
ISSUE #1

R I N G  O F  F I R E







 But learning to be the best prince I can be or becoming a master at belaying 

sibling conflict between two youngsters both at “that age” just wasn’t cutting it 

for the creative woman in me that wants to share more of herself with the world. 

  So, I went back to school, got a General Arts College diploma, joined a local 

burlesque troupe, and decided to write my own Zine. I am currently enrolled in a 

digital photography program at the same college, performing once a month on 

average as Gretta Bomb, burlesque dancer extraordinaire, and finally getting average as Gretta Bomb, burlesque dancer extraordinaire, and finally getting 

organized with my vision for my Zine, now known by more than just me as, 

MAMAFESTO.

-Chandra 

I was grateful for this realization.   It satisfied me for a time and made me aware 

of the fact that amidst the birthing and nursing and crying and kisses and singing 

and cuddles, I had not lost even a speck of the woman I was before I had children.  









My summer was very eventful, but this winter is dragging on and 
on. All I do is study and watch Netflix, and hardly ever leave the 
house, which is great, but I think I’m coming down with a case of 
cabin fever. Today was the day that I discovered I am pregnant. 
My period is about 4 days late which is really weird for me, my 
period is always on time. I had cramps and all, then nothing. 
Today I was feeling pretty nauseous and decided to pick up a 
pregnancy test while I was out buying deodorant. I grew very anxpregnancy test while I was out buying deodorant. I grew very anx-
ious imagining that I could be pregnant and what the hell I would 
do, so while I waited for the pint of water to hit my bladder, I 
shaved the side of my head in anticipation. Pee time came and the 
stick did not even hesitate a positive result. I surprised myself with 
my reaction, I was simply pregnant, hmm... now what? So I in-
stinctively called Chandra. When I told her, I broke down and 
cried a bit, I guess it had finally sunk in when I said it out loud. 
She was wonderfully supportive, which is why I called her to 
begin with. She had to go pick up her kids from daycare, so I fixed 
my hair and waited for Thib to come home. When he did I was 
brushing my teeth. He was surprised to see me home because I 
had skipped class, and also noticed I had shaved the side of my 
head. I told him I hadn’t been feeling good so I stayed home. He 
asked what was wrong and I said “I’m pregnaaant”. He said asked what was wrong and I said “I’m pregnaaant”. He said 
“What? Oh shit really?” and then went on to talk about how god-
damn cold it was outside today. For the record it was fucking cold 
out today, like -30. Anyway, I let him get it out of his system, then 
he asked me what I wanted to do about being pregnant. I said I 
really didn’t know. Just a few days ago I said I didn’t know if I 
even wanted kids anymore, now here I am pregnant. Of course! 
Although I don’t think I really meant that, I was just testing out a 
feeling. I have always wanted kids, always wanted a 



family, always wanted to be a mother. After an abortion and a mis-
carriage, maybe this was the one I would keep? Thib was the best 
as usual, so incredibly supportive of whatever. I still feel like the 
decision is mine and he will follow me, which makes it hard be-
cause I want us to both want it together. He says he wants to have 
babies with me which makes me feel wonderful, but I guess the 
real question is, is this the right time? If we keep this baby, it will 
arrive in September, and I’ll have to skip school. No big deal, I’ll 
go back the year after. We are supposed to go to Italy with my 
family in May. People travel with babies all the time, PLUS my 
WHOLE family will be there to help me with the baby. OMG 
baby. My own baby. Our baby. Thib’s baby is in my tummy right 
now. This is really messed up! I want to keep it the more I think 
about it. It’s late and my shoulder is killing me now, gonna eat 
some bok choy and try to sleep.”some bok choy and try to sleep.”



This is my journal entry from the day I found out I was pregnant. I 
was already 5 ½ weeks along. We took the rest of the week to sleep 
on the idea and ended up choosing to keep it. That’s when I went 
from being really into school to spending most of my time reading 
pregnancy books and watching birth videos on YouTube. After fi-
nally going back to school I had to get pregnant my second semes-
ter! I remember the moment we decided to keep the baby. We had 
thought about it for a week, discussed options, reasons, pros/cons, 
anything we could think of. I think from the get-go I wanted to 
keep it but it was important to me that my Thib be on my side. I 
didn’t want to make such a huge decision on my own. When we 
decided to go for it, it was such a revelation: we’re having a baby! I 
still remember the feeling. Awkwardly saying to each other, “So 
that’s it? We’re having a baby? Together? AAAAH!” Hugs and 
kisses ensuing. Maybe a few tears... It felt so weird after wondering kisses ensuing. Maybe a few tears... It felt so weird after wondering 
my whole life when and how I would have a baby, to have it play-
ing out before me, and committing to such a huge...DEAL. He 
wasn’t planned, but I loved being pregnant and I love being his 
mum. I want another one already!







































                                is 
one pissed off mama! She has a lot on 
her mind that she shoots out her
mouth! She is one mama that you don’t 
wanna fuck with. She is verbally armed 
and dangerous and is ready to take 
patriarchy by the balls! 
She is every mama... She is every mama... 
         she is the single mama... 
         she is the married mama...
         she is the queer mama... 
         she is the tired mama... 
         she is the neglected mama... 
         she is the liberated mama... 
        SHE IS....         SHE IS.... 
ONE MOTHER/FATHERFUCKING PISSED                        
OFF MAMA! 
  Miss-E is going to shoot her shit at 
the system each and every issue of 
Mamafesto. She rants with a cause: to 
make that mama voice heard! Miss-E 
gives recognition to the power strug-
gles and inequalities that challenge all 
mamas. Miss-E keeps the privileges of 
being a mama in check. She recognizes being a mama in check. She recognizes 
that there are peeps out there that 
would like to bear children and have 
not had the opportunity too. She also 
recognizes that there are  those that 
have lost children through struggle 
















