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The Bold Journey of Four
By Winnie Mo

“Messages Across the Bamboo” quietly drew two couples from distant worlds
closer together. Curiosity became an invisible thread, pulling them step by step

toward each other.

It was a breezy evening, after dinner, when they gathered on the balcony,
ready to send the day’s message along the bamboo pole. But the wind had other
plans. Just as the note slid from their fingers, a sudden gust snatched it away—like a
startled white dove—whirling past the next balcony, darting into a narrow alley, and

vanishing into the dusk.

They stood frozen, eyes following the paper’s flight, as if watching fate spin in

the air.

Ah Jie pointed at the others, then at the disappearing note. In that instant,

everyone understood: Let’s go. Chase the secret the wind has stolen.

Streetlights flickered on below, stretching their shadows long. The four were
no longer strangers. They laughed, shook hands, and greeted each other in
Cantonese: “Nei hou.”

Ah Qjang grinned, adding: “Gong dak hou hou.”

Ah Bi and Ah Jie exchanged a glance, a silent thought passing between them:

This is more than a chance to learn—it’s the start of something unknown.

From then on, conversations moved beyond balconies and rooms. After
dinner, the “Bold Journey of Four” began—wandering through streets and alleys,

slipping into karaoke bars, pubs, and teahouses. Determined to keep silence at bay,



Jie planned each outing with care, sometimes scouting locations during lunch breaks.

She even carried a notebook, jotting down topics to keep the words flowing.

Strolling through Longgang, the two women brimmed with childlike wonder,
pointing at everything:
“What'’s this?”
“What’s that?”
The men, amused at first, began to tire of the endless questions—until one day, Ah
Qiang suggested:
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“Let’s go for dim sum

Everyone agreed instantly.

Back then, there are many Hong Kong factories in Longgang, and local
teahouses served dim sum all day. Inside, the men were perfect gentlemen—washing
cups and chopsticks, pouring tea. When Ah Qiang poured for Ah Hui, Hui tapped his
fingers lightly on the table. The women stared, puzzled. Ah Qiang explained patiently,
like a teacher with two curious children, but the more he explained, the less they
understood. Laughter rippled through the tea-scented air, sweeping away the last

traces of awkwardness and ushering in new stories.

Yet something puzzled the women: every time the Bill came, the men paid only
for themselves. Ah Jie and Ah Bi felt embarrassed—they hadn’t expected this. Later,
they learned from a book: in Hong Kong, dining out usually means splitting the Bill; in

mainland China, people take turns treating.

Determined to show their gratitude, they invited the men to dinner. But that
single meal cost nearly half a month’s wages. They realized they couldn’t afford

frequent outings. The “Bold Journey of Four” was under threat.



Slowly, curiosity faded, replaced by the weight of cultural and economic
differences. Ah Jie and Ah Bi understood that friendship comes at a price. Still, Ah lJie
couldn’t hide her growing affection for Ah Qiang. She refused to let go. Soon, the two

began meeting alone.

Ah Hui remained quiet, withdrawn. Ah Bi lacked the courage to chase
something uncertain. When Ah Jie and Ah Qiang went out, Ah Bi chose solitude—

curling up with a book in her room, savouring a peace she hadn’t felt in months.



