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Eighty-eight yuan?

Dad, this red envelope of yours... you calculated it very carefully on purpose, didn't you?

Unlucky!

Even the meaning of "prosper and flourish" you don't understand?

You really are an uneducated country bumpkin!

Yu Nian, my dad giving you money is him thinking highly of you. Don't refuse a toast only to drink a forfeit!

The phone was slammed hard onto the coffee table, the impact making the lonely bright red red envelope tremble slightly.

I gently rubbed my lower abdomen, where a new life was pulsing with warm heartbeats.

But the man before my eyes - Zhu Mingxuan - was my husband of one year.

He pinched the pregnancy test report I had just handed over between two fingers, as if he were holding a piece of scrap paper.

The transfer note from my father-in-law read:

For the baby to buy some candy.

At this moment, I suddenly felt that this piece of candy might be bitterly bitter.

My name is Yu Nian, I am twenty-five years old this year, living in the Yunxi Yuan apartment complex.

The location here is quite good, but this house is one we rent.

One year ago, I defied my family's objections to marry Zhu Mingxuan when he was still in the early stages of starting his business.

At that time he had nothing, but he always proclaimed himself a future business prodigy, saying sooner or later he would make me live a life of glory and wealth.

I believed him, or rather, I loved the future he painted.

After marriage, I took all my savings accumulated from two years of work, and cleverly borrowed a little more from my own family to gather enough for a down payment, helping him open a small-scale cultural creative studio.

During the day I did administrative work at a company, and at night I came home to help him edit accounts and reconcile with clients.

This year, the studio barely managed to maintain a balance of income and expenses, and I finally got our child this month.

This morning, I brought the pregnancy test report home, my heart full of joy wanting to give him a surprise.

Unexpectedly, what awaited me first was a message from his father - that is, my father-in-law, Zhu Defa.

A red envelope worth 88 yuan.

In this city where even a decent hotpot meal costs several hundred yuan, this number looked really jarring, especially when it came from a father-in-law who always boasted that his son was a potential stock.

I just casually asked one question, and Zhu Mingxuan flew into a rage, scolding me furiously to my face.

He said I didn't know how to be content, said his father giving money was a favor, said I was acting like a delicate young lady just because I was pregnant, forgetting my duty.

He even threw the pregnancy test report on the ground, saying:

Now that you're pregnant, you should be even less wasteful. Save this 88 yuan and spend it carefully. There will be plenty of places needing money later!

I bent down to pick up the pregnancy test report, carefully smoothing out the creases on it.

Zhu Mingxuan sat on the sofa, legs crossed, scrolling through his phone.

The shirt on his body was one I bought for him last month. The brand wasn't top-tier, but at the time he loved it.

And now, he despised the thermos in my hand as too old-fashioned.

Look at you, all day you only know how to drink warm water, no trace of romantic charm at all.

The daughter-in-law of Director Li drinks coffee and wine every day, look at yourself in comparison.

He didn't even bother to raise his head, his tone full of disgust.

I looked at him, and suddenly felt extremely unfamiliar.

The man who once said he would love me for a lifetime, now even wanted to nitpick what I drank.

Outside the window the sky was darkening, the remaining sunset glow cast in, illuminating the cold angle of his profile.

I touched my belly, my heart ice-cold.

This child seemed to have come at the wrong time.

Or rather, this family was no longer the family I had once imagined.

After dinner, Zhu Mingxuan received a phone call, saying it was a class reunion, hurriedly ate two bites of rice and wanted to leave immediately.

Before going out, he glanced at the plate of leftover food I had placed on the table.

Throw these things away, don't always eat leftovers, it's not good for the baby.

But also don't waste money ordering takeout, learn to cook something fresh and tasty for yourself.

Having said that, he grabbed the car keys and walked out without even looking back.

I sat in the empty dining room, looking at the plate of stir-fried greens he hadn't even touched with his chopsticks.

My throat choked up, and the pregnancy nausea surged again.

I forced down the discomfort, cleared the bowls and dishes and went into the kitchen.

The sound of water rushing over the greasy plates made a splashing noise.

This noise concealed the tears that were about to spill from the corners of my eyes.

In this year of marriage, it seemed I was always enduring.

Enduring his late nights, enduring his hot temper, enduring his parents' favoritism.

I once thought that once we had a child, everything would get better.

But today's 88-yuan red envelope from my father-in-law, along with his cold words, was like a bucket of ice water dousing all my illusions.

I dried my hands, went back to the living room, and picked up my phone.

My father-in-law's WeChat avatar was still the default scenery, his Moments empty.

That red envelope still lay silently in the chat window, like a voiceless mockery.

I clicked to look, didn't accept, and didn't reply.

I just stared at that number for a long, long time.

It was already late at night, and Zhu Mingxuan still hadn't returned.

I lay on the wedding bed but couldn't fall asleep no matter what.

The space beside me was ice-cold.

I took out the pregnancy test report, using the moonlight outside the window to gaze at the tiny image on it.

That was my child, sharing my blood.
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I cannot let it live in an environment like this from the moment it is born.

I cannot let it feel that its mother is looked down upon, while its father is irresponsible.

But what should I do?

Go back to my own family?

My parents would be heartbroken, but also blame themselves for not being able to stop me.

Divorce?

Zhu Mingxuan would definitely insist that I am making a mountain out of a molehill, and might even fight for custody.

Moreover, what about the money I invested in that studio?

My thoughts were tangled like hemp, my head splitting with pain.

Just then, the phone screen suddenly lit up.

It was a voice message from Zhu Mingxuan.

I opened it, and inside was his drunken voice.

Yu Nian, let me tell you, today all my old classmates were envious of me...

The father of that fat guy surnamed Wang just transferred him five hundred thousand yuan, made me drool with envy...

Sigh, but my dad said, the family's little savings must be kept for me to do big business later...

That red envelope, you just secretly laugh to yourself, okay?

The recording suddenly stopped, probably he went to drink more.

I gripped my phone tightly, my heart as if squeezed by an invisible hand.

Five hundred thousand yuan?

His family clearly has money, but only gave me 88 yuan?

And boldly declared it a favor?

A cold air rushed straight from the soles of my feet to the top of my head.

I closed my eyes, and the tears finally soaked the pillow.

So it turns out it wasn't poverty of money, but poverty of character, poverty of heart.

Tonight was endlessly long.

Early the next morning, I was awakened by nausea.

I rushed to the bathroom and dry-heaved for a long time but nothing came out.

The person in the mirror had a pale face, dark circles under the eyes.

I washed my face, forced myself to perk up.

No matter what, the child is innocent.

I must go to the hospital for a formal examination, and listen to the doctor's professional advice.

After changing clothes, I prepared to go out.

Just as I reached the entryway, I saw Zhu Mingxuan sprawled drunk on the floor right at the door, shoes still not taken off.

Hearing the noise, he opened his eyes, his muddy gaze sweeping over me.

Up so early?

Pretending to be a virtuous wife and good daughter-in-law or something.

Hurry up and cook, I'm hungry.

My footsteps paused, I didn't bother with him, walked straight to grab the door handle.

He suddenly reached out and grabbed my wrist tightly, with considerable force.

I'm talking to you!

Are you deaf?

I turned my head to look at him, my tone calm to the point even I was surprised.

Let go, I need to go to the hospital.

Zhu Mingxuan sneered, his grip tightening even more.

Hospital?

What illness do you have that you need to go to the hospital?

Wasting money!

That 88 yuan is enough for you to buy how many eggs?

Stop making a fuss!

I looked down at his hand gripping my wrist tightly, his fingernails still stained with dirt from last night's drinking.

Some corner of my heart had completely gone cold.

I didn't struggle, just repeated once more.

Zhu Mingxuan, let go.

I'm going to the hospital for a prenatal checkup.

Hearing the words "prenatal checkup," he was stunned for a moment, his grip loosening a bit.

Immediately after, he clicked his tongue with a dismissive look.

You know you're pregnant, so why can't you just lie still?

Running around everywhere!

Alright alright, hurry up and go, I'm starving.

He let go, turned around, turned his back to me and continued to lie there sprawled out.

I didn't say another word, opened the door and walked out.

The sound-activated lights in the hallway lit up with my footsteps, then went dark behind me.

Just like the little warmth between him and me had finally run dry.

Walking out of the apartment complex, the morning air carried a slight chill.

I took a deep breath, waved down a taxi.

The driver saw my poor complexion through the rearview mirror, and asked with concern.

Young lady, are you unwell?

I'll drive a bit slower.

I nodded, softly said thank you.

The car drove steadily toward the Maternal and Child Health Hospital.

On the way, I received a notification message.

It was a message from
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