said, ‘You wonʼt find
her here, not anymore. Perhaps try the northeast of the
town.̓  My heart suddenly dropped. Northeast of the
town? But there was only one thing there. I thanked the
man for the information and was about to head out the
door when he called my name. I turned around only to
catch a piece of white rabbit candy thrown my way. ‘I
remember, your usual.̓  His wrinkly face was smiling as
he saw me out the door.

After walking a short distance from the old shop, I came
across a giant oak tree up a small hill. I raised my hand
and gently touched its bark, feeling the rough surface
and also etch marks—etch marks left by me and my
merry band of friends. Recalling past memories, I saw
myself running around the tree, playing tag, chatting,
napping. My hands grasped the tree tight, refusing to let
the tree go, refusing to let the memories go. But the past
is already the past, I told myself, desperately so.
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Approaching the northeastern part of the town, the weight
in my heart weighed down my footsteps. My legs buckled
under the boulder, my mind throbbing and foggy. I was
finally able to walk past the front gate, and in the distance
the sun shone just above the horizon, reflecting its radiant
light on the carved stones. Blades of grass covered the
ground above, to hide the grimness of what’s hidden six
feet below. I walked in front of one such glistening stone
which read, “Here lies…ˮ I knelt down and placed the
piece of white rabbit candy onto the polished marble
plate. I clasped my hands together and offered my
prayers. My mind wandered back to the promise we had
made, to make the town a better place for you and me.
You were there to support me when I was at my lowest,
when my own family despised me, yet the town welcomed
me with open arms. If only you all had not sent me far
away, perhaps I would have seen your final moments too.
Your bright smile, your caring hug whenever things got
hard at home. I missed it all, and I missed the town too.
That was why I came back, but perhaps I was just too late.
At least I was back home, to where I belong.

Being lost in such deep thoughts, I nearly forgot
how to stand as I wobbled while standing up. I
walked back through the path I came from,
stopping mid-way to turn my head to look behind
my shoulder. I gave the lonely tombstone one last
gaze before the sun retreated beyond the horizon.
I looked forward and continued to march on. It
was time for me to return home.
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Technology has changed my life in a lot of ways. It
is hard to think of a time when things were different
because now technology is part of almost
everything I do.

One big change is in how I learn. School used to be
just sitting in a classroom with my teachers and
classmates. Now I can take online courses and learn
about anything I want. I have watched lessons from
people in other countries and learned things my
teachers could not even teach us. I do not even
have to travel anywhere to do that. I just turn on my
iPad and click on a video and start learning. It feels
like the whole world is open to me.

At home, technology makes everyday things easier.
We have a smart speaker that helps us with things.
My mom uses it to set timers for when she cooks.
My little brother asks it questions when he's curious
about something. We can turn lights on and off just
with a single word. It sounds like a small thing, but it
makes everything easier.

Technology Changes My Life
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Another big change is how I stay close to people I love.
My grandma lives far away, so I do not get to see her
often. However, we video call each other every now and
then. When she shows me her garden on the screen or
tells me a story, it feels like she is right next to me. Those
calls mean the world to us. They help us stay connected
even when we are far apart.

Technology is also a big part of how I have fun. I watch
shows, listen to music, and play games. However, I also
use it to be creative. I have made little videos and shared
them with my friends. It is cool to see what I can create
with a phone and ideas.

Technology is not perfect, but for me, it has helped me a
lot. It helps me learn, makes life easier, and keeps me
connected to people I care about. I love that.
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We live in an era shaped by technology. It is no
longer a cold invention but a warm part of daily life.
It brings convenience, connects hearts, and opens
a new world for me. Technology has truly changed
my life in many amazing ways.

The biggest change appears in my studies. In the
past, learning relied merely on textbooks and
teachers in class. When I came across problems, I
had to wait until the next day to ask for help. Now,
online courses break the limits of time and space.
With a computer or just a phone, I can take classes
from excellent teachers at any time. When I struggle
with difficult knowledge, I can watch videos
repeatedly until I understand it. Many learning apps
help me practise English, memorize words, and
correct exercises efficiently. Technology turns
every moment into a chance to learn and makes
studying more flexible and appealing.

Technology with Magical Power

TSUI HO GUEN (2025-26 5B)TSUI HO GUEN (2025-26 5B)TSUI HO GUEN (2025-26 5B)TSUI HO GUEN (2025-26 5B)

92



Technology also makes daily life much more convenient.
Smart devices are ubiquitous. They are all easily
accessible to me with zero distance. A smart watch tells
me the time, records my steps, and reminds me to rest.
With mobile payment, I no longer need to carry any
heavy wallets. Instead, I can pay by simply scanning a
code when buying breakfast or stationery. At home,
smart home appliances help my family save time and
energy. These small technological gadgets make life
easier, safer, and more comfortable, letting us enjoy
more happiness in simple days.

The most touching change is that technology connects
people. Some of my relatives work far away. In the past,
we only communicated through phone calls, which could
not pass on real feelings. Now, video calls let us see
each other’s faces clearly. I can show them my school
projects, share my joys and troubles, and celebrate
festivals together through the screen. Distance no longer
separates us. Technology turns longing into warm
company.

After school, technology enriches my life as well. I can
read countless e-books, watch useful videos, and enjoy
soft music to relax. It not only brings fun but also helps
me see a bigger world and develop more hobbies.

Technology is like a bright light in my life. It improves my
studies, simplifies my life, and deepens my relationships.
It gives me more opportunities to grow and explore. I
believe technology will keep creating surprises, and my
life will become better and better with its magic power. 93



Throughout our lives, we encounter so many
different people. Maybe we feel a wave of sonder
every once in a while, especially since everyone is
so different, with some souls colder than others. We
may let the hostile interactions get to us, but the
warm ones will always leave a deep impression in
our hearts. There was this one time when I was in a
mall where I had a warm encounter.

It was in the middle of the day, and the mall was
flooded with an ocean of people. I remember going
out that day to unwind a bit from all the stress from
school. I walked from shop to shop, occasionally
buying random trinkets I liked. I had entered this
store that sold a plethora of plush toys. The store
was quite enthralling to me, as if a whole monolith of
rainbow-coloured products were laid in front of me. I
perused the whole store for a few hours before
coming out of it with two large plastic bags filled to
the brim with plush toys. I felt so happy at that
moment, even though the happiness was somewhat
ephemeral.

 A Warm Encounter
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When I decided to continue walking around the mall after
my very expensive splurge, I noticed a huge gathering of
people in a nearby area. Not wanting to deal with being
squeezed like sardines and whiffing body odours, I chose
to walk in the opposite direction. What awaited me instead
was a whole wave of people stampeding in my direction.
Being pushed and tossed around by these rude and
inconsiderate people, I accidentally dropped one of my
shopping bags. The carefully packed plush toys spilled
out like a waterfall and started rolling everywhere on the
ground whilst being stepped on by all the unknowing
people.

In the midst of all the chaos and pandemonium, a woman
pushed her way through the crowd and came over to me.
She was short and was carrying her toddler. She didn’t
seem to speak Chinese or English, which added to the
complexity of the situation and overwhelmed me even
further. She said some words in—which I assumed to be—
Japanese, which I did not understand at all.
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Despite so, she knelt and started picking up the
plush toys on the ground and handed them to me.
She was very calm and composed whilst I handled
the situation without any sense of sangfroid. When
she was done, she used what little English
vocabulary she had in her mind and asked if I was
okay whilst stuttering a bit. I nodded my head gently
and replied with some basic Japanese I knew,
saying “Arigatou” as a sign of my appreciation.

Looking back now, it was not a very lengthy
interaction, but it was definitely one that touched
my heart and stayed with me, even until now. I was
so confused and lost, but a random lady whom I did
not even know was willing to extend a helping hand
and disappeared soon after without asking for any
form of repayment. She reminded me that kindness
still exists in this world and that there will always be
someone who is willing to help you. Also, I think that
it was quite impressive of her to do that whilst
carrying her toddler in her arms, once again
emphasising the power and strength of a mother.

It would not be an overstatement to say that this
encounter has changed my views on the world
completely. I wish to also do what this lady did for
me and help someone else if they ever seem to be
in need.
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As I got off the bus, I regretted not listening to my
mother as another gust of freezing air made contact
with my face, making me feel less like I was on the
streets of a city, and more like I was transported to the
perpetually cold North Pole. And the regret only grew
with each second that passed without the winter coat
my mother told me to bring.

With home far away, I could not simply walk back, less
so with how low the temperature was, so I continued
forward towards my destination, hoping that either the
wind would decrease in its ferociousness, or that the
sun would grace me with more of its rays. Suddenly I
fell something warm on the back of my neck. I looked
back, and I saw my friend pushing a hot sweet potato
onto the back of my neck with a cheeky grin on his
face.

 A Warm Encounter
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As we sat on a bench that provided some protection
from the wind, I bit into the tender flesh of the sweet
potato, savouring not only the sweetness of the treat,
but also the warmth it provided. When I asked him
why he was there, he explained that he joined an
organisation that decided to give out steaming hot
sweet potatoes to random strangers on the street
that seemed like they needed it on this cold day to
give back to the community. I was about to ask him if
his family forced him to join the organisation when I
saw that he had a warm smile, and decided not to
ask that question, as even if that were the case, it
would not change the fact that he was feeling a
sense of contentment from helping random strangers
on the street. Instead, I asked a different question.
“When is the next charity event your organisation will
be hosting?” He looked at me like I was a completely
different person, as if I was about to say I was joking
or something akin to that. He said that it would be the
following Saturday and that he would enjoy my
company there as he started to leave since he still
had to help people other than me, and kindly bid me
adieu.

After I started back towards my destination, I
discovered that I no longer felt any cold. "Maybe the
sweet potato he gave me heated both my body and
soul!” I joked to myself as I continued to walk,
knowing that it was the work of both this sweet
potato and my friendʼs kindness that truly cured me
of this ailment of frost in this truly unexpected yet
warm encounter. 98



Good People 
Good Deeds
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Every day and evening, I passed by a black t-shirt
gentleman who worked as a cleaner and sold
newspapers for some extra money. I never noticed
him until that day …

One April evening, I saw a young woman in a black
dress. She looked pale and tired. Then, she
collapsed in front of our eyes. She was
unconscious. People around the scene took out
their phones. Some were recording and some were
calling the police. However the scene was so
shocking that no one actually called for help.

The gentleman rushed to help her. He put his hand
into his pocket and grabbed his wallet. He ran to a
convenience store and bought peanut candy and a
tuna sandwich. It cost thirty dollars, way out of his
budget. He didn't complain. Instead, he shoved the
peanut candy into her mouth. She regained
consciousness after a few minutes.

A Nice Gentleman
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Then, disaster struck—Her face turned bright purple and
her lips were pale. She was holding her neck and making
strange noises like trying to gasp for air. Later on we
found out her throat was closing quickly - she was
allergic to peanuts. Instead of helping, we were killing
her.

While everyone else froze in panic, the gentleman calmly
rushed to the pharmacy and bought a three-hundred-
dollar EpiPen. Personally, I don't know how he could
afford that. However he ran as quickly as he could and
injected it into her body. She gasped for air after a
minute. She was confused but gladly alive.

Not long after, the paramedics arrived. They put her in
the ambulance and sent her away. Before she was rolled
into the ambulance, she whispered, 'thank you' to the
gentleman. He just nodded, wiped the sweat from his
forehead, and walked back to his stack of newspapers.

That night, I couldn't stop thinking about him. He was
just an ordinary cleaner and newspaper seller. Thirty
dollars was already too much for him, but he spent three
hundred without a second thought — just to save a
stranger's life. 'Why?' popped up in my head. He was
truly a hero.

I learned that heroes don't need to be in special suits like
policemen, doctors or firefighters. A hero could just be a
poor man selling things, unseen. At the right moment,
they shine like a true hero.
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The cleaner at my school, Mrs. Chan is an unsung
hero. I will never forget her. she works in the
hallway of our building and one small deed of hers
changed the way I see kindness forever.

It was the Tuesday morning of the midterm exam
week. I woke up late and ran to the MTR. I was
trying to do my My Smart ABC when I was in the
MTR, rushing to review the Math formulas. I was in
such a hurry that I dropped my whole Math review
book in a big puddle outside the station gate. The
pages were all wet. The ink was smudged and I
was panicking. I sat on the bench outside the
school crying because I knew I could not study for
the Math exam without the book. The other
students just walked past me and no one stopped
to help .

The cleaner who saved my mid term day 
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Then, Mrs. Chan came over with a clean towel. She
didn’t laugh at me. She took the wet book and dried
the pages with the towel and said, “donʼt worry, I will
put the pages under the fan in the staff room. Okay?ˮ
She then gave me the extra Math exercise book she
kept for the students who forget theirs. She said, “You
studied hard! The midterm exam will be okay.ˮ

When I finished the Math exam, I went to thank her.
She just smiled and said school is not just for studying,
it is also for people to help each other. Her small act
taught me that kindness is not about being famous or
rich. It is about stopping when someone is hurt even if
you don’t know them. Mrs. Chan didnʼt have to help
me but she did. Now when I see students in trouble, I
always stop just like she did. The world is better
because of the small, quiet people like her.
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On a quiet street lived a shoemaker named Uncle
Lam. He was not rich or famous. His tiny shop
smelled of leather and glue. Every day, he sat on a
low stool, fixing shoes for a few coins. No one
called him a hero, but I learned that heroes don't
always wear capes.

Uncle Lam's extraordinary deed began quietly. One
rainy day, a boy named Ka Lok came with torn
shoes. Tears mixed with rain on his face because
his family could not afford new ones. Uncle Lam
took the shoes, stitched the tears, and glued on
new soles. When Ka Lok asked how much, Uncle
Lam smiled. "No charge," he said. "A child should
not walk barefoot in the rain."

Soon, more children from nearby subdivided flats
came with broken shoes. Uncle Lam never asked
for money. He used his own savings to buy leather
and thread. At night, after fixing paying customers'
shoes, he worked on the children's shoes by dim
light. His fingers were calloused, yet his stitches
were always neat.

The Shoemaker Who Wanted More Than Shoes
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One day, I asked him why. He said, "When I was
young, I had no shoes. A stranger gave me a used
pair. That changed my life. Now, I am that stranger for
someone else. Kindness is not about how much you
have. It's about what you give."

Over three years, Uncle Lam repaired over two
hundred pairs of shoes for free. He never told anyone
outside the neighborhood. But on cold mornings,
children walked proudly in sturdy shoes, each pair
carrying Uncle Lam's quiet love.

The lesson Uncle Lam left in my heart is this: You
don't need to be great to do good. You only need to
see a need and act. Uncle Lam taught me that
kindness requires only two things: a willing heart and
a pair of hands.

He changed our corner of the world not by shouting,
but by stitching one shoe at a time.
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This is a story about a very ordinary taxi driver, so
ordinary that naming one difference between him
and other taxi drivers will be a very difficult task,
but that’s only for the ones who didnʼt get to know
him. If you really spent your time, sat down, and
talked with him, you will find yourself speaking to a
smart, responsible and respectable person. What
gave me the confidence to say this? Read the
story, and youʼll find out.

It was two years ago, I was enjoying my summer
vacation back in my hometown, Henan. Lying on
my bed, watching my iPad, and eating ice cream
was what my days were like. Until finally, my dad
decided that this just simply would not do. ‘If you
keep wasting your time like this, you’ll find yourself
fused with the bed!’ That’s what he said to me, and
thankfully, I was smart enough to know that what
my father said was completely true. ‘You’re right.’ I
said as I got up from my bed. ‘We are going on a
trip with the family, you need to “touch grass”.’ My
father said with a genuinely worried tone. 

An Inspiring Encounter
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So naturally, the next part of the story involves me and
my family waiting for a taxi. After waiting for a few
minutes, we got a taxi and started heading to the spot.
The place we were heading to was Yexian, a small but
beautiful city that’s not too far away from my house but
still has some distance. The driver was very quiet, he
didn’t play any music or the radio in the car, and the
interior of the taxi was very clean. When we arrived at
the ancient temple which was the tourist spot we were
going to, there were tons of people so mom and dad
left me in the car and went to buy tickets themselves.
They were not worried about me being in the taxi alone,
since the ticket booth was nearby. After 15 minutes or
so, I got bored and they still had not come back, so I
started chatting with the taxi driver. ‘Hi! You wanna
chat?’ I said as I leaned forward to the front seat, it was
very awkward and I noticed that, but I did not really
have any other way to start. Surprisingly, he answered
with a very friendly tone, ‘Yeah, sure.’

 So I started asking questions like ‘Why did you want to
be a taxi driver?’ ‘Because I liked car racing when I was
a kid.̓  he replied. ‘Why didnʼt you become a racing
driver then?ʼ I asked.
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He laughed, then said, ‘Well, not everyone can be a
racing driver.’ ‘You need a lot of money for the
training’ . ‘That made me a bit sad.’ I replied. ’Why is
that?’ he asked. ‘I’ve always wanted to be a biologist
and go to every single country to study every single
animal in the world, but now I think I just won’t have
enough money.’ I said with a depressed tone. ‘Listen
here, kid.’ Said the driver right after I finished my
sentence. ‘A dream doesn’t need to be fulfilled to
grant you happiness, I dreamed of being a racing
driver, but I didn’t manage to do that, and I’m pretty
sure that I never will. But I still always watch car
racing shows and that still makes me happy because I
still love car racing.’ Said the driver. ‘So whether you
can do it or not is not the point, but whether you still
love it or not.’ He added. 

I was a bit lost with the sheer amount of information I
just received, so I just sat there and stopped talking,
until my parents came back two minutes later. As I
stepped out of the taxi, I turned back and waved at
the driver, he smiled and drove off. That day, I learned
a valuable lesson, a dream isn’t beautiful because it
can make you money or something, itʼs beautiful
because you chased it , loved it ,and changed your
life with it.
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In your daily life, who is your hero? Family? Teachers?
Or anyone you are familiar with? For me, the hero
whose selfless deed changed the world around us,
and taught me about the power of humanity with
kindness is Mr. Choi, a science teacher when I was in
Form I. Although he was just an ordinary person, his
extraordinary deed, and the lesson I've learnt won't
be forgotten in my heart.

In Secondary I, before we knew each other in this
brand-new place, I got embarrassed when I had to
communicate with others. During Science lesson, Mr.
Choi introduced himself and assigned all of us into
groups. One day, Mr. Choi told us to switch on the
Bunsen Burner, which my groupmates could control
by themselves.

However, I said cowardly, “It's my first time operating
a Bunsen Burner, I’m terrified of burning my hands! Is
anyone able to help me?ˮ When I felt completely
helpless, Mr. Choi taught me with patience and
kindness, and gave me the courage to take the first
step. At that moment, I felt such warmth from this, no
one isolated me when I was having trouble pacing
myself with my groupmates.

Good People, Good Deeds
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‘Ugh, I missed it! What can I do now?’ I shrieked
ferociously. ‘If I had completed my work earlier, I
wouldnʼt have missed it!ʼ

On a rainy evening last winter, it was my last school
day.  I stood at the bus stop, shivering with cold and
frustration.  Unfortunately, the sky posed a furious
face, and rain started pouring, with signs of lightning
and thundering.  What made me even more
pessimistic was that my phone was dead, and my
wallet was left in the classroom. The street was
nearly empty, and the wind bit through my thin
school uniform. I thought I would have to walk three
kilometers in the rain, until a soft voice called out to
me.

“Hey, kid, are you okay?”

I turned around without any hope, and saw Auntie
Mei, the owner of the tiny convenience store at the
corner.  She was holding an umbrella, her hair dotted
with raindrops. ‘You look lost. Come in, get warm,’
she whispered with a warming smile, pulling me into
her shop without waiting for my reply.

The Warm Light of a Small Shopkeeper

AU YAT WAI (2025-2026 5B)AU YAT WAI (2025-2026 5B)AU YAT WAI (2025-2026 5B)AU YAT WAI (2025-2026 5B)
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This small act of kindness has changed how I see the
world.  It has taught me that humanity is a choice to
help someone who is lost, so as to share a cup of tea
with a stranger, to give one warmth without asking for
anything back.  Auntie Mei’s light did not just keep me
safe that night; it ignited a fire in my heart to help
those in need.  Now, whenever I see someone in
need, I will become that light for them, just as what
she did with me.

True goodness, I have learned, is not about being
perfect or famous.  It is about being present, being
kind, and choosing to care about —even in the
smallest ways. No matter how terribly you are
entangled in, there is still somebody who would
render help to you.
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When I was little, I used to think heroes were the
people in movies with capes, superpowers, and grand
speeches. They were the ones who saved the world,
fought monsters, and were cheered on by crowds.
That all changed because of Uncle Ming, the grey-
haired old man who runs the tiny, cluttered grocery
store downstairs in our building.

Uncle Ming is quiet and keeps to himself. His shop is
barely bigger than a closet, with shelves stacked high
with instant noodles, canned soup, and dried herbs
that smell like sun and rain. The floor creaks when you
step on it, and the old fluorescent light flickers every
ten minutes. Most people just rush in to grab what
they need and leave without a second glance. But I
know his secret.

The Quiet Hero in Our Neighbourhood

CHEN POK WA (2025-2026 5C)CHEN POK WA (2025-2026 5C)CHEN POK WA (2025-2026 5C)CHEN POK WA (2025-2026 5C)

It started last winter, on the coldest
night of the year. The wind was howling
outside, and the power went out
suddenly in our entire building. The
lights died, the heaters shut off, and the
building plunged into darkness. Panic
spread fast, especially among the
elderly residents living alone. Without
heat, the temperature in the hallways
dropped fast, and the dark felt heavy
and scary. 114



Then, I saw Uncle Ming. He was wrapped in a frayed wool
coat, carrying armfuls of candles, lighters, and small
battery-powered lamps. He knocked on every door, one
by one. For the elderly lady on the third floor who has
trouble walking, he didn’t just leave a candle – he lit her a
small stove, made her a pot of hot ginger tea, and stayed
to chat with her until her granddaughter arrived home. For
the young single mum on the fifth floor with a crying
baby, he gave her extra batteries for her phone and a
warm blanket from his own shop. He even checked on the
stray cats that live in the alley behind the building, leaving
out bowls of warm rice and water for them. He never
once complained, even when his hands turned red from
the cold.

As the sun began to rise the next morning, the power
finally flickered back to life. The building hummed with
the sound of refrigerators and heaters restarting, but the
atmosphere had changed. Most neighbors went back to
their busy lives, but I noticed small things. The elderly
lady from the third floor brought a plate of homemade
dumplings down to the shop. The young mother left a
“Thank you” card in the doorframe.

I walked into the store that afternoon. The floor still
creaked, and the light still flickered, but the air felt
warmer than ever. Uncle Ming looked up from his
newspaper, gave me a small, humble nod, and went back
to work. I realized then that a hero isn’t defined by a cape
or a spotlight. A hero is the person who brings light when
the world goes dark, expecting nothing in return. From
that day on, I started keeping an extra flashlight and some
spare change in my bag, hoping that one day, I could be
someoneʼs Uncle Ming. 115




	序言
	古人云：「不思故有惑，不求故無得。」回憶與銘記，恰是思考的起點。我們文德學生，雖未必著書立說，但若能珍視自身經歷，以文字留存生命中的感動與領悟，便是最可貴的自我完成。願諸君在回望中學會感恩，在書寫中懂得珍惜，將每一次記錄視為對抗遺忘的溫柔抗爭，將每一篇文章化作穿越時光的時空膠囊。
	此集之中，有笑有淚，有聚有散，有童稚的天真，亦有少年的沉思，恰如一幀幀珍貴的青春剪影，留待日後細細回味。然編集之意，不僅在於保存，更在於啟發——願每一位文德人，皆能從同儕的記憶中看見自己的影子，繼而提起筆來，為自己的歲月留下獨一無二的見證。如此，則回憶不滅，真情永存，而寫作之樂，亦將伴隨終身。
	聖文德書院校長
	羅偉南
	FOREWARD
	Beyond individual accomplishments, this collection highlights the brilliant light found in human connection, family roots, warm encounters and everyday acts of kindness. From nostalgic stories of hometowns to entries celebrating good people doing good deeds, these writings illuminate the warmth that binds us together. They serve as a comforting reminder that compassion, empathy and community spirit thrive all around us, enriching our daily lives in simple yet transformative ways.
	Ultimately, this publication stands as a joyful celebration of the unlimited potential within our emerging young minds. Expressing one’s true voice and sharing personal perspectives takes immense courage, and our students have met that challenge with grace, passion and authenticity. Their uplifting insights leave us feeling genuinely optimistic and  hopeful, as well as deeply inspired by the bright future they are actively building.
	Principal Law
	St Bonaventure College & High School
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	Stellar Sportsmanship at SBC
	CHAN HO YAU (2025-26 2A)
	The True Meaning of Victory

	Devastation washed over me. "I'm so sorry," I stammered, my head hung low. "I ruined it for everyone." I expected disappointment, maybe even anger. Instead, I was met with immediate reassurance. The second runner, Tavia, patted me on the back. "Are you kidding? That was the fastest I've ever seen you run!" Q, still catching his breath, added, "You gave me a fighting chance! We did this together."
	In that moment, the pursuit of first place vanished, replaced by something far more valuable. We huddled together, not as a team that lost a race, but as a class that had shared a struggle. My mistake became the very incident that solidified our unity. It taught us that our bond, built on support and shared effort, was stronger than any trophy.
	KONG GWAN ZAK (2025-26 2A)
	A Thunder of Support

	Therefore, an amazing thing happened. As our second runner heard the roaring cheers, he ran faster than ever before. Then our third runner, Alvin, who was the most determined boy in our class, passed another opponent.
	The sound from our class became even louder. It was a powerful force, pushing our team forward. As a result, what seemed like a certain loss turned into an exciting chase.
	When our final runner crossed the finish line in third place, the entire stadium heard our celebration. We had won! We had finally broken Class A's curse and shaken off last place! The financial value of a prize was not important. The real win was the shared joy and pride we all felt. Our reliance on each other had created a long-lasting bond. The footprint of that race is forever in our memories. We stopped being just classmates and became a true team, all because of the powerful roar from the stand!
	LAM KIT LONG (2025-26 3C)
	An Unforgettable Sports Day

	After crossing the finish line, I not only felt a wave of exhaustion but also a sense of accomplishment. I rushed to the medical room to check on Leo and promised him that we would race together next time. I wished him a speedy recovery, grateful for our friendship and the unforgettable incident on that day.
	Drop by Drop, Water Carves the Stone
	MAK YAT LONG (2025-26 4A)
	Perseverance Pays Off

	Despite the discouragement, Apollo never got upset or felt like giving up. Instead, he decided to pursue his interest in music and started focusing. Apollo spent more and more time on improving his songs, learning music theory, and asking his music teacher for advice. Over time, he started dreaming about becoming a famous musician and music producer, so he went on a trial of learning new instruments. His passion grew stronger as he continued. He even started to upload his pieces on social media to grow fanbase.
	As his popularity grew, he wanted to do something big — collaborating with a famous music star named Michael. He was confident that, with his large fanbase, he would surely be able to invite him. So, he wrote a formal email to the manager of the star. He told the manager how happy he would be to meet Michael and perform on stage together, even offering a large portion of the revenue for the performance.
	As he confidently waited days for the reply, disaster struck. The manager rejected his offer and invitation, even secretly mocking Apollo’s dream of music, thinking it was childish to even have one. Apollo became desperate once again. He thought in his head, “Is it all worth it? Did I waste it all? Am I not popular enough?” He began doubting himself. Until, one day, a small band invited him to perform on stage. They also said that they had had a passion for music for a long time, just like Apollo. Although the small band’s fanbase was not as big as Michael’s, Apollo still accepted their invitation.
	Before the day of the performance, Apollo slowly practiced his instruments, mainly the guitar. He started regaining small bits of trust in himself. He would practice all day until he was drained. When it came to the day of the performance, he stood up on the stage confidently as he slowly smiled and was ready to go. At first, nothing special really happened. The crowd wasn’t having too much of a reaction. Apollo was afraid that his skills were not good enough. On the other hand, the band never became concerned, and continued trying their best to hype the crowd up. Suddenly, a special guest entered the stage — it was Michael! The crowd went wild immediately as Michael showed up with an aura. Apollo and the band gradually build up the energy by performing at a faster pace, trying to maintain the hype from the crowd. Until the final peak of the show, it ended with a huge metal guitar riff, filled with the audience’s applause.
	After the show, Apollo quickly ran into Michael and was curious why he was there. Michael answered that he didn’t mean to reject him. It was the manager’s fault for being rude toward Apollo having a dream. But Michael didn’t think it was childish to have a dream, so he decided to tell the band to invite Apollo for a performance, just so he could show up and surprise him. Apollo smiled and was thankful for being invited to such a big performance.
	In the end, he became one of the most famous musicians and music producers. The news described him as the symbol of perseverance, changing people’s pessimistic thoughts and lives as his music played. Apollo was proud that he never gave up on his passion and dream, because who would ever have thought that perseverance would have such an impact on people’s lives, including Apollo’s, helping everyone to remember his history and journey.
	CHAN CHAK YEUNG  (2025-26 5B)
	Never say NO to challenges

	Under Mr. Tsang ‘s guidance, Marco learned the intricacies of the game. He discovered the importance of strategy, specifically of mental resilience. Every practice session was grueling, yet he was invigorated by his coach. Marco spent hours training his skills, his hands blistered from the paddle, but his spirit was persistent and unyielding. He transformed his small bedroom into a training space, hanging motivational posters and setting up a timetable for his practice and rest. As months passed, Marco’s work began to pay off. He secured a spot on the school team, a dream he once thought unattainable. His teammates, initially skeptical, soon acknowledged his dedication and began to support him. Together, they practised late into the evenings, each match teaching Marco something valuable. He learned to communicate better and embrace the spirit of competition.
	The day of the regional tournament arrived, and Marco felt like he had butterflies in his stomach. The gymnasium buzzed with energy as teams from various schools gathered. He remembered his journey of practising numerous hours of table tennis. He stood at the edge of the court, paddle in hand, heart racing. The first match was intense, but with every serve, Marco felt more in control and confident.
	As the tournament progressed, his skills shone through. He won match after match, his confidence building more substantially. In the finals, he faced the champion that was just only a few steps of him. The match was a nail-biter - each point had to be fought for. However, he was fueled by his determination to edge out a victory, securing the championship for his school. The crowd erupted in cheers, but for Marco, the victory was more than just a trophy. All of his work will pay off. It symbolizes him transforming from a timid boy to a confident and disciplined athlete. He realized that mastering a skill was not just about the end goal, but about his growth along the way.
	After the tournament, Marco became a role model for younger students at his school. He started a table tennis club at his school and was eager to share his love and passion for the sport. What began as a personal challenge is now blossoming into a passion that inspires others.  Marco’s life has transformed. He is no longer just a face in the crowd, but a beacon of perseverance and hope. He has learned that when fueled by relentless diligence, passion could reshape not just a backhand but an entire life.
	KONG SAI YAN  (2025-26 5B)
	Pain behind the success

	Two years later, his teacher asked him to play at the school concert. Leo was worried. On that night, under the stage lights, he saw hundreds of faces. His hands were cold and sweat trickled down his spine. He couldn’t control his terror.
	Trying to calm himself down, he put the violin under his chin, took a deep breath, and played. The song was beautiful though it was sad.  He forgot the people in front of him, and poured his practice into music. When finished, there was silence, then applause.
	After a while, a child approached him, with a pair of sparkling eyes, "You're amazing. I want to play like that."
	Leo smiled, "You can. It takes time, a lot of time ………."
	His life changed. He was no longer just a kid trying violin; he is a musician. Long, hard work gave him skills, hopes, and understanding that perseverance yields real result. He knows that if he keeps trying, even difficult things can become easy.
	He left the stage, heart pounding with excitement. His family was there, faces beaming. His mother hugged him and whispered, "All those hours …… I knew it would lead to this." Leo knew every scream, ache, and doubt was worth it.
	Bonateens’ Best
	YUE YU SIN (2025-26 1A)
	The Story of My Hometown: Guangzhou

	Now, every time I visit that old place, the memories always flood back. I always look for my special lock. I always find it on the back of an old bench, a little worn, but the words are still clear. It always brings back old memories and reminds me that no matter how far I go, Guangzhou will always be my safe space, my home, and those memorable days will always be in my heart.
	FUNG PO YAN (2025-26 3A)
	The Story of My Hometown

	Another place I loved was a restaurant nearby. It had a lot of different cuisines. I love their mushroom soup the most; it has a creamy texture and fragrant aroma. My family and I often went there for lunch or dinner, talking and enjoying our meal together.
	Those are some of my happiest memories. I also remember the times my dad would bring my family to places on his motorcycle. I could feel the wind caressing my face, and when I looked up, the sky was often blue and sunny, making me relaxed.
	My mum would often make delicious treats for me and my elder sister. Her cupcakes were the best! They were sweet and tasty, One times, when we both helped her make them and succeeded in making them good looking, it felt like a celebration.
	My favourite memories are of playing with my sister and the friends I made there. We played hide and seek. When it was my time to be the seeker, I found everyone except for one, which was my sister. We searched everywhere, but we still had no idea where she was. Then, I went inside my bedroom and heard a sound from the closet! To our surprise, my sister was inside. No wonder no one could find her!
	Time never stops for anyone. However, there is always a “home” for you, taking you back to the happier times full of nostalgia and innocence.
	TO CHUN YIU (2025-26 4A)
	The Story of My Hometown

	Taking a left turn, I entered a dimly lit alleyway void of a beating heart. The atmosphere was frigid like a tundra, with stale air everywhere. ‘Now this is the town I remember,’ I muttered under my breath. My footsteps pitter-pattered on the puddles of murky water only to stop in front of a dainty, run-down shop. The ornaments on the door jingled as I slowly strode into the decrepit building. The old man inside raised his head, looking at me eye-to-eye, before his eyes became wide as marbles. ‘You’re that boy, right? The one who was sent away 15 years ago,’ the elderly man said as his voice shook in disbelief. I only nodded to his question and looked around like I was trying to search for something or someone. The old man immediately understood. A tear trickled down his cheek and he said, ‘You won’t find her here, not anymore. Perhaps try the northeast of the town.’ My heart suddenly dropped. Northeast of the town? But there was only one thing there. I thanked the man for the information and was about to head out the door when he called my name. I turned around only to catch a piece of white rabbit candy thrown my way. ‘I remember, your usual.’ His wrinkly face was smiling as he saw me out the door.
	After walking a short distance from the old shop, I came across a giant oak tree up a small hill. I raised my hand and gently touched its bark, feeling the rough surface and also etch marks—etch marks left by me and my merry band of friends. Recalling past memories, I saw myself running around the tree, playing tag, chatting, napping. My hands grasped the tree tight, refusing to let the tree go, refusing to let the memories go. But the past is already the past, I told myself, desperately so.
	Approaching the northeastern part of the town, the weight in my heart weighed down my footsteps. My legs buckled under the boulder, my mind throbbing and foggy. I was finally able to walk past the front gate, and in the distance the sun shone just above the horizon, reflecting its radiant light on the carved stones. Blades of grass covered the ground above, to hide the grimness of what’s hidden six feet below. I walked in front of one such glistening stone which read, “Here lies…” I knelt down and placed the piece of white rabbit candy onto the polished marble plate. I clasped my hands together and offered my prayers. My mind wandered back to the promise we had made, to make the town a better place for you and me. You were there to support me when I was at my lowest, when my own family despised me, yet the town welcomed me with open arms. If only you all had not sent me far away, perhaps I would have seen your final moments too. Your bright smile, your caring hug whenever things got hard at home. I missed it all, and I missed the town too. That was why I came back, but perhaps I was just too late. At least I was back home, to where I belong.
	Being lost in such deep thoughts, I nearly forgot how to stand as I wobbled while standing up. I walked back through the path I came from, stopping mid-way to turn my head to look behind my shoulder. I gave the lonely tombstone one last gaze before the sun retreated beyond the horizon. I looked forward and continued to march on. It was time for me to return home.
	CHEUNG MIU HON (2025-26 2A)
	Technology Changes My Life

	Another big change is how I stay close to people I love. My grandma lives far away, so I do not get to see her often. However, we video call each other every now and then. When she shows me her garden on the screen or tells me a story, it feels like she is right next to me. Those calls mean the world to us. They help us stay connected even when we are far apart.
	Technology is also a big part of how I have fun. I watch shows, listen to music, and play games. However, I also use it to be creative. I have made little videos and shared them with my friends. It is cool to see what I can create with a phone and ideas.
	Technology is not perfect, but for me, it has helped me a lot. It helps me learn, makes life easier, and keeps me connected to people I care about. I love that.
	TSUI HO GUEN (2025-26 5B)
	Technology with Magical Power

	Technology also makes daily life much more convenient. Smart devices are ubiquitous. They are all easily accessible to me with zero distance. A smart watch tells me the time, records my steps, and reminds me to rest. With mobile payment, I no longer need to carry any heavy wallets. Instead, I can pay by simply scanning a code when buying breakfast or stationery. At home, smart home appliances help my family save time and energy. These small technological gadgets make life easier, safer, and more comfortable, letting us enjoy more happiness in simple days.
	The most touching change is that technology connects people. Some of my relatives work far away. In the past, we only communicated through phone calls, which could not pass on real feelings. Now, video calls let us see each other’s faces clearly. I can show them my school projects, share my joys and troubles, and celebrate festivals together through the screen. Distance no longer separates us. Technology turns longing into warm company.
	After school, technology enriches my life as well. I can read countless e-books, watch useful videos, and enjoy soft music to relax. It not only brings fun but also helps me see a bigger world and develop more hobbies.
	Technology is like a bright light in my life. It improves my studies, simplifies my life, and deepens my relationships. It gives me more opportunities to grow and explore. I believe technology will keep creating surprises, and my life will become better and better with its magic power.
	FUNG KWAN HO (2025-26 3A)
	A Warm Encounter

	When I decided to continue walking around the mall after my very expensive splurge, I noticed a huge gathering of people in a nearby area. Not wanting to deal with being squeezed like sardines and whiffing body odours, I chose to walk in the opposite direction. What awaited me instead was a whole wave of people stampeding in my direction. Being pushed and tossed around by these rude and inconsiderate people, I accidentally dropped one of my shopping bags. The carefully packed plush toys spilled out like a waterfall and started rolling everywhere on the ground whilst being stepped on by all the unknowing people.
	In the midst of all the chaos and pandemonium, a woman pushed her way through the crowd and came over to me. She was short and was carrying her toddler. She didn’t seem to speak Chinese or English, which added to the complexity of the situation and overwhelmed me even further. She said some words in—which I assumed to be—Japanese, which I did not understand at all.
	Despite so, she knelt and started picking up the plush toys on the ground and handed them to me. She was very calm and composed whilst I handled the situation without any sense of sangfroid. When she was done, she used what little English vocabulary she had in her mind and asked if I was okay whilst stuttering a bit. I nodded my head gently and replied with some basic Japanese I knew, saying “Arigatou” as a sign of my appreciation.
	Looking back now, it was not a very lengthy interaction, but it was definitely one that touched my heart and stayed with me, even until now. I was so confused and lost, but a random lady whom I did not even know was willing to extend a helping hand and disappeared soon after without asking for any form of repayment. She reminded me that kindness still exists in this world and that there will always be someone who is willing to help you. Also, I think that it was quite impressive of her to do that whilst carrying her toddler in her arms, once again emphasising the power and strength of a mother.
	It would not be an overstatement to say that this encounter has changed my views on the world completely. I wish to also do what this lady did for me and help someone else if they ever seem to be in need.
	CHO MAN KIN (2025-26 4B)
	A Warm Encounter

	As we sat on a bench that provided some protection from the wind, I bit into the tender flesh of the sweet potato, savouring not only the sweetness of the treat, but also the warmth it provided. When I asked him why he was there, he explained that he joined an organisation that decided to give out steaming hot sweet potatoes to random strangers on the street that seemed like they needed it on this cold day to give back to the community. I was about to ask him if his family forced him to join the organisation when I saw that he had a warm smile, and decided not to ask that question, as even if that were the case, it would not change the fact that he was feeling a sense of contentment from helping random strangers on the street. Instead, I asked a different question. “When is the next charity event your organisation will be hosting?” He looked at me like I was a completely different person, as if I was about to say I was joking or something akin to that. He said that it would be the following Saturday and that he would enjoy my company there as he started to leave since he still had to help people other than me, and kindly bid me adieu.
	After I started back towards my destination, I discovered that I no longer felt any cold. "Maybe the sweet potato he gave me heated both my body and soul!” I joked to myself as I continued to walk, knowing that it was the work of both this sweet potato and my friend’s kindness that truly cured me of this ailment of frost in this truly unexpected yet warm encounter.
	Good People
	Good Deeds
	WONG SIN YIU (2025-2026 1A)
	A Nice Gentleman

	Then, disaster struck—Her face turned bright purple and her lips were pale. She was holding her neck and making strange noises like trying to gasp for air. Later on we found out her throat was closing quickly - she was allergic to peanuts. Instead of helping, we were killing her.
	While everyone else froze in panic, the gentleman calmly rushed to the pharmacy and bought a three-hundred-dollar EpiPen. Personally, I don't know how he could afford that. However he ran as quickly as he could and injected it into her body. She gasped for air after a minute. She was confused but gladly alive.
	Not long after, the paramedics arrived. They put her in the ambulance and sent her away. Before she was rolled into the ambulance, she whispered, 'thank you' to the gentleman. He just nodded, wiped the sweat from his forehead, and walked back to his stack of newspapers.
	That night, I couldn't stop thinking about him. He was just an ordinary cleaner and newspaper seller. Thirty dollars was already too much for him, but he spent three hundred without a second thought — just to save a stranger's life. 'Why?' popped up in my head. He was truly a hero.
	I learned that heroes don't need to be in special suits like policemen, doctors or firefighters. A hero could just be a poor man selling things, unseen. At the right moment, they shine like a true hero.
	SHI YIFEI (2025-2026 1A)
	The cleaner who saved my mid term day

	Then, Mrs. Chan came over with a clean towel. She didn’t laugh at me. She took the wet book and dried the pages with the towel and said, “don’t worry, I will put the pages under the fan in the staff room. Okay?” She then gave me the extra Math exercise book she kept for the students who forget theirs. She said, “You studied hard! The midterm exam will be okay.”
	When I finished the Math exam, I went to thank her. She just smiled and said school is not just for studying, it is also for people to help each other. Her small act taught me that kindness is not about being famous or rich. It is about stopping when someone is hurt even if you don’t know them. Mrs. Chan didn’t have to help me but she did. Now when I see students in trouble, I always stop just like she did. The world is better because of the small, quiet people like her.
	JONG SING YU (2025-2026 2A)
	The Shoemaker Who Wanted More Than Shoes

	One day, I asked him why. He said, "When I was young, I had no shoes. A stranger gave me a used pair. That changed my life. Now, I am that stranger for someone else. Kindness is not about how much you have. It's about what you give."
	Over three years, Uncle Lam repaired over two hundred pairs of shoes for free. He never told anyone outside the neighborhood. But on cold mornings, children walked proudly in sturdy shoes, each pair carrying Uncle Lam's quiet love.
	The lesson Uncle Lam left in my heart is this: You don't need to be great to do good. You only need to see a need and act. Uncle Lam taught me that kindness requires only two things: a willing heart and a pair of hands.
	He changed our corner of the world not by shouting, but by stitching one shoe at a time.
	YUE YAZHONG (2025-2026 3A)
	An Inspiring Encounter

	So naturally, the next part of the story involves me and my family waiting for a taxi. After waiting for a few minutes, we got a taxi and started heading to the spot. The place we were heading to was Yexian, a small but beautiful city that’s not too far away from my house but still has some distance. The driver was very quiet, he didn’t play any music or the radio in the car, and the interior of the taxi was very clean. When we arrived at the ancient temple which was the tourist spot we were going to, there were tons of people so mom and dad left me in the car and went to buy tickets themselves. They were not worried about me being in the taxi alone, since the ticket booth was nearby. After 15 minutes or so, I got bored and they still had not come back, so I started chatting with the taxi driver. ‘Hi! You wanna chat?’ I said as I leaned forward to the front seat, it was very awkward and I noticed that, but I did not really have any other way to start. Surprisingly, he answered with a very friendly tone, ‘Yeah, sure.’
	So I started asking questions like ‘Why did you want to be a taxi driver?’ ‘Because I liked car racing when I was a kid.’ he replied. ‘Why didn’t you become a racing driver then?’ I asked.
	He laughed, then said, ‘Well, not everyone can be a racing driver.’ ‘You need a lot of money for the training’ . ‘That made me a bit sad.’ I replied. ’Why is that?’ he asked. ‘I’ve always wanted to be a biologist and go to every single country to study every single animal in the world, but now I think I just won’t have enough money.’ I said with a depressed tone. ‘Listen here, kid.’ Said the driver right after I finished my sentence. ‘A dream doesn’t need to be fulfilled to grant you happiness, I dreamed of being a racing driver, but I didn’t manage to do that, and I’m pretty sure that I never will. But I still always watch car racing shows and that still makes me happy because I still love car racing.’ Said the driver. ‘So whether you can do it or not is not the point, but whether you still love it or not.’ He added.
	I was a bit lost with the sheer amount of information I just received, so I just sat there and stopped talking, until my parents came back two minutes later. As I stepped out of the taxi, I turned back and waved at the driver, he smiled and drove off. That day, I learned a valuable lesson, a dream isn’t beautiful because it can make you money or something, it’s beautiful because you chased it , loved it ,and changed your life with it.
	SIU HOI CHING (2025-2026 4B)
	Good People, Good Deeds

	I didn't perform well in the exam, I was totally desperate and thought negatively about the result, still Mr. Choi comforted me tenderly, “Don't overthink it. Failure is just a lesson, not the end of the road. Our life is a journey, there will be numerous challenges in the future. Never stop striving for your dreams! No matter how tough it gets, fight until the end!” His encouragement inspired me to keep going, focus on my strength, and build tenacity in the face of adversity. He taught me the most significant lesson in my life even though I was going to give up in that moment.
	At the year-end award ceremony, many students and class teachers gathered in the school hall. However, it was also a farewell to Mr. Choi. When teacher emeritus was shown on the screen, my heart was filled with reluctance. I couldn’t forget every moment with him in the junior secondary school period. They are my most precious memories. Although I didn’t express my gratitude to him in person, I am truly grateful for having Mr. Choi as my science teacher in Form I. He encouraged all students to ask questions and never scolded anyone for making mistakes.
	Last but not least, although Mr. Choi had retired with honor, his empathy, dedication, and patience, are the characteristics and traits I want to pass on. These are the legacy from my hero!
	AU YAT WAI (2025-2026 5B)
	The Warm Light of a Small Shopkeeper

	Inside the small shop, there was a smell of hot tea and instant noodles. She sat me down softly, handed me a cup of warm ginger tea, and asked what had happened to me.  When I explained, she didn’t hesitate.  ‘Don’t worry about the money.  Let me call your mom first, then I’ll get you something to eat.’
	While she was on the phone, she heated a bowl of noodles for me.  My tears couldn’t help but run down my cheeks.  I tried to thank her and offered to pay her back later, but she waved her hand. ‘I’ve seen you passing by every day, always with a heavy schoolbag.  You’re just a kid, and this weather is terrible.  Anyone would do the same.’
	When my mom arrived an hour later, she insisted on paying for the food and the call; but Auntie Mei refused to take any money. ‘Just promise me you’ll stay safe next time,’ she said with a kind-hearted smile.  As we drove away, I looked back at the shop’s warm yellow light, glowing like a little beacon in the dark rain.
	At that moment, I realized that heroism is not always about grand gestures or famous people, like Iron Man, Spider Man, or Mister Fantastic.  It is often about ordinary people like Auntie Mei, who choose kindness even when they don’t have to. She does not know me, but she chooses to care for me. She does not expect anything in return, but she gives me warmth when I feel helpless.
	This small act of kindness has changed how I see the world.  It has taught me that humanity is a choice to help someone who is lost, so as to share a cup of tea with a stranger, to give one warmth without asking for anything back.  Auntie Mei’s light did not just keep me safe that night; it ignited a fire in my heart to help those in need.  Now, whenever I see someone in need, I will become that light for them, just as what she did with me.
	True goodness, I have learned, is not about being perfect or famous.  It is about being present, being kind, and choosing to care about —even in the smallest ways. No matter how terribly you are entangled in, there is still somebody who would render help to you.
	CHEN POK WA (2025-2026 5C)
	The Quiet Hero in Our Neighbourhood

	Then, I saw Uncle Ming. He was wrapped in a frayed wool coat, carrying armfuls of candles, lighters, and small battery-powered lamps. He knocked on every door, one by one. For the elderly lady on the third floor who has trouble walking, he didn’t just leave a candle – he lit her a small stove, made her a pot of hot ginger tea, and stayed to chat with her until her granddaughter arrived home. For the young single mum on the fifth floor with a crying baby, he gave her extra batteries for her phone and a warm blanket from his own shop. He even checked on the stray cats that live in the alley behind the building, leaving out bowls of warm rice and water for them. He never once complained, even when his hands turned red from the cold.
	As the sun began to rise the next morning, the power finally flickered back to life. The building hummed with the sound of refrigerators and heaters restarting, but the atmosphere had changed. Most neighbors went back to their busy lives, but I noticed small things. The elderly lady from the third floor brought a plate of homemade dumplings down to the shop. The young mother left a “Thank you” card in the doorframe.
	I walked into the store that afternoon. The floor still creaked, and the light still flickered, but the air felt warmer than ever. Uncle Ming looked up from his newspaper, gave me a small, humble nod, and went back to work. I realized then that a hero isn’t defined by a cape or a spotlight. A hero is the person who brings light when the world goes dark, expecting nothing in return. From that day on, I started keeping an extra flashlight and some spare change in my bag, hoping that one day, I could be someone’s Uncle Ming.

