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The Threshold

After leaving the printing company, Abi quickly began taking on freelance
drafting work. She drafted architectural drawings, produced construction floor plans,
parking layouts, plumbing diagrams, and occasionally handled simple interior design

projects.

She treated every assignment with care, studying the details and doing her
best to meet her clients' expectations. Her diligence and reliability gradually earned

their trust, and before long she had a steady stream of repeat customers.

As the workload grew, Abi realized she could not do everything alone. She
invited her niece, Axia, from the countryside to help. Abi taught her how to use a
computer and draw with AutoCAD. Axia often worked through the night completing
drawings, while Abi reviewed and corrected them in the morning, delivered finished

work to clients, and returned with new assignments.

Those were exhausting days, but they were full of hope.

She often thought maybe if | keep going for a few more years, I'll have my own
design company. The people who once looked down on me will finally see me

differently.

It was not a grand dream, but it was enough to keep her moving forward.

However, problems soon began to surface.

Abi had a background in art and basic computer drafting skills, but she knew
very little about architectural structures and construction standards. Clients
increasingly took her to building sites and expected her to produce complete

drawings on her own.



She worked harder than ever, yet her drawings kept being rejected. The
proportions were off. The dimensions were marked incorrectly. Some drawings could

not even be used for construction.

At first, she felt frustrated. | worked so hard on this. Why is it still wrong?

Gradually, she came to understand that architectural drafting was very
different from drawing. Art valued beauty and expression; construction drawings
demanded precision. A single incorrect line on paper could become a costly mistake

in real life.

She realized that what she lacked was not determination but professional

knowledge.

Determined to bridge that gap, she decided to join a design firm and learn
from experienced professionals. Soon she found a job as a design assistant at an

interior design company.

The "company" turned out to be little more than a small family-run renovation
business. The husband managed renovation projects while the wife prepared

drawings. Three computers in the living room served as the entire office.

Before long, most of the drafting work was handed to Abi.

The standards were extremely strict, yet nobody explained them. A single

drawing might be revised dozens of times.

"That's wrong."

"Fix this."

Those were the comments she heard every day.



She redrew and revised endlessly. Late at night, staring at the glowing screen,
she kept asking herself: What's wrong with it? If no one explains it, how am |

supposed to learn?

The harder she tried to improve, the more lost she felt.

During busy periods, she went several nights without sleep. Under the cold
light of the monitor, she modified the same lines over and over until she could hardly

recognize the original drawing.

When she finally stepped outside, her legs felt weak and unsteady. Even then,

she told herself:

Just hold on a little longer. Maybe tomorrow it will finally make sense.

Isn't this how everyone learns?

But day after day, she realized she was simply making endless revisions
without receiving any real guidance. She knew what was considered "wrong," yet

nobody could show her what "right" looked like.

Slowly, an unsettling thought entered her mind. Maybe they don't want an

apprentice. Maybe they just want someone to work for free. The thought startled her.

She had always believed that if you worked hard enough, someone would be

willing to teach you.

Reality, however, seemed different.

One night, she sat staring blankly at the screen. Her eyes were dry, her

shoulders stiff.



Suddenly she asked herself: Am I learning, or am | simply wearing myself out?

The room was silent except for the hum of the computer fan.

At that moment, she knew it was time to leave. The next day, she resigned.

The husband and wife made no attempt to stop her. They simply said, "Your
drawings aren't usable, so we're not paying you." A chill ran through her. Hurt and

anger welled up inside her, and tears stung her eyes.

But more than anything, she felt exhausted. After two weeks of sleepless

nights and relentless work, she no longer had the energy to argue.

She walked out without looking back. The street was nearly empty in the early
morning light. As she made her way forward, tired and unsteady, a light breeze

brushed against her face.

Quietly, she told herself: It's alright. If this road leads nowhere, I'll find another

one. One day, I'll find a place where | can truly grow.

Looking back years later, Abi realized that those difficult weeks had given her
something more important than technical knowledge. They taught her that effort
without direction can lead nowhere, and that wisdom often begins with knowing

when to walk away.

When we are desperate to move forward, we can easily mistake sacrifice for

progress. True growth begins the moment we learn the difference.



