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A New Hope

When a new life enters a woman's world, many of the worries and pressures

that once weighed heavily on her quietly lose their importance.

When Abi learned that she was pregnant, she felt both joy and uncertainty. At
that time, Awen's health was deteriorating day by day. Although the doctors never
said it directly, they both understood that the future would not be easy. From the
moment she knew a new life was growing inside her, Abi told herself to stay calm, no

matter what happened.

She had read that a mother's emotions could affect her baby's development.
For the sake of her child, she tried not to worry about the future and focused instead

on living each day well.

Around that time, she received a commission from a hotel to create decorative
paintings, mainly reproductions of Impressionist masterpieces. Painting had always
been her greatest skill and deepest passion. The work brought joy and purpose back

into her life.

Every morning, she walked in the park near her home. She watched sunlight
filter through the trees onto the grass, breathed in the scent of earth and fresh
leaves, and listened to birds singing overhead. As she strolled along, she often rested

a hand on her growing belly, quietly aware of the life within.

After returning home, she prepared a nutritious breakfast, studied English for a

few hours, and then spent the rest of the day painting while listening to music. Soft



melodies filled the room as the smell of paint lingered in the air. Monet's water lilies,

Renoir's warm sunlight, and Cézanne's landscapes slowly emerged on her canvas.

Whenever she grew tired, she would visit a bookstore and browse books on
pregnancy, childcare, and early childhood education. Reading about children's growth
and development, she could not help imagining what her own baby would be like.
That sense of anticipation and happiness gradually pushed aside the worries that

once occupied her mind.

The days passed quietly, filled with study, work, and expectation. Life felt

simple yet fulfilling, and before she knew it, her due date had arrived.

One Saturday afternoon, Abi and Awen went out for their usual walk. As they

strolled along, they talked about their baby and dreamed about the life ahead.

Near Futian Hospital, Abi suddenly felt a sharp pain in her abdomen. At first,

she thought she was simply tired, but the pain soon returned and grew stronger.
Awen became anxious at once. "Could it be time?"
Abi found it hard to believe. "Already?"
"The hospital is right there," he said. "Let's get it checked."

After examining her, the nurse smiled and said, "You'd better get admitted right

away. Your baby will be here very soon."

The couple stared at each other in surprise. They had expected to wait several

more days, but their baby seemed eager to enter the world.

Awen rushed home to gather everything they needed. A few hours later, he
arrived at the hospital carrying bags of baby supplies and personal belongings,

exhausted and out of breath.



Looking at his pale and weary face, Abi felt a pang of concern. She knew his

body could not handle too much strain.

"You should go home and rest," she told him gently. "The doctors and nurses

will take care of me."
"Are you sure you don't want me to stay?"
"Don't worry. Come back when the baby arrives."
Reluctantly, Awen left.

Soon afterward, Abi was taken into the delivery room. It was a large, quiet
space with several delivery beds and baby cots. There were no other mothers there
that day. A nurse skilfully connected an IV drip beside her bed. Looking at the bottle
hanging overhead, Abi almost smiled. In those days, she believed that every hospital

patient received an IV, even women having babies.

When people face difficulties alone, they often discover a strength they never

knew they possessed.

Inside the delivery room, Abi felt surprisingly little fear. The stories she had

heard about the pain of childbirth seemed distant. Her mind was focused entirely on

her baby.

For ten months, every movement and stretch of that tiny life had been part of
her own. Now the child was about to leave its warm and familiar home and begin the

first journey of life.
Closing her eyes, she spoke silently to her baby.
"Don't be afraid, my little one."

"Come out. Mommy is waiting for you."



"We'll do this together."

She repeated the words again and again, as if some invisible bond could carry

them directly to her child.
After what felt like a long time, a clear, powerful cry suddenly broke the silence.
"Waaah... waaah..."
Abi let out a long breath. The baby had arrived safely.

At that moment, she felt no hardship, only overwhelming relief and joy. Every

worry, every fear, every anxious moment disappeared with that first cry.

The nurse gently placed the baby before her. A tiny face. Closed eyes. Small
hands curled into fists. Abi gazed at the little life that had just entered the world, and

tears quietly filled her eyes.

While she had been worrying about her husband's illness and feeling uncertain

about the future, fate had placed a new hope in her arms.

In that moment, she understood something she had never fully understood
before: life does not stop because of hardship. Just when you think you are walking

into darkness, a new light appears.

The baby's first cry marked more than the birth of a child. It also marked Abi's

own transformation.

Before, she had worked hard for herself. From that day on, she would be living

for another life as well.

Holding her child close, she silently promised herself that no matter what
storms lay ahead, she would keep moving forward with courage. Because from that

day forward, she was no longer only Abi. She was a mother.



