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Peaceful Days

Winnie Mo

Life is like flowing river. No matter what rises or dips it encounters, the water

never lingers in one place for long.

Abi had lived in the small apartment in Gangxia for less than a year when a
series incidents occurred. Her backpack was found on a neighbor’s roof. The iron
railing on her balcony disappeared overnight. What followed in the stairwell made it
clear that the place was no longer safe. Fear did not stay with her, but a quieter

unease remained—she could no longer open the metal door calmly.

The landlord proved more attentive than she had expected. Noticing her
hesitation and unease, he soon suggested that she move to the third floor. The
apartment there was spacious, with two bedrooms, located right next door to his
own family. With people coming and going, help was always close at hand. The

kindness was plain and unembellished. Abi did not hesitate long before accepting.

After moving downstairs, the scale of her life changed noticeably. The
apartment was much larger, with better light. She partitioned half the living room
into a studio, and sublet the other bedroom, reduce the financial pressure. For the
first time, she felt that a place to live was no longer just somewhere to land, but a

space where life itself could gradually settle.

Those days became full and steady. Mornings were spent at the university and
painting at home in the afternoon. Time was clearly divided, and her days took on a

reliable rhythm. When she painted, she often worked for hours at a stretch. The



noise of the city seemed far away, and the earlier moments of fear and unease faded

into something dreamlike, gradually losing their hold.

Around the same time, her close friend Liuchang found a position as an art
teacher at a school. After teaching, he took on freelance work—decorative paintings
for hotels, advertising designs for companies—and passed along opportunities to Abi
whenever he could. Their lives became increasingly intertwined. They went to
exhibitions together or headed out to paint landscape. Sharing the same interests
gave their days a grounded, tangible quality. Between friends, there was little need

for words—they simply walked alongside each other in life.

It was also during this time that Ajie, Abi’s closest friend, reached a major
milestone: she married Atang. Ajie was from Xinjiang and had assumed that
obtaining residency in Hong Kong would be difficult, but the process went more
smoothly than expected. Soon after, she moved there to begin a new life. She often
visited local galleries and passed along painting-related work to Abi. Newly arrived,
and knowing almost no one besides her husband, Ajie frequently returned to
Shenzhen. Abi’'s home became her place to land. There, she confided in her—talking
about the challenges and uncertainties of adjusting to a new environment, and her

thoughts about the future.

Through all this, Abi’s world gradually expanded. What had once been a
routine confined to campus and home began to stretch outward. Painting was no
longer just an interest; it became a skill that brought in steady income. Hong Kong,
too, no longer existed only in her imagination—it felt as if the distance to that city
had quietly shortened. At the time, Abi made no deliberate plans for the future. Life
felt stable enough as it was, and she simply moved forward, step by step, following

the changes as they came.



Yet whenever she spoke with Ajie, there was always an unspoken urgency
woven into her words—marriage, Hong Kong, the life she herself was now living, as if
it were the clearer and more promising path. Abi could hear the concern behind it,
but she never answered directly. She knew that once this step was taken, life would

no longer feel as comfortable or certain as it did now.

Looking back, it was an unremarkable period—no dramatic highs, no shocking
turns. The days were steady and orderly, with mind, material life, and emotions held
in a fragile but workable balance. This wasn’t because the world had suddenly
become safe, but because Abi had learned, over time, to adjust her inner stance and
accept the unexpected as part of living. Days without excitement, without fright—

only later did she realize how deeply peaceful and grounded they had been.



