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What people are saying about

Sacred Bones, Magic Bones

This is the best book yet available on its subject, combining as it does three strengths. The first is that it is remarkably erudite and wide-ranging, amassing an enormous amount of information from archaeology, history, travel and world cultures, with a rare especial richness in Hispanic and Inuit examples. The second is that is also manages to be deeply personal, frequently harking to, and sharing, the author’s own experiences. The third is that it is practical, providing ways and means for readers to work this sort of magic for themselves. That range of qualities is unique for this topic and makes it a valuable as well as a delightful work.

Ronald Hutton, historian and author of The Stations of the Sun, The Triumph of the Moon and Queens of the Wild, among others

Sacred Bones, Magic Bones, is a thrilling and surprising journey through time, history, folklore and practise. This is a gem of a book that leaves no stone unturned in its search for meaning and function of working with bones. I was delighted by the depth of history and folklore that Ness covers, and her passion and knowledge for the subject sings from every page. Impeccably researched and beautifully written, this book is a treasure trove of incredible information that is refreshing, new and unlike any other book on the market. I absolutely loved it, it has elevated my relationship with this transformative and magical tool.

Kristoffer Hughes, Head of the Anglesey Druid Order, author of Cerridwen: Celtic Goddess of Inspiration and The Book of Druidry

This is a fascinating exploration of working with bones in the context of the Sacred. With an abundance of historical references and the use of story, myth, ritual and the author’s own tried and tested experience, this book aims to illustrate how deepening our engagement with the bones of all things can help to enrich our relationship with our ancestors, animal guides, deities, the land, and ultimately the core and foundation of our own beings. Whether by bone, antler, horn, shell or fossil, Ness Bosch suggests that these sacred gifts from nature offer an opportunity for a deep soul connection, and a path to healing and transformation.

Philip Carr-Gomm, author of Druid Mysteries

In Ovid’s Metamophosis, the oracle of Themis invited the last people on earth, Deucalion and Pyrrha, to ‘throw the bones of their mother’ over their shoulders in order to repopulate the earth. Here Ness Bosch explores the wisdom of those bones in myth and folklore, restoring to us the ancestral skill of reading the bones.

Caitlín Matthews, author of The Art of Celtic Seership

A fascinating look at the history and spiritual importance of bones and how to work with them. With added insights into discoveries on the Iberian Peninsula, and connections between the ancient goddesses of Europe, Siberia and the British Isles, this is a must-have for anyone interested in working shamanically with the deep past.

Liz Williams, author of Miracles of Our Own Making: A History of Paganism

A fabulous study of chthonic spirituality, Sacred Bones, Magic Bones is both an intimate study of the author’s connection with bones and the spirits who reside within them and a guide for others drawn to the path. Packed with academic research on necromancy and magic in both ancient history and the grimoires of antiquity, Ness Bosch writes in a relatable and informative way, offering practical guidance and endless inspiration for the aspiring bone-worker.

Vikki Bramshaw, author of Dionysos: Exciter to Frenzy and New Forest Folklore, Traditions & Charms

Ness Bosch’s Sacred Bones, Magic Bones is a wonderful overview of the magical history — and present — of the most immediately tangible portals to spirit that we have: our bones. Featuring stories of bones from across various times and cultures, this book offers insight into the significant role that human and animal bones have played throughout the course of human spirituality. Bosch awakens the reader’s awareness to the omnipresence of ancestral memory which reverberates within our very skeletons. Such spiritual memory and power are also held, of course, within the skeletal remains animals and shells lying upon the beach. This knowledge is brought to life through Bosch’s provision of stories, fascinating personal anecdotes, and unique spell suggestions. Sacred Bones, Magic Bones is a resource that guides and reminds the reader of the inter-connectedness of us all, of all people and creatures upon this earth, past, present, and future.

Olivia Church, author of Isis: Great of Magic, She of 10,000 Names and Sekhmet: Lady of Flame, Eye of Ra

Ness Bosch’s book Sacred Bones, Magic Bones brings us back to one of the most ancient forms of magic and witchcraft. Bosch binds together lore, history, and magical uses of the bones that connect us to the ancestors so that we may summon the primal forces of the past to secure our future. This book is recommended for anyone seeking to learn the mysteries of bone magic.

Chris Allaun, author of A Guide of Spirits: The Psychopomp’s Manual for Transitioning the Dead into the Afterlife





[image: image]





Honouring with this book my blood and bones,

those who came before me, my ancestors,

and honouring those who came from me.

To my children, Kiran Alexander,

Lenora Sophia and Duncan Orion.
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Foreword



As a writer devoted to the magical arts, what fascinates me most are those primal and often primordial topics shared by all human beings, what we might call that old bone knowledge. Bone wisdom bypasses the brain. Some knowledge is “in our bones.”

Nothing unites us more than bones. After all, we all have them. We are never not in contact with bones, if only our own. They are quite literally our framework. However, the topic of bones is so much more profound than that. Let me give you a little taste of the feast of bones that Ness Bosch has prepared for you in her brilliant, comprehensive, and insightful book, Sacred Bones, Magic Bones.

Wherever you are, you must leave yourself open to the possibility that you are walking over bones. Human history goes back to an almost unfathomable age. As an example, the human remains found within Austria’s Dragons Cave (Drakenhöhle), renowned for its vast number of cave bear bones, are believed to date as far back as 65,000 years. We are all of us miracles: to be alive means that all of your ancestors — every one of them — managed to survive long enough to reproduce and also that someone protected and cared for helpless babies and children.

People live and people die. The earth is filled with bodies, human and otherwise, some buried with care and ritual, even pomp and circumstance; some surreptitiously hidden away, and others unceremoniously dumped. Some are remembered and some long forgotten. Bones have a way of reappearing, however. There is a permanency to them. Even when everything else has been reduced to ash, sand, or dust, bones or bone fragments persist.

Bones speak. They testify and bear witness. Sometimes bones scream. In Sacred Bones, Magic Bones, bone woman (huesera) Ness Bosch writes eloquently of the mass graves of her native Spain. This is not a history I was taught in school, and I am grateful for the lesson. But mass graves are not something foreign or “other” — there are mass graves on every continent inhabited by humans. Basically, where there are people, there will be mass graves.

We should all be aware of these graves, whether the bones are buried and rendered invisible, such as at Babi Yar (Babyn Yar), a ravine in Kyiv, where Nazis murdered almost 34,000 Jews in September 1941 or whether they are visible and on display as at the memorial park at Choeung Ek, built over the site of a mass grave and intended to memorialize those murdered by the Khmer Rouge in Cambodia’s Killing Fields. Mass graves or unmarked graves are created, hidden, and discovered constantly. They are not things of the past. In October 2022, just shortly before I wrote this foreword, a recent mass grave was discovered in Malawi, believed to contain the remains of dozens of Ethiopians, victims of human trafficking.

Bones speak, even when people can no longer do so. Mass graves reveal secret histories of slavery and inhumanity in the Americas and Australia. In late spring 2021, for example, ground penetrating radar revealed and confirmed the existence of over 750 mass graves in western Canada containing the remains of Indigenous children, some as young as three, who had been forcibly taken from their homes and sent to residential schools, where they perished.

Not all bones reveal such heartache. Sometimes bones reveal secrets now unknown to us, if only because they happened so long ago. Ever since people have been born, they have also died. What to do with the remains has been a major metaphysical and mundane issue ever since.

The story of bones is about more than death and morbidity, however. They are equally about life and living. We typically envision prehistoric people living in caves, but the earliest documented human structures — and thus the earliest documented examples of architecture — are built from mammoth bones. Several of these bone huts have been found in Central and Eastern Europe; the earliest dates to approximately 23,000 BCE. The first time I saw a life-size replica of one of these bone huts at the American Museum of Natural History in New York City, I was a young child. I probably saw it around the same time as I heard my first Baba Yaga story, told to me by my mother. Having seen that bone hut, there was nothing unrealistic or surprising to me about the bone fence surrounding Baba’s home. I’ve visited that replica many times since then, eventually bringing my own children. It still exists and, if you can, I recommend a visit.

While people have historically resided in homes crafted from animal bones, spirits reside in houses made of our bones. Currently, the most famous example of this is witch-goddess Baba Yaga’s hut, surrounded by its fence of human bones, but there are others. Begtse, for example, a Mongolian guardian spirit, resides in a palace constructed of bleached human bones. Think of all the sayings incorporating bones: bone wisdom, bone knowledge, down to the bone, bad to the bone. These bone houses indicate that these spirits mean business and are not to be trifled with.

It’s not just housing. The formidable and majestic goddess Kali wears a necklace of skulls. Mary Magdalene, the controversial, mysterious, and beloved saint, is frequently portrayed with a human skull. It’s part of her official iconography. The sanctimonious explanation is that it’s just a memento mori — an image to help you contemplate death — but other interpretations exist, too. Skulls and bones are emblematic of death and often used to symbolize danger, but they also represent life and lineage. As you will read in Sacred Bones, Magic Bones, you carry your ancestors in your bones. Some sacred beings are bones, such as skeleton saints like Mexico’s Santissima Muerte or Guatemala’s El Rey Pascual.

Bones are believed capable of transmitting the power of sacred beings and are thus treasured and protected, whether these are Christian, or the bone relics found among the cremated remains of Buddhist masters. The desire to possess and control the bones of saints has historically resulted in theft. In 828, Venetian merchants stole the remains of Saint Mark from his resting place in Alexandria, Egypt, for example.

Bones exemplify defiance, humor, and survival, as well as sacred power and secret histories. Consider the reveling skeletons of Mexican Day of the Dead art or the appearance of skeletons in some of the earliest cartoons, such as the “Skeleton Dance,” the very first Disney Silly Symphony. These cartoon skeletons are a by-product of X-ray technology, developed at the end of the 19th century, and which first exposed skeletal structure, making it familiar and accessible in ways that it had never been before. Similarly, ever improving DNA technology allows us to identify otherwise unknown bodies and solve cold cases, even some very old ones.

I have been blessed and privileged to have participated in a working — a soul journey — led and guided by Ness Bosch. Over the years, I have participated in many such journeys, but this one was among the most profound and I still feel its reverberations. It was an ancestral working that answered many questions for me. One of the results of my participation is that I can hear Ness’ beautiful voice in my head and thus the first time I read Sacred Bones, Magic Bones, I could hear the author as if she were reading her powerful words to me. Down to the bone: huesera Ness Bosch is the real deal. This is no superficial book, but one packed with information to ponder and insights worth gnawing on.

My blessings to you as you walk the Path of Bones.

— Judika Illes, author of Encyclopedia of 5,000 Spells, Encyclopedia of Spirits, and other books devoted to the magical arts.





Preface

Oh there are bones, bones, bones, bones

Bones inside of you

Bones, bones, bones, bones

More than just a few

So many you can count them

Amazing but it’s true

There are bones, bones, bones, bones

Bones inside of you.

Count Von Count. (Sesame Street)

Bones, together with the elements of nature, are the building blocks of human spirituality.

The cult of bones and the cult of the ancestors is very old. It dates back long before recorded history, back to prehistoric times. The first rituals ever enacted were born around the dead. When we think of funeral rites our minds immediately go to the Egyptian Book of the Dead or the Tibetan Book of the Dead, however the first rites are not in any book or papyrus. It is the bones themselves that tell us the oldest part of this story. The archaeologists have to interpret them, as if burials were paintings and each element reveals a part of the secrets they hide.

For years I have been following the Path of the Bones. I did not look for this path, I began to follow it seeking to understand my own call to an animistic and shamanic path, without being fully aware of the whole picture and not knowing what I would find. This path took me much further than I expected … I was born on the Island of Menorca, but I grew up in Granada, in Almuñecar, one of the oldest cities in Europe, the ancient Sexi, founded by the Phoenicians. I spent my childhood surrounded by an ancient necropolis, and not too far away, inland, was the largest concentration of Dolmens that exist in Europe. From an early age, I became deeply aware of ancient burial sites. I later learned about the significance of Prehistoric burials in the land of my ancestors. Some weekends my family and I would go looking for marine fossils in the mountains on the West of Granada. My house was so full of them that I even donated some to my school for their geology class. I roamed alone through gorges, near rivers and poplars looking for mushrooms in the wild. In the mountains you always come across bones or other animal remains. I found many bones and entire skeletons of mountain animals, also goats that roamed far away from humans to die. Maybe it is easier to work with bones when you see them often. Even back then, they called to me and fascinated me.

It may seem strange to those unfamiliar with the history of Spain, but I also grew up listening to the stories about human remains that were buried during the Spanish Civil War and the subsequent years of repression. These were the stories that you could only hear in the homes of those who had lost a family member like that or suffered political reprisals. Stories that were silenced and that still hurt today. These are wounds that time is not yet capable of closing. They remain in the collective memory and are transmitted precisely because they hurt. These bones with names and surnames are in anonymous places, in ditches and gorges, in mass graves. Their families still cry for their remains, either because they never found them or because they weren’t allowed to exhume them. Modern governments are too afraid of the stories these bones have to tell and what would happen if they became public. The few mass graves that have been excavated, under pressure from associations that support the struggle of the relatives, have allowed some remains to be named. But not all those who disappeared were anonymous people. For example, many are still crying for Federico Garcia Lorca — asking for justice for the poet from Granada shot during the war. Although the location is known, attempts to find his remains have so far failed. Only his beloved moon knows where he is (He often featured the moon in his poems). Where are your bones, Federico? Although they have a sad story to tell, many of us would like to pay our respects to your bones.

As a shamaness I consider myself a fetish collector, especially of amulets. I also have a predilection for animal parts, especially bones and furs. On my last trip to Iceland, someone gifted me something very special, a piece of whale bone, which now, of course, is on my altar. I am also a collector of shells, which are the exoskeleton of crustaceans. Sometimes I teach people how to create oracles using bones and other elements that are found in nature. I am a Huesera, a Bone Collector, a Bone Woman.

My favourite Goddesses also happen to be bone collectors. There are several deities that we can relate to bones, however, I feel very close to Baba Yaga and The Cailleach. In both their stories we can find bones. The tales about The Cailleach tell that the bones she collects are from a cow that she slaughters every year. I have the impression that this is nothing more than an interpretive filter of the story, and that in reality the bones that The Cailleach collects are actually human. Of course, that is just a personal feeling. Also, with Baba Yaga, we do know the bones around her house were human, it’s very clear in the tales. But I will share with you a story that might help you to understand this too.

Bones are not something out of the ordinary, yet there are still people who fear them. There were cultures that have turned the bones of their ancestors into relics, and those relics were then carried with them from one place to another. Other people buried their dead in their homes to keep them close to their heart and hearth. Bones are magical. Various traditions still use bones in their ritual practices. Just as a place is impregnated with the energy of its inhabitants, somehow the bones conserve the energy of the person they once belonged to. How many bones and relics are still in churches receiving thousands of visitors today? Countless tourists are mesmerised by mummies in museums worldwide. Who do you know who doesn’t wish to go to Egypt to visit the Pyramids and the Valley of the Kings?

For me, and many others, bones entail power. We know that human bones are stolen for magical purposes. While I do not include human bones in my practice, many others do. I would not use bones belonging to a stranger. Nor would I want a stranger to use the bones of my ancestors. There are many types of rituals related to bones, however, it is a personal choice to work with them. We can also do it with respect for the spirit they belong to. I prefer to work with spirits as my allies, not turn them into my servants because I have their bones. But that’s part of my magical ethics. I particularly like working with animal bones, because they bring the energy of the animal into my ritual. But I try to honour them and their magic through my work.

To work with the ancestors, you do not really need bones, especially if the work is for ourselves. We all carry our own ancestors in every drop of our blood. Just one call to the spirits, and knowing where to find them in the shamanic realms, is enough to open a door of communication. Over the years of guiding people, I have witnessed many stories. Although it is true that the past is the past, we can still heal the patterns, blocks and fears inherited from our ancestors. The key for our own healing is to understand the story of those who came before us. We have the tools to speak to them, even to those who lived thousands of years ago, and we can learn from their history. This information will help us to understand how a pattern that originated with them can still be conditioning us. We are the heirs of their legacy of blood and bones. Winter is the season of the bones and the ancestors. It is also the season of my beloved Baba Yaga and The Cailleach. The path to the ancestors starts in Autumn, a time to prepare and balance ourselves, a time to reconnect with the land, with nature, to the wild, a time to listen to the invisible (we tend to be too busy during summer to do this). Once we enter Winter, it is a time to connect with ourselves through our ancestors, and a time to heal and learn from the wisdom of those who preceded us. Bones leave a trail that we can follow, it is up to us to find and walk the Path of the Bones to the entrails of our own history.

Ness Bosch, January 2022.





PART I





Chapter 1

Introduction

The Path of the Bones belongs to no one and to everyone. The Path of the Bones only understands bones: the structure of what we are and what sustains us. It is a path of recognition and connection. Beneath the skin, and beyond physical, linguistic or cultural barriers, you and I are made of the same essence, and we are held together by the same skeleton. In a world full of barriers, ones we have to jump to relate to one another, bones speak a universal language that connects us. To explore that connection, we are going to have to take a look at different aspects related to bones. We are also going to explore various traditions, deities that are linked in one way or another to bones, as well as exploring some magical uses, but there is so much more to bones. Bones have many stories to tell. So many that it would be impossible to tell them all in one go. So many of these stories are still unknown to us, because they are buried. Perhaps they are waiting for someone to bring their bones to light, on the other hand, perhaps some bones were hidden so well that they will never be found. Those are the bones that scream in silence, from the blackness of secrecy or injustice.

Bones still have a lot to teach us, not only about human beings as a species, but also about the evolution of other species. Every time a new type of hominid is discovered, it causes quite a stir in the scientific community, with scholars having to relearn what they thought they once knew. That is the lesson of the bones: forget what you think you know. The interpretations of others can be wrong, unlearn your preconception of being and of yourself. Bones clearly ask you: Who are you? They put you against the wall, laugh at you, and say: “No, don’t tell me what you think you are, come to me, come to your bones, let me tell you where you come from. Let me show you the masks you wear, and allow me to guide you through the veils of illusion”. Bones laugh at the racist who takes a DNA test to prove his white supremacy and gets an unwanted outcome; bones also cry in some ways. Sometimes, they scream. If you have spent a night close to a cemetery, or somewhere where human remains lie, you know what I am talking about. There is an energetic imprint, a memory in the bones, as if they were files in a library. The reality is that the bones tell us many stories that belong to all of us and although they may seem alien to you, they are not. I’m going to try to share some of those bone stories hoping they somehow draw a connecting line for you. Because it is important to reconnect with our bones, it is important to connect with our identity, especially when we live in a society where individual identity tends to be lost in favour of the community. (Sometimes it is also lost because those who dare to go against the swim, against the current, are punished or marginalised at a social level.) It is an artificial society in that it creates artificial realities to house us as humans. Humans who are afraid of the forest or the wild but who plunge into a virtual jungle without giving it much thought, because we follow the murmur of the masses while we are unable to hear the call of our bones. Yes, bones also sing songs, they tell stories from long ago that are worth listening to. If you can hear this song, take the hand of this Huesera and let me open the door to the Path of the Bones for you and share a few stories…





Chapter 2

Of Bones and Ancestors

Your Bones, My Bones

Your bones, my bones, our bones, are much more than the simple structure that holds us. Our bones are an interesting tissue, for example, we have hard bones, but also soft bones. When we are born, we have more bones but over time this number decreases. Some bones fuse with each other, so when we die, we have fewer bones.

I think it is common knowledge that bones are made of calcium, but this is not their only component. Although they have used this fact to sell to us for years that drinking milk was good for our bones. The reality is that after breastfeeding, humans have no need to continue feeding on milk, (even less with milk that is made naturally for baby animals much larger than us). Our bones are a structural amalgam composed of proteins (including collagen), calcium phosphate, salts, blood (and water as a component of that blood). Basically, we can divide our bones into two: a hard part that covers the structure and a spongy or soft part that is actually responsible for the production of new cells. If you have ever found an old bone in nature, surely you know what I mean by spongy, because it is easier to see in bones that are worn out.

Our bones are important. Not only do they help us move, they also perform other vital functions for us. They help protect vital organs like our brain, heart, and lungs, but they also play an important role on other levels. Our bones produce red blood cells, white blood cells, and platelets. They also release hormones that regulate different functions as well as releasing alkaline salts that regulate our pH. But not only do they release substances into our body, they also absorb substances, such as heavy or toxic metals. Perhaps that is why you can find out if a person has been poisoned by their bones! Bones also store fatty acids in the marrow and of course, they also store minerals.

Although we think that bones are a fixed tissue, the truth is that our bones change, year after year. When bones are repaired, they are strengthened. These changes will vary from person to person depending on, their diet, and physical activity. For example, an athlete’s bones will automatically strengthen due to the stress placed on the bone tissue in a given area of the body.

During pregnancy, the woman’s skeletal system suffers differently in each trimester. Back, pelvic, knee, and foot pain are common. In addition to the pain, the mother’s bone density drops. This should not surprise us since there is a baby drawing nutrients from the mother’s blood through the placenta. Plus, hormonal changes play a very important role also in the amount of calcium that a woman produces and her metabolism during pregnancy and lactation. During the first trimester, animal studies revealed an increase in calcium absorption through the intestine. This leads to an increase in bone density, that is, the mother stores calcium, preparing for the future demand for it by the foetus. So, bone fragility or small fractures during pregnancy are more likely linked to pre-existing low bone density before pregnancy. Furthermore, osteoporosis in women later in life is more attributed to calcium loss from past lactation rather than losses in pregnancy. The mother would lose calcium when she makes milk, again increasing its absorption by her intestine and losing bone density from her reserves.

The science of our bones is fascinating. I remember in primary school we had to learn all the bones of the body in groups. On one occasion in science class we gave the teacher a terrible fright. She opened the class door to find herself a skeleton with a tracksuit, sunglasses and an open jaw. She fell backwards and ran screaming down the corridor. I guess I might not be proud of it now, but it was fun at the time. Nowadays we see more bones or skeletons, especially on Halloween, yet there are people who are still afraid or disgusted by them. To fear bones is to fear ourselves, to despise them is to despise ourselves, because they are our teachers, they show us who we are at the core of our being, such is the beauty and gift of our bones.

The Human Genesis

[image: image]

The genesis of humanity is perhaps one of the most interesting stories that bones tell, because it is not only our history, but also our history as a species. Bearing in mind the fragility of scientific truths, we are going to focus on what we believe to be true today about our ancestors.

Human beings belong to the primate family, and, in this family, it is precisely the bones that define us. Monkeys and humans have prehensile fingers, as well as a thumb that makes it easier for us to pick up different objects. Another significant bone detail is the position of our eyes. Being in a frontal position, this allows us to calculate distances, amongst other things. This is what we share with other primates, since we share ancestors along the evolutionary scale. It is assumed that there was no clear separation between us until the Pliocene, and that the last common ancestor between humans and monkeys would have lived about 6 or 7 million years ago.

As a species of the same family, we also share a similar reproductive capacity. We have a limited number of offspring which are completely dependent on the mother in their early years of life. Mothers will find themselves sharing the role of carers with other mothers in the same social group. This gives rise to social behaviours that will evolve until more complex social structures are created. The story of our ancestors, the upright hominids, is a story of bones and both extinction and evolution. It is also a story that tells us of significant changes in the size of our skull. The skull size increases over time to house larger brains. Through time our jaws also get refined, and we see a reduction in the number of teeth we have. These changes occur due to changes in the diet of our species over time. Because we walk upright we can also use our hands to do more, and to explore. Each bone remnant that we discover sheds more light on the evolution of our race.



OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
=/
\__/

JOHN HUNT PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/p_13.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
NESS BOSCH

Sacred Bones
Magic Bones

STORIES FRSGSESISELE PA T H






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Sacred Bones,
Magic Bones

Stories from the Path of the Bones

Ness Bosch

MOON
BOOKS

Winchester, UK
Washington, USA





OEBPS/images/half.jpg
Sacred Bones,
Magic Bones

Ness Bosch





