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#.: Hello.

f: Hi, the rain is getting heavier.
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f2: | am going to the Gym, and you ?

#: | am going home.

f2: What are you doing in Kennedy town?
#&.: | teach Putonghua.

f&: Oh, you are a Putonghua teacher.
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A Hope in the Rain

Winnie Mo

Do you know who you will meet today? How will today's events affect your future? "Live in
the moment, seize the moment" has become a common saying for many, but how many
people can truly achieve it? In the Diamond Sutra, it is mentioned that "the past mind is
unattainable, the present mind is unattainable, and the future mind is unattainable.” So,

what mind is attainable?

Human encounters are a combination of fate. We cannot control who will appear by your
side, nor do we need to deliberately control it. Let things take their course and wait for

surprises. The following story gave me profound inspiration.

One twilight, under a sky devoid of sunset hues and graced only by a gentle drizzle, she
hurried home after tutoring her students, while he rushed to the gym after a long day at
work. Both found themselves on the narrow sidewalk of Kennedy Road in Mid-Levels, Hong
Kong, one following the other. As the rain intensified, she pressed forward, eager to catch
her bus, unaware of the man closely trailing her. He couldn't help but notice the graceful
girl ahead, her long hair cascading down, a small umbrella shielding her, sandals on her
feet, and droplets of rain adorning her calves. The hem of her short skirt, damp and clinging

to her thighs, added to the scene's allure.



They reached the elevator entrance of Hopewell Center, a necessary path downhill. Typically
bustling with people and queues, the place was unusually quiet that evening, with not a
soul in sight. They both stepped into the same empty elevator, their eyes meeting for the

first time. A spark of connection ignited as they exchanged greetings:
Her: Hello. Him: Hi, the rain is getting heavier.

He couldn't speak Chinese, having just arrived in Hong Kong from Australia for work. She
could only stammer out simple sentences but never missed a chance to practice English, so

she tried to communicate with him: "Oh, yes, my shoes are wet, where are you going?"
Him: | am going to the gym, and you? Her: | am going home.

Him: What are you doing in Kennedy Town?

Her: | teach Putonghua. Him: Oh, you are a Putonghua teacher.

The brief conversation in the elevator seemed to give her confidence. It was just a pity that

time flew by, and the elevator doors had already opened. The Chinese name "& I /)"

(Hopewell Center) and the English name have slightly different meanings. The Chinese

nAas

name "&F1" speaks of the process of cooperation, while the English name "Hopewell"

literally means "hope well," referring to the wish before cooperation. "Hope well" was

exactly what these two strangers needed.

As they exited the elevator, the rain grew heavier, turning into a downpour. No matter how
big your umbrella was, it was impossible to move forward. Pedestrians on the road were all
seeking shelter in buildings. It was dinner time, and she suggested finding a restaurant to
both avoid the rain and chat. "It's a good opportunity to practice English," in her mind. He
agreed, having just arrived in Hong Kong and rarely having the chance to meet a

Putonghua teacher. Perhaps he could learn Putonghua from her in the future.



They went to the only nearby restaurant—McDonald's. Most people there seemed to be
avoiding the rain, the McDonald's became extremely crowded. They finally found two seats
in a corner. "You sit here, | will get some for you," he said. After a while, he brought two
burger meals. "I learned from books that foreigners usually 'go Dutch,' each paying for their
own meal," she thought and preparing to pay him. "It's okay, no worries," he said. "This
foreigner in front of me is not like the ones described in books; he seems more like a

Chinese man who takes the initiative to pay for the lady," she wondered.

The McDonald's meal turned these two strangers into acquaintances. To avoid making this
unplanned meeting dull, she racked her brains, searching for the English words she had
learned. The rain stopped, and "cherish every fateful encounter" appeared in her mind. She
said to him, "Leave me your phone, we can talk next time." He carefully wrote down his
mobile number, home phone, and office phone, afraid she might forget. He even drew a

map showing the location of his residence.

The streets, freshly washed by the heavy rain, felt particularly refreshing. The streetlights
transformed the crowded and chaotic cityscape into something extraordinarily beautiful.
They seemed to have no words left to say, simply enjoying the serene moment together. It
was time to say goodbye. He walked straight towards the gym, while she quietly boarded

the bus home alone.



