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'This will start a revolution for women.' CONSTANCE HALLAs young girls, most of us were given
the talk about how to manage our periods. It's the beginning of a tedious bloody grind, one of the
last great taboos. But the truth is, the menstrual cycle has benefits - big, fantastic, daily, monthly,
even lifelong, benefits.Every month, you have four hormonal phases that keep coming around.
Each phase bears its own gifts and ways of making us feel: a time to dream, a time to do, a time
to give and a time to take. Once you know what these phases are, you can predict them, plan for
them and use them over and over again. In fact, harnessing your period superpowers will make
you unstoppable (until you choose to stop, that is).Period Queen takes the worst thing about
being a woman and turns it into the best thing. Author and period preacher Lucy Peach urges us
to stop treating periods like nature's consolation prize for being a woman, banishing the notion
that hormones reduce us to being random emotional rollercoasters. Become an expert in
recognising what you need at different times of the month and learn how every cycle gives you a
chance to cultivate the most important relationship of your life: the one with your precious self.
It's pretty bloody amazing.
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THANKSINDEXWELCOMEThis book takes the ‘worst thing’ about being a woman and restores
it to the best thing. It will teach you to harness the four powers of your menstrual cycle. If I really
had to, I could sum up the whole idea in about fifteen words and six seconds with this:Hey you!
Your period is bloody awesome, now go live your best life! The end.We live in an age where
there are whole industries dedicated to helping us find balance and direction. Yet the greatest
life hack of them all is right under our noses (or rather belly buttons) and it isn’t knowing how to
perfectly execute a blackhead removal or disguise the taste of kale in a smoothie, it’s your
menstrual cycle. We’ve channelled solar power, wind power and even tidal power, now it’s time
for us to channel menstrual power. You already have all the balance and direction you need; you
just need to tune in and learn how to use it.In an ideal world, I wouldn’t even need to write this



book because everything in it would already be common knowledge — just like the changing
seasons, night and day or the Earth being round. Menstrual wisdom would be passed down with
pride and spoken of openly as the absolutely normal thing it is. We would learn to respect the
hormonal changes that we experience throughout the month, and as a result the notion that
having female hormones reduces us to being random emotional roller-coasters would grind to a
halt and rust away into oblivion.We would feel less overwhelmed, frustrated and/or inadequate
because the rest of the world wouldn’t be so fixated on everyone being the same Every. Single.
Day. We would experience slow days and fast days, days more about looking after others and
days more about looking after ourselves, and we’d rest assured that by going with the flow
(literally) it would all come out in the wash.It would be normal to track your cycle and to notice —
and, more importantly, to use — the benefits that it brings. Yes, you read that right: there are
useful benefits.We’d be more inclined to like love ourselves, all month long. We’d have an
unwavering trust in our intuition. Can you imagine?Boys would learn about cycles and grow up to
be men who appreciate the benefits of being attuned to them. Men would also be afforded the
benefits of going with their own flow, and together we would find a balance between masculine
and feminine, breathe a collective sigh of relief and voilà: we’d embrace the tides, love our
bodies and their life-giving hormones, and ride unicorns into the horizon towards world peace
and harmony.This book is a public service announcement to address a long-held astronomical
misunderstanding about menstruation. It’s called a ‘cycle’ for a reason, and the truth is it’s so
much more than the presence or absence of your period and how to ‘manage’ it. You don’t need
to push through the hormonal ups and downs, holding on for dear life, because there is a better
way, and it’s pretty bloody amazing. Please observe.Every month, you have four hormonal
phases.They each arrive in turn, one after the other, bearing their own gifts and ways of making
us feel. And once you know what they are, you can predict them, plan for them and use them
over and over again. I guarantee that if you get to the bottom of how truly marvellous you are in
every phase, you will be UNSTOPPABLE (except, of course, when you choose to stop). Before
you know it, you will have developed your own cycle superpowers.I have no doubt that a league
of truly empowered women who are fiercely aware that everything about their bodies happens
for a reason is precisely what this planet desperately needs. Like an alarm that’s been left
snoozing for thousands of years, the Earth’s whispers are growing to an exasperated roar: ‘HEY,
GIRLS! LADIES? ANYONE? Are your arms and legs painted on? Your exceptional powers are
needed.’Wake up, World!I’m not saying it will always be easy or that you’ll cycle through life
farting rainbows and sprinkling stardust with the demeanour of the Dalai Lama. Life will still
disappoint you sometimes; that’s an undeniable fact. But when it does, you won’t have to face it
alone and you’ll be able to catch yourself before you roll around in it (the disappointment) like a
dog with something smelly. You will become an expert in recognising what you need at different
times of the month. Hard things won’t seem quite as hard anymore because you’ll be able to
hold them up to the light and see them through the all-knowing lens of your cycle. This
connection to your body is like a compass, always there for you and waiting, wanting, to guide



you back to balance.With every cycle, you have a chance to cultivate the most important
relationship of your life: the one with your precious self. This relationship lasts for your entire life,
and certainly long after your bleeding stops. That is the power of the period, how you cycle like a
queen and the point of this book.To that end, welcome to this manual for the art of harnessing
the four menstrual cycle superpowers. Stay with me and all will become clear as we uncover
how they can affect us hormonally, physically and emotionally. I’ll be speaking as someone
who’s had approximately 300 cycles of my own, as well as years of experience as a sexual
health educator, a human biology teacher and a period preacher.This moment in time has been
thousands of years in the making, and I’m so glad that, at long last, you are I are on this same
page together because once you understand the powers you’ve been born with, you can use
them: for good, for bad or whatever you bleeding well like because they’re yours. Knowing and
speaking of this power is your birthright, and I’m excited for you and all you will discover as you
start to apply it to your excellent self.For everyone with a menstrual cycle, this book is for you. If
you plan on having one in the future, this book is for you. This book is also for you if you don’t
have a cycle but you know someone who does and want to better support them and understand
what makes them tick. What greater gift could you give — to yourself, to someone you know, or
even a complete stranger? So read on, dear legend, whomever you are: this book is for you, this
book is for everyone. It’s time to give the menstrual cycle the long overdue rebrand it’s been
waiting for. Everyone needs to know the good news:The future is bloody awesome.HOW TO
USE THIS BOOKIf you’re chomping at the bit to read about your menstrual superpowers, feel
free to jump ahead to here. Otherwise, carry on to find out how I came to be a period preacher
and why we need this book so badly, and for a quick biology lesson on how our incredible
bodies work.HOW I CAME TO BE A PERIOD PREACHERI am from Perth, Western Australia
(WA), where the Whadjuk people of the Noongar nation have lived and cared for the land for
over 60,000 years. I was born in 1980 — at a time of immense change for women. Thanks to the
Whitlam government of the early 1970s, payments were introduced so single mothers (like mine)
could afford to keep their children. There was action against discrimination, legislation to ensure
pay equity, restrictions lifted on the sale of contraception and funding was allocated for women’s
refuges and health centres.These are things we take for granted now, but when I was a baby
and my mother was still a girl, they changed everything — especially for us. It was the beginning
of a new world, and in it, we grew up together.When she calls to wish me a happy birthday, I say,
‘Thanks for having me, Mum.’ And I really mean it. I imagine her at seventeen, determined,
brave, surrounded by a sisterhood and pregnant with me.At twelve, on my last day of primary
school, she bought me new jeans from Myer. We were on our way to the airport. I’d never been
on a plane or away from her, and now I was bound for London to spend the holidays with my
dad. As she hugged me goodbye, I was excited — maybe a little nervous; I’d only met him once,
two years before.On account of being twelve, I was flying as an unaccompanied minor, so I got
special attention from the flight attendants; my meals were served first and I was given little
packets of paper and pencils. I busied myself on the long-haul flight by watching The Bodyguard,



drinking Coke, filing my nails and writing in my journal. I had never in my life felt so
sophisticated.Just before we landed in Malaysia for the stopover, I went to the tiny bathroom and
discovered that I had gotten my period. My period! I wanted to poke my head out of the cubicle
door and announce, ‘Hey! I’m a WOMAN!’ At the very least I wanted to notify the attendant that I
would no longer be requiring any special assistance because I was, after all, a bleeding lady,
going international.With my head high and my shoulders back (and complimentary pads stuffed
into my pockets), I walked back to my seat thinking, I am a woman. I’m an actual woman now.
This must be how it feels. Just like this. I continued watching Whitney Houston and Kevin
Costner, content with my newly minted womanhood as I dinged the bell for more celebratory
Coke. Maybe it felt so momentous because I was already on such an adventure — mid-air above
the Indian Ocean en route to a dad I didn’t actually know. It felt like a rite of passage that I was
ready for.This beautiful traditional Native American proverb befit the moment: ‘At her first
bleeding a woman meets her power. During her bleeding years she practises it. At menopause
she becomes it.’So there, at 30,000 feet, I met my power. And I did feel it then: a delicious secret
hidden in my belly (as well as an ache in my lower back later, while I wandered through every
museum and gallery in London with my dad). But soon, like all the other girls I came to know, the
extent of my connection with my period was reduced to the barest facts: I knew when I was
having it (obviously), I knew when I wasn’t and I worried when it was late. I never imagined for a
moment that my menstrual cycle could be remotely advantageous, other than as an excuse to
avoid sport. I just didn’t think about it that much.What was this ‘power’ the Native Americans
spoke about? And what did it have to do with my period?I wouldn’t find out for another 180
periods.Fifteen years after my first period, while working as a sexual health educator at Family
Planning WA (now known as Sexual Health Quarters, or SHQ), I learned the names and
symptoms of every single sexually transmitted infection. I learned how to talk to little kids about
puberty and to fourteen-year-olds about contraception and enthusiastic consent. I spoke with
refugee women, boys in prison, girls with intellectual disabilities, youth workers, health workers
and parents, and I relished the opportunity to create moments of empowerment, openness and
positivity.If I ever had questions about my body, I had plenty of people to ask. I learned (joy of
joys) that I could request to insert my own speculum for a pap smear and have the test results
sent to my home address.I spent a lot of time in the largest sexual health library in the Southern
Hemisphere, and I read furiously. Everything. I knew how lucky I was to be getting paid to absorb
such a wealth of information that not only educated and empowered me, but also informed the
way I parented, cared for myself and conducted myself in relationships and the world. And while
I was reading and learning all of this new information at home, my little son would snuggle up to
me and look at the pictures. His favourite bedtime story was a pregnancy manual, and when he
asked me questions, I answered him honestly.I had different bags in the back seat of my car for
different school education sessions, filled with banana penis models, condoms and STIs as soft
toys. If you ever saw a woman driving down the Kwinana Freeway with a toddler casually
pointing a speculum out of the back window pretending to shoot people, that was me.Every



morning at work, I would learn things I didn’t know I didn’t know just by walking past the display
stand in the library on the way to my desk. I’ll never forget seeing the cover of The Optimized
Woman by Miranda Gray. I picked it up and began to read it on the spot. That was the moment I
discovered the bleeding obvious: I live in a linear world but I’m not actually linear. I’m cyclical.
Duh. And so is half of the population. It was the biggest light-bulb moment of my life to date, and
I stood there, rooted to the spot, making a mental note to tell everyone I knew.No wonder I
sometimes felt frustrated, overwhelmed, inadequate or like I was completely nailing life one
minute and then having the rug pulled out from under me the next. I live in a world set up to cater
to the biology of men, which is the same every day. This is a world that expects and rewards
linear behaviour, and demands that women must push through their months despite the fact that
our biology is completely different and always changing. Talk about a square peg in a round hole!
My mind was blown. Not just because this was revolutionary to me, but because I couldn’t
believe that no one had ever told me anything about this before! Could it be that no one I knew
actually knew about it? This idea seemed impossible because what I’d learned felt too important
and too useful. Too powerful.I wanted to roar when I realised how long I’d spent doubting myself
and how, as a young woman, I’d often dismissed my feelings as ‘just my hormones’. How much I
had diminished myself. Up until then, I’d congratulate myself when I felt that I was nailing life.
Look at me go. I’m nailing it! Now I just have to stay this way! I viewed those ‘easy weeks’ as
flukes and then felt frustrated and disappointed when, inevitably, I couldn’t keep it up. I hadn’t
seen the pattern. I thought it was just me not nailing life enough.Although I had long held my
actual period in a fairly positive regard, I hadn’t seen it as part of a cycle. Once I understood it, I
began paying attention to myself. Really paying attention. I began paying attention to how and
when I changed throughout the month, and instead of perceiving my fluidity as a weakness or an
inadequacy, I came to see it as a strength. The more I noticed this, the more I noticed that at
different times of the month, I just had different strengths.I started seeing myself, and my whole
life, through a new lens. Before giving myself a hard time (as was my previous default response),
I would check where I was in my cycle and ask myself two simple questions:What day am I on?
What do I most need right now?It was such a relief not to feel as much pressure to be the same
all month long. My manager at the sexual health clinic was excited about the benefits, too. She’d
ask, ‘So, which phase are you in now?’ and then she’d factor in where we were both at before
planning meetings or beginning new projects. If I felt tired during my period, I’d have a nap in the
spare room during my lunch break or go home a little earlier and make up the time the following
week, when I had extra energy in the tank. After noticing how I moved through the phases of my
cycle, I began to plan for them and to really use them.It made so much sense to me to live this
way — it just made me feel more like me. I told anyone who’d listen, preaching period power with
all the fervour of a new convert, and it seemed there was no end to the ways that I could apply it.
I discovered that I could use certain phases as a creative tool for my already established
songwriting, and, later, to navigate my way through a difficult break-up, to better teach, parent,
be a friend and, most of all, to love myself.MY GREATEST PERIOD EVER!Fast forward to a



windy afternoon about 100 cycles later while at Wedge Island, a tiny remote fishing-shack
community in the middle of a national park on the Western Australian coast. I was making a
music video with my creative director husband Richard, an assistant, a videographer and a
florist.‘Hmm,’ I mused, trying to make out my reflection in a filthy mirror, ‘which scarf and which
lipstick for this scene? F%ck it. Hot pink. I am in my ovulatory phase, after all.’Alan Gilrod was our
assistant on the shoot. He’d been a clown in Cirque du Soleil and was now stretched out on an
old, rusty bed frame. He lifted his head and asked with an incredulous expression, ‘What? What
are you talking about? What is this phase?’ I finished applying my lipstick and configuring my
headscarf while giving him a synopsis of what it meant to understand and live through your
cycle.All the while, he was agape. ‘You need to make a show about this!’ he spluttered. ‘Do it! Do
it and I’ll help you!’ Alan was already producing some shows for Perth Fringe Festival and offered
to produce mine, too.I took it as a dare. I saw the whole show instantly laid out in my mind: it
would be just like a sex-ed session, only all about life hacking your period! It would be just like a
gig but with more stories. And it would have … capes! ‘OK!’ I exclaimed. ‘I will!’ But then I caught
myself. ‘Actually, back up Alan. I’m in the phase where I say yes to everything. Can I give it a
week and think about it?’ When even my premenstrual self was committed, I knew it was the
right thing for me to do.While I wrote the show, Richard was the perfect sounding board. He’d
make positive noises whenever I sat upright in bed with an idea, and he was the one who came
up with the title: My Greatest Period Ever. I practised it over and over in front of my then eleven-
year-old son. He told me which bits were funny and which bits needed more work, explaining or
eliminating. Finally, a few days before opening night, I rehearsed the show in front of Richard,
who said, ‘Luce, it’s fantastic. Really, it’s great.’‘But what?’ I asked, sensing his hesitation.‘Well,
I’m just thinking that if you had all the time and money in the world, you could really do some
fantastic visuals. You have some pretty complicated concepts in there, and maybe a few
diagrams would help people to understand them better?’I sighed loudly. ‘Well, I have neither of
those things [time or money], and the show starts in three days. What if you just drew me some
quick diagrams?’Asking a creative to ‘just do a quick’ anything is like waving a red rag in front of
a bull, but Richard’s not one to deny a challenge or a chance to make me happy. He agreed to
give it a go, and we sat on the couch together and ran through the entire show, me talking and
singing, Richard drawing in a scrapbook.On opening night, he joined me for the show, sitting left
of stage and scribbling furiously onto an iPad that was projected onto a screen. I talked quickly
and he struggled to keep up, but even his crap drawings were so bad they were good. People
loved that the show was not only about empowerment through the menstrual cycle, but that
there was this man literally animating his wife’s menstrual musings, sitting quietly in the corner
while I sang and gave out capes and chocolate.We sold out the entire run of shows, and the
reception was incredible. Women and girls came in pairs and small gangs, and then they’d come
back the following nights with their male partners and friends, saying to them, ‘YOU have to
know this, too!’ The buzz was palpable, and every night after we finished, theatre management
scolded us because our audience took so long to leave that the next act had trouble getting in.



People gathered in the foyer and talked excitedly to each other and to complete strangers about
their periods — even our lighting technician, who’d been visibly less than impressed with the
content of the show at our first meeting, caught the buzz. After the final performance, he said, ‘I
really get it. I can’t believe how much this makes sense!’ He looked sheepish for a moment then
added, ‘It actually made me wish … that I had a period!’ This was, and still is, a major career
highlight for me. But it was just the beginning.My Greatest Period Ever won the top prize, the
Martin Sims award for the Best Western Australian production, and we were given $10,000 to
take the show to the Brighton Fringe Festival in the UK. I was invited to speak at two TEDx
appearances, and the following year we did the Melbourne Comedy Festival and the Sydney
Fringe Festival for a string of sold-out shows.We reimagined a version of the show for a younger
audience and called it How to Period Like a Unicorn. The night before our last unicorn show, I’d
been booked to play an acoustic set at Mia Freedman’s book launch. I invited her along and she
came. The next morning over breakfast, she gave me the most valuable advice: ‘Woman! Write a
book!’WHY WE NEED THIS BOOK SO BADLYOne could spend years uncovering the stones
and then turning them over for clues as to how exactly periods came to be so incredibly hushed
and hidden. Our most tender and ancient magic, buried. This is an important exercise but I’m
impatient to get to the good bits, and instinct tells me that I should cut to the chase: we need this
book because we don’t have nearly enough period pride yet. We need it because periods are
still used as an insult and to cause shame. We need it because women are taught how to
‘manage’ periods with various blood-catching options (if we’re lucky), then sent on our merry
way without so much as a mud map for the entire hormonal and emotional landscape that
accompanies a menstrual cycle. I feel FURIOUS that people aren’t told the full story, that they
grow up thinking the menstrual cycle is just like an on and off switch or some wild, unpredictable
thing that is beyond comprehension (and that then, by extension, so are WE). We have a lot of
ground to make up.It’s completely understandable if you’ve ever felt betrayed by your body —
exasperated even. Indeed, most of us (including me) have idly thought at some point, Just why?
Why on earth does my vagina have to bleed? Is this some kind of design flaw? Who can I
blame? God? Goddess? Come on.Irrespective of the evolutionary pathway that led us to period,
our feelings towards it are further hampered because for an extremely long time we haven’t
exactly sold the concept very well. In fact, if it were a product, the slogan would be, ‘Menstrual
cycle: world’s worst seller. Free* to a good home. You pick up.’So how did we get here? Why are
periods seen as nature’s booby prize? To understand why this book is so necessary and why it’s
time we learn about periods differently, we need to take a look at how we’ve learned about them
in the past and currently still do.*Except, actually not free at all and, depending on where and
how you live and the privileges you have or don’t, it can really cost you to have a period:
physically, emotionally, socially and financially.HOW WE LEARN TO ‘GIRL’In Year 7 I had a
crush on a boy with red hair and freckles. One day, he was pinching things out of my pencil case
and I told him, indignantly, with my hands on my hips that he’d better stop it or else I’d blow my
top. He smiled cheekily and said, ‘I’d like to see that.’ I was inwardly thrilled. I remember looking



down at my yellow T-shirt and admiring myself in it, in agreement. It felt good.Later, during a
perfunctory health session, girls and boys were separated and told about menstrual
management or erections and wet dreams, respectively. Already, it felt like we girls were getting
the rough end of the stick. Periods meant babies, so naturally sex ed soon followed, which was
mainly a course in disaster management, what with pregnancy, STIs and our reputations to
worry about. No mention was made of pleasure, and there was an absence of positivity and
diversity around what ‘sex’ could mean. There was an implication that boy bodies were built for
pleasure while ours would yield discomfort, waste and the potential for life-altering risks.
Somewhere along the way, I learned that pleasure was less about something I could feel and
more about what I was able, or expected, to provide. Pleasure wasn’t assumed.My initial foray
into my sexuality was overshadowed by attention I didn’t want, or ask for, from men. In between
worlds, wanting to be seen and to express myself but also simultaneously horrified. With a
mixture of pride and mortification, my friends and I would reel off how many times we had been
catcalled, leered at, offered a lift or had some vague ‘compliment’ yelled at us while walking to
school that morning. We were in Year 8. I learned to walk with my eyes lowered and my arms
crossed, and I associated this part of myself more with pressure than with pleasure. So
observed was I in my growing body, that sometimes I wanted to disappear altogether.I felt no
agency over my sexuality, and I saw sex as something best gotten out of the way. Everyone said
it was normal that it would hurt. But what if a girl knew of the pleasure she deserved because
first she’d learned how to give it to herself? Would she be as inclined to explore her sexuality
with someone she didn’t feel safe with?This ethos reflects the approach in the Netherlands,
where children are taught about their bodies in an open and positive way from a very young age.
Studies have shown that as a result, they are likely to begin having sex later than youth in other
Western countries, and the most common reason given for having sex was ‛they were in love’.
Whether this is true for a week or a year or five minutes doesn’t matter as much as the positivity
of their experience. Young people in similar Australian studies talked more about the presence of
alcohol and pressure from a partner. Today’s young people also learn about sexuality in the
context of porn, which can interfere with the more human and accidental ways to discover and
explore. At the very least, girls need to learn about their own biology because the reality of the
pleasure we are innately capable of, in partnership or alone, is a wonderous thing.The clitoris. It
is the only part of a human body (male or female) designed specifically for pleasure, and it’s a far
cry from the innocent little nub shown in anatomy diagrams. Incredibly, biologists didn’t even
know what the complete organ for female pleasure looked like until 2009, many years after the
far more complex human genome had been mapped. I suggest you jump online immediately
and search ‘3D model of the clitoris’ to see for yourself a complete map of the organ dedicated
to erotic sensation in the female body. You’ll see that this little pea-sized nub is actually the tip of
a miraculous wishbone-shaped iceberg. Fancy telling girls how to use period products but
omitting this lovely bit of anatomy!Every girl should know of her innate capacity for pleasure;
even if she does (or you do), it can still be a very confusing time, but learning about your



sexuality and exploring it safely is an important part of learning how to girl (along with climbing
trees and frying eggs). Learn what you like, what you don’t, and most importantly, learn how to
voice it and speak openly. Ask questions, of your partners, your friends, of the women you trust,
but for the best advice, always listen to your intuition.THE SECRET SHAME CLUBEventually,
we learn that periods are normal enough except for the small fact that they are practically
unmentionable: not to be spoken of in public and under no circumstances around boys or men.
Our blood might offend them or make them uncomfortable. It might remind them of how they
really came to be. So we keep it a secret.And therein lies the problem. Because then all it takes
to initiate you into the halls of shame is for someone to sneer, ‘Are you on your period?’, saying
period as though you’d just broken wind directly into their lunchbox, as though you had a
heinous weakness to be ashamed of, as if you had an actual choice in the matter. Bit by bit, we
learn that periods aren’t something to be proud of. Our power isn’t forgotten, but buried deeper.
How can you defend yourself without pride in your body?Most of us develop elaborate ways of
communicating with our friends about periods. We use code words and meaningful eyebrow
expressions that are met with knowing looks — anything to avoid saying the actual word.To
avoid being sprung, tampons and pads are slipped discreetly into sleeves before covert
missions to the toilet. And if you really want to tend your bleeding vagina with complete stealth,
you can even buy tampons with rustle-free packets so no one will ever hear the offensive and
embarrassing sound of you having your period.No wonder the mere word — period — can
reduce girls to mortification; it wasn’t even said on television until 1985 in a tampon ad with a
spandex-clad Courtney Cox.As a rule, ads for pads and tampons routinely featured a mysterious
blue liquid, and exuberant girls dressed in white laughing as they participated in various sports.
Meanwhile, in movies and sitcoms (written by men), the period served as a device for high
drama. Finally, and more widely now, our bodies are being depicted and our stories are being
told by women. But consider these poxy stereotypes (for the millionth time): When they are
shown at all, periods are depicted as inherently gross, horrifying and tantamount to a crime
scene. If a woman’s filmic value hinges on her being sexy above all else, then menstruation
renders her irrelevant. (Never mind that in real life menstruation can be an erotic, sensual
experience.) While someone has a period they’re portrayed as being overly emotional or even
‘hysterical’. (If you want to dial your fury up several notches, do an online search to explore the
history of ‘female hysteria’.) To top it off, the bloody cherry on top of the pile of period-shame
cake is the idea that during the time before your period arrives, when you are premenstrual, you
are irrational at best and basically insane at worst. The worst thing about how periods are seen
is that they aren’t. They are invisible. How can you talk about something you can’t see?
Unsurprisingly, as well as feeling shame about our physical periods, we learn to feel shame
around the emotional aspects of the cycle because the only thing more offensive than menstrual
blood is a woman with feelings, which is yet another thing that we can’t talk about. The exception
to this rule is that when you feel upset about something you should probably say to yourself
dismissively, Oh, it’s nothing. It’s just my hormones, because obviously that’s why we are



overreacting. Right? Riiight. Never mind that Darryl was actually being a right asshole, and for
once in the month you felt compelled to tell him. But instead, we are taught to silently chastise
ourselves for not successfully maintaining the same emotional state (every single effing day) in
spite of our changing hormones and varying abilities to put up with Darryl’s shit. Once you get
the hang of minimising your pesky feelings, it becomes second nature to doubt yourself and
automatically assume blame. Sorry, my fault. Sorry, just my hormones. Sorry. Sorry. It’s enough to 
make you feel crazy.So we bleed in secret and learn the art of downplaying our feelings; we
participate in the endurance test of pushing through being premenstrual and having periods like
troopers month after month. Just imagine for a second what skill or attribute you could develop if
you invested the same amount of energy into something else, anything else — oil painting,
macramé or becoming an investment banker. We are relieved when the ‘bad time’ is over and we
can finally do cartwheels in white jeans again, like we always wanted to. Yay. So far, so crap.But
now for the final crappy lesson in ‘how to girl in a man’s world’, and it’s a maths one: if being
premenstrual and/or having my period makes me ‘less than’, or is something that I must push
through (because obviously life is better during the other bits, right?), then that means for around
half of my reproductively viable life, I am wishing it was over. Half. Of. My. Life — my actual life
that I’m trying to actually just live.As much as we try to maintain the virtually impossible facade of
emotional and physical continuity all month long, inevitably we can’t. This means we’re set up to
fail and to feel betrayed by our changing emotions, our bodies and, literally, ourselves. We
become familiar with disappointment.This is not good for us, obviously. But it turns out it is quite
good for the many industries that are based upon this need to ignore, hide and disguise parts of
our womanhood. There are endless solutions available, designed to convince you that you need
fixing and improving. Designed to keep us out of the way. We pay and we pay and it never
ends.Is it any wonder, then, that we accept that there is nothing more to the menstrual cycle than
making babies and avoiding periods at all costs?The modern reality is that girls are more likely
to grow up understanding the cycles on a washing machine or the dishwasher better than their
OWN cycle!HOW OTHER CULTURES GIRLWe can learn so much from other cultures that knew
— and still know — the importance of the menstrual cycle. There are many cultures for which a
menarche or first period initiation celebration is a normal and important part of a girl’s life.Meet
Tharanga — who shared her story during a workshop we ran together. She was born in Sri
Lanka and remembers her first period celebration fondly, as though it was her ‘little wedding’.
She knew exactly what to expect, having seen older cousins go through it, and when she woke
up with her period at twelve and her mother was out, her older sister put an iron knife under the
bed to protect her, as was the custom. She was given new clothes to wear, and a big, beautiful
coconut flower was placed in a clay pot next to her bed — a symbol that she was now ready to
be a mother and also that she was never alone.Tharanga was rarely alone during this time
thanks to the many visitors who brought food (a tradition I think we’d all do well to subscribe to).
While she rested and dreamed, a huge party was planned in her honour, and after seven days,
she was taken into the garden for the ceremony. All the important women in her life were there.



They helped her bathe and wash her hair for the first time since her bleeding began. Her aunties
surrounded her underneath a jackfruit tree, and her mother poured water and flowers over her
head. The jackfruit tree was cut ceremoniously so everyone could see the milk flowing,
symbolising that Tharanga would one day also be able to make milk. She put her arms through a
new yellow dress before being covered with a white scarf and taken to the front of her house.At
the door lay a big knife and a coconut, and before she could enter the party Tharanga had to
chop the top off by herself. It was hard! But after all that resting she performed this test of
strength successfully and drank the sweet juice. Then the party really began! All day long,
relatives, neighbours and other villagers came in succession to celebrate her. The next day,
happy and proud, she went to school and shared the leftover sweets from her party with her
friends.There are many variations on this rite of passage the world over, and the common
themes include time alone, time with other women and elders, and various tests of strength and
endurance followed by great celebration, feasts and dancing.Sadly, the practising and passing
on of many of these rituals (along with innumerable others) suffered due to colonisation. Of the
menstrual traditions among Native Americans, Cutcha Risling Baldy writes in her book We Are
Dancing for You that while ‘it is impossible to deny the influence of the Western menstrual taboo
on modern indigenous cultures and societies’, these practices are intrinsic to decolonisation and
the healing that must be done.Baldy’s book, and others like it, serves to restore cultural
connections, undoing the damage caused by the outsiders who recounted these practices, even
though they were unable to grasp the meaning of them. Baldy reminds us that stories about
menstrual cycle rites were collected long ago by white men who were told about them by
indigenous men who (understandably) may not have wanted those white ethnographers to know
of their culture’s most sacred practices. Many menstrual myths abound because the meaning of
various rites and rituals was told to suit a narrative that placed white culture above indigenous
cultures. So much of what we ‘know’ has been marred.For example, it is frequently mentioned
that Native American girls experiencing their first period ‘are forbidden to touch food’, which
sounds like deprivation if you don’t understand the reasons why. The why, as it turns out, is
incredibly beautiful.In a special series called ‛Hidden World of Girls’, broadcast in 2010 by
Morning Edition, a show on America’s National Public Radio (NPR),* Marla Bull Bear described
the four-day coming-of-age ceremony her daughter took part in on the Yankton Sioux/
Ihanktonwan Oyate Reservation in South Dakota. As she explained, the girls aren’t allowed to
touch any food during the ceremony because their mothers feed them, putting the food directly
into their mouths. For these few days, during the bridge between being a girl and a woman, ‘It’s
treating them like a baby one last time before they become women.’ Of this bittersweet and
important ritual, Marla Bull Bear said, ‘No longer would she be my little girl to feed anymore. You
really begin to start the foundation of what that adult relationship is with a mother and
daughter.’Monthly menstrual rituals are a way for women and girls from many cultures to come
together for connection to their cycles and also, just as importantly, to each other. Again, this
practice of being separated from the community has historically been portrayed negatively, but



in fact, the isolation was to assist in them connecting more deeply to the power that came with
menstruation. It was seen as a time of greater intuition that was prized.HOW PERIODS (MIGHT
HAVE) HAPPENED FOR EARLY HUMANSDoes menstruation make us human? To find out, let’s
rewind back about 300,000 years ago when our species (Homo sapiens) first emerged. One of
the hallmarks of becoming human was a bigger brain, but the trade-off was that human babies
were slower to develop and dependent for a longer period of time. Mothers needed more
support, so they turned to the most reliable helpers: their own mothers.Evolving human females
also shared childcare burdens with their sisters — an arrangement that had practical and
emotional benefits for both mothers and children. Eventually, women also persuaded the
evolving primate male to offer reliable support with child rearing. But how?One popular theory
among anthropologists is proffered by Chris Knight in his book, Blood Relations. Knight’s central
premise is that our earliest symbolic cultural practices, including politics, art and religion, were
organised around menstruation. My eyes widen as I type those words, but I really like them, and
it makes sense.Knight explains how, essentially, it was the females who likely created the taboo
around menstruation — not because it was shameful, but because it could be used to establish
the body as being sacred at this time. Females decided that they were tired of having to
capitulate to one dominant boss (the biggest male), as their ape predecessors were forced to
do. While their capacity to enjoy sex was at least as great as ours, the need to feed their children
was greater. So, as a collective, the females decided that all of them would deny men sex in
order to ensure that the males would provide enough food for the group.When the moon was
new and the nights were darkest, the women would gather together in dedicated spaces for a
periodic (pun intended) ‘sex strike’. Meanwhile, the men would gather and prepare for a big hunt
that would take place during the build-up to the full moon — a time when it’s easier to see large
animals and not get eaten yourself. After the hunt, the men would return laden with provisions for
the camp and be welcomed to commune with the women once more. In this way, the survival of
the whole group was effectively ensured because of one simple, foundational principal: no meat
= no sex.Through regular time together, women’s periods tended to synchronise. This is how
menstrual blood came to be a signal that indicated this was not a time for sex, but for obtaining
food. Sounds like a fair trade, doesn’t it? Who hasn’t had their period and thought, Can’t
someone else get the food?

Period Power: Harness Your Hormones and Get Your Cycle Working For You Wild Power:
Discover the Magic of Your Menstrual Cycle and Awaken the Feminine Path to Power 50 Things
You Need to Know About Periods: Know your flow and live in sync with your cycle Moon Time:
harness the ever-changing energy of your menstrual cycle The Great Cosmic Mother:
Rediscovering the Religion of the Earth Period Repair Manual: Natural Treatment for Better
Hormones and Better Periods The Fifth Vital Sign: Master Your Cycles & Optimize Your Fertility

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/PyZEd/Period-Queen-Life-hack-your-cycle-and-own-your-power-all-month-long


The Optimized Woman: Using Your Menstrual Cycle to Achieve Success and Fulfillment The
Happy Hormone Guide The Heroine's Journey: Woman's Quest for Wholeness Hormone Repair
Manual: Every Woman's Guide to Healthy Hormones After 40 House of Kwa In the FLO: Unlock
Your Hormonal Advantage and Revolutionize Your Life



Jacqueline Basulto, “Life alterting. I wish I knew any of this information at a younger age... I love
the approach and empowerment angle that the author takes. I finally feel like I am not at the
mercy of my cycle. Thank you!”

Louise Rigg, “Powerful Periods. Every person who has a period should read this (plus anyone
who knows someone who has a period should also read this book).It’s only now that I’m in my
30s that I have started to learn about my period. My entire life they have feel been painful and
heavy. The GP always prescribing the pill to relieve symptom’s. This meant from age 15 to my
late 20s I felt like my body was on mute.Society tells us periods are dirty and shameful so why
not take a convenient tablet that takes all that away….accept, in my experience, it really take it
ALL away. So I removed the mute button (came off the pill) and since then I have begun to learn
my period is a blessing, even whilst navigating painful and heavy periods — (my body clearly
has a message and I’m going to get to the bottom of it!) A way of living life. And it’s through a
book as wonderful as the one Lucy has written to show me the roadmap of her road travelled
and lived with a period. But more than that, the cyclical way in which to LIVE a life. This book
makes me feel seen! It all suddenly makes sense; I don’t have energy every single day because
I’m not supposed to. (And that’s just the tip of the ice berg).Lucys book, her work and her
message are powerful. I truly adore the way she presents online and her TEDx talk is one I have
shared far and wide. Long may we continue to know and celebrate being a period QUEEN!”

Becky Alexander, “Friendly, approachable book with plenty of great info. Bought for teenage
daughters, I also learned things! I wish I'd had this book as a young woman. Very Aus in tone,
which is very likeable. A positive way of looking at our amazing cycle.”

Slice, “I highly recommend this fun and hugely insightful book. A powerful and fascinating book,
written in an endearingly chirpy and fun style. Very accessible and definitely transformative.
Power to the period!”

*buddy*, “Life changing!!!. This book is amazing, it’s seriously a must read for anyone who has or
will have a menstrual cycle.I saw Lucy’s ‘Greatest Period Ever’ show a couple of years ago, and
found the concepts so enlightening and useful. I thought I knew a fair bit about female
hormones, periods, and fertility, but the idea of harnessing our natural cycles to optimize our
lives was something I’d never considered.This book does a great job of explaining the concepts
and giving practical examples & tips to understand yourself (and all women) better. Lucy brings
a positive view to something that has been treated as taboo - and worse, dirty, shameful or
negative- for way too long. It should be spoken about so much more, and this is info everyone
should know!!It’s a joyful, empowering read ”



Krissy, “Awesome Read. Beautiful book . Wish I hade this information when I was younger i am
thankful I get to be a period queen now in my 30s Thank you.”

The book by Lucy Peach has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 49 people have provided feedback.
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