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The Mystery of the Boss

After Mr. Chan arranged Abi and Jie’s work and living details, he suddenly
vanished. Whenever they ran into problems, they had no idea whom to contact. All
they could do was stick to the routine—meticulously copying the sample designs he

had left behind, one by one.

Jewellery design demanded absolute precision. The use of fine technical pens
was an art in itself, and they often needed a magnifying glass to capture the texture
and three-dimensional brilliance of each piece. In those long hours of focused work,
they would slip into a strange state of “flow,” as if the world had shrunk to nothing
but the tip of the pen and the sheet of paper. Time drifted away like water, leaving

no trace behind.

Back then, communication was limited to landline phones. If the person wasn’t
near the phone, there was simply no way to reach them. And since Mr. Chan was

from Hong Kong, his whereabouts were even more of a mystery.

Then, one Friday afternoon, Mr. Chan finally reappeared. Beside him stood a

man who looked rather unusual—short and stocky, with long, slightly messy hair



draped over his shoulders. He wore a loose plaid shirt and faded jeans, radiating an

effortless, bohemian air.

With a smile, Mr. Chan introduced him: “This is my friend, Ah Fei. He’s a

jewellery designer. He came along to give you some tips.”

Ah Fei’s rugged exterior belied his meticulous nature. When he examined the
sketches, his eyes sharpened with precision. Friendly and patient, he pointed out
subtle flaws in their copies and then set a new challenge: “Your next goal isn’t just

copying. Try using the same techniques to create your own work.”

With an expert’s guidance, Abi and Jie felt as if a new door had quietly opened
before them. Little did they know, this step would lead them into a mystery far

deeper than they could imagine.

After finishing up at the studio, the four of them headed to a lavish restaurant
for dinner and karaoke. For Abi and Jie, it was a night of firsts—their first time
stepping into such an opulent dining hall, tasting exotic delicacies, and savouring the

thrill of singing their hearts out like VIPs.

But joy is fleeting. As the night faded, they sensed what awaited them:
returning to that silent studio, bending over their sketches in the monotony of day
after day. And yet, they understood something profound—these two little fish, who
had clung to each other for survival in a shrinking pond, had finally leapt beyond the

well’s edge to glimpse the vast world outside.



