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I have enjoyed the challenge of portraying the Tarot minor arcana suits in a story format that is both entertaining and enlightening. In aligning the story with each card and esoteric theme of the suits, readers have found that it brings the lessons of the Tarot cards to life. To achieve this I have continued to use the technique of scrying: meditating on the imagery and symbols within each card. This has enabled me to describe the card’s meaning in Follin's meditations at the end of each chapter.

The Cups suit represents the esoteric element of Water, as such, it rules emotions, particularly those involved with compassion, courtship and personal relationships. However, Aphrodite, and her son, Eros, will often leave the door ajar allowing entry of other, less pleasurable Cups emotions. This can sometimes present as disturbing thoughts and feelings that frequently plague human relationships. I have endeavoured to demonstrate how this plays out in real life using the Cups cards as my guide.

I'd like to remind you once again that the interpretations are mine, not everyone will agree and that is fine. The magic of Tarot is in the variance of interpretations for each of its symbols. For every Tarotist, there is a unique interpretation based on their personal life experiences and pathway to Tarot. I don't want you to think that your meditations or interpretations need to be identical to mine, that would be to entice folly. As always, seek your own insights and be true to your mystics quest, the Fool's Journey.

Regards and best wishes on your path of discovery

Noel Eastwood - Australia, 2021

Psychotherapist, Astrologer, Tarotist

“The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or even touched. They must be felt with the heart.” Helen Keller.
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Chapter 1 - Ace of Cups 
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Initiating intimacy and nurturing.
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Follin, Eve and their Swords escort arrived mid-morning at their rendezvous, the Cups fishing village of Weathersea comfortably situated at the mouth of the River of Cups. There were baskets of fresh seafood laid out in the market square displaying a variety of shellfish; oysters; crabs and lobsters in huge pots; and there were still plenty of fresh fish being carried off the fishing vessels.

Follin greedily breathed in the mosaic scents of the salty sea air and the produce from the sea itself. It reminded him of his childhood, of the times his father took him to the local fish markets near their village. Large fishing boats bustled with activity as the sailors carried the last of their catch to the market stalls. As Follin and Eve walked along the wharf they listened in delight as the sailors sang lustily while they worked, keen to finish up and retire to their homes after a busy night fishing the estuaries and open seas. 

Everyone in the market was busy, excitedly talking as they bought and sold the local produce be it hot tea and coffee; warmed honey-mead; fresh-baked bread rolls; fresh vegetables, and of course every variety of seafood imaginable. To the two Mystic Islanders, it was a wonderful break from the dry, dusty Swords plains and the dense forests of their journey from the Swords castle. They revelled in the playful bustle and merriment evident in the banter among the fishermen, stallholders and market-goers.

"This is a madhouse!" exclaimed the Swords Page Arthur, a broad smile on his face as he joined in the spirit of the markets. "Everyone seems to be infected with friendliness. They must be smoking some of that magic fungus Ziggy told us about."

The others laughed with him as they too took in the euphoric atmosphere of Weathersea’s fish markets. Even the normally quiet Sir William smiled when one of the stallholders offered the Swords Knight a plate of fresh oysters. The fishmonger laughed loudly as the newcomers huddled close to feast from his tray. His leather apron and straw hat appeared to be part of each stallholder’s uniform. To Follin’s delight, the stallholders appeared to be clones of each other in their dress, banter and mannerisms.

"Choice oysters for your plate, sirs and misses. When you've finished this lot come on over to the Blue Marlin stall. That's the one with the big blue marlin flag - of course," he chuckled. "I'll have my boy open you another dozen... or ten, but," he whispered conspiratorially, "a little currency would be appreciated in return." The fishmonger laughed again as Page Natalie grabbed Arthur by the hand and dragged him towards the Blue Marlin stall.

From out of the crowd strode a royally-dressed couple, Pages of the Cups Kingdom. In their hands, they carried garlands of flowers to welcome the two Mystic Islanders. They invited their guests to make their way to an enormous tent filled with wooden tables heavily loaded with food and drink.
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"Welcome to Weathersea, one of the busiest fishing ports in the Cups Kingdom. I'm Page Jon and this is my wife, Page Kahmia. We're here to escort you to our capital, the City of Life." The youthful Pages bowed deeply to Follin and Eve. "Sir Rohan sends his apologies, he's currently busy arranging our passage in the Storm Chaser. He will be with us shortly."

"I have a set of drawings for you too, Follin," announced Page Kahmia politely. "The King asked me to deliver them to you." She handed Follin a sheaf of folded papers which he put inside his jacket to examine later. These were symbolic illustrations of his lessons through the Cups Kingdom. Follin couldn't wait to study them.

Page Kahmia turned to Sir William, the Knight of Swords, who had just finished speaking to his commander of cavalry regarding their troop’s meals and sleeping arrangements. "Sir William, we are honoured to see you once again. It would please us to have your escort join us at our meal tent. We have refreshments and the village common has been cleared for your men to set up their tents." Page Kahmia curtsied then turned to speak to Sir Darwyn and Ziggy, she spoke in the Elven tongue.

When she finished she turned to Follin and Eve. "I have invited our cousin, Ziggy, to join us. He is always a welcome visitor to our community, as is Sir Darwyn, our chivalrous Charioteer." It was obvious to Eve and Follin that these were all close friends.

As the group were chatting the Swords wagon train pulled into the village common and the soldiers began to set up their accommodation. Some of the Swords soldiers came from this region and were familiar with the Weathersea village markets. They were keen to get their share of fresh seafood before it was sold out.
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The Cups Knight, Sir Rohan, was making the final arrangements for their transport with the captain of the Storm Chaser, Captain Luddson. When Sir Rohan had finished, he spied the newcomers and strode purposefully through the busy markets towards them. He opened his arms wide as he approached Ziggy, Sir Darwyn and the Swords Knight, Sir William, grabbing each in a firm embrace.

"Well this is a wonderful surprise!" he roared. "What a pleasure to see you cousin Ziggy, and you William. And I see that reckless warrior, Sir Darwyn, is here as well. What a wonderful time we’re going to have." His face beamed as he led the group towards the meal tent.

Follin and Eve didn't want to leave the markets. It felt as if they were caught up in an alternate universe. The stall-holder conversations were hypnotic, they chatted away cheerily as they bustled the couple off to their various stalls. There they handed them gifts of fish, lobsters and anything else the two could fit in their arms. Page Kahmia had to rescue their visitors before they collapsed under the weight of the Cups generosity.

"Oi! Page Kahmia! Give these two a hand will ya, love? I hear they're from the Mystic Isle and that sort of makes ‘em relatives, don't it?" yelled one old woman holding tightly to Eve's arm guiding her through the throng of well-wishers.

Page Kahmia thought for a moment. "Hmm, maybe you're right, Grandmother, they could be related to us... I'll ask the Queen, she knows those sorts of things."

The two Swords Pages, Arthur and Natalie, had accompanied Follin and Eve, their arms too were also weighed down with parcels of fresh seafood.

"I think they might have Cups ancestry, Kahmia. Look at their hair, it’s the same yellow that you, Jon and many of the Cups have," cried Natalie above the noise and bustle of the market. "I've been working on their heritage all year. I suspect they have some elven blood too, as you do. It’s a pity I can’t go with you when you speak with the Queen, she's my favourite aunt." Natalie tugged at Arthur's arm as Kahmia steered them towards the main tent behind Sir Rohan.

It was a day of wonder for Follin and Eve, everyone was so kind and generous. By the time they had ‘second lunch’, Follin had to go outside for a break. He needed to walk off his many servings of oysters and lobster. Page Jon jumped up when he noticed that the very member of the troop he was commanded to safeguard, was leaving. Winding his way through the mass of gaily chattering soldiers, cooks and their helpers, Jon raced to catch up with Follin.

"Phew! Follin, slow down a bit, please. Can I show you around the village?" he panted as he caught up with his ward.

"Hi, Jon. I was just going for a walk to settle my stomach. I've never seen so much seafood - and never have I seen so much devoured by so few, so quickly, as I have today." Follin grinned to himself, he was quite right too. Where he came from food was a resource accrued with difficulty and even more carefully dispersed. "In my village, we sometimes had fights over who had the rights to the eels when they made their migrations into the streams. My father always kept out of the arguments because he was a mage and mages never take sides in matters of the village. But not my mother, she had three hungry children to feed, plus all the sick villagers who visited my father for healing. During the war, food was more precious than freedom."

Jon gaped, then he caught himself. "Follin, I, I never knew something as common as eels would be worth fighting over. My Kingdom has food for the taking, you just need to make a small effort, that's all." After a moment of reflection, he continued. "I'm sorry to hear that other Kingdoms suffer from starvation. We've always had plenty of food, since, well, since..." he put his fingers to his chin, thinking. "No, I can't recall anyone ever say that they had to fight for a meal in our Kingdom, ever."

"When the Wildlanders invaded our isle I was still in school. It was before I left on my first journey through the Tarot Empire. The Wildlanders ransacked and burned villages, they also brought disease which spread like wildfire. My big brother died of the plague and it broke my father's heart. That was a bad time..." Follin’s voice faded into silence, finally he stopped walking to sit on the wharf overlooking the water, remembering. He dangled his legs over its wooden beams and swung his feet back and forth. Tears formed at the corners of his eyes and he wiped them away with the back of his hand. There was something in the bustle of Weathersea and the scent of the sea that made him melancholic.

"I'm sorry for you and your family, Follin. We've had plague too. The long-haul ships sometimes bring it with them. But we've never been invaded and we've never had starvation, not like you’ve experienced." Jon put his arm around Follin's shoulder and said softly, his own voice choked with emotion, "You know what, Follin? I think you’ve come to the right place. Kahmia and I will look after you, I promise."

Follin wiped his sleeve across his eyes and smiled wanly, he liked this young man.

"Jon, what's that ship? The one with sails like triangles? It's big and fast, look at it cut through the water." Follin's mood had shifted, he had allowed himself to indulge in his grief but then he directed it to move on - he was back in control.

"That’s one of those long-haul ships I just mentioned. it goes way over the horizon. They sometimes sail for months to other countries far beyond our Tarot Empire." Jon's voice became excited. "Everyone races to the wharf when they pull in to port. They like to show off their bounty from far-away places. My goodness, the stories they tell. We all think they must make some of them up, they're so impossible. Just think, animals bigger than a house? The sailors say there are entire kingdoms of dragons beyond the seas too - how frightening would that be?"

"Jon, the Tarot Empire has a dragon doesn’t it?"

"I've not seen him personally but yes, the Wands are said to have a dragon. Apparently, there were hundreds of them in the Empire. I think that might be why we were able to settle here, no-one else wanted to live so close to them. When our ancestors settled here the dragons controlled the forests and plains around the Mountain of Smoke and Fire. It is said that a mighty Wands mage befriended them and asked permission for his Kingdom to settle in the dragon's territory. That’s how the Wands learned about Fire magic," explained Jon.

"What happened to all the dragons if there's only one left?" continued Follin.

"They say the dragons are dying out, a disease or magic, no one really knows. There was one family left in the Mountain of Smoke and Fire until recently. Over the past few years, they've all left except for that single dragon." Jon looked at Follin and shrugged.

By the time they had done the rounds of the marketplace, met the other stallholders and the sailors packing their gear up ready for the evening's fishing, Follin's stomach had settled.

"We were wondering what had happened to you two," said Kahmia as they walked into the meals tent. Natalie stood beside her while Arthur remained seated. The Swords Page appeared to have eaten too much. His face changed colour every few seconds. Completely unconcerned Sox was sitting attentively at the table waiting for another mouthful of flavoursome seafood to be passed to him.

"Arthur's eaten too much shellfish," exclaimed Natalie. "He's allergic to anything with a shell. He always gets sick when we visit Weathersea, especially when he eats scallops. I love them but poor Arthur, he'll be visiting the out-house all night now. Why he insists on stuffing himself with scallops I just don't know."

Arthur forced a weak smile. "Those seared garlic scallops are my absolute favourites, but they don't seem to agree with my delicate Swords stomach. The temptation is great but my will is weak..."

That evening the two Kingdoms celebrated their reunion by partying long into the night.

Although Sir Rohan was middle-aged and much older than his royal cousins across the River of Cups, he was highly respected and much loved. He joined in the horse-play with a passion unmatched by his younger comrades. The Cups Knight sang with gusto as he led the soldiers in songs of battle and deeds of heroism.

"We might not get together very often in these troubled times but when we do it's certainly well worth the wait," laughed Sir William as his cousin, Rohan, carried two Cups sailors on his back into battle with their Swords comrades. Each team, Swords versus Cups, consisted of 'horses' and 'knights' complete with light wooden swords and wicker shields. Their battle cries and laughter could be heard all through the village.

Some of the more sober Swords had brought their ever-present Battles games and were already competing with the best of the Cups gamers. They set up their tables well away from the madness of their wrestling and drinking mates. In another corner of the meal tent were the musicians with their own crowd of dancing and singing revellers.

To Follin and Eve, it was bedlam and the lunatics were in charge of the madhouse. In contrast to their adventures in the Pentacles Kingdom, no-one seemed to take much notice of rules or orderly behaviour. No one seemed to be bothered either when the tables were knocked over in the middle of their horse-play and celebrations.

The only casualty, besides the sore heads the next morning from too much drink, was Arthur. The young Swords Page missed most of the fun.

The Hindamar Highland’s archer, Londar, was also missing for most of the evening. When he discovered that his friend, Arthur, was ill, he refused to leave his side, tending him throughout the night.

Young Londar was a Wildlander archer captured fleeing battle on the Swords plains. He was now a renowned Battles game strategist and everyone wanted him on their team. The Swords soldiers were always trying to poach him for their own Battles clan. His Bowmen friends went to great pains to make up for the loss of his father and uncles on the day he was captured. Arthur, too, was one of Londar's Battles clan team-mates, but his night of shellfish indulgence was the only night Londar and Arthur's team lost to the Swords spearmen clan.

The Cups teams were clearly no match for the competitive and experienced Swords but they did excel at eating and drinking. It was argued that a single Cups sailor could out-drink a dozen hardened Swords revellers. The condition of the Swords soldiers the following morning was proof that the Cups bravado was not just idle boasting.

~
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Sox and Molly had the time of their lives as well. For most of the trip, they had played in the inner worlds only venturing out of an evening when the group had made camp and were preparing dinner. While Eve was fine with her elemental disappearing for long periods of time, Follin didn't know what to do about Sox. The fae pup had developed a stubborn mind of his own, when Follin wanted his company he had to go into the inner worlds to find him.

"Arthur, what should I do? I can't just stop what I'm doing to go and find Sox all the time," he complained to his friends. Arthur and Londar nodded understandingly.

"Maybe Ziggy can help. What do you think, Follin?“ suggested Arthur.

Follin looked at his friend and nodded. "Yeah, great idea, let's ask him."

They found Ziggy sitting with Sir Darwyn. They were chatting with one of the Storm Chaser crewmen.

Follin waited patiently with his two friends until they had finished their conversation.

"Ziggy, I keep losing Sox," he announced to his friend.

"You what?" asked Sir Darwyn.

"I know what Follin means, Darwyn, it's his dog, Sox. He spends more time running around the inner planes with Molly than with his master." Ziggy turned to Follin. "Elf-wise, what would you like us to do?"

"Well, I can't just go into trance every time I need him, especially when we're on patrol," Follin cried in frustration. "Then when I do find him, he runs away to play some more. He's found a group of Molly's elemental friends and they hide him from me. I just don't know what to do about it."

Ziggy smiled and turned to Sir Darwyn again. "Seems the lad has a problem. What do you suggest my warrior friend?"

Sir Darwyn thought for a moment. "Follin, that dog of yours has become a real pest. The elves on the Swords River have even banned him from their sacred worlds."

Follin's face flushed bright red. "Oh dear, I didn't know that," he said softly.

“Having a fae dog carries a lot of responsibility, Follin," said Ziggy nodding his head in thought. "I think it best that I bind him to you as soon as possible.” 

The Charioteer added, "Fae pets don't have rules like we do, they have their own rules."

"But aren't you leaving this morning with the rest of the Swords?" asked Follin. Londar and Arthur bent forward to listen to their friend’s answer.

"We've been invited to stay a little longer with the kindly Cups people," said Sir Darwyn disarmingly.

Follin's smile spread across his face, but the disappointment was clear on Arthur and Londar's. The long trek back to the Swords castle wouldn't be half as pleasant without their two friends.

~
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The soldiers of the two Kingdoms enjoyed each other's company over the past few days, it seemed like one long party to Follin and Eve. Sir William was impatient to resume his cavalry patrols once they had distributed their Weathersea produce. Each wagon was loaded to capacity with salted and smoked seafood. These would be dropped off to the many farms and villages on their return journey to the Swords castle.

"Captain Sheckle!" called Sir William. "Have the squadron form up, we'll send them out to screen our wagons."

"Right you are, sir," the dark-haired cavalry captain replied, eager to get moving after their pleasant rest and recreation.

"Sergeant Poppinjoy!" called the captain. "Inform the troops, we leave within the hour."

There was a flurry of movement and shouted orders as squadron and platoon leaders, wagoneers, cooks and camp helpers, raced to attend to their last-minute preparations. They all knew that it would be a long and weary trip back to the Swords castle.

The Pages hugged each of them promising to stay in touch. Londar shyly accepted the hugs too but wasn't sure what to do with his hands when the girls hugged him closer than his mother ever had.

"Londar, for crying out loud," complained Kahmia. "Here, this is how you hug." She grabbed his hands and placed them around her waist then waited for him. "Well? This is when you are supposed to squeeze, like this."

Follin and Arthur broke into broad smiles watching Londar trying to hide his discomfort. He was obviously relieved when the lesson was over. Hugging a Cups girl, especially one with as many attractive curves as Kahmia, was almost too much for the conservative highlander.

As the Swords troops dipped out of sight towards the Swords River, Follin and Eve’s Cups escort boarded their ship, the Storm Chaser. The square-rigged trader would transport them along the scenic south coast to the Cups Kingdom’s capital city, the City of Life.

~
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Follin's Meditation - Ace of Cups

Follin pulled out the Cups pictures handed to him by Page Kahmia. He always found that the first picture was the most interesting. The Ace image showed a hand reaching out from within a cloud to clutch an ornate cup. The cup overflowed with water as a dove, clutching a cross in its beak, dived head-first into the cup. Droplets of water fell into the water below which was populated by flowering lilies.

‘That’s a mixture of water and matter, perhaps it shows compassion and service. It must signify that our journey through the Cups Kingdom involves lessons on manifesting compassion and selfless service to others. I hope the other cards show me how to actually do that,' Follin mused.

He brought his mind to the dove and spoke to it. “Little bird, do you have any advice for me regarding my journey through the Cups Kingdom?”

The dove sat on the edge of the Cup and cocked its head to one side, studying him. “I do have something for you: always remember that water can drown those who don't take its virtues seriously.”

Follin considered the dove’s advice for a moment then said, ”I know that water is 'feelings', but how does someone drown in feelings?”

“Cups emotions flow deeply, don’t be fooled by their presentation of outer calm. Just as a flood can destroy entire townships, emotions can overwhelm and drown the novice who tries to swim in its turbulent waters,” replied the dove.

Follin considered the dove’s answer. “Does that mean I need to learn how to swim with my own feelings?”

“Exactly. You may prefer to contemplate a slightly different turn of phrase that we sometimes use: the novice drowns in the waters the adept swims in.”

Follin sought to clarify the dove’s cryptic metaphor. “Does this mean that if I don't control my emotions I'll drown in them?”

“Correct.” The dove stretched its wings in readiness for flight. “You have come a long way, Follin. You have learned discipline and determination in the Pentacles Kingdom; clarity of thought and negotiating skills in the Swords Kingdom; now that you are here in the Cups Kingdom you will learn that complex emotions lie deep within the centre of every being. If you don't learn to swim in the swirling waters of the deep unconscious during your time here, then you will surely drown.”
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Chapter 2 – Two of Cups
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Union, the emotional change point.
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The Storm Chaser was fully loaded with passengers and goods to be dropped off at the various ports on their passage to the City of Life. Thus began the next stage of Follin and Eve’s adventure in the Tarot Empire. Amid shouted orders by the chief mate and the well-practised drill of the sailors on watch, they headed for open waters. 

Now that he was aboard, Follin was amazed to find that no matter how big the ship had looked from the wharf, it really was tiny. He could easily walk from one side of the ship to the other in only a few strides. When he went below decks he found that he had to duck low to enter their cramped cabin. There was a narrow bunk but no desk or wardrobe. A sea-chest at the end of the bunk was all they had for storage.

"Welcome aboard the good ship, Storm Chaser," yelled Captain Luddson when he was introduced to Follin and Eve.

"Captain, will we be able to visit the Mystic Isle on our way to the city?’ asked an inquisitive Eve.

"Lass, that be another month of sailing past our destination. Besides, Storm Chaser needs to go into dry-dock once we get to the City of Life." Captain Luddson always bellowed when he spoke. "Her hull is crawling with worms and covered in barnacles and weed. Right now we're only making half the speed we should be getting out of her. If you want to go to the Mystic Isle that badly, I can make inquiries for you."

Eve backed away a little to protect her hearing. "Thank you, Captain, but if the Mystic Isles are so far away maybe we won’t have time for a visit." Eve thought for a moment then asked, "Captain Luddson, why do the Cups call their city, the City of Life?"

"That be because the first Cups that settled there thought they were in paradise. It was a safe haven after their time wandering the countryside looking for somewhere to settle. It gave them hope and it gave them the life they sought, so they called it the ‘City of Life’," he explained in his booming voice.

That evening Ziggy met Follin on his walk around the deck. "Ah, there you are, Follin. Eve told me I would find you out here."

"I love the smells, the wind and the waves. It reminds me of home," replied Follin watching the sea spray rising from the ship’s bow.

"Indeed it is a lovely experience, but it is time for me to bond you to Sox. Would you care to join Darwyn and I in your cabin?"

"Of course, but Sox has hidden under the bunk and won’t come out."

"Perhaps he will allow me to entice him to join us."

Sir Darwyn and Eve had found some chairs to sit on while Ziggy and Follin sat quietly on Follin’s bunk. Molly, Eve's elemental, was enamoured of Ziggy. Though invisible to the crew, she was snuggled up close to the Wood Elf and wouldn’t move.

"Ziggy, why does Molly do that? She's like those barnacles Captain Luddson talks about, she's stuck to you like glue," chuckled Follin.

The Wood Elf laughed. "Molly is a forest creature and has never been to sea. Being so far from solid land terrifies her. I'm a forest elf, she knows me and my folk very well, all the earth-dwelling elementals in our region do. If you look around you'll not find a single terrestrial elemental here besides Molly. All of her elemental friends have abandoned her now that we're on the ocean."

"Without his friends to distract him, Sox has to listen to you," offered Sir Darwyn.

Ziggy called Sox to him. Although the fae pup didn't want to move from his hiding place he couldn't resist the elf's call.

"Sox, don't fret, you're safe," whispered Ziggy as Sox crawled from under the bunk and sat close to him. The young dog rested his head in Ziggy's lap next to Molly. He tried to wag his tail but it was frozen in fear. "See Follin, he's scared. Now pay attention because this is how we train elementals and fae animals back home."

Follin watched as Ziggy leaned forward to place his forehead on Sox's. He wasn't sure what Ziggy did but Sox suddenly closed his eyes as though asleep. There then came a soft whine from Sox’s throat. The fae dog opened his eyes and began licking Ziggy’s face furiously.
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