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A Journey with the Sage
Winnie Mo

Weekends were a sanctuary for workers. Abi and Ajie had their plans lined up

like pearls on a string, counting down to Friday at six. Freedom was just a tick away.

But that Friday, as they stepped into their dorm, the boss appeared —with a
stranger. He was slightly shorter than the boss, dressed in simple casual clothes. His
expression was calm, his smile warm as he greeted them:

“Hello.”



“This is Professor Lin,” the boss said. “He’s from a university in Guangzhou...”

Abi and Ajie bowed politely: “Hello, Professor Lin.”

He really does look like a scholar, they thought, exchanging a curious glance.

“He’ll be staying downstairs for a while,” the boss continued. “Take good care
of him.”

They nodded quickly: “Of course. Please look after us too, Professor.”

From that moment, the air shifted. The laughter and playful chatter that once
spilled freely upstairs vanished, replaced by a hush—a solemnity that clung to the

walls.

The three often gathered around the table for dinner. Whenever the professor
joined them, the table blossomed with delicious dishes of fish and meat. Abi and Ajie
were no longer carefree girls; the atmosphere grew taut. They savoured the food

quietly, observing the professor’s gestures and listening to his stories.

Sensing their unease, he would smile and ask: “Where are you from? Do you
like spicy food?” When he learned Abi was from Guizhou and Aje from Xinjiang, he
wove the conversation into the meal. If chicken was served, he spoke of Xinjiang’s Big
Plate Chicken, and Ajie’s eyes lit up, her voice breaking the silence. Slowly, laughter
returned—soft at first, then bright, like sunlight filtering through a dusty window. The
table became a place of warmth, a fragile echo of family in a city that felt so far from

home.

After dinner, Ajie would rush off to meet Ah Qiang, a sweet smile playing on
her lips. The warmth lingered, but Abi stayed behind, watching Professor Lin slowly

pour tea. Steam curled under the light like a silver thread, drawing them closer.



“Why are you here?” she asked, curiosity slipping past her restraint. “Don’t you

teach anymore?”

He smiled: “Teaching is only part of my work. Writing and research—that’s my

main job. I’'m here to help Mr. Chen write a book.”

Abi listened, her heart swelling with admiration.

“How did you become a professor? What do you research?”

To answer, he led her downstairs. The office was humble yet steeped in
culture: a large desk, a few chairs, a bookshelf heavy with Chinese literature, history,
and philosophy. Pens and manuscripts lay scattered like fallen leaves. Calligraphy

brushes rested beside an inkstone, waiting.

Abi sat like a student summoned to temple, hands folded, eyes bright. The
professor leaned back, fingers tapping lightly on the desk, and began his story. His
words flowed like spring water—deep, deliberate, alive. Time slipped away unnoticed
until her eyelids grew heavy. He chuckled softly:

“All right, off to bed.”

“Thank you, Professor. Good night.” She left.

Nights like these became Abi’s secret joy. Sitting beside him, she felt an
unfamiliar safety, his voice a gentle lullaby that stilled the noise of the world.
Sometimes, she drifted to sleep on his desk. He never seemed to mind. Perhaps he,

too, cherished the quiet presence of someone who listened.

Later, he taught her calligraphy—a discipline that demanded wakefulness.
They no longer sat across the table but side by side. Sometimes, his large hand

guided hers, correcting the brush’s angle. The room was so still that even their



breathing seemed loud. Each stroke was a meditation, ink tracing the contours of

thought. Time dissolved into silence.

When they finished, Abi stared at his work in awe. He wasn’t just a writer—his
calligraphy was amazing. Her excitement brimmed over. In that moment, age and

status fell away, leaving only the rhythm of ink and the pulse of shared creation.

A month passed like a whispered secret. As the professor had once said of
history, every dynasty ends. He had to return to his university. Before leaving, he
placed a stack of rice paper, a brush, and a bottle of ink in her hands.

“Keep practicing,” he said.

The guide was gone, but Abi walked the path he had shown. In the hush of her
nightly practice, she could almost hear his voice, murmuring stories of words and life.

She held on to that quiet, hoping --Will the next chapter be just as beautiful?



