


M O V E M E N T :
 

I. A ceremony of sorts
 

II. The places we've touched
 

III. The selves we've been
 

IV. The beauty that got us by
 

V. The life we've always seen



Important Mutual Aid Request: 
 

While this resource free for the community, 
I also welcome donations to help sustain me.

 
You may donate through Venmo or CashApp.

My handles are @gabestorres.
 

You may also donate through PayPal.

https://paypal.me/gabestorres


Invite ease:
The themes of belonging and home can bring up a wide

array of feelings. They have the potential to open old,
dried wounds. Or even make us feel numb. 

Perhaps some of us are excited about this exploration,
while others are feeling ambivalent about it.

 
No matter where you are and how you feel,

you are worthy of ease in this journey.
 

Any journey—a hike, a road trip, or the likes—will not be
sustainable when you rush the process.
You need to warm up and cool down. 

You'll need sleep and rest. 
Sustenance and hydration are essential. 

Every once in a while, you will need to pause and bask in
the beautiful sights and/or sounds along the way.

 
Go easy. Deep breaths.

Invite ease.



Another thing:
You'll notice journal prompts in 

selected sections of this guidebook.
 

If you process and learn best through other ways than
writing—like drawing, typing, recording yourself using an
audio device, or having conversations with a loved one— 

I trust that you will attend to these mediums.
 

It's wonderful to have a variety of ways 
to learn and reflect!



This is for the people of the diaspora,
in our ongoing search of home—

in the many ways home is expressed, 
in the many languages home is known.

 
It is not so much that we didn't fit in.

We just couldn't be contained.



Whenever some of us think of the concept and practice of
ceremony, it is usually tethered to organized religion or
patriarchal traditions. 

The essence or purpose of ceremony have been
overshadowed and distorted by the misinterpretations or
misuse of it in the name of dogma and dominance.
Ceremony necessitates reverence and respect, but not to
the extent where policy is prioritized over people and the
natural world — with the oppressed bearing the brunt of such
practices. It is no longer ceremonial when mandate is directly
or implicitly considered more important than life itself.

A CEREMONY OF SORTS



Ceremony commemorates and honors an initiation. 
Often done collectively, it recognizes our sense of
interdependence: We need others to bear witness as we say
yes to new beginnings. Ceremony is also an act of consent
and gratitude, where we thank the ancestors, guides, or
whatever name or however way the Divine manifests
themselves to you, for being with us in doing good and
revolutionary work. Along with gratitude, we also ask them to
accompany us in the ongoing stewardship of such work.

This guide begins with ceremony. The beauty of ceremony is
that there are many ways to practice it.

This ceremony doesn't have to be long. It can be as short as
10 minutes. You may respectfully refer to ceremonies in your
lineage/s, or mindfully create one of your own. You may
select a song or a repertoire to play or sing, or do a brief
card reading with an oracle deck. 

A CEREMONY OF SORTS



This ceremony can be a short prayer written, spoken, or sung
to the Universe. You may thank Them and request for
guidance as you embark on this journey of belonging.

In a way, your entire engagement with this guide is a
ceremony of sorts, as this journey will entail ongoing
reverence and gratitude.

You may begin.

A CEREMONY OF SORTS



Room for notes

A CEREMONY OF SORTS



[Home and Its Alternative Addresses]
 

Home—my father's family name stacked enough times to be
mistaken for a building. I am light entering the memory entering
the loneliness in a blind eye. [i] A withering mango tree as home
because that is a thing someone once abandoned. [ii] A dried pot
of paint as home because half of me is only alive when identified
as an artist. [iii] A car as home because some of us only learned
moving forward from a stationary body. 



THE PLACES WE 'VE TOUCHED

As a migrant, home has always been an unnamable mystery.

It wasn't easy to pin it down to a single word, place, person
(or group of them), event, or experience. Within me are
multiple versions and names of home. Over time, I've learned
that just because it can't be narrowed down to one thing,
doesn't mean they don't count as home.

It takes more than soil for seeds to grow and unfurl.



THE PLACES WE 'VE TOUCHED

I bring up "the places we have touched" because we often
think about how our places of origin have, of course,
changed us, and yet..

Have we considered how we changed them?

What was the love and care you left in these places? 
What was the art you created while living in the stages and
places you've been? What was the beauty you planted and
cultivated? 

Can you write or reflect on the friendships you were most
proud of when you were younger? Or the most vulnerable
letters you wrote, the best cooking you served your loved
ones, or the bravest conversations you chose to stay in?



THE PLACES WE 'VE TOUCHED

What came up for you (intuitively, viscerally, or intellectually)
when the multiplicity of home was addressed? Can you
relate to such an experience? If not, how do you feel about
the communities who do (specifically those who are part of
immigrant, migrant, and diaspora communities)?

Before we proceed, what do we do with few or
unreliable memories of one's upbringing? 
You're not alone. Memories can be fragmented. Some of us,
just like myself, only have secondhand stories from family
members to work with. But for others, even secondhand data
from family is not accessible. This is when emotional memory
can offer us glimpses of information. We make meaning from
listening to our bodies. Pay attention to the things that
fascinate you, that make your eye twitch, or that cause you
to mentally check out. Let your nervous system be a map.



there are as many ways to exist as there are existences. 

everything lives: the stone beneath our feet, the clouds above us.
nothing dies — it just transforms. it goes elsewhere. 

we are the descendants of elsewhere
star dust, skin cells, stray dreams. 

find complete poem ("we remain incorrigible") here.

https://www.alokvmenon.com/blog/category/Poetry


THE SELVES WE 'VE BEEN

It's been quite a time to be alive. One of the most
remarkable achievements of humankind is the ability to
approximate and imagine a quantum multiverse—and to
fictionalize it into mainstream storytelling is quite astonishing.
This has become more prominent in recent films like
Everything, Everywhere, All At Once, Spider-Man: Into the
Spider-Verse, Justice League: Crisis on Two Earths, and the
list goes on and will likely keep going on.

In some of these movies, the main characters attempt to
access their other selves from a different time period or
universe in order to provide or gain resources and strengths
whenever one of the selves is in need.



THE SELVES WE 'VE BEEN

With these stories, we can view space, time, and the self
more expansively and more creatively.

What if we play with this idea for a moment? 

If our younger selves* have the ability to receive or hear from
us today, is there a resource or words we'd like to give them? 

I know it doesn't make sense, but neither does the concept of
time anyway ;)

*Younger self doesn't necessarily mean the inner child. 
Our gift can also be given to our college self, 

or the self from a year or so ago.



THE SELVES WE 'VE BEEN

Is there a poem or song or a quote from your favorite book
you could energetically send them?

Do you have words of your own today that would have
helped them then? How would you address the threats to
their belonging? What would soften and strengthen them to
press on? 

If you do this exercise and think about it more intently, 
notice you are already assuming the role of an ancestor to
your younger self.

Consider the possibilities, given the expansive nature of time,
space, and the self.



THE SELVES WE 'VE BEEN

Room for notes



Remember:
 

Go easy. 
 

Invite ease. 
 

Deep breaths.
 

Process with a loved one.
 

If you'd like, 
this meditation might serve as a pleasant pause.

https://beautifulchorus.bandcamp.com/track/i-am-enough


"When we experience the Beautiful, 
there is a sense of homecoming.” 



THE BEAUTY THAT GOT US BY

When I was in psychology school, we learned the value of
transitional objects. Transitional objects are the 'comfort
objects' we looked for as infants and children whenever our
parent/s or caregiver/s were absent.

This phenomena shows our inborn capacity to find safety
especially in distressing situations.

https://psychologydictionary.org/transitional-object/


THE BEAUTY THAT GOT US BY

Even though we've outgrown our varied versions of security
blankets and stuffed toys, we haven't outgrown our instincts
to self-soothe. We are wired to survive.

To those of us who grew up in tumultuous conditions and
relationships, the need to find safety is necessary. 

Often, people with different degrees of trauma looked for
beauty, embodiment, and creativity to metabolize and
materialize the sadness, violence, and absence they endure.

Art—in all its forms—can be a transitional object.



THE BEAUTY THAT GOT US BY

Creative Exercise: Compile, list, or map together all the
beauty that got you by.

You can put together a collage or photo journal. You can
make a playlist of the songs you grew up listening to, or
rewatch the childhood movies that whisked you away from
reality whenever you needed.

A quick note, though: Stay mindful during this activity. 
A lot of the popular culture and literature we were exposed
to growing up normalized and perpetuated racist,
misogonistic, queerphobic, transphobic, ablelist, fatphobic,
pro-military ideologies. As you look back, stay critical. 
It makes sense you've outgrown certain comfort objects over
time, because some of them were incredibly harmful.

Remember who and where you are today.

https://www.yesmagazine.org/opinion/2022/08/29/film-transformative-power


“Perhaps home is not a place, 
but simply an irrevocable condition.” 



THE L IVES WE 'VE ALWAYS SEEN

Have you ever noticed that nowadays, the idea of home has
not only been described as a place we came from, but also
a place we have yet to find?

Sara Ahmed once said: "Here, home is indeed elsewhere, 
but it is also where the self is going: home becomes the
impossibility and necessity of the subject’s future (one never
gets there, but is always getting there), rather than the past
which binds the self to a given place." (More here)

https://studylib.net/doc/13496665/international-journal-of-cultural-studies


THE L IVES WE 'VE ALWAYS SEEN

You made it so far in this guidebook.. this is the part of
the journey where you're invited to integrate. Digest. 
To celebrate and relish all your good and hard work.

And of course, you have made it so far in this lifetime.. 
the younger you once wondered who you'd be today. In a
way, they have also hoped for the person you are today.
As much as you contemplate your becoming in the future,
you are already possessing the characteristics, the visions,
and the strength your younger self once asked for. 

It's likely that not all traits have been acquired or desires
fulfilled—which honestly might be a good thing in some cases
— but enough have been reached to know that you are a
fruition of what was once a dream.

This is the time to give this integration some thought.



THE L IVES WE 'VE ALWAYS SEEN

If you do not relate to the above, know that you do not have
to think or believe a certain way once you reach this point.

Perhaps now is the time to reflect on how much you've
accomplished with this guide and whether or not a new
dream emerged from your participation. Now's the time to
see how it can grow, now that it's given a name or a thought.



GRAT ITUDE

Beloved,

Thank you for trusting me in this journey.

There are so many words to say, but just as I've suggested in
this guide, beauty and metaphor can be powerful mediums
to convey my love, gratitude, and hopes for you. 

Here's a favorite song I leave you with. With it, I send you off
with a blessing of belonging — not only that you find it, but
that it finds you. 

Lyrics of song offering found here.

In love & the revolution,
Gabes Torres

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5D_8RfgGeC4
https://genius.com/Eryn-allen-kane-feel-the-need-lyrics

