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The Mystery of Jewellery Design
Winnie Mo

It was the spring of 1994. Abi had just arrived in Shenzhen when she spotted a
job advertisement in the newspaper: Jewellery Designer Wanted. She had never
tried jewellery design before, but whenever she saw a job related to art or design,

she would give it a shot.

The requirements seemed simple enough: a basic drawing skill and an interest

in jewellery design. That was all Abi needed to hear. She quickly contacted the person



in charge—a friendly young woman who warmly explained the interview details. The

location in a small town called Longgang.

Back then, getting from Shenzhen to Longgang was anything but easy.
Longgang was outside the Special Economic Zone, and every time when entered
Shenzhen, you had to get off the bus and go through a checkpoint to show your
special pass. Sometimes the line could take over an hour. Jobs in the city were hard
to come by, so even if this one was far away, Abi decided to give it a try. She booked

an interview for Saturday afternoon without hesitation.

After a long and exhausting journey, she finally found the place—a rooftop
apartment in a village house. As she stepped inside, a sweet, smiling young woman
greeted her and showed her around. The spacious terrace was decorated with large
sun umbrellas, lounge chairs, small tables, and lush greenery. It felt more like a

holiday resort than a workplace.

Soon, a middle-aged man appeared, carrying a stack of jewellery design
sketches. He was of medium build, spoke Cantonese sprinkled with English words,
and introduced himself enthusiastically: “I’'m Mr. Chan, from Hong Kong...” He shook
her hand warmly and began showing her one design after another, explaining his

company’s work.

Abi struggled to understand his heavily accented Mandarin, so Mr. Chan
eventually resorted to pen and paper, sketching as he spoke. Slowly, Abi began to
grasp what he wanted. Finally, he asked her to copy one of the sample designs. She
worked carefully, and when she finished, the result was surprisingly good. Mr. Chan

was delighted. He smiled and said, “Start next week.”



Abi returned to Shenzhen feeling both excited and nervous, wondering if this
job might change her life. On Monday, she headed back to Longgang as promised.
Mr. Chan led her and another girl named Ajie into a small room filled with jewellery
samples. The walls were covered with exquisite sketches—necklaces, rings, even

crowns. On the table lay samples so realistic they could have fooled anyone.
Abi and Ajie exchanged a quick glance, as if saying, “Our future looks bright.”

Mr. Chan then explained their daily routine and demonstrated how to use the
drawing tools. The paper and brushes were of such fine quality that neither of them

had ever seen anything like it.

The next day, Abi and Ajie began their long-awaited new life, following Mr.
Chan’s instructions. Little did they know, this seemingly ordinary studio was quietly
weaving an invisible web—one that would bind their destinies together in ways they

could never imagine.



