& & 284 F Mirror in the Night
Winnie Mo

ZINAAGF T OLREG R T, FELETARINKET — A6
TE b A A AL T RO IR % FI &, #u69F & . A, Ak ULE A G
1% WMRBBRITRAK, REFOEFALARTFACLALL . #1850, A
NEWRITE ) ERGMAAERZIRERARRME . T, w—kili
. HEL.4EE BREABERTHEOINELT A AG, B3R,
RBEEBELZOE AR

K, BFAT, b BB —fRERrheyEdp. £548 %, VL TEREA
ARBR2G K. ARMED K, ilveirn. ¥ . R———%F#
MR TR, TEAZY, WIiE AR .

WS RIEREAG . b FEatta, kAT TH ALK

BhA XM — AT, AR AR KR EEG R RA—F R
W, REeAs, FEIRFERGFREER, TREABRLEBEL, XAK
# o

&, E—NEWMBNEE, WMATME, AR EZHET, ALY
BRROAEGHRE . FEFHIREEE, B3R FELXHBEL, 2/
RELE, LT ET Bk

ABMEGRFET, TREAERLRITOSEFRZTFELG T E . 4
& & G%EA0, RN, BE/K, BREZHE TR ZIT



WATR LA R, SIAZART - MAFRRERR, oY BE,; 5
B RF, HEILIRZE MM . RMEARYA LGOI L, LA RAEX
EHT—FRE RAFTHEISILITAFT A

KT E—HHFEELR . AAY . wAe . ZEEH—FFMEAY . £

EESENER LT TONE DEE ST BN S ET S L NN

& 6 MMM T — T - 2 Z Mag SRS, LR —PWAFAL.

fMEME e EiFR, SRERASERERET —B.

ITHRITARELFZE L, IR ERR, X ENTZHK, B—FL5ER3
HEAXRKG . FLRE_FTHK, FBKREZ REANEZ . WNRZRE T, L1
HLERITEAR, HEEEZER—BRE, FHENFFELNMES.

A EFAGAREFRE, XTELRAET; ANMNITEEZ, BARKH
AT WHALXBEERELT REAR, GABELZTOFF .

A EtAE#R. BEEHEGGN . BRTFRUEEA, THAALR
R 7T~ FRAAFEEF42F F .

A=), FANTEAMERABARN DFS . 18 A0 5 okt et & A
—#, BAFRHEGILE A BRIE R EE .

ARk sie sk, FARE, FiERET, AOHEFGEE— kMR, R
AR AR FAE S AWM AL, SR, FHRaE—EBWHYES .

MEBAARZR—W, CESARL-—FEARLOBLE . TZAFLEE? TR
R ERAGHF? FEARALLBINETAE, REATHE. LHZOR
FARF#H, BROETMMEEARL . . “REREXIBMIRT, Lk



XELEH® B, LWREIFK WL ” MBERToR, X AE, X
PHENLTBHRAOCHHE . AAATHRS A, FARALELTARE, &K
#H, AN, PRXESFRTHEG—4H A0,

W B LT, MERBAGAE. B R, BEASFRLSL ]
F.RFRAFILE, PAYELE P EALL—F . RE, 2RI, BFHK
KHBIET

FECEREEZE—F . RAZRE, XLELHBFAT—H, Lk aRLHw
BN AR RE . FRERN; LEREENAE S EEAE . R RN
BETEACTRAGTXAT £

T RS R LA BRI R T K F L BMRE . FRERXRA A, H
BEE—IEREGESE, MREENMNGEE, HAEERTELE S R .

MiE e EAR LI E FRIBZ2FE, B FEFBLEZR LS
gk . A B HBELERBAN . REREMR, mARIG—nt4 3 K
B4 . REE BARA—HTEBTACKEER.

FIELEAEL, AAEMELT . JTAT, RNOBRAZ, FAEELRRY
HF. BEACARLEATE, ATHE, AXKERXZS . AbkHFE, E—
BB HE N B A — L b — M. LREFRNE, CREF A

PR A aE i) R

T, MNAESFMRLEL, REMSE. 38 . HRGQILIH D, IR
T —F e Th .

M—al, WG ERTRERT . AR, BAKBHMEEN . REFX
AR AABLE; AAGMR; AAEITETEHE—AEAIRONE .



BARERTE, SfEOORFEERECYR. MEREFEETF, MHE L
AR#FHOHFEEAR K. MESLARE, THAACTHERAS —NMEREER, L
ERGEMEE GRS

REFEZBTOHRI, ARAETSL, WI#k. CREHHH, L4
E ey % IF TR T A i85 G AR L NSARA, EE AR
FREIATHR—FFHFIEL.

Mirror in the Night

Winnie Mo

After months of searching and drifting around Shenzhen, Ajie finally found
someone she could lean on—a bit of stability through Atang, her boyfriend. For her,
stability was a long-lost luxury. She didn’t want to end up like Aying, wasting her
youth on sleep and television. She knew how hard it was to find a foothold in this

city, and she wanted to use this moment of calm to build her future.

So she threw herself into studying: memorizing English, practicing Cantonese,
going back and forth to the library every day. She understood that language was the

first key to the life she hoped for.

But after a while, a quiet pressure started to grow inside her. Life was steady,
yes—but it lacked the spark young people naturally crave. When Atang came back on
weekends, they ate, walked, chatted. Everything moved like a gentle, slow river—

comforting, yet somehow draining.



She felt she needed something to bring a bit of light back into her days.

In that unsettled mood, she suddenly remembered the weekend trip to Daya
Bay—the sea breeze, the flowing night, the wild energy on the dance floor. The

memory had never really left her.

So one Friday night, she asked Abi out, and the three of them decided to go to
a dance hall, hoping to recover some of that old heat in life. Atang didn’t like noise
and had little interest in singing or dancing, but seeing Ajie’s excitement, he nodded

in the end.

From a distance, they saw two elegant hostesses standing at the entrance,
dressed in traditional qipao, smiling with the practiced grace of lanterns lit in the

night.

They led the trio inside. The lighting was soft and hazy, like covered by a thin
veil; the music drifted gently, carrying a touch of romance and ease. No wonder
many men came here on weekends—to drop their exhaustion and let the lights and

rhythm hold the weight for a while.

The hall was filled with booths of all sizes—pairs, fours, whole groups. Beside
them was a wide dance floor, and along its edge sat a neat row of young women—

the hostesses.

Ajie paused for a moment, but the hostess continued guiding them to a booth

for four.

Abi excused herself, then walked alone around the dance floor.

Under the lights, the young women looked like freshly perfumed flowers —

carefully made up, their hair soft and voluminous. Most were in their early twenties,



with bright skin and sharp eyeliner. They weren’t waitresses or regular staff; they

were arranged almost like part of the scenery, waiting for some quiet signal.

Some talked softly with the girls beside them, smiles edged with alertness;
some sat upright, eyes drifting toward the entrance; others stared blankly at the

dance floor, as if their minds were far away.

More men arrived—office workers in suits, businessmen carrying brick-sized

phones, and young guys who looked freshly paid and ready to relax.

Soon every booth turned into a little stage: strangers paired together, dozens

of silent scenes unfolding at once.

Some warmed up quickly, leaning in close, whispering; some sat stiffly like
awkward blind dates; some remained polite and proper, yet separated by an invisible

layer of distance.

Watching all this, Abi felt a strange sense of dislocation. Was this real life, or a

scene from a movie?

She noticed a girl sitting alone in the next booth and went over to chat. The girl
responded calmly, as if used to strangers approaching. “I’'m working in an office
during the day,” she said. “At night, | sit here to earn some extra money—and maybe
look for an opportunity.” She sighed, then added that every girl here had her own
story: some came for the money; some came because life felt too lonely; some

treated this place as a doorway to a different fate.

She explained, “Sitting for customers means drinking, dancing, chatting with

them. When guests leave, they give tips. Generous men give a few hundred; the



stingy ones at least follow the minimum hundred. In Shenzhen, you need to find your

own way to survive.”

Abi felt a small tremor inside. She suddenly realized these girls were just like
her—coming from cities all over the country, carrying families, dreams,
disappointments. They too hoped to find luck somewhere in this city. They had

simply chosen a different path.

The noise in the hall grew strangely sharp—Ilaughter, clinking glasses, music—
wrapped in a faint weariness, not belonging to anyone in particular, but to the city

itself.

Ajie and Atang swayed gently to the music on the dance floor. The long-lost
closeness softened Ajie’s face. But Abi couldn’t join them. Not because she didn’t
understand—it was just too unfamiliar, too layered, like watching a play that wasn’t

hers.

Sitting in the corner, she watched the girls. Their faces shone under the lights,
yet each glow held a deep shadow. She thought of herself —drawing portraits at train
stations, running through the streets to get by. In truth, she was like them: searching

for chances, waiting for something to shift.

These girls were doing the same, trying to grasp a possibility from a few hours

of drinking, dancing, and conversation each night.

In that moment, she felt she understood Shenzhen a bit more. Every girl here
was striving. The paths differed: some climbed upward, some pushed outward, some

waited under the lights for an opportunity that hadn’t yet appeared.



When they left the dance hall, the night breeze carried a cool touch. Ajie and
Atang walked ahead hand in hand, slowly disappearing into the quiet street. Abi
stood still, feeling as though she had just returned from another world, its warmth

still clinging to her.

Under the night, Shenzhen felt neither cold nor warm. It simply laid out all
kinds of lives—bright or shadowed—openly before everyone, letting each person find

her own road to dream on.



