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The Cham of Blue Eyes

Winnie Mo

Eyes are often referred to as the "windows to the soul." What kind of soul can you glimpse through

these windows?

The scene in the rain at Hopewell Centre kept replaying in her mind. Her curiosity gnawed at her
until she could no longer resist. She opened her phone book and summoned the courage to dial the
number of the foreigner she had met in the rain. She had never made a phone call in English before
and didn't know what to say or how to say it. It felt as though an angel was whispering in her ear,

"It's okay, you'll find the words."

The call went through, and she heard a voice that seemed familiar, speaking in an excited tone.
"Hello, how are you?" She slowly replied, "Good, and you?" He kept talking on and on, as if he had

forgotten she was a Chinese woman who didn't speak much English. Not hearing any response, he



slowed down and said, "Would you like to have dinner in Wanchai?" She could only say, "Okay." He

then spoke even slower, "We can meet in Hopewell Center, at the entrance, in front of the door, at

six o'clock." He was afraid she might get the time wrong and added a Chinese word, "7X" (six). She

completely understood his meaning.

She eagerly arrived at Hopewell Centre, her heart pounding as she stood at the traffic light. There,
at the entrance, she spotted a tall foreigner. He was impeccably dressed in a neat blue suit, a crisp
white shirt, a grey tie adorned with red floral patterns, and shiny leather shoes. He carried a dark
red briefcase that completed his polished look. "Wow, is this the foreigner | met in the rain? He
looks like a senior manager," she thought, her mind racing. Before she could gather her thoughts,

she heard a cheerful "Hi," and he stood beside her with a warm smile.

They decided to head to a nearby Chinese restaurant. The place was filled with traditional Chinese
decor—redwood tables and chairs, wooden chopsticks, and Chinese paintings adorning the walls.
Each item sparked a sense of familiarity for her. Watching him struggle with the chopsticks, she
couldn't help but laugh. He was left-handed, gripping one chopstick tightly with his thumb and
index finger while his middle finger awkwardly blocked the other. Instead of using the chopsticks
properly, he ended up using his thumb and index finger to grab the food directly. She spent quite

some time teaching him the correct way to use chopsticks.

She also shared a traditional folk story with him: if you hold your chopsticks too low, your future
partner will come from a nearby place; but if you hold them high, your future partner will come
from a distant place. He found it interesting, looked at how she held her chopsticks, and said with a
smile, "You hold your chopsticks quite high, you may find a husband from far away." He then tried

to hold his chopsticks higher, perhaps hoping to find a partner from a distant place.

Daily life is a great teacher. During this meal, he not only learned a lot about Chinese dining culture,
food, and traditional stories but also became even more curious about Chinese. As for her, she
didn't let the language barrier stop her from expressing her thoughts. The conversation at the table
boosted her confidence in speaking English and gave her new insights into her future. "All things
must come to an end" is a rather harsh philosophy. Would this rare weekend just end with eating

and drinking?



He seemed to have a plan and asked her, "Do you have anything to do?" Even if she did, she felt
nothing was more important than being with this charming person in front of her, so she said, "No."
"Great, let's go to Lan Kwai Fong." The name ‘Lan Kwai Fong’ sounded familiar, but she had never

been there and naturally wanted to explore this unfamiliar place in a familiar city.

Lan Kwai Fong on the weekend was bustling with activity. Men and women in unique outfits,
singing and toasting, opened her eyes to a new side of Hong Kong. "So, Hong Kong has such a
special place," she thought. After wandering the noisy streets twice, they found themselves not

drawn to the laughter and singing but instead wanting to find a quiet place.

Lan Kwai Fong not only offers party venues for revelry but also provides poetic and romantic
havens. They found a small bar in a corner, with no colorful lights, no deafening music, just a small

table for two, orange candlelight, and soft music, creating a dreamy and romantic paradise.

The small round table in the bar seemed to be prepared just for the two of them. Without asking
what she wanted to drink, he ordered two beers. It was her first-time drinking beer, and after a few
sips, she felt a bit dizzy, finding it hard to continue the conversation. The person sitting in front of
her became more and more unfamiliar, and she finally understood the local term "gweilo": a
chubby face, rosy and white, a prominent high nose, thin lips, and those big and round blue eyes,
with bulging eyeballs like Picasso's eyes, the pupils shaped like circles drawn with a brush, round

and not rigid, crystal clear blue, full of magic.

She stared into those blue eyes, feeling like she was stepping into the world of ‘Alice in
Wonderland.” Through his pupils, she fell into a vast, dreamy realm, as if Alice herself were
exploring strange, magical gardens. It was like experiencing Zhuangzi's ‘Butterfly Dream,’ not
knowing if Zhuangzi became the butterfly or the butterfly became Zhuangzi. She couldn't tell if she
was Alice or if Alice was her. Dreams always come to an end, and the phrase from the Diamond
Sutra, "All phenomena are like a dream, an illusion, a bubble, a shadow, like dew or a flash of

lightning," came to her mind.



