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The Turning Point

When we are young, we often believe that overcoming career
challenges and proving our abilities is the most important thing in life.
Later, we come to realize that professional setbacks can be overcome, but
many of life's greatest challenges leave us with no choice except to accept

them and carry on.

By the time Abi had been in Shenzhen for more than three years, she
had tried almost every path she could think of. She drew portraits for
travellers at the train station, sold newspapers, painted advertising signs,
worked on computer graphics, and pursued every opportunity that came
her way. Whenever she heard about a new possibility, she wanted to give

it atry.

She was never afraid of hard work or failure. What she feared most

was not trying hard enough.

Reality, however, was far different from what she had imagined.
Every venture began with hope and ended in disappointment. The money
she earned barely covered her basic living expenses. Sometimes, all the

time and effort she invested brought no return at all.

At first, she blamed bad luck. Later, she questioned her own abilities.

After enough disappointments, she gradually understood that life was not



a competition to prove oneself. It was a journey of experiences, lessons,

and growth.

In those years, she cared too much about what others thought. She
longed for success, recognition, and the chance to tell her family and

friends, "Look, | made it."

But repeated failures forced her to ask herself a difficult question:
What is success? Is it making a lot of money? Owning a company? Being

admired by others?

She never found a clear answer.

What she did know was that she was tired. Tired of chasing
opportunities with uncertain outcomes. Tired of living with constant

anxiety and comparison. She began to long for a simple and steady life.

It was then that she decided to marry her Hong Kong boyfriend,

Awen, whom she had been dating for more than a year.

Awen was not wealthy, nor did he have an impressive career. He was
an ordinary Hong Kong civil servant with an ordinary income and ordinary
worries. Yet during Abi's most uncertain days, he had always stood by her

side, offering understanding and encouragement.

They did not hold a wedding banquet. They simply registered their

marriage, with a few close friends as witnesses.



For Abi, that was more than enough.

For a while after their marriage, life was simple and peaceful. It was

the first time since arriving in Shenzhen that she truly felt settled.

Only in quiet and stable times can a person pause and reflect on the
road they have travelled. Abi treasured that rare period of calm. She made
herself a daily schedule: studying English and Cantonese in the mornings,

taking on illustration and computer graphics work in the afternoons.

The income was modest, but her time belonged to her. She enjoyed
this balance of structure and freedom. Each day had purpose, yet she did
not have to exhaust herself just to survive. She was living her life while still

holding on to her dreams.

During that time, she learned to shift her attention from distant

ambitions to the life right in front of her.

On weekends, she and Awen would shop for groceries, cook
together, chat over meals, or lie on the grass in a park watching white

clouds drift across the sky.

The days were ordinary, but they carried a sense of peace she had

never known before.



She was no longer rushing to catch up with anyone. She was no
longer driven by the need to prove herself. The life she had once

overlooked now felt deeply comforting.
Not long afterward, Abi became pregnant.

The moment she learned she was going to be a mother, a quiet joy
filled her heart. As her belly grew, she often felt that the little life inside

her could somehow hear her voice.

Whether she was studying, working, shopping, or cooking, she found

herself talking to the baby, sharing the small details of her day.

For the first time in her life, she felt such a real and profound
connection to another life. The child she had not yet met gave her a new

sense of purpose and a deeper sense of responsibility.

She gradually realized that life did not have to be extraordinary to be
meaningful. Simply being able to enjoy peaceful, ordinary days was a

blessing.

She thought those days would last forever. But life often teaches its

hardest lessons when we least expect them.

One weekend, Awen came home from work as usual. He had just
stepped through the door and put down his bag when his body suddenly

swayed. Before he could say a word, he collapsed.



"Awen!" Abi rushed toward him in panic.

His face had turned pale and sweat poured from his forehead. She
had never faced anything like this before. For a moment, her mind went

completely blank.

Struggling to stay calm, she helped him onto the bed, brought him

some warm water, and gently helped him drink.

After a while, he slowly opened his eyes. "I'm fine," he said, forcing a

weak smile, but Abi knew it was not that simple.

The next day, they went to the hospital.

When the test results came back, the doctor's expression was
serious. Awen's blood sugar levels were dangerously high. The doctor
warned him that he would need strict dietary control, regular exercise,
and ongoing treatment. Otherwise, his condition would continue to

worsen.

They walked out of the hospital in silence. The streets were as busy
as ever. The sunlight was still bright. Yet to Abi, everything suddenly felt

different.

For the first time, she realized that even living an ordinary, peaceful

life was not something to take for granted.



Some things never announce their arrival. Some hardships give you

no time to prepare.

From then on, Awen followed the doctor's advice and began
treatment. He carefully controlled his diet, but his health did not improve.

Instead, he seemed to grow weaker with each passing day.
Meanwhile, the baby inside Abi continued to grow.

Each movement in her womb filled her with wonder and reminded
her of the strength of new life. At the same time, Awen's thinning figure

reminded her of life's fragility and uncertainty.

One life was quietly approaching. Another seemed to be slowly
fading away. Abi felt the complexity of life so deeply. Joy and sorrow

existed side by side. Hope and worry intertwined.

She looked forward to the birth of her child while silently fearing for

Awen's future.

Late at night, she would lie awake with her hand resting on her belly.
Thinking about her unborn child filled her with anticipation. Thinking

about Awen's declining health filled her with unease.

Life was no longer the romantic dream she once imagined. It was no

longer simply about sharing meals and enjoying peaceful days.



It was teaching her how to face uncertainty and shoulder

responsibility.

There were tears she never let Awen see. There were fears she kept
quietly to herself. She knew that from the moment she became a mother,

strength was no longer a choice. It had become a responsibility.

That year, Abi finally understood that the greatest test in life is not
whether we achieve success, but whether we can keep moving forward

when fate suddenly changes direction.



