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Invisible Hands
Winnie Mo

After Ajie moved out of Aying’s place, the days the three of them once
shared—messy at times but following their own rhythm—suddenly fell quiet. Her
courage, her impulsiveness, those sudden ideas and quick decisions were gone. The
room felt peaceful, but with a faint emptiness.

Aying, however, was quite content. She could sleep without worry and spend
whole days watching TV, free from anyone urging her to step outside.

Abi, meanwhile, became like a child shuttling between two homes—
sometimes staying with Aying, sometimes spending a night or two at Ajie’s. The two



places were nearly an hour apart, and each trip felt like checking where she
temporarily belonged.

Her passion for painting quietly faded. Colors hesitated under her brush. Days
repeated themselves, and whenever a soft sadness crept in, she would head out
alone—studying the hurried faces on the streets, or sitting in the deeper corners of
the park, watching the trees grow thinner as dusk descended. She often flipped
through newspapers and magazines, searching for possibilities while waiting for a
kind of luck that could not be named.

Communication was inconvenient then; everyone relied on pagers. To reach
someone, you had to find a landline, enter the pager number, and wait by the phone
for a callback. If the person didn’t feel the vibration or couldn’t find a phone in time,
all you could do was wait. Sometimes half an hour passed, like dropping your heart
into a well and listening to the echo fade.

One night, Aying had visitors. Not wanting to intrude, Abi glanced at the
clock—already past ten—and decided to spend the night at Ajie’s. There was no time
to notify her. She hurried to the bus stop just as a bus pulled in. The dimly lit bus had
few passengers: someone yawning, someone already asleep. With her bag on her
lap, Abi sat by the window, watching the tired faces of these strangers. Suddenly she
felt she was no different from them—drifting through the city, unsure where the next
stop would take her.

After getting off, she walked down a damp, dim street. When she reached the
building, the iron gate was locked. She waited a few minutes, then slipped in behind
a tenant who returned home.

Ajie lived on the top floor, where two apartments shared a rooftop terrace.
Climbing the stairs, Abi saw the light shining from Ajie’s room. She lifted her hand to
knock—but froze when she heard Atang’s voice from inside. A thought flashed
through her mind: Where will | sleep tonight?

She stood on the terrace, looking at the dense rows of rooftops below, yet
none of them held a place for her. The night was deep. Searching for another place
felt pointless. She found a corner that could block the rain and sat down, ready to
wait for morning. Fine drizzle began to fall. The wind grew colder. Staring at the gray



sky, she felt a strange calm: there were many people in the world who didn’t even
have a place like this.

Before long, a woman came up the stairs, slightly out of breath. Seeing Abi
seated outside, she paused and spoke with her. She was Ajie’s neighbor, Afin. After
understanding the situation, she simply said, “Come stay with me tonight,” and led
her into her room.

It happened just like that. No warning, no logic. Two women who had never
met before crossed paths on a rooftop in the middle of the night, then ended up
sharing the same room and the same bed —as if placed there by an unseen hand.

Everything unfolded naturally, yet with a faint sense of unreality. Lying on the
unfamiliar but warm bed, Abi felt a quiet disorientation: whenever she reached a
point where she had nowhere left to go, a small space always appeared out of
nowhere. But where did it come from? Who did it belong to? And where was it
leading her?

She did not feel secure because of it. She only understood that life’s directions
rarely offered clear answers. It was as if an “invisible hand” kept pushing her
forward—and who it belonged to, or whether it truly existed, she no longer tried to
figure out.



