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Constance Santego has been practicing and teaching The Nine Spiritual Gifts, Granted From Spirit, for over twenty-three years. She lives in British Columbia, Canada, with her husband.

www.constancesantego.ca
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Cast of Characters
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Some of the Residents of New York City, USA and other places.

Alexandra (Lexi) Elizabeth Constantine: Fashion designer in Upper East Side Manhattan. Daughter of Olivia and Marcus Constantine (Italian). Fiancée to Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne. Her boss is Sebastian. Friends with co-worker Southern belle, Sherie.

Susannah Grace Constantine: Lexi’s belated sister and now guardian angel. Lived in Dumbo (Down Under the Manhattan Bridge Overpass). Was an antique collector for Aryeh Jacob Kofman and dated Billy Randazzo.

Olivia Sarah Constantine (Maiden name, Austin): Mother to Lexi and Susannah. Widowed housewife. Parents were from England. Lives in Dyker Heights, Brooklyn, NY. 

Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne: Mortician and minister of a funeral home in Brooklyn. Fiancé to Alexandra (Lexi). Casandra is his secretary.

Tamara Reeve: Psychic medium and teacher of many of the Spiritual Gifts. Fiancée to Greg Masones. Now owns her grandmother’s brownstone in Brooklyn Heights.

Detective Ferguson “Red” Redington: 1st-grade homicide investigator, Manhattan Bureau – Midtown South Precinct, Shield number 1323, NYPD. Family comes from England.

Greg Masones (AKA Julian D’Angelo): Tamara’s fiancé. Accountant. 

Isabella Jackson: Famous actress. Moved around to wherever her next movie was being filmed. Friends with Lexi, Edward, and Redington. Girlfriend of belated Hans (now Erland, an Elf). 

Hans Magnusson (Erland): Lawyer. Lived in Switzerland but was from Sweden. Inherited his family’s fortune. His grandfather was Olof. Became a walk-in soul to Erland in the Elemental Realm, Alfheim.  

––––––––
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Main Angel of Each Novel

BOOK 1 – ARCHANGEL Michael “Warrior”

Companion Book - Archangel Michael’s Soul Retrieval Guide.  

Book 2 – Archangel Gabriel “Messenger”

Companion Book – Your Persona. . .  The Mask You Wear. 

Book 3 – Bath Kol “Daughter of the Voice,” the Holy Ghost, and Gabriel.

Companion Book – The Gift of Prophecy.
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Dedicated

to Cheryl, 

my first metaphysical teacher!
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Prophecy of a Soul

The Gift of Prophecy
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A Novel


3rd in the series, The Nine Spiritual Gifts 

“The Gift of Prophecy”



Constance Santego
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The Nine Spiritual Gifts

In the New Testament my favorite story is “The Gifts.” 

Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 

(Maybe a little differently worded 

depending on which Bible you have).

The variety and the unity of gifts 

There are many different gifts, but it is always the same Spirit; there are many different ways of serving, but it is always the same Lord. There are many different forms of activity, but in everybody, it is the same God who is at work in them all. The particular manifestation of the Spirit granted to each one is to be used for the general good. 

To one is given from the Spirit the gift of utterance expressing wisdom; to another the gift of utterance expressing knowledge; in accordance with the same spirit; to another, faith, from the same Spirit; and to another, the gifts of healing, through the same Spirit; to another, the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another, the power of distinguishing spirits; to one, the gift of different tongues; and to another, the interpretation of tongues. But at work in all these is one and the same Spirit, distributing them at will to each individual.

The New Jerusalem Bible
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Awaken to the spirit world, for there lie your 

gifts granted by Spirit.

~ Constance Santego


The intuitive mind is a sacred gift, and the rational mind is a faithful servant. We have created a society that honours the servant and has forgotten the gift.
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~ Albert Einstein



Fact:

All biblical references, science, legends, and myths are real (slightly changed to fit the character). This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit to give you, the reader, a new perspective, a new way to learn, and a new opportunity to empower your life. 

All characters are fictional. 
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Prologue
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In religion, a prophet is an individual who is regarded as being in contact with a divine being and is said to speak on that entity's behalf, serving as an intermediary with humanity by delivering messages or teachings from the supernatural source to other people. The message that the prophet conveys is called a prophecy. 

Not only is Archangel Gabriel considered an angel of prophecy, so is Bath Kol, băth kŏl. 

The phrase bat kol literally means "daughter of the voice."  

In the Old Testament, she is symbolized by a dove and is considered the voice of God, which proclaims God's will, judgment, deeds, and commandments. . .  She is also considered the original angel of prophecy.

Claims of prophethood have existed in many cultures and religions throughout history, including Judaism, Christianity, Islam, ancient Greek religion, Zoroastrianism, Manichaeism, and many others.

Christian scholars interpreted Bath Kol as the Jews' replacement for the great prophets. In the New Testament, mention of “a voice from heaven” occurs in the following passages: Matt 3:17; Mark 1:11, Luke 3:22, Matt 17:5, Mark 9:7, Luke 9:35, John 12:28, Acts 9:4, Acts 22:7, Acts 26:14, Acts 10:13, and Acts 10:15. 

Why I Believe You Should Know 

This Information. . .  

I believe we are all here on this planet to learn our life lessons and work towards our purpose. After learning how to tell the difference between spirits (Book 1) and how to communicate with spirit (Book 2), the next natural gift is prophecy (Book 3)—how to see, feel, know, and hear our future. 

To have an insight into our future is 

a gift from God.
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Chapter 1
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Tamara was relaxing on the couch, watching TV with Greg, when a news break came on about a young lady who had been killed a few weeks prior. There was a request for anyone to come forward if they had seen her.

Tamara took out her phone and looked at the calendar, figuring out when she and Greg were in Jersey Shore. With her head still down, staring in disbelief at her phone, she said, “Greg, that looks like the girl who gave me the gypsy reading.”

“What? Who?” he said as he sat up to look closer at the photo on the TV. “I can’t remember what she looked like. Are you sure that’s her?”

“Positive.”

“That means she was killed the same day that we saw her on the beach,” he said, not sure what to do next. “Do we call the police and tell them we saw her?”

“I guess we have to. We might have been the last people to see her alive.” 

“Man, Tamara. If anyone saw how she ran away from you, they may have thought that you had something to do with her murder.”

“Greg, the TV didn’t say anything about a murder, just that she had died.”

“I was assuming it was a murder. You know, with her being a gypsy and all.”

“I am not sure what you mean, ‘gypsy’ and all?”

“Tamara, come on, why are you getting riled up over this? Everyone knows that gypsies are notorious for being thieves.”

“Greg, we are in the twenty-first century. Really? You still believe all the folklore about gypsies?” 

“You don’t?” he said defiantly, defending his belief.

“Of course not. Do you even know what a gypsy is?

“Ya. A fortune teller that travels in a caravan from place to place, selling their snake oil and other trinkets. Hey, the girl we saw was doing exactly what I thought a gypsy would do.”  

“Wow!”

“Okay, smarty-pants, tell me your version of what a gypsy is then.” 

Tamara took the remote and turned off the TV. She was going to take this opportunity to set the record straight. “Greg, racism comes in all kinds of forms.”

“Who said anything about racism?”

Tamara took a breath, trying not to let her personal feelings get in the way of an opportunity to let a heavenly message be heard. “Most westerners believe that gypsies originated in Bohemia, a western region of the Czech Republic.” 

“Ya, I heard they came from Europe.”

“Europeans, on the other hand, believed that the gypsies came from Egypt and hence, named the new foreigners ‘gyp’cies. What most people don’t know is that ‘gypsies’ are really Romani.” 

“You’re telling me that they came from Egypt?”

“No. They didn’t come from Egypt or even Europe, for that matter. They immigrated to Europe. The true Romani gypsies came from the northwest region of India in the early fifteenth century.”

“You’re telling me that a gypsy is an East Indian? I have never heard of that before.”

“It’s true. Scientists have DNA proof. Look it up, research it for yourself.”

“I might have to. I have never even heard of a Romani.”

“In the Roma language, ‘Roma’ means ‘a person or people.’ The Sanskrit writings suggest that the name derives from a form of ḍōmba, meaning, ‘man of low caste,’ living by singing and music.” 

“Well, movies always portray the gypsy women to be dancing and singing, and the men as ‘tinkers,’ tinsmiths. Even one of my favorite female singers when I was a kid has a song about them.”

“Greg, as you know, TV has a way of making us believe something even when it is fictional.”

“So, why do you think they have the stigma that follows them then?”

Tamara took a breath. “I believe that as a matter of survival, the Roma were continuously on the move because of the color of their dark skin and fear of slavery. The Romani people had a right to be afraid. In 1554, the English Parliament passed a law that made being a gypsy a felony punishable by death.”

“What? I’ve never heard any of this.”

“Greg, there are always two sides to a story. What I find really unfortunate, due to always being on the run, the children didn’t attend school, and illiteracy became a problem. Men couldn’t secure a job, and the women did what they had to do to feed their children.”

“I used to think the freedom of a gypsy was cool, but the way you’re talking about them, I feel sorry for them.”

“They didn’t have it easy, that’s for sure. They were forced to leave their homeland due to invasion, only to be on the run in Europe due to the Holocaust. It is a sad world when a Romani living in the twenty-first century is still labeled a gypsy, tramp, or thief.” Tamara got up from the couch, saying, “Greg, I hope that you learned something useful from this conversation?”

“What is that supposed to mean? Tamara, ever since you got back from Peru, you have been talking to me like I was a child.”

Looking at him, she said, “I have no idea what you are talking about. I have to make a phone call.” 

Irritated and a bit annoyed that she didn’t even notice how she was treating him, he got up and said, “Whatever, I need some fresh air.”
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Chapter 2
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“Detective, it’s me, Tamara. I was hoping you could help me.”

“Tamara, it is nice to hear your voice. It’s been a while. How may I help you?”

“I know it’s the fourth of July weekend, and you are probably busy with family, but can we meet? I think I need to say this in person.”

“Sure, I am on duty, and with the pandemic, it is actually pretty quiet around here. No parades or big parties going on today. I can come over to your place?”

“That would be great. What time can I expect you?”

“How about in an hour?”

“Can you make it an hour and a half? Greg just stepped out, and I want him to be back for our conversation.”

“Sure, that will work.”

“Thanks.”

Tamara texted Greg to be back at her place in an hour. Then tidied up and made some chocolate-chip cookies while she waited for them.

Answering the door, she let Redington in. “Hi, thanks for coming. Greg should be back at any moment.” Walking into the living room, Tamara asked, “Would you like a coffee, tea, water, or a drink, or I have your favorite beer?”

“Thanks, I’m on duty, so I’ll have a coffee if it’s not too much trouble.”

“No trouble at all. With these new gadgets, it’s as easy as popping it in and pushing a button. I remember that you like yours black,” Tamara replied, thinking back to their time together in Sweden.

Tamara brought out the cookies and his coffee.

Making small talk, Redington said, “How’s Isabella? Have you heard from her lately?”

“Ya, she and the baby are good. She said that the fetus is as big as a banana and closer to the size of an acorn squash. I find it funny how a pregnant woman will compare her baby to fruit.”

“Ya, but it is funny to imagine. How is Alexandra?”

“She and Edward have started to plan their wedding. I have been asked to be her maid-of-honor.”

“They’ll make a beautiful couple.”

“Detective, do I hear a slight tone of jealousy in your voice?”

Changing the subject, Redington said, “What did you call me over here for, Tamara?”

“I was hoping that Greg would be here. He was with me when it happened.”

“Okay, Tamara, now you have my curiosity. What’s up?”

Tamara looked Redington in the eyes and said, “You know the girl who died in Jersey Shore a few weeks ago?”

“I heard something about it, ya. Why?”

“I think I was. . . well, Greg and I were possibly the last people to see her alive.”

“Wow! I didn’t see that one coming. Go on.” Redington took out a small recorder and started to record what she was saying. “Is it okay if I record this, Tamara?”

Looking at the recorder, Tamara took a deep breath and then said, “Sure. From what the TV says, the day she died, Greg and I had seen her on the beach. She was giving me a gypsy reading.”

“I hope you’re kidding.” He looked at her and shook his head. “Guess not. So, why are you coming to me with this news?”

“Well, there may be a slight problem.”

“You know about her death?”

“Not really.”

“What does that mean?”

Tamara shut her eyes for a moment. “Redington, I might be the cause of her death.”

Redington stood up and said, “What the hell are you talking about? That is a serious admission, Tamara.” 

“It isn’t what you think. I didn’t kill her, but my energy might have.”

Redington put his hands on his hips and turned slightly away from her as he started to talk, shaking his head, “What exactly does that mean?”

“Redington, you make me nervous to talk about my beliefs.” Tamara took another deep breath. “I can’t make someone believe what I believe to be true, but I also know what I know and can’t undo the metaphysical beliefs I have. I know you don’t believe, but I need you to put your personal opinions aside and help me help that girl.” 

Redington stopped and stared at Tamara.

“Redington, I need you to calm down and sit!”

“I’m thinking.”

“She didn’t deserve to die. In my belief, dark entities. . . ”

“Ah, not you, too.” Redington turned away from Tamara. “Now I know where Alexandra gets it from.” 

“Redington, sit down. I have a statement to make,” Tamara said with an authoritative voice. 

Redington turned and sat back down.

At that moment, Greg came into the house. Redington looked at him and nodded as he came in and sat down in a chair.

“Greg and I were taking a stroll along the waterfront boardwalk in Jersey Shore. I decided to indulge in some fun and have my palm read by a gypsy reader. When she took my hand, she freaked out and ran away, screaming, saying that I was cursed.”

Redington’s eyes rolled, indicating so much. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

Tamara continued, “I am afraid that she was right. I didn’t know it for a few days, but after Greg and I got back home, Lexi came over and found a witch ladder under my bed.”

Shaking his head, Redington said, “What is a witch ladder?”

“It is a rope tied with black feathers. It is an English belief for a curse.”

“Let me get this straight. You had a curse on you, and that killed the girl?”

“I think so, yes.”

“Tamara, I have heard a lot of things, but I have to give it to you. This one may be one of the craziest.”

Trying to keep her dignity, Tamara replied, “I didn’t bring you here to judge me. I asked you to come so we could solve a murder. She deserves that much.”

“We?!”

“Yes, you and I.”

“Tamara, that isn’t how it works. You can’t help me.”

“Yes, I can.”

“No, you can’t. You don’t have any jurisdiction in Jersey, and for that matter, neither do I.” 

“No, but I do have the ability to astral-travel and sense energy, and with your help, we can find out who killed her.”

“What are you talking about?” Redington looked at Greg for help.

Shrugging his shoulders, Greg said, “Hey, don’t look at me, pal. I don’t know how to do anything she does, but I do know if she says she can, then she can.”

Redington turned off the recorder and looked at Tamara. “Let’s say I believe you and that you could do what you are saying. What does that entail?”

“I need to go into a trance state and have someone ask me questions.”

“That’s it? Just ask you questions?”

“More or less, yes.”

“Let me think about it, Tamara. I have to get approval from my chief.”

“To be witness to a meditation?”

“No, to not have to arrest you.”

“What? What for?”

“Involuntary manslaughter.” 

Greg stood up. “What the? She didn’t kill anybody.”

“That is not what she just said on record.”

Looking at Tamara, Greg said, “What the hell did you just do?”

Staring at both of them, she answered, “I’m attempting to save a soul.”

Redington picked up his recorder and put it in his pocket. Turning towards the door, he said, “Don’t either of you go out of town. I will contact you shortly,” and he let himself out.

“Tamara! What were you thinking?”

“I was thinking that a young girl just died, and I feel like somehow I am connected to her death.” 
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Chapter 3

Many weeks ago, in Jersey Shore


[image: ]




It was a beautiful, sunny day, and summer was just around the corner. The best season to make a living, tourist season. Kesia started setting up for the day by placing a small table with two chairs in her usual place, in the sand just off the boardwalk. She loved the sound of the ocean waves as they crashed onto the shore. It made for a surreal experience for her customers.

Kesia was just about to place her tarot deck, which originally belonged to her great, great, great (too many to count) Romani grandmother Clementina, on the dark purple crushed velvet tablecloth when she had a déjà-vu past-life memory. 

It was of her grandmother winning the cards from a man who had unexpectantly stumbled upon her camp.  

Clementina, who was sixteen at the time, was part of a small kumpania (band) who were caravanning from place to place throughout Bohemia. They had stopped by a creek and had set up camp. Their band was mostly made up of family members or those considered family.

It was late one night, and they were sitting around the communal campfire, singing, laughing, and dancing when it happened. Clementina’s dog, Tillie, started to bark. It was uncommon for a Romani to have a dog due to the belief that pets were unclean, but Clementina had pleaded endlessly to keep the stray dog. Against her father’s better judgment, he let the dirty animal stay. 

Tillie had moved towards the bushes at the edge of the camp and was now growling viciously. It was pitch black and hard to see into the trees. 

A man with a beard and dressed in many layers of well-worn clothes emerged from the tree line with his hands up. “Forgive me. I heard the music, and as if I were under the influence of a spell, the enchanting sound wooed me in your direction,” the stranger slurred in a thick Italian accent and broken Romani. He had been drinking heavily prior to his intrusion. 

Lash, Clementina’s father, jumped up from his seat on a stump, grabbed a branch from the fire, and waved it in the direction of the man, saying, “Leave, you are not welcome here.”

A couple of her uncles joined in. One held a shotgun pointed towards the man’s heart.

“Wow, I think you have me mistaken for someone else—no need for guns. I don’t want any trouble. Here, I bring gifts,” the stranger slurred. A small box fell to the ground as he pulled a few trinkets from his pocket. 

Clementina came forth and pulled Tillie away from sniffing the small box. Fascinated with the picture on the box, Clementina picked it up.

“Hey, not that! You cannot have that!” the stranger slurred as he tried to grab it out of her hands, dropping the other trinkets. 

Clementina turned away from him as Tillie guarded her against his grasp. Looking at the picture closer, she noticed the colorful images painted with gold and silver leaf highlights. Opening the box, she discovered similar designs painted on cards. “What are these?” she asked, bewitched by their beauty.

“Never you mind. Give them back.”

“Dat (Dad), may I keep these?”

Lash came over to Clementina and looked at what she was holding.

“Please,” she said as she looked up at him with pleading eyes.

“No. She can’t have them. They are mine,” the stranger said, sobering up fast.

Lash looked at Clementina and said, “Clementina, what do you have to trade for the box?”

“Dad, all I own is Tillie. I can’t give her up. I’d have nothing.”

“Well then, give the box back to the man.”

Staring at the box of golden cards and then to her dog, she said, “I will bet my dog Tillie for them.”

The stranger looked at her dog and said, “He will bite me. What would I want your dog for?”

Clementina whistled, and Tillie instantly sat, not barking. “Go to the man,” she ordered Tillie. 

The dog obeyed. 

Surprised, the man petted the dog. Tillie let him, then lay down and curled up near his feet. 

Lash brought over a small hand-made table and placed it between Clementina and the stranger. Her uncles brought over two cut stumps and placed one on either side. 

Clementina sat down and pulled out three walnut shells and a small bead, giving the bead to the man to place under a shell of his choosing.

He sat down and placed the bead under one of the walnut shells.

Clementina started to move the shells around. This was one of her favorite games, and she was very good at it. A few moments later, she stopped and pointed for him to choose. “Your box of cards in exchange for my Tillie,” she said confidently.

Knowing that he had watched the shell with the bead underneath the whole time, he was confident that he would win. Not caring to have her dog but extremely interested in keeping his cards, he touched the shell.

Clementina lightly picked up the shell.

Shocked, the stranger picked up the other two shells. The bead was under the last one. “No, that is not possible. I watched you. You tricked me.” Standing up, he went to grab the box, but Lash intervened and grabbed his wrist.

“A deal is a deal, and my daughter has won. The box is hers.”

“No. You don’t understand. They are not normal cards.”

Clementina stood up and said, “What are they?”

“They tell the fortune to the person in need.”

“They can tell a person’s fortune?”

“They can tell more than just their fortune. They can tell their past, present, and future.”

“Fascinating! Teach me.” 

“No, that would take many days, and I am clearly not welcome at your camp.”

Clementina looked over to her father and said, “Please, offer him to stay with us as long as he teaches me how to use the cards.”

Snapping out of the déjà vu, Kesia placed the deck on the table, just as a teenage girl came up and asked, “Will you teach me how to use the tarot cards? I will pay you.”
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Every morning for over a week, the teenager came back to Kesia asking the same question, “Will you teach me how to use the cards?” But this morning, the girl didn’t leave when Kesia said no. Instead, she unfolded a chair she had brought and sat down beside her.

“Hey, what are you doing? You can’t sit here. I’m working.”

“I am not breaking any laws sitting here.”

“You’re going just to sit there and watch me?”

“Yes. If you won’t teach me, then I am going to learn by watching and listening.” 

“Fine. I can’t make you leave, but if you bother my customers, I can.”

“Fine with me,” the girl agreed.

After about half an hour of just sitting there, Kesia said to the girl, “What’s your name?”

“Trina.”

“Why are you so adamant about learning tarot, Trina?”

“I don’t really know. I just know I have to.”

“Have to?”

“I keep being drawn to the symbols. I even dream about them.”

“Interesting. I haven’t met anyone in a very long time that the cards are calling to.” Kesia thought back to the last person, a girlfriend she had taught about five years ago. It didn’t go so well.

Since the boardwalk was quiet and no one was around, Kesia asked, “How much do you know about the cards?”

“Not much. I have read a bit on the internet, but I can’t seem to intuitively read them as you seem to do.”

Deciding to teach Trina something, Kesia sorted the cards into five suited piles and placed them picture side up on the table. “What most people don’t realize is that tarot cards are similar to a normal deck of playing cards.”

Intrigued with the detailed paintings and worn golden edges of the old cards, Trina commented, “Your cards are enchanting. I’ve never seen this type before.” 

“These were passed down to me through many generations of grandmothers.”

“What is the history behind your deck?”

“The story goes that the Italian Duke of Milano loved playing Trionfi, a French card game, based on trick-taking using the rule of a suit being trump, similar to Bridge, Hearts, or Whist. In the 1400s, the Duke had asked his secretary, the astrologer Marziano da Tortona, to create a symbolic card game based on virtues and temptations and to add a fifth suit consisting of sixteen cards, which would trump the other four suits. Later, the game was renamed tarocchi. Now here’s some trivia that you might not know. The term tarot derives from tarocchi, which translates to ‘foolishness.’”

“Interesting, so tarot came from Italy?”

“Yes,” Kesia continued, “I doubt my cards are the original cards, but they are painted in their likeness.”

“Outstanding.” Trina picked up a card and looked at the detailed paintings Kesia was talking about. “Wait? Are you telling me that the deck of cards that my dad plays Texas Hold’em, or my mom plays Bridge with are tarot cards?”

“Any person who reads tarot and has memorized the meaning to each number in the suit could use any standard deck to tell your future.”

“Fascinating. Tell me more.”

“My cards are more than just a deck of cards full of pictures. They are symbolic of the times. The illustrations, also known as ‘pips,’ display the geography and culture of that era. Here, look.” 

Trina looked closely at the five piles Kesia had just placed on the table. “My cards are called the Rider-Waite tarot deck, and they are also symbolic.”

“Oh, those are good too. I have played with them as well. These are similar to your deck, whereas each card tells a story.” Pointing again at the cards, Kesia continued, “The modern-day tarot deck has four sets of suited cards, Ace to King, called the lower arcana, which represents the ‘mundane’ secrets of life here on Earth. The fifth set is called the higher arcana, which represents the ‘celestial’ secrets granted from the angels.”

Pointing to a card with words written on it, Trina said, “I haven’t seen these before.”

“They are similar to your higher arcana cards, but instead of the twenty-two ‘trump cards’ in your deck, my deck has only sixteen.” 

“Are there any cards in the standard deck that represent the trump cards?” 

“The only card used is the Joker, also known as the Jester. In your deck, it is called the Fool. Mine doesn’t use any.”

“My parents are going to flip when they find out that they are playing with tarot cards.”

Kesia laughed. “I wish I was a fly on the wall when you prove it to them.”

Trina laughed at the thought, then looked at each suit as Kesia started to tell her about them. 

Pointing to the first card pile, Kesia said, “If you were playing with a standard deck of cards, this suit’s pip or symbol would be Clubs. In my deck, its pip is a Turtle Dove, and in your tarot deck, it is a Wand, but no matter which deck you are reading from, this suit represents virtuous or sinful communication and messages.”

Kesia pointed to another pile. “In a standard deck, this suit is represented by Diamonds. In my deck, it is the Phoenix. Look closely. Each card also has gold coins on them. Do you see the faces? This one is of the Duke.”

Trina squinted. “Ya, if I look really close.” 

“Your tarot deck uses the five-sided star or pentacle for this suit’s pip. This suit represents virtuous or sinful money and materialistic items.”

“How exciting.” 

Pointing to a third pile, Kesia said, “This next suit in the standard deck would be Hearts, Doves in mine, and Cups in yours. It represents virtuous or sinful emotions.” Moving her finger to another pile, she continued, “This suit would be Spades in a standard deck, Eagles in mine, and notice the eagle is holding a sword. Your deck’s pip in this suit is also Swords, but depending on the deck, you’ll see curved or straight swords. This suit represents the virtuous or sinful actions or choices a person makes.”

Trina nodded, trying to remember what Kesia was teaching her. “Let me get this straight. Arrows or Wands are Clubs and represent communication, Pentacles or Money are Diamonds and represent materialistic things in a person’s life, Hearts are Cups and represent their emotions, and lastly, Swords are Spades and represent their actions,”

“Yep, you’ve got it.”

Trina looked at Kesia’s deck. “Hey, I don’t see the page, knight, queen, or king?”

“True. My deck only goes up to ten in each suit, not fourteen like in your Tarot deck or thirteen in a standard deck of playing cards. You may have also noticed that your cards and mine use Roman instead of imperial numerals. The Jack in a standard deck is considered the Page in your deck, and your deck has an extra card called the Knight or Cavalier. In your deck, you may have also noticed that the Page has the number eleven, and the Knight has the number twelve written on it. In both decks, the Queen is the Queen, and the King is the King.”

“Okay, but what are these cards then?” Trina asked, pointing to a card with words written on it. “I haven’t seen these before.”

“In my set, these pips make up the fifth suit, portraying the Gods and Heroes from the time of the Roman pantheon. They are similar to your higher arcana cards.”

“Oh.”

“The only difference is that your deck has twenty-two trump cards, and my deck has sixteen cards, but no matter, both decks represent the secrets from the universe or a higher power.”

Trina picked up Kesia’s old cards and looked at them more closely. “Wow. I didn’t know there was so much history involved in tarot cards, not to mention how much there is to learn.” 

“We’ve barely even started,” Kesia chuckled just as a customer came up and asked if she could have a reading.
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The next morning, Trina was back to learn more. Kesia’s first customer was a lady whose husband had cheated on her and left her for a younger woman. 

Trina watched as Kesia tapped the “Rider-Waite” deck three times on the table, shuffled the deck, and then placed three cards face-down onto the velvet tablecloth, which was a beautiful contrast to the cards.

Trina listened as Kesia told the lady her fate by reading the symbols on the cards. 

Kesia turned over the first card. It was the five of cups. A man dressed in black was staring down at three golden wine glasses that had spilled. He did not notice the other two full glasses behind him. “Your husband is crying over spilled milk. He is pouting over what he can’t have and is too stubborn to turn around and see what he still has.”

The lady was almost in tears. “Before he left, our three sons moved out of the house, all about the same time. He never paid attention to our two daughters.” 

“I see,” Kesia said, knowing that the customer is always right. She had been doing readings for as long as she could remember. Even though she was only sixteen, her years of reading the cards taught her that tarot was the next best thing to a counselor. Many people came for direction and guidance. In the hands of an experienced tarot card reader, the customer would have the answers they were seeking.

“What does the second card reveal?” the lady asked.

Kesia turned over the second card. It was the “Wheel of Fortune,” the tenth trump card in the higher arcana. “You are going to be okay. Your children will be okay. This card represents that anything is possible. It is like a lotto ticket, and you’ve just won big.”

“Oh, thank goodness. I need some good news right now,” the lady said as she sank back into the chair.

Kesia turned over the last card, representing the lady’s future. It was the nine of pentacles. The card was of a regal lady walking in her lush and fruitful garden. “You are going to be more than okay. You are going to be well off, financially, and you will have the time to enjoy the perks of life.”

“How nice. Thank you. That makes my heart lighter already.” She paid Kesia and left a large tip.

Trina came closer and said, “Hey, I noticed you were playing with a deck like mine. Why?”

“I knew you would be back, and I thought I would demonstrate tarot using the same cards you would be using.”

“Thanks.”

Watching Kesia pick up the money, Trina was amazed at how much the lady had paid her. “Wow, she left you twice what the cost of the reading was. My dad would say that you have quite a scam going on here.”

“It is not a scam. The cards reveal the person’s destiny. I don’t tell her anything that the cards don’t tell me.”

“You never make up a story so that you get more money?’

“No. I don’t need to. The cards tell the story. The lower arcana tells me what is going on in the person’s life, and the higher arcana tells me what the gods have in store for them. Besides, why would I lie? Then I would have to face the negative karma that comes with lying.”
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