
MOTHER 
Gemma reflects in a quiet moment. 
 
All characters, etc from Sons of Anarchy belong to Kurt Sutter. 
 
 
Gemma sat back in the chair and blew a smoke ring.  She savoured the rare moment 
of silence.  Chaos would come knocking soon enough, but for now, she was alone 
with her thoughts. 
 
She reflected on the person she’d become, her journey from the girl, to the woman, 
to the mother. 
 
Her own mother had driven her crazy, but loathe as Gemma was to admit it, she had 
to give the woman credit where it was due.  Rose had set an example of running a 
family home, the importance of keeping everything together; forcing life to run 
smoothly, to follow your routine, to bend to your will. 
 
Leaving home at sixteen had been the best thing Gemma had ever done.  She’d 
never admit that she’d been shit scared at the time  She’d never admit that she’d had 
no idea what she was doing or the first notion of what she’d let herself in for.  It had 
been the making of her. The lessons she’d learnt had lasted for forever.  Once she’d 
had that taste of independence, of freedom, she knew she was never going to give it 
up.  She owned her life, end of story. 
 
Then she’d met him: The Guy.  There’d been something about him, something that 
she felt she could tie her life to.  Part of it was lust, but that wasn’t all of it.  Gemma 
was smart enough to be objective; she’d looked into the future at the old, grey 
versions of what they would become and knew she wouldn’t end up stabbing him 
with a kitting needle when they were in their eighties.  It was a visceral connection.  
She was comfortable in his presence; they could be silent together without needing 
to fill the space with words.  There was a companionship that she’d felt would last. 
 
Then life threw them a few curve balls, some small, some devastating, but each one 
shaped her a little.  Each one moulded her into the person she would become, 
squeezing and twisting her a little with each turn of events.  Each one forced her to 
make the decision between stepping up and dealing with the shit, or backing down 
and letting it overwhelm her.  Each time she stepped up. 
 
Each event required decisions, and it was simply what she had to do.  She made the 
judgements, planned the actions and the reactions.  She charted the course, saw the 
end point and made sure her family took that path.  She pushed that fucking boulder 
up the hill every damn day. 
 
Having children had taught her about true love, unselfish love, unconditional love.  
Children were to be cherished, protected, instructed.  Life was about the bubble, the 
family, the safe place, the refuge that she could create.  Motherhood taught her the 
true meanings of patience, sacrifice and devotion.  She learnt gentleness to temper 
her strength.  Motherhood taught her that the hardest thing in life was allowing her 
children to be free, encouraging them to be all that they could be, regardless of how 
much that might terrify her or hurt her heart. 
 
It’s all about family.  You are the wife and the mother and every day you get up and 
walk the walk bitch.  Falling apart is not an option.  They should never have to see 
your tears.  By all means find an outlet; go shopping, get the girls round for a bottle of 



wine, talk to the parrot; whatever.  But every day you get up and you start again and 
you live it.  You give it your all and it’s not even a conscious decision, it just is.  There 
is no other option, no other choice.  Giving up is not what you do.  You fight and you 
learn and you love every damn day, every damn day until the day you die. 
 
 


