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Even the Unfinished Has Its Light
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Even the Unfinished Has Its Light

In the spring of 1995, Abi decided to give herself a stretch of unlabelled time, a

chance to test the many possibilities of life.

She lived with Ajie and Aying for more than three months and met many young
women who had come to Shenzhen to chase their dreams. Each carried her own
hopes: some wanted to earn more money, return home to rebuild a house and take
care of their parents; some wished to find a well-off partner and become a
respectable homemaker. Only Ajie had a goal as sharp as a compass—she dreamed
of marrying a foreign husband and leaving the country through marriage. Every
dawn, while Aying was still asleep, she was already up memorizing English words,

quietly paving her way toward that future.

Abi’s choice was a little different. She could never set aside her longing for art,
so she took a middle way: learning English with Ajie, searching for a job, and waiting
for love to arrive. She wasn’t in a rush to define her life. Instead, she folded her

hopes into the everyday, letting her small actions wait for fate’s gentle hand.

Before long, she received an interview notice from an advertising company.
Abi went with a mixture of nerves and anticipation. The moment she stepped into
the lobby, she stopped short, dozens of young people were gathered there, still
carrying traces of youth, yet eager to show their artistic ambition. The boss displayed
several sample ads and explained the task: create an advertising illustration on the

spot—originality, theme, and impact were all essential.



As soon as he finished, the lobby turned into an impromptu studio. Some
sketched outlines, some opened their paint boxes, some mixed watercolors. The air
was filled with the smell of paint and paper. The space was so tight that turning

around required care.

Abi had just arranged her tools when she accidentally knocked over her rinse
cup. Water splashed onto the drawing of the candidate beside her. She apologized at
once. When she looked up, she met a gentle face—soft curls, fair skin, and bright,
wide eyes. He wasn’t angry at all. He simply said, in a quiet voice, “It’s alright. Go

ahead and paint.”

They returned to their work. From time to time, they stole glances at each
other’s drawings and noticed how similar their tones and strokes were. They couldn’t

tell whether it came from sitting so close or from a natural meeting of sensibilities.

When the interview ended, people drifted out—some still absorbed in their
artwork, others full of confidence. The curly-haired young man walked beside Abi,
chatting about the drawing process. “I’'m Liu Chang,” he said. “From Sichuan. |

majored in art at a teachers’ college.” Their similar styles suddenly made sense.

He had arrived on a bicycle, which waited outside. After a few minutes of

conversation, he asked, “Where are you going? | can give you a ride.”

In a city like Shenzhen, where everyone was searching in their own direction,
finding someone who felt familiar was rare. Abi settled onto the back seat of his

bicycle. They talked like friends reunited after a long time apart.

The bicycle slipped out of the busy streets, wound through narrow alleys, and
then rolled toward fields and the quiet edges of the harbor, catching the early spring

wind. Their conversation drifted freely from noise to stillness—touching on childhood



mischief, school days, youthful romances, the dull fatigue of work, and even their

shared devotion and confusion about art. Nothing felt off limits.

Their words flowed like water, natural and unforced. Time seemed to be
paused by an invisible hand. Along that ride, they forgot where they were supposed

to go, wrapped instead in the comfort of being understood.

But all human meetings have their ending. Communication was inconvenient
then; people moved often, had no landlines, and rarely had time to exchange contact

information. Their goodbye came quiet and naturally.

The interview led nowhere, but the encounter—and the hours spent creating
side by side—stayed with Abi for years. Not everything needs an outcome.

Sometimes the heart’s flicker during the process is enough to light a lifetime.



