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Once upon a time there were three sisters. These three women were passionate and complex individuals, not unique for their time or station, but by no means ordinary. For they changed the very nature of life.

They lived in a world not too dissimilar to ours, but it was when women were openly equals, bonded with others over the inability to conceive. They trialed by fire and ice to meet the only true merit in this society, the chance of fertility and motherhood. These were named The Monthly Moon Trials.

But not all women were fighters, some were well versed in flower understandings and medicinal properties, some who just enjoyed the making of comfort. These women had strength in other ways. Not applicable for the moon trials, but yearning the gift of motherhood all the same.  

Merrow was a woman of wit, happiness and creativity. She lived and breathed the fresh salty air of  Woolacombe bay, journeying the jurassic cliffs in search of secrets. 
Teaching the locals how to fish and crab, collect shells and meld sandglass to decorate the homes of travellers.

Teaching the lovely little ones, she enjoyed the sharing of knowledge and yearned for her own children. Alas, Merrow did not inherit the brute strength that her sisters Imogen and Celeste had, so could not qualify for the monthly moon trials.

Celeste was every bit of bravery and strength as Imogen, not as sharp as Merrow, but as passionate. She excelled in the sciences of medicine making. Exploring the West’s copious plants and seeds, creating and making solutions with excitement and success. Her reputation preceded her as a likely trial successor too. 

Imogen, a knight of spring, already a fierce and championed warrior, was the best candidate to complete the monthly moon trials. A course of wisdom, strength and perseverance to experience a most powerful gift. Motherhood. She knew her position and was eager to participate in the cycle of life, to grow and create an even stronger generation.

The pains of childbirth were extraordinary so only few were able to apply to the trials, let alone win against nature’s unforgiving mechanisms. So many women wished for the gift of motherhood but so few won, many died along the way, as they could not hold such pain. To create life from life is a power that only mother earth bestowed. So she tested them. 

There was pain, there was perseverance, there was power.

When Imogen’s time came, her sisters attended the summoning ceremony, on a Cornwall cliff, where Mother Earth’s power entered, called by The Paragons of Eclipse. These women blessed Imogen on her journey, with gifts of ironstone minerals, sanitised linen, water and honey to keep up her spirit. 

Celeste, with cautious grace, slid a concoction of yarrow and willow bark. “To keep your strength.” She said, with fear in her eyes. 

Merrow pulled her sister close, and chanted in her ear,

                              “I wish you well, sister of mine, let the rain and sun see you shine,
                               I wish you win, sister of mine, let the laws of nature be so kind,
                               I wish you bring, sister of mine, the truth and love of a new kin.”

Imogen took the memories of her sisters into the earth opening. The full moon stood high as she was lost to the darkness.

Within this cave, a stony hallway suddenly lit up. Seeming endless, she took a torch and charged on. 
Suddenly, the hallway ended at a huge door! Seeming to appear from nowhere, Imogen was taken aback. Slowly opening the splintered wooden door, it creaked solemnly. 

It was a room full of swords and knives, teething to shred any taste of flesh. Imogen was prepared, she knew it was going to be painful. At the far end of the spiked room she saw a gated hole in the floor and knowing this was her way forward, she mapped out a plan. 
Using the Ironstone rock, she smashed a particularly old looking knife out of the floorboards, she cut her long plaited hair, tied her locks to the knife and threw it to the furthest ceiling with all her might. In an all to quick movement, she pulled herself and swung! The knife falling out with the weight of this woman. As she hurtled herself through the shards, they nicked and bit at her, scratching and wounding, some deeper than others, and she lands on the grate. Already worn out and bleeding, the pain rearing as the adrenaline falls away, she breathes a sigh of relief. 

Wrapping up the worst wounds with the linen, she climbs down the gated tunnel, for the next trial. 
Hoping the rest would be as quick, Imogen founds herself in an underground swamp, heavy around her ankles, she walks on. Seemingly for days, she walks. 
Her wound pain grows deeper as the scars fade, her body aches and heaves with no physical difference, taking honey to re-ignite her passion for the quest, she remembers her sister’s words.
Memories of warmth and love, she finally sees a new door. This door is cold and silver, heavier. 

Imogen pushes, and pushes and pushes! The door swings open on the last push as she falls forward. Finally, she can see her future, the brightest light consumes her, lightning coursing through her veins, she can feel her cells, the blood, every fibre fighting for her life, she feels mother earth blessing her with this gift, she understands the need for the journey, the endurance.

The power should have put her out, but she had taken Celeste’s concoction and the pain became manageable, she was able to comprehend the making of this new life. 

Mother Earth was shocked at Imogen’s lucidness, as she poured through the women’s thoughts she found her true motive in this journey. To seek fertility for those who couldn’t fight, couldn’t shout and couldn’t bear to sacrifice their livelihoods for reproduction. Imogen had come to the trials to give her sisters a choice. 

Once Mother Earth saw the pain through Imogen’s eyes, she re-ignited the world. Letting the same lightning current that blazed through Imogen, blaze through every woman there was, the freedom of personal fertility was gifted upon all, as Mother Earth understood the strength in Celeste’s curiosity and Merrow’s creativity and Imogen’s love.

The Paragons of Eclipse were awoken with Mother Earth’s new gift of fertility freedom and sought to re-define the true meanings of motherhood. Imogen was reunited with her sisters, mothers and aunts, celebrating their success and happiness. 

The end.
















I really wanted to create an origin story for periods that were not a punishment, but a gift and a choice and representative of freedom. I hope this mythic form of storytelling can show the clear influences of Genesis, the legends of King Arthur and some elements of the welsh folktales. 

Eve, being punished by God for eating the apple, cursed with pain in her womb, never sat right with me and was my biggest inspiration for this mythical origin story.


As I attempted to loosely follow some mythic form, with elements of repetition, rhythm and rhyme.
All stories have a beginning, middle and end, so I had to establish a world, or situation, with an issue, create some drama, and have an ending that explains why things are the way that they are today. 

I wanted to explain why some women died in childbirth and why it was so painful to go through the whole pregnancy to childbirth journey. Understanding that it is a choice, and that not every women wants to have children, I wanted to let the creation story create choice.  

I kept the mythologies and magic, with spells and summonings, but I think I tend to lean into more fairy story and folk tale. 

I knew the story could not mention men, because with all stories and mythologies, there is always a man, saving the day, ruining the day, mucking things up, or being the only examples of a person with issues that need mythological explanation. 

Having an explore with some norse mythologies such as the tree of life and the battles of Bråvalla. There was lots of naming and describing of fantastical events.


















https://www.ancienttexts.org/library/celtic/ctexts/t08.html

