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This is the expanded 2nd Edition of the third book in the Fool's Journey series. 

Many Tarot readers consider the Swords suit as the most difficult to understand and interpret. In writing this book, I was mindful that the theme of the Swords suit is the Air element which corresponds with the western occult tradition of intellect and the conscious mind.

The Swords suit aptly illustrates the mental torment of being human. We often worry ourselves sick fearing what we don't understand. The conscious mind can also deny or invent irrational explanations to hide or disguise one's motives. The conflict depicted in the cards is the conflict of the mind: worry, stress, irrational explanations, magical thinking, lack of clarity and denial.

As with the first two books in this series, I have found the best way to illustrate each card's meaning is through the story of Follin, Eve and the friends they encounter on their journey through the Tarot Kingdoms. Follin's journey into the Swords Kingdom has provided ample opportunity to demonstrate the suit’s conflicts as well as its positive attributes.

Originally written for Tarot practitioners the Fool’s Journey Series has found a wider audience in those interested in personal growth. Through Follin we come to respect, and delight in, The Fool in all of us.

Please be mindful that the interpretations of the cards are mine alone. Each Tarotist has their personal eccentricities which will be apparent in their readings. This illustrates the power of melding imagery, symbolism with the vagaries of the human psyche - every reading is unique to the time, place, querent and reader. I would want it no other way.

Noel Eastwood 

Canberra, Australia

October 2020

2nd Edition 
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Lao Tzu – Tao Te Ching 
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Become totally empty.

Quiet the restlessness of the mind,

Only then will you witness everything unfolding from emptiness.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Ace of Swords 
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Initiating an adventure of the mind.
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On the morning they were to leave for the Swords Kingdom, the two Mystic Islanders, Follin and Eve, were introduced to their newly arrived escorts, the Swords Pages Natalie and Arthur. They were a young couple similar in age to Follin and Eve.

"We heard that you had Mystic Isle and Wildlander blood in you," said Natalie knowingly as she helped Eve carry her bags to the wagons. "I’ve been studying lineage, and it's such a fascinating subject. If we have time on our trip, which I'm sure we will, I'll teach you some of what I've learned," promised the young Swords Page.

Eve was still a little apprehensive around members of the court, and the Swords Page, Natalie, was quite different from Alice and her Pentacles friends. Eve found her overly forward and excessively talkative. This was unlike Alice’s conversations which were down to earth, leading towards doing something practical. Feeling a little out of her depth Eve kept her end of the conversation light and listened to the Swords Page politely.

"We are so lucky!" gushed Natalie, not noticing that Eve rarely said more than ‘yes’ or ‘that's interesting’. "We'll have two apprentice mages with us, that will be so much fun. I bet you'll enjoy seeing our Swords Windmages, they can fly. Truly, they fly in the air! Our castle is built in a rocky valley, up against an enormous triple-peaked mountain. It's perfect for the wind currents to swirl our mages up to their sacred cave on the mountain top. How incredible is that?"

This news did make Eve start. "What? Fly? You mean they leap up and fly through the air?" she asked, a baffled look on her face.

"Oh yes, they have a wing that they hold on to. You know, a wing, like a bird's wing. The Windmage holds onto the wing and jumps off the top landing of our castle. The wind then lifts them up into the sky," replied Natalie, almost breathless with excitement. 

“The Windmages can fly on the air currents for hours, it’s so amazing.” Natalie felt proud to be the one to explain something of such importance and wonder to the two newcomers. “It's glorious to watch them flying in circles as they gain height to get to the very top of the mountain."

"Do they ever fall?" gasped Eve, she couldn't help but ask the most obvious of questions.

Natalie was quiet for but a moment. "Actually, they do, sometimes."

"Oh, that is terrible, remind me not to take up any invitations to go flying with this wing-thing," declared Eve. The young Swords Page was trying so hard to impress her that Eve struggled not to laugh out loud. 

"Oh, I wouldn't go up in the air with the wing either, it's way too dangerous." By now the two had stopped at the wagon where an assistant helped load Eve's bags. A moment later, Arthur led Follin over.

"We've had an enlightening talk about the games we play,” announced Page Arthur. “Follin is just fascinated, he wants to start learning as soon as we have time tonight, after our evening meal, don't you, Follin?" he asked, a bright, friendly smile on his youthful face.
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"I am sure that I will have nothing better to do than play cheekers with you tonight, Arthur," replied Follin politely, his jaw set tightly so as not to betray the frustration that had been building since meeting their Swords escorts.

"It's not 'cheekers', Follin, it's 'checkers'." Arthur chuckled lightly. He put his arm around Follin's shoulders like they were best friends. "Come on, I'll show you inside our wagon, that’s where our games are stored. I might have enough time to show you some before we leave."

Follin caught Eve's eye and rolled his own. "I can't wait, Arthur," he said woodenly.

Natalie stared at Follin as though she had forgotten something important. Suddenly she grabbed one of the bags about to be passed into the back of the wagon and pulled out a sheaf of paper. 

"Follin, I'm so sorry, I forgot to give you these. The Emperor asked me to present you with this picture-map for your next journey. It’s to help you understand our Swords Kingdom." She finished with a broad, proud smile as she handed the pictures over.

The young Mystic Islander took the proffered papers. He quickly scanned the first few pictures then carefully put them into his pack.

"Thank you, Natalie, these will help me understand what I'm to learn in your Kingdom."

—-
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The journey to the Swords Kingdom had always been arduous and dangerous. The roadway initially skirted the farmlands to the south of the Pentacles castle. It then wound its way through a series of thickly forested hills to eventually cross the Pentacles River south and east of the Hindamar Mountains. From here the party would trek east across the Swords Plains to the Swords castle.

In the south of the Swords Kingdom were many farms while to the north stood a single mountain topped by three peaks, this was their destination. The Swords castle was built right into the mountain’s towering cliff walls. It was here that the Swords Windmages flew their wings. The road that led to the castle itself passed along a rock-strewn valley, a perfect sanctuary to defend in times of danger.

From the moment they started their journey Sir Dale began teaching Follin the art of the sword. Although his sword was one of Master Pews, Follin clearly struggled in learning swordsmanship.

"Lad, we'll leave off for today," announced Sir Dale one afternoon after another frustrating lesson. "I think the Swords will be happy to teach you the art of the bow, which I believe you have an instinct for." Follin had brought down a large goose for dinner a few nights into their trek which provided them with an excellent meal. "I'll introduce you to the Swords archers, Follin. They'll be pleased to have someone of your calibre join them in training."

Arthur noticed Follin's discomfort after each lesson. An excellent swordsman himself, Arthur was keen to help his new friend and asked Sir Dale if he could help in some way. During their lessons together, Follin discovered that some of Arthur's moves were innovative and could be adapted to his own build and flexibility. Under Arthur's tutorship, Follin began to feel he may one day be able to defend himself with his sword.

"So you helped make this with Master Pew?" inquired Arthur as he carefully examined Follin’s sword. "It's a cracking beauty!" he exclaimed as he swung it about, first in his right hand then in his left. "It's as light as a feather and as fast as a plains wolf. Master Pew’s weapons are highly prized in the Kingdoms you know. This isn’t one of his standard swords like he makes for the soldiers either, this one is rare indeed." 

The young Page rubbed at his hairless chin as he held the blade up to the light and mused, “There’s something inscribed on it too, I wonder what it says...”

Arthur stopped talking to swing Follin’s sword back and forth once more. It whistled as he whipped it vigorously through the air. He laughed with delight as, spinning on his heels, he thrust at imaginary foes. Reluctantly he handed the sword back to Follin.

"Eve said that you went into the mountains to make it," he continued, half question half statement. Arthur was envious but also very curious.

'These Swords people want to know everything about everything,' thought Follin. 

"Yes, I went into the Hindamar Mountains with Master Pew and his apprentice, Justin."

"What did you do when you were in the mountains, Follin? You don't need to tell me your smithy secrets, but please, tell me what you can. This is seriously interesting," pleaded Arthur.

Follin thought for a moment. "Well, I can tell you some things. We went into the mountains, to a special place that I had to intuit with my witching stick. That’s how I found the iron ore, and it showed me where to build my kiln too. They call a kiln a 'dragon' when it's made in the mountains. It took a whole week just to forge the wolf, that's the raw iron. Then we took it down the mountain, poor donkey was loaded with so much ore we had to help him carry it. The scabbard was made by Master Lexis, the leathersmith."

"Wow, Master Lexis! He makes our scabbards and belts as well. He has a reputation for fine workmanship. He has a special leather-magic that he weaves into some of his belts and scabbards. Tell me, what is he like?" asked Arthur, now leaning with Follin against their wagon as they waited for the evening meal to be announced.

"I've only met him that one time, when he finished my scabbard." Follin was beginning to feel a little more comfortable telling stories to his attentive friend. "When I went to pick up my scabbard, Justin suggested we leave a jug of ale at his house on our way to his workshop. Master Lexis has a taste for a particular type of ale, and there’s only one tavern in the Kingdom that brews it." Follin smiled to himself as he recalled the time when he and Justin had to visit half a dozen villages to find that particular ale. "It's a nicely matured ale too, we call it 'old'. It smells and tastes different to the 'new' beer at the other taverns. Anyway..." the two were now chatting like old friends.

Eve watched them and noticed how animated Follin was, she also saw that Arthur hung on every word. This was new, Follin was usually so quiet and shy, but Arthur made him feel valued and accepted. She knew how badly Follin struggled to communicate, but since they'd met the two Swords Pages he was starting to show more confidence in speaking his thoughts.

"Boys!" she called as she walked across to them. "It's meal-time. The cooks have made lentil and mushroom pie and they smell delicious. Come on, hurry, before the soldiers eat them all." She laughed when she saw Follin caught between wanting his meal and wanting to stay and talk.

As usual, Follin’s fae pup, Sox, was always at Follin or Eve's side. Whenever Follin went into the forest for his meditations, Sox was right beside him. At meal times he would only take food from his master or mistress' hand, but he did make an exception for Frailbones when he had a scrap of meat left over from his meal. Sox still needed frequent rest breaks with Eve and Frailbones on their wagon seat. Once he was rested he would leap down and race to play with Eve’s elemental, Molly, or trot along beside Follin's horse at the front of the column.

At this stage there were only two Swords people in the wagon train, Pages Arthur and Natalie. The Pentacles had planned to meet with the Swords’ cavalry squadron on the forest track but thus far there was no sign of them. 

A few days into their journey, Sir Dale called Page Arthur to his side.

"Arthur, are you sure we were to meet your troops at this creek crossing? Is it possible it could have been another one? Did Sir William say anything about running late or any alternative meeting places?" asked Sir Dale, his face creased with concern.

Fortunately they had seen no sign of Wildlanders, it had been a quiet trip. On every other occasion the wagon trains were sure to encounter small bands of marauding Wildlanders resulting in frequent skirmishes along the forest roads. Generally, it was nothing too serious, a flight of arrows, a rush to grab a wagon load of grain or goods and it was over. Sometimes there were wounded but rarely were lives lost, but on this trip, it was just too quiet.

"Sir William must be held up somewhere. We’ve had reports of several wandering bands of Blue-beard Wildlanders. They come from the Wands' side of the Hindamar Mountains, in the lowlands. They like to paint themselves blue to appear frightening, which they don't, they just look silly," answered Arthur. "They're a lot more warlike than the Hindamar highlanders, the Brown-caps. So it's possible that Sir William is fighting the Blue-beards somewhere. Maybe he's been held up defending one of the farming villages on his way to meet us."

Sir Dale mused for a moment before ordering his wagons to resume their journey. 

"Stay by my side this morning, Arthur. I’m not happy travelling this deep into the forest without the Swords escort," called Sir Dale over his shoulder as he urged his horse to the front of the train.

It was during their evening meal that a lone Swords soldier arrived. He was escorted to Sir Dale by one of Sergeant Lards' forward scouts.

"Greetings, Corporal Pope, I've been expecting your troops for some days. We were worried that something had happened to you," called Sir Dale as he stood to greet the exhausted Swords Bowman.

"Greetings, Sir Dale. Sir William sends his apologies," said the powerfully built young man. "We were supposed to meet you at yon creek but we've been held up guarding one of the villages. Our patrol is at Midlow Village, a day's ride from here. The Wildlanders have burned a few barns and taken some of the farmers’ cattle and sheep. Sir William is with his cavalry trying to get the beasts back. The poor villagers are fed up with these raids. It seems that the Wildlanders are after everything they can get their hands on before winter sets in. Our men have tried to be everywhere at once but the Wildlanders still get through and create havoc."

"Is it the Blue-beards again? Have you seen any of the other Wildlander clans recently?" asked Sir Dale. He invited the Bowman to sit with him at his campfire and brought out one of the kegs of ale from his private wagon. He poured a mug for himself and the fatigued Swords Bowman.

"Most certainly, sir. Those scoundrel Blue-beards, sir, they're the most common ones hereabouts. The Wands see a lot of them too," replied the soldier emptying his mug in two thirsty mouthfuls.

"We’re mostly troubled by the Brown-caps. I find myself admiring their courage in braving the perils of the high mountain passes to avoid our Mountaineer commando patrols," offered Sir Dale. "Our Pentacles Kingdom is blessed in many ways. We've got our Swords brethren on our eastern borders and the Wands covering the approaches through the foothills to the mountains in the north and east. Behind us are the rugged Hindamar Mountains which is a mighty barrier to all but the bravest of the Brown-cap Wildlanders."

"We've seen a few Brown-caps mixed in with the Blue-beards this time. There's not many, but they seem to get wilder when they join up together. It's like they try to outdo each other," added the corporal. 

The two were soon joined by Sergeant Lards and Captain Bleecher to discuss their situation. The chill in the air forced them closer to the fire for warmth as they chatted and enjoyed their evening meal, with a generous mug or two of the knight’s ale.

—-
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Each evening the four youngsters huddled together around their own campfire beside their wagon. Holding a carved wooden horse, Arthur demonstrated its moves on his chess board. 

"This is the Black Knight, Follin. He jumps like this, two to the side and one forward, but he can also go backwards and sideways. It's like an 'L' shape," he explained for the umpteenth time.

"Yes, I said 'yes' before. I get it," replied a frustrated Follin. He struggled to comprehend the complex rules of chess. 

Eve was watching Follin cope as best he could with something he always struggled with, and that was to understand complex verbal instructions. She was sitting with Natalie chatting about the social set at the Pentacles royal court. They often joked and giggled at how staid and boring the Pentacles could be. From the corner of her eye she watched as Follin tried to pay attention - but he just couldn't get it.

"Arthur, why not play a game of checkers instead? He's much better at that game," she offered, trying her hardest to help her husband.

"You think so?" Arthur looked at Follin and finally recognised the sour look on Follin's face. "Oh, yes, sure. I'll pack the chess away for some other time. Is that OK with you, Follin?" asked Arthur, trying to please his guest.

"Yes, and I hope you are ready to be beaten to within an inch of your Swordly life," challenged Follin, his face now showing some signs of interest.

—-
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That night Eve dreamed that she was with Molly and the High Priestess in the forest.

"Tonight, Eve, you will be taught by your elemental. She will take you into her world of the senses and teach you how to feel, smell and sense from her perspective." Hera paused to allow this to sink in. "I want you to meld with Molly, become a mole and expand your senses to embrace hers. Do not be afraid, go with the flow, trust Molly."

Eve could feel Hera’s energy and almost swooned from the force of it. She made an effort to relax even deeper than usual so that she might more easily meld with her elemental.

It felt warm, she could feel the elemental mole's fur and smell the rich, diverse scents of the soil and its organic matter. It was strange not to see, but it was much like getting out of bed in the dark. Eve settled and went with the flow of her experience.

She rode waves of happiness feeling the earth’s energy as rays of warmth. Eve felt her body open up to allow this force to penetrate every cell in her being. She felt the soil bursting with life and forces she had never known before. With a flash of understanding, Eve knew why certain plants needed certain soils; why some trees grew beside a stream or on a hill, or preferred wet or dry soils. So much information flowed into her: the healing powers of each plant, each tree, each vegetable and even which clays to use as healing poultices. It was sensory heaven. Eve was no longer 'Eve', she was simply a part, a fraction of her environment.

Then something shifted and she began to feel uncomfortable, she wanted to escape but couldn't. Eve felt trapped, afraid to even move fearing discovery. What if an owl saw her, or a fox or wolf? What if a snake crawled into her burrow? Eve was now Molly, a blind mole, one single entity of the many beings reliant on the living soil surrounding her.

"Eve, this is not your last lesson of this kind, it is your first. Let go and you will breeze through your lessons. Learn to cope with feelings, do not fight them," said Hera as the young woman drifted off into a deep sleep.

—-
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Follin's Meditation – Ace of Swords
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Each night Follin meditated on one of the pictures provided for this stage of his journey through the Tarot Empire. The first picture was of a hand clutching a sword which pierced a crown. An olive and a palm branch draped over the crown’s edge. He interpreted this as peace and success against worry and loss. Rising above the sword pommel were six flames which suggested imagination and inspiration.

'This probably means that a king must have a clever mind to claim this crown,' Follin thought.

He closed his eyes to enter the picture and noticed the hills. Turning his gaze to view the other elements in the picture he felt a brilliant radiance enter his being. His mind became crystal clear and he saw the entirety of the Swords Kingdom from above. For the first time Follin felt excited, impatient to get on with his Swords journey. He dearly wanted to keep that sense of clarity which he'd so rarely experienced before.

Instinctively Follin reached out and grasped the sword with his hand, it felt like it belonged there. It was very much like his own sword, crafted by Master Pew. It suddenly dawned on him that a king must seek clarity in all things. With this sword Follin sensed that he could cut through excessive emotion, unsound logic and delusional fantasy. 

From his earlier studies with the Major Arcana archetypes he already knew that neither wild passions nor rigid rationalisations formed truth. Truth was found in the middle ground and a wise ruler needed to understand this before he made a decision.
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​Two of Swords 
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​Anticipation; closed emotions; stopping internal dialogue; intellectual change point; seeking clarity through silence; separating logic from feelings; waiting patiently to act decisively.
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Eve spent most of her travel time sitting at the front of the wagon with Frailbones, their aged Pentacles wagoneer. When Follin's fae pup, Sox, wasn't loping along beside his horse, he sat with Eve in the front of the wagon with Frailbones. The old man doted on Sox, he saved tit-bits from his meals for Eve to feed the growing pup. Eve noticed, however, that the closer they came to the Swords Kingdom the more morose Frailbones appeared. It hurt to see her friend becoming listless and depressed, so she decided to speak to Sir Dale.

"Lass, it happens every time we approach the River of Cups. We all sense his sadness and grief, it affects us all. His is a sadness that descends upon him that no-one can pierce." The Pentacles Knight paused to adjust the strap on his helmet. "There is a tale that Frailbones attempted to rescue an elf-princess from the Wildlander mages. It is said that he has never been the same since. We know it as the 'story never-told'. But Frailbones himself has never spoken of what happened at the River of Cups nor of the elf-princess. We only know of it from the whispered snippets from the elves who live in that region. Aye, ‘tis a sad story indeed that makes a man grieve his entire life for a loss that happened when he was but a lad."

Eve nodded silently, bid her thanks to the Knight and went off to be by herself. She loved that old man, he had been the one person she could trust to be honest with her. Frailbones reminded her to be polite when she was rude, and he praised her when she made good choices. Eve realised that her old friend was mortal and within his staunch chest there lay a secret and a grief that even she could not touch nor heal.

The following day Natalie commented on how Arthur was spending more time with the Pentacles soldiers, more so than he had spent before. She said that Arthur was trying to understand the Pentacles soldier's funny ways. To a curious Swords any deviation from the norm made them want to know more.

"Follin, what is it with that Pentacles drummer? He plays but then he stops, then he gets the troops to sing, and then he gets them to skip and change foot, it's really weird," said the confused Swords Page.

"It's just their way, Arthur. The Pentacles are masters of every craft, and dancing, marching and singing come easily to them. Why don't you just relax and enjoy their funny ways. It took me a while to get used to them too, but now I really enjoy their marching. That drummer must be a hundred years old, but, wow, can he play." Follin turned his horse around and trotted back to the drummer now sitting in the lead wagon.

"Excuse me, Drum-Sergeant, this Swords Page wants to learn how to sing like a Pentacles man-at-arms," he called, smiling broadly at an embarrassed Arthur.

The Drum-Sergeant looked at the two young men for a moment. Catching Arthur's curious gaze he produced a long, melodious whistle from between his lips. He turned, and with a smile reached behind to bring out his drum and sticks. When he had settled back into his seat he began to tap to the rhythm of the soldiers marching in front of them. Then, with a loud drum roll, he introduced one of their many marching songs. His whistles informed the men which song was coming next, and the drum roll led them into it.

The men-at-arms sang along as the Drum-Sergeant led the song with a trip, a lick and then a drum roll. At the end of each song he would perform one of his many drum solos before initiating the next tune with its whistled introduction. His drum sticks would then click, roll or tap to signal for the soldiers to start singing. 
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