Journey of Motherhood


Sigh.
Spring again. 
Birthing new life into the world,
I can hear the steady hum of awakening.
A scent of wild garlic, 
Wild child I once was. 
Baby daffodils giggle, 
The colour of pale lemon drops.
Cherry blossom sprinkled on the path ahead like icing sugar,
The icing and the cherry on the cake. 
Over the valley, 
I can see the route I used to take. Rambling, rocky, risky, restricting.
Relishing in teasing me. 


Breathe in. 
Fleeting flowers in full bloom, 
As childhood fleets through the seasons.
I lean in. The sweet smell entices like breastmilk to my babe and nectar to a bee.
Warm milk and honey. 
Nurtured from a tiny seed. 
A bud hugged by petals protecting pollen. 
Nestled inside my bosom.                                                                                                                                                                                
My baby girl blossoming.  
My Florie.
The gentle sound of a butterfly emerging from its cocoon.
The metamorphosis of motherhood.                                                                                                                                                                                           Life in full colour.                                                                                                                                          


Breathe out. 
Water flowing downstream. 
Birds singing songs of old. 
The cool wind shivers and shakes the trees above.
A blanket of clouds tucks the flowers into their beds. 
And that innate smell tells me rain is coming. 
Mother’s intuition.
The feeling of times changing. 
Life fading. 
Remnants of Autumn leaves on the ground. 
Once vibrant but now dull, damp, decomposing. 
Seasons interwoven, intertwined. 


Breath. Mist.
Mysterious chapel.
Silvery stone and slate cut through the woodland into sight.                                                                      The smell of mud, moss, mould, rotting wood.
The sound of stillness.
Gravestones. Ghosts of a past life.                                                                                                                                                                                                    Cross. Rebirth. Sacrifice. 
The sacrifice a mother makes.  
End of life just like winter’s woe,
Gives way to new life. 
May my old life rest in peace. 
For I have been reborn as a mother. 
The path I choose to take forever more.  

















The Language of Florie 


Moss

Maternal love

If you look closely, you will find
A lilac flower hiding behind
Her mamas frock of lacey frills
The colour of the alpine hills. 



Primrose 

Youth

Pastel petals full of grace
Hugged by mama’s warm embrace 
Holding hands in a posey ring 
Our little family and kin.


Daisy 

Innocence 

Oh dainty Daisy sitting pretty
To pick you would be such a pitty 
But please forgive little hands that do
For they are innocent in picking you. 



Wood sorrel 

Maternal tenderness 

My purple veins enabled you to bloom 
My heart shaped leaves provided a womb
Then in the darkest hours I grasped you tight  
And unclasped you into the dappled light. 




Buttercup

Childishness 

Beneath our chins a yellow glow 
Shows what we already know
I like butter and so do you
Childhood games that I once knew. 



White Lily 

Purity and sweetness

As pure as a white-breasted dove
Sent from an Angel up above 
As sweet as gentle morning dew 
Lilibeth we thank God for you.



















Moon Child


When I birthed my babe
there was a full moon
which pulled pain from my body
like the tide.
It waxed my waters
and waned my bones
and in the darkest hours
I drowned.
It wasn’t until
the moon rose again
I first held her
for the second time.
And my tears filled an ocean 
as I felt the warmth
of her skin on mine.














Liquid Gold


From that early bond
Sewn by golden thread
Like a little bobbin
Baby bobs her head.

Forever binding
Mamas tailored milk
Through a latch-tight knot
Flows a sweet silk.

Little one swaddled 
Like thimble on thumb
Knits a cosy hug
Until sleep is succumb.

















Dancing Silhouettes


Under a silvery starry sky
Under a scalloped slate roof
Under a mama's watchful eye
A babe lays under a patchwork quilt.

A babe laid under a patchwork quilt 
Looks up at her mama’s eyes
To her, she is the moon and stars 
She’s all she needs ‘til the sunrise. 

Through the curtains the dreamy dark
No hush or lullaby song 
The streetlights dimmed the streets stark
Windows of houses no longer glow.

In the warm light of the bedroom
Through the glass the outside peeps
At two dancing silhouettes 
Whilst the rest of the world is fast asleep.








