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The Day Mother Left

An unexpected phone call abruptly ended the peaceful happiness of Abi's early
days as a mother. The loss of her mother left a regret that would stay with her for the
rest of her life, and she finally understood the meaning of the old Chinese saying:

"When a child is ready to repay a parent's love, the parent may no longer be there."

After Meihua was born, Abi's life revolved almost entirely around the tiny new

life.

Still recovering from childbirth, she had to learn how to be a mother. Bathing
the baby, changing diapers, mixing formula, feeding, and putting her to sleep were all
skills she had to learn from scratch. Faced with such a fragile little infant, she was
always extra careful. Sometimes she held Meihua the wrong way; sometimes the
formula was too strong or too weak. In the middle of the night, she would wake to
Meihua's cries and rush to her side, unsure whether she was hungry or simply

needed a diaper change.

Like many first-time mothers, Abi often felt clumsy and inexperienced. But
responsibility has a way of helping people grow. She learned as she went, correcting
mistakes and gaining confidence day by day. Life passed in a constant rhythm of

busyness and care.
Gradually, she discovered that raising a child brought its own joys.

Every day, she watched Meihua's development with fascination. At first, the

baby spent most of her time sleeping and showed little expression. Later, she began



following lights with her eyes. When she heard someone's voice, she would turn her
little head to search for the source. She smiled at familiar faces and happily babbled

sounds that nobody could understand.

Almost every day brought a new discovery. Each small step in Meihua's growth
filled Abi with delight. Watching her daughter change and grow, she felt that every
sacrifice was worthwhile. The sleepless nights and hectic days were transformed into

a happiness beyond words.

During that time, nearly all of Abi's thoughts were focused on Meihua. The
outside world seemed to drift farther away. If her daughter was content and healthy,

she felt completely satisfied.
Yet life often changes when everything seems most peaceful.

One day, Abi took Meihua to a baby store to pick out a few toys. As she was

carefully browsing the shelves, her phone rang. It was her eldest brother.

When she answered, she heard his low, heavy voice. "Come home as soon as

you can. Mom became seriously ill last night. She passed away this morning."

Abi froze for a moment, she thought she had heard wrong. "What? Mom is

gone?" she asked. "Yes," her brother replied softly. "Come home."
The few simple words struck her like a thunderbolt. Her mind went blank.

Her mother, who had spent a lifetime working tirelessly and raising seven
children through hardship, was gone. Holding the phone, Abi could not speak. She

looked down at Meihua in her arms, and her vision slowly blurred with tears.

The bus ride home was crowded. Some passengers chatted, some rested with
their eyes closed, and others stared absentmindedly out the window. Abi sat quietly

in a corner, holding Meihua and crying in silence.



As the scenery slipped past outside, memories of the past came flooding back.

Scene after scene of her mother's life rose in her mind.

The past few months of raising Meihua had given her a new understanding of
her mother's struggles. In those years of scarcity, her mother had carried the burden
of the entire household. Feeding, clothing, and educating seven children required
endless care and sacrifice. She always gave the best to her children and kept the

hardships for herself.

As a child, Abi had taken everything her mother did for granted. Only after
becoming a mother herself did she realize that the healthy growth of seven children

had come at the cost of a lifetime of her mother's devotion and hard work.

Now she finally understood the depth of a parent's love, but the realization had

come too late.

She had only just begun to appreciate her mother's sacrifices. Before she had

the chance to repay even a small part of that love, her mother was gone forever.

Perhaps there is no greater regret in life. The daughter in her arms was just
beginning her journey, while the woman who had given her life had reached the end

of hers. In that moment, one generation quietly gave way to the next.

The bus continued down the road. Abi held Meihua tightly as tears blurred her

vision. She knew that from then on, her mother would live only in her memories.
For the first time, she truly understood the meaning of the old Chinese saying:

"A child wishes to care for their parents, but the parents are no longer there to

be cared for." (-F 43 w1 3 )



