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For all with an eye to see...

Wisdom to contrive, Strength to support and
Beauty to adorn.
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Preface: Strength & Beauty, Shadow & Light

Tarot is a mirror.

It reflects our stories, our shadows, and our light, inviting us
to explore the complexities of who we are: as a spectrum, a
dance of opposites along a journey of self-discovery. Like life
itself, Tarot is both playful and profound, offering discovery,
healing, and transformation.

To truly understand ourselves, we must embrace a simple
truth: we are not one thing. We are not wholly good, nor
entirely bad. We are not pure joy or constant sorrow. We are
waves and particles, shadow and light, ebb and flow. Within
this paradox lies our greatest challenge—and our greatest
power: to see, accept, and embrace the entirety of who we
are.

This book is your companion on that journey. Through the
eyes of Robyn, a curious traveller whose life intertwines with
the archetypes of Tarot, you'll walk the path of the Major
Arcana—22 cards, (of the total 78 in a standard Tarot deck,
the remaining 56 being the Minor Arcana), representing the
spiral of human experience. Robyn’s story brings these
abstract lessons to life, weaving the mythical into the
tangible.

Each chapter focuses on a card, beginning with The Fool's
leap of faith and culminating in The World’s moment of
integration and wholeness. Along the way, Robyn faces
challenges, discovers exciting new allies and revelations that
mirror the cards’ themes. You'll see yourself in her trials and
triumphs, discovering how the Tarot’s wisdom applies to your
own life.

The Power of Duality

Duality is not a contradiction; it is completeness. Shadow
cannot exist without light, just as light is defined by the
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absence of shadow. Similarly, our flaws and strengths are
often two sides of the same coin. Your fear may be the
shadow of your courage; your anger might mask your pain.

The Tarot asks us to hold space for these truths, not to judge
or “fix” them but to let them coexist. In readings, this
interplay appears in the upright and reversed meanings of
cards. Reversals, often feared, are not "bad" but reflections of
the shadow, asking us to pause, reflect, and grow.

Meeting Your Shadow, Embracing Your Light

Psychologist Carl Jung described the shadow as the parts of
ourselves we suppress, deny, or hide. These aspects often
seem unworthy, but they are simply parts of ourselves we
have not yet learned to understand and so to love. Tarot
externalizes these hidden facets, allowing us to see them
from a compassionate distance. Each card gives shape to the
things we struggle to name.

For example:

e The Moon whispers of hidden fears and illusions.
What truths have you avoided because they feel
uncomfortable?

e The Tower reminds us that chaos is not destruction
but transformation. What in your life must fall apart
for something new to grow?

These cards, though challenging, are gifts; invitations to meet
your shadow with curiosity and grace.

Just as the Tarot reveals our shadow, it also reflects our light.
It shows us the parts of ourselves that shine brightly, even
when we cannot see them:

e The Star invites us to hope and dream, even in

darkness.
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e The Sun illuminates our joys and successes,
celebrating the beauty of simply being alive.

e The World reminds us of our wholeness, that we are
enough exactly as we are.

Together, shadow and light create the fullness of life,
partners in an eternal dance, each illuminating the other.

How to Use This Book
This is more than a story, it’s a tool for exploration, blending:

e AFictional Narrative: Follow Robyn as she navigates
the archetypes, bringing their energies to life.

e Insights and Reflections: Learn traditional meanings
of each card and how their wisdom applies to you.

e Practical Exercises: Engage with spreads, journaling
prompts, and practices to ground your
understanding.

e A Message for You: A simple mantra to keep the card’s
energy with you.

We're using the Rider-Waite-Smith Tarot for Robyn’s story,
and you can journey alongside her... Begin by holding your
Tarot deck, taking a deep breath, and shuffling slowly. Reflect
on the dualities within yourself: confidence and uncertainty,
joy and grief, desire for change and fear of it. Let these truths
rise to the surface as you shuftle.

To begin, either draw a card or find the one which each
chapter focuses on, and ask:

e What does this card reveal about my shadow; what
hidden strengths do I need to explore?

e What does this card reveal about my light; how can I
embrace my beauty and help it grow?
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e How do these aspects coexist within me; where can I
find peace and wisdom?

Write your reflections in a journal, using the insights,
mantras, and exercises in this book to deepen your
understanding. There’s no right or wrong—only what feels
true.

We'll also add an air of alchemy into each chapter by showing
how the energy of each card, of each associated archetype,
transmutes and progresses as the story develops. When
reading those sections, consider “The Bookshop” which we'll
soon enter together as holding all the archetypes of the Major
Arcana, becoming richer and deeper with each new layer
being added.

A Glimpse at the Journey Ahead

The Fool's Journey is a cycle, not a straight line. Imagine it as
a spiral staircase, where each step offers a new perspective.
Here’s a hint of what lies ahead:

e The Fool: The spark of a new beginning.

e The Magician: Unlocking your potential.

e The High Priestess: Listening to the whispers of
intuition.

e The Empress: Nurturing creativity and connection.

e The Emperor: Finding structure amidst chaos.

e The Hierophant: Honouring tradition and inner

wisdom.

e The Lovers: Embracing the duality of choice and
unity.

e The Chariot: Moving forward with balanced
willpower.

e Strength: Discovering courage in vulnerability.
e The Hermit: Seeking wisdom in solitude.
e The Wheel of Fortune: Trusting life’s cycles.

12



Whether new to Tarot or experienced, this book offers a
unique opportunity: to see yourself in the cards, embrace
your shadows, and honour your light.

As you begin this journey remember: there is no light without
shadow, no shadow without light; no strength without

beauty, no beauty without strength.

To embrace both is to embrace the fullness of life... and
yourself.
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Robyn’s Prologue: The Bookshop
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March 8th

I’'m not sure what I expected to find when I stepped into that
little bookshop. Honestly, I wasn’t even looking for it. It was
raining, that kind of lazy drizzle that seems to seep into your
bones, and I just needed to get out of the cold. My boots
squeaked against the wooden floor as I walked in, the smell of
old books and something faintly spicy—cinnamon? clove? —

filling the air.

The place was tiny, crammed with shelves that leaned under
the weight of too many stories. It felt like stepping into
another world, like I’d tripped through the back of my

wardrobe into Narnia. And maybe I had, in a way.

The shopkeeper was perched behind the counter, a woman
whose age was impossible to guess. Her hair was streaked with
grey, but her eyes were sharp, glinting with some private
amusement as though she knew the punchline to a joke I
hadn’t heard yet. “Looking for something?” she asked, her

voice low and warm, like the crackle of a fire.
I wasn’t, but I nodded anyway.

That’s when I saw it. Nestled on a cluttered table between a
battered copy of The Alchemist and a tangle of dried herbs,
there it was: a deck of Tarot cards. The box was scuffed, the
edges worn soft from years of use. I wasn’t sure why I picked it

up, only that my fingers seemed to move on their own.
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“That one’s special,” the shopkeeper said, watching me

carefully. “It has a way of finding the people it’s meant for.”
I'laughed, nervously. “A pack of cards?”

She didn’t laugh back, just tilted her head, the ghost of a smile
tugging at her lips. “You’d be surprised!”

I don’t know what compelled me to buy them. Curiosity,
maybe. Or desperation. Id been drifting for so long, feeling
like I was stuck in neutral while everyone else had figured out
how to shift into gear. A college dropout with a string of dead-
end jobs and more half-finished projects than I could count, I
wasn’t exactly living my best life. And then there was Emerson.
Or the lack of him. We hadn’t spoken in months, a rift that felt

as wide as an ocean.

The shopkeeper slipped the cards into a brown paper bag,
handing them to me like she was passing me something sacred.
“Good luck,” she said, her eyes lingering on mine. “You’ll need
it.”

I shoved the bag into my knapsack, muttering a quick thanks
before stepping back into the rain. The drizzle had thickened
into something heavier, and I tugged my hood over my head,

wondering why my chest felt so tight; it wasn’t the cold.

Later, in the quiet of my rented room, I opened the box. The
cards were beautiful, their edges gilded, the illustrations

intricate and strange. I shuftled them clumsily, half-expecting
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them to feel different, heavier somehow. When I finally drew

one, my breath caught in my throat.

The Fool... A figure stood at the edge of a cliff, a small dog
dancing at their heels, a knapsack slung over one shoulder.
Their face was turned toward the sky, utterly unbothered by

the abyss beneath their feet.

The shopkeeper’s words echoed in my mind: “It has a way of

finding the people it’s meant for.”
I don’t know what it means yet. But maybe that’s the point.

Maybe it’s time I find out...
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Chapter 0:
The Fool

Beginnings and the Call to Adventure
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March 9th
Today my journey begins.

The wind is colder than I expected. It cuts through my jacket,
numbing my hands, and I curse under my breath. It feels
fitting, though—a sharp kind of wake-up call. AsI walk past in
the new light of a new day, I glance over my shoulder at the
bookshop’s crooked sign, swaying in the wind. There’s
something surreal about how ordinary it looks now, like it

could disappear the moment I blink.

I tug my scarf tighter and step onto the road, the Tarot deck
tucked deep in my bag. The shopkeeper’s words echo in my
mind: “It has a way of finding the people it’s meant for.” The
Fool. That’s the card I pulled last night, its gilded edges
glinting in the dim light of my room. A figure poised at the
edge of a cliff, utterly unbothered by the drop below.

Innocent. Brave. Foolish.

I don’t know what it means yet, but it feels... right. Like a sign,
if I believed in those kinds of things. Maybe it’s just wishful
thinking, but something about that card makes me want to

believe.

The road stretches out ahead of me, a narrow strip of gravel
cutting through fields that are still damp from last night’s rain.

My boots crunch against the stones, a rhythm that keeps me
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anchored. I have no destination, just a vague pull to keep

moving, to see where the road leads.

By mid-afternoon I've left the fields behind and entered a
stretch of forest. The trees loom tall and bare, their branches a
lattice against the pale winter sky. It’s quiet here, the kind of

quiet that feels heavy, like it’s pressing against your ears.

I stop to catch my breath, leaning against a tree trunk. My legs
ache, and my stomach growls in protest—I didn’t think to
pack much beyond a water bottle and a granola bar. “Real

prepared, Robyn,” I mutter, shaking my head.

That’s when I see it. Something small and bright, lying half-
hidden among the roots of a nearby tree. I kneel down,
brushing away the damp leaves, and my breath catches. It’s a

card. One of mine, but I know I didn’t drop it.
The Fool!

My hands tremble as I pick it up, the edges cool against my
fingers. There’s something different about it this time—a faint
shimmer, like the illustration is alive. And then I notice the
writing. Scrawled across the card in a looping script are five

words: Trust each step you take.

I blink, my heart pounding. The shopkeeper’s face flashes in
my mind, her knowing smile, her sharp eyes. Did she do this?
How? Why? A dozen questions race through my mind, but

none of them have answers. I tuck the card back into my bag
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and stand, my legs unsteady. The words linger in my mind, as

if they’ve been burned there.

The forest thins out as the sun dips lower, casting long
shadows across the path. My steps feel lighter now, though I
can’t explain why. Maybe it’s the card, or maybe it’s the

strange, inexplicable sense that ’'m not walking alone.

AsIround abend, Isee him. An older man, sitting on a rock
by the side of the road. His coat is patched and faded, and a
knapsack rests at his feet. He’s whistling softly, the tune

meandering and light, like the song has no end in mind.
“Afternoon,” he says, tipping his hat as I approach.

“Hi,” I reply hesitantly. He doesn’t look threatening, but
there’s an air of unpredictability about him, like he belongs to

the road itself.

“Heading somewhere, or just wandering?” he asks, his eyes

twinkling.

“Wandering, I guess.” The words feel strange on my tongue,

but they’re true.

He nods, as if that’s the most natural answer in the world.

“That’s good. The best journeys start that way.”

For a moment, we sit in silence, the man’s whistle weaving

through the stillness. Finally, he reaches into his knapsack and
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pulls out a small, battered journal. “Take this,” he says, holding

it out to me. “You’ll need it.”
I frown. “Why?”
“Because every step tells a story,” he replies simply.

I take the journal, the leather soft and worn under my fingers.
When I'look up to thank him, the man is already walking away,

his whistling fading into the distance.

That night, I'sit by a small fire, the journal open in my lap. The
first page is blank, but I can feel the weight of the stories it
holds, waiting to be written. I pull out the card again, tracing

the words with my finger.
Trust each step you take...

For the first time in a long while, I don’t feel lost, I don’t feel

scared. I feel like I’m exactly where I’'m meant to be.
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Theme: Beginnings and the Call to Adventure

The Fool invites us to embrace the unknown, to step into new
beginnings with courage and curiosity. This archetype is not
about recklessness but about the willingness to trust—trust in
yourself, in the universe, and in the unfolding of life. At its
core, The Fool represents the spark of adventure and the
potential to redefine who you are.

In literature and pop culture, The Fool is a recurring figure.
Consider Frodo Baggins in The Lord of the Rings. When Frodo
leaves the Shire, he is inexperienced and uncertain, but his
willingness to step into the unknown sets the stage for an
epic transformation. Similarly, Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz
begins her journey with nothing but hope and a pair of ruby
slippers, trusting the yellow brick road to lead her to answers.
Both characters reflect The Fool’s blend of innocence and
bravery, reminding us that every great adventure begins with
a single step.

The Fool is also present in real-life figures who dared to leap
before they could see the landing. Think of Amelia Earhart,
who pushed boundaries with her pioneering spirit, or Steve
Jobs, whose leap of faith into uncharted technological
territory changed the world. Each of these figures embodies
the duality of The Fool: the courage to try and the naivety to
believe it's possible.

What sets The Fool apart is the acknowledgment of duality.
To step forward, we must leave something behind—a comfort
zone, a limiting belief, or a sense of certainty. In Robyn’s
story, her decision to take the road represents this leap. She
doesn’t have a clear destination or plan, but the act of
beginning is itself transformative: she learns to trust herself
with each step she takes. The Fool teaches us that perfection
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is not required to start; what matters is the willingness to
move.

The Fool’s journey also reminds us of the risks. The same
innocence that allows us to leap can lead to stumbles or
detours. It is a card of paradox, asking us to balance trust
with awareness. It whispers that the world is vast, the
possibilities endless, and the only way to explore them is to
take that first, sometimes terrifying, step.

Insights: Trusting the Unknown

Robyn’s journey in this chapter captures both the upright and
reversed meanings of The Fool. When she picks up the Tarot
deck, her scepticism reflects a hesitation to trust—her logical
mind resisting the call to adventure. Yet, when she steps into
the road, she embodies the upright Fool: brave, curious, and
willing to see where the path leads.

Her encounter with the card in the forest adds another layer.
The words “Trust each step you take” challenge her doubts,
encouraging her to lean into the unknown. However, her
initial reaction—the trembling hands, the rush of questions—
shows how fear can cloud trust, a nod to the reversed Fool’s
caution against impulsive leaps.

The man she meets on the road becomes a mirror for the
Fool’'s wisdom. His calm demeanour and gentle
encouragement nudge Robyn to embrace the journey as it
unfolds. By the end of the chapter, as she sits by the fire with
the journal in her hands, Robyn integrates these lessons. She
takes her first steps with intention, embodying the balance
between innocence and awareness.
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Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Innocence, spontaneity, trust, new
beginnings, freedom, and courage. The Fool
encourages you to take a leap of faith, trusting in the
universe to guide your steps.

e Reversed Meaning: Naivety, recklessness, hesitation,
or fear of the unknown. It warns against acting
without preparation or awareness, urging you to find
balance between intuition and practicality.

Reflection Prompt:

“Where in your life are you ready to take a leap of faith? What
fears or hesitations are holding you back, and how can you
approach them with curiosity instead of fear?”

Practical Exercise: The Leap of Faith Spread

This three-card spread explores what you leave behind, what
you take with you, and what awaits you on your journey. Let’s
draw three random Major Arcana cards for The Leap of Faith
Spread:

Card 1: What do I leave behind?

Identify what no longer serves you as you step into the
unknown.

The Tower
This card signifies leaving behind chaos, upheaval, and old
foundations that no longer support your growth. Robyn must
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release the fear of change and the crumbling structures of
her past, making room for new beginnings. The Tower’s
destruction clears the way for transformation and a fresh
start.

Card 2: What do I take with me?
Highlight the tools, strengths, or lessons you carry forward.

The Magician

The Magician symbolizes Robyn’s potential and
resourcefulness. She carries forward her ability to manifest
her desires, combining her talents, knowledge, and intuition.
This card reminds her that she has all the tools she needs to
navigate her journey successfully.

Card 3: What awaits me on the journey ahead?
Reveal the potential and challenges of this new beginning.

The Star

The Star promises hope, renewal, and guidance as Robyn
embarks on her path. It illuminates the way forward,
reassuring her that this leap of faith will lead to healing and
inspiration. While challenges may arise, she will find clarity
and serenity through trust in herself and the universe.

Overall Guidance

This spread illustrates that Robyn is at a pivotal moment of
transformation. By leaving behind the chaotic remnants of
her past (The Tower), she creates space to harness her innate
potential and resourcefulness (The Magician). As she steps
into the unknown, hope and renewal await her (The Star),
guiding her toward a brighter and more fulfilling future. The
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cards together encourage her to trust the process of letting
go, embracing her inner power, and believing in the promise
of new beginnings.
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A Message For You:

Every journey "‘W’

begins with a single {1\

step... let yours be
fearless
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Chapter 1:
The Magician

Harnessing Inner Power
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The Leap to Creation

In the quiet stillness of a moonlit night, the energy of The Fool
lingers like the final note of a song, vibrating softly before fading
into silence. The Fool’s journey begins with unbridled optimism,
a leap into the unknown that speaks to a primal part of human
nature—the yearning to chase something greater than oneself,
even if the destination remains shrouded in mist. Robyn’s first
step into her adventure mirrors the archetype perfectly:
unplanned, impulsive, yet brimming with a hope so pure it defies
logic. It is this hope that carries her into the world of magic and
possibility.

The lessons of The Fool ruminate in Robyn’s subconscious. Trust,
after all, is a cornerstone of the Fool’s energy—trust in the
journey, trust in oneself, and trust in the unknown forces that
pull us forward. Yet trust without effort is hollow, and it is here
that The Magician steps in, taking the raw potential of The Fool
and giving it focus.

But as the echoes of that initial leap fade, a shift begins. The
Fool’s light-hearted naivety is fleeting; the moment the ground
beneath her feet changes, Robyn is faced with the realisation that
action must follow intention. This is the domain of The Magician,
where dreams begin to manifest into tangible reality.

The Magician’s energy is one of empowerment, of realisation
that tools and talents have always been within reach, waiting for
recognition. For Robyn, this transition is marked by an
awakening—a moment of clarity when she begins to see the
threads of her capabilities and understand how they might weave
together. Like the alchemists of old, she is both the vessel and the
catalyst, her own thoughts and actions shaping her reality.

This shift is mirrored in countless stories across pop culture,
where protagonists move from passive wanderers to active
participants in their destinies. Luke Skywalker’s journey in Star
Wars begins with a hesitant step away from Tatooine, but it is
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only when he accepts Obi-Wan’s guidance and begins to wield
the Force that his transformation begins. Similarly, Harry
Potter’s letter from Hogwarts in The Sorcerer’s Stone represents
the Fool’s leap, but it is his first spell, cast with a trembling hand,
that truly brings him into The Magician’s realm.

The energy of this chapter is that of raw potential solidifying into
action. It is the montage in a superhero film where the novice
begins to master their newfound powers. It’s Peter Parker
experimenting with web-shooters, Daniel LaRusso waxing cars
and painting fences under Mr. Miyagi’s guidance. It’s the first
clumsy step toward mastery, driven by equal parts excitement
and fear.

For Robyn, this means confronting not only the vast potential of
her path but also her own insecurities. The Magician asks us to
believe in our power, even when doubt gnaws at the edges of our
resolve. As she stands in the bookshop, her fingers brushing the
strange cards that will guide her, Robyn feels the weight of
choice. The Fool was instinct; The Magician is intent.

And yet, the energy of transition is never entirely smooth.
Between The Fool and The Magician lies a liminal space where
one is both and neither —a paradoxical state of becoming. This
in-between moment is captured in songs like Florence + The
Machine’s “Shake It Out”, where the lyrics speak of reckoning
with one’s own potential: “It’s hard to dance with the devil on
your back, so shake him off.” The song captures the simultaneous
thrill and terror of transformation, a fitting anthem for Robyn’s
internal journey.

The Magician’s arrival is heralded not by grand revelation but by
subtle realisations. Robyn notices synchronicities—patterns and
connections that hint at a larger design. The lantern in the
bookshop flickers just as she decides to accept the Tarot deck. A
breeze catches her hair, carrying the faint scent of lavender, the
same fragrance her grandmother used to wear. These moments,
though small, are profound, reminding her that magic often
hides in plain sight.
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As Robyn steps into The Magician’s world, she begins to see her
own potential through a new lens. Her hands itch to create, her
mind races with possibilities. But she must first learn the art of
focus—how to channel her energy into deliberate action. This is
the Magician’s lesson: the bridge between thought and reality is
built with intention.

The transition to the next chapter brings with it a sense of
anticipation.

Robyn’s journey has only just begun, and already the stakes feel
higher. What will she do with the power she now recognises
within herself? How will she navigate the challenges that come
with wielding such power?

The Magician’s energy is echoed in countless narratives of
transformation, from Neo’s first fight in The Matrix to Mulan’s
decision to embrace her identity and fight for her family’s
honour. Each story captures the essence of turning raw potential
into something meaningful, a process both exhilarating and
daunting.

As Robyn steps into this next phase of her journey, the narrative
teases what lies ahead: a deepening understanding of her tools,
her talents, and her purpose. The Magician’s energy pulses with
the promise of creation, but also the weight of responsibility. For
now, Robyn can only take the first step and trust that the path
will reveal itself.

What follows will challenge her in ways she cannot yet imagine.

But for the moment, the flickering lantern light in the bookshop
casts a golden glow, illuminating a world of endless possibility.
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March 10th

The forest is still heavy with mist when I wake. Isit by the
dwindling embers of my fire, the journal in my lap. Its pages
are blank, but I can’t bring myself to write anything. What

would I even say?

The Fool’s words keep circling in my head: Trust each step you
take. It feels like a riddle, a puzzle piece I haven’t figured out

yet. I close the journal, pack my things, and start walking again.

By late morning, the forest gives way to a small village.
Cobblestone streets wind between cottages with thatched
roofs, their windows glowing warmly in the pale winter
sunlight. The square buzzes with quiet activity—vendors
setting up stalls, children chasing each other, the smell of fresh

bread wafting through the air.

I wander through the market, letting the hum of life fill the
quiet places in my mind. That’s when I see him. A manina
long coat, standing at the edge of the square. His hands move
with practiced ease, shuftling a deck of cards and performing

tricks for a small group of onlookers.

“Pick a card,” he says, his voice carrying over the soft murmur
of the crowd. A boy steps forward, hesitating before drawing a
card from the deck. The man flips it over with a flourish: the
Queen of Hearts. The boy’s eyes widen as the crowd claps and

cheers.
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I stay at the edge, watching. There’s something magnetic about
him, the way he moves, the confidence in his voice. When the

crowd disperses, he catches my eye and grins.
“Enjoy the show?” he asks, walking over to me.
“It was impressive,” I admit.

He pulls a card from the deck and holds it up between two
fingers. “Magic is all about focus. You see what you expect to
see, but if you shift your attention...” He waves his hand, and

the card vanishes. “You might notice something you didn’t

before.”

I blink, unsure whether to applaud or laugh. “Is that how it

works?”

“That’s how everything works,” he says, his grin widening.
“Your tools, your intention, your will—that’s all you need.

The trick is learning how to use them.”

We end up talking for hours, sitting on a low stone wall near
the market. His name is Felix, and he’s been performing since
he was a boy. “It’s not just tricks,” he says, spreading the cards

between his fingers. “It’s practice, patience, and a little bit of
faith.”

When I tell him about my journey, and my initial doubts
about even getting going in the first place, he nods like he

understands. “You already have everything you need,” he says,
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tapping the side of his head. “Your mind, your heart, your
hands. It’s all there. You just have to figure out how to bring it

together.”

Before we part ways, Felix hands me a small silver amulet. It’s

simple, a circle with a star in the centre. “For focus,” he says.

Tonight, as I sit by my fire, my fingers explore the amulet as I
g y my y nng 1%

let my eyes rest on the flickering flames. I know now that my
journey is mine to take, and my decisions are mine to make.

And I'm ready.
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Theme: Harnessing Inner Power

The Magician is the master of potential, representing the
power to transform thought into action and intention into
reality. He stands at the crossroads of the material and
spiritual worlds, a conduit for creativity and willpower.

In literature, the Magician archetype is often depicted as a
guide or mentor, someone who helps the hero unlock their
potential. Think of Merlin in The Once and Future King or
Yoda in Star Wars. These figures teach that true power
comes from within, not from external forces.

In real life, the Magician is embodied by figures like Nikola
Tesla or Maya Angelou—individuals who channelled their
unique talents into transformative creations. Tesla’s
inventions bridged the gap between science and imagination,
while Angelou’s words became tools for empowerment and
change.

The Magician reminds us that we all have tools at our
disposal—our minds, our hearts, our hands. The challenge lies
in recognizing them and aligning them with our will. Like
Robyn’s encounter with Felix, the Magician teaches us to
focus, to practice, and to believe in our ability to create.

Insights: Recognizing and Harnessing Tools

Robyn’s encounter with Felix reflects the dual meanings of
The Magician. In their conversation, she begins to see her
potential—not as something external, but as an integration of
her thoughts, emotions, and actions. This mirrors the card’s
upright meaning: resourcefulness, skill, and manifestation.
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However, her initial hesitation—her doubt about whether
she’s capable of creating change—hints at the reversed
Magician: untapped potential, lack of focus, or self-doubt. It
is only when she draws the card and reflects on Felix’s words
that she begins to step into her power.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Manifestation, resourcefulness,
inspired action, focus, and confidence.

e Reversed Meaning: Manipulation, untapped potential,
lack of direction, or self-doubt.

Reflection Prompt:

“What tools, skills, or talents do you already have that you've
been underestimating? How can you begin to harness them
with intention and confidence?”

Practical Exercise: The Toolbelt Spread

This three-card spread explores your tools, your focus, and
your potential. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards
for The Toolbelt Spread:

Card 1: What tools do I already have?
Highlight the strengths and resources you may be overlooking.

The High Priestess
The High Priestess highlights Robyn’s intuition and inner
wisdom as her greatest tools. She carries a deep reservoir of

39



knowledge and insight that she may not fully recognise.
Trusting her instincts and embracing the unknown will guide
her through challenges.

Card 2: Where should I focus my energy?
Identify where your intention and effort are most needed.

The Chariot

The Chariot urges Robyn to focus her energy on
determination and control. By aligning her willpower and
staying disciplined, she can overcome obstacles and make
significant progress toward her goals. This card calls for focus
and purposeful action.

Card 3: What can I create with these tools?

Reveal the possibilities waiting to unfold when you align your
actions with your will.

The Empress

The Empress reveals that Robyn can create abundance,
growth, and nurturing environments. By blending her
intuition and determination, she will manifest creative
projects, strong relationships, and personal fulfilment. This
card promises the potential for fruitful outcomes.

Overall Guidance

This spread shows that Robyn is equipped with powerful
inner wisdom and intuition (The High Priestess), which she
can channel into purposeful action and focus (The Chariot).
When these strengths are aligned, she has the potential to
create a life rich with growth, creativity, and abundance (The
Empress). The cards encourage her to trust her instincts,
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maintain her drive, and nurture the seeds of her efforts to
achieve her fullest potential.
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A Message For You:

~

You already have
everything you
need to create the
life you desire
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Chapter 2:
The High Priestess

Nurturin g Your Intuition
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Awakening to Intuition

The air around Robyn hums with the aftermath of discovery. The
Magician’s energy has propelled her forward, awakening her to
the truth of her own power. For the first time, she understands
that she is not a passive observer in her journey, but an active
creator of her destiny. Yet with that understanding comes a
daunting question: what now? The realisation of potential brings
the weight of choice, and Robyn’s next steps are uncertain.

This is where the energy of The High Priestess begins to take
shape, beckoning her inward. While The Magician channels
external creation, The High Priestess whispers of internal
knowing. Her presence is not loud or commanding, but an
undercurrent of intuition that nudges Robyn toward stillness and
reflection. The lesson here is clear: to create effectively, one must
first listen—not to the noise of the outside world, but to the quiet
voice within.

The transition from The Magician to The High Priestess is one of
polarity. Where The Magician thrives on action and
manifestation, The High Priestess revels in mystery and
contemplation. This duality mirrors the classic hero’s journey,
where moments of external triumph are often followed by
periods of internal reckoning. In The Matrix, Neo’s initial mastery
of the simulated world is tempered by his need to understand his
true purpose—a journey that requires him to delve deeper into
his own mind.

In Robyn’s case, The High Priestess calls her to explore the
whispers of her own subconscious. The bookshop becomes a
liminal space, its shadows deepening as she lingers. Each Tarot
card feels alive, resonating with meanings she cannot yet
articulate but instinctively understands. The Magician may have
shown her the tools, but The High Priestess reminds her to seek
the wisdom to use them.

This shift is captured beautifully in the haunting melodies of
Lana Del Rey’s “Young and Beautiful”, a song that echoes themes
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of introspection and the transient nature of power and beauty.
It’s in this space of reflection that Robyn begins to confront her
fears. The question of her estranged mother, always lurking in
the back of her mind, rises to the surface. What truths lie hidden
in that fractured relationship? And how might they shape the
path ahead?

The energy of The High Priestess is deeply feminine, intuitive,
and enigmatic. It encourages Robyn to trust the unseen—to
believe in the knowledge that resides within her, even if it defies
logic. This is a difficult lesson for someone accustomed to seeking
answers in the tangible world. Yet, as she closes her eyes and
allows the silence of the bookshop to envelop her, Robyn feels a
flicker of connection. The answers, she realises, are already
within her. She only needs to learn how to hear them.

The transition to the next chapter is marked by a sense of quiet
determination. How will Robyn balance the dual energies of
creation and contemplation as she moves forward?

For now, Robyn lingers in the space between, caught in the
delicate balance of knowing and not-knowing. Back in town, the
bookshop’s lanterns flicker softly, casting shifting patterns of
light and shadow that seem to echo her inner turmoil. Itisa
reminder that the journey has only just begun, and the greatest
mysteries are yet to unfold...
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March 11th

The morning begins with a strange quiet, the kind that settles
on everything and makes the world feel paused. The forest
canopy above me stretches like a cathedral, filtering pale
sunlight through branches dripping with dew. My steps are
slow, deliberate, as if some part of me knows I'm not just

walking but searching. For what? I’'m not sure yet.

Last night, I dreamed of water. A vast, still lake under a sky so
dark it felt infinite. I stood at the edge, my feet bare on the cold
earth, but I couldn’t bring myself to step in. Emerson was
there—or at least, his voice was. “Do you ever stop running?”
he asked. His tone was teasing, but there was something else in

it too. Concern, maybe. The kind he’d never admit to.

I’ve been thinking about that question all morning. “Do you

ever stop running?”’

The truth is, I don’t know how to answer. Maybe I have been
running—from finishing college, from the mess I left behind,
from the uncomfortable silence of being alone with my
thoughts. Emerson always knew how to get under my skin, to
ask the questions I didn’t want to answer. That’s what made

him such a good friend. And, occasionally, an infuriating one!

By midday, the path I've been following splits into two.
There’s no sign, no indication of which way to go. To the left,

the trail dips into dense underbrush. To the right, it climbs a
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gentle hill where the sunlight looks warmer, softer. I’'m about
to take the right when I notice something carved into the bark
of a nearby tree. A crescent moon, etched with careful

precision.
Something about it tugs at me. Without thinking, I veer left.

The trail narrows, branches snagging at my coat and leaving
faint scratches on my hands. The air feels heavier here, thicker.
My breathing slows as the forest deepens around me, muffling
the outside world. Then, I see it: a small stone building, half-
hidden by ivy and moss. It looks ancient, the kind of place that

teels like it’s always been there, waiting.

The door creaks as I push it open. Inside, the air is cool and
still, carrying the faint scent of lavender and something else I
can’t quite place. At the centre of the room stands a table, and
on it, an open book. The pages are blank, but when I touch

them, words begin to appear, as if written by an invisible hand.
T0 see clearly, you must first close your eyes.

I step back, my heart pounding. The book doesn’t move, but
the words stay burned in my mind. I take a deep breath and sit
on the stone floor, my back against the cool wall. My fingers
find the Tarot deck in my bag, and I shuffle it, the cards sliding
smoothly against each other. When I draw one, my breath

catches.

The High Priestess.
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She’s seated between two pillars, one dark and one light, a veil
draped behind her. Her expression is calm, unreadable. At her
feet, a crescent moon glows softly, mirroring the carving on the
tree. There’s something both serene and intimidating about
her, like she’s daring me to look deeper, to ask the questions

I’ve been avoiding.

I don’tleave the building for hours. I sit there, staring at the
card, at the book, at the blank walls around me. The silence
teels alive, pressing against my thoughts until they slow and
settle. I think about Emerson again. About his voice in my
dream, about the way he’d always push me to think beyond the

surface.

“What are you running from?” he’d ask, leaning back in his

chair, that infuriating half-smile on his face.

“Nothing,” I'd always reply, too quick, too defensive. But he’d
never let it go. And maybe he was right to press. Maybe it’s
time I stopped running and started listening—to myself, to the

quiet, to whatever this strange journey is trying to tell me.

Before I leave, I write the book’s words in my journal: 7o see

clearly, you must first close your eyes.

Tonight, the fire crackles softly, casting flickering shadows
across the forest floor. I hold the High Priestess card in my
hands, the edges worn smooth from where my fingers have

traced it over and over. I think about the crescent moon, the
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blank book, the words. I think about Emerson’s voice in my

dream.

For the first time in a long while, I don’t feel lost. I feel... quiet.
Like the answers I’'m looking for aren’t out there. They’re here,

waiting. I just have to listen.
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Theme: Nurturing Your Intuition

The High Priestess embodies the power of the subconscious,
the wisdom of intuition, and the mysteries that lie beneath
the surface. She is the guardian of inner knowledge,
reminding us that some truths cannot be found in logic—they
must be felt, trusted, and uncovered through patience and
reflection.

In literature and mythology, the High Priestess archetype
appears as the wise woman or oracle. Consider Athena in
Greek mythology, offering wisdom and strategy, or Galadriel
in The Lord of the Rings, whose visions guide the Fellowship.
These figures hold the key to unseen truths, offering
guidance that requires trust and interpretation.

In real life, the High Priestess is mirrored in figures like Carl
Jung, who explored the depths of the subconscious, and Maya
Deren, whose experimental films delve into the surreal and
symbolic. They remind us of the importance of looking
inward, of embracing the shadows to uncover the light.

For Robyn, the High Priestess teaches her to pause and
listen—to herself, to her dreams, and to the world around her.
Through her journey, we see that intuition is not about
knowing everything but about trusting the process of
discovery.

Insights: Trusting Intuition

Robyn’s experience in this chapter reflects both the upright
and reversed meanings of The High Priestess. The dream and
the path represent her intuitive pull, urging her to explore
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what lies beneath her surface thoughts. Her encounter with
the blank book challenges her to trust what she feels, not
what she sees.

Yet, her initial hesitation—her doubts about the path and the
book—reflects the reversed High Priestess: blocked intuition,
fear of the unknown, or reliance on external validation. It's
only when she begins to reflect, both on the card and on
Emerson’s past influence, that she starts to embrace her
inner voice.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Intuition, subconscious wisdom,
patience, and reflection.

e Reversed Meaning: Blocked intuition, fear of the
unknown, or superficial understanding.

Reflection Prompt:

“What truths might your intuition be trying to reveal? How
can you create space to listen—through silence, dreams, or
reflection?”

Practical Exercise: The Inner Voice Spread

This three-card spread explores intuition, hidden truths, and
trusting yourself. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana
cards for The Inner Voice Spread:

Card 1: What is my intuition trying to tell me?

51



Highlight the hidden truths or messages waiting to be
uncovered.

The Moon

The Moon reveals that Robyn’s intuition is urging her to
explore her subconscious and confront her fears and
uncertainties. Hidden truths are surfacing, but she must
navigate the shadows and trust her instincts to find clarity.

Card 2: What is blocking my intuition?

Identify fears, distractions, or doubts that cloud your inner
voice.

The Devil

The Devil symbolizes attachments, fears, or unhealthy
patterns that could cloud Robyn’s intuition. These
distractions bind her to limiting beliefs, preventing her from
fully trusting her inner guidance. Breaking free from these
chains is essential to restoring her clarity.

Card 3: How can I better trust myself?

Reveal ways to strengthen your connection to your intuition.

Strength

Strength encourages Robyn to cultivate patience,
compassion, and self-confidence to better trust herself. By
taming her inner doubts with gentleness and courage, she
can deepen her connection to her intuition and find balance.

Overall Guidance

This spread encourages Robyn to embrace the unknown and
confront the fears (The Moon) and unhealthy patterns (The
Devil) that block her intuitive clarity. By cultivating inner
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strength and self-compassion (Strength), she can trust herself
more deeply and align with her inner voice. The cards remind
her that true intuition comes from facing her shadows and
believing in her ability to navigate them with grace.
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A Message For You:

The answers you \
seek lie within...

trust your inner
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Chapter 3:
The Empress

Connecting to the Earth and Nurturing Creativity
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From Mystery to Creation

The dim glow of the bookshop lanterns seems to pulse with the
rhythm of Robyn’s thoughts. The High Priestess has guided her
into the depths of intuition, where unspoken truths and buried
emotions lie waiting to be unearthed. In this space of quiet
revelation, Robyn has begun to grasp the delicate balance
between knowing and not-knowing, between logic and intuition.
Yet, the question looms: what will she do with these insights?

The energy of The High Priestess is introspective and enigmatic,
but its purpose is not to linger in the mystery. Instead, it acts as a
bridge, leading Robyn toward The Empress—the archetype of
creation, nurturing, and abundance. Where The High Priestess is
the moonlit whisper of possibility, The Empress is the radiant
sun, urging growth and manifestation.

This transition is not without its challenges. Robyn feels the pull
of doubt and fear, the nagging voices that question her ability to
create something meaningful from the chaos of her inner world.
But the energy of The Empress begins to seep in, reminding her
that she has everything she needs to nurture her dreams into
existence. It is a shift from passive reflection to active
engagement, from observing the patterns within her mind to
weaving them into the fabric of her reality.

The shift from The High Priestess to The Empress echoes the
journeys of countless characters in fiction who must transform
internal understanding into external action. In Eat, Pray, Love,
Elizabeth Gilbert moves from the introspection of her time in
India (a High Priestess-like phase) to the blossoming of self-love
and connection in Bali, a metaphorical embrace of The Empress’s
energy. Similarly, the titular character in Disney’s Moana
transitions from the cautious exploration of her heritage to the
courageous act of restoring the heart of Te Fiti, embodying
creation and renewal.

Robyn’s own journey mirrors these arcs. The Tarot cards laid
before her now feel less like cryptic symbols and more like tools,
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each one offering a glimpse of the possibilities she can cultivate.
The bookshop itself seems to change, the shadows retreating as
the light grows warmer and more inviting. It is as though the
space is responding to her burgeoning confidence, reflecting the
growth she feels stirring within.

The Empress’s energy is deeply connected to the cycles of nature,
and Robyn finds herself drawn to the imagery of the natural
world. She notices the faint scent of roses drifting through the
air, though no flowers are in sight. Her thoughts turn to the
stories her grandmother used to tell, tales of wild gardens and
the magic they held. These memories, once tinged with sadness,
now feel like seeds waiting to sprout, offering a sense of hope and
renewal.

The music that plays in the background shifts, a soft and soulful
melody that resonates with the themes of creation and nurturing.
“Both Sides Now” by Joni Mitchell comes to mind, its lyrics
capturing the bittersweet beauty of growth and the duality of
experience. “I've looked at life from both sides now,” the song
says, echoing Robyn’s own journey from introspection to action,
from shadow to light.

As Robyn steps fully into The Empress’s realm, she begins to
understand that creation is not about perfection but about
presence. It is about tending to what is, allowing it to grow in its
own time. The High Priestess has taught her to trust her
intuition; The Empress teaches her to trust the process.

For now, Robyn allows herself to bask in the warmth of The
Empress’s energy. She feels the stirrings of creativity and the
quiet assurance that she can bring her visions to life. The
bookshop seems to hum with approval, its shelves lined with
infinite possibilities. Somewhere in the distance, a clock chimes
softly, marking the passage of time and the rhythm of life. The
journey continues, and with it, the promise of new growth and
endless creation.
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March 12th

The forest feels different this morning. The air is warmer,
carrying the faint scent of wildflowers even though it’s still the
dead of winter. The trees seem closer together, their branches
knitting above me like a protective canopy. It’s comforting in a
way I can’t quite explain, as if the forest itself is alive, watching

over me.

I follow the winding path, letting my feet guide me without
overthinking. After yesterday, I've stopped questioning the
odd coincidences of this journey—the crescent moon on the
tree, the blank book, the High Priestess card. Maybe they’re
signs, or maybe they’re just the strange logic of the road. Either
way, they’ve brought me here, and for now, that feels like

enough.

By midday, the path opens into a clearing. The sudden burst of
sunlight catches me off guard, and I blink against the
brightness. At the centre of the clearing is a garden, lush and
vibrant, bursting with colours that shouldn’t exist in winter.
Rows of flowers bloom in wild profusion, their petals a
kaleidoscope of pinks, yellows, and purples. Vines twist like
waterfalls around wooden trellises, heavy with ripe tomatoes
and glistening green beans. It’s impossibly beautiful, like

something out of a dream.

A woman is kneeling in the garden, her hands deep in the soil.

She’s older, with streaks of silver in her dark hair and a face
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lined with both age and laughter. She looks up as I approach,

wiping her hands on her apron.

“You’re just in time,” she says, her voice warm and lilting. “I

was about to take a break. Care to join me?”

I hesitate, but there’s something inviting about her presence,
something that makes it impossible to say no. I nod, and she

gestures to a wooden bench under a sprawling oak tree.

She introduces herself as Lila, and we sit together in the
dappled shade, sharing slices of bread slathered with honey.
She tells me about the garden, how it’s been her Labor of love
for decades. “It’s not just about the plants,” she says, her eyes
crinkling with a smile. “It’s about connection. To the earth, to

each other, to ourselves.”

I tell her about my journey, about the Tarot deck and the
strange signs I've encountered along the way. She listens
without interrupting, her hands folded in her lap, her gaze
steady and thoughtful. When I finish, she nods as if it all makes

perfect sense.

“You’ve been uprooted,” she says simply. “But that’s not a bad
thing. Sometimes, we need to be replanted in fresh soil to

grow.”

Her words hit me harder than I expect, and I find myself
blinking back tears. “I don’t even know what ’'m growing

toward,” I admit.
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She smiles again, softer this time. “You don’t need to know.

Just nurture what’s already within you, and the rest will

follow.”

Before I leave, Lila presses a small bundle into my hands. It’s
wrapped in a scrap of cloth, and when I unwrap it later that
evening, I find a handful of seeds and a note written in

looping, elegant script: Plant these when you re ready.

That night, as I sit by my fire, I draw a card from the deck. The
Empress. She’s seated on a throne surrounded by lush
greenery, a river flowing at her feet. She holds a sceptre in one
hand, her crown glinting with stars. There’s a warmth to her, a

sense of abundance and care, but also a quiet strength.

I think of Lila, of her hands in the soil and the joy in her voice
as she spoke about the garden. The Empress’s message feels
clear: growth isn’t always loud or dramatic. Sometimes, it’s
quiet, steady, and rooted in the simple act of nurturing what

you already have.

Tonight, the stars are bright above me, scattered across the sky
like seeds waiting to bloom. I hold the bundle of seeds in my
hands, running my fingers over their smooth surfaces. Lila’s

words echo in my mind: Plant these when you're ready.

For the first time in what feels like forever, I feel a flicker of
something close to hope. Maybe I don’t have all the answers

yet. Maybe I don’t even know all the questions. But tonight, as
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the fire crackles softly and the Empress’s card rests beside me, I

think that’s okay.
Growth takes time.

And I'm willing to wait.
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Theme: Nurturing Growth and Creativity

The Empress is the embodiment of creation, abundance, and
connection to the natural world. She teaches us that growth
is not about force but about creating the conditions for life to
thrive.

In literature, The Empress archetype appears in figures like
Marmee from Little Women, whose nurturing presence holds
her family together, or Aslan in The Chronicles of Narnia,
whose wisdom and care guide the characters toward growth
and renewal. These figures remind us of the power of quiet
strength and the beauty of nurturing both ourselves and
others.

In real life, The Empress is reflected in individuals who
balance creativity and care, such as environmentalists like
Jane Goodall, who dedicated her life to preserving and
protecting the natural world.

For Robyn, The Empress is a call to pause, to connect with
the earth and with herself, and to begin tending to the things
she’s neglected. Her journey reminds us that nurturing is an
act of love, whether it's directed at a garden, a relationship, or
the seeds of our own potential.

Insights: Cultivating Care

Robyn’s encounter with Lila mirrors The Empress’s dual
meanings. Lila’s garden represents the upright Empress—a
place of abundance, creativity, and nurturing energy. Her
advice challenges Robyn to slow down and reflect,
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encouraging her to cultivate the patience and care needed for
growth.

However, Robyn’s initial hesitation—her doubt about her
ability to nurture anything—reflects the reversed Empress:
neglect, imbalance, or creative blocks. It is only when she
draws the card and reflects on Lila’s words that she begins to
embrace the Empress’s lessons.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Creativity, abundance, nurturing,
and connection to nature.

e Reversed Meaning: Neglect, creative blocks,
imbalance, or over-nurturing to the point of self-
sacrifice.

Reflection Prompt:

“What in your life needs nurturing right now? How can you
create space and care for it to grow?”

Practical Exercise: The Garden Spread

This three-card spread explores what needs care, how to
nurture it, and what it can become. Let’s draw three random
Major Arcana cards for The Garden Spread:

Card 1: What needs nurturing in my life?

Highlight an area of life that requires attention and care.
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The Lovers

The Lovers point to Robyn’s relationships and personal
connections as areas needing nurturing. This could involve
fostering deeper bonds, making choices aligned with her
values, or healing a relationship that has been strained.

Card 2: How can I best nurture this?
Identify the tools, actions, or mindset needed to support growth.

Temperance

Temperance advises Robyn to cultivate balance, patience, and
harmony in her approach. By blending opposing energies and

finding middle ground, she can create an environment where

growth and connection thrive.

Card 3: What will this nurturing bring?

Reveal the potential outcome of tending to this aspect of your

life.

The Sun

The Sun promises joy, vitality, and abundance because of
Robyn’s nurturing efforts. Strengthening her relationships
and embracing balance will lead to clarity, happiness, and a
sense of fulfilment.

Overall Guidance

This spread encourages Robyn to focus on her relationships
and connections (The Lovers) by fostering balance and
harmony (Temperance). With care and attention, this
nurturing will bring joy, clarity, and fulfilment (The Sun). The
cards remind her that tending to the garden of her
relationships will not only strengthen her bonds but also
illuminate her path with positivity and purpose.
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A Message For You:

S\
Plant seeds of
¥ kindness, and they

will grow into a
garden of
abundance.
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Chapter 4:
The Emperor

Structure and Stability in Shadow
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From Creation to Structure

The warm, nurturing energy of The Empress lingers in the air, its
traces evident in the blooming confidence within Robyn’s heart.
The Empress has encouraged her to embrace the beauty of
creation and the power of cultivating her inner world, but now
the journey shifts. Creation needs form; growth demands
boundaries. This is where the energy of The Emperor takes hold,
urging Robyn to transform inspiration into action, dreams into
reality.

The Emperor’s energy is one of stability, structure, and authority.
Where The Empress thrives in the organic, untamed flow of life,
The Emperor builds the framework to support and protect it. For
Robyn, this transition is marked by a call to discipline and focus.
The lessons of The Empress have been fruitful, but they remain
vulnerable without the foundation The Emperor provides.

This shift mirrors countless narratives in literature and film,
where characters move from a phase of discovery and growth to
one of responsibility and leadership. In The Hunger Games,
Katniss Everdeen’s nurturing instincts are tempered by her need
to take on the structured role of a symbol of rebellion. Similarly,
in The Lord of the Rings, Aragorn steps into his role as king,
balancing the wildness of his ranger past with the authority
needed to lead his people.

Robyn’s own journey echoes these arcs. The Empress has taught
her to trust in the cycles of growth, but The Emperor now
challenges her to channel that growth into something enduring.
As she lingers in the bookshop, the space itself seems to shift.
Where once it felt lush and abundant, it now takes on a more
orderly atmosphere. The shelves seem straighter, the lighting
sharper, as though the shop is preparing her for this next phase.

The energy of The Emperor resonates with themes of
accountability and protection. Robyn finds herself drawn to the
practical aspects of her journey, considering how she might
create a life that honours both her newfound creativity and the
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need for stability. The Tarot cards laid before her feel less like
symbols of possibility and more like tools, waiting to be wielded
with intention. She senses that this is a moment to set
foundations—to build something that can withstand the winds of
change.

This transition is beautifully captured in the music of Fleetwood
Mac’s “Go Your Own Way”, a song that speaks to independence,
decision-making, and the courage to take control of one’s path.
The lyrics resonate with Robyn as she reflects on the choices she
must make to shape her future. The High Priestess and The
Empress have given her insight and inspiration; now The
Emperor asks her to act on them with clarity and resolve.

The Emperor’s energy is not without its challenges. Robyn feels
the weight of responsibility pressing against the wings of her
newfound freedom. Yet, she begins to understand that discipline
is not the enemy of creativity but its ally. The Emperor’s lessons
are not about restriction but about empowerment —the kind that
comes from creating a stable base from which to grow.

For now, Robyn stands at the crossroads of creation and
structure. The bookshop’s atmosphere hums with quiet resolve,
its orderliness reminding her that she has the strength to bring
her visions to life. Somewhere in the distance, the sound of
footsteps echoes faintly, as though the shop itself is preparing for
what comes next. The journey continues, and with it, the promise
of growth grounded in purpose.
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March 13th

The forest gives way to rocky hills as I climb higher, the air
thinning and the wind biting harder with every step. It feels
like the world itself is trying to shake me off;, testing my resolve.
By midday, I reach a small mountain village nestled against the
slope. Smoke curls from chimneys, and the sound of hammers

striking metal echoes through the crisp air.

I follow the noise, drawn to its steady rhythm. At the centre of
the village stands a blacksmith’s forge, its stone walls streaked
with soot and its open windows spilling heat into the cold.
Inside, a man works the anvil, his broad shoulders gleaming
with sweat despite the chill. His hammer falls in perfect

rhythm, sparks flying with each strike.

I hesitate at the doorway, unsure if I should interrupt. But he
notices me anyway, his dark eyes narrowing as he sets the

hammer down.

“If you’re here to gawk, you’re wasting my time,” he says, his

voice rough as the mountains around us.

“I'm not gawking,” I reply, though I’'m not sure that’s true.
There’s something commanding about him, an unshakable

presence that makes me feel small and out of place.

He wipes his hands on a rag, then points to a stack of wood by
the wall. “If you’ve got nothing better to do, make yourself

useful. Bring those logs to the fire.”
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By the time I've carried the last of the logs, my arms ache and
my patience is wearing thin. The blacksmith hasn’t spoken
another word, focused entirely on his work. When I finally
muster the courage to ask about his craft, he gives me a look

that could melt iron.

“Craft?” he repeats, his tone dripping with disdain. “This isn’t
about craft. It’s about discipline. Structure. Knowing your

limits and pushing past them.”
“Sounds thrilling,” I mutter under my breath.

He hears me anyway. “You think it’s easy?” he snaps.
“Everything worth building takes effort. Blood, sweat, and fire.

You want to learn? Pick up the hammer.”

I’ve never held a hammer like this before. It’s heavy, awkward
in my hands, and the anvil feels impossibly large. The
blacksmith watches as I swing it, the hammer glancing off the
metal with a dull thud. My arms tremble, and I'm sure he’s

about to laugh or send me away.

But he doesn’t. Instead, he steps closer, his hands rough and

steady as he adjusts my grip.

“You’re thinking too much,” he says. “The hammer’s just a

tool. The strength comes from you. Focus.”

I try again, and this time the hammer lands with a satisfying

ring. The blacksmith nods, a glimmer of approval in his eyes.
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“Better. But don’t get cocky.”

As the sun sets, the forge glows with a warm, golden light. My
arms ache, and my hands are blistered, but there’s a strange
sense of satisfaction in the work. The blacksmith sits on a low

stool, sharpening a blade with slow, deliberate strokes.
“Why do you do this?” I ask.

He glances up, his expression unreadable. “Because it’s
necessary. Strength and structure don’t just happen. Someone

has to forge them.”

I think of his words as I leave the forge, the weight of the
hammer still lingering in my hands. The Emperor’s lesson is
clear: Growth isn’t just about nurturing. It’s about building

foundations strong enough to hold what comes next.

Tonight, the fire crackles softly, casting long shadows against
the rocky outcropping where I've made camp. My arms ache,
my blisters sting, and my mind feels heavy with everything I've
learned. I pull out the Tarot deck and draw a card, holding my

breath as I turn it over.
The Emperor.

He sits on a throne carved from stone, his gaze steady and
unyielding. In one hand, he holds a sceptre; in the other, an
orb. Behind him, mountains rise sharp and imposing, a

reminder of the strength it takes to build and endure.
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The blacksmith’s words echo in my mind: Strength and
structure don’t just happen. 1 think about the forge, about the
way the heat and pressure transformed raw metal into
something strong and purposeful. Maybe I’'m not just

wandering. Maybe I’'m forging something too.
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Theme: Structure and Stability in Shadow

The Emperor represents authority, structure, and the power
of discipline. Where The Empress embodies the nurturing
energy of creation, The Emperor is the builder—the one who
creates order and foundations to sustain growth. He reminds
us that stability requires effort, and that true power comes
from balanced control.

In mythology and literature, The Emperor archetype often
appears as a king or ruler, someone who brings order to
chaos but risks becoming rigid or authoritarian. Think of King
Arthur, whose vision of Camelot brought unity but required
immense discipline and sacrifice. Or figures like Mufasa in
The Lion King, whose strength lies not just in his physical
power but in his ability to guide and protect.

For Robyn, The Emperor’s lesson is one of balance. She learns
that while nurturing and creativity are vital, they need the
structure of discipline and resilience to truly thrive. This
chapter explores the tension between rigidity and stability,
challenging Robyn to find her own foundations.

Insights: Building Strength

The blacksmith’s tough, no-nonsense approach reflects the
dual meanings of The Emperor. His insistence on discipline
and structure mirrors the upright card, while his rigidity and
initial harshness hint at the reversed interpretation. Through
him, Robyn learns that strength isn’t about control for
control’s sake—it’s about creating a foundation that supports
growth and withstands challenges.
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Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Authority, discipline, stability, and
structure.

e Reversed Meaning: Rigidity, dominance, or the misuse
of power.

Reflection Prompt:

"Where in your life do you need more structure? Where
might you need less? How can you create a foundation that
supports both growth and flexibility?"

Practical Exercise: The Foundation Spread

This three-card spread explores the structures in your life
and how to strengthen them. Let’s draw three random Major
Arcana cards for The Foundation Spread:

Card 1: What foundation am I currently building?
Reveals the areas where you are creating stability or discipline.

The Hierophant

The Hierophant indicates that Robyn is building a foundation
rooted in tradition, learning, and spiritual growth. She is
seeking guidance and structure through established systems
or mentors to create stability in her life.
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Card 2: What challenges are testing my structure?

Highlights obstacles or areas where rigidity might be holding
you back.

Death

Death represents transformation and the need to release old
patterns. Robyn’s foundation is being tested by her resistance
to change or fear of letting go of what no longer serves her.
Embracing endings will allow for growth and renewal.

Card 3: How can I strengthen or balance my foundation?
Offers guidance on creating a structure that supports growth.

Justice

Justice advises Robyn to seek balance, fairness, and alignment
with her truth. By making thoughtful decisions and holding
herself accountable, she can create a strong and adaptable
foundation that supports her long-term goals.

Overall Guidance

This spread reveals that Robyn is establishing a foundation
rooted in learning and tradition (The Hierophant), but she
must navigate the challenges of transformation and release
(Death). By embracing balance and truth (Justice), she can
strengthen her foundation and create a structure that
supports growth and evolution. The cards remind her that
stability comes from aligning with her values and being open
to necessary change.
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A Message For You:

True power comes
from strength,

structure and
stability.
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Chapter 5:
The Hierophant

Tradition and the Inner Teacher
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From Structure to Tradition

The resolute energy of The Emperor still feels solid and
uncompromising, its echoes steady and grounding. Robyn has
learned to embrace structure and discipline, to see the value in
creating a solid foundation for her dreams. Yet, as she begins to
feel the weight of these lessons settle, another call emerges—one
that beckons her toward a deeper understanding of the wisdom
that underpins such structure. The transition from The Emperor
to The Hierophant is one of moving from individual authority to
collective tradition, from personal discipline to shared wisdom.

The Hierophant’s energy is about connection—to history, to
culture, to the collective knowledge that transcends any single
person. Where The Emperor builds the framework, The
Hierophant fills it with meaning. For Robyn, this transition is
marked by a pull toward learning, a desire to understand the
greater forces that have shaped her path. The lessons of The
Emperor are vital, but they remain incomplete without the
context and guidance The Hierophant provides.

This shift is mirrored in countless stories where protagonists
turn to mentors or traditions for guidance. In The Karate Kid,
Daniel’s disciplined training under Mr. Miyagi is complemented
by the wisdom and philosophy that underpin each lesson.
Similarly, in Star Wars, Luke Skywalker’s journey is shaped not
just by his training with Obi-Wan and Yoda but by his growing
understanding of the Jedi’s history and purpose. These narratives
illustrate the balance between personal agency and collective
wisdom, a balance Robyn must now seek.

As this energetic shift moves through the bookshop, the
atmosphere evolves once more. Where The Emperor’s energy
brought a sense of order and clarity, The Hierophant’s influence
introduces a feeling of reverence and curiosity. The shelves seem
taller, the books older, their spines adorned with symbols and
languages Robyn doesn’t yet understand. It is as though the shop
itself is guiding her toward a deeper connection with the
knowledge it holds.
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The Hierophant’s energy is not confined to dusty tomes or
ancient rituals. It is alive in the stories we tell, the traditions we
uphold, and the lessons passed from one generation to the next.
Robyn begins to sense this as she reflects on her own life—the
rituals her grandmother cherished, the tales her mother used to
tell. These memories, once distant and fragmented, now feel like
threads in a larger tapestry, one she is only beginning to glimpse.

The music that hums softly in the background takes on a
contemplative tone, echoing themes of reflection and legacy.
“The Sound of Silence” by Simon & Garfunkel comes to mind, its
haunting lyrics capturing the tension between isolation and
connection, between seeking and finding. Robyn feels this
tension acutely, caught between her desire to forge her own path
and the realisation that she is part of something much greater.

The Hierophant’s lessons are not without challenge. Robyn
wrestles with the idea of surrendering to tradition, fearing it
might stifle her individuality. Yet, as she delves deeper into the
cards before her, she begins to see that tradition is not a cage but
a foundation. It is a way of grounding oneself in the wisdom of
the past while still reaching toward the future.

The transition to the next chapter is marked by a sense of
humility and openness. The Hierophant has begun to reveal its
secrets, but it also raises questions Robyn cannot yet answer.
What traditions will she choose to embrace? How will she balance
the collective wisdom of the past with her own unique vision for
the future?

For now, Robyn lingers in the space of reverence and reflection.
The bookshop’s shadows seem to deepen, its silence punctuated
by the soft rustle of pages and the distant chime of a bell.
Somewhere, a faint light glimmers, as though beckoning her
forward. The journey continues, and with it, the promise of
wisdom yet to be uncovered.
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March 14th

The village fades behind me as the path winds upward, cutting
through jagged cliffs and rocky terrain. The air is colder here,
thinner, and it stings my lungs with every breath. The
sharpness feels appropriate somehow, like the landscape itself is

demanding focus.

I’ve been walking for hours when I see it: a stone archway
carved into the mountainside. It’s unassuming at first, the kind
of structure you’d miss if you weren’t paying attention. But
something about it pulls me in. A faint hum of energy, a sense

of presence, as if the stones themselves are alive.

Carved above the archway are words in a language I don’t
recognise. I trace them with my fingers, feeling the grooves in
the cold stone. As I pass under the arch, the world changes.
The air grows warmer, the light softer, and the path opens into
a courtyard surrounded by high walls. At the centre stands a
building, simple but imposing, its weathered doors slightly

ajar.

Inside, the space is vast and echoing, filled with the scent of old
paper and candle wax. Shelves line the walls, crammed with
books of every size and shape. A few tables are scattered
throughout the room, their surfaces cluttered with scrolls and
quills. I’s a library, but it feels like more than that—a place of

learning, of tradition, of something deep and enigmatic.
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A figure moves among the shelves, his robes brushing the stone
floor. He’s tall and thin, with a long beard streaked with silver
and eyes that seem to see everything. When he notices me, he

pauses, his expression unreadable.
“You’re late,” he says, his voice low and measured.
“Ididn’t know I was expected!” I reply, confused.

He smiles faintly, a flicker of amusement in his otherwise
serious demeanour. “You weren’t. But you’re here all the

same.”

The man introduces himself as Elias, the keeper of this place.
“Not a teacher,” he clarifies, “but a guide. The knowledge is

yours to seek, not mine to give.”

He leads me to a table where a single book lies open. Its pages
are blank, much like the one I found in the High Priestess’s

shrine.
“What am I supposed to do with this?” T ask.
Elias raises an eyebrow. “You tell me.”

Frustrated, I sit down and stare at the book. The silence presses
in, heavy and expectant. I glance at Elias, but he’s already

moved away, his attention on another shelf.
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I close my eyes and take a deep breath, letting the quiet settle

around me. When I open them, words have appeared on the

page:
The truth is not in the words, but in the space between them.

The phrase sends a shiver down my spine. I look up, but Elias
is gone. Only his voice lingers, distant and resonant: “Keep

reading.”

Hours pass as I pour over the books and scrolls scattered
throughout the library. Each one seems to hold a fragment of a
larger truth, a puzzle piece that doesn’t quite fit. There are
lessons here about tradition, about the wisdom of those who
came before us, but also about questioning what we’ve been

taught.

I think about the shopkeeper from the village, about her
cryptic words and the way she seemed to know more than she
let on. There’s something of her energy in this place, in Elias—
a quiet certainty that’s both frustrating and reassuring. It
makes me wonder if these encounters are random or if

something larger is at work.

The library’s candles burn low as I sit at the table, the once
again blank book open in front of me. The phrase from earlier
loops in my mind: The truth is not in the words, but in the space

between them.
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I draw a card from the deck, my hands steady despite the
weight of the day: The Hierophant. He’s seated on a throne
between two pillars, a figure of authority and tradition. In one
hand, he holds a sceptre; in the other, a scroll. At his feet, two

figures kneel in supplication.

The card’s message feels both clear and elusive. The
Hierophant speaks of learning, of seeking wisdom through
established paths. But he also reminds me that tradition is a
starting point, not a destination. The truth lies beyond the

teachings, in the space where questions lead to discovery.

I write the phrase in my journal, the ink smudging slightly as
the realisation of my discovery trembles my hand: What have I

been taught that no longer serves me? What truths am I ready to

find for myself?

AsIblow out the candles, I feel the weight of the day settle
into my bones. But there’s also a flicker of something else: a

spark of clarity, faint but growing...
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Theme: The Tradition and the Inner Teacher

The Hierophant represents the balance between tradition
and personal truth. He is the keeper of ancient wisdom,
reminding us of the value in learning from those who came
before us. But his teachings also challenge us to question
what we've inherited, encouraging us to find our own path.

In mythology and literature, The Hierophant archetype
appears in figures like Gandalf from The Lord of the Rings,
who offers guidance but never forces his will, or Albus
Dumbledore from Harry Potter, whose wisdom often comes
in the form of riddles and subtle nudges. These figures
embody the tension between teaching and allowing the
student to grow through their own journey.

For Robyn, The Hierophant's lesson is two-fold: She must
respect the wisdom of tradition while also learning to trust
her own instincts; to interpret those teachings as they relate
to her journey, her story. Elias, with his cryptic guidance,
mirrors this duality, challenging Robyn to find her answers in
the spaces between.

Insights: Tradition and Questioning

The Hierophant’s teachings are about balance—respecting
tradition without being bound by it. Elias’s approach reflects
the dual meanings of the card. His authority and guidance
mirror the upright interpretation, while his refusal to provide
easy answers hints at the reversed aspect: dogma, rigidity, or
the risk of blind obedience.
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Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Wisdom, tradition, mentorship, and
spiritual guidance.

e Reversed Meaning: Dogma, rigidity, or the need to
break free from outdated beliefs.

Reflection Prompt:

"What beliefs or traditions have shaped your life? Which of
them still serve you, and which are you ready to release?"

Practical Exercise: The Wisdom Spread

This three-card spread explores the balance between
learning and questioning. Let’s draw three random Major
Arcana cards for The Wisdom Spread:

Card 1: What wisdom have I inherited?
Highlights teachings or traditions that influence your life.

The Emperor

The Emperor signifies Robyn’s inheritance of structure,
discipline, and authority. She has been shaped by teachings
rooted in stability and order, perhaps from a strong parental
figure or societal expectations that emphasize control and
responsibility.

Card 2: What am I ready to question?

Reveals beliefs or patterns that may no longer serve you.
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The Hanged Man

The Hanged Man indicates that Robyn is ready to question
stagnant perspectives or sacrifices that no longer align with
her growth. This card invites her to embrace new viewpoints
and release outdated beliefs that keep her stuck.

Card 3: How can I honour my truth?
Offers guidance on integrating tradition with personal growth.

The Hermit

The Hermit advises Robyn to turn inward and seek her inner
light. By reflecting on her journey and connecting with her
intuition, she can honour her truth while respecting the
wisdom of her past. Solitude and introspection will guide her
forward.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the influence of stability and authority
in Robyn’s inherited wisdom (The Emperor), while
encouraging her to question outdated beliefs and
perspectives (The Hanged Man). By embracing introspection
and seeking her inner truth (The Hermit), Robyn can balance
tradition with personal growth. The cards remind her that
honouring her path requires both questioning and integrating
the wisdom she has gained.
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A Message For You:

Learn from the
past, but write

Yyour own s [07.;),'

89



90



Chapter 6:
The Lovers

The Dance of Choice and Union

91



From Tradition to Connection

The weight of tradition and collective wisdom wraps around
Robyn like a comforting yet demanding cloak. The Hierophant
has revealed the power of shared knowledge and the importance
of grounding herself in history and ritual. Yet, as she stands at
this crossroads, a new energy begins to emerge—one that shifts
her focus from external structures to internal alignment. The
Lovers beckon, their presence tinged with both harmony and
tension, choice and connection.

The transition from The Hierophant to The Lovers is one of
integration. While The Hierophant connects Robyn to the
collective wisdom of her ancestors, her community and humanity
as a whole, The Lovers ask her to look within and explore the
relationships that shape her world. This is a moment of profound
self-discovery, where Robyn must reconcile her values, desires,
and the connections she holds dear.

This shift mirrors the journeys of many beloved characters in
literature and film. In Jane Eyre, Jane’s adherence to societal
expectations (a Hierophant-like phase) gives way to her
passionate yet balanced relationship with Mr. Rochester, a union
forged through choice and mutual respect. Similarly, in The Fault
in Our Stars, Hazel and Gus navigate the intersection of personal
truths and shared love, their story illustrating the delicate dance
between individual and collective experience.

For Robyn, The Lovers’ energy manifests as a call to examine the
relationships in her life—not only with others but also with
herself. The bookshop seems to reflect this shift, its shelves and
aisles becoming more open and inviting, as though encouraging
Robyn to explore freely. The Tarot cards before her feel less like
abstract symbols and more like mirrors, reflecting her own fears,
hopes, and unspoken questions.

The Lovers are not solely about romance; they represent choice
and alignment with one’s higher self. Robyn begins to feel this as
she considers the decisions that have brought her to this
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moment. What does she truly value? What paths align with her
authentic self? These questions resonate deeply, their answers
shimmering just out of reach.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
both tender and powerful, echoing the themes of connection and
vulnerability. “I Will Follow You Into the Dark” by Death Cab for
Cutie captures the bittersweet beauty of choosing connection
despite the inevitability of change. The lyrics linger in Robyn’s
mind, reminding her that love—whether romantic, platonic, or
self-directed—is both a choice and a journey:

“If Heaven and Hell decide that they both are satisfied
Illuminate the "no's on their vacancy signs

If there's no one beside you when your soul embarks
Then I'll follow you into the dark...”

The Lovers’ energy also brings challenges. Robyn feels the
tension between her desires and the expectations she has
internalised from others. Yet, she begins to understand that true
alignment requires honesty—with herself and those around her.
The Hierophant has taught her to honour tradition, but The
Lovers teach her to honour her heart.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with anticipation and
curiosity. The Lovers have opened a door to deeper connection,
but they also raise questions Robyn must grapple with. How will
she navigate the choices ahead? What relationships will she
nurture, and which will she release?

For now, Robyn allows herself a moment of pause within a space
of reflection and connection. The bookshop feels alive with
possibility, its warmth a reminder that she is never truly alone on
her journey. Somewhere, the faint sound of bells chimes softly, as
though signalling the arrival of a new chapter. The journey
continues, and with it, the promise of choices that will shape the
road ahead.
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March 15th

The road splits again today. It’s becoming a pattern—these
choices, these forks in the path. Each one feels heavier than it
should, as if the road itself is asking me to prove something. To

choose wisely.

The signs are unhelpful: one arrow points left, labelled
“Willow’s Bend,” and the other right, reading “Dawn’s Crest.”
Neither name means anything to me. I hesitate, my hand
drifting to the Tarot deck in my bag. I shuffle the cards slowly,

the familiar motion grounding me, and draw one.
The Lovers.

The card practically vibrates in my hand. Two figures stand
beneath a radiant angel, their gazes locked on each other, their
hands almost but not quite touching. Behind them, a lush
garden blooms, the kind of paradise that feels both eternal and

fleeting. The choice is clear, even if I don’t understand it yet.
I take the path to Willow’s Bend.

The village is small, tucked into a valley where the air is sweet
with the scent of wildflowers. At its centre stands a tavern, its
weathered sign swinging in the breeze. The name, “The Twin

Hearts,” feels like another nudge from the universe.

Inside, the room is warm and alive with laughter. A fire

crackles in the hearth, casting golden dancing light on the faces
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of the patrons. At a corner table, two people sit together, their
heads bent close. Their energy is magnetic, impossible to

ignore.

I order a drink and take a seat at the bar, my eyes drawn to
them despite myself. The woman has a sharp, elegant beauty,
her features chiselled like marble. She gestures with her hands
as she speaks, her voice low but insistent. The man across from
her is her opposite in every way—soft, with kind eyes and an
easy smile that seems to invite the whole world in. He listens

intently, but there’s a tension in his posture, a quiet resistance.

“Interesting pair, aren’t they?” the bartender says, sliding my

drink across the counter.
“Who are they?” T ask.

“That’s Helena and Marcus,” he replies. “Been together for
years, but you’d never know it. They’re always arguing about

something.”

I glance at them again. They don’t look like they’re arguing,
exactly. It’s more like a dance—one step forward, one step

back, always circling but never quite colliding.

I don’t plan to approach them, but fate has other ideas. Helena
catches my eye as she rises to refill her drink, and before I can

look away, she’s striding toward me.

95



“You’re new here,” she says, her tone somewhere between

curiosity and accusation.
“Just passing through,” I reply.

“Hmm.” She studies me for a moment, then gestures to

Marcus. “Join us. He’ll insist if I don’t.”

I follow her to their table, feeling more like I’'ve been
summoned than invited. Marcus greets me with a warm smile,

his kindness immediately putting me at ease.

“Helena likes to pretend she’s intimidating,” he says, winking.

“But really, she’s just particular.”

Helena rolls her eyes but doesn’t argue. “And Marcus likes to
pretend he’s agreeable,” she counters. “But really, he’s just

stubborn.”

Over the next hour, I watch their dynamic unfold. Helena
speaks in absolutes, her confidence unwavering, while Marcus
questions everything, his gentleness masking a quiet defiance.
They argue over philosophy, over the best way to mend a
fence, over whether love is a choice or a feeling. It should be
exhausting, but instead, it’s fascinating. They challenge each
other, push each other, and yet there’s a tenderness beneath it

all that’s both palpable and undeniable.

“It’s about balance,” Marcus says at one point, his eyes meeting

mine. “Helena keeps me grounded, and I keep her dreaming.”
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“And sometimes he drives me mad,” Helena says, with a wry
smile. Her words make me think of Emerson. How often has
he driven me mad in the same way? Always pushing, always
questioning, always holding up that mirror I didn’t want to
face. For all his infuriating tendencies, there was no denying
the balance he brought into my life.” Helena adds, though

there’s a hint of a smile on her lips.

As the evening winds down, Helena leans closer to me, her gaze
piercing. “You’re looking for something,” she says. It’s not a

question.
“Maybe,” I admit.

“Here’s the thing about looking,” she says, her voice softer
now. “Sometimes, you find answers in the mirror someone else

holds up for you. Even if you don’t like what you see.”

Her words stay with me long after I leave the tavern, the
warmth of the fire replaced by the chill of the night air. I think
about the way Helena and Marcus challenge each other, how
their opposing energies don’t cancel out but somehow enhance

each other.

The stars are bright and unblinking, scattered across a velvet
sky. I sit by my fire, the Lovers card in my hand, its edges worn
smooth. The angel watches over the two figures, their union a

delicate balance of choice and connection.
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I close my eyes and think of Helena’s words: Sometimes, you

find answers in the mirror someone else bolds up for you.

In their dynamic, I see my own contradictions: my need for
independence clashing with my longing for connection, my
fear of vulnerability warring with my desire to be seen. The
Lovers aren’t just about relationships with others. They’re
about the relationship we have with ourselves, the choices we

make to harmonize the disparate parts of who we are.

Tonight, I let myself sit with the discomfort of that realisation,
the fire crackling softly as the card rests in my lap. The road
ahead feels both clearer and more daunting, but I’'m not afraid

of the choices /'// have to make, not anymore.
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Theme: The Dance of Choice and Union

The Lovers card explores the tension and harmony of duality.
It asks us to examine our choices, our connections, and the
ways we integrate opposites within ourselves. In literature
and mythology, this theme often appears in stories of star-
crossed lovers or unlikely partnerships, where the union of
opposing forces creates something greater than the sum of
its parts.

Robyn’s encounter with Helena and Marcus reflects this
dynamic, showing her the beauty and challenge of embracing
contradictions—both in relationships and within herself.
Their philosophies serve as mirrors, helping Robyn see the
choices she’s avoided and the connections she’s craved.

Insights: The Lovers’ Duality

The Lovers embody both harmony and conflict. Helena and
Marcus’s dynamic reflects the card’s dual meanings:

e Upright Meaning: Union, choice, harmony, and
connection.

e Reversed Meaning: Disconnection, imbalance, or
avoidance of difficult decisions.

Their story challenges Robyn to consider how she’s balancing
these energies in her own life.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What choices have shaped your relationships—with others
and with yourself? How can you embrace both your
independence and your need for connection?"

Practical Exercise: The Choices Spread

This three-card spread explores the choices and connections
in your life. Let's draw three random Major Arcana cards for
The Choices Spread:

Card 1: What choice am I facing?
Reveals the decision or crossroads currently shaping your path.

The Fool

The Fool indicates Robyn is facing a choice that involves
taking a leap of faith or beginning a new journey. This
decision marks a significant turning point where she must
trust her instincts and embrace the unknown.

Card 2: What influences my decision?
Highlights external and internal factors affecting your choice.

The Lovers

The Lovers suggest that Robyn’s decision is influenced by
deep personal connections, values, and emotions. External
relationships and her internal alignment with her desires play
a critical role in shaping her choice.

Card 3: How can I harmonize my choices and relationships?
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Offers guidance on balancing independence and connection.

The Star

The Star encourages Robyn to seek hope, clarity, and
inspiration in harmonizing her choices with her relationships.
By staying true to herself and maintaining a sense of
optimism, she can balance her independence with meaningful
connections.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights a pivotal moment in Robyn’s life where
she must take a leap of faith into the unknown (The Fool). Her
decision is deeply influenced by her values and connections
(The Lovers), and she is guided to keep hope and authenticity
(The Star). The cards remind her that balancing personal
desires with meaningful relationships is the key to making
harmonious choices.
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A Message For You:

Every choice is a
step towards

connection, or
separation.
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Chapter 7:
The Chariot

Willpower € Purpose
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From Connection to Motion

The gentle hum of The Lovers’ energy rends the air, wrapping
around Robyn like a comforting embrace. Their lessons of choice,
alignment, and connection have guided her inward, prompting
her to reconcile the many pieces of herself. But as she steps
further along her path, a new energy begins to stir—one that
calls for action and forward momentum from this newfound
understanding of burgeoning unity. The Chariot beckons, its
presence bold and unrelenting, urging Robyn to harness her
willpower and take charge of her journey.

The transition from The Lovers to The Chariot is one of evolution.
While The Lovers focus on internal harmony and the choices that
shape identity, The Chariot demands the courage to act on those
decisions. It is a moment of propulsion, where the clarity Robyn
has gained must now fuel her determination to move forward.

This shift echoes the arcs of many beloved characters. In Wonder
Woman, Diana’s choice to embrace her purpose and fight for
humanity (a Lovers-like realisation) propels her into action, as
she strides boldly onto the battlefield. Similarly, in The Hunger
Games, Katniss’s alignment with her values leads her to take
control of her role as the Mockingjay, a symbol of defiance and
hope. These stories capture the essence of The Chariot—where
inner conviction becomes outward motion.

For Robyn, The Chariot’s energy manifests as a drive to claim her
agency. The bookshop, which has served as a haven of reflection
and discovery, now shifts and develops once again. The aisles feel
narrower, the air charged with a sense of urgency, as though the
space itself is nudging her, enticing her to move. The Tarot cards
before her take on a sharper clarity, their symbols vibrant and
insistent, demanding attention and action.

The Chariot’s energy is one of reconciling duality, balancing
opposing forces to move forward with purpose. Robyn feels this
tension as she considers her next steps. The choices she made
with The Lovers’ guidance have laid the groundwork, but The
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Chariot demands that she steer her path with intention. It is both
exhilarating and daunting, a test of her resolve and confidence.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to a rhythm of
determination and intensity. “Don’t Stop Believin’” by Journey
comes to mind, its iconic refrain urging perseverance and belief
in one’s path. The song captures the essence of The Chariot, a
reminder that success lies not only in the destination but in the
journey itself.

The Chariot also brings challenges. Robyn feels the weight of
responsibility pressing against her, the fear of missteps and
setbacks lingering at the edges of her mind. Yet, she begins to
understand that forward motion requires risk and trust. The
Chariot’s lesson is not about perfection but persistence—about
taking the reins even when the road ahead is uncertain.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with anticipation and
momentum. The Chariot has ignited a fire within Robyn, but it
also raises questions about where that fire will lead. What
obstacles will she face, and how will she navigate the challenges
of keeping her course steady?

For now, Robyn feels the stirrings of determination building
within her. Somewhere, the sound of wheels turning echoes
softly, a signal that her journey is accelerating. The road ahead
stretches wide and open, inviting her to take the reins and ride
boldly into the unknown!
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March 16th

The village disappears behind me as the road winds through
fields of tall grass and scattered wildflowers. The morning is
quiet except for the sound of my boots crunching against the
gravel, my mind turning over the events of the past few days.
Helena and Marcus’s words still echo in my thoughts, their
dynamic a mirror I can’t seem to look away from. How often
have I resisted balance? Tried to pull too far in one direction or

let myself drift aimlessly in the other?
The answer feels too obvious.

By midday, the road narrows and dips into a shallow valley. A
wide field stretches out before me, but in the distance,
something catches my eye. A figure moves steadily,
purposefully, their silhouette outlined by the sun’s glare.
They’re walking alongside two horses—one dark as midnight,

the other pale as moonlight.

I’'m drawn to them without understanding why. As I get
closer, I can see the horses more clearly: the black one is restless,
tossing its head and stamping the ground, while the white one
moves calmly, its pace steady. The person walking between
them is neither frazzled by the black horse nor lulled by the
white. They hold the reins of both with practiced ease, their

movements deliberate and unhurried.
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“You look like you could use some direction,” the figure calls
as I approach. Their voice is warm but firm, the kind of tone

that invites no argument.
I hesitate. “Maybe. Depends on where you’re headed.”

They smile, a glint of mischief in their expression. “It’s not

about where you’re headed. It’s about how you get there.”

The figure introduces themselves as Sienna, a traveller like me
but with an air of purpose I've been sorely lacking. The horses,

she explains, are hers to train. “Or maybe they’re training me,”

she adds with a chuckle.

We walk together for a while, the horses flanking us. I watch as
Sienna handles them, her grip firm but not harsh, her voice
calm but commanding. The black horse occasionally tugs at its
reins, trying to dart off, while the white one slows, as if
reluctant to keep pace. Sienna never falters, adjusting her
movements to guide them both without letting either

dominate.

“It’s a balance,” she says, catching me watching. “They’re
opposites, but they need each other. The trick is not letting one

pull you too far in their direction.”

Her words land heavier than she probably intended. I think
about my own opposites—fear and ambition, independence

and connection, light and shadow. How often had I let one
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side pull me off course? Too afraid to take the reins, too unsure

of how to steer?

We come to a small clearing where Sienna ties the horses to a
post and gestures for me to sit. She pulls out a length of rope

and lays it on the ground in a straight line.
“Walk it,” she says simply.

I'laugh, thinking it’s a joke. But her expression remains serious,
and I realise she’s not kidding. I stand, balancing carefully as I
place one foot in front of the other. At first, it’s easy, but then

Sienna begins to speak.

“You’re focusing too much on the next step,” she says. “What
about the step you just took? What about the line beneath
your feet? Balance isn’t just about where you’re going. It’s

about where you are.”

Her words distract me, and I stumble, nearly falling off the
rope. She doesn’t laugh or scold, just nods as if proving her

point.

By the time we part ways, the lesson feels etched into my
bones. Sienna’s horses, her rope, her steady, unshakable
presence—all of it stays with me. As I walk on, I find myself
repeating her words: Balance isn’t just about where you re going.

1t’s about where you are.
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Tonight, the fire crackles softly as I sit with the Tarot deck in
my lap. The card I draw is The Chariot. A figure stands tall in a
chariot pulled by two horses—one black, one white. Their
hands hold the reins lightly, their gaze fixed forward, their

determination palpable.

The message is clear: Willpower isn’t about forcing control. It’s
about guiding opposing forces with clarity and purpose, about
tinding balance in motion. I think of Sienna, of her calm
strength, and wonder if I'll ever be able to walk my own rope

with that kind of ease...

But as the stars wheel overhead and the fire warms my face, I

think maybe I’'m closer than I've ever been.
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Theme: Willpower & Purpose

The Chariot represents victory through determination and
balance. It teaches us that true control isn’t about domination
but about guiding opposing forces with skill and clarity. In
mythology and literature, this theme often appears in stories
of hero’s journeys where the protagonist must harness both
their strengths and weaknesses to succeed.

Think of Odysseus in The Odyssey, who must navigate
treacherous waters and internal conflict to return home. Or
Katniss Everdeen in The Hunger Games, whose journey
requires balancing personal survival with the greater good.
These figures embody the essence of The Chariot: the need
to remain focused and determined while managing
conflicting forces.

Robyn’s encounter with Sienna reflects The Chariot’s lesson.
The horses symbolise her internal contradictions, the forces
she needs to rein in and reconcile; and Sienna’s calm
guidance shows her how to balance them without losing
momentum.

Insights: The Chariot’s Drive

The Chariot embodies both determination and balance.
Sienna’s steady control of the horses mirrors the upright
meaning, while the challenges Robyn faces on the rope hint at
the reversed aspect: lack of focus or imbalance.

Summary of Insights:
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e Upright Meaning: Victory, determination, willpower,
and balance.

e Reversed Meaning: Lack of direction, imbalance, or
loss of control.

Reflection Prompt:

"How can you balance the opposing forces in your life to
move forward with clarity and purpose?"

Practical Exercise: The Balance Spread

This three-card spread explores how to harness willpower
and find balance. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards
for The Balance Spread:

Card 1. What opposing forces am I navigating?
Highlights the dualities in your life.

The Chariot

The Chariot reveals that Robyn is navigating the opposing
forces of control and freedom, or perhaps ambition and
patience. These dualities require her to focus her willpower
and keep steady direction to avoid being pulled off course.

Card 2: How can I guide these forces?
Offers insight into maintaining balance and focus.

Justice
Justice advises Robyn to approach these opposing forces
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with fairness, objectivity, and clear decision-making. By
aligning her actions with truth and balance, she can
harmonize these forces and move forward with integrity.

Card 3: What victory awaits if I stay on course?
Reveals the potential outcome of balanced determination.

The World

The World signifies the fulfilment and completion that await
Robyn if she stays on course. Achieving balance and
harnessing her willpower will lead to a sense of wholeness,
success, and the culmination of her efforts.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the importance of navigating dualities
with focused willpower (The Chariot), supporting balance
through fairness and clear judgment (Justice), and staying the
course to achieve fulfilment and success (The World). The
cards remind Robyn that balanced determination is the key to
reaching her highest potential and completing her journey.
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A Message For You:

f/‘ Victory is not the
';, § absence of obstacles but

through them
with purpose.

i\ the art of steering
A
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Chapter 8:

Strength

Gentle Courage
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From Motion to Mastery

The air around Robyn hums with the electric energy of The
Chariot, its momentum urging her forward with the unity of
unwavering determination. The Chariot has taught her the power
of will and direction, of harnessing opposing forces to divine and
carve her path. But as the dust settles, a new energy begins to
emerge—one that asks her to slow down and look inward, to
temper her drive with resilience and compassion. This is the
realm of Strength, where mastery is not measured by control but
by harmony.

The transition from The Chariot to Strength is one of evolution.
While The Chariot propels Robyn forward with speed and focus,
Strength asks her to pause and cultivate inner equilibrium. It is a
shift from external action to internal fortitude, from conquering
the world to taming the self.

This shift mirrors many beloved character journeys. In The Lord
of the Rings, Frodo’s relentless march toward Mount Doom (a
Chariot-like phase) is tempered by moments of quiet strength,
where his resilience and compassion shine. Similarly, in Black
Panther, T’Challa’s bold leadership evolves into a deeper
understanding of what it means to lead with both strength and
empathy. These stories remind us that true power comes from
within.

For Robyn, the energy of Strength manifests as a quiet yet
profound call to balance. The bookshop, once brimming with the
urgency of The Chariot, now feels calmer, its atmosphere inviting
reflection. The Tarot cards before her take on a softer glow, their
symbols less insistent but no less powerful. They seem to whisper
of patience and trust, urging her to embrace the gentle power
within.

Strength’s energy is deeply connected to the idea of courage —
not the bold, brash courage of The Chariot but a quieter, more
enduring kind. Robyn feels this as she reflects on her journey so
far. The decisions she has made, the paths she has chosen to walk
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down, all require a steady hand and a steadfast heart to see
through. Strength reminds her that persistence is not about
pushing harder but about staying true to oneself.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
soothing yet resolute, echoing the themes of perseverance and
grace. “Rise Up” by Andra Day comes to mind, its uplifting melody
and lyrics capturing the essence of Strength: the power to rise
again, no matter the challenges. The song resonates deeply with
Robyn, a reminder that her journey is as much about resilience as
it is about progress.

Strength also brings its own challenges. Robyn feels the pull of
impatience, the desire to rush forward and achieve. Yet, she
begins to understand that true mastery requires balance—the
ability to pause, to reflect, and to act with intention. Strength’s
lesson is one of trust—in herself, in the process, and in the
unfolding of her path.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with a sense of quiet
determination. Strength has begun to reveal its lessons, but it
also raises questions about the balance Robyn must strike. How
will she navigate the tension between motion and stillness,
between action and reflection?

For now, Robyn lingers in the space of quiet strength. The
bookshop seems to exhale softly, its shelves lined with wisdom
waiting to be uncovered. A lantern flickers, its guiding light
steady and unwavering. The journey continues, and with it, the
promise of courage tempered by compassion and power balanced
by grace.
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March 17th

The trail feels different today... quieter, heavier. The forest
hums with a kind of engulfing stillness, the weight of the
journey settling in my chest. The wood is denser here, the trees
taller and older, their shadows stretching long and dark over
the path. There’s a sense of being watched, not by anything
threatening but by the forest itself, as if it’s waiting for me to

prove something.

As the sun rises higher, the trail widens into a clearing. In the
centre stands a large oak, its roots thick and gnarled, pushing
through the earth like the hands of an ancient giant. Beneath it
lies a horse, wild-eyed and trembling, its coat glistening with
sweat. It’s tied to the tree with a rope that’s fraying under the
animal’s strain. The horse’s chest heaves, its nostrils flaring as it

struggles against its bonds.

And just beyond the horse, the shadows of the forest seem to
shift, coalescing into a shape that evokes the presence of a
mountain lion. Its movements are subtle, its power
undeniable, a creature of the wild watching from the
periphery. The air crackles with tension, the kind that makes
your skin prickle and your instincts sharpen. Whatever it is, it
watches, steady and unyielding, its energy both curious and
commanding. It’s not attacking, but its golden eyes reflect a
calm, predatory intensity. It’s not hunting—not yet—but the

tension in the clearing is palpable. The horse’s panic seems to
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feed the presence’s stillness, the two locked in an unspoken

standoff.

“It won’t stop until one of them gives,” a voice says, startling

me.

I whirl around to see a woman standing at the edge of the
clearing. She’s tall and lean, her hair streaked with silver and
her expression unreadable. She’s holding a bucket of water and

a bundle of herbs, as if she’s been preparing for this moment.
“What do you mean?” I ask.

She steps closer, her gaze never leaving the animals. “The horse
is afraid. The lion is curious. Fear and curiosity are two sides of
the same coin. But if the horse doesn’t calm down, it’ll tear

itself apart before the lion even decides what to do.”
“Can’t we... I don’t know, help?”

The woman glances at me, her expression softening slightly.

“That depends. Are you strong enough?”

The woman’s name is Maeve, and she’s lived in the forest for as
long as she can remember. She leads me to the edge of the
clearing; her movements deliberate and unhurried. She hands
me the bucket and herbs, her instructions clear but
unnervingly simple: “Approach the horse. Speak to it. Let it

know you’re not a threat.”
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I’m shaking as I step forward, every instinct in my body
screaming at me to stop. The horse’s eyes roll toward me, its
panic intensifying as I close the distance. The mountain lion’s
unseen but sensed presence shifts slightly, the faintest rustle of
leaves marking its movement. It’s not a threat, not yet, but its
weight lingers like a silent challenge, its watchful stillness a
force of nature. I allow myself to breathe deeply, to move
slowly; Maeve’s words echoing in my mind: Fear and curiosity

are two sides of the same coin.

It takes what feels like an eternity, but eventually, the horse’s
breathing steadies. Its muscles relax, its panic giving way to
something quieter, something closer to trust. I kneel beside it,
my hand resting on its flank, the warmth of its body grounding
me in the moment. Whatever lingers in the shadows continues
to watch, inscrutable and unmoving, its calm intensity holding

the moment in balance.

Maeve joins me, her presence a steadying force. Together, we
untie the frayed rope and lead the horse away from the tree.
The unseen presence doesn’t follow but dissolves into the
backdrop of the forest, leaving me feeling equally reverent and

relieved.

“You did well,” Maeve says as we settle near a small fire she’s

built.

I shake my head. “I don’t think I did anything. The horse just...
stopped being afraid.”
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“It stopped because you gave it something else to focus on,”
she replies. “Strength isn’t about forcing control. It’s about
creating space for trust. For connection. Even with the things

that scare you.”

Her words settle into me like stones dropped into a still pond,
their ripples spreading outward. I think about the mountain
lion, its calm presence a stark contrast to the horse’s fear. I
think about my own fears, the way they’ve controlled me, and
wonder what it would feel like to face them with the same

calm.

The fire crackles softly as I sit with the Tarot deck in my hands.
The card I draw is Strength. A woman stands beside a lion, her
hand resting gently on its mane. There’s no force, no struggle,
only trust. Above them the lemniscate, the symbol of infinity,

hovers like a quiet promise.

I close my eyes and think of Maeve, of the horse and the lion,
of the clearing where fear and curiosity met. Strength isn’t loud
or forceful. It’s quiet, patient, a steady hand that calms instead

of controls.

Tonight, as the forest whispers around me and the card rests in
my lap, I let myself believe that strength doesn’t have to mean

fighting. Sometimes, it’s just about staying.
ghting ) ying
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Theme: Gentle Courage

Strength teaches us that true power comes not from
dominance but from patience, compassion, and connection.
In mythology, the lion often represents both danger and
majesty, a symbol of the wild forces within us that can be
tamed through trust and understanding. Think of the biblical
story of Daniel in the lion’s den, where faith and calmness
prevail over fear. Or Aslan from The Chronicles of Narnia,
whose strength lies in his gentleness as much as his power.

For Robyn, Maeve’s lesson is about recognizing that fear and
strength are not opposites. They coexist, and finding balance
between them is what allows us to grow.

Insights: Strength and Vulnerability

Strength embodies the duality of courage and compassion.
Maeve’s guidance reflects the card’s upright meaning, while
the horse’s panic hints at the reversed aspect: the dangers of
unchecked fear or forceful control.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Courage, compassion, patience, and
inner strength.

e Reversed Meaning: Fear, self-doubt, or misuse of
power.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What fears are you ready to face with compassion? How can
you lead with gentle strength in your life?"

Practical Exercise: The Gentle Strength Spread

This three-card spread explores how to harness courage
through compassion. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana
cards for The Gentle Strength Spread:

Card 1. What fear am I facing?
Reveals the source of your current challenges.

The Moon

The Moon highlights Robyn’s fear of the unknown and
uncertainty. She is navigating confusion and illusions that
make it difficult to trust herself and her path. This fear stems
from the subconscious, calling her to explore hidden
emotions and doubts.

Card 2: How can I approach this fear with compassion?

Offers guidance on calming and connecting with what scares
you.

The Empress

The Empress encourages Robyn to approach her fear with
nurturing and gentle care. By embracing creativity, self-love,
and patience, she can create a safe space to explore her fears
without judgment, allowing healing to begin.
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Card 3: What strength can I discover through this process?
Highlights the inner power you can gain by facing your fears.

Strength

Strength shows Robyn the courage she can cultivate by facing
her fears with compassion. Through patience and inner
resilience, she will discover an unshakable confidence and the
ability to overcome challenges with grace.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the importance of confronting the
uncertainty and illusions that fuel Robyn’s fears (The Moon)
with nurturing and self-compassion (The Empress). By doing
so, she will uncover a profound inner courage and resilience
(Strength). The cards remind her that gentle strength is found
in self-love and the willingness to embrace her fears with
grace.
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A Message For You:

True strength lies

in embracing
vulnerability.
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Chapter 9:
The Hermit

Wisdom in I ntrospection
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From Mastery to Introspection

The steady, unyielding energy of Strength is absorbed like the
soft warmth of a glowing ember. Robyn has learned to embrace
courage and grace, to balance her inner will with compassion and
patience. Yet, as she takes her next steps, the world around her
begins to quiet. The vibrant energy of The Chariot and the
steadfast resolve of Strength give way to a call for introspection.
The Hermit beckons, urging Robyn to step into the stillness and
seek her own inner light.

The transition from Strength to The Hermit is one of retreat and
reflection. While Strength teaches us to embrace our
vulnerabilities with resilience and an intention of harmony, The
Hermit asks for solitude and contemplation. This is a moment for
Robyn to pause and connect with her deeper self, to listen to the
whispers of her soul that often go unheard amidst the noise of
the world.

This shift mirrors the journeys of many iconic characters. In The
Alchemist by Paulo Coelho, Santiago’s quest for treasure leads
him to moments of profound introspection, where his inner
wisdom guides him forward. Similarly, in Avatar: The Last
Airbender, Aang’s journey is marked by quiet moments of
reflection, where his connection to the spirit world and his own
values shape his path. These stories remind us that the greatest
truths often emerge in silence.

For Robyn, The Hermit’s energy manifests as a yearning for
solitude. The bookshop, once alive with energy and possibility,
now feels still and meditative. The Tarot cards before her seem to
glow softly, their symbols drawing her inward. She feels the pull
to step away from the external journey and explore the depths of
her inner world.

The Hermit’s lantern becomes a symbol of guidance, its light
illuminating the path not just ahead but within. Robyn begins to
understand that the answers she seeks are not in the world
around her but in the quiet corners of her heart and mind. This
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realisation is both comforting and daunting, as it requires her to
face her fears and uncertainties without distraction.

The Hermit’s lessons are not without challenges. Robyn feels the
discomfort of being alone with her thoughts, the vulnerability of
facing herself without distraction. Yet, she begins to understand
that this solitude is not isolation but connection—to herself, to
her journey, and to the greater mysteries of life. The Hermit’s
light is not blinding but steady, a beacon that invites rather than
demands.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet anticipation.
The Hermit has begun to reveal its secrets, but it also raises
questions about what Robyn will discover in the stillness. How
will she navigate the shadows within her own mind? What truths
will she uncover, and how will they shape the path ahead?

For now, Robyn lingers in the space of introspection and quiet
strength. The bookshop feels timeless, its shelves stretching into
infinity, as though holding the answers to every question ever
asked, every emotion ever felt; the corridors of the Akashic
Records themselves. Somewhere, the soft flicker of a lantern
casts dancing shadows on the walls, a reminder that even in the
darkness, there is light. The journey continues, and with it, the
promise of wisdom found in stillness and truth revealed in
silence.
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March 18th

The trail becomes steeper as I ascend into the mountains. The
air is thinner here, colder, the kind of cold that cuts through
layers and gnaws at your bones. The forest has given way to
rocky cliffs, and the only sound is the crunch of gravel under

my boots.

I’'m exhausted. Not just from the climb, but from the weight
of everything I’ve seen, felt, and learned so far. Maeve’s words
still echo in my head, her lessons threading through my
thoughts like an endless mantra. Strength isn’t about forcing
control. It’s about connection. But what do you do when
you’re too tired to connect, when the world feels too vast and

your place in it too small?

The path curves sharply, and ’'m met with a startling sight. A
bridge spans a deep gorge, its weathered planks held together
by fraying ropes that creak in the wind. At the other end, a
figure stands cloaked in grey, leaning on a walnut staff that
seems as old as the mountains themselves. He’s motionless, his
hood drawn low over his face, but he has an unmistakable

presence...

As I approach, he raises his staff, planting it firmly in the

ground. His voice rings out, deep and commanding:

“None shall pass.”
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I stop dead in my tracks, caught somewhere between fear and

exasperation. “Seriously?” I call back.

“Seriously!” he replies, his tone unyielding but, what I

interpret as, lighter.

I step closer, shivering against the wind. “Look, I’m just trying

to get across. I don’t want any trouble.”

He tilts his head slightly, as if considering my words. Then he
sighs and lowers his staff. “Trouble is already with you,” he

says. “What you seek is quiet.”

The words land heavier than I expect, and something in me
softens. He gestures for me to follow, and we cross the bridge

together, his staff tapping rhythmically against the planks.

The Hermit’s dwelling is carved into the side of the mountain,
a small, circular hut with a single window overlooking the
valley below. Inside, it’s sparse but warm, the air heavy with
the scent of pine and smoke. He lights a lantern and sets it on

the table, its glow illuminating his weathered face.

“You’ve come far,” he says, his tone is much softer now. “Too

far, perhaps. Rest here. Let the world be quiet for a while.”

I want to argue, to tell him I don’t have time for rest, but the
truth is, ’'m too tired to resist. I sink into a chair by the fire, the
warmth seeping into my bones. The Hermit sits across from

me, his hands wrapped around a steaming cup of tea.
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Over the next few hours, we talk. Or rather, he talks, and I
listen. As the Hermit’s words weave through the quiet of the
hut, I find myself thinking about Emerson. How often had he
been the steady voice when I needed guidance? How often had
he handed me a metaphorical lantern when my path felt
shrouded in darkness? And yet, our connection feels fragile
now, stretched thin by time and distance. The Hermit’s
presence brings those thoughts to the surface, and I wonder:
have I held onto Emerson for comfort, or because I'm afraid to
let go? He tells me about the mountain, about the travellers

who’ve passed through this place, and the ones who've stayed.

“Some come looking for answers,” he says. “Others just need
silence. Both are welcome here, but neither find what they

think they’re seeking.”
“What do they find?” I ask.

He smiles faintly, the lines around his eyes deepening.

“Themselves. If they’re lucky.”

As the evening stretches on, I feel something shift inside me.
The weight I've been carrying doesn’t disappear, but it feels
lighter somehow, as if I've set it down, even if only for a
moment. The Hermit doesn’t offer me answers, but his

presence—steady, unassuming—feels like an answer in itself.

(I can’t help but think of Emerson again. I wonder if this

journey isn’t just about finding myself but also understanding
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the spaces I've made for others in my life, and the spaces they ve

made for me.)

Before I leave, he hands me a small lantern, its glass etched with
intricate patterns. “A light for your path,” he says. “But

remember, the brightest light comes from within.”

The lantern’s glow casts soft shadows against the rocky walls of
my campsite. I draw a card from the deck, the Hermit’s image
appearing beneath my fingers. A lone figure stands on a
mountaintop, his lantern held high, its light cutting through

the darkness.

I think about his words, about the way he made space for
silence without demanding answers. The Hermit isn’t about
isolation for its own sake. He’s about introspection, about
finding clarity in solitude and learning to trust the quiet parts

of ourselves.

Tonight, as the stars wheel overhead and the lantern’s light
flickers softly, I let the silence settle around me like a second
skin. I think about Emerson—about the times we’ve lit each
other’s paths without realising it. Holding the lantern close, I
wonder if I've been holding a candle for him all along, or if the
light ’'m searching for has always been my own. The questions

echo, unanswered, but for now, it’s enough to simply let them

be.
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Theme: Wisdom in Introspection

The Hermit represents the power of solitude and
introspection. He teaches us that answers aren’t always found
in action but in stillness, in the space where we can hear our
own thoughts. In mythology, he’s the sage who retreats to the
mountains, like Gandalf or Obi-Wan Kenobi, figures who step
back to guide others without seeking the spotlight.

Robyn’s encounter with the Hermit reflects the need for
respite and reflection, showing her that wisdom isn’t about
knowing all the answers but about making space for the
questions.

Insights: The Hermit's Light

The Hermit embodies the duality of solitude and guidance.
His quiet strength mirrors the upright meaning, while the
initial barrier he presents hints at the reversed aspect:
isolation or resistance to seeking help.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Introspection, wisdom, guidance,
and clarity.

e Reversed Meaning: Isolation, loneliness, or avoidance
of reflection.

Reflection Prompt:

"What truths can you uncover in stillness? How can you make
space for introspection in your life?"
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Practical Exercise: The Lantern Spread

This three-card spread explores finding clarity through
introspection. Let's draw three random Major Arcana cards
for The Lantern Spread:

Card 1: What part of my life needs illumination?
Highlights an area where clarity is needed.

The Hermit

The Hermit reveals that Robyn needs clarity in her personal
journey of self-discovery. She is called to reflect deeply on
her path and purpose, seeking guidance from within rather
than external sources.

Card 2: What truth lies in the shadows?
Reveals hidden insights or challenges.

The Devil

The Devil uncovers hidden attachments or fears holding
Robyn back. These may manifest as limiting beliefs or
unhealthy patterns that need to be acknowledged and
released to move forward.

Card 3: How can I carry this light forward?
Offers guidance on integrating newfound clarity.

The Star
The Star encourages Robyn to carry her newfound clarity
forward with hope and inspiration. By embracing healing and
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trusting in her own light, she can navigate her path with
renewed faith and optimism.

Overall Guidance

This spread urges Robyn to seek clarity through
introspection and inner guidance (The Hermit), confront and
release the shadows of fear and limitation (The Devil), and
move forward with hope and inspiration (The Star). The cards
remind her that shining a light on her inner world will lead to
healing and a brighter, more fulfilling future.
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A Message For You:

\
The brightest light Wi\

shines from within.
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Chapter 10:
The Wheel of Fortune

Trusting the Cycles of Life
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From Introspection to Destiny...

The quiet stillness of The Hermit’s energy illuminated the hidden
corners of Robyn’s inner world. Through solitude and reflection,
she has found clarity and courage, uncovering truths that were
once buried beneath the noise of her life. Yet, as the lantern’s
glow begins to fade, a new energy stirs... a turning point that calls
her back into the flow of life. The Wheel of Fortune beckons, its
presence both exhilarating and humbling, reminding Robyn of
the cycles that shape all of existence.

The transition from The Hermit to The Wheel of Fortune is one of
movement and surrender. While The Hermit invites Robyn to
seek wisdom within, The Wheel of Fortune jolts her into the
rhythm of change, urging her to embrace the unpredictability of
life. It is a moment of reconnection, where the introspection of
The Hermit finds its place within the larger tapestry of the
universe.

This shift is reflected in countless narratives of transformation.
In Forrest Gump, Forrest’s journey weaves through moments of
reflection and the serendipitous turns of fortune that shape his
extraordinary life. Stories like these remind us that while we may
not control the wheel, we can choose how we respond to its
turning; that our actions and reactions are a self-enclosed
ecosystem.

For Robyn, The Wheel of Fortune’s energy manifests as a series
of synchronicities and shifts that propel her forward. The
bookshop, once a haven of stillness, now feels alive with motion.
The Tarot cards before her seem to shimmer and shift with
esoteric purpose, their symbols rearranging like the gears of an
intricate clock. Robyn senses that the choices she has made and
the lessons she has learned are converging, aligning.

The Wheel of Fortune is deeply connected to the concepts of
cycles and destiny. Robyn feels this as she reflects on the patterns
in her life—the moments of triumph and loss, the connections
that have shaped her, the mysteries that remain unsolved. She
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begins to see these moments not as random events but as parts of
a larger design, a dance of chance and intention.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
dynamic and uplifting, echoing the themes of change and
resilience. “Rolling in the Deep” by Adele comes to mind, its
powerful melody capturing the intensity and inevitability of life’s
twists and turns: “there’s a fire starting in my heart, reaching a
fever pitch and it's bringing me out the dark”... The song resonates
deeply with Robyn, a reminder that even in the face of
uncertainty, she holds the power to rise and break through.

The Wheel of Fortune’s lessons are not without challenges.
Robyn feels the pull of fear and doubt, the uncertainty of
stepping into the unknown. Yet, she begins to understand that
the wheel’s inevitable turning is not something to resist but to
embrace. The Wheel of Fortune teaches her that while she cannot
control the forces of change, she can choose how she navigates
them: with grace, courage, and faith in her journey.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with a sense of
anticipation and wonder. The Wheel of Fortune has set Robyn on
a path of transformation, but it also raises questions about where
the wheel will take her next. What opportunities and challenges
lie ahead? How will she balance the forces of fate and free will?

For now, Robyn stands at the edge of change, the wheel turning
beneath her feet. The bookshop hums with energy, its shelves
seeming to shift and rearrange in rhythm with an unseen force.
Somewhere, the faint sound of chimes echoes, as though
heralding the arrival of a new chapter. The journey continues,
and with it, the promise of discovery, growth, and the ever-
turning wheel of destiny.
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March 19th

The road unfurls before me like a ribbon, winding through a
patchwork of golden fields and shadowy forests. My steps feel
freer today. Something has shifted, though I can’t quite name
it. The lantern from the Hermit swings at my side, its etched
patterns catching glints of sunlight, a quiet reminder of his

words: The brightest light comes from within.

I’ve been thinking a lot about Emerson. About the way his
influence ebbs and flows in my life. Sometimes it feels like he’s
a constant star, guiding me when I need it most. Other times, it
teels like he’s slipped entirely out of orbit, leaving me to
navigate on my own. But maybe that’s the nature of

relationships—cyclical, like everything else.

The distant sound of laughter pulls me from my thoughts. As I
round a bend, a bustling carnival comes into view, its colourful
tents and spinning wheels a jarring contrast to the quiet path
I’ve been walking. Bright banners ripple in the wind, and the
air is filled with the mingling scents of roasted nuts, candied

apples, and something smoky I can’t quite place.

The centrepiece of the carnival is an enormous Ferris wheel, its
golden spokes catching the sun as it turns slowly, rhythmically.
Atits base, a small crowd has gathered, their eyes fixed on a
figure in a long, flowing coat. He’s juggling brightly coloured
balls, his movements impossibly fluid, as if gravity itself bends

to his will.
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“Step right up!” the man calls, his voice booming over the
chatter of the crowd. “Take a spin on the Wheel of Fortune!
See where the cycle takes you—fortune or folly, gain or loss.

Who’s brave enough to tempt the fates?”

I watch as a young woman steps forward hesitantly, handing
the man a token. He gestures grandly, leading her to the Ferris
wheel and helping her into one of its ornate carriages. The

wheel begins to turn, and the crowd murmurs in anticipation.

“You there,” the man says suddenly, pointing directly at me.

“You look like someone who’s ready to take a chance.”
I blink, caught off guard. “I'm not sure...”

“Nonsense,” he interrupts, bounding toward me with the
grace of a cat. “Life’s a gamble, isn’t it? Why not see what the

wheel has in store?”

Before I can protest, he presses a token into my hand and
ushers me toward the Ferris wheel. The crowd parts as I climb
into one of the carriages, the door clicking shut behind me.
The wheel begins to move, its slow, steady ascent lifting me

higher and higher above the carnival.

As the carriage reaches its peak, the world stretches out beneath
me, vast and shimmering in the afternoon light. For a moment,
everything feels still, as if time itself has paused. But then the
wheel begins its descent, and a strange sensation washes over

me—a mix of exhilaration and dread, like the edge of a storm.
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The wheel turns again and again, each rotation pulling me
through a kaleidoscope of emotions. Joy, fear, hope, decline.
And then, unexpectedly, Emerson’s face surfaces in my mind.
His laugh, his quiet way of always knowing what to say, and
the times he didn’t. The way he’s been both a constant and a
mystery in my life, his presence cycling in and out like the
turning of this wheel. I think about our conversations, the
moments of connection and the gaps in between, and I
wonder—is this the rhythm we’ve chosen, or the one we’ve
fallen into by default? Memories flash in my mind like
snapshots: the laughter of childhood friends, the sting of
betrayal, the warmth of a first kiss, the ache of saying goodbye.
Each one feels as vivid and real as the moment it happened, a
reminder of how life moves in cycles, forever turning. The
wheel slows briefly, and I close my eyes, the image of Emerson
staying with me. Am I holding on to him because he feels like
the steady centre in my turning world? Or is he another part of
the cycle, moving in and out of my life to teach me something
I’ve yet to understand? The thought condenses, and as the
wheel descends again, I realise there’s something shifting
within me too; a decision forming quietly, waiting for its

moment.

When the ride finally slows, I feel breathless, disoriented but
strangely at peace. The Ferris wheel operator is waiting as I step
off, his expression unreadable. My thoughts still swirl with
Emerson’s presence, as if the wheel’s turning has spun

something loose within me. The operator places a hand on my
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shoulder, grounding me momentarily, and I wonder if I've
been ready for this clarity longer than I realised. He places a

hand on my shoulder, his grip firm but kind.

“The wheel doesn’t decide your fate,” he says softly. “It just

shows you the rhythm. It’s up to you to dance with it.”

I nod, his words settling somewhere deep inside me. As I walk
away, the sounds of the carnival fading behind me, I find
myself smiling. The Hermit’s lantern feels lighter in my hand,
its light steadier. Maybe the wheel didn’t change anything, but
it reminded me of something I’d almost forgotten life is always
moving, always changing, and the only thing we can do is keep

moving with it.

The Ferris wheel still turns in my mind as I set up camp
beneath a revolving canopy of stars. I draw a card from the
deck, and the Wheel of Fortune stares back at me, its intricate
design glinting in the firelight. A wheel adorned with symbols
of fate and fortune, turning endlessly, its motion both

inevitable and unpredictable.

I think about Emerson again, about the ways he’s come and
gone in my life, each cycle teaching me something new. I think
about the carnival operator, his words a quiet challenge: /¢’ up

to you to dance with it.

Tonight, as the fire crackles softly and the night stretches long

and quiet around me, I decide to dance.
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Theme: Trusting the Cycles of Life

The Wheel of Fortune reminds us that life is a series of
cycles—ups and downs, gains and losses, beginnings and
endings. It asks us to embrace change as a constant and to
trust the rhythm of life, even when it feels unpredictable. In
literature and mythology, this theme appears in tales like the
myth of the Fates or the cyclical battles of nature in
numerous mythological tales and hero’s journeys. Each story
reminds us that life’s turning wheel is not something to fear
but something to learn from, to experience new perspectives
and new paths for growth.

Insights: The Wheel’s Turning

The Wheel of Fortune reflects both the inevitability of change
and the opportunities that come with it. Robyn’s ride shows
the upright meaning of the card, while her initial hesitation
hints at the reversed aspect: resistance to change or fear of
uncertainty.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Change, cycles, opportunity, and
destiny.

e Reversed Meaning: Resistance to change, fear of loss,
or feeling stuck.

Reflection Prompt:

"How do you respond to the cycles of life? What lessons can
you learn from the turning of the wheel?"

146



Practical Exercise: The Rhythm Spread

This three-card spread explores how to navigate life’s cycles.
Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for The Rhythm
Spread:

Card 1: What cycle am I currently in?
Identifies the current phase of your journey.

The Wheel of Fortune

The Wheel of Fortune signifies that Robyn is in a cycle of
change and transition. This phase is marked by shifts in
fortune, inviting her to embrace the natural ebb and flow of
life’s rhythm.

Card 2: What opportunities or challenges does this cycle
bring?

Highlights potential growth or obstacles.

The Hanged Man

The Hanged Man indicates that this cycle brings the
opportunity for new perspectives and letting go of control.
The challenge lies in surrendering to the pause and trusting
the process of transformation.

Card 3: How can I embrace the rhythm of this cycle?

Offers guidance on finding balance and acceptance.

Temperance
Temperance advises Robyn to cultivate patience, balance, and
harmony as she navigates this cycle. By integrating opposing
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forces and finding her centre, she can flow with life’s rhythm
gracefully.

Overall Guidance

This spread reveals that Robyn is in a transformative cycle of
change (The Wheel of Fortune), offering opportunities for new
perspectives through surrender (The Hanged Man). By
embracing patience and balance (Temperance), she can align
with the rhythm of her journey. The cards remind her to trust
the process and find harmony in the cycles of life.
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A Message For You:

B8 Life's only constant

is change.
Embrace it.
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Intermission...

The journey so far has been one of contrasts—moments of
courage interwoven with doubt, revelations balanced by quiet
reflection. Robyn has walked through lush forests, bustling
marketplaces, and solitary mountainsides. She’s met alchemists,
storytellers, and strangers who mirrored her fears and hopes.
Each step has led her deeper into the heart of who she is,
challenging her to see herself not as fragments of good or bad,
but as a whole being composed of shadow and light.

The cards she’s encountered so far—the Fool, the Magician, the
High Priestess, the Empress, and others—have acted as guides
through the darker, more introspective aspects of self-discovery.
They’ve asked her to question the beliefs that anchor her, to
confront loss and fear, and to find strength in solitude. This has
been her Yin phase—a time of inward turning, where the
unknown has been a quiet teacher, revealing truths through
stillness and reflection.

But every cycle has its turning point.
Just as night gives way to dawn, Robyn’s story is reaching the
cusp of transformation. The next steps on her path will invite her

to step into the world with renewed purpose and authenticity.
The lessons of shadow have built the foundation of her
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strength—the inner scaffolding that holds her steady as she
begins to weave beauty from the threads of self-love and
creation. Now, she enters the Yang phase—a time of outward
expression, action, and creation. Where Yin asks us to pause and
reflect, Yang encourages us to move forward, to create, and to
live boldly. It’s a phase of balance but also movement—a dance
between courage and joy, between vulnerability and power.

In the chapters to come, Robyn’s story will move outward —
toward connection, expression, and the embodiment of all she’s
learned. There will still be trials, of course. Light casts shadows,
after all. But this phase of her journey is about movement, joy,
and renewal.

As you continue alongside her, take a moment to reflect on your
own journey. How do your shadows and light intersect? What
strength have you built from the lessons life has handed you? And
what beauty could you create if you allowed yourself to trust your
inner foundation?

The second act awaits and with it, a new beginning.

When you’re ready... turn the page!
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Chapter 11:

Justice

Secking Truth and Balance
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From Cycles to Balance

The energy of The Wheel of Fortune still vibrates within Robyn,
its turning revealing the interconnected threads of chance and
choice that shape her path. The Wheel has taught her to embrace
change and surrender to life’s cycles, but now she stands at a new
threshold. The rhythm of motion gives way to the stillness of
deliberation. Justice calls her to examine the choices she has
made and the consequences they have wrought.

The transition from The Wheel of Fortune to Justice is one of
grounding. While The Wheel spins with unpredictability, Justice
centres itself in equilibrium and truth. This is a moment for
Robyn to pause and reflect, to weigh her actions against her
values and strive for alignment between the two.

This shift mirrors the journeys of many beloved characters in
literature and film. In Les Misérables, Jean Valjean’s life is a
testament to the interplay of fate and morality, as he seeks
redemption and balance in the face of an unjust system.
Similarly, in The Hunger Games: Catching Fire, Katniss confronts
the moral weight of her actions, understanding the far-reaching
impact of her choices as the face of rebellion. These narratives
remind us that justice is not merely about fairness but about
accountability and clarity.

For Robyn, Justice’s energy manifests as a call to reflect on her
journey. The bookshop, once alive with the dynamic shifts of The
Wheel, now feels serene and contemplative. The Tarot cards
before her seem to arrange themselves in symmetrical patterns,
their balance reflecting the harmony she seeks. Robyn feels the
pull to examine her decisions, to confront the truths she has
avoided, and to consider the ripple effects of her actions.

Justice’s energy is deeply tied to the concept of truth—both
external and internal. Robyn begins to understand that clarity
requires courage, that she must face not only the truths she
welcomes but also those she fears. This realisation is sobering but
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empowering, as it reminds her that growth comes from
acknowledging both light and shadow.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
resolute and reflective, echoing the themes of balance and
introspection. “The Times They Are A-Changin’” by Bob Dylan
comes to mind, its lyrics capturing the essence of Justice: the
importance of self-awareness and the willingness to embrace
change for the greater good. The song resonates deeply with
Robyn, a reminder that justice begins within.

The lessons of Justice are not without challenges. Robyn feels the
weight of judgment—not from others but from herself. She
begins to see that the pursuit of balance is not about perfection
but about integrity, about striving to align her actions with her
values even when it is difficult. Justice teaches her that
accountability is not a punishment but reveals a path to freedom.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet resolve.
Justice has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises questions
about how Robyn will apply them. How will she navigate the
delicate balance between self-compassion and accountability?
What truths will she uncover, and how will they shape her
journey?

For now, Robyn basks in the stillness of Justice’s energy. The

bookshop feels balanced and serene, its shelves lined with the
quiet wisdom of the ages.
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March 20th

The air feels different here. Crisp and sharp, like the edges of a
blade. The path leads me to the outskirts of a grand city, its
gates looming high above me, wroughtiron twisted into
intricate patterns that dare to whisper of unspoken secrets.
Above the gates, a large scale hangs suspended, its balance so

precise that even the wind dares not shift it.

As I step inside, the din of the city rises around me. It’s a
cacophony of voices and the clatter of market stalls, yet there’s
an undercurrent of something quieter, more deliberate. People
move with purpose here, their steps measured, their gazes
sharp. It feels like every action is being observed, weighed, and

recorded.

The square at the city’s heart is dominated by a massive statue
of a woman holding a scale in one hand and a sword in the
other. Her eyes are covered by a blindfold, her expression

serene yet unyielding.
Justice.

Beneath her, a crowd has gathered around two merchants
locked in a heated argument. One is a young woman with fiery
eyes, her arms gesturing wildly as she speaks. The other is an
older man, his stance rigid, his voice low and cutting. Between
them stands a figure clad in deep crimson robes, their presence

commanding yet calm.
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I’'m drawn to the scene, the intensity of it pulling me closer.
The robed figure raises a hand, and the crowd quiets

immediately. Their voice is steady, resonant.

“Both of you have presented your truths,” they say. “But truth
is rarely simple. It is multifaceted, complex, often hidden
beneath layers of perception and emotion. To find balance, we

must first uncover the whole truth.”

They gesture toward a table where the merchants’ goods are
displayed: bolts of fabric, their colours rich and varied. A single
gold thread runs through each piece, binding them together in
a way that’s almost imperceptible unless you’re looking for it.

The robed figure picks up one piece, holding it to the light.

“Do you see?” they ask. “The thread runs through all of them.
It connects and strengthens them, even as it disappears beneath
the surface. Truth is like this thread. To find it, you must look

deeper.”

I hang back but within earshot at the edge of the crowd, those
words resonating in a way I can’t quite explain. As the
merchants nod reluctantly, the robed figure turns their gaze
toward me. It’s not unkind, but it’s piercing, as though they’ve

seen something in me that ’'m not yet ready to see in myself.

“You,” they say, and the crowd parts as they approach me.
“You carry a weight, within you is unbalanced. Truth calls to

you, but you’ve been afraid to face it.”
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I want to deny it, but their words strike too close to home.
Instead, I nod, the weight of their gaze pressing me into

honesty.

“Come,” they say, leading me away from the crowd and into a

quieter part of the square. “Let us see what the scales reveal.”

They guide me to a smaller, more ornate scale beneath an
archway adorned with carved depictions of eyes, all wide and
watchful. On one side of the scale, they place a stone carved
with the word #7uth. On the other, they hand me a similar

stone and tell me to inscribe it with my greatest fear.

My hands tremble as I carve the word Joss into the stone. I
think of Emerson, of the ebb and flow of his presence in my
life. I think of the choices I’'ve made, the moments I’ve
avoided, the truths I've buried. The stone feels impossibly

heavy as I place it on the scale.

The scales tip violently, the side marked /oss plummeting
downward. But then the robed figure adds another stone to
the side marked #7uth. The scales begin to shift, their motion

slow but steady, until they come to rest in perfect balance.

“Balance does not mean equality,” they say. “It means
harmony. Your fear is real, but so is your truth. Together, they

create the whole.”

Their words settle into me like a long-forgotten melody,

familiar yet new. I’ve spent so much time resisting my fears,
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trying to bury them, that I’ve overlooked the ways they’ve
shaped my truths. The realisation is both humbling and

liberating; it shakes me into finding my centre.

The city fades into the distance as I set up camp on a hill
overlooking its glowing lights. The card I draw is Justice, the
blindfolded woman holding her scale and sword. Her gaze is

hidden, but her presence is unflinching.

I think about Emerson again, about the ways he’s shaped my
journey without even realising it. The rhythm of his influence
has been both comforting and disruptive, like a tide pulling me
closer only to push me away. And yet, I've learned something

from every cycle, every ebb and flow.

Tonight, I hold the card and the memory of the scale in my
mind. Balance isn’t about eliminating fear or denying truth.
It’s about holding them both, letting them coexist, and finding
the strength to stand between them. As the stars wheel above
me and the wind whispers through the trees, I feel the first

fragile strands of harmony weaving themselves into my heart.
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Theme: Seeking Truth and Balance

Justice represents the pursuit of truth and the creation of
balance in a world full of complexities. It teaches us that truth
is rarely absolute; it is nuanced, layered, and often requires us
to confront uncomfortable realities. This theme appears in
literature and mythology, from the balanced wisdom of
Athena to the moral dilemmas faced by characters like Atticus
Finch in To Kill a Mockingbird. These stories remind us that
justice is not about perfection but about integration.

Robyn’s encounter with the robed figure mirrors the card’s
lesson, showing her that balance is not a fixed state but an
ongoing process of alignment.

Insights: The Scales of Truth

Justice embodies the duality of accountability and
compassion. The upright meaning is reflected in the robed
figure’s guidance, while Robyn’s initial resistance hints at the
reversed aspect: avoidance of responsibility or fear of
judgment.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Truth, fairness, accountability, and
clarity.

e Reversed Meaning: Dishonesty, avoidance, imbalance,
or denial of consequences.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What truths have you been avoiding, and how can you bring
them into balance by facing fear?"

Practical Exercise: The Scale of Balance Spread

This three-card spread explores truth, fear, and harmony.
Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for The Scale of
Balance Spread:

Card 1: What truth must I face?
Reveals an aspect of your life that needs honest reflection.

Justice

Justice calls Robyn to face the truth about her actions,
decisions, and their consequences. She must reflect on
whether she is living in alignment with her values and take
accountability for her choices.

Card 2: What fear holds me back?
Highlights the challenges or emotions creating imbalance.

The Moon

The Moon reveals Robyn’s fear of the unknown and the
illusions clouding her perception. Uncertainty and hidden
emotions are creating imbalance, making it difficult for her to
trust herself and her path.

Card 3: How can I restore harmony?

Offers guidance on aligning truth and fear to find balance.
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The Sun

The Sun encourages Robyn to restore harmony by embracing
clarity, optimism, and authenticity. By illuminating her truth
and overcoming her fears, she can find balance and move
forward with confidence.

Overall Guidance

This spread invites Robyn to confront her truths with honesty
and accountability (Justice), acknowledge the fears and
uncertainties holding her back (The Moon), and restore
balance through clarity and optimism (The Sun). The cards
remind her that harmony is achieved by aligning with her
values and shining a light on what truly matters.
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A Message For You:

Balance is not

about equality, it's
about harmony.
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Chapter 12:
The Hanged Man

Surrvender as Freedom

165



From Balance to Perspective

The stillness of Justice filters the air, its lessons etched into
Robyn’s heart like the steady rhythm of a beating drum. Justice
has called her to reflect, to weigh her actions against her values,
and to confront the truths she had once avoided. But as the scales
settle, a new energy begins to stir—one that asks her not for
judgment but for surrender. The Hanged Man beckons, urging
Robyn to release control and see the world from a new
perspective.

The transition from Justice to The Hanged Man is one of
surrender and transformation. While Justice centres on balance
and accountability, The Hanged Man invites Robyn to let go of
preconceived notions and embrace the unknown. This is not a
moment of action but of stillness—a pause that holds the
potential for profound change.

This shift mirrors many beloved character arcs in literature and
film. In The Matrix, Neo’s journey to becoming The One requires
him to surrender his doubts and trust in something greater than
himself, symbolized by his leap of faith. Similarly, in Eat, Pray,
Love, Elizabeth Gilbert’s search for balance culminates in her
decision to let go of the expectations she had placed on herself,
allowing her to truly experience life’s richness. These stories
remind us that surrender is not weakness but a gateway to
transformation.

For Robyn, The Hanged Man’s energy manifests as a call to
release her need for control. The bookshop, once a place of
deliberate order and balance, now feels suspended in time. The
imagery of the Tarot cards before her shift as though inviting her
to see them from a different angle, a new perspective. Robyn feels
the pull to pause, to let go of her grip on the reins, and to trust in
the unfolding of her journey.

The Hanged Man’s energy is deeply tied to the concept of
perspective. Robyn begins to understand that the answers she
seeks cannot always be forced; sometimes, they must be allowed
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to emerge in their own time. This realisation is both liberating
and unsettling, as it challenges her to embrace vulnerability and
uncertainty.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
ethereal and introspective, echoing the themes of surrender and
transformation. “Let It Be” by The Beatles comes to mind, its
timeless lyrics capturing the essence of The Hanged Man: the
power of acceptance and the grace found in letting go. The song
resonates deeply with Robyn, a reminder that sometimes the
most profound truths come not from striving but from allowing.

The lessons of The Hanged Man are not without challenges.
Robyn feels the discomfort of pausing her forward momentum,
the unease of releasing control. Yet, she begins to understand
that this pause is not an end but a necessary step in her
transformation. The Hanged Man teaches her that surrender is
not about giving up but about opening—to new possibilities and
new ways of just... being.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet anticipation.
The Hanged Man has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises
questions about what Robyn will discover in this suspended state.
How will she navigate the discomfort of stillness? What new
perspectives will she gain, and how will they shape the path
ahead?

For now, Robyn stands still in the suspended energy of The
Hanged Man. The bookshop seems to hold its breath, its shelves
stretching into a timeless void. Somewhere, the faint sound of a
pendulum swinging echoes softly, a reminder that even in
stillness, there is motion. The journey continues, and with it, the
promise of transformation, through surrender and the discovery
of new horizons.
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March 21st

There’s something liberating about having no particular
direction. The trees here are taller, their branches stretching
skyward like hands searching for something just out of reach.
It’s peaceful, almost hypnotic. I find myself meandering,

letting the path unfold without questioning where it’s leading.

The rhythm of my journey feels different today, lighter again,
somehow. The weight of Emerson’s presence, always just
behind my thoughts, has softened into something quieter, like
the echo of a favourite song. I still feel him, but the sharp edges
of longing are fading, leaving space for something new—even

if ’'m not sure what that something is yet.

The forest opens up into a clearing, and what I see stops me in
my tracks. Hanging upside down from a massive tree is a man.
His legs are wrapped around a thick branch in a pose that looks
both precarious and oddly comfortable. His long, silver-

streaked hair sways in the breeze, and he’s wearing... tie-dye?

“Oh, hey there,” he says cheerfully, as though dangling from a
tree is the most natural thing in the world. “You lost, or just

wandering?”

I’'m too stunned to answer right away. “Uh... wandering, I

guess?”

“Good answer,” he says with a grin. “Best things happen when

you’re not looking for them.”
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I watch as he swings himself upright with surprising grace,
landing on the ground in one fluid motion. Up close, he looks
older than I first thought, his face weathered but kind. There’s
an air of perpetual amusement about him, like he’s in on a joke

the rest of us haven’t figured out yet.

“Name’s Sage,” he says, extending a hand. “Yes, really. And no,
I didn’t pick it myself.”

“Robyn,” I reply, shaking his hand.

“Nice to meet you, Robyn. Welcome to my humble... well,
tree.” He gestures grandly at the massive oak behind him, its
branches sprawling like an ancient labyrinth. “She’s been

around longer than I have, and that’s saying something.”

I’'m not entirely sure what to make of him, but there’s
something disarming about his easy-going nature, a faint scent
of frankincense seems to follow wherever he goes. As we talk,
he tells me about his life, about the years he’s spent traveling,

learning and, apparently, hanging from trees.

“It’s all about perspective,” he explains, his voice upbeat but
earnest. “When you’re upside down, the world looks different.
Problems that seemed huge look smaller. Things you thought

were fixed start to shift. You should try it sometime.”

“T’ll take your word for it,” I say with a nerve-tinged laugh.
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“Suit yourself,” he replies with a shrug. “But here’s the thing,
Robyn. Life’s always trying to get you to rush, to grab the next
branch, to keep climbing. But sometimes you’ve gotta stop, let
go, and just... hang for a bit. That’s where the real magic

happens.”

His words settle in a way I wasn’t expecting. I've spent so
much of this journey trying to figure out where I’'m going,

what I’'m doing, that I haven’t allowed myself to just... be.

As the sun dips lower, Sage offers me a cup of tea brewed over
a small fire. It tastes like something earthy and unfamiliar, but
not unpleasant. We sit in companionable silence for a while,

watching the light filter through the trees.

“You’re carrying a lot,” he says finally, his tone softer now.
“More than you need to. Whatever it is, maybe it’s time to set

it down for a while.”

I think about Emerson again, about the way his presence has
shaped so much of my journey. I think about the weight of
expectations—my own, other people’s—and the fear of what
happens if I et go of them. The thought is both terrifying and

strangely freeing.

Before I leave, Sage pulls something from his pocket and hands
it to me. It’s a small charm carved from wood, shaped like an

infinity symbol. “A reminder,” he says. “Everything’s
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connected, even when it feels like it’s not. And don’t forget...

sometimes the best way forward is to let go.”

I tuck the charm into my bag, feeling its weight settle neatly
among my belongings. As I walk away, the clearing fading

behind me, I realise I'm smiling.

The charm rests in my hand as I sit by the fire, its curves
smooth and comforting. The tea Sage gave me lingers in my
thoughts—earthy and strange, as though it carried a whisper of
something more. The edges of my consciousness feel broader
tonight, as if the world itself has blurred just enough to let
something new seep through. I draw a card from the deck, and
the Hanged Man gazes back at me, suspended in his strange,
serene pose. His face is calm, almost amused, as though he

knows something I don’t.

I think about Sage, about his upside-down view of the world
and his unshakable belief in the magic of letting go. I think
about Emerson, about the parts of him I’'ve been holding onto
and the parts I've already started to release. Maybe Sage is right.
Maybe surrender isn’t about giving up. Maybe it’s about

making space for something new.

Tonight, under the watchful stars, I let myself hang in the
stillness, trusting that the world will look different when 'm

ready to turn right-side up again.
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P.S.

I had the most vivid dream last night. It was almost 700 real. 'm
walking through a forest, the trees humming with a low,
resonant energy. At the centre of the clearing, a mirror hangs
suspended between two branches. In its reflection, I see not
myself, but an infinite corridor of versions of me—some
familiar, others strange. Each one reaches out, beckoning me
forward, their voices blending into a single, hauntingly familiar

melody.

As I approach the mirror, it shatters, the fragments swirling
around me like a cyclone of light and shadow. I wake with a
start, the echoes of the melody still thrumming in my chest.
For the first time in a long time, I feel a quiet certainty:
surrender doesn’t mean losing yourself. It means finding the

parts of you you’ve been too afraid to see.
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Theme: Surrender as Strength

The Hanged Man teaches us the power of letting go and
embracing new perspectives. His suspension is not a
punishment but a choice, a deliberate act of pausing to see
the world differently. This theme is echoed in figures like the
Buddha, who achieved enlightenment through stillness, and
even in contemporary tales like Eat Pray Love, where
stepping away from life’s demands leads to transformation.

Robyn’s encounter with Sage reflects the Hanged Man’s
lesson, showing her that surrender is not about defeat but
about trusting the process of change.

Insights: The Hanged Man’s Perspective

The Hanged Man embodies the duality of surrender and
strength. His calm suspension reflects the upright meaning,
while resistance to letting go hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Surrender, new perspectives,
patience, and transformation.

e Reversed Meaning: Resistance, stagnation, or fear of
change.

Reflection Prompt:

"What would happen if you surrendered control? How might
the world look if you allowed yourself to pause and see it
from a different perspective?"
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Practical Exercise: The Suspension Spread

This three-card spread explores surrender and new
perspectives. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for
The Suspension Spread:

Card 1: What am I resisting?
Identifies areas where you're holding on too tightly.

The Tower

The Tower reveals that Robyn is resisting change and the
necessary dismantling of outdated structures in her life. She
may be clinging to comfort or stability, fearing the upheaval
that comes with transformation.

Card 2: What can I learn from letting go?
Reveals the potential growth in surrender.

The Hanged Man

The Hanged Man teaches Robyn that letting go allows for
new perspectives and deeper understanding. Surrendering
control can lead to clarity and a shift in how she views her
challenges.

Card 3: How can I embrace a new perspective?
Offers guidance on shifting your mindset.

The Fool
The Fool encourages Robyn to embrace a mindset of
curiosity, openness, and trust in the unknown. By stepping
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forward with faith and a willingness to explore, she can
discover fresh opportunities and new ways of thinking.

Overall Guidance

This spread encourages Robyn to release her resistance to
change (The Tower), embrace the growth and perspective
that come with surrender (The Hanged Man), and approach
life with openness and trust (The Fool). The cards remind her
that letting go can lead to profound transformation and
exciting new beginnings.
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A Message For You:

W Sometimes the best

way forward is
letting go...
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Chapter 13:
Death

Transformation € Rebirth
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From Surrender to Transformation

The suspended energy of The Hanged Man dwells softly in the
air, its lessons of surrender and perspective etched into Robyn’s
heart. She has learned to release control, to pause and see her
journey from a new angle. Yet, as the stillness begins to dissipate,
anew energy emerges—one that speaks of profound change.
Death beckons, not with fear but with the promise of
transformation, urging Robyn to let go of the old to make way for
the new.

The transition from The Hanged Man to Death is one of release
and renewal. While The Hanged Man teaches Robyn to see the
world differently, Death asks her to take the next step: to
embrace endings as a necessary part of growth. It is not an
ending for the sake of loss but a clearing of the way for something
greater. Death’s energy is not about destruction but about
regeneration and rebirth, the cycles of life that ensure continued
evolution.

This transformative energy is reflected in countless stories. In
Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows, Harry’s willingness to face
his own death becomes a catalyst for the ultimate triumph of love
and courage over darkness. Similarly, in The Lion King, Mufasa’s
death is not an ending but a pivotal moment that shapes Simba’s
destiny, reminding him of the circle of life. These stories show us
that endings, though painful, are often the beginnings of
something profound.

For Robyn, Death’s energy manifests as a call to release what no
longer serves her. The bookshop, once suspended in the stillness
of The Hanged Man, now feels alive with quiet purpose. The Tarot
cards before her seem to vibrate with an almost electric energy,
their symbols pulsating with the promise of renewal. Robyn
senses that this is not a moment to hold on but to let go—of
fears, doubts, and the parts of herself that have outgrown their
usefulness.
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Robyn begins to understand that letting go is not about loss but
about making space for growth. The memories she clings to, the
beliefs she has outlived, the paths she no longer wishes to walk—
all must be released to clear the way for new possibilities. This
realisation is both challenging and liberating, a reminder that the
greatest transformations often arise from the ashes of what once
was.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
poignant yet hopeful, echoing the themes of renewal and
possibility. “Closing Time” by Semisonic comes to mind, its lyrics
capturing the essence of Death: the pain of letting go and the
hope that emerges in its wake. The song resonates with Robyn, a
reminder that transformation, though difficult, is a gift:

“Closing time, every new beginning
Comes from some other beginning's end.”

The lessons of Death are not without challenges. Robyn feels the
weight of what she must release, the bittersweet ache of saying
goodbye to parts of herself and her life that no longer align with
her path. Yet, she begins to see that these endings are not losses
but gifts, opportunities to step into a fuller version of herself. The
transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet anticipation.
Death has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises questions
about what lies on the other side of transformation. What new
beginnings will emerge from this clearing? How will Robyn
navigate the space between endings and rebirth?

The bookshop feels charged with possibility, shifting like the
seasons, shedding the old to make way for the new. Somewhere,
the faint sound of a clock ticking echoes softly, a reminder that
time is both finite and infinite, a constant process of endings and
beginnings, mirroring the infinite potential of life’s cycles.
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March 22nd

The air is thick with ash when I arrive at the village. The once-
vivid greenery that lined the path is now charred black, skeletal
trees clawing at the sky. The remnants of houses lie scattered
like discarded toys, their frames bent and broken. Smoke
lingers in the air, acrid and heavy, clinging to everything it
touches. It’s a place frozen in the aftermath of destruction, a

monument to something lost.

I hesitate at the edge of the wreckage, my steps faltering. A
tigure emerges from the haze, moving with the slow, deliberate
grace of someone carrying more than just their own weight. It’s
a woman, her face streaked with soot, her hands cradling a
small bundle of something wrapped in cloth. She notices me
but doesn’t stop, disappearing into the remnants of what looks

like a barn.

I follow her instinctively, my curiosity outweighing my
hesitation. Inside the barn, a small group of villagers huddle
together, their faces etched with exhaustion and grief. The
woman gently places the bundle on a makeshift table,
unwrapping it to reveal seeds—hundreds of them, glinting

faintly in the dim light.

“It’s all we have left,” she says, her voice steady despite the

weight of her words. “The fire took everything else.”
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An older man steps forward, his face lined with age and worry.
“Even if we plant them, there’s no guarantee they’ll grow. The

soil... it’s poisoned.”

“The soil will heal,” the woman replies firmly. “But only as we

do, only when we begin again.”

I’m struck by her determination, the quiet strength in her
voice. She doesn’t know if her efforts will succeed, but she’s
moving forward anyway. Something about her resolve stirs

something deep within me, a feeling I can’t quite name.
“What happened here?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

She looks at me, her gaze unwavering. “A wildfire. It came fast,
faster than we could run. We lost... everything. But fire doesn’t
just destroy. It makes space for something new. The forest will

return, stronger than before. And so will we.”

Her words settle in my chest like a seed, planting themselves in

the quiet spaces I've been too afraid to explore.

Over the next few hours, T help the villagers clear debris and
prepare the soil for planting. The work is gruelling, the ash and
dirt clinging to my skin, but it’s also grounding. With each
shovelful of dirt, each small act of rebuilding, I feel a layer of
who I am moving with it, something new and exciting taking

root within me.
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As the sun begins to set, the woman hands me a small handful

of seeds. “Plant them,” she says simply. “And trust.”

I find a quiet corner of the scorched earth and kneel, pressing
the seeds into the ground. As I cover them with soil, a memory
surfaces: Emerson’s laugh, rich and warm, like the sunlight
coming through the greenhouse that we were attempting to
piece together. It’s a memory I haven’t visited in a long time,
one I've been afraid to touch. But here, in this place of endings
and beginnings, it feels less like a wound and more like a

thread, something to hold onto as I weave the next part of my

story.

When I rise, the woman is standing nearby, watching me. “You
can’t control what grows,” she says. “But you can choose to

plant the seeds.”

Her words continue to resonate as I leave the village, the
horizon painted in shades of orange and gold. For the first time
in a long time, I feel a sense of peace, a quiet understanding
that not everything is meant to stay. Some things must burn

away to make room for what’s next.

Tonight, the card I draw is Death, its stark imagery both
haunting and beautiful. A skeletal figure rides a pale horse,
trampling wilted flowers underfoot while the sun rises in the

distance. It’s not an ending, I realise. It’s a transition.
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I think about the woman’s words, about Emerson, about the
parts of myself I've been holding onto too tightly. I’'ve been so
afraid of letting go, of losing the pieces of my life that feel
familiar, even when they no longer serve me. But tonight, as
the firelight dances across the card’s surface, I feel ready. Not

to let go completely, but to make space for something new.
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Theme: Transformation and Rebirth

Death is often misunderstood as a card of literal endings, but
its true meaning lies in transformation. It invites us to release
what no longer serves us, making space for growth and
renewal. Transformation often feels daunting because it
requires letting go of the familiar, but it’s also an opportunity
to step into something new and unexpected.

This theme is echoed in stories across cultures and genres.
Consider the myth of the Phoenix, a bird that bursts into
flames only to rise anew from its ashes, more radiant than
before. This imagery resonates deeply with the Death card,
reminding us that destruction and creation are intrinsically
linked.

In contemporary storytelling, the idea of transformation
shines in movies like The Pursuit of Happyness, where the
protagonist loses everything only to rebuild a life of purpose
and fulfilment. Similarly, Eat Pray Love chronicles a woman’s
journey of self-discovery, where leaving behind her old life
allows her to embrace new perspectives and experiences.
These narratives emphasise that endings, while painful, often
lead to profound personal growth.

Robyn’s encounter with the villagers reflects this lesson,
showing her that destruction can pave the way for renewal.
Just as the wildfire clears the forest for new life, her journey
mirrors the process of shedding what’s no longer needed to
cultivate something stronger and more aligned with her true
self. It invites us to release what no longer serves us, making
space for growth and renewal. This theme is echoed in
stories like the phoenix rising from its ashes or the seasons
turning from winter to spring. These tales remind us that
endings are not final; they are simply transitions.
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Insights: The Cycle of Death and Rebirth

The Death card embodies the duality of loss and renewal. Its
upright meaning is reflected in the villagers’ determination,
while resistance to change hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Transformation, endings, renewal,
and letting go.

e Reversed Meaning: Stagnation, fear of change, or
clinging to the past.

Reflection Prompt:

"What in your life needs to end to allow something new to
begin?"

Practical Exercise: The Transformation Spread

This three-card spread explores endings and new beginnings.
Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for The
Transformation Spread:

Card 1: What needs to be released?
Identifies something in your life that no longer serves you.

Death
Death signifies that Robyn needs to release an old cycle,
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habit, or mindset that has run its course. This card represents
the end of a chapter and the need to embrace the natural
process of letting go to make space for renewal.

Card 2: What is ready to grow?
Highlights the potential for renewal.

The Star

The Star reveals that hope, healing, and inspiration are ready
to take root in Robyn’s life. This card encourages her to focus
on renewal and to trust in the bright future that lies ahead.

Card 3: How can I nurture this transformation?
Offers guidance on fostering growth and change.

The Magician

The Magician advises Robyn to nurture her transformation by
harnessing her inner power and using her skills and
resources. By believing in her ability to manifest her goals,
she can turn potential into reality.

Overall Guidance

This spread emphasises the importance of releasing what no
longer serves Robyn (Death), embracing the healing and
inspiration that come with renewal (The Star), and using her
talents and confidence to foster growth (The Magician). The
cards remind her that transformation is a powerful process
that requires letting go, trusting the future, and taking
intentional action.
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A Message For You:

"~ Every new
beginning comes
from some other

beginning’s end.
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Chapter 14:

Temperance

The Art of Alchemy
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From Transformation to Harmony

The air still hums with the energy of Death, its transformative
power leaving Robyn both humbled and renewed. She has faced
the challenge of letting go, releasing the fears, doubts, and
limitations that no longer served her. And now, as the echoes of
that release fade, a new energy begins to take shape—one of
balance, harmony, and integration. Temperance emerges, urging
Robyn to take the lessons of transformation and weave them into
a cohesive whole.

The transition from Death to Temperance is one of synthesis.
While Death focuses on endings and the clearing of old paths,
Temperance invites Robyn to step into a space of creation,
blending the fragments of her journey into something unified
and purposeful. This is a moment of alchemy, where the chaos of
change finds its rhythm and becomes harmony.

This shift is mirrored in countless narratives. In The Lord of the
Rings, Frodo and Sam’s journey through Mordor culminates in
the integration of their trials and their triumphs, creating a sense
of closure and balance. Similarly, in Moana, the titular
character’s discovery of her true calling and the restoration of Te
Fiti exemplify the harmony that emerges after transformation.
These stories remind us that growth is not just about change but
about finding equilibrium within that change.

For Robyn, Temperance’s energy manifests as a call to find her
centre. The bookshop, once charged with the intensity of Death’s
transformation, now feels calm and serene. The Tarot cards
before her seem to radiate with a gentle glow, their symbols
blending into one another as though forming a single story.
Robyn feels the pull to reflect on her journey, to see how the
pieces fit together and what they reveal about the path ahead.

Temperance’s energy is deeply connected to balance and
patience. Robyn begins to understand that the process of
integration cannot be rushed. The lessons she has learned from
The Fool to Death must now be distilled, their truths blended into
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a deeper understanding of herself and her purpose. This
realisation brings with it a sense of peace, a quiet confidence that
she is exactly where she needs to be.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
uplifting and harmonious, echoing the themes of balance and
unity. “Clair de Lune” by Claude Debussy comes to mind, its
ethereal melody capturing the essence of Temperance: the beauty
of stillness, patience, and the blending of contrasts. The song
resonates with Robyn, a reminder that harmony is not something
to find but something to create.

The lessons of Temperance are not without their challenges.
Robyn feels the pull of impatience, the desire to move forward
quickly now that the hardest parts of her transformation seem
behind her. Yet, she begins to see that true harmony requires
time and care. Temperance teaches her that integration is not a
single act but an ongoing process, one that requires mindfulness
and intention, carried out and carried through in baby steps.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet anticipation.
Temperance has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises
questions about how Robyn will apply them. How will she balance
the different energies within her? What will she create from the
pieces she has gathered, and how will that creation shape her
journey?

For now, Robyn pauses in the serene energy of Temperance. The
bookshop feels like a sanctuary, its shelves lined with wisdom
waiting to be woven into her journey. Somewhere, the faint sound
of water flowing echoes softly, a reminder of life’s ever-moving
current and the beauty of finding stillness within it. The journey
continues, and with it, the promise of harmony, creation, and the
infinite dance of contrasts.
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March 23rd

The first thing I notice is the smell of paint. It hangs in the air
like a memory—sharp, sweet, and somehow alive. I've
wandered into a small studio tucked behind a grove of cypress
trees. Canvases lean against every wall, their surfaces splashed
with vibrant, chaotic colours. In the centre of the room, a
woman sits cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by jars of
pigments and brushes. She’s mixing something—a deep,
shimmering gold—with an intensity that makes the rest of the

world feel muted.

“Don’t move!” she says without looking up. Her voice is light,
almost playful, but there’s an edge of command to it. “You’ll

disturb the balance.”

I freeze, unsure of what balance she’s referring to. After a
moment, she glances up, her piercing dark eyes locking onto

mine. Her hair is a wild tumble of curls, streaked with paint in

hues of red and blue.

“Who are you?” she asks, tilting her head like she’s studying a

particularly puzzling puzzle piece.
“Robyn,” I manage. “I was just passing through—"

“There’s no such thing as ‘just passing through,’ she
interrupts, waving a brush in my direction. “You’re here for a

reason, even if you don’t know what it is yet. Come. Sit.”
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Her name is Aurelia, and she tells me she’s an artist. But as the
afternoon stretches on, I realise she’s more than that. Her
paintings aren’t just images; they’re stories, layers of colour and
texture that shift and change depending on where you stand.
She shows me one of a river that seems to flow when you look

at it from the corner of your eye.

“It’s not magic,” she says with a wink. “It’s perspective. Every
element balances the other—water and fire, light and shadow,
chaos and order. You take two things that seem like opposites
and find the harmony between them. That’s how alchemy

works.”
“Alchemy?” I repeat, raising an eyebrow.

She laughs, a sound like wind chimes in a storm. “You think
it’s just turning lead into gold? Alchemy is everywhere. It’s in
the way the sky meets the sea, the way pain turns into strength.
It’s the art of balance. And you, my dear, are entirely out of

balance.”

I want to argue, (this feels like a familiar conversation!), but her
words hit too close to home. Instead, I watch as she begins
another painting, her brush moving in bold, sweeping strokes.
“You’re holding onto something,” she says casually, as though
commenting on the weather. “Something you think you’ve let

go of, but it’s still there, hiding in the corners.”
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Emerson’s face flashes in my mind, unbidden. I think about a
conversation we had years ago, an argument so small I barely
remember the details. I had been convinced I was right, but
now, looking back, I see it differently. He had been trying to
tell me something—not with words, but with the space
between them. I hadn’t understood it then. Maybe I still don’t,

but more than ever I want to.

“What if you’re wrong?” Aurelia asks, as though she’s read my

thoughts.
“About what?”

“About what you think you know. About what you think you

need.”

Her words linger as she hands me a brush. “Here,” she says.

“Paint.”
“I'm not an artist,” I protest.

“Neither am I,” she replies with a grin. “But that’s never

stopped me!”

Hesitantly, I dip the brush into a jar of deep blue and make a
tentative stroke across the canvas. It feels awkward at first, but
as I add more colours—gold, crimson, white—something
shifts. The lines blur, the colours bleed into each other,
creating something I can’t quite define but can’t stop looking

at.
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“There itis,” Aurelia says softly. “The harmony you didn’t

know you were looking for.”

Tonight, the card I draw is Temperance. The image shows an
angel standing with one foot on land and the other in water,
pouring liquid from one chalice into another. It’s a card of art,
of blending opposites to create something greater than the sum

of its parts.

I think about Aurelia, about the way she turned chaos into art,
discord into harmony. I think about Emerson, about the
spaces between us that have shaped our connection as much as
the moments themselves. Maybe we’re not opposites, but
complements. Maybe the tension isn’t something to resolve
but a tool, like the threads of a tapestry or the bristles of a

paintbrush.

Under the quiet but swirling sky, I hold the card and let its
message sink in. Balance isn’t a destination. It’s an art. And

maybe, just maybe, I’'m ready to start painting...
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Theme: The Art of Alchemy

Temperance teaches us the power of balance and integration.
It's about blending seemingly opposing forces to create
harmony, much like an alchemist combines elements to
produce gold. This theme is reflected in nature, where
opposites coexist to create balance—the interplay of sunlight
and shadow, the cycle of the tides.

In art and life, the alchemy of opposites often leads to
profound creations. Vincent van Gogh'’s starry nights and
sunlit fields emerged from his personal darkness, while Frida
Kahlo’s surreal, vivid self-portraits wove together her
physical pain and emotional depth. These artists turned their
inner conflicts into works of art that transcend time and
space. Temperance reminds us that harmony isn’'t about
eliminating differences but about embracing and integrating
them into something greater.

Robyn’s encounter with Aurelia mirrors this lesson, showing
her that the things she sees as opposites—chaos and order,
past and present, fear and hope, strength and beauty—are
threads of the same tapestry. It's not about choosing one over
the other; it's about weaving them together. It's not about
choosing one over the other; it's about weaving them
together.

Insights: Blending Opposites

Temperance embodies the duality of moderation and
harmony. Its upright meaning is reflected in the artist’s
alchemy, while the reversed aspect suggests a lack of balance
or extremes.
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Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Balance, moderation, integration,
and patience.

e Reversed Meaning: Imbalance, excess, conflict, or lack
of harmony.

Reflection Prompt:

"What two aspects of your life feel like opposites? How can
you bring them into harmony?"

Practical Exercise: The Alchemy Spread

This three-card spread explores balance and integration.
Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for The Alchemy
Spread:

Card 1: What elements feel in opposition?
Highlights areas of conflict or imbalance.

The Lovers

The Lovers reveal a conflict between Robyn’s desires and her
sense of duty or responsibility. This opposition reflects a
struggle to align her heart’s choices with her external
obligations, creating imbalance in her decision-making.

Card 2: How can they complement each other?

Offers insight into their harmony.
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Temperance

Temperance advises Robyn to find balance by blending her
opposing elements—desire and duty—into a harmonious
whole. By seeking moderation and understanding, she can
create unity and flow in her life.

Card 3: What can I create from this balance?
Reveals the potential outcome of integration.

The World

The World signifies that through balance and integration,
Robyn can achieve fulfilment and completion. This harmony
will open the door to new opportunities and a sense of
wholeness and accomplishment.

Overall Guidance

This spread encourages Robyn to address the opposition
between her desires and responsibilities (The Lovers), find
balance through moderation and understanding
(Temperance), and create a fulfilling and unified life (The
World). The cards remind her that integrating opposing
forces can lead to profound harmony and a sense of
completion.
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Chapter 15:
The Devil

“Do What Thou Wilt”
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From Harmony to Liberation

The serene energy of Temperance sustains like the fading notes
of a symphony, its harmony woven into Robyn’s being. She has
learned to balance and integrate the lessons of her journey,
finding peace in the interplay of contrasts. Yet, as the quiet
stillness begins to shift, a new energy surges forward—bold,
electrifying, and unapologetic. The Devil emerges, not as a figure
of fear but as a force of liberation, urging Robyn to confront her
shadows and reclaim her power.

The transition from Temperance to The Devil is one of upheaval
and rebellion. While Temperance seeks balance and order, The
Devil shatters illusions and reveals the chains that bind us. This is
not a descent into darkness but an invitation to confront it, to
face the desires, fears, and limitations we often hide from
ourselves.

This shift is reflected in countless narratives. In Breaking Bad,
Walter White’s descent into moral ambiguity challenges him to
confront the darkest parts of himself, revealing both his
vulnerabilities and his strength. Similarly, in Joker (2019), Arthur
Fleck’s transformation from a marginalized individual to a figure
of chaos explores the liberation and consequences of embracing
one’s shadow. These stories remind us that liberation often
requires stepping into the shadows.

For Robyn, The Devil’s energy manifests as a call to reclaim her
agency. The bookshop, once a sanctuary of harmony, now feels
charged with raw, untamed energy. The Tarot cards before her
seem to pulse with life, their symbols revealing hidden truths and
forbidden desires. Robyn senses that this is not a moment to
resist but to explore, to dive into the depths of her being and
confront what she finds there.

The Devil’s energy is deeply tied to temptation and
empowerment. Robyn begins to understand that the chains she
perceives are often self-imposed, born from fear and doubt. This
realisation is both unsettling and exhilarating, as it reminds her
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that true freedom lies in embracing her whole self —the light and
the shadow, the sacred and the profane.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
wild and defiant, echoing the themes of liberation and rebellion.
“Sympathy for the Devil” by The Rolling Stones comes to mind, its
edgy rhythm and provocative lyrics capturing the essence of The
Devil: a challenge to conventional morality and an invitation to
dance with the parts of ourselves we fear. The song resonates
with Robyn, a reminder that confronting her shadow is not an act
of destruction but of reclamation.

The lessons of The Devil are not without challenges. Robyn feels
the pull of shame and hesitation, the societal conditioning that
tells her to hide her desires and conform to expectations. Yet, she
begins to see that liberation is not about indulgence but about
choice—the power to decide what chains to break and what
truths to embrace. The Devil teaches her that freedom is not
found in denial but in ownership.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with an electric
anticipation. The Devil has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also
raises questions about what Robyn will uncover in the shadows.
What desires and fears will she confront? How will she transform
the chains that once bound her into tools of empowerment?

For now, Robyn steps boldly into The Devil’s energy. The
bookshop feels alive with rebellion, its shelves seeming to vibrate
with the raw power of liberation. Somewhere, the faint strum of a
guitar echoes, a reminder that freedom is as much an act of
defiance as it is a journey of self-discovery, and the wild,
untamed energy of the unchained self.
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March 24th

The atmosphere feels different here, heavier somehow,
bordering on sullen. It’s a sultry evening, and the dim glow of
neon lights filters through the trees as I follow the sound of
music. The deep thrum of a bass guitar vibrates through my
chest, pulling me toward its source like a magnet. I don’t know
what ’'m walking into, but my curiosity overpowers the faint

whisper of caution at the back of my mind.

I step into a clearing where a makeshift stage has been set up,
bathed in red and gold light. A crowd has gathered, their faces
half-hidden in shadow as they sway to the music. Onstage, a
man brandishes a guitar with a kind of feral energy, his
presence commanding and almost hypnotic. His dark curls are
wild, his eyes gleaming with mischief as he sings lyrics that

seem to ripple through the gathered crowd like a spell.

“Who is that?” I ask someone nearby, my voice barely audible

over the music.

“That’s Aleister,” they reply, their tone a mix of awe and

reverence. “He’s... well, you'll see.”

The song ends, and the crowd erupts into cheers. Aleister steps
off the stage, his gaze sweeping the clearing until it lands on
me. A slow smile spreads across his face as he makes his way
over, moving with the kind of confidence that makes the world

seem like it’s bending to his will.
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“And who might you be?” he asks, his voice low and smooth,

like smoke curling through the air.

“Robyn,” I reply, suddenly hyper-aware of the intensity of his

gaze.

“Robyn,” he repeats, savouring the sound of my name.

“Welcome to the show.”

He gestures toward a cluster of chairs near the stage. “Care to

join me?”

Over the next hour, Aleister tells me stories—or what he claims
are stories—about his travels, his music, and the people who’ve
crossed his path. There’s an edge to his charm, something
dangerous and exhilarating, like standing too close to the edge
of a cliff or holding your hand for a moment too long over a

naked flame.

“You could stay,” he says suddenly, leaning back in his chair
and watching me with a lazy grin. “Join the band. Travel the

world. Live free. Isn’t that what everyone wants?”

I laugh, but it sounds hollow even to my own ears. “I don’t

think that’s 7y path.”

“Why not?” he presses, his tone playful but probing. “Afraid

to let go? To take what you want?”
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His words stir something uncomfortable in me, a mix of
temptation and unease. I think of Emerson, of the quiet
steadiness he’s brought to my life, and I wonder if he’d see this

as an adventure or a trap. I wonder what I see it as.

“It’s not that simple,” I say finally, my voice firmer than I

expected.

Aleister’s smile falters for a fraction of a second, but then it’s
back, as if he’s decided not to push further. “Nothing worth

having ever is,” he says cryptically, rising from his chair. “But
remember, Robyn: the chains that bind you are the ones you

choose to wear.”

As the night wears on, the crowd begins to thin, and Aleister
disappears back onto the stage. I stay for a while longer,
watching the flicker of candlelight play against the darkness.
There’s a weight in my chest, but it’s not unpleasant. It’s the
weight of something shifting, contorting; a small but

previously hidden piece of myself falling into place.

Tonight, the card I draw is The Devil. The image is striking: a
horned figure towering over two people, chains wrapped
loosely around their necks. It’s a card that often evokes fear,
but as I look closer, I notice something. The chains aren’t tight

or locked. They could be removed at any time.

I think about Aleister, about the allure of his freedom and the

danger of it. I think about Emerson, about the quiet anchor
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he’s been without even realising it. And I think about myself,
about the ways I've kept myself tethered to things that no

longer serve me.

I'sit with the card, its image etched into my mind like a

challenge. The chains are mine to wear—or to break.

The choice, as always, is mine.
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Theme: The Chains We Choose

The Devil often evokes fear, but its true meaning lies in
understanding the ways we keep ourselves trapped. It’s a
card of entrapment and liberation, of acknowledging desires
and confronting the chains—both external and internal—that
bind us. This theme is reflected in stories like The Picture of
Dorian Gray, where unchecked indulgence leads to ruin, or
Whiplash, where ambition becomes its own form of
imprisonment. The Devil reminds us that true freedom comes
from self-awareness and the courage to confront what holds
us back.

Robyn’s encounter with Aleister mirrors this lesson, showing
her the seductive pull of freedom without accountability and
the power of choosing her own path.

Insights: Facing Our Shadows

The Devil embodies the duality of temptation and liberation.
Its upright meaning is reflected in Aleister’s charisma, while
resistance to self-awareness hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:
e Upright Meaning: Temptation, desire, self-imposed
limitations, and materialism.

e Reversed Meaning: Liberation, breaking free, and
overcoming destructive patterns.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What chains are you wearing, and how can you begin to
remove them?"

Practical Exercise: The Liberation Spread

This three-card spread explores entrapment and freedom.
Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for The
Liberation Spread:

Card 1: What binds me?
Identifies the chains holding you back.

The Devil

The Devil reveals that Robyn is bound by fears, unhealthy
attachments, or limiting beliefs. These chains may stem from
external influences or internal patterns that keep her stuck in
cycles of dependence or self-doubt.

Card 2: What tempts me?
Reveals the desires or distractions clouding your judgment.

The Wheel of Fortune

The Wheel of Fortune suggests Robyn is tempted by the
allure of quick changes or external forces beyond her control.
The desire to leave things to fate or luck might be distracting
her from taking responsibility and action in her life.

Card 3: How can I break free?

Offers guidance on reclaiming your power.
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The Fool

The Fool advises Robyn to break free by embracing courage
and taking a leap of faith. By trusting herself and the potential
of the unknown, she can release her fears and attachments,
reclaiming her independence and freedom.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the chains of fear and unhealthy
attachments holding Robyn back (The Devil), the distractions
of external forces and luck clouding her judgment (The Wheel
of Fortune), and the path to liberation through courage and
trust in new beginnings (The Fool). The cards remind her that
freedom lies in letting go and confidently stepping into the
unknown.

210



A Message For You:

The chains that
bind you are

the ones you
\ choose to wear.

211



212



Chapter 16:
The Tower

Finding Clarity Through Collapse
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From Liberation to Revelation

The raw, electrifying energy of The Devil hovers like static, its
lessons of liberation and self-reclamation still reverberating
within Robyn. She has confronted her shadows, reclaimed her
agency, and danced with the forbidden. Yet, as the pulse of
defiance begins to settle, a new energy rises—one of upheaval,
truth, and renewal. The Tower looms, not as an omen of
destruction but as a catalyst for transformation, challenging
Robyn to let go of illusions and face the foundations of her world.

The transition from The Devil to The Tower is one of reckoning.
While The Devil empowers Robyn to confront her fears and
desires, The Tower demands she dismantle the structures built
on falsehoods. It is not a punishment but a necessary clearing, an
opportunity to rebuild on a foundation of truth and authenticity.

This shift is echoed in countless narratives of transformation. In
The Dark Knight, Bruce Wayne’s confrontation with the Joker
forces him to question the limits of his morality and the stability
of the world he has tried to protect. Similarly, in Everything
Everywhere All At Once, Evelyn’s chaotic journey leads to a
breakdown of her understanding of reality, allowing her to
rebuild her relationships and sense of purpose. These stories
remind us that upheaval is often the gateway to clarity and
growth.

For Robyn, The Tower’s energy manifests as a shattering of
illusions. The bookshop, once a place of exploration and
reflection, now feels as though it is shifting beneath her feet. The
Tarot cards before her seem to crackle with energy, their symbols
sharper and more vivid. Robyn senses that this is not a moment
to cling to comfort but to let go of what no longer serves her, even
if it means facing discomfort and uncertainty.

The Tower’s energy is deeply tied to revelation and renewal.
Robyn begins to understand that the structures she has relied
upon—whether beliefs, relationships, or perceptions—must be
examined and, if necessary, dismantled. This realisation is both
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daunting and exhilarating, as it reminds her that destruction is
not an end but a beginning, a chance to build something truer
and stronger.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
intense and cathartic, echoing the themes of upheaval and
renewal. “Thunderstruck” by AC/DC comes to mind, its
electrifying beat capturing the explosive energy of The Tower: a
moment of revelation that shakes the very ground beneath us.
The song resonates with Robyn, a reminder that even in chaos,
there is power and potential.

The lessons of The Tower are not without challenges. Robyn feels
the fear of losing what she has built, the hesitation to let go of the
familiar. Yet, she begins to see that clinging to illusions only
delays the inevitable. The Tower teaches her that true strength
comes from embracing the power of sweeping change, no matter
how tumultuous, and trusting in her ability to rebuild.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with anticipation and
resolve. The Tower has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also
raises questions about what lies on the other side of destruction.
What truths will Robyn uncover? How will she rebuild, and what
will she create from the rubble of her old foundations?

For now, Robyn steps into The Tower’s energy with courage and
determination. The bookshop feels alive with intensity, its
shelves trembling as though anticipating the storm to come.
Somewhere, the crash of thunder echoes faintly, a reminder that
even in destruction, there is the promise of renewal. The journey
continues, and with it, the promise of truth, transformation, and
the unyielding power of starting anew.
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March 25th

The town is empty. Not in the sense of people being indoors
or tucked away, but empty, as though it had been abandoned
in haste and no one ever returned. The buildings are intact but
eerily quiet, their windows dark and hollow. The air is still,
thick with the scent of dust and something metallic. My boots
echo against the cobblestones as I walk, each step a reminder

that I’'m utterly alone.

There’s a sign hanging lopsided from what might have once
been a general store. The paint is faded, and I can’t make out
the words. Beyond it, an old fountain stands in the middle of
the square, its basin dry and cracked. A small bench, its wood
splintered and worn, leans precariously under the shade of a
leaning oak tree. Nearby, a rusted bicycle lies on its side, its
wheels frozen mid-spin by years of neglect. The scene feels
frozen in time, as though the town is holding its breath,

waiting for something—or someone—to disturb its silence.

I'stop in front of the fountain, running my fingers along its
edge. The stone is cool beneath my touch, rough and
weathered. A sudden gust of wind stirs a faded scrap of paper
near my feet. I pick it up and realise it’s an old flyer for a
carnival, the edges torn and the ink smudged. My mind drifts
to a memory of Emerson and I laughing at a carnival game
years ago, his voice teasing but warm as he handed me a
crooked plastic ring. For a moment, I smile, but the sharp ache

of nostalgia reminds me that some things remain unresolved.
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I’m eleven years old, standing in the middle of our kitchen,
watching my parents argue. My mother’s voice is sharp,
cutting through the air, (and me), like shards of glass. My
father is quieter, his words measured but no less biting. I'm
clutching a drawing I made at school that day, something I was
proud of, something I wanted to show them. But neither of

them notices me. They don’t even see me standing there.

The argument escalates, the words turning into shouts, the
shouts turning into something worse. My mother reaches for
the vase of flowers on the counter, and for a fleeting second, I
think she’ll hurl it against the wall. Instead, she catches herself,
setting it down with a trembling hand. Then she grabs her coat
and leaves. The door slams so hard the walls seem to shudder,
and I’m left standing in the silence that follows, the drawing
crumpled in my hands. I glance at the vase—one flower has

fallen, its petals scattered across the floor.

I blink, and the memory fades, but the ghost of it reverberates
in my mind. It’s been years since I’'ve thought about that
moment, but now, standing in this empty town, it feels as
though it’s happening all over again. The same helplessness, the

same ache of being unseen.

A breeze stirs the air, carrying with it the faint scent of rain. I
look up at the sky, at the storm clouds gathering on the
horizon. They’re dark and heavy, and for the first time in days,
I welcome them. A storm is coming, and with it, the promise

of something new.
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I'sit on the edge of the fountain, staring at the dry basin. The
Tower isn’t just chaos or destruction. It’s that moment when
everything you thought was stable crumbles, leaving you to sift
through the rubble for something real. And maybe that’s why
I’m here, on this journey. Not to escape the past, but to face it,

to understand it, and maybe, just maybe, to rebuild.

The Tower. The image is stark: a tall structure struck by
lightning, flames erupting from its windows, people falling
from its heights. It’s a card that terrifies many, but as T hold it, I
feel an odd sense of calm. The Tower doesn’t destroy for the
sake of destruction. It clears away what is false, making space

for truth.

I think about the memory of my parents, about the ways that
moment shaped me, even in the years I tried to forget it. I think
about the structures I’ve built in my own life, the ones that
need to fall so I can find what’s real. And I think about the

storm, its power and its inevitability.

Tonight, I sit with the card, its edges rough beneath my
fingers, and I wonder: What in my life needs to fall so

something true can take its place?
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Theme: Destruction as Transformation

The Tower represents upheaval, chaos, and the collapse of
illusions. It’s a card of sudden, often painful change, but it’s
also a reminder that destruction clears the way for new
growth. Think of a forest fire—devastating in the moment, but
essential for regeneration. The Tower’s energy isn’t about
punishment; it's about empowerment. Sometimes, we cling to
structures—relationships, beliefs, routines—that no longer
serve us, and The Tower arrives to liberate us from them.
This is the card that gives us permission to make radical
changes, even when those changes feel impossible.

This theme is echoed in stories like The Hunger Games and
The Shawshank Redemption. In The Hunger Games, Katniss’s
world is turned upside down, forcing her to confront the
truth and fight for a better future. In The Shawshank
Redemption, Andy’s carefully orchestrated escape symbolizes
breaking free from a life of confinement to create something
new. Similarly, Robyn’s encounter with the abandoned town
mirrors this lesson. By confronting the stark emptiness of the
past, she begins to see the structures she’s built around
herself and the ones she needs to let go of. In this chapter,
Robyn takes her first radical step toward emotional freedom
by acknowledging the pain she has buried and allowing it to
reshape her.

The emptiness she feels is not an ending but a beginning, a
space waiting to be filled with something authentic.
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Insights: Breaking Illusions

The Tower embodies the duality of destruction and
revelation. Its upright meaning is reflected in Robyn’s
willingness to face her past, while resistance to change hints
at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Sudden upheaval, revelation,
breaking illusions, and transformation.

e Reversed Meaning: Avoidance of change, fear of the
inevitable, and clinging to false structures.

Reflection Prompt:

"What in your life needs to fall apart so something new can
grow?"

Practical Exercise: The Clearing Spread

This three-card spread explores the process of breaking
down and rebuilding. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana
cards for The Clearing Spread:

Card 1: What is crumbling?
Identifies the structures in your life that no longer serve you.

The Tower
The Tower reveals that outdated structures, beliefs, or
situations in Robyn’s life are crumbling under the weight of
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change. This upheaval, while unsettling, is clearing the way
for transformation and growth.

Card 2: What truth is being revealed?
Highlights the lessons hidden within the chaos.

Judgment

Judgment signifies that the truth being revealed is a call for
self-awareness and renewal. Robyn is learning to reflect
deeply on her choices and actions, embracing the clarity that
comes with honest self-evaluation.

Card 3: What can I build from the rubble?

Offers guidance on moving forward and creating something
new.

The Star

The Star encourages Robyn to build hope, inspiration, and
healing from the rubble. This card promises renewal and the
opportunity to create a brighter, more meaningful future.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the breakdown of outdated
foundations (The Tower), the lessons of clarity and self-
awareness emerging from chaos (Judgment), and the potential
to rebuild with hope and inspiration (The Star). The cards
remind Robyn that through destruction comes
transformation, and from the rubble of the old, she can create
arenewed and purposeful life.
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Chapter 17:
The Star

Hope
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From Upheaval to Inspiration

The thunderous energy of The Tower begins to fade, its storm of
upheaval leaving Robyn standing amidst the rubble of what once
was. She has faced the shattering of illusions and the dismantling
of false foundations, and now, in the stillness that follows, a new
energy emerges. The Star rises, radiant and serene, offering
Robyn a beacon of hope, inspiration, and renewal.

The transition from The Tower to The Star is one of healing and
clarity. While The Tower disrupts and dismantles, The Star
rebuilds and uplifts. This is a moment of grace, where the chaos
of transformation gives way to the gentle light of possibility and
purpose. The Star reminds Robyn that even in the darkest nights,
there is always light to guide the way.

This shift is reflected in iconic narratives. In The Lion King,
Simba’s moment of despair is met with the guiding wisdom of his
father, Mufasa, who reminds him of his purpose and restores his
hope. Similarly, in Black Panther, T’Challa’s return from the brink
of death brings clarity and a renewed sense of duty, inspiring him
to lead Wakanda into a brighter future. These stories remind us
that light often follows even the most profound darkness.

For Robyn, The Star’s energy manifests as a gentle but powerful
call to look forward. The bookshop, once trembling with the
intensity of The Tower, now feels calm and luminous. The Tarot
cards before her seem to shimmer with a quiet brilliance, their
symbols offering messages of guidance and inspiration. Robyn
feels the pull to trust in the journey ahead, to believe in her
ability to create something beautiful from the ashes.

The Star’s energy is deeply tied to hope and renewal. Robyn
begins to understand that healing is not a return to what was but
a step toward what could be. The clarity she gains in this moment
allows her to see her path more clearly, to envision a future
shaped not by fear or loss but by possibility and purpose. This
realisation is both comforting and empowering, a reminder that
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she is not defined by her past but by the choices she makes
moving forward.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
uplifting and ethereal, echoing the themes of hope and
inspiration. “Halo” by Beyoncé comes to mind, its soaring melody
and lyrics capturing the essence of The Star: a light that guides
and a love that heals. The song resonates deeply with Robyn, a
reminder that even in the aftermath of destruction, there is
beauty to be found.

The lessons of The Star are not without challenges. Robyn feels
the vulnerability that comes with hope, the delicate balance of
trusting in the future while acknowledging the pain of the past.
Yet, she begins to see that this vulnerability is not a weakness but
a strength, a testament to her resilience and capacity for growth.
The Star teaches her that true inspiration comes from within, a
light that cannot be extinguished.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet optimism.
The Star has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises
questions about how Robyn will carry this light forward. What
will she create with the inspiration she has found? How will she
continue to heal and grow, and what new paths will she discover?

For now, Robyn steps into The Star’s energy with a sense of
wonder and possibility. The bookshop feels alive with a quiet
brilliance, its shelves glowing softly as though reflecting the light
within her. From seemingly everywhere, the faint melody of a
celestial choir imbues the atmosphere with the harmony of hope,
areminder that even in the aftermath of storms, the stars will
always shine. The journey continues, and with it, the promise of
inspiration, healing, and boundless potential.
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March 26th

The storm clouds that once loomed overhead have parted. The
air is crisp, carrying the faint scent of blooming flowers. I'm
drawn forward by the sound of trickling water, soft and serene,

like a whisper inviting me closer.

I step into a clearing and find a spring nestled among
wildflowers. The water shimmers under the pale light of the
stars, their reflections dancing on its surface. Kneeling at the
edge of the spring is a woman, her hands cupped to gather the
water. She moves with a quiet grace, her long hair flowing like
ariver down her back. There’s something luminous about her,

as though she belongs to the stars themselves.

She looks up as I approach, her eyes warm and curious. “You

must be tired,” she says, her voice gentle yet grounding.

I nod, feeling an unexpected lump in my throat. “It’s been... a

long journey.”

She smiles and gestures for me to sit by the spring. “I'm Maia,”
she says simply, handing me a small cup carved from wood.
She dips it into the spring and offers it to me. “Drink. It’s

refreshing, I promise.”

As I drink, the cool water soothes not just my thirst but
something deeper, something I hadn’t realised was parched.
We sit in companionable silence for a while, the only sounds

are the soft rustle of leaves and the gentle flow of the spring.
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“This place feels... different,” I say, my voice quiet.

Maia nods. “It’s a place of renewal. Many who pass through
find themselves here when they need it most.” She tilts her

head, studying me with a kindness that feels almost unnerving.
“What do you hope for, Robyn?”

The question catches me off guard. Hope isn’t something I've
allowed myself to think about in a long time. It feels fragile,
like something that could break under the weight of reality. I

glance at the spring, watching the ripples spread outward.

“I'hope...” I begin, but the words falter. I take a deep breath
and try again. “I hope to understand myself better. To find

something real. Something worth holding onto.”

Maia’s smile deepens, but she doesn’t speak, allowing the
silence to settle like a blanket. She reaches for a small jar beside
her and begins pouring water from the spring into it.
“Sometimes,” she says, “hope is like this water. It’s clear and

steady, but it needs a vessel to hold it.”

I watch as she carefully seals the jar and places it among six
others, each one slightly different in shape and size. Casting my

eyes over them, and I can’t help but ask, “Why seven?”

She glances at the jars and then back at me, her expression
enigmatic. “Seven is a number of connection, of harmony,” she
says. “Each jar represents a hope, a wish, or a dream. Together,

they create a constellation.”
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We talk late into the night, Maia sharing her stories of
resilience and renewal. She speaks of times when hope seemed
impossible but found its way back through small, unexpected
moments. Her words resonate with me, planting seeds I didn’t

know I needed.

As I prepare to leave, she hands me a small vial filled with water
from the spring. “A reminder,” she says, her smile serene.

“Hope is always within reach, even when you can’t see it.”

Sitting by my fire, the card I draw is The Star. Its image is
beautiful: a woman kneeling by a pool, pouring water from
two pitchers. One flows into the pool, the other onto the earth,
a symbol of balance and renewal. Above her, stars shine

brightly, offering guidance and light.

I think of Maia and the spring, of her question about what I
hope for. I think about the jars, each one a vessel for something
fragile yet powerful. And I think about the vial she gave me,

now resting in my hand.

Tonight, I hold onto the hope she inspired, letting it fill the
spaces that once felt empty. The stars above seem brighter, as
though they’re urging me forward. Hope, I realise, isn’t just a

feeling. It’s a choice.
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Theme: Renewal and Guidance

The Star is a card of hope, inspiration, and renewal. It appears
after The Tower, offering a moment of calm and clarity after
chaos. It's the light at the end of the tunnel, a reminder that
even in the darkest times, there is always a way forward.

This theme is echoed in stories like Interstellar, where
Cooper's journey through space is fuelled by hope—hope for
survival, for discovery, and for a future for humanity.
Similarly, The Martian showcases Mark Watney’s unrelenting
hope and ingenuity as he transforms impossible odds into
opportunities for survival. The Star reminds us that hope isn't
passive; it’s an active force that requires trust and action.

The constellation of the Pleiades, also known as the Seven
Sisters, is a fitting symbol for this chapter’s energy. In
mythology, the Pleiades were seven daughters of the Titan
Atlas and the sea-nymph Pleione. Each sister represents a
unique aspect of their stories:

e Maia: The eldest, associated with growth and
nurturing, and the inspiration for Robyn’s guide in
this chapter.

e Electra: Known for her resilience, symbolizing the
strength to endure loss.

e Taygete: Representing exploration and adventure,
reflecting Robyn’s journey.

e Alcyone: Associated with tranquillity and peace,
mirroring the spring’s serene energy.

e Celaeno: Known as the "obscured,"” symbolizing
hidden potential waiting to be uncovered.

e Sterope: Representing protection, offering a reminder
of inner strength.
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e Merope: The youngest, often associated with humility
and humanity, a reminder of hope’s quiet power.

Maia’s presence reflects this energy, showing Robyn that
hope can be found in the smallest moments and that it’s
something we carry within us, even when it feels out of reach.

Insights: Embracing Hope

The Star embodies the duality of vulnerability and strength.
Its upright meaning is reflected in Robyn’s willingness to
embrace hope, while hesitation hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:
e Upright Meaning: Hope, renewal, guidance, and

inspiration.
e Reversed Meaning: Doubt, pessimism, and feeling lost.

Reflection Prompt:

"What do you hope for, and how can you nurture it into
reality?"

Practical Exercise: The Hope Spread

This three-card spread explores where hope lies and how to
cultivate it. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana cards for
The Hope Spread:
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Card 1: Where is my hope?
Identifies the source of inspiration in your life.

The Star

The Star signifies that Robyn’s hope lies in her ability to heal,
dream, and trust in the universe’s guidance. It reminds her
that inspiration can be found in moments of clarity and
connection to her higher purpose.

Card 2: What blocks my hope?
Highlights the fears or doubts that cloud your vision.

The Moon

The Moon reveals that Robyn’s hope is clouded by
uncertainty, illusions, and hidden fears. These doubts make it
difficult to fully trust herself and her path, casting shadows
on her vision of the future.

Card 3: How can I nurture my hope?
Offers guidance on turning hope into action.

The Magician

The Magician advises Robyn to nurture her hope by
recognizing her ability to manifest her desires. By focusing on
her inner power, resources, and determination, she can
transform hope into tangible action and success.

Overall Guidance

This spread shows that Robyn’s source of hope lies in healing
and trust (The Star), but it is blocked by fears and uncertainty
(The Moon). By embracing her inner power and taking
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intentional action (The Magician), she can nurture her hope
as a tool, turning it into a guiding force for her journey.
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A Message For You:

Hope is a choice.
Choose to see the

light, even when
it's faint.
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Chapter 18:
The Moon

Navigating Uncertainty and Dreams
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From Illumination to Mystery

The gentle glow of The Star still shimmers in the air, its light a
reminder of hope, healing, and the infinite possibilities of
renewal. Robyn has found her footing after the storms of The
Tower, her heart lifted by inspiration and her path illuminated by
newfound clarity. Yet, as the brilliance of The Star begins to fade,
a more enigmatic energy rises. The Moon emerges, veiled in
shadow and mystery, inviting Robyn to venture deeper into the
unknown and confront the truths that lie hidden within.

The transition from The Star to The Moon is one of profound
exploration. While The Star offers guidance and reassurance, The
Moon calls Robyn to trust in what she cannot see. This is a journey
of intuition and dreams, where answers are not found in the light
of day but in the shifting shadows of the subconscious. The Moon
asks Robyn to embrace uncertainty, to navigate the labyrinth of
her own fears and desires, and to find meaning in the mysteries
that surround her.

This shift mirrors many iconic narratives. In Inception, Cobb’s
journey through layers of dreams is a descent into the unknown,
where he must confront his deepest fears to uncover the truth.
Similarly, in The Lord of the Rings, Frodo’s path through the Dead
Marshes and into Mordor is fraught with illusions and danger,
testing his resolve and trust in his mission. These stories remind
us that the greatest growth often comes from facing the parts of
ourselves and our journeys that remain obscured.

For Robyn, The Moon’s energy manifests as a call to surrender to
the unknown. The bookshop, which has been a source of light and
inspiration, now feels cloaked in shadow. The Tarot cards before
her seem to radiate with an otherworldly glow, their meanings
elusive and layered. Robyn senses that this is not a moment for
certainty but for faith—for trusting her intuition and the lessons
she has learned along the way.

The Moon’s energy is deeply tied to cycles and transformation.
Robyn begins to understand that while clarity and inspiration
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have guided her, they are only part of the journey. To move
forward, she must delve into the depths of her own psyche,
exploring the fears and doubts that linger in the corners of her
mind. This realisation is both daunting and liberating, as it
reminds her that even in the shadows, there is wisdom to be
found.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
haunting and ethereal, echoing the themes of mystery and
introspection. “Breathe Me” by Sia comes to mind, its emotional
depth capturing the essence of The Moon: the vulnerability and
strength required to navigate the unknown. The song resonates
deeply with Robyn, a reminder that even in moments of
uncertainty, she has the power to persevere.

The lessons of The Moon are not without challenges. Robyn feels
the pull of fear, the whisper of doubts that question her path and
her purpose. Yet, she begins to see that these challenges are not
obstacles but invitations—to trust her instincts, to embrace the
parts of herself she has yet to fully understand, and to move
forward with courage. The Moon teaches her that the unknown is
not something to fear but to explore.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with quiet
determination. The Moon has begun to reveal its lessons, but it
also raises questions about what Robyn will uncover in its
shadows. What truths will she find in the depths of her intuition?
How will she navigate the shifting illusions of the unknown, and
what will she discover about herself along the way?

For now, Robyn steps into The Moon’s energy with a mixture of
trepidation and resolve. The bookshop feels like a dreamscape, its
shelves shifting and stretching into infinity, their contents
obscured by mist. Somewhere, the faint howl of a wolf echoes in
the distance, a reminder that the journey into the unknown is
both wild and necessary. The journey continues, and with it, the
promise of deeper truths, uncharted territories, and the enduring
strength of the human spirit.
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March 27th

The mist rolls in just as the sun begins to set, wrapping the
world in a veil of soft grey. The path I've been following
disappears into the haze, and for the first time in days, I feel a
pang of uncertainty. The map I hold is useless now; the
landmarks are hidden, and the compass spins erratically, as

though confused by the moon’s pull.
“Lost, are you?”

The voice comes from somewhere to my left. I turn quickly,
clutching the map to my chest. A man steps out of the fog, his
silhouette broad and weathered. He wears a thick fisherman’s
sweater, its edges frayed, and his boots leave heavy prints in the

damp earth.

“Alittle,” I admit, though my instincts tell me to keep my

guard up.

He grins, a flash of white teeth against his sun-worn face. “Not
unusual around here. The mist tends to do that.” His arms are
bare despite the chill, and I notice the tattoos: a snarling wolf
on his right forearm, its eyes fierce and wild, and a loyal-

looking dog on the left, its expression calm and steady.
“Nice ink,” I say, gesturing to them.

He glances at his arms and shrugs. “Keeps me balanced,” he

says cryptically. “The name’s Caleb. You?”
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“Robyn.”

He nods, as if that explains everything. “Well, Robyn, I've got
aboat docked just down the hill. The mist isn’t going
anywhere tonight, but you’re welcome to wait it out with me.

Unless you’d prefer wandering in circles?”

The warmth in his voice puts me at ease despite my better
judgment. “I’ll take the boat,” I say, following him down a

narrow, winding trail.

The boat is small but sturdy, its wooden hull scarred by years
of braving the tides. Caleb gestures for me to sit on one of the
worn benches, and he busies himself with lighting a lantern
that swings gently from a hook. The soft glow illuminates the
cabin, casting long shadows that dance with the swaying of the

boat.

“You look like you’ve been carrying something heavy,” he says,

sitting across from me. “Want to talk about it?”

I hesitate, unsure of how much to share. But something about
Caleb’s presence, his quiet confidence, makes it easier to open
up. I tell him about the journey, about the people I've met and
the lessons I've learned. I tell him about Emerson, though I'm
careful not to reveal too much, and about the questions that
occupy me—questions about who I am, where I’'m going, and

what I’'m supposed to do when I get there.
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He listens without interrupting, his gaze steady and
thoughtful. When I finish, he leans back and folds his arms.
“Sounds like you’ve been walking under the moon for a

while,” he says.
“What do you mean?”

“The moon’s a tricky thing,” he says. “It’ll light your path,
sure, but it also casts shadows. Makes it hard to tell what’s real
and what’s illusion. But it’s not about avoiding the shadows.
It’s about learning to see through them, to use them as a guide.

Not all who wander are lost, and that includes you!”

Caleb sets the lantern on the floor between us and gestures for
me to close my eyes. “Let’s try something,” he says. “A little
trick I’ve picked up over the years. Call it a guided meditation,

if you like.”

I hesitate, but his voice is calm, reassuring. “All right,” I say,

closing my eyes.

“Take a deep breath,” he begins. “In through your nose, out
through your mouth. Let the rhythm of the boat guide you,
the way it rocks gently with the tide. Imagine the mist outside,
wrapping around you like a cocoon. It’s not here to trap you;

it’s here to hold you, to give you a moment to pause.”

I follow his words, letting my breathing slow. The sounds of
the boat—the creak of the wood, the lapping of water against
the hull—begin to fade into the background.
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“Now,” he says, his voice low, “picture yourself standing on
the shore. There’s a path in front of you, leading into a forest.
On one side of the path is the wolf, wild and untamed. It’s
pacing, restless, its eyes full of fire. On the other side is the dog,

calm and steady, sitting patiently and waiting for your cue.

“Take a moment to acknowledge them both. The wolf
represents your instincts, your raw emotions, the parts of you
that are fierce and unyielding. The dog represents your reason,
your discipline, the parts of you that seek order and stability.
Neither is right or wrong. They’re both you, and they both

have their place.”

I picture them as he describes, the wolf’s fiery gaze meeting

mine, the dog’s calm presence grounding me.

“Now,” Caleb continues, “imagine stepping onto the path.
The wolf and the dog fall into step beside you, each one
walking on either side. They’re not pulling you in different

directions anymore. They’re guiding you, their energies

balanced.”

As I visualize this, I feel a strange sense of peace, as though the
tension inside me is loosening. The wolf and the dog aren’t

enemies. They’re companions.

When I open my eyes, the mist outside has begun to lift,
revealing the faint outline of the shore. Caleb smiles, his

expression soft. “The moon is... a mystery wrapped in an
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enigma,” he says again. “But it’ll show you what you need to

see if you have the eyes for it.”

I thank him, my voice barely above a whisper. As I step off the
boat and back onto the path, I feel lighter, the shadows no

longer as daunting.

The card I draw tonight is The Moon. Its image is hauntingly
beautiful: a glowing moon illuminating a path between two
towers, a lobster emerging from the water below. On either
side of the path, a wolf and a dog howl at the moon, their

duality mirroring my own.

I think of Caleb and the meditation, of the wolf and the dog
walking beside me. I think about the ways I've been pulled in
different directions, and how, for the first time, I feel like I can

guide them instead of letting them guide me.

Tonight, the moonlight feels less like a mystery and more like a
map. And for that, 'm grateful.

242



Theme: Navigating the Unknown

The Moon is a card of intuition, illusion, and the
subconscious. It asks us to confront the shadows and
uncertainties within ourselves, to embrace the unknown
rather than fear it. The moonlight doesn't reveal everything; it
only hints, inviting us to explore deeper.

This theme is reflected in stories like Pan’s Labyrinth, where
the protagonist navigates a dreamlike world filled with both
wonder and danger. It's also seen in Inception, where the
layers of dreams and reality blur, challenging the characters
to find their truth. Similarly, the journey to the actual moon
for the Apollo 11 astronauts in 1969 encapsulated both the
wonder and uncertainty of exploring the unknown.
Suspended in the vastness of space, every second was filled
with risk, but their courage illuminated the path for
humanity’s dreams of discovery. The Moon reminds us that
clarity often comes not from avoiding doubt and confusion,
but from moving through it.

Insights: Embracing Intuition

The Moon embodies the duality of mystery and revelation. Its
upright meaning is reflected in Robyn’s willingness to face the
unknown, while hesitation hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Intuition, dreams, exploration of
the subconscious, and embracing uncertainty.

e Reversed Meaning: Fear of the unknown, confusion,
and misinterpretation of signals.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What shadows are you ready to explore, and what might
they reveal about your inner truth?"

Practical Exercise: The Shadow Walk Spread

This three-card spread explores the interplay between
intuition and uncertainty. Let’s draw three random Major
Arcana cards for The Shadow Walk Spread:

Card 1: What lies in my shadow?
Reveals hidden fears or desires.

The Devil

The Devil reveals that Robyn’s shadow contains hidden fears
of entrapment, unhealthy attachments, or limiting beliefs.
These aspects of her subconscious may be holding her back
from embracing her full potential.

Card 2: What guides my path?
Highlights the intuition or forces lighting the way forward.

The High Priestess

The High Priestess signifies that Robyn’s intuition is her
guiding light. By trusting her inner wisdom and seeking
deeper understanding, she can navigate the uncertainties of
her journey with clarity and grace.

Card 3: What emerges from the unknown?
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Offers insight into the revelations or growth ahead.

The Sun

The Sun promises that from the unknown will emerge clarity,
joy, and success. This card represents the growth and
empowerment Robyn will experience as she confronts her
shadow and follows her intuition.

Overall Guidance

This spread highlights the hidden fears and limitations within
Robyn’s shadow (The Devil), the intuition and inner wisdom
lighting her way (The High Priestess), and the potential for joy
and clarity that emerges when she embraces the unknown
(The Sun). The cards remind her that walking through the
shadows with trust and self-awareness will lead to growth,
light, and empowerment.
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A Message For You:

Not all who

wander are lost...

246



Chapter 19:
The Sun

Finding Peace with Your Inner Child
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From Mystery to Revelation

The shadows of The Moon straddle the path ahead, its dreamlike
energy still whispering of uncertainty and hidden truths. Robyn
has traversed the depths of her subconscious, confronting fears,
doubts, and the illusions that until now had been obscured by
shadow. Yet, as the mists begin to lift, a new energy rises—one of
clarity, joy, and revelation. The Sun emerges, radiant and warm,
illuminating Robyn’s journey with a light that dispels the
shadows and brings her into the fullness of her truth.

The transition from The Moon to The Sun is one of emergence.
While The Moon asks Robyn to trust in the unknown, The Sun
rewards that trust with enlightenment and understanding. This is
a moment of celebration and renewal, where the lessons of the
past come into sharp focus, revealing the beauty and strength
that have carried her this far.

This shift mirrors many iconic narratives. In The Matrix
Revolutions, Neo’s journey through darkness and sacrifice
culminates in the light of understanding and the fulfilment of his
purpose. Similarly, in Frozen, Elsa’s journey through fear and
self-doubt leads her to embrace her power fully, transforming it
into a source of joy and connection. These stories remind us that
even the most challenging trials can lead to moments of
brilliance, reconnection, and triumph.

For Robyn, The Sun’s energy manifests as a flood of illumination
and gratitude. The bookshop, which once felt cloaked in shadow,
now feels vibrant and alive. The Tarot cards before her seem to
glow with a golden light, their symbols shining with newfound
clarity. Robyn senses that this is not just a moment of
understanding but a celebration of how far she has come, a
reminder of the strength and resilience that have guided her
through even the darkest nights.

The Sun’s energy is deeply tied to vitality and authenticity. Robyn
begins to see herself and her journey with a new sense of clarity,
recognizing the growth and transformation she has undergone.
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The doubts and fears that once clouded her vision now feel
distant, replaced by a profound sense of purpose and joy. This
realisation is both empowering and uplifting, a reminder that she
is exactly where she needs to be.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
triumphant and joyful, echoing the themes of celebration and
revelation. “Here Comes the Sun” by The Beatles comes to mind,
its gentle optimism capturing the essence of The Sun: a light that
warms, heals, and inspires. The song resonates deeply with
Robyn, a reminder that even after the darkest storms, the sun
always rises.

The lessons of The Sun are not without their challenges. Robyn
feels the weight of fully stepping into her truth, the responsibility
that comes with seeing herself clearly and embracing her
purpose. Yet, she begins to understand that this clarity is not a
burden but a gift, a chance to move forward with confidence and
joy. The Sun teaches her that true happiness comes from
alignment with her authentic self.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with anticipation and
hope. The Sun has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also raises
questions about how Robyn will carry this light forward. How will
she use the clarity and vitality she has found to shape the next
steps of her journey? What new possibilities will emerge as she
steps into her full power?

For now, Robyn basks in the radiant energy of The Sun. The
bookshop feels expansive and golden, its shelves lined with
treasures illuminated by the warm light. Somewhere, the sound
of birdsong drifts through the air, a reminder that each new day
brings the promise of growth and possibility. The journey
continues, and with it, the promise of clarity, joy, and the
unyielding brilliance of the human spirit.
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March 28th

The path opens up suddenly, the dense trees giving way to a
golden meadow. The sunlight is almost blinding, washing the
world in brilliant hues of gold and green. It feels like stepping
into a dream; the kind of dream you don’t want to wake up
from. The air is warm and sweet, carrying the scent of
wildflowers. Bees hum lazily, drifting from bloom to bloom,

and in the distance, I hear the faint laughter of children.

I’ve been walking for hours, but here, in this meadow, my
exhaustion melts away. The sunlight seems to seep into my
skin, warming me from the inside out. ’'m drawn forward by
the sound of laughter, my footsteps light and carefree. It’s been
so long since I truly felt this way—untethered, unburdened,

alive.

As T crest a small hill, I see them: a group of children chasing
each other through the tall grass. They’re barefoot, their faces
flushed with joy, their laughter ringing out like music. In the
centre of it all is a white horse, its mane shimmering like silk in
the sunlight. One of the children, a boy with a shock of curly
hair, clings to its back, his arms outstretched as though he’s
flying. The horse prances in a slow circle, its movements

graceful and patient, as though it’s part of the game.

For a moment, I just watch, a smile tugging at my lips. It feels
like I’ve stumbled into another world—a world untouched by

pain or worry. A world I didn’t know I needed.
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I find a spot under a sprawling oak tree and sink into the grass,
letting the sunbeam’s warmth wrap around me. I close my

eyes, and memories come flooding back—memories of my

own childhood.

I’m eight years old, standing in my grandparents’ garden. The
air is heavy with the scent of roses and freshly cut grass. My
grandmother is kneeling by the flowerbeds, her wide-brimmed
hat casting a shadow over her face. She glances up at me and

smiles, holding out a handful of sunflower seeds.

“Come here, Robyn,” she says, her voice soft and lilting. “Let’s

plant something beautiful.”

I kneel beside her, my hands digging into the warm, damp
earth. She shows me how to space the seeds, how to cover them
gently with soil, and how to water them with care. “These will
grow tall,” she says, her eyes twinkling. “As tall as you are
someday!”

The memory shifts, and I'm running through a field with my
cousins, the sky a brilliant shade of blue above us. We’re
chasing butterflies, our laughter blending with the rustle of the

wind. The world feels endless, full of wonder and possibility.

Another shift, and I'm sitting on the back porch with my
father, eating slices of watermelon. The juice drips down my

chin, sticky and sweet, and he laughs, handing me a napkin.
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“Slow down, kid!” he says, ruffling my hair. “You’ve got all the

time in the world.”

When I open my eyes, the children in the meadow are gone,
but the white horse remains. It’s grazing near the edge of the
field, its tail swishing lazily. I get to my feet and approach it
slowly, my hand outstretched. The horse lifts its head, its dark
eyes calm and curious. As I run my hand along its neck, 'm

struck by a sense of familiarity.

“You were there,” I whisper, the realisation dawning on me.
“You were the one who carried me...” For a fleeting moment, I
wonder if Emerson, in his own way, has been a white horse for

me too. Steady and unwavering, even when I couldn’t see it.

Could he still be?

The horse’s ears twitch as though it understands, and I'm
flooded with gratitude. In the storm that once surrounded
me—the dark, chaotic night when everything seemed to fall
apart—this horse had been a harbinger of change, a silent
witness to my transformation. Now, it’s a symbol of
something else—resilience, hope, and the enduring light

within me.

I take a deep breath, feeling the sunlight on my face, the earth
steady beneath my feet. I feel whole. The burdens I’ve been
carrying don’t feel so heavy anymore. The past doesn’t feel so

sharp. The future doesn’t feel so daunting. Here, in this

252



meadow, ’'m just Robyn—a woman standing in the sunlight,

free and alive.

The card I draw as I sit by my fire is The Sun. Its image is
radiant: a child riding a white horse, arms outstretched in joy.
Behind them, a glowing sun fills the sky, its rays stretching

outward like golden threads.

I think of the meadow, of the children’s laughter, of the
warmth that seeped into my very bones. I think of the
memories of my childhood, the moments of pure, unfiltered
happiness. And I think of the white horse, its steady presence a

reminder of how far I’ve come.

Tonight, I hold the card close, letting its light fill every corner
of my mind. The Sun doesn’t erase the shadows, but it
illuminates them, reminding me that I have the power to find

joy, even in the darkest times.

253



Theme: Joy and Authenticity

The Sun is a card of happiness, vitality, and self-expression. It
represents a return to innocence, a reconnection with the
parts of ourselves that are pure and unguarded. This card
reminds us that joy isn’t something we have to earn—it’s
something we can choose, something that’s always within us,
waiting to be uncovered.

In literature and film, we see this theme in stories like The
Secret Garden, where the act of nurturing the garden mirrors
the characters’ emotional growth and renewal. Psychologist
Carl Jung emphasized the formative power of childhood,
noting that these early years shape our personalities and
influence our capacity for joy. For Robyn, witnessing her
parents’ arguments left deep scars, creating a shadow over
her ability to trust and find light in relationships. The Sun
encourages us to embrace our inner child, to find beauty in
simplicity, and to celebrate the light within ourselves.

Insights: Illuminating the Path

The Sun embodies the duality of illumination and clarity. Its
upright meaning reflects Robyn’s newfound joy and clarity,
while hesitation hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Joy, success, vitality, and self-
expression.

e Reversed Meaning: Doubt, temporary setbacks, or
fear of vulnerability.
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Reflection Prompt:

"What memories bring you joy, and how can you carry that
light into your present?"

Practical Exercise: The Light Within Spread

This three-card spread explores the sources of your joy and
how to nurture them. Let’'s draw three random Major Arcana
cards for The Light Within Spread:

Card 1: What brings me joy?
Reveals the activities, people, or memories that light you up.

The Sun

The Sun represents Robyn’s joy in moments of clarity,
success, and authentic self-expression. Her happiness is
rooted in connections, creativity, and the warmth of positive
relationships and achievements.

Card 2: What blocks my joy?
Highlights the fears or beliefs that dim your light.

The Hierophant

The Hierophant suggests that rigid structures, outdated
traditions, or external expectations may block Robyn’s joy.
These influences can create a sense of limitation or
disconnect from her true self.
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Card 3: How can I nurture my joy?
Offers guidance on sustaining happiness and positivity.

The Empress

The Empress encourages Robyn to nurture her joy through
creativity, self-care, and connecting with nature. By
embracing abundance and prioritizing nurturing
relationships, she can sustain her happiness and positivity.

Overall Guidance

This spread reveals that Robyn’s joy stems from authentic
self-expression and positive connections (The Sun), but it
may be dimmed by rigid expectations or limitations (The
Hierophant). By fostering creativity and self-care (The
Empress), she can nurture her happiness and create a
fulfilling and joyful life. The cards remind her that joy is
cultivated through alignment with her true self and
embracing the abundance around her.
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A Message For You:

o Happiness isn't a\\*

destination,
it's the sunlight
you carry within.
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Chapter 20:
Judgment

Answering the Call of Truth
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From Illumination to Awakening

The radiant energy of The Sun still glows around Robyn, its
warmth a reminder of the clarity and joy she has found. The light
has revealed the truths she sought, dispelling the doubts and
fears that once obscured her path. But as the golden glow begins
to soften, a new energy emerges—one of reflection, renewal, and
calling. Judgment rises, asking Robyn to look back on her journey
and step into her purpose with intention and grace.

The transition from The Sun to Judgment is one of awakening.
While The Sun celebrates vitality and authenticity, Judgment
calls for accountability and alignment. It is a moment of
profound self-awareness, where Robyn is invited to examine her
entire path and embrace the higher calling that has been waiting
for her. This is not merely a reckoning but a transformation,
where every lesson learned becomes a stepping stone toward her
true potential.

This shift mirrors many powerful narratives. In The Shawshank
Redemption, Andy Dufresne’s escape from prison is not just a
physical liberation but a moment of profound awakening, where
he steps into a life shaped by hope and purpose. Similarly, in The
Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King, Aragorn’s journey
culminates in his acceptance of his destiny as King, bringing
together the lessons of his past to forge a brighter future. These
stories remind us that true awakening is not just about change
but about embracing one’s purpose.

For Robyn, Judgment’s energy manifests as a call to reflect and
renew. The bookshop, once vibrant with The Sun’s golden light,
now feels quiet and contemplative, its atmosphere charged with a
sense of expectancy. The Tarot cards before her seem to hum
with resonance, their symbols aligning into a story that feels
deeply personal and universal. Robyn senses that this is a
moment to pause, to honour the journey she has undertaken, and
to listen to the call of her higher self.
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Judgment’s energy is deeply tied to renewal and purpose. Robyn
begins to see that her experiences, both joyful and challenging,
have been guiding her toward this moment. The trials she has
faced, the fears she has overcome, and the truths she has
embraced all converge into a single, powerful realisation: she is
ready to step into her purpose. This awakening is both humbling
and empowering, a reminder that every step of her journey has
prepared her for this moment.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
grand and uplifting, echoing the themes of renewal and higher
calling. “A Million Dreams” from The Greatest Showman comes to
mind, its inspiring melody and lyrics capturing the essence of
Judgment: the power of envisioning a brighter future and
stepping into one’s purpose. The song resonates deeply with
Robyn, a reminder that even in moments of reflection, there is
joy to be found...

“Iclose my eyes and I can see

A world that's waiting up for me
That I call my own

Through the dark, through the door
Through where no one's been before
But it feels like home”

The lessons of Judgment are not without challenges. Robyn feels
the weight of accountability, the responsibility of stepping into
her purpose with authenticity and intention. Yet, she begins to
see that this is not a burden but a gift, a chance to align her life
with her values and aspirations. Judgment teaches her that
awakening is not an end but a beginning, a call to live fully and
truthfully.

The transition to the next chapter is filled with anticipation and
resolve. Judgment has begun to reveal its lessons, but it also
raises questions about how Robyn will answer the call of her
higher self. What will she create with the clarity and purpose she
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has found? How will she honour the journey that has brought her
here and the possibilities that lie ahead?

For now, Robyn steps into Judgment’s energy with a sense of
readiness and resolve. The bookshop feels timeless, its shelves
lined with the echoes of her journey and the possibilities of what
comes next. Somewhere, the faint toll of a bell echoes softly, a
reminder that every moment is a choice, and every choice is a
step toward awakening. The journey continues, and with it, the
promise of renewal, purpose, and the profound beauty of
answering the call.
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March 29th

The air is crisp as I walk through the small town square. It’s
eerily quiet except for the sound of my boots on the
cobblestones. The light of the late afternoon sun casts long
shadows, giving the place a sombre, almost expectant
atmosphere. In the distance, I hear a voice... a booming,

commanding voice, sharp as a bell.
“Repent! The end is near! Turn from your wicked ways!”

I turn the corner and see him: a preacher standing on an old
wooden crate, his arms stretched wide as he delivers his fiery
sermon. His voice echoes off the empty buildings, a rhythmic
cadence that feels both magnetic and repelling. His weathered
face is taut with conviction, and a thick Bible rests in his hands,
frayed and worn from use. A small group of people has
gathered, their heads bowed as though they’re absorbing every

word.

I hang back near the edge of the square, half-hidden in the
shadow of a lamppost. Something about him feels
uncomfortably familiar, like a fragment of my past I've tried to

forget. I should keep walking, but his words catch me.

“Judgment is upon us! The righteous shall rise, and the wicked

| »

shall perish! Look within, for your soul knows its deeds!

His gaze sweeps the crowd, and for a moment, it lands on me.

His eyes narrow. “You there!” he calls out, pointing in my
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direction. “You walk the path of sin and deceit. You cannot

run from the truth!”

The small crowd turns to look at me, and I feel the weight of
their eyes. A flush rises to my cheeks, but something inside me

ignites. I step forward, holding his gaze.

“Why do you think you know me?” I ask, my voice steady
despite the pounding of my heart. “What gives you the right to

judge me?”

His eyes narrow further, and he raises the Bible. “It’s not me
who judges, but the Lord Almighty. Your appearance—your
demeanour—it speaks of rebellion, of turning away from the

righteous path.”

I glance down at myself: the layered fabrics, the earthy tones,
the pendant that hangs from my neck. It’s not the first time
someone has labelled me based on how I look, but something

about his words ignite me.

“And what about you?” I counter, stepping closer. “You stand
here shouting about judgment, but do you see the people in
front of you? Do you see their pain, their struggles? Or are they

just sinners to you?”

He falters for a moment, his hand gripping the Bible tighter. “I

speak truth,” he says, but his voice lacks its earlier conviction.
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As we lock eyes, something clicks inside me. I'see in him a
mirror of myself—the way I've judged Emerson for not
understanding my journey, the way I’ve been harsh with
myself for every perceived failure. I've been carrying the weight

of those judgments, and they’ve only held me back.

I take a step back, my tone softening as my temper rescinds.
“We all carry our own stories,” I say. “And maybe instead of

judging them, we need to try understanding them.”

The preacher’s gaze flickers, but he says nothing. I turn and
walk away, my heart pounding with something that feels like

clarity...

I find a quiet spot by the edge of a river, the water glinting in
the fading sunlight. As I'sit, the weight of my realisations
settles over me. I've been my own harshest critic, holding
myself to impossible standards and punishing myself for every
misstep. And I’ve done the same to Emerson, expecting him to

fill spaces in me that only I can heal.

The river reflects the sky, the colours shifting from gold to
deep blue. I take off my pendant and hold it in my palm,
feeling its weight. It has been my anchor, my guide, but now it

feels like a layer I’'m ready to shed.

With a deep breath, I toss the pendant into the river, watching

as it sinks below the surface. It’s a symbolic gesture, but it feels
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powerful. ’'m not letting go of my journey—just the doubts

and fears that have clouded it.

Reaching into my knapsack, the card I draw is Judgment. Its
image is striking: a group of people rising from their graves,
their arms stretched toward a glowing angel with a trumpet.
The angel’s call is clear, unyielding—a call to truth, to

awakening.

I think of the preacher, of the way his judgment mirrored my
own. I think of Emerson, of the moments I’ve been unfair to
him, and the ways I’ve projected my insecurities onto him.

And I think of myself—of the parts of my story I've been too

afraid to face.
Tonight, I answer the call. Not with fear, but with love.

I am free.
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Theme: Awakening to Truth

Judgment is a card of reckoning and self-realisation. It asks
us to confront our past choices, to reconcile our shadow and
light, and to step into a fuller understanding of ourselves.
This card isn’t about punishment—it's about liberation. It’s
about owning your story and finding the courage to move
forward with authenticity.

In literature and film, we see this theme in stories like A
Christmas Carol, where Scrooge faces the consequences of
his life choices and emerges transformed. Similarly, in Dead
Poets Society, the characters are called to confront societal
norms and embrace their inner truths. Judgment is the
trumpet that wakes us up, reminding us that it's never too
late to change.

Insights: Owning Your Story

Judgment embodies the duality of reckoning and renewal. Its
upright meaning reflects Robyn’s moment of clarity and self-
acceptance, while hesitation hints at the reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:

e Upright Meaning: Awakening, forgiveness, self-
realisation, and stepping into purpose.\n- Reversed
Meaning: Resistance to change, self-doubt, and fear
of judgment.

267



Reflection Prompt:

"What truths are you ready to face, and how can they set you
free?"

Practical Exercise:

This three-card spread helps you explore the truths you're
ready to embrace. Let’s draw three random Major Arcana
cards for The Awakening Spread:

Card 1: What truth am I avoiding?
Highlights the area of life where you're holding back.

The Hanged Man

The Hanged Man reveals that Robyn is avoiding the truth of
needing to let go and surrender control. She may be clinging
to old perspectives or resisting a pause that could offer
valuable insights and transformation.

Card 2: What will set me free?
Reveals the action or mindset needed for liberation.

Judgment

Judgment calls Robyn to embrace self-reflection and
accountability. Liberation lies in acknowledging her inner
truth and aligning her actions with her higher purpose. This
card encourages a fresh start rooted in clarity.

Card 3: How can I step into my purpose?

Offers guidance for moving forward authentically.
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The Fool

The Fool advises Robyn to step into her purpose with courage
and openness. By embracing new beginnings and trusting the
journey ahead, she can authentically align with her path and
potential.

Overall Guidance

This spread shows that Robyn is holding back by resisting
surrender and new perspectives (The Hanged Man).
Liberation comes from self-reflection and embracing her
inner truth (Judgment), while stepping into her purpose
requires openness and trust in new beginnings (The Fool). The
cards remind her that awakening begins with letting go,
embracing clarity, and courageously moving forward.
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A Message For You:

Freedom comes
from owning your

story, not hiding
from it...
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Chapter 21:
The World

Wholeness in Duality

27



From Awakening to Wholeness

The resonant call of Judgment still echoes around Robyn, its
energy a profound reminder of renewal, accountability, and
stepping into purpose. She has reflected on her journey,
embraced her trials and triumphs, and awakened to the truth of
who she is. Now, as the tolling of Judgment’s bell fades, a new
energy begins to rise. The World appears, vibrant and all-
encompassing, inviting Robyn to step fully into completion,
fulfilment, and unity.

The transition from Judgment to The World is one of integration.
While Judgment asks Robyn to reflect and awaken, The World
celebrates her transformation. This is not merely the end of a
journey but the realisation of its purpose—a moment of harmony
where every step, every lesson, and every challenge converge into
a single, luminous whole. The World reminds Robyn that she is
both the traveller and the destination.

This shift mirrors the climaxes of many beloved narratives. In
Coco, Miguel’s journey into the Land of the Dead teaches him the
importance of family and memory, culminating in a reunion that
bridges generations. Similarly, in Hamilton, Alexander
Hamilton’s reflection on his legacy in ""Who Lives, Who Dies,
Who Tells Your Story" brings his life full circle, celebrating the
impact of a life fully realised. These stories remind us that
completion is not an end but a celebration of unity and
wholeness.

For Robyn, The World’s energy manifests as a profound sense of
connection and achievement. The bookshop, which has been a
sanctuary, a crucible, and a guide throughout her journey, now
feels alive with vibrancy and harmony. The Tarot cards before her
seem to align perfectly, their symbols forming a mosaic that tells
the story of her path. Robyn senses that this is not just a
culmination but a beginning—the moment where her journey
becomes a part of something greater.
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The World’s energy is deeply tied to unity and fulfilment. Robyn
begins to see herself not as separate from her experiences but as
the sum of them, each one contributing to the person she has
become. The doubts and fears she once carried now feel like
distant memories, replaced by a profound sense of peace and
empowerment. This realisation is both humbling and
exhilarating, a reminder that every step of her journey has
mattered.

The music playing softly in the background shifts to something
grand and celebratory, echoing the themes of unity and triumph.
“This Is Me” from The Greatest Showman comes to mind, its
powerful anthem capturing the essence of The World: a
celebration of authenticity, strength, and the beauty of
embracing oneself fully. The song resonates deeply with Robyn, a
reminder that she has found her place in the story of her life.

The lessons of The World are not without their challenges. Robyn
feels the bittersweetness of completion —that while one journey
has ended, another will inevitably begin. Yet, she begins to see
that this is not a loss but a gift, an opportunity to carry the
wisdom of this journey into the next, to continue her evolution.
The World teaches her that fulfilment is not about finality but
about embracing the continual cycles of life with grace and
gratitude.

The conclusion of this chapter is filled with celebration and
reflection. The World has revealed its lessons, but it also raises a
final question: How will Robyn carry this sense of unity and
fulfilment into the next phase of her life? What new paths will
she create, and how will she honour the journey that has brought
her to this moment?

As Robyn stands in the vibrant energy of The World, the
bookshop seems to shimmer with light and possibility. Its shelves
feel infinite, filled with stories yet to be written and lessons yet to
be learned. Somewhere, the sound of soft laughter and distant
music echoes, a reminder that the journey is both a celebration
and an invitation. The story continues, and with it, the promise of

273



unity, purpose, and the infinite sustaining beauty of a full heart
and a life fully lived.

274



March 30th

My village looks smaller than I remember. Its cobblestone
streets and timbered houses, once so familiar, now feel like
relics of another life. I've walked these streets before, but today
is different. It feels quieter, as though the village itself is
holding its breath.

I tighten my grip on my knapsack and step into the square.
The sun is setting, casting a golden glow over the rooftops.
People move about—greeting neighbours, closing shops,
children chasing each other with unrestrained laughter. It’s
comforting, this rhythm of life, but it also feels distant, as

though I’'m an outsider looking in.

A figure leans against the fountain in the centre of the square.
I’d recognise that silhouette anywhere. Emerson. His arms are
crossed, his face half-shadowed by the brim of his hat, but
there’s no mistaking the familiar tilt of his head, the way he

carries himself with equal parts confidence and ease.

My steps falter, and for a moment, I consider turning back.
But then he looks up, and our eyes meet. There’s no turning

back now.

“Robyn,” he says, his voice warm and steady, as though no

time has passed at all. “You made it!”
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“Barely,” I reply, managing a smile. I set my knapsack down by

the fountain and lean against the cool stone. “How did you
know I’d be here?”

He shrugs, his lips twitching into a half-smile, the sparkle in his

eyes conveying his intention. “Call it intuition.”

We stand there for a moment, the silence stretching between
us. It’s not uncomfortable, but it’s heavy, filled with things
unsaid. Finally, he gestures to the bench by the fountain. “Sit

with me?”

I nod, and we take our places. The fountain bubbles softly
behind us, its rhythmic flow grounding me. I’ve rehearsed this
moment a hundred times in my mind, but now thatit’s here, I

don’t know where to start.

“I’ve missed you too,” he says, breaking the silence.

'”

“I've missed you... too!” I reply, my voice barely above a

whisper. “There were so many times I wanted to reach out, but

Ididn’t know how.”
He tilts his head, his gaze softening. “Why?”

I take a deep breath, letting the weight of the past months settle
over me. “Because I was scared. Scared you wouldn’t
understand, scared I’d say the wrong thing. But mostly I was

scared of facing myself.”
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I tell him everything. About the shopkeeper and the deck of
Tarot cards. About the people I've met and the lessons they’ve
taught me. About the nights I've spent questioning
everything—my choices, my beliefs, my fears. As I speak, the
words flow out of me like a river, carrying away the doubts and

insecurities I’'ve been holding onto.

“It hasn’t been easy,” I say, my voice trembling. “There were
moments I wanted to give up, to turn back. But every time,
something—or someone—pushed me forward. And now,
standing here, I realise I’'m not the same person who started

this journey.”

Emerson listens intently, his expression now unreadable. When
I finish, he leans forward, resting his elbows on his knees.
“You’ve changed,” he says finally. “But not in the way you
think. You’ve always been strong, Robyn. You just didn’t see it

before.”

His words catch me off guard, and I blink back the sting of
tears. “I've been so hard on myself,” I admit. “And I think... I
think I’ve been hard on you too. I expected you to understand
things I couldn’t even explain. I judged you for not being what
I thought I needed, but the truth is I didn’t know what I

needed.”

He smiles gently, his eyes filled with a warmth that makes my
chest ache. “I've made my own mistakes,” he says. “I’ve been so

focused on trying to be there for you that I forgot to just be
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with you. I should have listened more, been more patient. But

you were never a burden, Robyn. Not even for a moment.”

We sit in silence for a while, the reality of our shared truths
settling between us. It feels like a cleansing, like shedding layers

of old pain to reveal something raw and real underneath.

“So where do we go from here?” I ask finally, my voice steady

but uncertain.

He looks at me, his gaze unwavering. “Wherever you want to
go. This is your journey, Robyn. I’'m just lucky to be a part of

»

1t.

I smile, the kind of smile that comes from deep within. For the
first time, I feel like we’re on the same page, like we’re moving
forward together, not as halves trying to make a whole, but as

two complete people walking side by side.

When I finally reach my room, the moon is high in the sky, its
silver light spilling through the window. I set my knapsack on
the bed and sit beside it, my hands resting in my lap. The
journey isn’t over—I know that. But for the first time, I feel

ready for whatever comes next.

Tonight, the card I draw is The World. Its image is beautiful: a
woman encircled by a wreath, holding wands in both hands.
Around her are the symbols of the four elements, the four
sustaining signs of the Zodiac, a reminder of the balance and

unity within the energy of the universe, and within me.
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I think of Emerson, of our conversation by the fountain. I
think of the people I’'ve met, the lessons I've learned, the
shadows I've faced. And I think of myself, standing here now,

whole and unbroken.

The World isn’t an ending. It’s a beginning. A chance to step

forward with open arms and an open heart, ready to embrace

the fullness of life.

And for that, ’'m grateful.
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Theme: Wholeness and Integration

The World is the final card of the Major Arcana, symbolizing
completion, unity, and the cyclical nature of life. It'’s a
moment of profound realisation that every experience—the
joys, the sorrows, the shadows, the light, our strength and
our beauty—has contributed to your wholeness.

In the card’s imagery, we see the four fixed signs of the
zodiac—Taurus, Leo, Scorpio, and Aquarius—representing
stability amidst transformation. These symbols remind us
that while life’s cycles bring change, certain truths remain
steadfast. Just as Robyn realises that endings are also
beginnings, The World encourages us to see our journey as
part of a greater spiral of growth.

Pop culture often captures this theme of integration. In The
Lion King, Simba’s journey is one of accepting his past and
stepping into his role in the circle of life. Similarly, in The
Lord of the Rings, Frodo’s return to the Shire highlights how
his adventure has irrevocably changed him. Both stories
reflect the idea that completion is not the end, but the
foundation for a new beginning.

Insights: Embracing Wholeness

The World embodies the duality of completion and renewal.
Its upright meaning reflects Robyn’s sense of fulfilment and
readiness to embrace the future, while hesitation hints at the
reversed aspect.

Summary of Insights:
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e Upright Meaning: Fulfilment, unity, achievement, and
new beginnings.

e Reversed Meaning: Resistance to closure, incomplete
goals, and fear of moving forward.

Reflection Prompt:

"How do your experiences, both light and shadow, contribute
to your sense of wholeness?"

Practical Exercise: The Spiral Path Spread

This three-card spread explores the journey toward
integration and new beginnings. Let’'s draw three random
Major Arcana cards for The Spiral Path Spread:

Card 1: What have I completed?
Reflects the lessons or achievements you've gained.

The World

The World signifies that Robyn has completed a significant
cycle of growth and achievement. She has gained wisdom,
fulfilment, and a sense of wholeness from her journey,
preparing her for new beginnings.

Card 2: What do I carry forward?
Reveals the tools or insights you take with you.

The Magician
The Magician shows that Robyn carries forward her ability to
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manifest and create. She brings with her the confidence,
skills, and resources needed to navigate the next stage of her
journey.

Card 3: What is my next step?
Offers guidance on embracing your next chapter.

The Star

The Star encourages Robyn to step forward with hope,
inspiration, and trust in the future. Her next chapter involves
healing, dreaming big, and aligning with her higher purpose.

Overall Guidance

This spread reveals that Robyn has completed a journey of
growth and fulfilment (The World), and she carries forward
the skills and confidence to manifest her desires (The
Magician). Her next step is to embrace hope and inspiration
as she moves into a new chapter (The Star). The cards remind
her that integration leads to renewal, and each ending holds
the promise of a bright new beginning.
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A Message For You:

Every
journey
leads

Yyou
home.
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Epilogue: And return, changed.
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Today

The sun is low on the horizon, its golden rays casting long
shadows across the walls. The journey has been long—longer
than I ever anticipated. I set my knapsack on the bed, its weight
a reminder of everything I've carried and everything I've

learned. Slowly, I unbuckle the straps and begin to unpack.

Each item I pull out holds a story, a memory from a chapter of
my journey. I lay them out one by one, the objects forming a

mosaic of experiences.

A small stone, smooth and polished, from the cliff where the
Magician showed me the power of focused intention. I
remember the way his tricks seemed to defy reality, and how he

reminded me that the tools I needed were already within me.

A dried flower from the garden of the Empress. Its petals are
fragile now, but its scent still lingers, carrying with it the

warmth and creativity she inspired in me.

A blacksmith’s nail, heavy and rough, a token of the Emperor’s
lesson about strength through discipline and the danger of

rigidity.

A simple string of beads from the Hierophant, their colours
faded but their symbolism vivid in my mind—tradition and

inner truth, coexisting in harmony.
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A small feather, white as snow, from the Lovers. Helena’s
laughter echoes in my memory, and I think of the lessons she,
Marcus and then Caleb taught me about love, choice, and the

balance between independence and connection.

A carved wooden lion, its surface smooth from being held so
often. It was Strength’s reminder that gentleness can be the

greatest form of power.

A small, flickering lantern, the size of a charm, from the
Hermit. It’s a beacon of introspection, a reminder that

sometimes we need to step back to find our way forward.

A delicate brass wheel, given to me at the carnival when I rode
the Wheel of Fortune. Its edges are worn, just like the cycles it

I'CpI'CSCHtS.

And finally, a slender wand carved from ash wood, a gift from
Temperance. The alchemist had shown me that opposites can

be blended into something beautiful.

I'hold each item for a moment, letting the memories wash over
me. But one trinket calls to me above the rest—the dried
flower from the Empress. It feels fitting, somehow, to carry her

energy forward, a symbol of growth and gratitude.

With the flower in hand, I walk to the bookshop. It feels
smaller than I remember, its fagade weathered by time, yet
there’s a timelessness to it that makes it feel like it’s always been

here. The bell jingles softly as I push the door open.
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The shopkeeper is there, sitting behind the counter. She looks
up and smiles, the same knowing smile she wore when I first
stepped through these doors what seems like a lifetime ago.
“Welcome back, Robyn.”

I approach the counter, my heart pounding. “Thank you,” I

say, placing the dried flower in front of her. “For everything.”

Her gaze softens as she picks up the flower, turning it delicately
in her hands. “You’ve come a long way,” she says, her voice low
and steady, as though she’s speaking directly to the heart of the

moment.

I hesitate, allowing her words to settle over me. What have I
learned? The answer isn’t simple, and yet, it’s so clear. I glance
at the dried flower she holds, its delicate petals a testament to

resilience.

“I’ve learned that 'm not just my light or my shadow,” I say,
the words coming slowly at first, then gaining strength. “I'm
both. And that’s okay. I've learned to listen to my intuition, to
nurture what truly matters, and to face my fears with courage.”
I pause, my voice softening as I look her in the eye. “But more
than anything, I've learned that my story is mine to tell. It’s
worth telling. Even the parts I thought were mistakes or

failures carried their own version of beauty.”

Her smile widens, the kind of smile that feels like a reward.

“And how will you carry these lessons forward?”
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I shuffle my feet, thinking of the rhythms I’ve found in my life,
the small but vital rituals that keep me grounded. “Every
morning, I meditate to centre myself,” I begin, the words
flowing now. “I pull a card from my deck and reflect on what
it’s trying to teach me. I journal about my thoughts, my fears,
my hopes. And every evening, I take a moment to breathe, to
be grateful, and to remind myself that every day is part of a

larger journey.”

The shopkeeper listens, her expression unreadable but warm.
When I finish, she sets the flower down gently on the counter,
as though it’s something sacred. “You’ve found your rhythm,
Robyn,” she says at last. “That’s no small thing. And it’s only
the beginning.”

I take a deep breath. “I’ve learned that I'm not just my light or
my shadow. I'm both. And that’s okay. I've learned to listen to
my intuition, to nurture what matters, and to face my fears

with courage. I've learned that my story is mine to tell, and it’s

worth telling.”

As I turn to leave, the bell jingles again, and a young woman
steps into the shop. She looks hesitant, clutching a notebook to
her chest. Her eyes meet mine, and I see something familiar in

her expression—a mix of curiosity and trepidation.

The shopkeeper catches my gaze and gives me a small nod.

Without thinking, I step toward the woman. “Hi,” I say,
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offering a warm smile. “This place... it changes you, if you let

»

it.
Her lips quirk into a tentative smile. “Really?”

“Really.” I glance back at the shopkeeper, who’s watching us
with quiet amusement. “And if you ever need someone to talk
to...” I trail off, reaching into my pocket and pulling out a
small charm from my journey. It’s the brass wheel from the

carnival. “Here. A little something to start you on your way.”

The woman takes it, her fingers brushing mine. “Thank you,”

she says softly.

I step outside, the cool evening air wrapping around me like a
familiar embrace. As I walk away from the shop, I feel as
though I’ve left something behind but gained something far

greater.

Back in my room, I open my journal and write. I write about
the shopkeeper, about the young woman, about the endless
cycle of stories and lessons. I write about Emerson, about the
ways we’ve both grown and the ways we’re still learning. And I
write about myself—not as someone who has all the answers,

but as someone who’s finally okay with not knowing them all.

Tonight, as I set my pen down, I glance at the Tarot deck on
my desk. The World sits on top, its image a reminder that every
ending is a new beginning. And in the quiet of the night, I find

myself wondering: what comes next?
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The End..?
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Your story is your power.
Start telling it today.

Cincler Tarot

Discover the Power of Tarot
Through Robyn’s Journey

Perfect for both seasoned readers and Tarot
newcomers, this book offers a rare blend of
storytelling and spiritual growth. Whether you're
seeking clarity, courage, or connection, Strength &
Beauty will guide you to see yourself in the cards —
and embrace the entirety of who you are.
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Tarot is more than cards—it’s a mirror to your soul,
blending fiction and self-discovery. Strength &
Beauty invites you to follow Robyn, a restless
traveller navigating the mysteries of the Major
Arcana and uncover the wisdom waiting in your own
story. As Robyn ventures through archetypal
encounters—from the nurturing Empress to the
commanding Emperor and the enigmatic High
Priestess—you’ll witness her triumphs and trials,
each one illuminating the balance of shadow and
light within us all.

Each chapter weaves Robyn’s personal journey with
practical guidance, including:

* Insights into the deeper meanings and
transitory energies of the Tarot’s Major
Arcana

* Reflection prompts to inspire your own self-
exploration.

* Simple Tarot spreads to make the lessons real
and actionable.

Your story is vour power.

Start telling it today.
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