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Introduction


Greetings, fellow magic seeker! If you’ve picked up this book, it means one of two things: You already believe in the reality of everyday mysticism, or you are curious about the possibility of a world more magical, more infinite than the one you currently inhabit. Maybe it’s synchronicity that led you down this path—finding this book at the right place and the right time, perhaps after a fleeting thought that you want something more from your life but don’t know how to get it or where to start. Maybe you’ve always known you were a little different, seeing the world as a fluid conversation between the seen and the unseen, the concrete and the ethereal, the worldly and the otherworldly. Or maybe you’re just looking for a way to make the day-in, dayout mundanities feel like delicious delights you actually look forward to. Whatever the case, and however this book made its way into your hands, you’ve come to the right place.


I’ll let you in on a little secret: This book is magic. All books are. So much so that they are picky about who picks them up and reads them. They only want people ready to hear their message, kindred spirits eager to soak up their specific brand of magic. If you’ve found this book, it’s because it wants you to read it. So, when I call you a fellow magic-seeker, it is because this book only speaks to those in search of a little everyday magic. You may not even be sure what everyday magic is, exactly, but I promise you that by the end of this book, you’ll learn not only what it looks like, but what it feels like deep in your bones, and how to conjure it in your own life.


Like all titles in the Practically Pagan series, this book is designed to show you a deeper way of living and experiencing the mystic, regardless of whether you identify as pagan or are simply curious about exploring various aspects of spirituality. It’s a vast world out there, with many expressions of spirituality unchained from traditional religion. The deeper you move into your own spiritual explorations, the more you will uncover a hidden metaphysical world and, more importantly, the magic inherent in our here and now. You’ll also discover a wider community of wild hearts eager to transcend the limiting cultural beliefs that keep us from our true selves. I’ll let you in on another secret: There are more of us out there than you think.


But before I go on, I should tell you that I practice a specific kind of magic intrinsically tied to my cultural background: brujería. This translates as witchcraft in English, but it’s a little more than that. For starters, it is about reclaiming brown woman magic. I’m a mestiza from the American Southwest (New Mexico, to be exact). One of the major reasons I identify as mestiza, like many others, is that I want to acknowledge that I am a product of colonization.


Mestizaje blood carries the history of the genocide of Native Americans, the oppression of non-white bodies, and the use of religion to control women’s bodies and silence medicine men and curanderas (healers), among other practitioners of natural healing and spirituality. Ours is a history of cultural assimilation and white-washing. The history of the Spanish conquistadors is romanticized; Indigenous cultures are silenced and appropriated. The mestizaje acknowledges this history and reclaims the cultures colonization suppressed. To be mestiza is to grapple with the fact that you come from both the colonizers and the colonized, the conquistadors and the conquered, the natural witches, medicine men, curanderas—and the Catholic church.


So brujería is about reclaiming our power as brown, female bodies and acknowledging the ongoing violence and oppression that stems from our colonized past. It is about exposing the generational and ancestral trauma, results of those histories of violence, and, through that, reclaiming our capacity for joy. One present-day reality of our colonized past is that we’ve internalized institutionalized racism, sexism, and religious indoctrination, among other things—hard not to when they continue to be so culturally enforced. These toxic internalizations are so strong that we have to do a significant amount of work to heal ourselves and our communities, and move past these outdated narratives.


We start that work by taking back our magic and reclaiming the once-derogatory term bruja. That was the catch-all phrase for anyone who did something the Spanish church did not understand and so feared. Curanderas, or local medicine women, who tended both spiritual and physical health; Native American medicine men who walked between worlds; and even local midwives, who seemingly had the power over life and death, were dubbed witches because they did the natural and metaphysical work the church couldn’t understand and couldn’t control. Calling ourselves brujas, then, is a way to celebrate those practices and our diverse background, even if we don’t always have direct access to specific ancestral cultures or traditions. It is enough to know that we come from this mixed heritage, and, from there, forge our own path. I’m glossing over a lot of history and nuances here, but the gist of this mini history lesson is that when you have this kind of collective cultural memory written in your blood, you have to actively and consciously work through it. Otherwise, you’ll find yourself perpetuating the trauma without even realizing it.


That’s because your existence as a marginalized body is so regulated by mainstream culture that your life path options are seemingly limited. You are either invisible or suffering, silenced or oppressed. Mainstream culture allows for no other narrative. As a result, brujas have to learn how to create our own stories of joy, hope, and healing, and how to healthily live those stories out. Many have paved the way before me, and many will come after. This book is dedicated to the wild souls, those looking to free themselves from ancestral traumas and limited social norms designed to keep othered bodies down. That’s what brujería is all about.


We create our own magic by daring to live a life that prioritizes self-care, pleasure, and wellness. We dare to imagine a world in which we too, can have Happily Ever Afters (HEAs as the readers of romance novels call it) and explore our infinite capacity for joy without guilt or shame, those products of old school religion that make us afraid of our bodies and passions. And we do it by creating space for difficult pasts, situations, and emotions, and by consciously working through them.


I know—this is heavy stuff for a book that’s supposed to be about the sunshine and rainbows associated with the phrase “everyday magic.” But here’s the thing about magic: it’s hard work! Part of finding your way to the sunshine and rainbows is weathering the proverbial storms. In short, this book is about our profound ability to conjure new narratives—narratives of hope and healing, particularly for othered bodies—as a form of everyday magic. You might not practice brujería. Again, this is a culturally specific term. I also only briefly outlined my expression of brujería and didn’t even touch other forms of the practice in other Hispanic or Latinx cultures, including African, Caribbean, and Indigenous expressions of the craft. My own form of brujería is likewise different from other mestiza practitioners. But that’s okay. You don’t need to be mestiza in order to get wisdom from this book, or, if you are, you don’t need to practice brujería in the exact same way I do. That’s because this is not a book about brujería specifically. This is a book about everyday magic for any practitioner of any background, so the tips and advice I offer are not culturally specific.


Like I said earlier, this book chose you, so it has a lot of wisdom to offer you in your own journey into self, healing, and magic. I did want to let you know where I was coming from, however, because you’ll be reading about things like ancestral trauma and internalized racism. Those have been some of the demons I’ve had to work through (and continue to) in my journey into everyday magic. You might not be working through those issues specifically—or just not know it yet—but the wisdom in this book can still help you heal your relationship with yourself, something we all must do in one way or another. Magical living is designed to help us work through those issues in safe, compassionate ways, so that we can allow ourselves to be more than our histories of oppression.


Likewise, magic is deeply personal and unique to each person, kind of like a signature. So, you’ll see the imprint of brujería and the mestizaje all over my guide to everyday magic. I hope it inspires you to explore the areas in your life where you need healing, either from personal or ancestral issues. These wounds might be cultural, spiritual, gendered, social, political, archetypal, or any number of other charged areas. In all likelihood, they are intertwined with one another. I encourage you to see this book as an open invitation to begin exploring your own relationship to yourself and the mystic world.


A few more things you should know before we get into the how-to portion of this book. This is a practical guide to everyday magic, like the title suggests, which means it will be less double double toil and trouble and more…making soup. Hey, never underestimate the power of a good soup! It heals sickness, mends broken hearts, and soothes tired souls. That’s the kind of magic I’m talking about. Let’s look at this another way. There’s often talk in the alternative spirituality communities about cleansing and protecting your home against negative energy. We charge crystals in moonlight to magnify healing energies and sage our houses (if culturally appropriate and not appropriated) to banish evil spirits and purify our space. But you know what else brings healing and cleansing energy into our homes? A solid scrub down. Seriously! Wash those floors. Dust those shelves. Fold that laundry. There’s nothing like a little elbow grease to bring positive, healthy energy into your home and keep out unwanted bad vibes.



My personal relationship to magic is less about manipulating energies for desired outcomes and more about tuning into myself and my connection to the Universe. So instead of pushing for a specific outcome, I stop and ask why energy seems blocked in that direction. Maybe it means that is not the path for me, however much I think I want it (which is usually the case). Other times it might mean that I have to clear through something before I can move forward. Whatever the issues, I stop, think, and work on what the signs from the Universe are telling me. It’s subtler magic, softer, asking me to listen rather than aggressively forcing something. I align myself with my inner voice, and the outer world responds with like energy.


Lastly, I’m a storyteller by nature, as much as I am a bruja. Like I said earlier, books and storytelling are some of the most potent spells out there, healing the soul and voicing truths that other forms of magic can’t. There is magic in hearing a story and taking what medicine you need from it, magic in beginning to think of yourself as a story that you get to shape and create. I’ll be telling you stories about my personal journey, so you can begin to think of your own journey as an unfolding narrative that you get to pen. You’ll notice, too, that I draw on a variety of archetypes, from Greek mythology to native New Mexican lore—again, that’s all part of what it means to be mestiza. We can’t always access all the cultures that create our individual mix because of very real concerns about stirring up old traumas. You would be surprised by the kind of ghosts and demons that can get stirred up when someone reaches too far into the past, an issue that isn’t often talked about when people try to reclaim specific cultural traditions. Sometimes we can’t go back, plain and simple, however much we might want to. But we can call on the archetypes that speak to us. I’m also a professor by day, so you’ll hear me talk about the magic of learning and unlearning as we begin to cultivate everyday magic. There is so much wisdom to be found in lessons learned, relearned, and unlearned.



That’s the good news. Everyday magic is just that—simple, accessible ways to conjure abundance, happiness, and health. The less exciting news? It’s hard work (remember the elbow grease and intensive healing). Simple doesn’t always mean easy, as any seasoned magical practitioner can tell you. Magic takes time, focused energy, commitment before you see results. I think of it as a garden. You have to tend it a little every day, each season demanding something new. If you don’t, your plants die and your garden fades. But if you do care for it daily, then you are rewarded with an abundant harvest at the end of the season, before the cycle begins anew. Hard work, yes, but the joy that blossoms out of that labor is so incredibly worth it. And, perhaps unsurprisingly to the garden witches reading this book, joy can be found in the labor itself.


Now that you know what this book is about in general, it’s time to break down how I organize things. Organization is, again, not something that feels too hocus-pocus, but necessary for magical living all the same. My first chapter explains what everyday magic is and recounts my journey back to finding my inner magic. I’ve then broken the subsequent chapters down into what I consider the five major parts of everyday magic: radical self-care, routine as ritual, pleasure magic, synchronicity, and exploring the energies of the un/expected.


In each chapter, you’ll get definitions of each concept, real-life examples of how they play out, and, at the end, tips on how to develop these practices in your own life. These tips are broken into two sections: Routine as Ritual, or how to build this aspect of everyday magic into your day-to-day life; and Everyday Conjuring, or exercises and meditations for when you might need a little more oomph to find what best suits your needs.


There will also be some questions throughout the book for you to meditate on. These will help you begin to understand what you need to let go of, nourish, or make space for in your life. Half of conjuring everyday magic, as you’ll see, is learning to tune into your inner voice and silence the outside world, which so often tells us to suppress our inner wild heart. The first four chapters are focused on how to invite mystic energy into your life and banish bad vibes; the final two are about being open to magic once you’ve embraced healing within and without. You’ll see that these practices are interconnected, so that I often can’t talk about one without the other. I end with a chapter on conjuring your own special magic. There, you’ll learn what it means to develop an ongoing, fluid, mystic practice that is suited to your own energy and background.


The beauty of this book is that it offers a great starting point for discovering and cultivating your inner magic. Keep in mind what I said earlier, however. Magic is unique to each soul, so as you read each chapter, stay playful, explore, and learn what works best for you—and what doesn’t. There is no right or wrong way to cultivate magic, so long as you are doing what makes you feel happy, healthy, and whole. In return, you cultivate a healing, nurturing relationship with the natural world and those around you. In fact, it’s not a good idea to get too rigid about things or start seeing my guide as gospel. I mean, we’ve left mainstream religion for a reason, right? That reason, in part, is because individuation is an important part of self-empowerment, and, by extension, our natural magic. This is all to say that this book asks you to take what speaks to you and, from there, develop your own mystical practice. Like I said, there’s a great, wide world of magical people out there, and not one of us experiences the mystical in the exact same way. Allow yourself to explore what everyday magic means to you.


And with that, it’s time to get started. Welcome to the wonderful world of ordinary mysticism. And remember, as I say on my blog, true magic is in the everyday.









Chapter 1
 
What is Everyday Magic?

Over the years, I’ve written a lot about everyday magic, a term I use to describe the mysticism inherent in our day-to-day lives. In practice, this means cultivating joy and consciously letting go of negative patterns. It means listening to yourself and your needs. And it means having long conversations with the stars and giving yourself permission to dream deeply and with wild abandon, both at night, when you sleep, and during the day, when you can turn your daydreams into seeds for future happiness.

So where does the magic come in? When we think of magic, we think of wizards and witches with wands and cauldrons and grimoires. It’s true, I call myself a bruja and, more specifically, a kitchen witch. It’s also true that I have a cauldron—two, in fact. Only, I call them cast-iron pots. I even have a few spellbooks. They are the collection of family recipes written in a handmade book, the catch-all binders where I save my favorite recipes for roasted chicken or stew, and the well-used copies of my beloved collection of cookbooks. And that’s just it: These simple, mundane things are actually full of magic. We just aren’t always aware of it. Too often, we look for the sublime in things outside ourselves and neglect the beauty of what is right in front of us.

Think about it. How many times have you fantasized about throwing caution to the wind and moving to some faroff paradise in the hope that it will bring back your inner joy? How many times have you longed for an enchanted life—only to dismiss the little things that make your life wonderful? It’s time to tune into these little delights and daily insights that are waiting at the bottom of a teacup or in the upturned face of a hollyhock. They are there, waiting to be noticed, waiting to share their magic, if only you open yourself to the Universe.


My Journey into Magic

I started my journey into everyday magic at a time when I had forgotten what it was like to wake up full of excitement to start the day. I was burned out. Graduate school can do that to you, as can juggling two or three part-time jobs at a time. Don’t get me wrong, I was glad for those experiences and proud of earning my doctorate. But once I got stable work, I knew I didn’t just have to survive anymore. I could live. I could have time for myself, unfettered by looming deadlines and exhaustion. For the first time in longer than I could remember, I had weekends. Real weekends, where I could do human-being things and sleep in. I knew where my next paycheck was coming from. That was the starting point for me. I’d achieved relative financial and professional stability (never underestimate the power of a steady paying job). Now I could focus on my internal life. Nourish my soul. Find my magic again.

I needed to remember who I was outside of external accomplishments and hard work—both of which I love if I’m completely honest, but a woman, especially a wild brown woman, can’t survive on external achievements alone. I needed to return to a deeper way of living, one that didn’t have me skating across the surface of life in a desperate attempt to please those who held my future in their hands. I could slow down and relish each moment as it unfolded. So, there I was, ready to dive head-first into my latest adventure of self-healing and self-discovery—a time I had been fantasizing about for years, so much so that it was the only thing that got me through my work sometimes.

There was only one problem. No sooner had I embraced my desire to reawaken my inner magic, than I’d been forced to confront one shocking secret: I was addicted to busy. I literally couldn’t slow down. I was used to long days and quick meals. Even shoulder pain from hunching over my desk felt like a normal part of my life, as did the inevitable griping over the proverbial water cooler at the office. I couldn’t believe it. Me, the woman who, even at her most stressed-out and busy, still made time to clean her apartment and do the dishes after every meal. The woman who hated negative talk and gossiping. The woman who insisted on taking Sundays off and going on long walks through the city, because maintaining even a sliver of unstructured time just for myself was essential to my happiness—and my magic. Without even knowing it, I’d succumbed to superficial living by not caring for my body and feeding needless negativity, among other things.

Clearly, finding my way back to myself was going to be harder than I thought. I knew my magic was still there. It’d gotten me this far, after all. I wasn’t so far down the road to mundane living that I couldn’t acknowledge that my current success was due to the personal magic I’d cultivated all these years. It wasn’t gone, just…dormant, tired, in need of tending. But I also knew that if I didn’t start tending it more seriously, it would be gone. That’s what long-term burnout and living inauthentically does. It depletes your magic.

This was when I first learned how hard it could be to live more consciously. I was no stranger to hard work, but I found that I had to get used to the idea of making space for personal wellness, seeing it as something that was just as valuable, if not more so, than my external accomplishments. In fact, all my external accomplishments, I now realize, came from a foundation of stability and self-care. Still, it took time to unlearn the guilt and the sense that I was being lazy I felt whenever I took time to rest or nurture myself—but more on that in the next chapter. It was even harder to let go of concrete or visible measures of growth. As a brown woman in academia, so much of my survival depended on proving my worth, over and over again, through concrete achievements. In fact, I’d realized that graduate school had been a series of check marks for each task completed; now, in my developing bruja lifestyle, I had no tangible way of understanding my progress. I only had how I felt, which made things difficult. I’d spent the greater part of the last few years second-guessing every feeling, every instinct I’d had because of imposter syndrome. The silencing I endured as a woman of color in the white space of higher education kept me from trusting my intuition.

So, I started blogging on the magic of everyday life. I needed a way to understand what made me happy and what didn’t. I needed to find my voice outside of my professorial life. My writing has always been a source of healing and power for me, so it made sense that it would play an integral part in my journey back to my magic. I made a list of the things that blocked my energy—too many people, not enough quiet time, for example—and worked on eliminating them from my life. These things were actively making me feel tired, anxious, and heavy. Okay, so I knew what wasn’t good for me. Then, I went about exploring what was.

Each day, once I committed to that first year of reclaiming my magic, I wrote a blog post, taking no more than twenty minutes to do so, reflecting on the things that made me happy. I filled my blog with recipes, pictures, and creative musings on simple pleasures and the difficulties of trying to carve out a more magical life for yourself in a world that would prefer you to be numb inside and therefore easier to manage. Even talking about the darker aspects of magic (what I call “everyday gothic”) or living in a world that doesn’t always value Divine Feminine energy was cathartic. Even posting imperfect work was delightful for me. Perfection had become an ugly cage that held me back from taking risks, both on the page and in my life. I reclaimed my power with each word I wrote. I also learned how to get more comfortable articulating my mestiza roots and exploring my culture on my own terms rather than performing what mainstream white culture or other mestiza voices wanted my relationship to my culture to look like.

I found others like me—people looking to reconnect with their natural mysticism and eschew mainstream culture. Mixed-raced people quietly exploring what that meant to them. Recovering academics rediscovering the joys of creating. It was a relief to know that I wasn’t the only one struggling to return to my true self. These people made me feel brave. Gradually, one post at a time, one day at a time, I was able to return to myself. I started small, cultivating an awareness of what gave me energy and what took it. Gradually, I came to understand that each thing I had to let go of was intrinsically tied to three basic things I had to unlearn in order to create space for magic: Toxic Patriarchy, Performative Extroversion, and Mindless Busy.




Things I’ve Had to Unlearn

They seem so obvious now, but at the time, I was so entrenched in these social constructs that I couldn’t seem to find my way outside them. Once I began to heal my relationship with myself, it was as if I had woken from a deep sleep. I could see these constricting ideologies like strands in a spider’s web trying to pin me down.


Toxic Patriarchy

This is pretty much what it sounds like: any system or belief that mindlessly promotes toxic masculinity as the ultimate form of power. There is such a thing, after all, as healthy masculinity. Just look at the Emperor card in the tarot, or a good father. Each of them is a benevolent masculine force caring for those he loves. Toxic patriarchy, on the other hand, is all about control. Control over women’s bodies, minds, and actions, not to mention anything that smacks of traditionally feminine traits, like one’s emotional or internal lives. In fact, it has an unhealthy control over men’s bodies, minds, and actions too—and it does so to people who don’t conform to the gender binary! This is an ideology, in short, that is harmful to people of all genders because it privileges extroversion, aggression, and force over more subtle forms of expression or empowerment.

I considered myself to be very in-tune with my feminine side, having grown up in a home that valued talking about our emotions, listening to our instincts, and finding wisdom in the dreams we’d had the night before. That said, I found that when I was in the wider world, I’d begun to shut down that part of myself in order to survive. As a minority in higher education—an institution that at its worst is designed to reinforce and privilege white, able-bodied, heteronormative cisgender patriarchy—I found myself continually apologizing for my presence there. Yes, I had allies, many of them who are still my good friends today. But that didn’t change the fact that, as a twenty-something mestiza studying 18th Century British Literature, of all things, I was an anomaly in the Ivory Tower. In the worst cases, anything I did that was vaguely emotional was written off as female hysteria by some of my closest advisors. If I was too friendly, and I was labeled an overly-sexual woman of color.

Things like close-knit family relationships were viewed as hindrances to furthering yourself in your profession, rather than an important part of your life. Unstructured or personal time was for lazy people. And forget taking care of yourself. Shoulder and neck pain from poring over books and back pain from sitting too long were like badges of honor for a hard-working scholar.

This was all the dark side of this experience, of course, and certainly plenty of good came of that time too. However, these toxic patriarchal messages were subtle and persistent, and, because I was so unconscious of them, I began to feel guilty when I took time for myself. I became numb to cope with the stress of feeling like I couldn’t express my emotions without it devaluing my work. All in all, I look back on that time and realize I could have been an emotional, intuitive, self-care-focused woman, if only I had recognized the destructive ideologies at work and consciously countered them as I do now. But my impostor syndrome was so strong, as was the power of presumed incompetence, a term that means that anyone who isn’t a white man in academia is assumed to be automatically incompetent. As a result, the more I felt called out for presumed incompetence or seemingly unprofessional behavior, the more I embodied those perceptions of myself.

Once I allowed myself to feel what I needed to feel, however, and acknowledged how divorced I’d become from the Divine Feminine within me, I began to heal. Better still, I found friends across gender expressions who experienced the same thing and took comfort in knowing that they, too, were committed to reclaiming their inner magic. Individually we learned that the destructive power of toxic patriarchy was in disconnecting us from ourselves and from forming healthy relationships with others. Together, we could resist toxic patriarchy and promote a healthier, more holistic form of education and relational living.
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