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Dedication

For the Witches who do not know they are Witches,

And for the ones who do.
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Introduction
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I’ve been reading tarot cards since I was fifteen years old, when Danny Frizi, a then-closeted gay boy who loved Axl Rose so much that he spent his extracurricular time listening to “Sweet Child O’Mine” on his headphones and weeping, gave me my first deck. He had an afterschool job at Barnes & Noble and swiped a Rider-Waite deck for me, a great starting deck, the classic tarot that most other decks riff on. I thought it was great that Danny gave it to me because I’d heard a superstition that you weren’t supposed to buy your own tarot cards, they were meant to be gifts.

I treated my deck of cards as reverently as I’d heard you ought to. I wrapped them in silk (I think it was silk, it might have been polyester) and tucked them under my pillow, thereby ruining many a night of sleep. I learned the deck by practicing on my witchy, Goth friends, teenagers who accompanied me to New England spell boutiques like Arsenic and Old Lace, where the walls were stacked with jars of herbs, and on pilgrimages to Salem, Massachusetts, to explore the many occult shops and bookstores. As I continued to read cards, and have my own read by my friends, I was in a growing state of awe at their intuitive accuracy, the way the small stories encapsulated in each illustration knit together into a wider narrative that made sense, sometimes poetic, sometimes chillingly pointed. I didn’t know how the Tarot worked its magic, but I didn’t feel the need to, either. There are many mysteries in the world, and I was thrilled to have a relationship with this one.

As I grew older and moved out into the wider world I became acquainted with the variety of tarot cards that are available. The Thoth Deck, designed by the drug-addled mystic Aleister Crowley, gave strong readings. So did Daughters of the Moon, a lesbian feminist deck, purple and circular with a single optional male card. The Secret Dakini Oracle came to me via a street reader in Tucson, Arizona, and its collaged imagery, both playful and nightmarish, is a cosmic riddle. When I made my way to San Francisco in my early twenties, my first “job” was reading tarot cards on Haight Street. Still sensitive to so many tarot-related superstitions, I didn’t charge for my readings but solicited “donations.” I recall receiving a rock from a hippie (not a crystal, mind you, but a rock) and a single American Spirit from a street kid. I also got great advice about getting food stamps, which kept me fed as I tried to find my place so far from home.

Eventually I was plucked from the streets and into a Haight Street boutique called Love, which sold incense and essential oils and lovely candles I aspired to afford. I charged a fixed, modest price for my readings, and in the more professional environment I grew more focused and learned more about the craft. I recall one client, brooding and sulky, practically tossing her ten-dollar bill at me. I spread the cards across the floor, but oddly they made no sense. I could not connect their stories together into a larger, helpful narrative. “I’m sorry,” I sputtered, returning the ten-dollar bill to the girl. “I don’t know what’s going on, but I just can’t make sense of this.”

“I knew this was bullshit,” she replied, smiling for the first time, bitterly vindicated. She left me in the wake of her bad vibes, and something important was revealed to me: If the person receiving the reading doesn’t actually believe in the Tarot, the Tarot doesn’t work, like a fairy whose existence has to be affirmed for her to survive. Tarot readings are an exchange of trusting energy between the reader and the seeker, and if that faithful collaboration is missing—in my experience—the magic does not happen.

Further study into the Tarot, in particular the connection between the Tarot and the Kabbalah beefed up my skills so that I was able to give a decent reading with a deck of playing cards, or even a deck of Uno cards, substituting colors for suits and working my knowledge of the properties of each number. This might sound silly, but it increased my respect for the underlying numerical system of the Tarot, as well as the undeniable magic that occurs when two people come together to earnestly practice divination.

Due to space and time limitations my professional tarot practice has died down, but I still seek the wisdom of the cards regularly, and often use them to assist friends in need. It is also very hard for me to pass up a deck of tarot cards, which means in the thirty years I’ve been practicing I have built up quite a collection. They live in my Sagittarian grandfather’s old suitcase, stuck with now-vintage stickers from all the places he traveled to, so many decks I can’t latch it closed. Buddhist decks and Greek mythology decks, pornographic Italian decks and UFO decks. Charlie Brown decks, cat decks, old fortune-telling decks and older French decks, queer decks, and voodoo decks. Each one is a beautiful world, familiar yet altered by the creator’s impressions and inspirations. After studying them for all these years it seemed time to put my own spin on them.

The Tarot is an ancient story system, a pack of cards that tell a multitude of tales depending on the ways in which they’re placed alongside one another. Pull the High Priestess, the Page of Coins, and the World, and it tells the story of an individual seeking a higher purpose through the material world, someone who is just beginning a path of knowledge but whose deep inspiration and devotion will take her very far. Lay the Eight of Cups next to the Tower next to the King of Coins and I see a person in mourning because they had to abandon something—a person, place, or thing—that was close to their heart but very, very destructive. In the end they will be stronger and whole for making this difficult choice. The trick to being able to deduce this is to know the cards well and allow yourself to link their stories together and—and this is really important—trusting that you are reading the cards clearly. It could, if you’re nervous, be pretty easy to look at that last spread of cards and then say, “Oh, um, actually, it could also mean that walking away from this situation might bring the Tower down and ruin your life. I’m not sure! Thanks for coming!” Tarot speaks to our intuition, to our guts. More and more scientific research points to the right-on power of our “guts” to make quick, intuitive, and correct decisions (it’s not actually our intestines sending you these powerful hunches, but two bits of our brains, the ancient Amygdala and the tiny, hidden yet emotionally powerful Insula). I believe this is the part of our selves that we engage when we read cards. Often, when I am reading for another, I hunch my head over the cards and quickly link the stories, not checking in with the seeker or even looking at them. I don’t want anything to distract me from my initial read! Going with my gut, I tell the story as I see it, and only when I reach the end do I check in with the seeker to see if anything I laid on them made a lick of sense. More often than not they are looking at me with a dazed expression, nodding their head as if in a trance. Sometimes, though, a certain claim doesn’t make sense. When that happens I dig deeper into the meaning of the cards, feeling about for alternate reads or twists that feel correct to the seeker. It’s important to note that I am not a “psychic,” you don’t have to have “psychic powers” to read tarot, and that reading tarot will not give you psychic powers (though it will likely strengthen your intuition and your faith in it). The Tarot doesn’t shoot me random factoids about the person I’m reading. What it does is, through the use of vibrant, detailed imagery, engage my creativity and intuition and allow me to see a story, a pattern, and use that to help the seeker make sense of where they’re at and where they’re headed. A tarot reading isn’t like a visit with a Hollywood witch who looks into her swirling crystal ball and tells you you’re going to die. It’s more like a really good therapy session with a preternaturally insightful therapist.

My personal take on the Tarot, as you will see, is a bit more plainspoken and down-to-earth than many of the guides that are out there. I believe wholeheartedly in the Tarot (duh), but my teenaged reverence is tempered with the fact that some of the cards are made, say, in a game factory. They hold mysteries, but we hold mysteries, too, and it’s the coming together that creates the helpful uncanny. By working with the Tarot, we learn more about ourselves and perhaps more about some of humanity’s big themes—love, heartache, betrayal, friendship, triumph, despair. When you have a regular relationship with the Tarot—say, picking a card a day, doing regular tarot-guided check-ins with yourself—you have a tool to dig under the surfaces you present not just to the world but to yourself: the ways we hide from ourselves, lie to ourselves, engage in denial, the Tarot cuts through these with a single undeniable image. Alternately, it can bust up our pity-party with an illuminating image of joy to remind us that regardless of how we feel right now we’ve got it pretty fucking good. The result of this is balance, an honest picture of our lives and its swirl of sorrow and pleasure. It helps us not take ourselves too seriously. It consoles us—how validating to get a card of a weeping person while in the throes of a miserable breakup!—and it also pushes us to take right action to get the life we want. Additionally, becoming familiar with the suits of the Tarot reminds us of the circular nature of things, how emotions rise up but fade away, how trouble comes but is replaced by luck, which is once again unseated by hardship. Ideally, such a study in the relative impermanence of it all helps us loosen our grip on whatever we’re painfully trying to stave off or pull toward us.

We are living in a moment of renewed interest in the mystical. Call it New Age or “Woo,” call it Witchcraft or the Intuitive Arts or Mind-Body-Spirit; name yourself Bruja or Conjure or Pagan or Priest/ess. The point is, I can’t swing a magic wand without hitting someone who’s got a crystal in their pocket, or just got their aura read, or is lighting a candle for the New Moon. Yes, I do live in the rarified land of California, but through the magic of the Internet I observe a surge of people looking toward enduring mystical practices such as tarot, spell-casting, crystal meditating, earth worshipping, goddess imaging. It makes sense to me. Our future-focused, technology-obsessed world seems to be hurtling down a bad path. People are turning to ancestral practices for a sense of enduring longevity, and comfort. To help stay sane and grounded in the midst of so much cultural insanity. To source a different kind of power in hopes of making changes both personal and political. From learning meditation to fighting off a cold with some homemade fire cider; from indigo-dyeing your curtains to strengthening your intuition with the aid of the Tarot, such old-world practices are capturing our imaginations and providing us with meaningful ways to impact our world. Tarot offers moments of deep connection during a time when connection is ubiquitous but rarely delves beneath the surface. And in a time where most religions seem irrelevant—dated, boring, antagonistic to peace—the affirming and personal nature of the Tarot offers a spiritual experience that is gentle, individual, and aspirational.

The Tarot is divided into three sections: the Major Arcana, the Minor Arcana, and the Court Cards (which are technically part of the Minor Arcana, but which I treat here as their own section).

There are many, many different kinds of tarot cards available; for this book I’ve chosen to work with the Rider-Waite. It was my first deck, and for me it is the ur-tarot that most other decks start from. The cards in this deck will be numbered in accordance with that particular system. I also talk about the symbology unique to the Rider-Waite design, many of which details are not shown in Amanda Verwey’s illustrations. The underlying meanings of the symbols are present in Verwey’s cards, as they are in whatever deck you choose to work with.

The Major Arcana are a procession of archetypes beginning with the inquisitive, risk-taking Fool and ending with the triumph of the World. In between are a lifetime’s worth of ups and downs, from the positive power unleashed by The Magician to the wild inspiration of The Star to the nerve-racking Judgment, when you are called to answer for how you chose to spend your time. Often referred to as “The Fool’s Journey,” each of the Major Arcana cards lead into the next, a succession of life-lessons grandly illustrated. When a Major Arcana come up for you, usually something especially significant is at play in your life, for better or worse.

The Minor Arcana, which look more or less like very dramatic playing cards, track less grand movements. The minor Arcana is divided into four suits: Wands, Cups, Swords, and Pentacles. Each suit contains ten chronologically ordered cards, which tell their own story—a rise, a fall, a resolution. Though the energy fluctuates, the knowledge increases throughout the cycle. Each suit begins with Ace, which is the pure essence of the suit itself. Aces are all inspiration; they contain pure possibility. They hold the energy of every other card inside them, highs and lows, but they are ultimately positive as they indicate a hope, a dream, an intention, a pursuit of meaning and truth and pleasure. Twos are likewise fairly positive, though they can be unsettling. They represent the first real effort toward chasing down your dream. Threes provide a bit of welcome stability, a grounding, and fours more so, though with fours we see a bit of plateauing of energy, maybe some laziness or confusion, a foreboding of problems to come. Fives just suck. In the Kabbalah five represents the sphere of war, and fives are full of conflict and strife. Sorry about that. Kindly, sixes represent the sphere of Beauty, and proclaim happy times and much success. Sevens bring some hardship, but on the heels of your awesome six you are more equipped to deal with it, and so the challenge is embraced and there can even be enjoyment in doing the work it represents. Eights pull back from the brute action of the journey and ask us to look critically at where we’ve come from, making changes as needed. It’s a brainy, rational number. With the nine we are nearly at the end of the cycle, so some big pay-off (or disaster, if the cycle is a negative one) is at hand, but as it’s not the end of the story there is still a sense of anticipation, even nervousness. Tens are the resolution, but they are not the big happy whiz-bang party card you might expect. Because the Tarot is a glyph of life itself, and life is about action always, the pride and happiness of a ten is tempered by a tinge of boredom, of “what now”–ishness. Because as one cycle ends, another is beginning, and the suit is ready to tip back into the Ace and start the whole thing all over again. This is sometimes a big relief—the Ten of Swords, for instance, looks like the worst card in the deck, but it holds the considerable silver lining of this lousy moment being finally over.

They also contain four Court Cards, a King, a Queen, a Knight, and Page. These individuals embody the energy of their suit, each focusing on a slightly different aspect. Pages are the students of the suit, suggestive of a person who has yet to master its special powers but who is earnestly engaged in figuring it all out. Knights are super action-oriented, ready to GO, on the double, like, yesterday! Queens are self-assured and generous, a bit interior, strong and meditative. Kings are likewise so but more extroverted and action-oriented. These gendered archetypes are more than a bit archaic, and many modern tarot decks mess with them in helpful and illuminating manners. Since this book is using the old-fashioned Rider-Waite deck as its model, let us just remember that any gender can be a King, and any a Queen, and likewise for Knights and Pages. Court Cards may also represent situations, not people.

Each suit has its own flavor and concerns a particular aspect of life. The Swords are brainy, mental, quick, tactless, painful, and are ruled by the element Air. They’re like that brilliant professor you had in grad school, the very one you hoped to be critiqued by, who stepped into your studio wearing an impeccable, avant-garde outfit only they could carry off and proceeded to rip your work to shreds. The worst part—they were right.

Swords are the cool, harsh energy of rational thought. Lacking the merciful influence of emotion, Swords are like Spock. They have their own truth and value, but they’re only one part of the whole. We also have the suit of Clubs, or Wands—ruled by Fire, they are fiery and impulsive, passionate and headstrong, playful and romantic. This suit is every Casanova of every gender who ever swept anyone off their feet. They’re every start-up pitch that resulted in a shit-ton of capital being injected into a garage somewhere in Silicon Valley. They’re pure, inspired energy, the kind you feel in your gut. Of course, such intensity can burn itself out (not to mention burn up those it touches). It can run from project to project or romance to romance with fickle swiftness.

The Wands are a rollicking good time, but nothing but Wands can leave you hungover. It’s a good thing we’ve got the stabilizing, sensible energy of the Disks, or Pentacles, ruled by Earth. This suit has its feet on the ground! That’s the whole point of it. No flights of fancy to be found here, unless it’s a moderately fancy, functional abode, as this suit represents the home and does enjoy the accumulation of capital that makes the good life possible. Where the Swords might conjure up a fantastic idea and the Wands summon the charisma to sell it, it’s the hardworking if sometimes dull Pentacles that understand the real-world effort that often must be put in to make anything happen—a book, a baby, a company, a relationship. Of course, though the Pentacles represent the posh heights of material success, they also depict what happens when i’s go undotted and t’s uncrossed. This suit contains the energy of failure and flat-out-brokenness as well as any and all future dream houses and signing bonuses.

If the energy of Pentacles has gotten a bit materialistic for your liking, let me introduce you to our final suit, the Cups, which represents the realm of emotions and is ruled by the element Water—here we see how you weep after your professor has hurt your feelings and how your heart swells when that player plants their first kiss on you, the joy you feel when you move in with your sweetie and the despair you feel when it ends. The Cups are all emotional energy—both uncontrolled emotion and emotion you have a grip on—crying jags and meltdown, glee and hope and unconditional love.

Taken together, the four suits encompass the variety of energies present in pretty much every human experience—anger and grief, wonder and innocence, disillusionment, excitement, everything.

The Court Cards, as mentioned above, can represent people, or situations, and sometimes they represent you yourself, the seeker.

Because the Rider-Waite deck is my first deck and, to me, the standard from which all other decks deviate, it’s the one I chose to work with in this book. In recording my interpretation of the cards, I have tried to balance my respect and love for the tradition with my own need to deviate—for instance, bringing a card like Justice up to date with my own complicated, more contemporary take on the concept. My own biases are clear—I want to make some space within the Tarot for feminist concepts and for nonbinary bodies and personalities. This balance is perfectly captured by the artist Amanda Verwey, whose playful rendition of the Rider-Waite deck is intensely contemporary while staying true to the basic mood and symbolism behind each card.

The Tarot sees gender as a hard and fast binary, with the female and feminine standing in for one clichéd way of being and the heroic male taking the other. I do believe in masculine and feminine energies; I believe that most people have a swirl of each, with one perhaps more dominant than the other. But any individual at any time can call upon these energies to help them negotiate a moment, and throughout the book when I say “masculine” or “feminine” I am imagining those labels worn by any and all genders.

I’d also like to say something about my ubiquitous use of the word “energy.” It’s hard to talk about tarot without talking about energy, and sometimes the word seems like a handy little catchall to fling about when you’re struggling to speak about the great unknown that the cards traffic in. So what does energy even mean, then? I like to think of it as an invisible force or vibration that emanates from animate objects and energizes the inanimate. Probably any of you can recall the sour sensation of being too close to someone who woke up on the wrong side of the futon, how even something so brief as ordering a coffee off a cranky barista can send your own mood plummeting, especially if you’re sensitive. What is the mechanism through which such a thing happens? You caught a whiff of that person’s energy—and it stank! Likewise, some people have energy that makes you feel like a whole bouquet of lilacs after an encounter with them. You’ve maybe even been able to feel your own bad mood leaving toxic drips across your landscape, or had the sweet experience of cheering someone up with a smile. We are all trading energy all the time.

It’s not just people who traffic in energy—animals do it, trees do it, even this café chair my butt is currently planted on does it. Science has documented the draining positive ions our TVs and gadgets give off, as well as the oddly refreshing negative ions spread by ocean waves and thunderstorms. This sounds like good and bad energy to me! Science’s tracking of the bounces and undulations of the atomic molecules that make up everything from our flesh-and-blood bodies to our paper-and-ink tarot cards furthers my belief in the vibrations—the energy—we can feel (or learn to feel) buzzing off the world around us. In this energy model of the world, everything is alive, and thus everything has the ability to help us practice magic.

I believe it is this unseen, stubbornly mysterious energy that makes tarot possible. The exchange of energies between the person reading the cards, the person being read, and the cards themselves creates a little energy vortex where synergy, synchronicity, and intent coalesce and make an intuitive communion possible. When everyone’s energy is on point—open, healthy, aware, curious, accepting—the cards as they are flipped over seem to flow into a seamless story, the story of your life, right here, right now. When there is a glitch in the energy—anything from feeling physically compromised to under the influence of a negative belief system or a tenacious bad mood—the Tarot may seem uncooperative, confusing, broken.

Tarot and witchery in general operate on the belief that, like a cell-phone tower, we radiate energy 24/7. What pagan practices offer us is a way to engage with our own energy and, by using tools that stimulate our creativity, imagination, and intuition, consciously direct our energy for the good of ourselves and others. The Tarot is one of these tools. By using myth and color, story and symbol, glyphs and patterns, the parts of our minds that are receptive to art and play are engaged; all ritual, including Tarot, is just art and play for grown-ups (okay, for kids too). These subtler parts of ourselves are so easily overrun by rational thought and the very unmagical demands of daily life that it’s like we need to trick that part of our mind into action, lure it out with beauty and intentions, just as Zen Buddhists trigger mindfulness in themselves by entering and exiting meditation spaces in deliberately fussy ways.

Don’t ask me how it all works. Not even scientists can explain why an atom is sometimes a wave and sometimes a particle, or why the energy of our observing it seems to have an effect. But through continued observations, scientists know things—like that galaxies are spinning so swiftly that there must be some sort of unseen, invisible matter out there giving the universe extra bulk and heft. Through my three decades of observing the Tarot, I can attest to something being at work. The combining of intangible energies results in a very tangible and generally uncanny tarot reading, one that illuminates the seeker’s past, present, and future. It’s a delirious mystery, like love and life and death. Even if it’s not entirely comprehensible, it’s enriching to contemplate, like a poem. Do you get it? Me neither, not entirely. Isn’t it cool?






[image: image]          How to Use This Book [image: image]






The concept behind this book—beyond adding my two cents about what these cards might mean for us today—is to create a new way to learn the Tarot and harness its energies through a magic practice. At the end of each entry I list one to three small (okay, some are sort of epic) spells that you can do to either bring the energy of that card into your life or get rid of it. I imagine picking perhaps a card a week to illuminate what is in your energetic sphere, and then following the instruction for one of the spells to further the vibes or banish them. Most of the ingredients for these spells are easily sourced; many can be found right in your spice cabinet. I made sure that more unusual things are accessible online, and I also avoided prescribing crystals that are too expensive. Regardless, you may want to enact a spell and find yourself falling short of the ingredients. I am a casual witch: I say, use what you have and don’t sweat it. Magic, like the Tarot, is 100 percent intention. If you are working with less, send more energy. Of course, you can and will pick cards and use the book when you have a specific issue you need guidance on, and in a traditional reading you can always look at the spell prescribed for your outcome card and do that if you like.

I love doing spells—it’s like spiritual crafting. I have no idea if any of it works or if it just makes me feel better, but I figure I’m no worse off than the rest of humanity with our shambling spiritual hopes and gestures. I believe your spiritual beliefs and customs should be joyful, fun, and inspiring, and the solo pagan mash-up you see here works for me.




The Major Arcana
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0. The Fool
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Welcome to one of my favorite cards in the Tarot. Zero, the Fool, is our guide through the seventy-eight cards. As we advance chronologically through the Major Arcana, it is said to be the Fool’s journey: we encounter, as he did, each archetype and its particular energy in deliberate order. In the Fool’s own card, then, we are at the start of a terrific journey. Ahead lies all potential—the highest highs of love and money, career and intellect, and the lowest lows of despair and destitution, loneliness and devastation. The Fool, like all of us in our lives, will experience it all, and all in due time. But right now, as we prepare to set off on our path, it is all joy and optimism, a feeling in our gut that we’re doing the right thing, that we’ll find the right way, find our people, our calling, our love, and our fortune. This sense of limitless possibility, of implicit permission to take a wild leap into the unknown, is what makes this card my favorite.

I was no doubt under the care of the Fool when I (foolishly) set off across the country with a shady girlfriend I desperately wanted to be in love with. It hardly mattered that our relationship was rocky; I was young, and everything was so new, and I was driving across the U.S.A. to live for a while in Arizona, which might as well have been Mars to me, a girl reared in urban East Coast blight. Nature was something seen on TV, but suddenly I was hiking down a canyon—a rather perilous canyon—in a pair of Tevas, a footwear choice my formerly punk-goth self would have barfed at, but this new me in this new environment demanded a sensible new sandal. I scampered down the canyon mostly on my butt, and enjoyed the secluded river washing over huge boulders it had polished and carved. Newly vegan, I ate an avocado straight from its skin; what else did vegans eat? I was having a hard time figuring it out, but I was enthusiastic about this new way of living. I splashed in the water and sunbathed on dangerous little perches, feeling invincible. It wasn’t until we had to climb back out of the canyon that I was gripped by what I now understand was a whopper of an anxiety attack. Quite simply, the canyon was steep, and riddled with spiny cactus and probably scorpions too. There was no clear path. I got down, so I’ll get back up, was a thought that seemed logical, but after a few minutes I was separated from my friends. Slowly I crawled up the canyon. Many times I stopped and had to breathe back despair, because it seemed there was no move I could make upward. I would carefully wedge myself against a rock, shimmy over a slight dirt patch, clutch at something that wasn’t spiny, praying its shallow roots wouldn’t pop out of the ground and send me careening backwards. Praying? Yes, totally praying. Through my silent, sweaty march upward I prayed to the earth itself, something I knew was very much alive, and somehow aware of my presence upon it. I trusted with my whole heart that the earth loved me and would not let me fall.

Thinking about this now I am astounded at my foolhardiness. A person completely ignorant about nature, with no hiking experience whatsoever, plunging into an advanced-level climb with the notion that the earth, which she imagined as a happy sort of goddess-planet, was keeping a Disney-esque eye on her well-being? I mean, what about the bazillions of people who perish at the hand of Mother Nature every day?

I finally reached the top, shaking and grateful. I humbly thanked the earth for her help and told her I loved her. And so I know that the Fool card was with me that day—and no doubt many other days throughout my life when I attempted something kind of dumb, or something kind of brilliant.

If the Fool card has come up for you, do not take this as an invitation to jump off a cliff, at least not literally. But off a metaphorical cliff? Well, yes, by all means, hurl yourself into that great unknown. The Fool wants you to be spontaneous. Book a vacation, quit your job, apply for a dream job seemingly out of your league. Leave your partner, take a lover, leave your lover, ask someone to marry you. Run away to another country for a while, or hop a train and write a book about it. Open a store, start a nonprofit, get pregnant. If it is bathed in optimism and takes you into unknown territory, the Fool wants you doing it. If you’re an outdoorsy type and do want to conquer the next big physical adventure, climb Everest or whatever, okay, fine, do it. Do it knowing the earth itself has got your back. Whatever mythical deity watches over idiots, drunk people, and children is besties with the Fool; setting out on this new adventure with innocence and purity of heart ensures that you are being cosmically looked out for.

This isn’t to say you won’t have some downs with your ups; the Fool’s journey is ultimately a long one, and though your initial experience will be affirmingly positive, you’re in this for the long haul, and there may be some things to reckon with down the road. But that won’t happen until you’ve experienced your first successes, and know that this crazy choice you’ve made, the one everyone told you not to do, is actually the right one for you.
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       •   Make a Fool Pouch, to either wear around your neck or carry on your person during the day and to meditate with in the morning. Your pouch can be any of the following colors: spring green, violet, yellow, sky blue, or white. It should contain as many of the following as possible: an anise pod, so that you move forward with passion; loose lavender, to see the beauty of your pursuit; a sprig of rosemary, for purity of intention; a bloodstone, to ensure your victory; and a piece of fluorite, to help you see clearly. Other things to energize your bag include butterfly and dragonfly wings (found in nature of course!) and the feathers of hawks, hummingbirds, and owls especially, but really the feathers of any bird will do.

       Sit with your pouch in the mornings when you wake up (the closer to dawn the better). Ask it for bravery and glamour and innocence and triumph and focus. Ask it to help illuminate your path and to help you trust in yourself when the path is obscured. Touch it or sit with it throughout the day, as needed. It is certainly a foolish thing to believe that the Universe itself is looking out for you, that it’s facilitating your plans, so such thoughts are protected and encouraged under this card and this spell. The Universe is looking out for you, and will lend you its energy as you set off into uncharted territory.




1. The Magician
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This is an awesome card. The Magician asserts that you are in the right place at the right time in your very own life; that you have brought yourself here; and that you contain within yourself all the power, magic, and mastery needed to accomplish whatever you are dreaming of. Although this is a mystical card—I mean, he is a magician—it is a deeply pragmatic card too. It’s about bringing all your dreamy feelings of inspiration and your out-of-this-world longing and scheming and manifesting them in the here and now. What is possible under the Magician card may look like actual magic to the people who witness your abilities, but it is simply the result of you cultivating your interests and obsessions to the point that you are able to make them happen. The message here is that you are magic—that magic is just what comes about when you concentrate on something in so singular a way, with both purity of heart and an eye for what’s possible.

Let’s take a longer look at this person. In the traditional Rider-Waite deck, The Magician is depicted in white robes and a red cloak, in a garden of red and white flowers. The recurrence of the colors white and red, both in his garden and in his garb, speaks again to this magical balance of purity (white) and experience (red). Purity, with its connotations of sexual innocence or virtue, is sort of a gross word, especially when it’s connected to the color white, so let’s replace it with the word singularity. The Magician is here to manifest big goals, and in order to manifest you can’t be all over the place. You need singular focus and concentration; you need to be able to synthesize all the elements of your desire into a single beam of light.

And speaking of elements, there they all are, laid out upon his altar. The pentacle represents the earthly parts of this manifesting and resonates with the color red, which represents experience. One reason why the Magician card is potent is that he’s been around the block a few times. The Magician knows how the world works, and this is crucial, for he is a practical fellow at heart, despite his occult-y-ness. He’s not going into this endeavor thinking he’ll just bluff or charm or magic his way through it, and neither are you. Magic of this caliber must be tempered with realism to give it legs in the material world.

The chalice on his altar, which represents his emotional link to that which he is manifesting, is very important, for there is much work to be done. If it is not feeding you emotionally, you’re going to get bored or burned out and wonder what the F were you thinking. The chalice keeps you in touch with the emotional elements of this venture. The sword is your intellectual powers, as well as your communicative powers. It’s how you conceptualized this effort, and how you continue to think about it, rearranging or even reversing your ideas as needed. And communication is key, because you’ll have to explain your vision to others and inspire them to get them as excited about it as you are.

There are two wands in this picture: one laid on the table and a double-tipped one in the Magician’s hand. Wands represent energy, the basic life force inside us that allows us to pursue our dreams, to persevere against obstacles, and to triumph when the haters are clucking their tongues and saying, No way. The wands say, YES WAY! The Magician lays one wand across his altar and then holds the other as high as possible above his head, to draw down the powerful chi of the Universe itself and bring that creative essence onto this plane. It’s esoteric and also super-practical. In your own world, you should be looking around and seeing how these elements are present in your life, both esoterically and practically. What are the emotional stakes for you? Where is your emotional support coming from? Are you feeling energetically grounded in this effort? Do you have the nuts and bolts you’ll need—the money, resources, materials, investors, maps—to be successful? Have you not only thought it out in your mind but also put it on paper and run it by folks who might have more knowledge than you? Do you have a plan in place for when your energy is running low? Can you make a pact with yourself to get good sleep and eat healthy food and hydrate your body so it can go the distance?

When the Magician comes up, truly anything is possible; the infinity sign cycling around his head promises that. Spirit and effort, synchronicity and practicality, the mysterious timing of the Universe matches up perfectly with where you’re at today.

When I was twenty-seven years old, flat broke with zero financial resources, I got it in my head to take some of the amazing, obscure, and similarly flat-broke female writers I loved on a cross-country tour so that we might expand our audiences and have a terrific adventure. With the help of my best friend at the time, Sini Anderson, a fellow dirt-poor artist, we fund-raised for a solid year and purchased a dumpy van. This being the era before the Internet, we sourced venues across America by word of mouth, punk touring publications, or gay travel guides. We called bar managers on the telephone, again and again. We sent our posters and press kits out in envelopes via the U.S. Postal Service. When the time came for our tour, Sister Spit, to hit the road, we navigated via the road atlas perched on the lap of whoever was in the passenger seat. There were no cell phones. We bought phone cards and called our promoters on pay phones, asking for directions, which we scrawled onto scraps of paper.

It was as if we conjured Sister Spit from the very air, and in Magician style, we sort of did. We wanted this tour to work so very badly, and we focused all of our being on it, our bodies, minds, and spirits, for the entire year leading up to it. And in our way, we were practical. Personally poor, we looked to our wider community of writers and artists, queer people and feminists, who enjoyed the sort of work we did. We asked them for donations, or to come to our benefit shows, and slowly we amassed the funds we needed to make it happen. We were young, and living disastrous lives, but it was as if the Universe itself needed this to happen. Little did we know that the type of personal performance we were making was gaining popularity all across the country, from big cities like New York to small college towns like Athens, Georgia. Sister Spit was a success. Our inspiration, energy, emotions, and hard work merged with the magical moment and a movement was born. Nearly twenty years later, Sister Spit is still touring, now with different leadership, always with a different lineup, but forever with the same mixture of chutzpah, grit, love, and magic that got the first one off the ground so very long ago.

If the Magician has come into your life, get ready to dream big, and get ready to act. It is these two energies that you want to channel for maximum success. The time is right for you to manifest, so do not fear asking the Universe for the most that you can imagine; you’re not going to be punished for being greedy. As my personal guru Yoko Ono sings in my favorite prayer, her song “Revelations,” “Bless you for your greed / It’s a sign of great capacity.” But also make sure that your t’s are crossed. Magic will help you, but you will not coast into your dream life on a wave of lazy magical thinking. Balance all of your energies, keep your feet on the ground, and raise your energy as high as the Magician’s wand behind his altar, and all will come to you. Work, art, school, love, activism, family-making, scholarship, athletics—whatever realm you are trying to create within, the Magician card says, yes, now, do it, go for it, make it happen.
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       •   This is sort of a big ritual, but this is sort of a big deal! In this spell, you mirror the “as above so below” recipe for success that the Magician promises—that you yourself are a magical piece of the creative universe, with the ability to pull creative energy out of the cosmos. You will need a magical altar to inspire and stir the unseen energies that are available to help you. Find a surface someplace where you have some privacy. Maybe you
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