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“Before I got my eye put out –

I liked as well to see

As other creatures, that have eyes –

And know no other way –



So safer – guess – with just my soul

Opon the window pane

Where other creatures put their eyes –

Incautious –”



Emily Dickinson, Before I got my eye put out – (336)



The night my Grandmom found out my mother was pregnant with me, she said she looked up into the night sky and discovered a star was missing and poured a cup of loose-leaf Earl Grey tea into a pristine, white teacup. Her divinatory cup was a gift she won in a beauty contest and was gifted by the queen. My Grandmom wasn’t able to carry a child, but she shared her history and herself with my mother so authentically, she became her mother. She was more my grandmother than my father’s mother ever wanted to be. Grandmom taught us her secrets and gave us her folklore. I have thought a lot about lineage, given I am the first child of an adopted mother. I still wonder if my Grandmom’s lore is my lore or if my mother’s biological lore is more mine. I imagine it means that half of me is a blank canvas. When thinking about my relationship to her, I always return to the ocean and magnolia flowers as a metaphor to explain the slippage in my lineage. I grew up near the ocean, and so salt water was the air for me, but when we moved to Georgia, the air became empty. I read stories about magnolia flowers, but I could never smell them until someone said the magnolias are flowering in the air. That’s when they became real, and I could actually see and experience them. Perhaps that is what it means to share tradition and family without genetics. Someone teaches you how to smell the magnolia flowers and then you can smell them even if you weren’t perfumed by them before your learning was gifted to you. That was my Grandmom as a mother and grandmother. She patiently showed us who we were in her history just as patiently as she waited for me to be born. When my mother went into labor with me, she vowed not to leave her side. Grandmom sat in the hospital––and watched my mother struggle to bring me into the hospital light I fought not to be bathed in even after thirteen hours of active labor. 

Vividly I can still see my Grandmom as she watched her tea leaves float through the water in her cup while the steam rose, perfuming the air in a floral rosehip mist of ritual conjuring. She sat, sipped, and stared into the dark waves, liquid cresting a form that was living—the ebb and flow of tide winds weaving around her perfectly curled blonde hair. I see her now, standing at the edge of her salt-weathered porch boards, as she read the remnants of her tea leaves that formed images she learned how to see from her mother, who learned how to read them from her mother. She used to tell me, The leaves said you would be born in June like me, and only twice did they read July. How she wanted me to share her birth month, but I fought hard against the traditional gestation most children grow through, and three weeks later, with my arms wrapped around my head, I was born on July 1 at 12:10 am. Water child of wave magic, my Grandmom said she should have known, considering I was always jumping toward the ocean inside my mother. Her stories made me wonder at words, knowing my birth was first seen, not through ultrasonic digital soundscapes but through tea rituals and meditations made over emptiness after nourishment. 

My Grandma, from the Kentucky holler, may also have possessed medium sight. She came from the region of Appalachia that most Americans try and pretend isn’t there. I have largely erased her from this telling because I am still trying to understand how a woman as cold as her could be my grandmother. I suspect she could see with sight because she had a way of knowing what things meant or would mean someday, and when I was a little girl covered in paint, she looked at me and said, You are going to be a poet, not a painter, child. She had a way of talking with her tellings. 

Maybe that’s when language started moving for me? As an artist, I always got stuck on a work or word, and even as a child predicting songs I had never heard sung to get at the predictability of recycled art, I used to get lost inside what lived between the realm of visual and poetry. The meaning has never lived in the linear spheres that appear on the keyboard, symbols dark and meaningless unless they are deciphered. Reading poetry and seeing art will always be a spiritual ritual—maybe this is why we give our work away. I was no stranger to the role of playing the keeper of secrets and knew not to fear them when they appeared before me. So, on a hot humid night enveloped by navy midnight air and conversation, how to accept another wonder. 

Theo Hall, in what I imagine to be a fever dream, has been constructing this myth for over a decade, and when they first met with me to discuss Young World and the role I would play in it, I was struck by the expansive universe they created using only ink pens, the memories of Mondrian’s vertical lines, a scratched-up deck of cards, their partner Joe Kane’s diligent mental note-taking, Kandinsky’s color language they had never formally studied but lives within them, their occult curiosity, and the haunted Evangelical memories of a Gothic Kansas past they still fight to understand. I saw so much of them in the cards, but Theo needed help to read them, knowing that when the cards burned during their conceptions, and that Theo was making something not beyond the cards but of them. Theo read me the card’s myths while we drank rosé over world building. 

Theo explained they had also gifted Meg Wade, a Southern Appalachian witch, prophetess of poems, a deck of cards, in hopes they might speak to her in the language only she and her mother and her mother’s mother could know. Wanting to learn and research both the tangible realm of divination as well as the mystical truth that can’t be recorded of it, I asked Wade if she would feel comfortable doing a reading of me. She agreed, and I was again seated at a kitchen table in Nashville, TN and gifted the language of future reading. I asked a question without voice and drew three cards:
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I watched as Meg unfolded a new sight I had not known I needed to see. I was awestruck at how fluently she could read the symbolic language of Theo’s cards because the card’s histories have yet to become patterned and expected. She saw into a myth without history, a figurative, playful pack of cards, something I would never have seen or been able to articulate without her guided sight. She read a traumatic past but with the focused certainty of a cat, the animalself—purposeful and specific to the intentions at hand. My past was bleeding into the present, revealed through the closed-eyes smile. The smile, she says, means that your place is beginning, and your goal is to trust the journey. She said it is important that you sit in your trust and follow this new position, be teachable, be present, and relax, knowing your worth, because the future will burn from the fuel of the present you are creating. The flame is the small sun from the many cards sketched by Hall, and while I still struggle to fully articulate this strange moment of intimate transparency, how I cried at Meg’s kitchen table because I wasn’t ready to be seen as well as she had—I had to admit I found some strange chanting lyric hidden in the card’s magic. I didn’t want to believe in them, but I did. 

I was educated by the mythmaker, baptized by the prophet, and now had to find a historic relevance to ground the poetic voice in before I could write the ekphrastic divination living in the language playing behind the ink in the cards. I turned to Eliot and Kandinsky, knowing they both knew something about the art and the spirit that might lead me into the language of the cards. However, I still did not feel I intimately understood the Tarot tradition to curate a Tarot equivalent, and so I reached out to my dear friend, Ericka Arcadia. She once, while I was making ink paintings, sat next to me at her kitchen table flipping through her own wicked pack of cards, and remarked how every time she plays with them near me, she draws the Empress. She proceeded to interpret why that was strange. Her knowledge and gut always fascinate me—she has a way of braiding fantasies into the most mundane moments—an imagination like hers should be cherished and protected. I asked her to curate the linkage between the young world and old-world cards. I think of her as the historian and know her daydreaming always brings us back to the past when we need to return.  

Here is where the poet enters the realm of the mythmaker, prophet, historian, and language weaver. The writing here approaches myth. To do this, I must walk into a chamber adjacent to maiden thought, and I must attempt to erase as much of my ego-self as possible and find the altar, find the mysteries of Modern artists making playful future-telling icons that reflect our generation lost in infinite war and disease, become capable of being in Mystery because they have yet to be discovered by the critics who corrupted our natural child eye, shed and embrace doubt as part of the act of finding, and discard my own need to know truth getting in the way of this language we are creating together. Keats called it negative capability, but I call it, I with eye. 

If we ever want to achieve ego death, we have to reckon with the recycling of visual traumas we see, our mothers see, our mothers’ mothers see throughout our many evolutions of sight. Sight is spiritual, metaphysical, and physical. We have our physical eyes, which are responsible for weaving and constructing a tapestry of experiences that color our world. Our physical eyes are also how we come into language. Then, there are our metaphysical eyes that always perceive our world around us. I will call them childeyes. They know a world we cannot articulate because it is without language. We become a conglomeration of sights here. We know the traumas and joys, the blessings and curses, the pain and the transcendence of our ancestral line within this realm of sight. Then there are our spirit eyes, and we all possess them. I will call them phantom eyes. For those of us who use these eyes, you know who you are—get closer to the I with eye construct than I have learned how to define here. To provide a tangible idea to an intangible thought, the phantom eyes are the ones who lead you through the forest at gloaming. They feel when someone is watching you, whether human or not, and you move away from this unwelcome gaze because you felt you saw but didn’t see that there was something watching, changed. It is an awareness of how sight is us, how histories of sight is us, and how we must learn not to see through them if we are to find the I to
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