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To those who have ever felt they do not belong on the lands that were taken from their ancestors; to the ancestors who persevered despite the obstacles they faced; to all the grandmothers who preserved the rituals they watched their own mothers craft; to my parents, who showed me that resilience is my relative; to Madre Tierra, who has showered me with healing and peace; to my sisters and brother, who have uplifted me with cheers and prayers; to my husband, whose kindness and love have allowed me to seek kindness and love toward myself—it is through all of you that the words in this book exist; it is because of you that I write this book.

Tlazohcamati.
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If you do not let them know who you are, they will make up tales of you. They will assume and shape-shift you into a creature of their own making. They will paint you with pale tones of Eurocentric beauty standards. They will press in every curve, every belly roll that rebels against our fatphobic culture. They will overwork you until your spine cracks, because here, in this society, you must carry the scar to prove you are worthy. They will insist that you be obedient and do not cuss. But justified anger gets a kick from saying “fuck” or “shit.” They will don muted colors on you, even though your spirit is vibrant in color like the lands of your ancestors. They will tell you to slow dance, even though your feet swing up to every cumbia song. They will smear you with religion and tell you God is found only in holy cathedrals, even though you see God in everything. They will clamp the shackles of purity on you when they don’t understand what true purity means, thinking virginity equals virtue. They will take away the embroidery, the braids, the huaraches, the Nahuatl from your tongue, and tell you that you can live here, but only if you forget who you are. They will tell you to stay, but never let you live.


If you do not let them know who you are, they will make up tales of you.

If you do not let them know who you are, they will make up tales of you.



“If you do not let them know who you are, they will make up tales of you, mija,” my amá (mother) once said to me. “Do you wish to walk distorted, unrecognized, a stranger to yourself?” She whispered in Spanish as she looked in the mirror, searching for a glimpse of the person she once was. As her sharp eyes met her reflection, a little smirk lifted the corner of her mouth, showing me she still held on to a golden strand of herself. Amá did what she had to do so we could survive, often with limited choices. But her reflection in the mirror told me she did not wish a similar fate for me.


“Hay poder en existir cuando vives con propósito y a propósito, mija.”

(There is power in existing when you live with purpose and on purpose, darling.)

AMÁ



Amá grabbed my hand and stared at me for what felt like eternity. In that moment of gazing at each other, our spirits collided, unraveling centuries of obedience, expectations, and obligations, and weaving together resilience and liberation. We didn’t speak much after she told me those words. We never spoke much back then. Not before I found my own words, not before I became an entire incantation, embodied and raw, not before my tongue found spells and my body a home. I learned from my mother that words don’t always come in sounds or verbal frequencies, at least they didn’t for her. She was never taught to invoke the full power of her voice. Amá showed me that words may come in silent agreements, gestures, and nods, in presentimientos (feelings), in held hands, and silent stares. Silent and spoken words hold power. Yet, it us up to us whether we receive them or let them pass by.


It is through dancing and moving that I tell my story.

It is through singing and chanting that I heal my story.

EMBODIED





The Power of Words

Throughout generations, our words have been silenced. Our spoken and written words have been restricted to appease a colonizer mentality. This system of oppression harms many of us, especially Black and Brown, Indigenous People, Disabled People, LGBTQIA2S+ People and countless more who fall under the label, “other.” Since birth, we’ve been told how we must speak and what words we must never speak. We’ve been tormented into quieting ourselves so we can be safe. The privilege to speak freely, loudly, and honestly was taken from us, just as our land was. For this reason, finding our words, finding a language that speaks to our spirit is challenging but crucial if our stories are to survive.

“Chingate, huey!” (Go fuck yourself, idiot!) This was the phrase that made me fall in love with the power of words. I was twelve years old, living with my family in San Diego, California, the land of the Indigenous Kumeyaay People—the land where I was born. Amá had sent me on the ten-minute walk to the local grocery store to get ingredients for a salsa she was making. I skipped into the store, greeted Toño, the owner of Tres Amigos Supermercado, and bought my ingredients. On my way back home, a black Honda with tinted windows slowed as it approached me. A voice from the window of the car said, “Hey! Need a ride, chiquita?” I looked up to see a pair of predatory eyes moving from my face down to my growing preteen body. His filthy mouth nearly ruined the word chiquita (little girl) for me. In my culture, chiquita is a term of endearment for young kids or for sweet talking a loved one. For this man, it meant something different.
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The words just flew out of my twelve-year-old mouth. “Chingate, huey!” (Go fuck yourself, idiot!)

I know, right? A twelve-year-old knowing such words… I had no idea my tongue possessed so much fire until that moment. I just wanted him to stop bothering me. The catcaller scrunched up his eyebrows, opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Defeated, he rolled up his window and drove away.

In that moment, I had summoned the fury of my ancestors with my words. I’m not the kind of person who would normally tell someone to go and fuck themselves, but I am proud I stood up for myself, and I know my ancestors are, too. I could have stayed silent, embarrassed by my growing body, my head cast down the entire walk home. Instead, I shot words from my mouth like flaming arrows to ward off evil. I only use that kind of strong language when I need to protect myself. When I do, I fire it off to show quien muerde mas fuerte (who bites the strongest).

Words can awaken the brujx/e in us. (The word brujx/e is a gender-nonconforming term reworked from the Spanish “bruja/o,” witch or sorcerer. It’s pronounced brew-hex) Your inner brujx/e can summon forgotten powers and ancient wisdom. In our modern, colonized society, we are pressured to alter our appearance, our customs, and even our dialect. We’re taught we cannot say “no,” and that “yes” buys us approval. We’re taught to say “sorry,” when we have no reason to apologize. Sometimes, shame makes us choke down our words. But words have a way of rising from the deep caves within. In this book, I’ll show you how to harness the liberating incantations on these pages and embody the forces around and within you so you can become who you were always meant to be. When we reclaim our words and awaken our brujx/e powers, without shame or resistance, no one will ever be able to silence us or keep us down again.


I am but a simple prayer, cracked open and pouring.

A spell that has manifested.

The stream that becomes the ocean.

The candle that melts into a burning fire.

The feather that harnesses the air.

The pebble that creates a road.

The spirit living between bones and purpose.






Incantations Are Our Liberation

The incantations in this book are concoctions of carefully crafted words or prayers to be used as magical spells of empowerment. We speak, hum, scream, or feel an incantation to provide an intentional outcome. They reflect parts of ourselves back to us. They invoke the deep energy of our spirit that is longing for expression. They trigger memories and invigorate our bodies. Memory is only a speck in the vast landscape of who we are, but the body—the body is made from ancient elements. It holds the wisdom of the universe. As we navigate life, the simplest of incantations moving through our bodies can inspire, motivate, liberate, and guide us.


I call upon the forces of my ancestors. May their sacred wisdom and resilience guide me as I break barriers in this moment when others wish for me to be small and silent.



Incantations awaken our magic. With the power of words, we become conjurers, bringing our wildest dreams to life. These are not merely affirmations. The incantations in this book were crafted from the wisdom of my ancestors, the ancient knowledge of nature, and the fierceness of my spirit. I invite you, dear friend, to harness the incantations that speak to your spirit, protect and love like your ancestors, awaken your body, and connect you to all that is or ever was.


I sing to prove nothing and to surrender everything.

I chant to find a home for the words that forgot they are my own.







A Warning

The incantations in this book are powerful and should be used with profound care and respect. With each incantation, you are summoning ancient wisdom to come to your aid and help you release that which does not belong to you. My hope is that your life will grow and change as you integrate these practices into your life. You might notice reduced stress, more beauty, less drama, and higher self-worth.

Incantations are not about false positivity. I acknowledge our human right to feel anger, sadness, frustration, stress, or even boredom. There is a difference between letting our shadow emotions dictate our lives and fully feeling them, allowing them to move through us so we can release them. Toxic positivity has no place between these pages, nor in our sacred practices. It is important to be honest with yourself as you explore the incantations in this book. Find what resonates with you, modify as necessary to fit your unique human experiences and needs, and leave the rest.




Our Embodiment Garden

Our body is our garden. Our skin carries ancient memories, just like the crust of the earth. Salt water surrounds the cells in our bodies, carrying the life-nurturing magic of the oceans. We hold fire in our bellies, capable of breaking down nutrients to keep us strong and alive. The wind in our lungs is the same as the air that lifts eagles’ wings as they soar in the sky. When we embody incantations, we are planting seeds that strengthen, nurture, and enlighten every cell in our beings. Embodiment helps us connect to one another and our surroundings. (More on this later.)


I am both rational and spiritual

But never more rational than spiritual

My mind and body understand

But my spirit always knows







Anyone Can Embody These Incantations

No matter your background, race, religion, age, or how you identify, this book is here for all. It is my belief that no matter who we are or where we are from, we have all been harmed by the colonial capitalist ghost that I call Fodonga (a Spanish word used to describe someone who is gross, filthy, dirty, grimy, or lazy). Fodonga has been taunting us with its screams, deceit, and archaic rules for many decades. It is time we liberate ourselves from Fodonga’s grip.

If you’ve ever been silenced or ignored, if you’ve been forced into shame or are feeling disconnected from yourself and others, this book is for you, dear friend. It’s an invitation to befriend yourself. To those who were taught that “calladita/o/x te ves mas bonita/o/x” (you look prettier by being silent), let these offerings break the chains around your voice. The practices, exercises, and rituals in this book will remove the bonds from your wings so you may fly again. Between these pages, we will banish Fodonga, no matter how scary it may seem.


Maybe it’s not about being brave.

Maybe it’s about being afraid and doing it anyway,

Because we deserve to see what could be.



Travel with me through portals of self-discovery, self-awareness, creativity, reclamation, and the healing of generational trauma. It is my wish for you that on this path, you’ll reunite with your own forgotten and lost words so you can reclaim your purpose and magic. Our words have the ability to dismantle systems that have polluted our mind, body, and spirit. It is time for you, dear friend, to reclaim your words.





How to Use This Book

Incantations Embodied is offered in four parts. Each part has its own chapters, which I call “offerings.” These offerings will take you on specific pathways of healing, growth, resistance, and self-compassion. On the first page of each offering, you will find an illustration that is meant to act as a portal into your quest. Take a moment to meditate on each illustration, pay attention to the emotions that come up for you, notice any intuitive feelings rising within you as you invite the illustration into your being. Allow yourself to be an open channel, letting the image flow through you and simmer in your bones, your spirit, and your heart. To increase accessibility, I have included descriptions for each illustration. You can find these descriptions in the appendix at the end of the book.

Beneath the illustration at the beginning of each offering will be two incantations: a long one and a shortened one (one that is easier to memorize or write on a note where you can see it every day). Each incantation is specifically written for that offering. Let the words infuse your spirit. Let them bring up what needs to come up. Explore what needs to be explored. Acknowledge that each incantation is a spell that is meant to break open the shell that traps you so you can liberate your spirit.

Throughout this process, I welcome you to alter, rewrite, or do what you please with any incantations offered in this book. They will adapt to the spirit of the person receiving them. You may change each incantation to make it suitable for your own needs. You will want to keep an embodiment journal to write or draw your own spells, observations, and responses to the journal prompts throughout this book. I have left room for you to draw and write within these pages, but you may find you need more space, so a journal is a good companion.

Each offering contains an embodiment exercise, a practice, and a ritual. They contain the potential for profound healing, connection, and empowerment. As with the incantations, these exercises, practices, and rituals may be modified to fit individuals with all abilities, experiences, and lineages. They are guides to encourage you to start your own loving practice within yourself.

At the end of each offering, you will see another illustration. Unlike the initial illustration, which is a portal to the journey ahead, the ending illustration is a reflection of what you’ve just read. It is the visual of the energy you’ve embodied after absorbing the offering. Take a moment to meditate upon this illustration, feel its energy, and welcome it into your body and spirit. Journal about your experience.

Every word offered in this book has been intentionally offered to help you fall in love with yourself and all that you are.


Loving myself is not just an act of kindness to my body.

Loving myself is a revolutionary stand against a patriarchy that continuously tells me there is nothing to love about myself.






Your Bruja Guide

I am Kimberly Rodriguez, illustrator, poet, writer, child of immigrants, and bruja from the ancient lands of Nayarit, Mexico, where my ancestors and relatives, the Wixáritari, the Náayeri, and the O’odham Indigenous Peoples still live (among other Indigenous groups). My childhood was spent translating for my Spanish-speaking parents and caring for my younger siblings while our parents worked two or three jobs to provide for us. Words and art literally saved me. And they continue to teach me. I am an Indigenous Chicana whose parents migrated from the lands of their ancestors and were called “immigrants” by those who stole sacred land. It is through my healing and reconnection to my lineage that I am here to guide you in reclaiming the parts of you that were stolen. I come to you now as someone who has reclaimed my voice and my space to dream, explore, and express. I offer the same opportunity for you, dear friend.

I am a being who loves in two different languages, sees in two different languages, and explores in two different languages. I have lived in two different worlds my whole life. With my knowledge of love and magic across barriers, I am here now to guide you through your personal discovery viaje (journey) with the intent to empower you to live a life of authenticity, true to the magnificent imprint of who you are.

Note: Those who struggle with trauma should always seek out a professional who can help with coping techniques whenever possible. However, with the lack of accessibility to health insurance, I’ve had to figure out ways to help myself cope. I am not a psychologist, a therapist, nor a doctor. I am someone who has had to become resourceful when it comes to my physical and mental health. These exercises, practices, and rituals are not meant to replace professional therapy nor medical treatment. Rather, they are meant to be helpful companions to any treatment plan you make with professionals.
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I heal for the grandmothers who couldn’t find a safe space to do so.

I heal for the mothers who didn’t have the privilege of time to do so.

I heal for the fathers who were not taught the softness to do so.

I heal for the Earth who has taught me the importance of doing so.
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Offering One [image: ] Desenredar (Unravel)



Incantation

I befriend the pain. It no longer consumes me. I remember I am a shape-shifter, a recreationalist. I know only expansiveness. I take each moment, each memory, and create strength. I allow myself to fully exist through every sensation and emotion. I do not need to hold back, overlook, or be passive. I grant myself full permission to unravel and be as I am—as my most beautiful, chaotic, and enchanting self.




Shortened Incantation

I expand beyond measure, for I do not need to shrink myself to feel loved or accepted. I see myself for who I am and wish to be, and I find beauty in me.










[image: ] Desenredar, Una Fábula


Before they are born, Madre Divina sits her Earth-bound children in her lap. She uses her long, soft fingers to comb their hair. She hums as she braids their celestial hair, singing melodies of triumph, wisdom, peace, struggle, serenity, home. Her voice forms golden strands that contain the ancient wisdom of the stars, the rhythms of Earth, its seasons and cycles, the cleansing power of the rain, the deep secrets of the ocean, and the tales trees tell one another as they whisper through their roots. Madre Divina weaves these golden strands filled with all of her wisdom, comfort, security, strength, and love into the hair of her children, forming a celestial braid.

“It’s here when you need it. I’m always here with you.” Madre Divina sings as her children move through the portal of life and into the world. Madre Divina knows her children may forget that they hold all the magic, wisdom, and infinite power of the universe in those celestial braids. So, she sings to them, “Desenredar” (Unravel).


Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)



Once upon infinity, a sacred child forgot the gifts of Madre Divina. This child was told to dress in a particular way, not too bold, not too bright. She stayed quiet to please her earthly family. But when she was alone, in a secret place in the woods, she would adorn her hair with flowers, wear bright colors, sing loudly, play in the mud, and dance with the trees. Madre Divina danced with her. The child made the wind blow as she moved through the woods with her Madre, a force at one with nature.

As this divine child grew, she learned about the expectations of the world. These expectations were like needles, draining the essence from the child. Every disapproving adult comment that pierced her when she shined too brightly, every admonishment, every judgmental glare, it all pulled her away from who she truly was, further and further. The color slowly faded from her face. Eventually, that color faded from her world. When this divine child came into the world, she knew who she was and what she had to offer. But she was forgetting.

Madre Divina wept at the child’s gray appearance as her essence drained from her once rosy cheeks. She hummed to the child, making the golden strands she weaved into her hair vibrate like strings on a harp. They glowed golden around the child’s head. The child was so distraught, she couldn’t hear Madre Divina’s song. She couldn’t see the golden strands glowing above her head. Her shoulders hung low and her head sank in loneliness and disconnection.

One day, the child decided to leave Earth. She walked to the woods and lay on the ground. Her tears trickled down, offering water to the roots beneath. Again, Madre Divina hummed to her child. This time, the golden strands from before her birth vibrated with so much power, the roots in the ground pulsed, echoing Madre Divina’s song:


Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)



The child felt the vibration of Earth as it harmonized with her celestial braid. The harmony resonated through her entire being until she finally heard Madre Divina’s words.


Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)



The celestial braid unraveled, giving the child access to the profound love, strength, courage, and wisdom of Madre Divina, which had been with her since before she was born. She ran her fingers through the strands, remembering who she was, reconnecting with her divinity. The braid pushed like roots against Earth, propping up the child.

As the child remembered the treasures weaved into her from Madre Divina, the color came back to her face. The child looked around and saw bright, colorful flowers all around her, growing from the humming roots in the ground. Her fingers grasped the soil as she sat and watched the woods with the same wonder as before. She listened to the song of Madre Divina vibrating through the trees, the flowers, and her wild, unraveled hair.

The child danced in the woods in celebration of remembering the divine gifts from Madre Divina. Earth and the stars danced with her.


Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)

Desenredar (Unravel)



She never again forgot Madre Divina’s song.
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Mi amá (my mother) taught me how to braid my hair as soon as my fingers could coordinate with one another. She said braids are the easiest hairstyle to do in a hurry. Maybe she just didn’t know what to do with my thick, cascading locks. One could weave an entire wardrobe with all the hair on the heads of my siblings and me. Braids were accessible, easy, and tamed “the greñas,” the name my mom gave to the tangled strands that refused to stay in place. She’d stand me in front of a mirror as her tired, rough hands slid down my long hair. My mother would grab three strands of hair and say, “Presta atención, agarra un pedazo de mechón con este dedo y este mechón con el otro dedo, luego los enroscas debajo de cada mechón” (Pay attention, grab a piece of hair with this finger and this hair with the other finger, then twist them under each hair). She was masterful at weaving the strands together.

[image: Image]

As she molded my unruly locks into a thick, beautiful braid, I could hear her release a deep sigh. The sigh surrounded me in a blanket of comfort and care. I don’t know if her sigh came from the simple comfort she found in braiding her children’s hair, or if braiding our hair was the only sense of control she felt in her life. As Amá braided my hair, her continuous sighs felt like a thousand little releases, like something heavy was coming undone. It was as if Amá’s spirit was unraveling all the heaviness she ever carried as she weaved the strands of my hair.

Growing up, I came to understand the hidden meanings of the sighs I heard from both my parents. There was a rhythm to them, like waves of the ocean. They breathed a sigh in the quiet moments in our house, another after a long day at work, another as they tucked us into bed, a soft lullaby soothing us to sleep. But not all sighs were ones of comfort and quiet. Some were of exhaustion from how hard they worked for our survival.

I come from a lineage that has persisted, despite the atrocities of colonialism. However, in that persistence, we’ve had to endure pain, loss, and trauma. This undercurrent of suffering has followed my ancestry throughout each generation like an unrelenting phantom we can’t shake. I am a detribalized Indigenous Mexican woman whose parents migrated to a land that belonged to their ancestors before colonizer borders turned us into outcasts. As I loudly state, “I am still here, we are still here, we have never left, we have survived,” there is an inherited longing that aches, pulling at us all, refusing to be ignored; an ache for the belonging our ancient ancestors felt before their land was stolen.

It is my sacred responsibility to break the harmful cycles that have haunted the generations of my family. I believe that if we wish to remove the binds of a pain that have manipulated and distorted our perception of ourselves and our world, then we must unravel our generational trauma. Many families are plagued by psychological and emotional wounds that are passed down through generations.

I grew up confused about how I felt toward my mother, not knowing whether to run to her or run from her. But that’s the thing about generational trauma, it will have you running in circles thinking dizziness is just a way of life. Our perception of ourselves is a reflection of how we were raised and what we grew up believing. However, I came to understand that there is a vast difference between the lies of generational trauma and the truth of who we actually are.

I know Amá never meant to be cruel in her times of frustration. Yet, at times, she spoke to us as if we had no feelings. Her tongue was like a whip, lashing us with words that cut to the bone. Perhaps this is how many undocumented parents see their children—as brick walls that do not crumble, no matter how many verbal tornados of insults and disapproval are hurled at them. We were expected to just take it, because our parents had to endure the same or worse from their parents. To them, it was a “normal” thing to do.
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