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What people are saying about


Conjuring Dirt


Learning about magic can sometimes feel a little like reading a cookbook, but Conjuring Dirt manages to take an underserved and humble aspect of folk magic and give it new life. Taren acts as a tour guide or museum docent to the world of soils and dirts deployed for sorcerous purposes. This isn’t a by-the-numbers sort of tour, though, as Taren enlivens informative sections on graveyard dirt or working at the crossroads with stories drawn from history, folklore, and her own life. You learn about the uses of dirt taken from church grounds or courthouses, but also get the back story on a Beaufort, South Carolina politician who feared that people were hexing him using dirt from a local burnt-down church. She discusses using dirt from an enemy’s garden, and takes you to New Orleans and the “Father of the Garden District,” whose own botanical bounty was stolen away by his neighbors, piece by piece after his wife died. Like the very best guidebooks or local excursions, you’re accompanied by someone who answers your questions before you even ask them and who has a tale to tell, about every stop along the way that makes you feel like you’re getting the inside scoop. As a practical guide it’s full of useful tidbits, too, but the stories are what will keep you coming back to this compact-but-captivating little book.


Cory Thomas Hutcheson, author of New World Witchery: A Trove of North American Folk Magic


Sincere and “down to earth”, Taren’s Conjuring Dirt is an excellent beacon leading us to old and powerful magic that is just beneath our feet. I have worked in the magic of boneyard dirt, gravestone and other dust, purpose, place, and event soil for over 35 years and I attest to its power. The soil is the digested wisdom of everything and everyone that has ever lived. It remembers and holds immense power as the ever-present foundation, garden, dancefloor and pathway for every foot, hoof, fin, belly that has ever walked, slithered, ran or rooted on earth. It is giver of nutrients for all the bodies of life, the final resting place of ancestors, and the accumulative dust of the ancients - dinosaurs, mammoths, redwoods, and humans. Everything we need rests on it, in it, or is composed of it. Could there ever be a more potent and ancient resource for effective conjure and witchery?


Orion Foxwood, traditional witch, southern and Appalachian conjure-man, Faery Seer, and author of Mountain Conjure and Southern Rootwork


A fascinating and worthy work. Taren has helped shed new light on a topic too long forgotten underfoot. Sweeping across broad topics and workings Taren still manages to make this book personal and immediate. You will not find here work only for the “professional” or the “expert”, although they too will gain from this, no, this book reaches out to not only those just starting out but also those with some experience who are looking to dig deeper. I remain warmed that she took me as a reader not just into the work but also her personal journey, path, and life. She does, in fact, give you dirt on this venerable topic.


Professor Charles Porterfield, author of Hoodoo Bible Magic
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Foreword


I met Taren in the winter of 2021 during an online magical conference where we both were presenters in our respective fields – me in Rootwork and she in Crossroads Magick. To be clear neither one of us attended the other’s presentation; we met in the “meet and greet” virtual room where I was able to share with Taren that I read her book, Hoodoo in the Psalms, and my appreciation of the agency she gave to the descendants of African slaves who created Hoodoo. And the rest is history, right? Not quite.


She and I have grown and bonded through space and time since that moment. Regular video chats with both of us being on the opposite sides of the country that could easily last hours or until one of our phones (usually mine) needed charging. Taren has invited me to present, virtually, to her coven or to participate in a conversation with her coven, (which I thoroughly enjoyed) she has interviewed me for her YouTube channel, and a friendship/sisterhood has been and is being cultivated.


Taren asked me if I would be willing to write the foreword to her new book Conjuring Dirt: Magick of Footprints, Crossroads, and Graveyards. Of course, I replied with a resounding “Yes!”. As a Rootworker, I grow as many of the herbs as possible for use in my work. I never really thought of the dirt as a tool to be used outside of growing things in it. Using dirt was not something I was called to do – then I remembered the mason jar full of red dirt from Georgia that I collected which currently lives on my ancestor altar!


Apparently, my Georgian ancestors wanted to feel their dirt in their space. Yes, this book has shown me various perspectives of using many types of dirt. Now, mind you I was raised in Detroit by a southern-bred mother…dirt was something we kept out of the house and off the front and back porches. Taren has challenged me to view dirt in a special way, after all dirt connects us all.


Dirt leaves behind the energy of the person who stepped in it. Using dirt from footprints creates an opportunity to harm or to bless. That choice is up to the practitioner. Dirt is becoming a more important part of my practice. Knowing that a little goes a long way from gravestone scrapings to even scraping the dirt in between concrete slabs in front of a bank (I live in Detroit – a major city) these collected dirts can go a long way depending on how creative I can be with my rootworking. And I am incredibly creative.


Thanks to Taren’s storytelling acumen, she tells her story in a way that made me feel like we are sitting on a veranda in the south, drinking lemonade with sprigs of mint in each glass as she casually tells the story of her life – in part – and anything that would be cautionary would mean an arm grab for inflection. Taren takes you on journey of specific moments in her life where lessons were learned – either good or not so good! In this book are cautionary tales, recipes, proper procedures for collecting dirt, anecdotes, and understanding that no matter where you are, you are standing on dirt and that it is alive with potential.


Taren is NOT a pedantic pontificating writer. Her story flows with lore and worldly examples interspersed in her experiences so the reader sees through her eyes while simultaneously looking around their own sphere and seeing differently the world around them for magical purposes. Her “funky gumbo” makes sense. She gives agency where agency is due.


Taren gives credit to her mentors and is brutally honest about where she comes from and where the magic she uses comes from. She is not an eclectic witch, she is a crossroads witch standing on the dirt and utilizing her knowledge of folk magics, pulling together what is needed, and she challenges the reader to do the same. She challenges the reader to gather what you may need so you have what you will need when you need it, but only if you are called to it. If you did not know before, you will know upon reading this book that Taren’s magical practice is her life. It’s what she does daily.


Taren’s explanation of the crossroads is almost poetic. As a person who stands in the crossroads myself, in order to bridge two worlds, there were times when I needed to sit with something I read and say “Holy smokes, I never thought of it that way!”. It is my hope that you, the reader, will uncover new information, apply it to old information and gain a deeper understanding of your dirt and what you can do with it. Go collect your dirt!


Krystal Athena Hubbard


Bridging Worlds Botanica


Detroit, Michigan









Preface


My Dirt


Before you read my words, I need you, the reader, to get a flavor for the dirt that I personally stand upon. What lead me to the point that I am writing this book and why I felt so deeply compelled to do so. My journey to this point is definitely not a straight line unless you count two lefts, a couple of u turns, and a few wrong turns to get to where I stand today.


I am a proud southern conjuring Witch and that is quite a mouth full to say aloud. It took me years to embrace the crossroads I stand upon. My journey to accepting myself, my story, and the land I stand upon was muddled, like any good story.


I grew up in Virginia and North Carolina then migrated to South Carolina and fell in love with the Lowcountry area. The coastal region, the sea islands and the magick drew me in. I was 18 years old when I saw the night lights of Charleston, South Carolina upon the Copper River bridge for the first time and I knew I was home. And now after 40 years of living in and around the region I know where my ashes will be scattered. This is my dirt. My child and grandchild have been born upon this dirt.


Around 14 years old is when my love of the pointy black hat became apparent and gave me quite a sharp turn on my life road. By the time I turned 17 I had found a small group of folk magick / Southern conjure type Witches and practitioners in a nearby town. From there I moved to Charleston, SC, and my studies in magick and folk lore expanded. Also, my love of graveyards really started to develop during this time. I had access to so much history under my feet.


In time I moved to Florence, SC, met Papa Nico, a Haitian Vodou Priest, worked in his shop and he became my mentor. For over 20 years I worked with him daily in his shop and learned about different types of magick from the clients who rely upon the necessities at his botanica. At the same time, I had a coven of Witches coming out to my farm on full moons. Without seeking it, I stood in the crossroads of Traditional Witchcraft, Southern Conjure, Hoodoo and Vodou.


What I realized in this magickal/spiritual journey of mine was that there is a common denominator, dirt. So easy to overlook and yet necessary for every step we take. Through dirt we travel far; sometimes by walking upon it (physical) and sometimes by the journey of the dirt we stand upon (spiritual). Through honor, reverence, and respect, I have walked upon many different dirts and been blessed beyond measure with these connections.


Now, dear reader, look down at the dirt you stand upon and begin your own journey. Remember my words, be inspired, and create a path that is as unique as you.


May your travels take you where you need to be.


Taren S









Chapter 1


Dead, Divine, Sacred


Dead Things


I like dead things. Not freshly or mostly dead, but the truly dead. The remnants of life’s essences that lingers within the physical realm and at times seeks to reconnect with the familiar of life we could have or might have known in the physical world. The body we walked with, the hands we held, the cheeks we stroked; skin and flesh depart bone and with time bone turns to silt. What remains after the bones have turned to dust and become apparent only through an energetic connection.


The whispers of forgotten voices in the wind that you can almost hear, a sudden chill when entering a space that tingles energetically in an unfamiliar yet almost familiar way, a lingering scent of signature perfume that wafts by, reminding you of a family member – these are the connections to the Dead that are around us every day. We just need to allow our sixth sense to reveal they have not left us.


As a nine-year-old girl, I not only heard the dead and other worldly spirits, but I talked to them. I remember days walking through the graveyard and laying flowers upon the graves and the conversations that I had with each of the occupants. While I don’t remember exactly the content, I had deep dialogues with spiritual residents, seeking to know if they wanted the wildflower bundle I had just picked, or if they deserved it.


As an adult looking back, the line between reality and child fantasy seems too blurred. Today, I am biased with rationales. I imagined the dead or I channeled the dead or the dead appeared before me. There’s no way to know for sure. All I can say is that as a child, I was unafraid to walk through the graveyard in Virginia on the way from school to home. If the dead were available to commune, I would’ve been there communin’. Some people have grandparents, mothers, friends waiting for them after school, and while I had those things, I also had the graveyard to myself. Those surreal moments make me believe that it was all true.


No matter what happened back then, I’m alive now. The present moment is all we have. One day, I will be gone to the grave, ashes scattered to the four corners, returning to the great cycle of life, death, and more life. The process of dirt magick remembers the life sustaining elements within as it obscures the line between decomposition and new growth. When we participate in dirt magick, we do so with reverence for the natural force and mystery that it is.


Dirt reminds us that our physical makeup is made of matter, but we also know that within us lays a measurable amount of energy. Energy is indestructible and does not dissipate. Though a piece of ice can be melted, it cannot be destroyed. Only the form has changed. It becomes water, which can change to smaller particles (steam) or bonded to create ice. Our bodies will be forgotten by all in a physical sense of the former, but we look to the flowers, the weeds, the trees, the moles, the earthworms, the bricks made from mud, the dust storms out West and pollen-covered cars knowing that life does, indeed, go on.


The lesson is no one can make something into nothing. Energy is eternal. The secret of life cannot be explained in material terms. Life can reproduce, but it cannot be created. As energy is indestructible, it is logical to assume that the essence of life is indestructible. There are no reasons why life should merely cease because its material instrument has ceased to function. Death happens when life has withdrawn. It now functions on another plane of existence.


The distinguished scientist Sir Oliver Lodge once declared his hypothesis, “… that they (the dead) are all around us in what we call the ether of space rather than in matter; that intercommunication is still possible…” It is well to remember that we are immortal spirits in temporary association with the material.




To one who believes, no explanation is necessary


To one who doubts, no explanation is possible





Before I knew of Sir Oliver, my granny told me that I could commune with the spiritual realm because I held the gift of the Veil. I was somehow connected to liminal spaces and the voices of the dead is what she revealed to me. Full disclosure, she warned me not to seek these otherworldly connects, but remember, I was bold and without the censures of society norms.


I spent many summers with my granny outside of Little Rock, Arkansas, on a rural generational farm. The week I visited occurred during her church’s children’s summer program or vacation Bible school. We spent the week gluing painted macaroni shells on printed copies of Jesus’s face, and when home, I helped granny in her garden, listening to her tell stories.


My affinity with dead and dark entities and energies expanded, working with her in the dirt, hearing her warnings about the crossroads and the rules when traveling through particular crossroads. She told me to respect the dark man in the crossroads and sometimes to fear him. I remember her whispering this to me several times. Granny helped develop my affinity with dead and dark entities and energies unknowingly.


I was thirteen years old when my granny and I were walking down the dirt road back to her house after visiting a friend of hers. On the way, we took the scenic way. “Enjoy the perfect summer afternoon breeze,” she told me. The walk was pleasant, and I listened to her fret about the forth coming church cookbook that did not include all the recipes she had summitted. Granny took her recipes and prayers profoundly seriously.


The visit was short, and we started back when granny realized we were running a little behind. She turned and looked quite sternly at me. “We are gonna take a short cut back to the house, but we have to cross through one of the Devil’s crossroads. Nothing to be afraid of if you don’t look back when walking through” she told me. “We will say the first seven verses of Psalm 91 aloud when we get to the center”, was her further instruction.




1 He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.


2 I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress: my God; in him will I trust.


3 Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome pestilence.


4 He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust: his truth shall be thy shield and buckler.


5 Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day;


6 Nor for the pestilence that walketh in darkness; nor for the destruction that wasteth at noonday.


7 A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh thee.





I have no idea how many of the Psalms granny had memorized. In my childhood memories I believed she had every verse of biblical scripture in her head. She always had a book, verse, story to cite when making any point worth making. Psalm 91 was one of her go-tos when we needed to bring the light of Divinity closer. Even now when I speak this Psalm aloud, I can hear her voice intoning the words and saying it with me in spirit realm.


Granny was part of the southern primitive Baptist denomination. She would tell me they were the “original Baptist” with strong beliefs in healings, prayer circles and the power in the word of God (the Bible). They were also a racially intergraded church from the early 1800’s which she was quite proud of. She was always part of or planning something at the small country church she attended. Her stories of faith healings and dead folks not really at rest unless you helped them added to my natural affinity towards the netherworlds.


I continued my journeys connecting with spiritual realms as I grew into adulthood. Through research and experience, I learned that there are places that seem to attract spiritual energies and various astral realms. I also came to understand that in some places it accumulates – the strongest places are graveyards, crossroads, and footprints. They all start at the dirt: old graves pushing up trees, footprints left in dirt, and old trodden pathways that we’ve since paved.


Dirt comes with many categories and sub-categories but for this book I am going to talk about three main categories: Graveyard, Crossroads, and Purposeful (Footprint). Various types of dirt have immensely powerful energy and very practical energies for aiding in magickal works. There are some patterns in folk magick communities regarding using dirts in spiritual and magickal applications. Strangers across continents, belief systems, and backgrounds have come up with similar practices.


We can look to history to see how people have interacted and shared with one another, whether by force or generosity. When you are part of the magickal community at-large, you begin to notice that people are doing what appears to be similar or like-minded workings. Trial and error are one way of figuring it out, channeling is another, and the exchange with the community helps. We’re all human, and spirit is spirit. While we are all tied to the life source our understanding of that source will continuously vairy.


There are no lists, however, for the personal connections we create from our own experiences. For example, the dirt of native land, unique “dirts” from places you visit, or natural events like the dust from a volcano. Pop-Up Video reports during an episode featuring Who Will Save Your Soul that the singer, Jewel, carries containers of her native Alaskan dirt with her wherever she goes on tour or travels.


It’s about personal connection, and the type of personal connection that only you have or can create. If you love someone, dirt from their land might be helpful, but think about what it means to you. Did you love that place? Did you have a terrible break-up with that person? The energy associated with the dirt will translate into the story of the working that you do.


Perhaps the energy of home might be the strongest connection to a place with dirt. We bring a tremendous number of valuable emotions to home and being home creates many emotions within us. It is said that home is where the heart is, and that a house is not a home. What happens in the home reverberates to the rest of our lives. It’s that important, and the energy we create at home affects us and the world around us through our experience. Often when people need to fix their lives, they start at home.


In magick, we take it further…we take it into another realm. We use the dirt of home, to change our lives. The reassurance and safety you feel when standing in your family’s kitchen. Even years later after your elders are gone, and the house is quiet when you stand in that spot it all returns. Home dirt represents our story: the story of coming into being, of loving, of learning and growing, of creating a family, of sharing the hearth with our closest friends, of creating pillars of strength and respite in times of trouble.


Magick starts at home in the dirt. My kitchen story is Papa Nico’s botanica. He has been my friend and mentor for almost 30 years now. His botanica is my going home story. When I return and the door opens, I feel like I can breathe deeply and for real. We all need that special place that brings us a sense of wholeness; completely grounded in who you are in that moment.


The magickal feeling you get after a long day, when you come in, greet your pets, family, roommate, partner, or your perfect silence and peace, is the magick we use with home. It’s protecting, comforting, solid. One can rely on the dirt at home, where you can truly be yourself. This magick uses authenticity. Do you want to create a new story, a new job, a new life? Get to know yourself, know deep down what you truly want, and make magick with the dirt beneath your feet.


Divine Dirt


There is something special and sacred about the land we come from. It’s the land our ancestors lived on, the land that has shaped our cultures and identities. And it’s the land we call home. When we embrace our regional, cultural, and ancestral ties to the land, we are tapping into a powerful source of strength, connection and belonging. We are more than our cities, our states and even our countries. Our roots stretch deep back into the land, connecting us to a rich heritage that we can be proud of.


By exploring our regional, cultural, and ancestral ties to the land, we strive to understand and appreciate the ways in which it has shaped us. We also build connections with others who share these ties – communities of people across geographical boundaries that come together around a common bond. And as we celebrate the land that we stand on today, we can find pride in our heritage and the stories it holds. We don’t have to look to other people traditions to find our own because our traditions are right in our backyard and right under our feet.


The land that we are standing on is more than just a place. It’s more than just where our feet rest against the earth or how much grass reaches upwards to our knees. It’s a place that harbors our heritage, our culture, and the history of those who came before us. This is a place that is highly unique to each individual person. For some, it might be the vast open plains of their homeland in Canada or Australia. For others, it might be the crowded streets of an inner city. And for others, it might be a rural farm down a dirt road off a dirt road.


No matter where you are from or what your connection is to the land, it’s important to remember that we all come from somewhere. We all have a connection to the land, whether we realize it or not. Think about your own connection to the land. What does it mean to you? What are your earliest memories of the land you grew up on? What is your favorite place on the land you currently live? Take some time to really think about your connection to the land and what it means to you. It’s a special bond that we all share and it’s important to honor it and embrace it.


Looking back on my childhood, I have always had a deep connection to the land that I grew up on. Whether it was walking through the forests near my house, playing in the grassy fields at the edge of town, or strolling along the seashore, there has always been a sense of peace and calm that I felt when I was connected to the land. Whenever I am troubled or feeling lost, I seek these connections, no matter where I am in the moment.


As an adult, I still feel that same sense of connection. Even though I now live outside a major city, I still try to get out into nature as often as I can. It’s important for me to stay connected to the land and embrace the unique history and culture that I come from. No matter where you are or what your relationship is to the land, it’s important to remember and honor this connection. Embrace your heritage, culture, and ancestral ties to the land we all stand on. As Gandhi once said, “earth provides enough to satisfy every man’s need but not for every man’s greed”. So, let’s make an effort to respect this amazing gift from nature and remember to cherish it always.


When it comes to connecting with the land you stand on, it’s important to remember that there is both good and bad to this relationship. Just as the land can provide us with a sense of peace and calm, it can also be the source of conflict and pain.


For example, while many people might feel a strong connection to their home country, others might have complicated feelings about the land they come from. This is often the case for people who have experienced war or violence in their homeland. In these cases, it’s important to remember that there can be a range of different feelings associated with the land we stand on.


It’s also important to remember that our connection to the land is not static – it can change over time. For example, a person might feel a strong connection to their home country when they are living there, but that connection might change if they move to another country. Similarly, our connection to the land might also change as we experience different life events or meet new people.


Overall, it’s important to remember that our connection to the land is complex and ever-changing. While the land can provide us with a sense of peace and calm, it can also be the source of conflict and pain. It’s important to be aware of both the good and bad when it comes to our relationship with the land we stand on. And remember we can’t run from or ignore the bad – but must instead face it and try to create a better future for ourselves and those around us. Once we know better it is our job to do better.


So, whether you’re embracing the good or dealing with the bad when it comes to connecting with the land you stand on, remember that this dynamic relationship is an important part of our lives. And by embracing the good and dealing with the bad, we can come to better understand our connection to this amazing natural resource. After all, we are all connected to the land – for better or for worse.


Sacred Dirt


Within a handful of dirt we find the entirety of the universe; there is both life and death, instantaneously and simultaneously happening as you are holding it. There are things growing and there are things rotting. The possibility of things to come, and the ending of others. Take a moment to channel possibilities that might be in a handful of dirt.


What comes up in your mind? An entity might be giving you the information, and maybe it is the person, animal spirit, or other worldly entities that now resides, in part, in the dirt. Maybe you receive a message or feeling of comfort or maybe holding the dirt gets you in a space of magickal reverence or spiritual connection to realms unseen. How you use it is up to you.
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