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Beyond Jewellery: A Journey into the Unknown
Winnie Mo

Life’s greatest joy often lies in the pursuit of dreams. During their
months in Longgang, Abi and Alie tasted the thrill of hope, endured the sting of
disappointment, and even savoured a touch of exotic romance. Jewellery

design was more than a job—it was a window to a wider world.

But after a weekend in Daya Bay, they stopped indulging in stories that
might spiral into emotional whirlpools. Instead, they began thinking more
about the future. Those design sketches that once sparked “flow” now felt like
cold, lifeless paper. Each workday dragged on, draining their youth. In the
quiet of their minds, a voice whispered: It’s time to break free from the chains
of stability and set out on a new quest—a journey not of gold and diamonds,
but of freedom and the unknown. Out there, the world shines brighter than any

diamond.

Every day in the office, when Abi picked up her fine-point pen and

peered through the microscope, she wondered: Does life really need this much



attention to detail? People often obsess over minutiae and forget the vast
forest beyond—like staring at a single flower while missing the towering trees
and vibrant life around them. When she looked up at the glittering necklaces
and rings—so dazzling, yet so hollow—she asked herself: How many have been

deceived by this illusion? Are we going to be trapped by it forever?

On the road between the office and their dorm, silence often stretched
between them. Both were haunted by the same question: Where does our
future lie? They knew how hard it was to find another job. At least staying

meant food and shelter, and weekends to explore a new world.

“Stay or leave?” The question lingered for weeks—until one weekend,
just as they were about to head out, the boss returned. He flipped through
their latest designs, his tone suddenly sharp: “These sketches are useless for
the factory. I've wasted months on you...” The two lowered their heads in
silence, then spoke in unison: “We’re sorry. We’ll leave.” In that moment, it felt

like heavy chains had fallen away.

Farewell to jewellery, and onward to the unknown. Where would they
go? What would the new world look like? They didn’t know. They simply
packed their bags and slowly disappeared down the road to Shenzhen—the

road of dreams.



