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The Shadow of the Light
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The Shadow of the Light

Schopenhauer once said: “Hope is humanity’s greatest comfort—and its greatest
deception.” His words remind us that hope often shines like a streetlamp in the night,

yet can quietly flicker out in the gentle breeze of reality.

In the winter of 1993, Shenzhen was not bitterly cold, but the skies hung heavy and
gray. For months, Abi had trudged through the streets, chasing sales, wearing out
two pairs of shoes, while an office desk remained her distant dream. One day, she
stopped before a renovation company in Bagualing. Through the glass, she glimpsed
interior design sketches displayed like visions of another world —blueprints of the
home she had always imagined. Summoning her courage, she knocked gently. A tall
man with a northeastern accent opened the door. A few words revealed that this
young newspaper salesgirl had a keen eye for interior design. When he learned she
had studied painting, he smiled and invited her in to talk—and even asked her to

draw some interior renderings for the company.

The next day, Abi walked into the office with a heart full of hope. The boss gave her a
small workspace and a stack of sample designs to copy. At first, he often checked her

work, offering advice and suggestions. Gradually, her drawings became vivid and



lifelike, earning his praise. Joy flooded her heart—she believed this job might change
her life. But the glow didn’t last. The boss’s visits grew rare, and the flow of drawings
slowed to a trickle. A month passed. When payday came, Abi gathered her courage
to ask about her wages. The boss ignored her—no pay, no work, and finally, silence

swallowed everything.

In those days of “It doesn’t matter if the cat is black or white, as long as it catches
mice,” bosses were obsessed with chasing profit, with little regard for workers’ rights.
There were no contracts, no regulations, and nowhere for workers to turn. The light
of hope, it turned out, was only a fleeting spark—bright for a moment, then

extinguished by the wind.

Night fell. Streetlamps glowed coldly as Abi walked alone down the chilly street. Their
light cast long shadows, mirroring the darkness hope had left in her heart. She looked
up—the city still glittered with lights, as if whispering that somewhere ahead,

another hope awaited.



