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A Warm Room, A Quiet Light

AN E A EER RGBS, MRALFTOEFIRNATAER . RAR
HRALFIRRG 2R, HEE. WK, AR ZERBRKRDG ) EEFEFEF
8. —ERAR TR, LHWMMGE RART ILY b k9T 52k

T RAR R T AR AF - R R L AT, BE-MFROE
B FULE, LREAR . AP A TR EE A LATBIENT. M am AL KAR AR
BiR—o, BH-2HBANKE.

EAAFEHLAEAZETYIRNLS, LR, U FLEAHNEF . K&
FOAMRRINGYPA . FRBROGIEA, AR R KRB IAEGRF .
PGB G HBR T A ZAGBRE . SrEBERAH, ARXLET, S®x
Tk o

B, EFRATFAEE . MBOBELFATR: MRALRLGKR
B MEFREGAS, SARKEHGRE, AREME MR . 35 L,
fEfeEERA-—FRHFALED, HomEXAaWEs, HafEXak, 285k
LR HEWHTEA#H. REFHDE, K POZREAREREGER

IH%Z.

HEGLTFNTHMZES23EE, 298], BRX—%&5. iRt
GRTELHAE. BEEEFLENEMNSR, HBRARK, BABER, RFEX
BEREEEOLZAL . WNEARFTR, THARFZE, 2o R HREHK
036, A EEEIRBET R -



IR BARERRE R, LEZABRRERE, W EAMKE . 4
FEAKRT, FEFANERES TAMAA, RATHERIAZRERTROAE
M ZERET ARG, KEFH—R D5, BRERE: “RITRSET, AS 4R
]}‘ﬁ] R 2

AEMRERIMAEHETFE, CARLSRAES. B, B8 . 278
ELRE . AREE . FHERENA . FERIZER, RANGAF
Ao WAL, HFFEEROTX, FIRFAZROBL. AIAR R
WAT B FHE—HadhigR,. BAXFE.

RAEBLMZEBERS, AREFFRAFMALIT. BREEXEFRE, 22 E
RARBOFREEDOEN . —ARZAGEESIMN, AAZRE B WA
ko RRDDERETF, RTRIERS REFE . RAAGERL .

AR RIS EEERHET. BRDEAS BB, Kol Ak
K. MBF—RkAERLE. estnt, WERPE, SBJULFREME; BT
AR, R R, e bk GR N . A EIR, de B 2R A XA
RREFHGER, ETEATTRS . MR AF TR —2], HEENEE LK
WEIME, BAKLE . Ao A 2wk 8. B4, TPk

FERY R —ANZH T . SRR TFEFEAHRESEE . T
BIL A FAN B, O RIAA X WX, AEEGEAR
H %) g REAE .

GBI, ABRBH, B FXATAR . MZ LA#EE, mA— L3,
AAEER . T x, REINSF, ©HEEBHERE. LFREGTE. £
BRIEN RAFENSHB—REZT, LTLEF.



M= BERA, ZERRLRABIEGEE . W1 RGIHE, EF
RF, LW — AN F Rl TRBFALG T G .

A, MaAAME, BFHFRILHG . “EFEARSEHE. ARNRE
¥ MEBREACANA . "R gEG—RAEL, BT F2E SRR X KRR

8 REE .

EAZGR L, FTEM TR R . Wi G, REALZRLEE TR,
EEAE, BARSLAW T FHW .

>

MReELE. @ Lt AR =L EZEa0ME, —RAMBES
JRICAR T — @B flig . LigfmARG A . RK63 @ KD KRR, 247
HUMRRI—ACHALERE, EHHEACE—E£—RNMgHE k.

Warm Room and Quiet Light

When Abi and Ajie moved into Aying’s flat, the once quiet room came alive.
The space that had felt almost hollow was suddenly warmed by laughter, easy
chatter, and the soft scratch of pencil on paper. Even steady, composed Aying

brightened, her calm exterior gaining a touch of youthful curiosity and lightness.

Aying enjoyed being Abi’s model. She would sit quietly by the window, holding
a relaxed pose without speaking or rushing. Only when her outline slowly appeared
on the canvas would she lift her cup, take a small sip of water, and allow a faint,

satisfied smile to appear.

The three often gathered around the small round table in the living room,

eating while sharing their stories—childhood tales, early dreams of Shenzhen, the



fear of leaving home, and their hazy yet determined hopes for the future. The small
flat gradually became their refuge. No matter how noisy or exhausting the outside

world was, the moment the door closed, their hearts settled.

Gradually, the flat turned into a half-studio. Abi’s pencil never stopped—
capturing Aying watching TV, Ajie studying English, and the fleeting expressions they
shared while chatting. When a drawing came out vivid, Aying and Ajie hovered beside
her, laughing until they bent over or pretending to snatch the paper in mock anger.
Soon the walls were filled with portraits, sketches, and still lifes, transforming the

cramped room into a temporary artist’s workspace.

Women in the village heard that Abi could draw portraits and came knocking,
hoping for a quick sketch. Through them, the trio met more neighbors. Six or seven
young women often sat together in the room, drinking tea, chatting, taking turns
posing. Laughter and a gentle artistic spirit filled the space. Many envied Aying—no

longer alone, her life seemed to bloom quietly with companionship.

Aying’s boyfriend, Li Sheng, returned on weekends. Seeing the warmth and
laughter filling the room, he was genuinely happy for her. Straightforward and
generous, he didn’t mind the extra company—if anything, he felt the flat finally
resembled a home. He bought an extra mattress, cleared the spare room, and said

gently, “Stay as long as you like. A home should feel full.”

Supported by such kindness, the three settled into a steady, comfortable
rhythm—sleeping, painting, studying Cantonese and English, cooking, visiting friends,
lying in the sun. Wherever they went, they carried a lightness that drew admiring
glances. To outsiders, their days looked like a small, free wind—bright and

unburdened.



Li Sheng, warmed by the atmosphere himself, often brought colleagues and
friends over on weekends. Laughter filled the table, and the air smelled of beer and
youthful energy. A week’s worth of fatigue melted quietly in the small room. The flat

became the most effortless place to rest in a foreign city.

One weekend they went to Xiangmihu. The amusement park was packed,
screams rising and falling. Abi rode a roller coaster for the first time. As the car
climbed, she gripped the bar tightly, heart pounding; in the plunge, her scream was
torn apart by the wind as if her life were cast over a cliff. When the ride stopped, she
felt pushed back from the edge of reality, suddenly aware of how light, unreal, and

nearly uncontrollable life could be.

In another corner of Xiangmihu, it was as quiet enough as a picture. A
long-haired woman sat at her easel, drawing portraits with steady focus. Abi watched
for a long time, feeling a familiar stirring—she, too, wanted to capture the world’s

fleeting moments with a pencil.

As the sun dipped and the crowd thinned, the artist finally paused. Abi
approached, and they fell into conversation as if they had known each other for
years. Her name was Ayun. She had lived in Shenzhen for many years, married a
Taiwanese partner, and was waiting to move to Taiwan. In the meantime, she came

to Xiangmihu to draw portraits—part passion, part livelihood.

Ayun was confident and open, her words carrying the clarity of experience.
They spoke about artistic persistence, the hardness of life, and how a woman

chooses the direction of her own path.

Before they parted, Ayun looked at Abi and said softly but firmly, “Life offers

many choices. As long as you keep going, any path can lead toward the light.” Her



words fell into Abi’s heart like a small beam of light, illuminating a long-closed room

within her.

On the way back, Abi walked lightly, as if her feet touched the wind. She
realized many answers did not need to be chased—if she kept walking, the road

would reveal itself.

The roller coaster, the sunlight on the lake, and Ayun’s calm focus blended into
a single vivid image in Abi’s heart—both thrilling and gentle. The future was still
unformed, but she could feel it: the sketch of her life was beginning, quietly, stroke

by stroke, within her.



