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            🌒 THE CARDS OF THE ROAD — 52‑CARD DIVINATION DECK

THE MAJOR ROADS (12 cards)
These are the archetypal forces — the big omens.
1. The Wanderer
Transition, a road opening.
2. The Hearth
Protection, ancestral warmth.
3. The Hidden One
Mystery, unseen guidance.
4. The Veil
Liminality, spirit presence.
5. The Bone
Truth, what endures.
6. The Thread
Connection, fate weaving.
7. The Flame
Clarity, revelation.
8. The Bowl
Reflection, emotional truth.
9. The Returning
Visitation, messages from the dead.
10. The Feast
Gratitude, shared memory.
11. The Keeper
Threshold, evaluation.
12. The Witch Who Walks Between
Identity, power, responsibility.
***
🜂 THE MINOR ROADS (40 cards)
Divided into four suits, each representing a type of movement along the Road.

THE SUIT OF ASH (10 cards)
Fire, transformation, endings, purification.

13. The Ember — A spark returning.  
14. The Burned Path — A cycle completed.  
15. The Smoke-Sign — A warning rising.  
16. The Coal — Hidden heat, potential.  
17. The Ash Mark — A lesson learned.  
18. The Hearthstone — Safety regained.  
19. The Wildfire — Sudden change.  
20. The Last Match — A final chance.  
21. The Cinder Child — Renewal after loss.  
22. The Phoenix Road — Rebirth.
***
THE SUIT OF THREAD (10 cards)
Fate, choices, relationships, entanglements.

23. The Knot — Complication, tension.  
24. The Cut Thread — Release, ending ties.  
25. The Spindle — Momentum building.  
26. The Loom — Patterns forming.  
27. The Red Thread — Soul connection.  
28. The Tangled Web — Confusion.  
29. The Golden Thread — Blessing, alignment.  
30. The Weaver — Taking control.  
31. The Snapped Line — Sudden break.  
32. The Thread-Bridge — A path between.
***
THE SUIT OF BONE (10 cards)
Memory, ancestry, structure, truth.

33. The Skull Lantern — Wisdom from the dead.  
34. The Bone Pile — Overwhelm, too much history.  
35. The Marrow — Deep truth.  
36. The Spine — Strength, boundaries.  
37. The Fingerbone — A small sign.  
38. The Grave Key — Access to hidden memory.  
39. The Bone Circle — Protection.  
40. The Ancestral Drum — A call from lineage.  
41. The Bone Road — Walking with the dead.  
42. The Ossuary — Collective memory.
***
THE SUIT OF SMOKE (10 cards)
Dreams, intuition, visions, the unseen.

43. The Dream Gate — A message in sleep.  
44. The Fogwalker — Uncertainty, intuition needed.  
45. The Mirror Smoke — Illusion.  
46. The Night Bird — A sign delivered.  
47. The Whispering Field — Spirit communication.  
48. The Lantern Mist — Soft guidance.  
49. The Shadow Step — Moving unseen.  
50. The Moonwell — Psychic depth.  
51. The Silent Hour — Pause, stillness.  
52. The Spirit Wind — Sudden insight.


    


	
	

	

		🌙 PROLOGUE — THE VEIL-PATH


They say the first Shuvani was not born but found.


A caravan had stopped at the edge of a wind-scoured plain, the kind where the earth remembers every footstep for a century. The night was cold enough to make the stars ring like hammered silver. And there, in the hollow of an old oak’s roots, the elders discovered a child wrapped in a shawl woven from smoke.


No one knew her mother.  

No one claimed her father.  

But the wind whispered her name: Sivora — the one who sees.


When she opened her eyes, the world shifted. Shadows leaned closer. The fire bent toward her as if greeting an old friend. The ancestors stirred in their graves and murmured, She has returned.


Sivora grew with one foot in the living world and one in the unseen. She spoke to the wandering spirits who drifted along the roads. She listened to the ancestors who warmed themselves in the hearth smoke. She learned the language of flame, the secrets of water, the omens carried by birds and dust.


But her greatest gift was this:


She could walk the Veil.


Not fully — no living witch can — but she could press her hand against it and feel the pulse of the otherworld. She could hear the Keepers who guarded its gates. She could see the threads that tied the living to the dead, the past to the future, the spirit to the bone.


The elders feared her.  

The spirits adored her.  

The ancestors claimed her.


And so she became the first of the Veil-Walkers — the witches who carry stories, rituals, and secrets across generations. The ones who remember what others forget. The ones who speak to the unseen and return with knowledge.


Before she died, Sivora left a single teaching:


“The Veil is not a wall. It is a door.  

But only those who honor the road, the fire, and the dead may open it.”


This book is written in her shadow.


It is not a reconstruction of her path — no one living can claim that — but a weaving of folklore, divination, spirit lore, and ancestral ritual shaped in her spirit. A lantern for those who walk between worlds. A guide for those who listen to the whispers in the smoke. A companion for those who feel the pull of the unseen.


If you are reading this, the Veil has already noticed you.


Step carefully.  

Step honestly.  

Step with your ancestors at your back.


The road is opening.

. 


🌬️ CHAPTER ONE — THE WANDERER SPIRITS


Not all spirits belong to a place.  

Some belong to the road.


They drift along the edges of fields, linger at crossroads, slip between caravans of travelers, and whisper through the tall grass where footsteps fade. These are the Wanderer Spirits — beings without fixed homes, without graves, without hearths to anchor them.


They are not lost.  

They are moving.


And movement is its own kind of magic.


🜁 Folklore: Who the Wanderers Are


In old stories, Wanderers were said to be:


- Souls who died far from home  

Their bodies buried by strangers, their names forgotten by the land beneath them.


- Spirits of travelers who loved the road too much to leave it  

They walk still, listening for wheels, hooves, and footsteps.


- Fragments of ancient beings  

Not ghosts, not gods — something older, thinner, made of wind and memory.


- Messengers between worlds  

Carrying whispers from the living to the dead, and back again.


They are neither benevolent nor malevolent.  

They are responsive — shaped by how they are approached.


A Wanderer treated with respect becomes a guide.  

A Wanderer ignored becomes a shadow.  

A Wanderer insulted becomes a storm.


🜂 Why Offerings Are Left at Crossroads


Crossroads are the meeting place of all directions — a place where the world thins, where paths overlap, where spirits pause to listen.


Traditionally, travelers left:


- A coin  

- A crust of bread  

- A pinch of tobacco  

- A thread from their clothing  

- A whispered promise  


Not as payment.  

As recognition.


To say: I see you. Walk with me, not against me.


The Wanderers do not need food.  

They need acknowledgment — the same way the living need to be witnessed.


🌫️ Mythic Story: The Girl Who Spoke to Dust


They say there was once a girl named Mirala who could hear the dust speak.


When the caravan traveled, she walked barefoot behind the wagons, listening to the soft hiss of the earth. The others thought she was strange, but the elders watched her with quiet understanding.


One evening, as the sun bled red across the horizon, a storm rose without warning. The wind howled like a wounded animal. The horses panicked. The wagons shuddered. The air tasted of iron.


The elders whispered, A Wanderer is angry.


Mirala stepped forward, her hair whipping around her like black fire. She pressed her palms to the ground and listened.


The dust whispered:  

“You passed a crossroads without greeting us.”


Mirala stood, lifted her chin, and spoke into the storm.


“We did not forget you,” she said. “We were afraid of the dark and hurried past. But we honor you now.”


She tore a strip from her shawl, tied it to a branch, and planted it in the earth. The wind slowed. The storm softened. The dust settled like a sigh.


From that night on, the Wanderers walked with her.  

And the caravan never feared the dark again.


🜄 Practice: How to Sense a Wandering Presence


You don’t need special sight.  

You need attention.


Wanderers reveal themselves through:


1. Sudden stillness

The air pauses.  

Birds quiet.  

Your breath feels heavier.


2. A shift in temperature

Not cold — thin.  

Like the air has been stretched.


3. Dust or leaves moving against the wind

A subtle, sideways drift.


4. A feeling of being observed from behind your shoulder

Not threatening.  

Just... curious.


5. A tug in your chest

As if something is asking, Do you see me?


🜃 Simple Offering Ritual: The Roadside Greeting


This is a gentle, respectful way to acknowledge a Wanderer.


You will need:  

- A small natural object (stone, leaf, thread, crumb of bread)  

- Your breath  

- Your intention  


Steps:  

1. Stand still at the edge of a path or road.  

2. Hold the offering in your hand.  

3. Say softly:  

“For the ones who walk unseen. Travel well.”  

4. Place the offering on the ground.  

5. Walk away without looking back.


Looking back is considered rude — it implies doubt.


—
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🔥 CHAPTER TWO — THE HEARTH ANCESTORS


Every family carries ghosts, but not all ghosts are dead.


Some live in the smoke that curls from a cooking fire.  

Some hide in the ashes beneath a stove.  

Some sit quietly in the corner of a room, watching over the children.  

Some follow the caravan wheels, whispering warnings when the road grows dangerous.


These are the Hearth Ancestors — the spirits of bloodline, memory, and protection.  

They are not worshipped.  

They are honored.


They do not demand obedience.  

They ask for presence.


They do not haunt.  

They hold.


🜂 Folklore: The Fire as a Living Ancestor


In old traditions, the hearth fire was not merely a tool.  

It was a being — a doorway, a witness, a keeper of lineage.


People believed:


- The fire carried the voices of the dead  

- Smoke was a bridge between worlds  

- Ashes held the memory of every meal, every story, every birth  

- Embers were the eyes of ancestors watching over the home  

- To let the fire die without cause was to insult the lineage  


When a child was born, a pinch of ash was placed on their forehead.  

When someone died, a coal was carried from the hearth
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