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			For my grandmothers, my ancestors, and every teacher who has helped me become the woman I am today. I am filled with gratitude for your eternal guidance. I remain present, ever listening with open eyes, open ears, and an open heart.
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				If we go far enough back in time, all of our ancestors understood our interconnectedness with the world. It was as basic as breathing. Our ancestors had relationships with other animals, with trees, and other plants, with rocks, earth, and waters, and local spirits of the land that they honored. There was a sacred contract between them to never take more than they needed and to give back to the wider community in the form of offerings, prayers, and rituals. Our blood and bones remember this.

				—Jenn Campus
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			INTRODUCTION

			I remember the first time I learned about energy and how I could shift my emotions and my mood, even if I couldn’t control what was happening in my life. One afternoon when I was in elementary school, I came home, swallowing back tears after a schoolyard slight. I dropped my backpack by the dining room table and ran into my bedroom, hurling myself onto the stuffed animals neatly arranged on my bed. In the safety of my room I cried, my favorite doll Toot Farangi (“Strawberry” in Persian) muffling my sobs.

			There was a gentle knock on my bedroom door. I ignored it, twirling my fingers in the doll’s thick pink yarn-hair, and braced myself for the “you’re too sensitive, school isn’t so bad, you need to toughen up” lecture my parents delivered to me almost daily.

			I was surprised to see my Maman, my maternal grandmother, instead, wearing her signature red lipstick and a mischievous smile. “I made your favorite,” she said in Farsi, scooting me over to sit beside me on the bed. She carried a bowl of faloodeh in her chubby hands, a dish of fresh grated apples sprinkled with a bit of sugar and a splash of rosewater.

			I was a weird kid at ten years old—my bushy unibrow, intense empathy, and cultural dissonance made me an easy target for bullies. But Maman made me feel calm and grounded because I never felt judged in her presence. I threw my arms around her neck, still not used to her presence. She had just arrived from Tehran, where my family was from.

			I was born in Seattle, but I spent the majority of my first four years with both of my grandmothers in Tehran. They share the same first name—Behjat, which means happiness—and they took care of me while my parents worked. I was their first grandchild and we were inseparable. I have more memories of them than I do of my mom and dad at that age.

			At the height of the Islamic revolution in Iran, when people were disappearing daily because of their political beliefs and the airports had been shut down for months, my parents and I left Tehran illegally with human traffickers, via horseback. I later found out my father made this decision not only because he hadn’t been paid by the University of Tehran, where he was an engineering professor, for more than six months, but also because he was afraid for my mother’s life—she had just been fired from her job at the National Petrochemical Company, where she was an accountant, because of her anti-revolutionary sentiment. Every day when she left the house, he worried she might not come back because of her very vocal disapproval of the regime change. She refused to cover her hair and adhere to the restrictive new laws that had been instated. To this day there are mass unmarked graves at Behesht Zahra, the largest cemetery in Iran, which contain the remains of those the government felt were anti-revolutionaries.

			I remember saying goodbye to my grandparents and my aunts in the middle of the night. I wasn’t able to bring any of my belongings so I took the time to say farewell to my dolls and my bedroom. Everyone was so sad, filled with worry. I didn’t really understand what was happening but their goodbyes felt different, smiles masking dread. That heaviness lingered in me the way bones ache before even a drop of rain falls from the sky. I had no idea I wouldn’t see Maman again for almost six years.

			My memories of the trip are sporadic but the fear and loneliness I felt are still palpable.

			One night we became trapped in a sudden snowstorm on our way to a safe house in the mountains. Blanketed by the falling snow on the mountainside, we had to huddle together for warmth, listening to the howls of wolves nearby. My mother, who rarely cried, sobbed hysterically, wailing with worry that I was going to freeze to death. I remember wanting to tell her I was okay, but I was too cold to speak.

			We traveled at night to remain inconspicuous. During the day, we hid in safe houses along the route to Turkey. Once we made it safely there, we hoped to fly to Spain, where we planned to make contact with the U.S. embassy to seek asylum. I was constantly shushed, so I held my breath, afraid we’d be discovered if I breathed too loudly, terrified that I’d be separated from my parents. After seventeen days of torturous travel, we made it to Spain safely, and several months later, the U.S. embassy in Seville granted us all visas to Los Angeles. I often think about how differently things would have played out for us if we had sought refuge in America today.

			The journey from Iran to Turkey to Spain to the United States lasted only a few months, but for a long time afterward, I suffered from debilitating separation anxiety. Even now, there’s a part of me that waits for the people I love most in this world to disappear with no warning.

			Having Maman near me once again lessened my unease, though. That afternoon I silently ate my faloodeh while Maman rubbed my back and told me everything was going to be okay. Better than okay, she promised. When I finished, she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. She carefully removed an egg from the refrigerator.

			“Neelou, joonam, my love, you are a special little girl and your heart is wide open,” she said.

			She only ever spoke Farsi (which is synonymous to Persian) to me and sweetly pretended she didn’t understand if I tried to answer back in English. “What people say and do can feel really painful when your nature is so pure,” she continued. “But you have to be forgiving. Not for the sake of others, but because it’s the only way to find peace.”

			I was about to protest when she winked at me.

			“Even towards your parents. They love you more than anything else in the world but your essence is different. Respect them. Love them. And quietly ignore the things they say and do that feel unnatural to you, and do this without resistance.”

			The relief I felt at that moment was indescribable.

			“I’m going to teach you a little magic. It always makes me feel better,” she said brightly. She took a piece of charcoal and started marking little lines on the egg while naming aloud people we knew. When more than half the egg was covered with black tally lines, she asked me to start naming my friends and teachers.

			“Liesel, Mrs. Hammer, Kyle, Jason,” I whispered. “Am I doing it right?” I wondered if this was going to hurt anyone.

			“Mmm hmmm. A little louder, azizam, my dear,” she instructed. As if she were reading my mind, Maman said, “You must send love to every single person you name. Pray for their health and happiness. Khob? Okay?”

			Once I finished naming everyone I could think of, Maman placed a small gold coin on top of the egg, holding the coin with her thumb and the bottom of the egg with her index finger.

			“Close your eyes and feel your sadness and frustration and anything else that feels bad.”

			I could hear her whispering names and prayers when my emotions took over. I felt the warmth of tears on my face, a tightness in my chest. And suddenly the egg broke. Immediately I felt lighter. My grandmother chuckled. “Ah. Isn’t that better?”

			She wiped my tears and kissed me on my forehead. “We’re almost done, azizam, just one more thing.”

			“What just happened?” I asked, bewildered and excited.

			“Other people’s energy can affect us. The more sensitive you are, the more you’re affected. In good ways and harmful ways, too—even the most well-intentioned people who love us can inadvertently cause us grief with their own fears. We have to be vigilant about cleansing and protecting our spaces.” She started humming as she walked around the house, opening all the windows and the glass door to the patio.

			“What we just did cut any negative entanglements between you and others. We don’t have much say over what happens to us in this life. The only thing we have power over is our energy. Fahmidi? Make sense?”

			Her words brought a sense of déjà vu to me. Maman walked back to the kitchen and removed a jar of Esfand, Wild Rue seeds, from the cabinet, and poured a little mound in her palm. She touched me on each shoulder with the hand containing the seeds and circled it over my head. Then she poured the Esfand into a metal sieve and placed it over the flames from the stovetop. A column of white smoke slowly rose. It smelled pungent and sweet and familiar. “We used to do this together when you were a baby,” she confirmed.

			Maman fanned the smoke all around me, even under my arms. The knots in my belly unfurled. In that moment I felt a deep sense of power. I felt connected to my Maman and my ancestors and my lineage in a way I never had before. And to this day, every time I cleanse and protect my space, no matter which plant I use, I feel that same bond. It truly is magical.

			—

			My maternal grandparents died suddenly, two weeks apart from each other, when I was studying law in New York City. I was devastated and there wasn’t even time for me to travel to their funerals. I stopped enjoying school, my relationship with my boyfriend was chaotic, and I wasn’t able to process my grief at all. For months I felt lost and like I had no purpose. Doctors prescribed antianxiety medication to help me cope and I felt like a mess of a human.

			One night Maman came to me in my dreams. She didn’t speak but I could understand her. She walked into my kitchen and found the Esfand hidden in the back of my cabinet. I heard the popping of the seeds and my home was filled once again with that sweet, pungent smell. She was reminding me of the magic of these traditions because I’d forgotten.

			I woke up feeling better than I had in months and so I started burning Esfand regularly. It helped me connect to Maman as if she were still here. It helped me feel grounded and hopeful. And slowly my spiritual journey began to unfold. First with the book Many Lives, Many Masters by Brian L. Weiss, which led me to the mystical study of Kabbalah, and then with a reawakened interest in Eastern philosophy and yoga, in which I received my teacher training certification. This all led me to the path of shamanism and The Power Path, where I have been receiving teachings from expert shamans José and Lena Stevens for a decade now.

			As I learned more about plant allies, crystals, tarot, astrology, the unconscious mind, and all things metaphysical, the rituals I practiced transformed and multiplied. And after fifteen years of immersing myself in various cultures and sacred texts, I felt a dissonance between my authentic self and what I was doing professionally. This contrast created a desire to integrate my personal and professional lives and as a result my company SMUDGED was born in 2017. My intention in creating SMUDGED was to help people thrive by supporting each individual’s process of healing and unlearning. My hope has always been to unite people and to raise the collective vibration by creating natural products that transform one’s energetic frequency from fear to love, whether that is a potent crystal-infused spray or a bundle of sacred herbs.

			For the past four years, clients have contacted me for a myriad of issues: insomnia, infertility, anxiety, depression, and so much more. Why me? Who am I to help these people? I’m not a doctor or a psychologist and I do not call myself a guru by any means. But I have taken what I have learned from my ancestral lineage and from my many years of teachings to give people holistic solutions for their troubles. And I have seen this audience grow astronomically as people look for alternatives to Western medicine—one way or another, many of us have realized that a quick prescription for a pill is not always the answer.

			My intention in writing The Art of Sacred Smoke is to provide each reader with the tools they need to cleanse, protect, and empower themselves through the use of natural ingredients and simple rituals—just like the one my Maman taught me. That means you!

			My aim is to support you in cultivating your innate power to harness the energy of the elements, so that you may transform your human experience. Congratulations on taking the first step on this journey. Now, let’s begin. Always remember to trust your intuition. Cultivate your inner knowing, take what works for you, and leave the rest behind.
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			CHAPTER 1

			WHAT IS THE ART OF SACRED SMOKE?

			THE EVIL EYE

			In my heritage, the art of sacred smoke begins with the notion of the evil eye and the simple truth about energy. Energy is real. I say this all the time. It may seem obvious, but I want to clarify what that means to me, and in this book, because it has everything to do with the evil eye—which in my culture, and much of the Middle East, is the notion of someone creating harm in your space with their thoughts or words, either with malicious intent or subconsciously. Sacred smoke rituals are important in setting clear boundaries and protecting against the evil eye, a notion under different names that spans a myriad of cultures and people.

			About a decade ago, I participated in a plant medicine ceremony led by a prominent shaman and metaphysical author, the first of several. While he was opening the circle, he shared a lesson that permanently shifted my perspective. Here it is: There are no secrets. It may seem that there is much that we don’t know about the world, about others and vice versa, but if we get quiet and centered, we have the ability to access the truth about any and everything.
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			Since then, I’ve honed my ability to receive information from people and situations regardless of their façade, and you can, too. We’ve all been there: you walk into your friends’ home for a dinner party, and it’s clear that the couple has just had a terrible fight. Despite their smiling faces and pleasant welcomes, something is off. You feel uncomfortable. Energy is real; it’s where the saying You can cut the tension with a knife comes from. If I’m scrolling my Instagram feed, checking out the handles of who has looked at our stories, sometimes I feel a little tap in my solar plexus (and sometimes it can feel like a punch). I’ve come to realize that the person whose name elicits that tapping feeling has been triggered by me in some way, generally without any intention on my part.

			We are naturally drawn to authenticity. Some people are magnetic because of their genuine nature—there is little disparity between their internal and external persona, and we can feel it. On the flip side, if we are not mindful of what we are projecting out into the world and specifically toward other people, we can cause harm. How affected we are by others’ bad juju depends on our own spiritual mastery. I know some people who are never influenced by others’ opinions, words, thoughts, or nature. For most of us, though, especially sensitive folks, empaths, healers, and the like, there are many shades of gray at play. And if we aren’t in control of our own energy, we can curse each other without realizing it. We compliment a friend on how beautiful they look, but are simultaneously feeling jealous, or a desire to possess something of theirs, and that can affect our friend negatively.

			That’s why energetic cleansing is so important, and why employing sacred smoke rituals and other esoteric protective measures is critical. It’s like personal hygiene. The same way we wash our hands to prevent disease, or dust and clean our homes, it’s essential to cleanse the energetic body. Consider the scientific theory of cause and effect: you bounce a ball against a wall and it’s going to come right back, in exactly the same way. You better believe that the negativity you put out is going to bounce back to you in time. This is also the root of Karma. Jealousy, competitiveness, speaking about other people, toxicity, crosstalk, complaining, judging—the less you do, the better you will feel in this world. None of this is easy, but it’s a worthy goal. (It’s important to note that becoming obsessive about the evil eye is just as harmful as not paying any mind. It’s about cultivating balance and self-care, not about becoming superstitious. Constantly worrying about who might be throwing shade your way, or how you might be triggering people, will just fuel that negative juju.)

			I invite you to stay out of judgment—of others and especially of yourself. To cultivate a lens of love and compassion. You can do all of the rituals and chant all of the mantras, but if you are still gossiping, wishing negativity on others, spending a lot of time in judgment and envy, if
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