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I find it fascinating how we, as mums, have an unique way to express our 

different personal words of love, fear and hope; the speech of motherhood that is 

held in our hearts and that goes beyond our words. The idea of collecting 

writings from mothers was inspired by the connectivity I encountered with other 

mums at baby groups in Gravesend. I remember the first day I attended with my 

tiny girl at a Baby Massage class; I was new in the area and I had Little Pebbles 

across the road. I entered the dark room enchanted with soft music, the mothers' 

eyes caroused a special moment and I joined the sweet aura feast with a 

jamboree playing silently in my heart. 

Tiny, lovely, naked babies were in a row, while our hands kissed their soft skin 

with the coconut oil. I wrapped my baby in love with my hands. It was certainly a 

miracle I had in front of me; a baby daughter after a miscarriage. I felt privileged 

and grateful for her life. For the opportunity to experience loving someone in an 

unique way and for the opportunity to meet other mums and share this unique 

experience that marvels me everyday; how perfect is the gift of being a mum. 

Sonnia  M. Montes | Founder | June  2017

Welcome to  Writing2gether



A

MOTHER'S

INTUITION

Do you have this feeling as 

soon as you become pregnant 

or is it something you learn 

when becoming a mother? This 

feeling saved my daughter's 

life. I knew something was not 

right, but I couldn't, and still 

couldn't articulate what, I just 

knew. I just had a feeling. 

 

Nothing can prepare you for 

becoming a mum, but listen to 

that feeling inside. The one that 

is always there, which is often 

silent, but makes its presence 

known when you need it to.

Mia Taylor
20 DAYS IN NICU, A LIFETIME OF MOTHERHOOD.



You show me the rainbow inside me. 

You force it out of me every day! 

Sick on my bike, sick out the car 

Sick in the office or at the café. 

Bright yellow sick in the sink every morning 

Bright yellow sick and I’m constantly yawning 

Like the gold at the end of the rainbow, you’re calling 

And I’m sick and I’m crying as the birds call the dawn in 

And when you come out crying 

And I pray you will cry 

I will try to calm 

The screams of mine 

And when you come out crying 

And I pray you’ll be crying 

I promise 

To show you the rainbows outside.

Sunrise Sickness

Hollie McNish 
Author- Nobody Told Me. 
www.blackfriarsbooks.com/book/nobody-told-me/ 



Holding onto memories? 

Holding onto time? 

Much laughter frolicking in time.  

Is time my acquaintance? 

Or an inhuman stranger? 

The perception of time changes when 

I look at her hands, her eyes, her 

soul…  

The umbilical cord remains spiritually 

intact, overcoming separation… 

The rules of the universe…once upon 

a time…no longer apply...time, space 

and separation are dissolved in this 

single eternal moment. 

The umbilical 
cord remains 

spiritually 
intact, 

overcoming 
separation...

ONCE UPON A TIME

Sonnia M. Montes



An Angel Sent To Me
Sonnia Montes

An angel 

sent to teach 

 me the meaning 

 of gratefulness, 

 the faithfulness            of the miracle           maker. That joy 

of the very present. Double blessing me, stretching 

out my smile and making my heart content. 

You are my second miracle. An angel 

sent to teach me an amazing love 

that tied my heart to yours 

from the first moment I 

knew I was pregnant and 

walks through life together; 

when you fly high, strong 

and independent and further 

still. A love that goes beyond 

my emotions and 

 thoughts. A 

 love that ties 

 the strongest 

 eternal string.



keenly in motherhood. This heavy 

responsibility is deposited the 

moment a child is born and remains, 

even as it alters through time. And the 

heartache a mum faces is the same 

measure as the reward gained by a 

mum who invests and gives of herself

to love her children. A love that is 

costly but never undone.

Emma Handscomb

A love that is costly
but never undone

'Mum', is an honoured title. Quite 

possibly the most honoured in all of 

life. It's very rarely glamorous or easy 

but when is anything that is worth 

achieving easy to do? And children are 

a God-given gift that are brought into

life in the most miraculous of 

ways. Honour also comes with the 

burden of responsibility, felt most 



Solemn sons behind her coffin. 

Pavements crammed with silent crowds. 

The cameras scan sad faces, 

Its September 6th, 1997.   

My son sits before me, 

His face brimming with joy. 

“Mum – I’m going to be a Dad!” 

The tv shows the moment 

Black suits enter the Abbey; 

Shows a comforting arm around a Prince.   

My son is rocking himself.  

With happiness, 

We rock together. 

By Ann Easterby

Someone confesses something to another with the backdrop of a historic event

Assignment for 27th April



EVERYTHING 
WILL BE FINE

Sonn ia   Montes  

I look at the ceiling lights 

designed to calm. The nurse has 

told me they’re to ‘dissipate the 

pain’... Local anaesthesia, legs on 

each side. Thin metal rods dilate 

the cervix and, a hollow plastic 

tube sucks the retained 

products. I take a deep breath 

using the oxygen mask. I watch 

the lights that 'dissipate the pain. 

"Everything will be fine", I 

remember His words… 

"everything will be fine", my lips 

repeat: 'Everything will be fine.'  

The evening has fallen; I’m 

resting on the bed. "Good 

evening, I'm Dr. Fiona." I hear her 

voice on the other side of the 

cubicle. "I feel the situation 

you're going through..." she 

continues. The woman replies 

with serenity. 

Questions and answers come 

and go in a time of waltz that I 

already know. "How many weeks 

were you when it happened?  

When was your last period? 

Have you passed blood clots?" 

The operation is a quick 

procedure, we do it while you   

are asleep. We don’t use a large  

holding their partner’s hands; 

others are alone using their 

phones. Others look through the 

window. The swaying of the 

river, the spinning of the wheel 

and the sky that keeps secrets of 

immensity. 

I pass reception and say 

goodbye. At the end of the 

corridor, I see the initials: EPAGU 

and the final exit door. On my 

left side, the ultrasound room. 

Here, ends the story of an 

angelical dream. 

I can still feel the gel on my belly 

The monitor brings me a gentle 

whisper ... the memory of a heart 

that stopped beating ... Gabriel, 

that would be your name if you 

were born. I take my left door 

leading to the exit and I think of 

the woman in the cubicle... 

'Everything will be fine'… repeat. 

My lips in a prayer for her that 

murmurs a hug. "Everything will 

be fine..." They repeated these 

words in my ears and He in 

silence. "A long road is ahead of 

you…Repeat the phrase!" 'He

insisted; Everything will be fine.  

dose of anaesthesia..." The 

curtain runs on the reel as the 

doctor leaves.  

A sob breaks the silence... Her 

murmur caresses words of the 

same song that I've already 

hummed, The nurse comes to my 

cubicle; removes the needle from 

my arm.  

Through the window I see the 

swing of the river,  a tint of the 

London Eye, "You can go home" 

she says while pressing dry 

cotton wool on my arm. "After 

your next period you can try to 

conceive," she adds and leaves 

the cubicle. 

I get dressed. I take the sanitary 

towels, the Paracetamol for the 

pain; I put them in my bag. I walk 

towards the exit and, on my way I 

leave behind the curtains around 

the cubicles covering other 

stories; The stretcher and sheets 

that were soaked with my 

bleeding days ago; The lights of 

the operating room to dissipate 

the pain; The room where I sat 

before, and now, some women  

are waiting, Some of them are 



WISDOM
Lynda Scudder

Spoken with 

'As a mum, it's so easy to 

compare ourselves to other 

parents and think they are 

doing things better than us, and 

this can undermine our 

confidence in our abilities as 

mums. 

But it's really good to know that, 

'We are fearfully & wonderfully 

made' with a unique way of 

doing things and our own set of 

God-given skills. 

So if we can, we should try to 

focus on the stuff that we do 

well. We know our own kids 

best; they are all different, with 

their own array of needs. 

Celebrate this individuality, 

encourage our children to 

develop their strengths and 

teach them to cherish their 

relationships with us and their 

siblings. 

Children don't come with an 

instruction manual, so instead, 

all we can do is love them 

unconditionally, do our best and

don't be too hard on ourselves."

"We are fearfully and     
wonderfully made"



The premature unit is resting on a crib of faith. Long 

tubes attached to her chest for breathing. Her 

forehead wrinkled in an effort to peer out upon 

hearing my voice. 

I hold my breath in a pale thread and an artificial 

smile forces my lips to spread across. 

A ticktock draws me in a restless spiral, claiming an 

answer. I call her name softly… 

Hope and silence sing a lullaby while it clings to the 

only dim Light in the distance. 

Sonnia Margarita

'KING'S HOSPITAL'



Lis

Tiny Feet

The walls of love protecting 

your body. Tickles brighten 

my womb, that part that 

only you will know. Tiny 

hands recognise the place; 

they explore everything, 

trying to understand. A 

caress from within makes 

my eyes shine. Makes my 

eyes shine while it rains.



Gosia Jade

Ade

"It felt so good giving 

them my immediate 

resignation letter! Hate 

leaving my baby with 

others…"

"…My experience as a 

new mum makes me 

appreciate most 

mothers. Because as a 

mother you become 

selfless to yourself and 

all attention is directed 

to your baby. My 

sleeping pattern 

changes, I can't spend 

so much time in the 

bathroom like I used to.

My hair is another 

issue..."                   

MUM-TO
-MUM
from special mums

In Little Pebbles and especially 

during the baby massage class, 

we made fantastic friends. It's a 

great opportunity for mums to 

get our social life running, but 

most of all, it's extremely

important for our little babies. 

Social interaction is key at this 

stage. Now we are away and 

we both miss our friends.

However, I can see that the little 

social skills he acquired during 

the Gravesend time are 

flourishing now. He is constantly 

on the look out for children. 

When we walk, we have to stop 

when he sees a baby. He just 

wants to "create" relationships. 

I really believe that it is partly 

due to the fact that he was 

exposed to children from the 

very first months of his life.



Love & Strength 
 

IN RESPONSE TO A GREAT MUM AND FRIEND WHILE RAISING HER THREE GIRLS

Sonnia Margarita

Three butterflies                                                         were sent to her. 

Three butterflies sang a                                         song of strength and 

power. She was alone raising                    them by herself but she held 

tight to His feet. The wind came and stirred her heart. He cleaned her 

face, put a crown on her head and she flew through the sky, freely 

as a kite. Three butterflies sang a song of strength and power. 

The mirror reflects the colour of their breathing. A colour 

 that spoke of the miracle of life. She didn’t stop 

to rest until she finished knitting the threads 

of His love in their hearts. A colourful quilt 

was made and she turned it into a kite and they 

all went flying, dancing together. Three butterflies 

sang a song of strength and power. The kite 

reflected the colour       of their breathing. 

A colour that             speaks of the 

miracle                         of life.



Emma Handscomb

When a mum is at her very best, 

She shines like a glowing star. 

Praise and fun in any test 

And laughter is never far. 

 

Diligently, she tends to her babes, 

Knowing the things they need; 

Steadying them through all the waves 

Showing how to follow her lead. 

 

But mums can't stop to take a breath 

And sometimes days are hard. 

Tiredness hunts her down to shred 

The glowing star to shards. 

 

And oh, how wretched does she feel? 

These babes she loves so much! 

And like a crafty thief can steal, 

Guilt grasps her in its clutch. 

 

But we don't give up, however bad 

It seems to feel it's got; 

For children remember the love they've had 

And even be what we are not. 

 

So do not fear and try again, 

It's never too late or bad. 

Get yourself some rest and then, 

You'll glow and not be sad.

GLOWING 
STAR



...going out for coffee after Little Pebbles..

It was an amazing experience to work with all who contributed to this fanzine. Thanks to God for letting us 

carry a miracle in our womb, for the gift of our babies who are our source of inspiration, thanks to the mums 

and special friends who collaborated on this project. Thank you to Emma Handscomb for your time and effort in 

designing and editing this fanzine and special thanks to Hollie McNish, the British poet and author, who kindly 

shared with us one of her poems.

CONTRIBUTORS: 

Sonnia Margarita Montes (Founder-Editor) is a mother, an artist and she loves the community. 

Emma Handscomb is a mother, speech therapist, a writer and she is passionate for the community. 

PUBLISHER: Sonnia Margarita Montes writing2gether.wordpress.com 


