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Wheel of Fortune

“Hi, Alice.”

“Hi, Madeline.”

They were standing in the tarot reading room. Madeline grabbed a card from her special deck and handed it to Alice. She looked at the Wheel of Fortune and blinked. She nodded to her aunt and went to her room to study.

Alice sat down at her desk and found the two corresponding cards from her decks. She started taking notes. It didn’t take her long to think about cycles. And how things tended to change over time for her and everyone else.

She blinked and continued taking notes. Some cycles she thought about were tied to physical bodies and the phases of life people go through. Alice found those cycles to be the easiest for her to understand. The phases of life she knew were baby, child, teenager, young adult, older adult and elder. She and Eliot were in the young adult phase and Madeline was in the elder phase.

Even the menstrual cycle, which she had personal experience with, was quite easy to understand. That particular cycle followed its own pattern, which tended to vary from woman to woman. She smiled to herself realizing she had gone through some of the life cycles already and if she lived long enough, she’d go through more.

She paused in her notes as she thought about the phases she went through with her own mother. She frowned realizing some were quite painful at the time and made her want to stay away from her mother now.

Mrs. Flowers’ phases mainly alternated between being sweet and seemingly generous and downright wicked with nothing but mean things to say. She claimed she never remembered saying anything wicked, but then would say her own mother did the same thing also insisting not remembering saying or doing anything abusive either.

Alice sighed. She had learned over the years it didn’t matter what she did, her mother would just attack Alice and claim she was the crazy one. Alice sighed again. It had taken her too long to learn she wasn’t asking her mother to treat her this way. The young elf learned it all came from Mrs. Flowers alone.

Alice sighed and resumed taking notes. She wasn’t aware of the passage of time until Eliot knocked on her open door. Her stomach rumbled as she looked up at him.

“You hungry?”

She nodded. She set her pen down and stood up. Soon she was walking downstairs and into the kitchen. Madeline had just set the table and everyone sat down to eat. They were all too busy eating to think of conversation and so they were quiet.

After a while, Madeline asked, “Is there something wrong, Alice?”

Alice shook her head. “No, I was just studying the Wheel of Fortune and thinking about cycles. Such as the ones we tend to go through with our bodies and different phases of life. Then I thought about my mother’s phases and how she blamed me for them and claimed she never remembered saying all those bad things to me. She said her mother said the same to her and she never believed her mother.”

Eliot blinked. “Do you believe she doesn’t remember saying those things to you?”

“I’m inclined to think she’s in denial and can’t face the truth. Perhaps the cycle of abuse is something that happens in every generation in my family and many can’t face the truth. I find I can’t turn away and deny the truth. I know what it is and I acknowledge it and I acknowledge that it’s wrong.”

Madeline smiled. “Good. You shouldn’t deny it. It is awful that too many in our family couldn’t stop it. But I know you will find a way.”

Alice raised an eyebrow. “How do you know that?”

“You’re not in denial and you walked away and keep walking away.”

Alice resumed eating deep in thought. She paused eating. “So, this card has lots of meanings and may have more to do with the cards around it to determine what it fully means. It does mean karmic cycles or even birth and death or a beginning or ending of a cycle. It has to do with good and bad luck, positive and negative. It is clear it’s always about change and things which can be beyond conscious control.”

Madeline nodded. “What of the reverse meaning?”

“Oh, that’s always negative as far as I understand. Defeat or tragedy. The bad side of anything. A downfall or even an uncertain situation. And it can even be detrimental outside forces.”

Madeline nodded. “Very good. You can have a new card tomorrow.”

They finished eating not long after. Madeline went to the tarot reading room. She took some incense to the attic to spend time the resident ghosts living there. Eliot and Alice cleaned up the dishes and the kitchen.

As they were finishing the dishes, Eliot asked, “Would you like to go for a walk with me now?”

Alice nodded. “Yeah, let’s get our cloaks.”

It didn’t take them long to get their cloaks and to leave the house together. They weren’t sure if they’d run into Heath, but they looked all around them as they enjoyed their walk together.

Alice sighed.

“What is it?”

“I guess Heath has his cycles just like my mother.”

“Yeah. Both aren’t stable and seem to think they can control and dominate you.”

“Yeah, I know. I find both of them repulsive. I’d prefer not to have anything to do with either one.”

“That’s a good sign. Madeline is right about you. You can face the truth and you’re not crumbling. You’re stronger as a result.”

“I don’t always feel strong.”

“Healing doesn’t happen overnight from abuse. It takes years.”

She nodded. They continued their walk.

Madeline gasped when she heard someone knocking on her door. She politely excused herself from the ghosts and went downstairs to answer it. She knew it was late and it probably wasn’t a client unless they were desperate and didn’t know what else to do at this hour.

She opened the door not to see a client, but her own sister.

Madeline blinked. “What brings you here?”

Mrs. Flowers sighed. “We need to talk about Alice’s future.”

Madeline raised an eyebrow. “We do?”

Mrs. Flowers pushed her way inside and sat down on the couch. “Yes. Alice is quite mentally ill and incapable of making her own decisions. She refuses to go on disability. She just won’t plan for the future.”

Madeline closed the door. “She isn’t mentally ill. Her brain is fine. In fact, she’s been studying and learning. She tells me what she learns and I can tell you, she’s mentally sound.” She sat down on a chair.

Mrs. Flowers continued, “You don’t understand. You’ve never had any children of your own. You can’t know what it’s like to see your own child fail at being an adult. I’ve had to save her time and time again because she’s so incapable. She should be on disability.”

Madeline rolled her eyes. “She doesn’t qualify for disability. All the experts agree on that. You’re the only one who insists she’s mentally ill and incompetent.”

Mrs. Flowers frowned. “I’m her mother. I know her better than anyone else ever did.”

“Including herself? I highly doubt it. She knows who she is and she knows what her real problem is. It’s not what you think it is.”

“But she refuses to get any help!”

“No, she doesn’t. She was never able to get the help she needed. I think you messed that up for her. She has had to deal with her crap by herself. So, you have no right to criticize her solution.”

“How dare you!”

Alice and Eliot walked into the room. They stared at the two sisters.

Madeline looked at the young elves. “Welcome back. She seems to think we can decide your future, Alice.”

Alice scoffed.

Mrs. Flowers said, “You’re going through boys too fast, Alice. It’s time you came home with me. You need serious help.”

Alice frowned. “I’m not going anywhere with you. We’ve been through this too many times. You don’t know what’s wrong with me and you refuse to accept that I don’t qualify for disability. You get in the way and tell lies about me. Everything blows up because of you.”

Mrs. Flowers frowned. “How dare you talk to me that way! I’m your mother and I know you better than anyone else!”

Alice rolled her eyes. “You always get me wrong. You never listen and wonder why I don’t want to have anything more to do with you. You discount things I say and do.”

“ALICE! LISTEN TO ME!”

“No. I will not listen to you anymore. I don’t want to be your daughter anymore. You hate me because I’m not like you. You think you can control and dominate me. You want to remake me in your image. You don’t know me if you think I’m mentally incompetent or even mentally ill. It’s you who is mentally ill. You can’t even face your past. Instead you take your crap out on me and I don’t want your negative energy. Take it all back.” Alice stared her mother down.

Mrs. Flowers jumped as if she had been slapped. She stood up and left the house with everyone staring at her. They heard the door slam as she went outside.

Madeline laughed. “Good for you, Alice. She deserved that.”

Eliot sighed. “Wow. I can’t believe your mother believes that crap about you. It’s so not true. You do know yourself quite well and you’re quite capable.”

Alice sighed. “Yeah. She’s my real problem. I can’t do anything about her. Half the time, I don’t know if I should talk back or just ignore her. Sometimes I think ignoring her is better than responding. She really hates the silence treatment.”

Madeline smiled. “Of course she does. She thrives on attention. She hasn’t changed.”

Alice sighed. “I know. I doubt she will. In fact, I have seen her start to fall apart. I don’t know how aware she is of it.”

Eliot blinked. “Is there anything we can do about her?”

Madeline said, “Alice is right, ignoring her mother is the best option. Refusing to respond takes away any ammo she can later use against any of us.”

Alice smiled. “Yeah, and then her outbursts get less frequent, but I doubt she will let go of the belief that I need to be on disability. She tried to manipulate me into getting a job, but I wasn’t able to get one. I don’t know how I’m supposed to now. All I can think of is to try networking, but I don’t even know how to do that well.”

Madeline sighed. “I know it’s next to impossible to get a job these days. Too many mismatches and employers complain no one is qualified, but I don’t believe them. They’re too reliant on computers scanning resumes. Computers don’t know there are many more who are qualified and have much to contribute.”

Eliot nodded. “Yeah, I don’t know how people get regular jobs these days. It’s just so weird. They con kids into getting advanced degrees and they can’t get jobs afterward. It makes no sense, especially when there are plenty of jobs which require those specific degrees that they have. I can’t figure it out.”

Madeline frowned. “It has more to do with who we know and how they react to us than what we can do. That’s something that isn’t taught. It’s sad really. I’m sure the main reason Alice can’t get a job has more to do with living under her mother’s shadow. Her mother has lied about Alice for years. People still believe Mrs. Flowers and they won’t give Alice a chance.”

Alice’s eyes widened. “Yeah, that’s it. I don’t want to be under her shadow anymore. It’s time to push back and be my own person. I know I am capable because I have experience that she still wants to discount. She’s wrong about me.”

Eliot said, “We know that, but it doesn’t mean much if you don’t know. You have to believe you deserve better and then you should be alright.”

Madeline said, “Yes, and then your life can change in wonderful ways. It’s just beginning for you.”

Alice nodded. “As this old cycle ends, my new one begins.”

Madeline and Eliot smiled at her. Both were glad in different ways that she was still with them. Alice smiled back knowing she was safe with them.

Later that night, Alice was in her room sitting at her desk. She was typing up her notes on her tablet computer. She didn’t mind the paper notebook, but it could be hard to organize and look up the information she needed later on. She didn’t mind this little extra work. If anything, it was a


wheelcov.png
Alice Elowers Tarof Story 10:
wWheel of Fortune

Ali Noel Vyain





