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A Weekend at Daya Bay: A Dance into a Different World

Winnie Mo

Who would have thought that in the midst of dull days, one spontaneous
decision could lead them into a world as strange and enchanting as Alice in

Wonderland?

Life without purpose felt unbearably dull. When the professor stopped
returning to Longgang and Ah Qiang and Ah Hui were reassigned to other factories,
Abi and Ajie lost their hope of support. Endless hours at the drawing board drained
their passion. At times, Ajie would linger over a delicate design, whispering softly, a

fleeting smile revealing memories she couldn’t let go.

With no expectations left, their steps slowed, settling back into routine. After
work, they walked and talked, reminiscing about Ah Qiang and the “Big Forest,”
sighing softly now and then. After dinner, each retreated into her own solitude —Ajie

on the balcony, recalling the jokes about “messages on bamboo poles,” imagining the



new owner of the empty balcony across the way; Abi at the gate, quietly watching

the sunset fade.

Life is a symphony of highs and lows—too much crescendo overwhelms, too
much bass dulls the soul. Young dreamers, restless in their dull days, longed for
chances to explore the curious world beyond. One day, Ajie said, “I heard there are
lots of foreigners in Daya Bay—it sounds fun.” Abi had never heard of Daya Bay
before, and curiosity sparked. That Saturday, they decided to go and seek something

new.

On Saturday morning, Abi and Ajie set out with excitement, as if bound for a
foreign land. On the empty bus, they gazed at sprawling construction sites while Abi
wondered, “There must be a place for me on this vast earth.” As the bus wound along
the coastal road, the salty breeze brushed their faces like a gentle call. Before the last
stop, the endless ocean view drew them in. They got off early and strolled along the
shore—breathing in the sea’s calm, listening to birdsong, pausing to watch tiny

creatures at play. Their hearts felt as light as the wind.

Gradually, Seurat’s masterpiece A Sunday on La Grande Jatte seemed to unfold
before their eyes: men in swim trunks lounging on the grass, women in bikinis
basking in the sun, mothers shading their children with umbrellas, couples with dogs
dozing in the shade. Abi was struck—those paintings weren’t mere imagination; they

were life itself.

Abi and Ajie felt as if they had stepped into another realm —distant yet
strangely familiar. The security guards and shop clerks were young like them, which
put them at ease. Few outsiders ever came here, so when the staff saw these

unfamiliar faces, they welcomed them like long-lost friends.



Soon, conversation flowed—stories of work and glimpses of foreign lifestyles.
It felt like a reunion with old friends. Just as Abi and Ajie were about to leave,

someone said warmly, “Stay for the Weekend Party tonight!”

With new friends around, Abi and Ajie felt safe enough to stay and explore this
mysterious place. They wandered past a bar where tall men with blue eyes and high-
bridged noses raised their glasses, laughing and chatting. Occasionally, someone

smiled and said a soft “Hello.” They nodded politely and slipped away.

To prepare for the evening, Abi and Ajie sat on the grass, racking their brains
for every English word they could recall, jotting them down like last-minute notes for
an exam. As night fell, they approached the ballroom. Women appeared like movie
stars—slender, elegant, in strappy gowns and high heels, blue eyes glittering under

the lights as soft music played.

The dance floor came alive with the rhythm of ballroom music, couples gliding
gracefully. Gentlemen moved with poise, occasionally inviting the two newcomers to
join. A glass of beer gave them courage. After the waltz, the beat shifted —disco fever
swept the room. Abi shone with the flair of her college dance nights, earning bursts
of applause. Language was a barrier, but music and dance knew no borders. Abi led
Aje into the rhythm, releasing their youthful energy and melting into this sea of

foreign charm.

Time flies when you’re having fun. Before they knew it, the sun was rising,
urging the lively crowd to rest. Back at their dorm, drowsy and exhilarated, they felt

as if they had lived a dream—a dream straight out of Alice in Wonderland.



