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Exploring the Unknown: Sharon and Lily's Astrology Adventure
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SHARON, A PHILOSOPHY student working on her undergraduate degree, and Lily, a biology master's student, are two close friends in their early twenties. They stroll into an astrology store on a warm summer day in Detroit. The air conditioning greets the women with a cool blast, offering refreshing relief from the hot Detroit summer sun.


Despite having joked about visiting such a place for days and reading humorous accounts online about the perceived silliness of astrology, they ultimately decided to try it as a rite of passage into openness and maturity in different beliefs.


Lily, less interested in a tarot card reading that day for herself, tags along with her friend for moral support. Besides, she is also curious about questions concerning the stars and the universe. 


The two women had also discussed other supernatural elements of interest to explore. 


Of course, all this isn't without both women's share of skepticism. A recent humorous around campus goes:


"I'm an astrology skeptic, but whenever someone asks for my sign, I tell them flatly I'm a 'stop' sign. It's not that I'm stubborn or anything. I like to bring the conversation about it to a screeching halt."


Sharon, a Sagittarian, is finishing up her BA. A school recently hired her as an elementary teaching assistant. She looked forward to her teaching plans and other possible future pursuits.


She got a kick from an Arthur C. Clarke quote on the subject matter of astrology when she came across it in one of her philosophy classes.


She thought it summed up part of her feelings perfectly on the subject.


"I don't believe in astrology; I'm a Sagittarius, and we're skeptical."


Lily, her close friend of four years whom she met in a mutual humanities anthropology class who was a Gemini, had a humorous side to her thoughts about astrology. She texted Sharon once:


"I'm not saying I believe in astrology. But as a Gemini, I can see both sides of the argument."


When Sharon first met her boyfriend, Jeremy, an industrious psychology student on campus, and started talking about the supernatural, he quickly replied, "I'm not sure I'm skeptical about the existence of ghosts. But if one ever showed up in my house, I'd offer it a beer and ask if it wanted to chill and binge-watch Netflix or Prime with me."


Further, in a conversation with Sharon about the supernatural, Jeremy proclaimed, blurting out:


"Well, I don't believe in ghosts. But I'm always polite to them, just in case. If I'm home alone and hear a strange noise, I'll yell, 'Hey, if you're a ghost, can you do the dishes while you're haunting me?"


Sharon repeatedly recounted this initial interaction with Jeremy to Lily, her girlfriend. Each time, Sharon could not stop laughing about it.


It was the first time Sharon had met Jeremy at the school cafeteria five months ago in the lunch lineup. She felt Jeremy was quite the character. He was calming and encouraging. Jeremy was someone she sincerely felt had a cheerful disposition. She loved that about him, among other traits such as his humor.


She was more than happy when he started to date her regularly and call her to chat. They often met at a Detroit bar called Specters Speak. She was ecstatic every time they met! She loved their talks on all kinds of matters.


They binge-watched all kinds of movies, sad ones and funny ones. One favorite movie was a comedy thriller horror called Ready or Not. She just loved how the leading actress overcame obstacles against all odds. And the last killer line when questioned about what happened to her: "in-laws."


Sharon's life seemed to be perfect, idyllic at the moment.


A visit to an astrologer planned with Lily may reveal only that.


Happiness! Who needs an astrologer to tell you what you already know? But Sharon was drawn, curious, about the unknown from her internet searches and philosophy studies.


She was particularly interested in metaphysics. Jeremy, her boyfriend, could not follow the subject at all. He was a psychology student with hopes of becoming a psychiatrist. He thought that was more practical as a career than the headiness metaphysics entailed.


Sharon told Jeremy that metaphysics is a big word about things that can't be seen or touched, like thoughts, ideas, and feelings. It's all about asking questions that don't have easy answers, like "What is the meaning of life in the universe? What is the universe? Why do we exist?"


It's also about asking profound questions about the nature of reality that science or experiments can't always answer.


Sharon told Lily and Jeremy that metaphysics involves thoughtfully trying to understand the meaning of life and the universe.


In sum, metaphysics asks gigantic questions about the world and tries to understand how things work beyond what we can immediately see and touch. Sharon often followed her attempted explanations to her friends with: Does that help?


They shook their heads no more often than yes.


Sharon had learned it went back to Aristotle, who lived in Ancient Greece over 2,000 years ago. He was among the first to write extensively about metaphysics, and his ideas have significantly impacted philosophy.


She had read about other essential figures in metaphysics, including Plato, René Descartes, Immanuel Kant, and Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz, among many others.


Sharon thought she would do a master's and Ph.D. one day on the power of the mind.


For Sharon, awareness, consciousness, and experience marked the evolution of humanity's creative mind and went as far back as Aristotle and beyond to the genesis of consciousness.


The writing in her philosophy classes discussed her theoretical observations in detail about the emergence of consciousness.


Her teachers often remarked on the depth and complexity of her abstract observations concerning the basis of reality in the Universe.


Sharon was happy now as a temporary elementary teacher, social media content provider, and digital design creator.
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The Tarot Card Reading: The Dire Prophecy, The Malevolent Doorway
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THE ASTROLOGY STORE was tucked away in a narrow alley of Detroit with a red brick road, its rusty sign hanging crookedly above the entrance as if it had been there an eternity. It read: Divine Destiny. 


When Sharon further talked about the supernatural and going to see a medium to her boyfriend, Jeremy told her he didn't believe in it as a psychology major. He was a rational, objective person.


Jeremy felt that much of it was in people's minds. That the mind itself could do some tricky things to people, conjuring all forms of "Ghosts and Demons." Mind-driven, explainable, and not at all supernatural in origin. That was the whole basis of psychiatry. His next step would be formal education toward becoming a doctor in psychiatry, given his grades continued to be high.


As Sharon and Lily made their way through the winding alley to the astrology shop, they passed by a series of small shops and cafés, each offering a glimpse into the Detroit eclectic and vibrant community that formed this part of town.


Yes, the astrology store stood out amidst the hustle and bustle. But so did an eclectic tattoo parlor; they made a mental note of it. They had heard of it in passing from friends.


As Sharon and Lily stepped inside the astrology store, a chime tinkled, announcing their arrival.


The two friends crossed the doorway threshold, entering a magical world. The air grew heavy with the scent of incense and herbs, mingling together in a hypnotic blend. The two women thought this must be one of the trade secrets. To begin working on people's senses and tricking unsuspecting customers into a sense of legitimacy and familiarity along the way. Perhaps, Jeremy was right; all a fool's journey.


The shop's handful of dim, flickering candle lighting cast long shadows on the cream-colored walls. The women were both overwhelmed with a sense of curiosity.


The scent of incense continued to waft through the air, mingling with soft chanting in the background.


The shelves were filled with an array of mystical objects, from jars of dried herbs to crystals of every shape and size.


Sharon didn't know about Lily, but she felt a sense of awe as she gazed at the displays. She felt she was peering into a secret world she had never seen or known.


In the center of the store was a large wooden table covered in a deep purple cloth. A series of mismatched wicker chairs surrounded the table as if waiting for visitors to take their seats and greet the unknown.


A woman sat behind the table. Her long, silver hair fell in loose waves around her face, and her hands, old and aged, were adorned with silver rings. Her eyes closed in meditation.


She had a Star of David around her neck, the hexagram-shaped symbol composed of two overlapping triangles. She had some unknown characters on her purple flowing dress as well.


Sharon was reluctant, but curiosity got the best of her, and she asked about the dress symbols. The medium replied, Chai symbol (meaning life in Hebrew).


The room was filled with mystery and anticipation, as if anything could happen. Sharon felt a shiver run down her spine, wondering what the tarot cards held in store for her.


Then Sharon and Lily exchanged a surprised glance, suddenly feeling self-conscious as they became aware they had been gawking at the shop's eclectic items.


They had never been to an astrology store before and were still determining what to expect. But the woman's kind demeanor started to put them at ease, and they found themselves even more drawn in by her presence.


The medium stopped chanting.


"Welcome, my dears. I am Madam Zara."


"We're here for a Tarot card reading," Sharon said, her voice soft but steady.


The woman nodded politely.


"Who is the reading for?" the old woman asked.


Sharon hesitantly spoke, "For me. Hi, I'm Sharon. Hello. Just for me this time. This is my friend, Lily."


The woman replied, "Come to the back room, child! Your friend can wait outside here for you to come back. The reading is for you and only you."


Sharon was still for a moment as she felt a strange sensation in her stomach, a mix of excitement and fear.


She had always been secretly drawn to the mystery involved in tarot card readings. The supernatural aspect of tarot cards with colorful symbols in the deck piqued her curiosity. It seemed to have a dark side, though.


"Are you ready for the reading?" Lily asked Sharon.


Lily noticed her friend's unease and squeezed her hand reassuringly before letting go of it.


Sharon stepped forward as Madam Zara led her to the back room.


Lily waited outside, nervously fidgeting while continuing to look around at the curiosities in the shop.


The room Sharon now walked into was also dimly lit with, a few flickering candles casting an eerie glow. It was darker than the outer store area.


The walls were painted a deep midnight blue and adorned with abstract paintings that seemed to shift and swirl in the dim lighting.


In the center of the room stood a large round oak wooden table, surrounded by a series of comfortable-looking chairs.


On the table sat an array of objects that seemed to have been pulled from another era—a tarnished empty silver bowl, a stack of old leather-bound books, and a silver candle holder—a menorah, Sharon suspected.


The air continued to be heavy with the scent of incense, a blend of sandalwood and myrrh that seemed to fill Sharon's lungs and make her head spin.


She couldn't help but feel as though they had stepped into another realm. An alternate dimension, one that was not meant for mortal eyes.


Sharon's attention was drawn to the room's corners as the medium began to speak. In the shadows, she could swear she saw shapes moving as if something were lurking just out of sight.


A chill ran down her spine again.


The medium was calm as they sat at opposite ends of the table. "May I see your palms first, dear?" asked the medium.


Was that supposed to be part of the reading? How could Sharon know? She had never been to such a reading.


Sharon hesitantly turned them over.


"I see," the medium exclaimed. "Good! Your name Sharon is of Hebrew origin and has a few meanings I can tell you about. One such meaning is a plain or a level place.


"In the Bible, the name Sharon refers to a fertile plain near the coast of Israel. You will be bountiful. You will have extreme power at a point in your life cycle.


"The second possible meaning of Sharon is a princess or a noblewoman. This meaning is derived from the Hebrew word sar, which means prince, ruler, or leader. In this light, Sharon is often seen as the feminine divinity of a leader. You will lead others.


"Sharon is also associated with beauty, prosperity, and nobility.


"Your name is well-liked in English-speaking countries. At least since the nineteen thirties, and continues to be well-liked.


"I see here on your palms you have lived multiple lives, hundreds.


"Your name is well-liked in English-speaking countries. At least since the nineteen thirties, and continues to be well-liked.


"Oh, child, that's a nice tattoo on your wrist. I have never seen one so perfect and beautiful."


Sharon thought to herself, what tattoo is she talking about? She dismissed the butterfly comment, not wanting to upset the older woman or interrupt the flow.


Madam Zara then shuffled the tarot deck and laid out the cards in a spread.


A look of concern crossed her face as she turned over the first card. The first card was named "THE TOWER," and the medium's second card was "THE DEVIL." Madam Zara turned over the final card, revealing the "DEATH" card. She then stopped.


As the medium turned each card over, her expression grew darker with each one. She even turned them over several times with the same outcome every time—"THE TOWER," "THE DEVIL," and the "DEATH" cards emerged.
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