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Window of the World: An Unexpected Journey

Winnie Mo

Window of the World may be a tourist attraction for most people,
but for Abi, it was a doorway into a larger horizon.

On the road of chasing dreams, a woman needs more than career
achievements, she also needs a touch of romance to soften her days. Ever since
Aying and Ajie found boyfriends, their lives had become colourful in new ways.

Having something to look forward to gives life meaning. No matter how
exhausting their week of work and study was, the thought of meeting their
boyfriends in Shenzhen for tea, dinner, or a day out refilled them with energy.

Whenever they discussed weekend plans, their voices carried unmistakable
sweetness, but Abi had nothing to look forward to. Weekends, for her, had quietly
become the loneliest time.

She wasn’t without friends. She had simply begun to feel her awkward place in
the little group—the “sandwich filling.” She often sat on the side during meals, rarely
able to join in the conversations. When the couples were happy, she was just an
onlooker; when they argued, the tension thickened around her, and she had to
pretend she didn’t notice.

Over time, Abi no longer wished to play that role. Her weekends gradually
turned into a world of her own: wandering aimlessly through city streets, watching
the hurried crowds; sitting on the grass in a park, breathing in the scent of fresh
green; or choosing a book in the library and losing herself in its characters.

Amid the city’s noise, she carved out a pocket of quiet. Sometimes she doesn't
even say a few words all day, and inside that silence she felt an unexpected sense of
freedom—relief at not needing to adjust for anyone.

Ajie noticed Abi withdrawing. She saw every subtle change and couldn’t bear
it. Loyal by nature and protective of Abi like a sister, Ajie felt she couldn’t just stand
by. She often thought: “Someone as good as Abi shouldn’t have to go through life
alone.”



So, she began introducing Abi to her Hong Kong friends. She brought her to
places where Hong Kong people liked to gather—tea restaurants, karaoke roomes,
small social meetups—and sometimes even begged her boyfriend, Atang, to bring a
few single friends to Shenzhen so Abi could meet them.

One weekend, Atang really did gather a few friends and invited Abi and Aying
for a day trip to Window of the World.

The sky was clear, and crowds surged through the park. The noise rose and
fell—people posing for photos, children crying, tour guides shouting—so loud and
chaotic that their group soon got separated.

There were no mobile phones in hand then, making it nearly impossible to find
one another. Ajie and Aying were pushed to another area, and when Abi finally
stopped moving, she realized she could no longer see a single familiar face.

Only Awen, who had entered the park with them, remained by her side. He
was tall and slender with well-defined features, and his large eyes, seen through thick
glasses, exuded a calm, unhurried gentleness.

Abi turned around several times, searching anxiously for her friends, but found
no one. Sensing her worry, Awen spoke softly, “How about we walk around first?” He
slowed his Cantonese deliberately so she could follow. Abi hesitated, then nodded.

And just like that, the day became theirs. Many of the exhibits at Window of
the World were unfamiliar to her. At the time, Abi’s understanding of the world came
mostly from textbooks and news reports—distant and vague, like looking through a
thin veil, but Awen was like her personal guide. At each landmark, he stopped to tell
her a story—the history behind the Eiffel Tower, the geography surrounding the
pyramids, the quiet myths behind Japanese shrines.

He spoke slowly, ending each sentence with a gentle rise, as if checking
whether she understood.

Abi’s Cantonese wasn’t good enough for conversation. Sometimes she couldn’t
follow and didn’t know how to respond. When Awen noticed her silence, he took out
a small notebook and wrote down key words, even adding small sketches.



From his eyes, his tone, and the careful movement of his pen, Abi felt a sincerity that
expected nothing in return.

In that miniature world, Awen opened a gateway to a much larger one for her.

They took photos along the French pathways, rested in the shadow of the
pyramid, and sat quietly by the Dutch windmill. There was no probing, no flirtation—
only a natural ease, as though they had known each other for years. Language was
never a barrier. Sincerity turned two strangers into confidants in a single day.

As dusk settled, lights flickered on and the crowds thinned. Awen walked with
Abi toward the exit; neither mentioned searching for the others.

Not deliberately—just because, in that moment, neither felt the need to rush.

At the bus stop, the warm light reflected off Awen’s glasses, softening his
expression. In that instant, Abi realized: This was the happiest day she had had since
arriving in Shenzhen. Not because of the amusement park—but because, for the first
time, someone had shown her the world with patience and warmth.

After that day, Awen came to Shenzhen every week. No promises, no
affectionate words. Each time they parted at the Lo Wu border, he would quietly tell
her their next meeting time and place, then write it on a slip of paper in case she
didn’t catch it. And every time, he arrived exactly as promised.

They often went to Hong Kong—style tea restaurants, tasting dim sum while
talking about their lives—Awen sharing stories of his world in Hong Kong, Abi sharing
hers. Their different backgrounds made them endlessly curious about each other,
and they often chatted until the afternoon slipped away unnoticed.

Sometimes Awen bought her Cantonese learning books, teaching her
pronunciation and tones with patient care. Every time she mastered a phrase, he
offered a gentle smile.

Gradually, Abi’s life changed because of Awen. Weekends were no longer
empty; the streets grew brighter; she began studying Cantonese and learning about
Hong Kong’s history, unknowingly stepping into a culture she had never touched
before.



Abi was no longer the girl who didn’t fit in. Her goals, like Ajie’s, became
clearer—Cantonese and English became their shared pursuit.

“Window of the World” was not only a place where Abi first learned about the
wider world; it was also a doorway that opened onto her own aspirations.
At the time, she had no idea where her connection with Awen would eventually lead.
But she sensed one thing: some paths only become clear as you walk them—
just like getting lost that day, which happened only so she could find a better way
forward.



