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Seeds Planted by Chance

Winnie Mo

Seeds planted by chance sometimes bloom without notice.

Awen and Abi had been together for several months now. Their relationship
had gradually settled, like a river easing into a straight, steady channel, no longer
constantly glancing back. The restless state of looking around and making
comparisons had faded without her quite realizing when. Life began to take on a faint
sense of direction—no need to define it yet. Time would keep moving, and the path

would slowly make itself clear.

In that moment, Abi found herself recalling a line her father used to say : “All
trades are lowly; only learning stands above.” The words brought neither motivation
nor insight. They simply lay there, like a seed planted long ago, quietly sprouting at
that moment. And so, she and Ajie decided to enrol in an English program at

Shenzhen University.

The decision itself was nothing extraordinary—neither an act of escape nor the
result of a sudden insight. It was simply the feeling that, while waiting for life to
unfold, it made sense to do something genuinely useful. Knowledge, once learned,
stays in the mind and doesn’t slip away with changes in circumstance. Rather than
endlessly imagining the future, it was better to invest the present in something worth

the time.

They signed up for a half-day beginner English course, with classes from 8:30 in

the morning until noon.

The first time Abi stepped onto the Shenzhen University campus, she felt a

long-missed sense of calm. There were no urgent commands, no constant pressure,



no anxiety over being eliminated by a single mistake. The grounds were spacious and
quiet. Groups of students sat talking on the grass; people passing by carried books in
their arms. Whether students or teachers, everyone seemed unhurried and quietly

assured.

There were just over twenty students in the class. They came from different
backgrounds but shared similar situations—each in Shenzhen, trying to give
themselves more possibilities. Some worked shifts in hotels and came straight to
class after night duty. Some were waiting to go to Hong Kong or abroad and used the
gap to improve themselves. Others were women whose lives were relatively stable

with the support of their boyfriends, yet still chose to sit in a classroom.

Few people were ever late. Everyone understood that chances like this weren’t
easy to come by. The teachers progressed methodically and made no effort to
entertain. Language learning was inevitably dull, yet the classroom remained quiet,

pens scratching across notebooks, as students tried not to miss a single detail.

When foreign teachers came in, everyone became even more attentive. To say
just one sentence fully and correctly, students often lingered after class, surrounding
the teacher and refusing to leave, wringing every word they knew from their minds

just to speak a little more, practice one more time.

Abi was always serious about her studies. She arrived early, sat in the front
row, focused only on catching every word. Day after day of learning brought her a
long-forgotten sense of solidity. She wasn’t there for some distant dream, nor to
prove anything to anyone. She simply grew aware that every small piece of

knowledge she was taking in was a key, slowly opening up her view of the world.



At noon, the students went their separate ways. Some rushed off to work;
others chatted briefly before disappearing into corners of the campus. Abi and Ajie
slowed their pace. They often ate lunch in the cafeteria, walked a few loops along the

grass, then turned into the library.

The library in the afternoon was spacious and silent. Once seated, they would
often stay through the entire afternoon. They picked up books at random, and once
opened, time slipped by unnoticed. No one urged them on, nothing demanded
attention—just sitting quietly and reading. Later, Abi could no longer remember
exactly what she had read, but she always remembered the feeling of being

completely absorbed.

Now and then she would look up to see the figures outside thinning, the
evening sun sinking into the distant trees. Only then would they get up and head
back to the cafeteria for dinner. There was no rush, no tight schedule —just walking

and talking. Before they knew it, they were already at the bus stop.

It was during those days that Abi truly understood that life in a bustling city
didn’t have to be lived in constant haste. If one could leave a quiet stretch of time for
oneself and move through the day with rhythm, a deep sense of steadiness would
take root. Looking back later, she realized that this seemingly ordinary routine was

exactly the kind of life she most needed then.

That year brought no dramatic turning points. There were no fate-altering
decisions, no visible transformations. Yet many years later, when Abi looked back,
she understood that it was precisely in those unnoticed days that she had quietly

planted a seed in her life—one that would, in time, bloom.



