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Andie was twenty years old, a young man of average
height with delicate features and a gentle demeanor.
A faint smile always rested on his face. His eyes were
as clear as a mountain stream, reflecting an innocence
untouched by the ways of the world. Kindhearted
and perhaps a little naive, Andie never minded when
\ others took advantage of him. Even when he got the
RREENDIVIN short end of the stick, he would still meet people with
a smile.

Oneday, Andie pushed his cartinto the marketplace
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carrying a basket of pottery on his back. Inside were
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finely made teacups, spoons, and small teapots—all crafted by him
and his grandmother over many long nights. The market buzzed
with noise; vendors shouted their wares and customers haggled over
prices, making the scene lively and chaotic. Andie found a corner and
had just set up his stall when a middle-aged man with a pinch-faced,
stingy look walked over.

“How much is this teacup?” The man asked gruffly, picking up a
blue-and-white porcelain cup.

“Five coins,” Andie replied with a smile.

“Five coins? That’s too expensive!” The man frowned, tapping the
rim of the cup with his finger. “The workmanship isn’t even that
good. Three coins—take it or leave it.”

Andie looked at the teacup. He had painted the blue patterns on
its surface stroke by stroke, and he had nearly burned himself firing it
in the kiln. Still, he nodded gently. “All right. Three coins it is.”

The man smiled smugly, tossed down three copper coins, grabbed
the cup, and walked away. A nearby vendor couldn’t stand watching
it and whispered to Andie, “Are you a fool? That cup is worth at least
seven coins. He clearly ripped you offt”

Andie picked up the coins, slipped them into his pocket, and said
with the same calm smile, “It’s all right. I'm just happy he liked my
cup.”

That was Andie, a boy willing to lose out for the sake of others. His
family was not well-off; he lived with his grandmother in a simple,
shabby house at the foot of the mountain, where they relied on each
other for survival. His grandmother was frail with age, her hands no
longer nimble, yet she still insisted on helping Andie shape the clay
every day. Andie was responsible for firing the pottery and selling it
at the market. Together, they barely made ends meet on his modest
income.

When the market closed, Andie headed home with an empty
basket. The glow of the setting sun fell across his shoulders, outlining
his slender figure. As he walked, he calculated that he had sold over
a dozen pieces that day. Though the earnings were small, they would
be enough to buy rice and medicinal herbs for his grandmother. At
that thought, the familiar smile returned to his lips.

Every day, Andie pushed his cart of tableware into the town
market. That day, the marketplace was especially lively; the air buzzed
with the cries of vendors and bursts of laughter from the packed
crowd. Andie parked his cart in a corner and carefully arranged his
teacups, teapots, and spoons. Each piece had been handmade by him
and his grandmother, every one infused with their time and effort.
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Just as Andie was focused on setting up his stall, a
burly man with a coarse, menacing face strode toward
him. He had clearly been drinking heavily, his steps
were unsteady and his gaze unfocused. He shouted as
he walked, and people quickly scrambled out of his
way to avoid trouble.

Suddenly, the man lurched forward and crashed
into Andie’s stall. With a loud clatter, several delicate
teacups tumbled from the display and shattered.
Startled, Andie quickly crouched down to gather the
shards. His heart sank at the sight of the destruction,
yet he looked up at the man and asked gently, “Sir,
are you all right?”

The man steadied himself, glancing from the
broken pottery on the ground to Andie, irritation
flashing across his face. “Watch where you put your
stall!” he barked. “Why are you blocking the way?”

Andie stood up. His voice was calm, though he
sounded helpless. “I'm sorry! I wasn’t careful. But
these teacups were my livelihood. Could you pay for
the ones you broke...?”

“Pay you?” The man’s eyes widened, his voice
rising sharply. “Youre the one who got in my way,
and you dare ask me to pay? I ought to smash your
whole stall!”

As he spoke, the man raised a fist, threatening to
strike. The crowd recoiled, no one daring to step in.
Andie felt a flicker of fear, but he stood his ground.
In a low voice, he said, “Please don’t be angry. Forget
the teacups. As long as you arent hurt, that’'s what
matters.”

The man snorted, lowered his fist, and shot Andie
a fierce glare. “At least you know your place!” he
spat, then staggered off, leaving behind the shattered
pottery and a wrecked stall.

Only after the man had gone did the nearby
vendors dare to approach. One of them whispered to
Andie, “Why did you just let it go? That guy ran right
into you, he was completely in the wrong!”

Andie bent down and continued picking up the
broken pieces, speaking softly. “It’s all right. Maybe
he was just in a bad mood. Besides, arguing wouldn’t
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do any good, it would only make things worse.”

The vendor sighed and shook his head. “Youre just too
kind. People are going to walk all over you.”

Andie said nothing. He quietly cleaned up the shards,
rearranged his stall, and waited for the next customer. Although
he had lost several teacups, he felt little resentment. He believed
that energy was better spent on his craft than on arguments, so
that one day, he could provide a better life for his grandmother.

When the market closed, Andie packed up his unsold
wares and began pushing his cart home. Dusk was falling, and
the crowds on the street were thinning out. As he passed a
narrow alley, he suddenly heard a faint whimper. He stopped
to investigate and found a scrawny white dog curled up by
the roadside, looking at him helplessly. Its belly was sunken—
clearly, it had been starving for a long time.

Andie crouched down. “Are you hungry?” he asked softly.

The white dog seemed to understand. It wagged its tail, a
flicker of hope shining in its eyes. Andie reached into his pocket
and fingered the few coins inside—his hard-won earnings for
the day. He hesitated for a moment, then stood up and walked
to a nearby stall, using the money to buy a steaming hot meat
bun.

He broke the bun into small pieces and placed them in front
of the dog. The animal wolfed them down, its tail wagging
furiously. When it finished, the dog looked up at Andie with
moist, grateful eyes, as if trying to thank him. Andie gently
patted its head.

“Now that you've eaten, go on home,” he whispered. “Don’t
go hungry again.”

The dog nuzzled his hand, then turned and trotted deeper
into the alley, disappearing into the twilight.

Watching the dog leave, Andie felt a warmth rise in his
heart. Although he hadn’t earned much that day, and had spent
a good chunk of it on the dog, he felt no regret. He pushed his
cart onward, the familiar smile still resting on his lips.

Back home, Andie ate a simple meal and went straight to
work shaping clay into cups, spoons, and teapots. It was tedious
work, but he was used to it. Tonight, however, the exhaustion
hit him hard; his fingers were numb, and his eyes ached. He
looked at the unfinished pottery on the table and sighed. I'm
truly exhausted today, he thought. I should rest now and finish

tomorrow.
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He put away his tools, washed up, and lay down
on his bed. Moonlight streamed through the window,
casting a pale glow over his weary face. Before long, he
fell into a deep sleep.

That night, Andie had an unusually vivid dream. He
dreamed he was standing beneath the old tree behind
his house. At its base lay a thick patch of grass, and from
within it shone a faint, mysterious light. Curious, he
stepped closer and discovered an ancient wooden box
hidden in the overgrowth. Its lid was inlaid with delicate
patterns, and light seeped out through the cracks.

Andie crouched down and reached out to part the
grass. Just as his fingers were about to brush the box, he
jerked awake, sitting bolt upright in bed.

The room was dark, save for the moonlight spilling
onto the floor. His heart pounded, and his forehead was
damp with cold sweat. He took a deep breath, trying to
steady himself, but the image from the dream lingered
vividly in his mind.

“That box...” he murmured to himself, his mind
racing with questions. “Why would I dream of that?”

Unable to resist the pull of curiosity any longer, he
decided to investigate behind the house. He slipped on
his coat and crept out of the room, treading softly to
avoid waking his grandmother, who was sound asleep
nearby.

The old tree in the backyard looked particularly
ancient in the moonlight, its trunk etched with patterns
like the scars of time itself. Guided by the memory of
his dream, Andie approached the base of the tree. He
crouched and parted the thick grass, his heart pounding
against his ribs.

Suddenly, his fingers brushed against something hard.
He held his breath and pushed the grass aside. There, right
before his eyes, was an old wooden box—the very same
one from his dream. Intricate patterns lined its edges,
and a faint, flickering glow seeped from the narrow gap
in the lid, beckoning him to open it.

Andie’s hands trembled. He was filled with a mixture
of excitement and unease. He had no idea what lay
inside, nor why it was there, yet he sensed this box might
change his destiny.

s To be continued
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