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Beauty and the Blood
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The Dance of Intimacy 
Recovering Our Blood Mysteries

I recently attended a Sex, 
Passion and Enlightenment 

weekend conference that explored 
sexual and spiritual passion both 
within the individual and between 
men and women. I was dancing 
during one exercise that was in-
tended to invite women into ex-
ploring and honouring the beauty 
and passion of other women. The 
room was humid from our bodies 
and hot from our passion. Sud-
denly, my nose caught the scent 
of menstrual blood and I felt a 
red hot shock of energy rise up 
my yoni and sacrum, undulating 
lightening fashion up my spine, 
fanning out into a hot desert 
sunset across my solar plexus 
and heart chakra before becom-
ing wings of liberating fi re taking 
me into union with the cosmos. 
Then, I became like a hound on 
the chase ready to get down on all 
fours and sniff out the menstruat-
ing woman, draw her forward and 
honour her and her blood in the 
eyes of her sister goddesses – 
yes, goddesses, for that is what 
we seemed at the time. I was 
vibrating with joy and honour to 
be a woman and nothing seemed 
unnatural. I wanted to invite all 
the women to celebrate this holy 
moment with me. Then, without 
warning, my joy was replaced by a 
shock of disgust at the sexual and 
primitive nature of my experience. 
Everything collapsed into shame.

I could hardly believe it! I 
continued to dance, to play my 
role as an active participant in 
the exercise but I felt defl ated, my 
limbs heavily unresponsive, my 
bowels tight and my heart and 
mind in wild disarray. Shame! 
After decades of working on 
recovering the blood mysteries 

in my life and those of thousands 
of women, I was shamed by my 
being fi lled with joy and vibrant 
energy at the scent of menstrual 
blood. I became 
very still and quiet, 
afraid that if I 
moved or spoke 
of the welling in-
ner grief at my shame, it would 
become an unstoppable fl ood of 
bloody tears; afraid that if I spoke 
the truth, it would all become a 
‘bloody’ mess. Later, I spent time 

alone in my room and refl ected 
on all we had done together as 
women up to the scent of men-
strum moment. I had witnessed 
us honour each other’s beauty, 
intelligence, wisdom, courage, 
vulnerability and much more. 
I had witnessed us being chal-
lenged to be accountable for our 
seductiveness, jealousy, lack of 
self care and more. Though we 
had shared deeply, intimately 
and daringly about many things, 
I had never once heard speak of 
the blood mysteries; the mystery 
of menstruation (menarche to 
menopause), the mystery of blood 
transformed into breast milk, the 

mystery of pregnancy, labour and 
delivery. We never once spoke of 
the mysteries that are the rhyth-
mic central governance of our 

being for more than half of our 
lives as women. Once the scent 
of menstrum came upon me, all 
that we had done before that had 
seemed comforting and enlight-
ening, now seemed saccharine, 
bloodless, lifeless . . . and we had 
done some pretty powerful stuff.

I refl ected on the paradox of 
my deep knowing and continual 
invitation to others into the blood 
mysteries. I refl ected on my fear 
of inviting the other women 
into my scent of a menstruating 
woman experience, lest I shame 
them or shame myself; lest the 
discussion become uncomfortable 
because of the choices women had 
or hadn’t made regarding their 
menstrual cycles. My rationale 
for not speaking was that I didn’t 
know the women well enough! 
The truth was that I didn’t have 
the courage to speak the truth of 
my experience. I didn’t want to be 
seen as some sort of sexual devi-
ant or as ‘too much’ by telling oth-
ers about the shock of energy that 
enlivened in my yoni and being 
when I smelled a menstruating 
woman. Surprisingly, I remained 
silenced by the residues of shame 
I still carried about menstruation. 
It was with this shame and surprise 
that I entered the dream world. 

I awoke in the morning and 
began, very quietly and very stilly, 
to prepare for the day, taking care 
with my body while doing sun 

by Geraldine Matus

The gift of not being silenced by my shame gave 
other women the courage to speak to their own 
menstrual experiences and shame.

Painting by Sandra Patterson.
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Please Keep in Touch
We welcome your questions, 
comments, story ideas and 
expressions of joy, pique or outrage.  
E-mail: editor@justisse.ca. 
Mail: Editor, Femme Fertile,
Justisse Healthworks for Women
10303 -65 Avenue,  
Edmonton, AB, T6H 1V1

salutations, feeding myself a healthy balanced 
breakfast, engaging in my beauty mysteries. It 
struck me as I was applying my make-up that I 
could, without shame, elaborate my beauty. Yet, 
I felt shame at the prospect of elaborating the 
beauty of the menstruating woman by celebrat-
ing her among her sisters. Something was not 
okay with me about this. My body was unset-
tled and I resolved to speak to my experience. 
While making that resolve, I was aware of a 
tremor moving through my arms and legs; fear, 
I noticed. I was equally aware of a strengthening 
of my heartbeat and a deepening of my breath; 
time to speak, I noticed. I understood that my 
continued service to inviting women into recov-
ering the blood mysteries in their lives required 
my speaking. The moment to speak to my experi-
ence with the group presented itself and I shared 
my passionate event. It was received so well that I 
was humbled by the hubris of my shame.

Although the experience surrounding the 
scent of a menstruating woman was a huge gift 
to me and something I will likely remember for 
the rest of my life, there was an even bigger gift. 
The gift of not being silenced by my shame gave 
other women the courage to speak to their own 
menstrual experiences and shame.

One particularly beautiful woman in her 
middle twenties approached me in the hallway 
after lunch on the last day of the conference and 
said to me that for days she had been inspired 
by the older women in the group because she 
felt that our beauty and vivacity modelled for 
her the need to embrace aging. She realized that 
there was much more beyond ‘wrinkly skin’. She 
then shared that it was even more important for 
her to recognize that she had felt shocked and 
disgusted by my scent of menstruation shar-
ing. However, through a refl ective process, she 
had been spurred to contemplate ways to be 
less ashamed and disgusted by her own men-
struation. She hoped that one day she could be 
“a woman who loved both her beauty and her 
blood, all the time, anytime”.

An awareness has descended deeply into my 
body as a result of this passionate experience.     
Connecting with the blood and body substance 
of ourselves can open a path of awakening to our 
heart, our passion, our sexuality and our rela-
tionship to divine enlightenment.

Geraldine Matus is Director of Justisse 
Healthworks for Women.  Through her prac-
tice, she offers counseling therapy and holistic 
reproductive health care as well as training for 
holistic reproductive health practitioners.
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The mother-daughter relationship 
is the foundation of every woman’s 
health. It has more clout biologi-
cally, emotionally and psychologi-
cally than any other relationship 
in a woman’s life — Dr. Christiane 
Northrup, MD, Mother-Daughter 
Wisdom: Creating a Legacy of 
Physical and Emotional Health.

My menarche at nine 
years old felt like a 

traumatic shock. I didn’t know 
what it was. What to expect 
was never explained, although 
I clearly remember noticing the 
changes in my body. I didn’t like 
these changes. I was afraid of 
them; I was still in ‘child mind’. 
When I saw blood on my un-
derpants, I was deeply shocked, 
believing it was from an internal 
wound somehow. I approached 
my mother with great anxiety and 
was surprised to be told it was 
something all women get and that 
I should wear one of the Kotex 
pads that she kept in her drawer. 
This was the sum of my education 
from her. The mother/daughter 
fi lm shown at school two years 
later was equally inadequate. No 
one told me that I was okay, that 
this was a normal, healthy part 
of growing up. I felt I couldn’t 
speak about my experience with 
anyone at school. From a bright, 
sporty girl, I became anxious, 
depressed and alone in my feeling 
that I was different. I felt increas-
ingly remote from my mother. It 
was only much later, when I was 
a young adult, that my mother 
commented on how close we once 
were and how I had clammed up 
when I became a teenager. She 
had probably felt sad and anxious 
by our distance but at a loss to 
address it. As an adult, I discov-

ered that my negative experience 
of menarche was shared by many 
other women — the lack of ad-
equate information, acceptance 
and support created an experi-
ence of anxiety isolation.

Menarche is the fi rst signifi -
cant rite of passage our daughters 
go through in their entry into 
womanhood. It heralds their 
sexual, emotional and psychologi-
cal maturation. How this is ex-
perienced, how it is received and 
celebrated by their mothers and 
the other adult women in their 
lives will have a signifi cant impact 
on their physical and psychologi-
cal health. The transgenerational 
experiences and knowledge girls 
receive from their mothers will 
be the ones they will pass onto 
their daughters, granddaughters, 
sisters, nieces and cousins. 

Our daughter’s fi rst bleed 
is the fl owering seed in which 
the essence of her womanhood 
is refl ected. The grace, power, 
wisdom, sexuality and perception, 
that she gathers in her ‘becom-
ing’ has held a place of great awe, 
reverence and respect throughout 
prehistory. It is one that has not 
been passed without challenge, 
initiation, ceremony and cel-
ebration by women across many 
cultures. 

How do we embrace and 
acknowledge this journey of ‘be-
coming’ for our daughters when 
for many of us, our own men-
arche was a time of feeling disem-
powered, unprepared and iso-
lated? Many women I’ve spoken 
with describe it as a time of feel-
ing abandoned by their mothers, 
uncomfortable and ill equipped to 

deal with the emotional intensity, 
mental electricity and sexuality 
of their maidenhood. Perhaps, 
because our mothers, and their 
mothers and their mothers’ moth-
ers weren’t supported culturally 
or within their family and did not 
know how to embrace these pow-
ers within themselves.

Studies have found that girls’ 
negative experiences around their 
menarche have contributed to low 
self-esteem, depression, anxiety, 
eating disorders, body-image 
problems, addictions, relation-
ship confl icts and menstrual 
problems. A study completed by 
the Centre for Adolescent Health, 
Royal Children’s Hospital, Uni-
versity of Melbourne, found that 
menarche marks a transition in 
the risk of depression and anxiety 
in girls. Before adolescence, the 
rates of depression are similar 
in girls and boys (or are slightly 
higher in boys). Yet with the onset 
of puberty, the gender propor-
tion of depression dramatically 
shifts to a two-girls-to-one-boy 
ratio. Girls’ vulnerability to de-
pression may be rooted in how 
they feel about themselves as girls 
‘becoming’ into womanhood and 
the socialization they’ve received 
around this. This also may be 
compounded by genetic traits 
and the normal fl ux of maturing 
hormones.

Many women remember their 
own menarche in vivid detail. 
What is distinctly remembered 
isn’t so much the bleeding but 
how it was handled: Our feeling 
state, if we felt prepared, if we 
were comforted and embraced by 
our mothers and the people close 
to us at the time.

The Maternal Menarche Legacy
by Shushann Movsessian
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