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This book is dedicated to our daughters everywhere.

In the past twenty some years women have asked me to reissue this book and finally with the help of my dear friend Paula Johanson and her daughter, it is finally happening. This new edition of Blessings of the Blood is dedicated to my daughter Karlynn Walker and my granddaughters Tuuli, Aurora and Xyla, as well as the many adopted daughters I have been blessed to know over the years, Dianne, Kathy, Sky, Michelle and so many more. This book is my gift to you and the future generations of women who will be searching for their power. Once again I would like to thank the many women who shared with me their stories for the original edition and the few new contributors to this one.

With love and Blessings,

Cornwoman (Celu Amberstone) 

Menstruation is a difficult topic for many women to talk about without feeling vulnerable. For this reason, I have changed some of my informants’ initials, or the location where they live, to protect their privacy. Any resemblance to women who were not contributors is purely coincidental.
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Preface
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This book grew out of my own spiritual quest to find a deeper meaning to my bodily cycles. Unfortunately, it is not easy to find a positive image of menstruation. If you ask most women about their period they will probably tell you it is either a curse or a nuisance. During my search I reviewed countless books on the Premenstrual Syndrome, and texts that psychoanalyzed my monthly flow, but very few of the works I read offered women a positive image of menstruation or told women that through their monthly Bleeding spiritual growth and healing could be attained. In the area of women's spirituality there are books that have fragments of this ancient knowledge, but nowhere could I find a book written by women, for women, that brought together the fragments of ancient and modern menstrual lore.

As I became more and more frustrated I decided there was only one thing I could do – create the type of book I was looking for by myself. I began simply by asking friends and acquaintances for ideas and information on this subject. After some initial hesitation, I found almost every woman I talked to had something to share. I became fascinated by my growing collection of notes and stories.

As I collected information, I also began to share it with other women in my classes and workshops. I found this to be a mixed blessing. Many women were extremely positive and supportive of my work, while at other times, in the most unexpected places, my project was met with extreme fear and hostility. It became very clear to me that most of us, no matter how liberated we may think we are, still harbour deep fear and hostility towards our monthly cycle.

After about a year I had a number of tragic stories in which women expressed the pain and fear they experience around their periods; I also had information on herbal and folk remedies for these ills. Except for my own intuitive writing, however, I had little content that expressed a spiritual aspect of the menstrual cycle.

Through my own prayers and meditations I had begun to feel a sense of joy and celebration about my cycle and I wanted to share that with other women – especially younger women – in hopes that their life's journey would be less fearful than those of my generation. What are the rituals of first Blood that should mark our passage into womanhood, and what are the rituals of last Blood to honour and celebrate the wisdom of our Elders? Alas, they are sadly missing from most of our lives.

It’s not good enough to read about such rites in the sterile pages of anthropology books. They must become a real and vibrant part of our lives today. I knew that within the growing world-wide pagan community other women were feeling the same need I was, so I sent out a letter to many Wiccan and pagan publications asking for women's input for my proposed book.

I am pleased to say that the response was good. My deepest gratitude goes to all the women who have shared with me and supported this project.

Within these pages, women from a variety of races, ages, cultures, and life-styles tell their stories and pass on the knowledge of their womanhood. Included are first Blood stories, herbal folk remedies for cramps and other health problems, Wiccan Blood rituals, and the wisdom of our grandmothers. [Wicca is the name given to the “old religion,” or the Western European shamanic tradition.]

In respecting the desire of many women to maintain their privacy, I have chosen to give a minimum of biographical data about my informants, and refer to them by initials only – except in the case of a few well-known authors and professional women whom the reader may wish to know.

My special thanks to Vicki Noble, Susan Weed, Starhawk, Margot Adler, Brook Medicine Eagle, Rosemary Gladstar and Jean Mountaingrove for taking time from their busy schedules to support this project.

I strongly believe that no matter where we live, or what our lifestyle, we are all of us are bonded together as women by the bond of our menstrual Blood. It is time that we as women reclaim our birthright and give back to our daughters and ourselves a positive, powerful image of womanhood. To that end this book is dedicated to our daughters and the future. 

Cornwoman
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Memories of the Menarche
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First Blood Stories

––––––––
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I STARTED BLEEDING today

I feel wonderful, so alive

I sit, and look out my window

like a big red rose opening

to the warmth of the sun

I feel so wonderful, so alive

this is my special day.

T.C. 
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CONSIDERING THE AMOUNT of information and the number of experiences we store in our memories throughout our lives, it is amazing that almost every woman remembers her first menstrual period. No matter whether the event itself was ordinary, exciting, or frightening, the memory is locked in her mind so that even in old age it can still be recalled quite vividly.

These vivid memories, over time, point out the importance of the menarche in a woman's life. For some (the lucky ones), those young girls who are informed and proud of their maturing bodies, the first Blood is an exciting, pleasant time to be savoured and shared with family and friends.

Unfortunately, for all too many women, the menarche is an initiation into confusion, humiliation, and fear. Around the world an atmosphere of ignorance and fear surrounds menstruation in general, and the menarche in particular. There are countless anthropological studies that speak of the horrors of the menarche throughout the ages. It has been the fate of many young girls to have been beaten, mutilated, locked in cages or darkened rooms, or accused of demonic possession at the time of their first Blood.

In these pages are the stories of several women who wish to share their memories of their first Blood. Their experiences are representative of women's experiences from all races and cultural backgrounds throughout the world.
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B.C., HOUSEWIFE IN her 40’s; Detroit, MI 

My first Blood came right on my twelfth birthday. I can remember having very vivid dreams that night but I can't remember exactly what. When I woke up, the bed sheet was covered in blood. I called my mom. She had already told me a little and given me a book to read, so I wasn't frightened. Actually I was quite excited. My mother took me into the bathroom and showed me how to use the belt and napkin. I guess she had been prepared, too, because everything was ready and brand new. I felt very excited and so grown up. Later, my best friend came over. I felt so proud. She asked me how I felt. I felt fine but I said I had a bit of cramps. I don't know where I got the idea that I should have cramps but it seemed like the event was too important not to have something different to say. And cramps, well that's what I'd heard older women complain of, so I said cramps. My dad came up to me later that first day I started. He seemed very embarrassed but he said something (I don't remember what) and gave me a kiss. It was nice, but a bit embarrassing because he was so embarrassed. After the first one, I fell into the routine as regular as clockwork, every thirty days until I reached my forties, when my cycle began to change.
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J.R., WAITRESS IN HER 50’s; Chicago, IL 

My family was sharecroppers in South Carolina when I was a young girl. There was nine of us, my mama and daddy, and us seven children. I was the oldest girl. My mama never told me nothing about the curse before I got it. People who grows up in the city thinks farm children knows everything about sex and such things but it’s not true.

Sure I seen animals do it but I never saw anybody except the babies without their clothes on. When I lived in Chicago as a grown woman my roommate used to laugh at me because sometimes when I got up in the morning I’d put my streetclothes on over my pajamas. I was kind of shy to undress in front of people and that’s what I'd done at home. Our house was so small and never any privacy; it was sort of a habit I guess. 

I was eleven when my periods started and ’cause of how we lived, I didn't know much about my body. As I said, my mama, she never told me anything. I guess she thought I was too young. The day it happened my mama was away. She used to do day work in town sometimes. I was home with the younger children. I'd felt bad all morning but I ignored it because my dad was home sick. He used to drink sometime and he was real mean when he was drinking. I was afraid of him then. So, I was working and trying to keep the babies quiet. I remember I was putting out the clothes and I felt something wet running down my leg. When I seen it was blood I got real scared. I didn't want to tell my dad; I was more scared of him the way he was. Well, I thought I was going to die. I had cramps so bad. I tried to do my work and I was just praying I'd stay alive 'til my mama came home. When she did I ran into her arms sobbing. I was so relieved she was home. I told her I was dying. I was crying so hard I couldn't talk right. Finally she got out of me what was wrong. She looked at me real sad. I'll never forget that. She told me I was a woman now and that I mustn't let any man kiss me or I'd get pregnant and my daddy would throw me out for shaming the family. That was all. We didn't have Kotex out there on the farm so my mama showed me how to use rags. She didn't say much else. It was years later when I went to live with an aunt in Detroit and I started going to school regular that I read some books and learned what it was all about. 
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B.B., TEACHER AND MOTHER in her 20's; Vancouver, BC 

My family was very private. I never saw their bodies. My mother and older sister always emerged from the bathroom fully groomed and dressed. I remember my older sister trying to talk to me about my period before it happened, but she was always very vague saying things like Did you ever see anything red in your panties? or Someday you might find some blood down there. If you do, tell me or mom. I didn't understand what she was saying so I forgot about it. When it came I was so afraid and humiliated, I locked myself in the bathroom and refused to come out. After a while, my sister came home and tried to get me out of there, but I wouldn't budge. I was going to stay in there until I died. I guess she figured out what was wrong with me and went to get my mom. My mom and aunt were in the bar down the street. They came back loud and a little drunk. They pounded on the bathroom door trying to make me come out, but I wouldn't. They seemed happy telling anyone who would listen that I was a woman now. I was so humiliated. Finally they went back to the bar to celebrate.

Later my sister got me to come out and showed me how to use the belt and pads. After that I was very secretive about my period. I never told anyone when it was, and wrapped my pads very carefully so no one would know.
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M.T.C., LEGAL SECRETARY in her late 40's; Seattle, WA 

I'm thankful to have had the enlightened parents that I did. I realize now that, growing up in the fifties, I was very lucky. My parents were very open about their bodies and sex. When my period came at age thirteen, it was no problem. I had read some books and my mother had talked to me frankly about what was going to happen. I was informed and ready when it came. The day my periods started, my parents took me and a girlfriend out to dinner at a fancy restaurant. I got all dressed up, had my hair done, and was even allowed to wear some make-up. I felt very grown up-like a real lady. I remember my father gave me and my girlfriend (who had already started her periods) each a beautiful corsage. It was a lovely evening. Looking back on it all, I realize that my preparation for womanhood was very advanced for the time but it was also very cold and clinical. Physically I was prepared, but emotionally-well, not so much. My mother still considered menstruation, at best, a nuisance. Something a woman tried to ignore if she could. She was very much an advocate for women's rights and part of being equal with men was pretending that menstruation didn't exist, or at least that it couldn't slow a good woman down.

In the past few years I've been studying Wicca. I realize now that what was missing from my memories was a sense of emotional involvement. I was luckier than most to be taken out to dinner, but I see there is a need to share with our daughters our deeper feeling about our bodies and the special power and magic that can be found in being a Bleeding woman.
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H.S., STUDENT IN HER early 30's; Vancouver, BC 

I don't remember much about my first period except that my mother gave me a ring that had belonged to her mother. She said it was sort of a family tradition to pass this ring on to the oldest daughter when she had her first period.

My mother told me I was a woman now and that the ring (a ruby set in a plain gold band) was very old and very special. I was to keep it in my jewelry box and never wear it out to play because I might lose it. I was to keep it safe and then pass it on to my own daughter one day. Her trust in me made me feel proud. I still have that ring and when my daughter is old enough I'll pass it on to her.
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J.N., MUSIC TEACHER in her late 40's; Victoria, BC 

I first menstruated when I was eleven. I had been skipping rope with the girls and I went inside to go to the bathroom. I saw blood and called my mother. She had given me a book to read so I knew what it was. My mother pinned a face-cloth in my pants because she didn't have any pads as she was past menopause (she was fifty-two). I went outside and announced to my friends that I had just started to menstruate and I was a woman now and they were just girls and they could all go home – and they did. (I was beyond skipping rope.)

My mother said we were going to the next town to visit friends. The friends had a daughter, one year younger than me, who had died of leukemia when she was five. I always missed her when I was there and felt alienated, as her mother barely acknowledged my presence. The women were in the house talking. The men were in the garden. I stood at the other end of the garden looking at the fish or pretending to. I wondered if Mr. B. could tell by looking at me that I was menstruating. I began to feel guilty. I felt like peeing. I wondered if that was menstruation. After a great deal of deliberation I decided it was and let it go. I soon realized I'd wet the whole face-cloth and something wasn't right. I went and got my mother. She was really mad at me and asked how I could be so stupid and that she didn't have another face-cloth or pad and Jenny didn't either and we'd have to go right home.
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B.W., HOUSEWIFE IN her late 30's; Victoria, BC 

I remember, at onset of menses, feeling that this was to be something precious and private. My mom phoned her aunt with the news. I felt betrayed. 
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J.Z.N., PSYCHIC READER in her 40's; Victoria, BC

My first Bleeding was at the age of twelve. I was absolutely unaware of the process and it came as a great shock to me. I honestly believed I was dying. My mother and I had a very difficult relationship. I suspect part of the reason was that we are quite similar in temperament and I know she has never been very comfortable with who she is.

Anyway, I had come home from school to find that I was definitely in some kind of trouble with her again. (I had developed a strong and intuitive sense about that kind of thing.) As I sat in my room doing my homework and awaiting my doom, I decided to venture forth into the bathroom, stomach madly churning and gnawing because my bladder felt ready to burst. 

And there it was – blood in my underwear! “That's it,” I thought, “my body can't take this stress anymore and I'm dying!” And from that forbidden zone too! “Mom,” I called feebly. She sent my father.

“What's the matter?” His voice was half-hearted. 

“I'm bleeding.” My voice shook but I was determined to be in control. The next thing I knew the atmosphere changed. Doom was dispersed and replaced with confidentiality. My mother took me into the forbidden sanctuary of her room, hauled out a box of Kotex and this funny looking belt, and gave me some song and dance of which the only part I can remember now is that she said I could get pregnant if I was kissed or touched by boys. It was such a shock because I was totally unprepared. I'd never seen a box of Kotex either at home or in the stores. I had never heard mom or any of her women friends atlk about it. Later it used to bother me that they called it 'menistration.' They couldn't even pronounce the word right.

After my first period nothing happened for months and I really couldn't figure out what was happening. I thought this was supposed to be a regular occurrence. Then I thought that my body had betrayed me again. I felt so alienated from the whole process until years later I was trying to explain my condition delicately to a friend and she said Oh, you're having your period. That was when I realized that other women menstruated and that it was a perfectly natural occurrence.

This type of experience was something that I never wanted to have happen to my girls so I've always been very open with them about things. When my oldest daughter started, we didn't have a ritual, but a friend and I took both of our daughters out for an elegant dinner and discussed elegant things like career paths and their changing bodies. For me it was a real turning point in my relationship with my daughter. Though it was very subtle, I felt she had come into her own then. I'm still there for her but our relationship is very different now. It is like there is another woman in the house, and I have loved that transition. 
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A BLOOD WORKSHOP; VICTORIA, BC

I remember a time, it must be nineteen years ago now (and I still feel the embarrassment). I was fifteen or sixteen and knew nothing. Growing up in England, menstruation was referred to as the curse, a term I never questioned. There was no mystery or power – just the unmentionable.

I've never talked of this incident before. I was an exchange student in Germany and I did not know how to dispose of my napkins. I would have been painfully embarrassed to ask in English, never mind German! So they stayed in my closet. They began to smell and my host mother finally had to broach the subject to me and remove them. That sounds, as I write it, like a story from medieval Europe, not the twentieth century. I still blush to remember.
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M., SECRETARY IN HER 30's; Nanaimo, BC

When I was twelve, I awoke one morning in a bed that felt warm and wet. I thought I had wet the bed and was overwhelmed with shame. I pushed back the covers and found that the bed was soaked with blood. I was terrified. Not daring to move in case all my insides fell out, I screamed for my mother. That was my introduction to the curse.

On no account was my father or brother to see anything, or to suspect that I was menstruating. Paper parcels were smuggled furtively out of the bathroom.
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V., FARMER IN HER 40'S; Aldergrove, BC

My first period – my mother tried to make me feel special and grown-up, but because we had never talked of it before, the subject seemed an alienating one. 
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[image: ]


S.D., FARMER IN HER 40's; Aldergrove, BC

My first period was horrendous. I was ten years old and I had no idea what was happening. I thought I must have cut myself somehow and kept trying to put band-aids on. Finally, my mother noticed bloody toilet paper in the bathroom, called me in, and asked me if I had the Curse, but I didn't know what it was. She showed me her sanitary napkins and her belt and told me how to use them; she also told me that I could borrow her belt. I asked her why she wasn't using it – thinking I was now going to bleed for the rest of my life. 
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L.H., TRAPPER IN HER 40's; Alaska

Before my old granny died, she once told me that, when she was a young girl, our people had special ceremonies for a girl when she started her periods. They used to build a little lodge for her out in the bush, but not too far from camp. Inside was everything she would need for several months stay. During this time a girl would stay alone. She would have to set rabbit snares, catch fish, do everything for herself. Maybe one of the old women would come and check on her from time to time and teach her things, but mostly she was alone. When it was time, she would be brought back to camp and they would have a feast. From then on, that girl would be thought of as a woman, and her family would probably arrange a marriage for her not long after. That was how it was for us here in the North back then.
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P., UNIVERSITY STUDENT in her early 20's; Victoria, BC

My period started when I was on my dad's sailboat. I had been conceived on a sailboat so having my period come while on another boat seemed special to me. I thought I would be embarrassed with my dad there because he and my mom were divorced, but it turned out okay. My dad's new wife had what I needed on board. I didn't feel embarrassed at all. I felt soft and beautiful, with no discomfort. I have good memories of my first Blood with the wind and the sea rocking me to sleep. 
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A.D., COMPUTER PROGRAMMER in her 30's; Calgary, AB 

I used to masturbate at night in my bed. My mother had warned me about touching myself “down there,” so wouldn't you know I started menstruating when I was asleep. I woke up and felt all sticky. I put my finger down there and saw blood. I was so frightened. First I thought I had really injured myself this time, and I might even die. I stayed there a long time not knowing what to do. I didn't feel too bad, but I was sure my mother would find out I'd been playing with myself again and I'd catch it for sure. I tried to keep from telling her as long as I could, hoping it would go away, but it didn't. I finally had to tell her and to my surprise she didn't even ask me if I had been masturbating again. She just took me to the bath and showed me how to use the stuff and that was that. I learned more later from my friends at school which was a great relief.
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A.L., PHYSIOTHERAPIST in her late 20's; Tacoma, WA

At best I can remember, my close friends and I all knew about menstruation months before any of us got it. We had seen a movie at school and occasionally talked about it and what it would be like. I remember us taking bets as to who would get it first and sneaking into the drugstore to check out the Kotex display. If the male clerks noticed us, we would run outside giggling.

Judy was the first in my circle to have her period. We were all very jealous. She lorded it over us for a while but we didn't care because we were all so excited and curious. We plied her with questions until Margaret got hers three weeks later. I was one of the last to start. I can remember feeling so left out that I even prayed to God to kind of help me and make it start soon. Later, I couldn't understand why I had been in such a hurry because sometimes menstruation can be a real nuisance.
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D.N., UNIVERSITY STUDENT in her 20's; Montreal, QC

I learned about menstruation from the man who was sexually molesting me from age eleven to thirteen. He kept me well informed on what I should expect from my body. My mother never told me anything. He told me my periods would hurt a lot but I didn't believe him because deep down I knew it didn't have to hurt and it never has.
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N.B., WAITRESS IN HER 30's; Edmonton, AB 

I had a very embarrassing experience during my first period. When it first happened, my mother instructed me in the use of belt and pads and told me to wrap my napkins up carefully and put them in the trash. I did just as she had said but the next day my dad found one of my pads on the bathroom floor. My mother confronted me about it and we argued. I ended up in tears because I knew I had done as she had said. Later, I saw the dog take another pad out of the garbage. It had been him that made the mess. Then I realized I had to take my pads to the kitchen garbage where he couldn't reach them. Later I told my mom. She sort of apologized but I still felt awful that my dad and probably my older brothers had seen my bloody pads on the floor.
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M.A., AUTHOR; NEW YORK, NY 

When I got my first period, I was at a friend's house, staying overnight. I knew what it was, since my mother had had a long talk with me, but it was still strange to suddenly see it there. My friend's mother got all the stuff I needed and then poured me a glass of wine and toasted my womanhood. I will never forget how wonderful I felt when the whole family toasted me. I have always wondered whether the fact that I almost never have cramps, depression, etc. has to do with the fact that this part of my life was celebrated as a gift from the beginning. 
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S., WITCH IN HER 50'S; San Francisco, CA

My fourteen-year-old granddaughter told me that she felt she was psychic just before her period began. I explained to her that she probably was – that this was a time of “power'' for women. I was surprised to hear her story because there isn't anything in her family environment that would teach her woman-spiritual ways. My pagan thoughts and ways are entirely my own and private.
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C.N.S., TEACHER IN her late 40's; Victoria, BC

Each year, during my teaching career in Home Economics, I set aside a time for a series of talks, slides, and discussions with my students about the development of their bodies, menstruation, and attitudes. Of all my experiences related to this exchange, one stands out as the most powerful.

A Native Indian girl came to me after class to tell me how thankful she was that we had talked about periods as no one had shared anything about these changes with her and she actually thought she was going to die. When she shared this with me, I hugged her and told her she could always come to me to talk about anything she wished. The powerful feelings I have about a young girl having to experience such pain and terror with no one to talk to still moves me to tears. 
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M., TEACHER IN HER 30’s; Victoria, BC 

My period started when I was eleven. I don't remember the date except that it was summer and very hot. We had gone out on a school trip to a safari park near Liverpool to mark our “passage” from junior to secondary school. It was very exciting. I felt nothing amiss except, on the way back in the confines of the coach, the discomfort of being hot and kind of sticky. I remember especially feeling damp between my legs – sweaty I thought – and the dampness made my legs rub and feel uncomfortable. 

When I got home my mum and I had to prepare to go out again to see my older sister in a play. As usual, I was very chatty and excited; we were in the bathroom, my mum putting cream on her face, me having a pee. 

Then the Blood. Not much, but definitely red, definitely “there.” I was shocked, silenced, dumbfounded. Whose could it be but mine? Instinctively I knew it was, but the realization numbed me. I wasn't afraid, as such, but I was appalled. Then my mum saw and was a bit shocked too, I think, but she was actually quite calm and matter of fact when she said it’s your period or something like that. So I knew the Blood was normal. I had heard of periods, though I didn't really know what they were supposed to be, except that Blood was somehow involved and they were supposed to come “later on.” I hadn't expected it to be so soon. I knew I didn't want it.

I knew my older sister had “started” and that it had, ever so slightly and in an undefinable way, changed things. All I knew was that it somehow made life different. It made it so that things had to be hidden and secret (even from me though we had always been close). My mother and sister would confer in hushed tones and then disappear into the other room where mysterious things were done, things surrounded by unmentionables and, for me, unimaginables. I didn't want to have any part of that. It went against the grain of my being. It wasn't me.

But now here was the Blood, dooming me. I grasped that from now on I too would have to hide and conceal. I knew I would have to ensure that no one knew. After all, I had never seen anything from either my mum or sister; and before my sister had started her period, I had no inclination of anything at all. It had obviously been a well kept secret. Did that mean it was something to be ashamed of if you had to hide it so? Was I supposed to feel shame for this, though it was something I had no control over, something that just “happened”? I suddenly felt incredibly burdened, powerless, faced with the coming of this Blood.

When my mum brought out the belt and pad and showed me how to use it, I resigned myself to putting it on, still too numb to say anything. I remember that, while putting it on, I felt defeated and humiliated. The one thing I asked my mum was not what it was, though I had no idea of the “meaning'” of this Blood (and didn't until much later), but how long it would last. She explained that a woman would Bleed like this every month until she was forty-five or so, then she would stop. I felt a distinct sinking feeling; I was trapped, caught for the rest of my life. At the same time, almost unconsciously, I picked up my mother's reference to “woman.” Was I a woman, I wondered? I certainly wasn't considered one. And my mum didn't suggest that because I was Bleeding I was a woman. In fact she and my sister discussed precisely how incapable and “messy” they thought I'd be in dealing with this. I could also feel childhood slipping away. I felt robbed somehow; this Blood was going to lose me my freedom and I felt the pain of loss in me.
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CRONE CIRCLE WOMEN, women in their 50’s and 60’s; 

Victoria, BC 

1. 

I started my periods very late, and my mother was very worried and beginning to wonder if I was doing something. I didn't start menstruating until I was fifteen. I was very happy when my periods started. I wasn't told anything by her. I was just given a book to read. 

2. 

I think I got the same book and a box of Kotex in the cupboard. I remember that day quite vividly because there was Blood! Later I went in and told mom I was Bleeding and she said '”Well, I put the box in your cupboard, dear.” I do remember she let me stay home from school that day and lie on her bed with cushions. I was fourteen, and this was such a treat to be in my mother’s bed. It felt kind of special. 

3. 

I wanted to have my period because I went to a little one room school where I knew a lot about the other students and I did want to feel grown up. However, I caught the measles at the end of my sophomore year. I was very sick and at the end of that time I got my period. This was also around the time of the fall of Dunkirk in World War II. It was a chaotic time for me and all the world. Being very sick, all I could do was listen to the radio. I felt terrible. Now it seems so symbolic. Those were bloody, bloody times, and then my own Blood coming. 

4. 

I remember being allowed to stay home that day but it wasn’t a happy day because my mother said “Oh, you poor thing. You've finally begun the curse.” I was fourteen. I remember it as a very painful, unhappy day. I had the feeling that I had done something terrible to bring this on myself, and I think a lot of guilt began for me then. 

5. 

I was very late when I started. I was sixteen, coming up seventeen. I remember the girls at school being able to get out of gym when they had their periods. I learned what a privilege that was so the first thing I did when I got my period was go to the gym teacher and tell her I couldn't take gym that day because I had my period. I had the most healthy periods so there was no reason for me not to take gym. I didn’t suffer with them at all, but I was bound and determined I was going to get off like the other girls did. The other thing I remember was that I started shaving my legs before I started menstruating. While learning to shave my legs I cut myself and my sister saw the blood on the sheets. She was so envious because she thought I’d gotten my period.

––––––––
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J.N., MUSIC TEACHER in her late 40’s; Victoria, BC

I remember, around the time of my first period, my mother took me aside and told me that, when I went to the drugstore to buy pads, to check the drugstore out to make sure there was a female clerk. She would buy them for me the first time but after that I would have to get my own. One time, when I was fifteen or sixteen, I went into the drugstore and the female clerk wasn’t around yet; just the druggist was there. Since it wasn’t an embarrassment to buy pads anymore, I decided to get them from the druggist. I don’t think he was embarrassed about selling pads to me but was uncomfortable because I was so embarrassed. However, that was kind of a break-through. After that, I have not been at all shy about buying pads anywhere. 
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H.S., PSYCHOLOGIST in her 30’s; Los Angeles, CA

I have no memory, positive or negative, of my first Blood flow. My family was quite open about bodily functions and my mother was quite uninhibited and sensual. I'm sure I was fully informed about menstruation long before my Blood flow, and that I perceived it as very natural. Though I began my Blood flow at age ten or so, I never experienced cramps until I was sixteen. My mother was very sympathetic and showed me yoga and breathing exercises to ease my discomfort.

We also talked about the possibility of emotional stress triggering the cramps since this was not a usual occurrence for me. Although I have only kept track of my cycle in recent years (I’m thirty-two now) and I was very irregular in my cycle until my mid-twenties, I always intuited when my Blood flow was starting and always went to the bathroom in the first few moments. I took a kind of secret pride in this attunement to my body.
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Rituals of First Blood

[image: ]


from Mother to Daughter
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THE BLOOD-LINE

Passes from one mother

To the next.

We carry our mothers

Within. Without.

The Blood-line is wet.

K.P.
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THE RITUALS GIVEN IN this chapter are meant to be used as guidelines for women wishing to create first Blood rites for their daughters or themselves. They are not necessarily meant to be copied exactly as they are written. These are just a few of the many possibilities.

Though it may appear to many women that we have lost almost all of our ancient tradition, this is true only of the surface reality. Deep down, in our cells, in our DNA, ancient memories still exist. We still know all that we need to know. We need only take the time to remember.

I am always saddened when I hear other people say how lucky I am to be a Native because I have such a rich cultural tradition to guide me. I am glad for the gift of my tradition, but, as I grow older, I see more and more clearly its strengths and weaknesses. Strong traditions can become binding prisons when the form of a tradition is rigidly held on to while the meaning behind the tradition is long forgotten. As we approach a new age, all of us need to learn from each other. There is no one group that has a monopoly on the way. New rituals must be created by adapting our traditions to meet and reflect our world today. In other words, the form of a ritual can change over the years as long as the spirit of that rite remains clear and unchanged. As women, we have forgotten a lot of our ancient knowledge. It is possible to reclaim our past and build on it for the future. With patience and love, and by drawing on the principles of ritual that have survived, we can create for ourselves and our children a meaningful way of life.

––––––––
[image: ]


STARHAWK, AUTHOR AND witch; San Francisco, CA

One thing that can be done for a first Blood ritual is to make a special garment for the young woman. P. made her daughter a robe but she later grew out of it. Now a friend is preparing for her oldest daughter who will be having her first period soon. She decided to make her a cloak and to make it with a detachable hood so that her daughter would have two hoods; she planned to embroider designs on one hood (her ritual hood) and then she could make a plain hood so that her daughter could wear the cape as a regular cloak. She could wear it anytime she wanted, for rituals in general as well as for her period. Another garment often used is a red scarf or a red belt. You must prepare the child for the ritual by discussing it in detail with her. Some girls allow it to be done because they know it is important for their mother’s women’s group, although at the time it may not be a big deal to them. Later, they will look back and understand, and it will really mean something to them. 
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V., FARMER IN HER 40’S; Aldergrove, BC 

I have been looking around here and there for information on first Blood rituals. My daughter is just turning ten and I want to be able to give her a sense of power as a woman and to let her join with us in our women's circle for a celebration at that time. I feel very fortunate that we have our group to welcome her, but we are in a situation where we will basically be making up our own rituals. The feast part will be easy – some succulent red fruit – pomegranate seems appropriate, bowls of cherries (carve the pits into a necklace?).

There is no limit to what can be imagined, although I feel that there is such a void to operate in; no tradition to hand on from mother to daughter. We must create these new rituals wisely and give them lovingly so our daughters will take them as givers and pass them on. 

I would dearly love my daughter to truly celebrate this time in her life. One way we are going to mark it is by getting her ears pierced (something she wants to do, but is enjoying saving for the occasion). I really want our women’s group to have some kind of ritual prepared to welcome her into the circle. There is another woman, with a child the same age, who feels the same way.

I know that I would like my daughter to save her first Blood as there would be so much power involved in it. I can see some kind of amulet being created to carry the dried Blood. My fear is that, in sharing her knowledge with her peers, she will be singled out as some kind of weirdo. I don't know how to prevent or deal with that, I just want to protect her from having to deal with that kind of energy. Our women’s group is strong and hopefully will provide the necessary counterbalance.
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S.D., FARMER IN HER 40’s; Aldergrove, BC

I was new to the craft when my daughter started menstruating four years ago. Some of my friends were here on her first Blood and we tried to whip up a celebration, which she refused to come to. I'm proud that she refused, although I was sad at the time. I probably needed to mark the transition, so we did the ritual without her.

I hope my daughter has a better understanding of the physical part of her menstrual cycle, but I'm not sure how successful I was in mothering her. It’s still an area she prefers not to discuss. I try to respect her need for privacy, but there are still times when I embarrass her with my indiscretions, like discussing what brand of sanitary
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