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The First Line of the Sketch

“Life offers many choices. As long as you keep going, any path can lead toward
the light.” Ayun’s words and the way she sat painting portraits at Xiangmihu with

calm focus—lingered in Abi’s mind like a warm beam.

She asked herself again and again: “If Ayun can make a living by drawing, why

can’t | at least try?” The thought circled in her mind, growing clearer each time.

She discussed it with Ajie, hoping to find a place to draw for money. Ajie’s eyes
lit up. “Let’s go to the train station. Lots of Hong Kong travellers pass through. | can

help bring in customers, and practice my English and Cantonese, too.”

With Ajie beside her, Abi felt a small flame of courage ignite. She remembered
her teachers urging her to sketch more, and the weekends she spent sketching with
classmates at train stations—noise, footsteps, and countless faces all blending into
something both exciting and calming. She began to believe perhaps her pencil really

could open a path of its own.

A few days later, they headed to Luohu Station with their drawing boards. The
place was packed, people rushing, waiting, dozing off on their luggage. Chaotic, noisy,

overwhelmingly real. To Abi, it felt like a perfect sketching ground.

For a moment, she even forgot why she had come. She found a corner, sat

down, and began sketching with quiet absorption.

Ajie explored the area and soon found a designated waiting zone for Hong Kong
travellers—orderly, quieter, easier to approach. She hurried back. “Come on, draw

over there. Lots of Hong Kong people there.”

And indeed—the travellers there looked different: their clothes, posture and

tidy luggage, a certain air that marked them unmistakably as Hong Kong visitors.



Abi sat down in the waiting area and opened her sketchpad again. Soon, a few
curious travellers paused to watch. Ajie seized the moment: “Want a portrait? She’s

very good. Ten minutes only.”

Abi looked up at her and couldn’t help smiling to herself. Ajie’s courage and

her language skills—seemed to blossom right here in the station.

Not long after, a young man wandering aimlessly approached them. He
glanced at Abi, then at her board. “Could you draw me? My train won’t board for

another hour.”

He sat down straight-backed, perfectly still. Abi took a breath, pulled out an A4
sheet, and began outlining his face. Soon, she slipped into a flow state— the noise

around her fading into a distant blur.

Halfway through, she turned the sketch toward him. He paused, then smiled

for the first time during his long wait. “Looks like me.”

After a while, the loudspeaker announced: “The next train to Guangzhou will
begin boarding in ten minutes.” The young man straightened immediately. “Almost

done? | need to queue soon.”

Abi sped up gently, finishing the final strokes with care. When she handed him
the portrait, he studied it carefully and looked pleased. He pulled out a 100-yuan
note and placed it firmly in her hand. “Thank you.” Then he walked off and

disappeared into the crowd.

Abi looked down at the red banknote in her palm. Her fingers didn’t move, yet
something in her heart trembled lightly. It wasn’t just a hundred yuan. It was

recognition, a possibility and a beginning.



Ajie rushed over, patting her shoulders excitedly. “You did it! You really did it!”

Abi simply smiled—quietly, deeply. No cheering, no jumping—just a steady

sense of certainty rising from within. Maybe she really could live by her own hand.

She suddenly understood: the road ahead doesn’t need to be clear at the start.

As long as you take the first step, the path will slowly take shape beneath your feet.

When they left the station, both felt an unspoken sense of accomplishment.
Ajie had finally used the languages she had practiced for so long. And in Abi’s heart,
another kind of joy took root—the sense that today, she had drawn the very first line

of her life’s sketch.



