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The Ties That Fate Weaves

Winnie Mo

Beginnings are always the hardest. After their first attempt sketching portraits
at the train station, Abi and Ajei began returning there often. They sat by the wall—
quiet, unobtrusive. Abi was often absorbed when sketching; Ajei watched the crowd,
practiced her Cantonese, and tried to bring in customers. That small corner held two

cautious hearts, both eager for a chance to grow.



Travelers passed by in all states—rushing, restless, or dozing against their
luggage. Their fleeting expressions became subjects of Abi’s drawing. The more she
drew, the calmer she felt. The more Ajei spoke, the more fluent and confident she

became.

Some days they completed several portraits; other days, no one stopped. Their
earnings were unpredictable. A few customers were generous, handing over a couple
hundred yuan; others took the portrait and walked away without a word. The girls
didn’t dwell on it—just another lesson in life. With a goal in mind, small wins and

losses didn’t matter much.

Abi found joy in her sketchbooks—page after page more rewarding than
money. Ajei’s Cantonese grew smoother, and the confidence it brought became her
anchor. Whether they earned anything or not, the work gave them a quiet sense of

stability.

Soon, people who travelled regularly through Lo Wu recognized them. Abi
stayed focused on her drawings and responded slowly to the world around her, but
Ajei was different—she remembered familiar faces and picked up Hong Kong accents
well enough to make passersby smile. Her warmth made the cold station feel less

harsh.

One day, a familiar voice rose from the crowd: “Can you draw me again? I've

got more than an hour to wait.”



Abi looked up. It was the man who had come for a portrait on their first day.

Still carrying a backpack, still looking a little tired, yet calm and much relaxed.

Before Abi could speak, Ajei’s face lit up. “You’ve been here before! |

remember you.”

The man smiled and introduced himself. “I’m Atang. | work in Hong Kong. My
parents live in Guangzhou, so | travel back and forth.”
For him, the station was the start of a commute; for Abi and Ajei, it had become a

waypoint on their journey.

This time he sat naturally, chatting with Ajei while Abi sketched. They talked
about Hong Kong’s pace, his work, and how he still made time to visit his parents—
topics that deeply interested Ajei. Language was no longer a barrier; their
conversation flowed easily. Abi drew in silence, sensing a gentle warmth forming

between them, like a small lamp quietly lighting up.

After the portrait was done, Atang left his number and told them when he

would next be in Shenzhen. Ajei looked at those digits, and a sweet smile appeared.

From then on, whenever Atang planned a trip, he told Ajei ahead of time. They
often met in the waiting area—sometimes to chat, sometimes for another quick
sketch. At some point the awkwardness between them faded. Atang no longer met

her just because he had time to kill; sometimes he came purposely to see her.

Ajei also stopped accompanying Abi to the station as often, finding excuses
instead to meet Atang. Without Ajie’s company, the train station lost its appeal to
Abi. A small disappointment sat in her mind and slowed her hand. But when she
remembered Ajei’s dream—to find a foreign boyfriend and leave the land that

confused her—Abi felt her heart loosen again.



Back then, Hong Kong already felt like “half a foreign country” to them. Ajei

was getting closer to her wish. Abi knew she ought to be happy for her.

Soon, Atang and Ajei rented a small room in Caiwuwei. Ajei moved out of

AYing’s home, and the place suddenly felt quieter.

After more than a year of being inseparable, Ajei had found her new direction
and was leaving. Abi felt the loss, but she also knew that Ajei was someone with goals
and the courage to pursue them. She remembered what Ayun once said: “Life offers
many choices. As long as you keep going, any path can lead to light.” Perhaps this

was the light Ajei had found.

| often think: if Abi and Ajei hadn’t met AYing, they wouldn’t have gone to
Xiangmi Lake; without Xiangmi Lake, there would have been no encounter with Ayun,
no sketching at the train station. Without those portraits, Ajei might never have met

Atang. What seem like scattered events are often held together by invisible threads.

Abi fulfilled herself through her pencil, and without meaning to, she also
helped Ajei get the opportunities to practice her Cantonese, her confidence, and
even her love. Fate can be so quiet—so quiet that it feels like nothing has happened.
But looking back, every step was simply leading to the next. As Buddhist teaching
says: “With cause and conditions, things come to be; Without them, nothing can

arise.”



