Dearest Persephone,
                                    I am writing because I do not know who else to turn to. I know that I will be breaking sacred vows by writing to you and I accept the consequences should my account be read by outsiders. However, I have no one else to talk to, I am alone, as I am sure you know, having experienced being separated from your family yourself. I wish for your wisdom, please advise me on how to carry on. I am in love, but I’ll get to that. You and your blessed mother’s tale speak to me. I pray to wield the power to shape my life. If only I could hold men to ransom for my happiness like holy Demeter did to the Gods for you.  Alas, any which way I turn I lose. I cannot marry and have children without losing the darling of my heart, and if I choose my love, I forfeit my family, as well as any future family I could produce. So, I turn to you. Guide me sweet Queen of Hades, I choose you despite knowing that even this choice drives a wedge between me and happiness. I choose you, not because I have few choices, but because my love for you outweighs all other bonds I possess.
Thank you dear one. 
Your ever-loving follower.

The Cerealia
Oh Persephone
I dress in dull dark robes, mourning garb for such a joyous occasion. I smear my face in soot and water, imitating the sorrowful stricken face of your fierce mother. My hair is unbound. Bedraggled tendrils cling to my wet cheeks. I gaze once more into the glass, my wretched appearance staring back unfazed. I walk out to join the swarm, our funeral procession if you will, our many voices wailing in unison.  											In the darkness the procession follows the light of two burning torches, up the hill and into the mountains. I look at my bare feet as I follow the swarm of initiates, mud seeping between my toes. Tears fall abundantly down my cheeks splattering on my muddy feet. She's not with me. She didn't come. Alone in the crowd I intone a silent prayer.
Oh, Persephone queen of darkness, 
With the slender ankles,
Hear my prayer. 
Accept me as a most humble follower. 
I hold you close
Your blessed image branded on my soul. 
Guide me, dear mother of death, 
Give me the strength to carve my own path, 
Alone.
I beg of you.
I am a girl, as you once were 
When you plucked the resplendent Narcissus, 
The lure that led you to your fame.
Let me thrive in the darkness that consumes my heart, 
As you thrive in the shadows.
I followed the initiates into the boundaries of the sacred temple. The sandy orange walls reached up fifteen or twenty feet high into a vaulted ceiling, all curves, and soft edges, like a cave. The soft glow of candles projected dancing shadows over the walls. It was as if the room was alive, whispering softly in my ears. Something indistinguishable but sweet filled my nostrils. The atmosphere hummed. No one dared speak, yet the air was loud, oppressive and all consuming. 			Cult leaders filtered in between we initiates, handing out a smoky drink, the kukeôn. The cool clay cup was pushed into my grasp by the fierce faced leader. Straight in the eye she looked at me peering into my very soul. Barely audible, she bid me drink slow and long. Her whispers becoming deafening with every sip, until the noise was no more. My brain became shattered and sharp then fuzzy and focussed until finally my thoughts were still. 							I was alone. Dusky mists rippled around my feet. A thousand thorns pricked my skin, each one drawing blood. Crimson droplets trickled down my body running off into the ocean of mist. The ebb and flow increasing in speed as my blood ran into the waves, congealing with blue and red hues. The waves grow, breaking on my skin. Crashing, I fall, the ocean consumes me and spits out my naked body. My bones crack on the black stone, my mouth drenched in blood, the stench of it plugging my nose. 									“Sweet child, rise” the voice said echoing in my bones. Startled, I jerk my head round. Caught in awe I gaze at your resplendent face oh Queen and that of your blessed husband, the one who receives many guests. “I see your passion, tender bloom”, your sweet voice echoes around my mind oh Queen. Lightning tingles my brain, sparking through my veins. I know you’re reading me; flicking through my thoughts, dog earring your favourite ones so you can find them again, at your pleasure.	“I need guidance my Queen” I say shakily under your ferocious splendour. You ever so slightly bend your head for me to go on. I shiver. “I am to be married soon. I’ll be a good wife and it will bring such joy to my family. 
“You’re discontented, child.”
“I wish to follow in your footsteps, my Queen.”
Hades’ brow furrowed. “Our story is not one of duty”, he said his voice reverberating through my body. “It is of love and passion. Our story is of the capture of the heart, full of deceit and power, and yet our union is a happy one.”										The misty ocean washes over me once more swallowing me whole. Struggling, I try to get back to you Persephone	. Alas my time is up. I am reminded of the presence of sandy orange walls. Suddenly I am surrounded by the suffocating crush of initiates. My tears spill, I wish to wail but am unable to mack a sound.										We break our fast under the first star. Fires were lit, filling the air with the sweet tangy musk of burning wood. Bowls of steaming stew and clay cups of wine were passed between the small groups of initiates. My belly rumbling reminds me that we had been bellow ground for a full day and night. 													Once full, I bathe relishing the cool water. Paired up we braid spring blossoms and grain sproutlings into each other’s hair. I exchange my black garb for glistening white robes. Taking one more look at the bleak clothing I had worn the lifetime ago that was simultaneously yesterday, I threw it onto the fire. The funeral pyre for my childhood.					                							
After the Cerealia
Oh Persephone
I had tried to convince her; begged her to join the cult of Eleusis by my side. We had done everything together, we always had. Every day, since our first meeting we had been inseparable. I had basked in Flavia’s light. However, I fear she resents my loyalty to my family. Flinging my responsibility to marry back in my face as if I had a choice. 								Only Flavia could dissect my words and rearrange them in such a brutal way. “You have deserted us in favour of one raped and bound in marriage. You wish to be a flower ripe to be plucked, never knowing how beautiful you could be if left to flourish. Worse still you use my love for you to manipulate me to do the same. Is that my worth? To be kidnapped, prized only for my ability to bear fruits. How dare you ask such a sacrifice of me. I am not a flower faced girl and I would rather perish by my own hand, then eat of the many seeded fruit. I would invite expulsion from the society that binds me to a role, that I did not and would never consent to,” Flavia had said spitting at me.  

Dearest Persephone,
                                    I am afraid. Much of my correspondence with yourself have been stolen. I fear the repercussions of my identity being discovered. Dearest Queen of darkness, give me the strength to shoulder the weight of banishment. Grant me the courage to face solitude should I be thrown into exile, my family, forever lost to me. I pray to you passionate Goddess in the shadows. 

Oh Persephone,
Unwilling I will survive,
Alone.
Am I to be scorned by Eros in such a manner?
Invisible to Aphrodite’s gaze.
To no longer feel the sting of,
Flavia, 
with the razor tongue 
of a thousand knives.
I would give everything
if only to keep her. 

Many moons after the Cerealia.
Dearest Persephone, 
                                    I call on you from exile. For many months I have wondered. I should have called on you for guidance; alas I had been consumed with grief. So consumed by its bleak embrace that I lost your guiding voice. But you returned to me in the arms of my darling Flavia. The Queen of my heart who stole me away by the theft of my prayers to you.

Oh Flavia
With the reckless tongue,

You who stole me away 
from the warmth of familial bonds, 

Thoughtless women 
Who so carelessly trampled my future,

Brutal Flavia forever you 
shall be Queen of my darkness.                                                                                                                                                                    


