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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT




  THE TRANSFORMATIONAL TRUTH OF TAROT




  I had the pleasure in participating in one of Tiffany Crosara’s Tarot courses to write up for Prediction magazine, her knowledge of and intuitive connection to the Tarot astounded me and completely dispelled any misunderstanding I had. If there is anyone qualified to write on this subject, it’s Tiffany. Having spent most of her life working with this mystical system, Tiffany has a profound understanding of the cards, which she articulates expressively in a way that is very easy to grasp.


  Gemma Birss, Deputy Editor of Prediction Magazine and Winner of The Frances Lincoln Diverse Voices Children’s Book Award 2009





  Tiffany explains her personal development journey with regards to the her Tarot abilities in great detail that many people could relate to and benefit from. As a natural intuitive, it is obvious that she feels the subtle energy of each Tarot card rather than just depending on the traditional meaning, therefore her translations are very significant to those who want to learn a new perspective of the Tarot. As a Tarot reader of 7 years myself, I would certainly say that her story and descriptions have already inspired me to delve deeper into the hidden mysterious messages of this ancient tool.




  Sabi Hilmi, Author of The Secrets of Angel Healing — (published by Penguin in Feb 2011)





  Tiffany Crosara is one of the best Tarot teachers and experts I have come across in years. She has the incredibly unique ability to impart her boundless knowledge of, and passion for, the cards to anyone who wishes to learn — from the complete novice right through to those who are already well-practiced and perhaps looking to gain clarity or brush up on their skills. We all know how easy it can be to get bogged down in this ancient practice, but Tiffany deftly unlocks the mysteries sleeping behind the Tarot’s veil with a freshness and vigour that brings the esoteric art of reading right up to date. By giving each card its own fully accessible identity and personality, Tiffany will help you release your blocks and make friends with the Tarot for life.


  Alexandra Wenman, Editor of Prediction





  Tiffany is one of the most transparent and genuine beings I have come across. Her hard work, determination, integrity and authenticity are an inspiration. Books like these written by people like Tiffany are needed amongst all of the illusion and falseness surrounding this genre of reality. Tiffany is one person who does not make things up as she goes along; she embodies herself in her journey and shares her story with sincerity, telling it as it is. This courage and bravery to be transparent is what makes Tiffany’s wealth of knowledge and experience accessible to everyone.




  What I love about Tiffany’s book is that it’s not just about the Tarot, but it carries with it Tiffany’s story and that is itself worth reading.




  Simon Paul Sutton, Actor (lead role— Ao, The Last Neanderthal), Producer and Writer
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  Introduction




  You have every reason to believe that your visions and dreams DO have the power to become a reality. What you are holding in your hands is the reality of my dearly held vision...




  A vision I have about how one day the ancient and powerful Tarot may just be understood.




  A vision I have about how the wise and enlightening Tarot may no longer be feared or judged. A vision about how the freeing and healing Tarot will no longer be shunned or misused, but valued as the enlightening and empowering tool I know it to be.




  Far too long now, the ancient art of Tarot has been at the mercy of a crippling reputation. The fears grew from the seeds of strangling vines planted into our society and subconscious by the likes of Constantine fifteen hundred years ago. But now is the time to free our consciousness. The Tarot has been mercilessly misunderstood and misused. My aim is to release it from that stifling grip, and through doing so free a major aspect of our consciousness too.




  The Tarot is an ancient part of our culture. The archetypes painted upon the cards are the gods, goddesses, planets and stars pictured for us to gaze upon as mirrors. In them, we can see our place in the Universe. They are little post-it reminders of our soul’s path, an infinite reflection on the opportunities and possibilities within and surrounding us. Yet we test, fear and judge it. Judgement takes us out of the heart and into fear — the exact opposite of love. But Tarot is love from the Universe in pictures. We just need to understand it. When we have understanding, then confusion, pain and fear no longer exist. We wake up, see clearly, and only then do we discover our true free will. This is the gift the Tarot offers us, IF we understand how to connect with it.




  This book was born to do exactly that. It will connect you with the Tarot through your own emotions, experiences and intuition. It will take you to the point where the Tarot becomes alive in your daily life. You will be able to see all people, places and situations in your life as archetypes, helping you to see the rhythms and truth of your life, as well as the rhythms and truth of the Tarot.




  I hope you enjoy unravelling the mystery of the Tarot as you journey through these pages. But even more than that, my wish is that you finish this book with a new found inspirational peace and understanding in your life. For where the Tarot and your life are concerned (whether you know it yet or not) there is no separation.


  





  With beautiful wishes for the rhythms/rotas/taros of your life— Tiffany Crosara




  
Chapter 1


  


  The Major Meeting — Personal Introduction





  Looking through my very new four-year-old eyes I saw some really bizarre looking people lying on my mummy’s living room floor. Well, they were little pictures on cards, they weren’t really real — but they might as well have been.




  I felt transported into their world as soon as my little eyes connected with their gigantic presence. The vibrant beauty of The Star in all her naked glory. The colourful freedom of The Fool. The powerful dynamo of The Magician. The deep otherworldly feel of The High Priestess was something I instinctively felt inside.




  Have you ever looked at someone and thought “I know you”? Here I felt I had come face to face with my soul group. For the first time in my new four-year-old life I was not a little girl seeing with my little eyes. I had become aware of the old knowing of the soul that my young body housed.




  It was the beginning of a beautiful relationship. Not an easy relationship, as a relationship of truth never is. But one that was to be the catalyst of so much growth it truly has been my longest, oldest, truest friend.




  One that showed my shadow time and time again and tested my ability to face it.




  One that whispered truths to my soul, and tested my ears to hear it.




  One that trained my mental strength, as if I was competing for the world’s strongest mind.




  One that was there whenever I needed it, no matter how many times I disregarded it.




  It showed me the forgotten power of the unconscious, and the forgotten weakness of the conscious.




  It taught me the importance of respect and balance.




  It taught me the painful difference between independence and co-dependence.




  It brought deep vibrant magic into my shallow little meaningless life.




  And it drove the truth into my bleeding heart like a stake, and tested my ability to feel it.




  Like the truest of all friends, the Tarot taught me that if we look to external factors for answers we remain empty. But if we look at external factors as mirrors for ourselves we become empowered.




  It wasn’t until my teens that I embarked on the love affair. After the meeting on the living room floor, the Tarot lived in my mum’s bedside drawer and never seemed to come out again. Of course, I could have gone in there and got them out, just like you would expect a curious little child to do. Particularly a curious little Leo child— curiosity killed the cat and all that. But I just didn’t go there. I had no need or call to explore. I had what I needed, just through their presence.




  Ten years later I saw them again, lying disregarded on my mother’s bed like a forgotten lover. My mother always said they were for me and not her, but even before she voiced that I transferred them to my bed and the relationship began.




  Looking back it would make sense that they had lain in waiting until the potent time of puberty. I now was searching, yearning, learning intensely. Trying to understand how the opposites of all life came together. It was so very dark and painful. I felt insecure, I felt alone. I felt totally and utterly worthless of love, my own or anyone else’s.




  Far from coming to my rescue, my new-found friends told me everything I didn’t want to hear as I locked on to them and clung for dear life. They dashed my hopes time and time again, and I dashed them time and time again. Thinking if I consulted them again, they would tell me what I wanted to hear, I was astounded that time and time again the same cards came up. And scared too. I figured if that could happen, then what they were saying must be true.




  That led me into an addictive frustrated fury of trying to cheat the Tarot into telling me what I wanted to hear. Oh, what an endless hopeless pursuit! I became sorely aware that if I managed it I was only lying to myself anyway. I became even more anxious, felt even less worth and felt even more alone. I couldn’t understand why the friends I felt were the truest were torturing me like this. I became one of the hospitalised teenage Prozac nation. My stomach was pumped as a punishment for wanting the pain to stop, but being too scared to die.




  I got out of hospital, threw away the Prozac and the Tarot along with it. But whilst something in my heart rejoiced at freedom from the Prozac nation, something in my heart sank to the bottom of the earth with the sadness I felt from being Tarot/ friendless. It was as if I had murdered seventy-eight of my friends, yet I went bravely on, not admitting the grief I felt in my heart to anyone.




  It wasn’t until I was nineteen that my soon-to-be first mother-in-law gave me a deck of Tarot for Christmas. There was no denying how happy my heart was to meet her and be re-acquainted once more with my long lost “friends”?




  Four months later I was two months pregnant and reading my cards. My “friends” showed me that I was to lose the baby. Once again, in anger and fear I disregarded them. Shut them away in the dark cupboard under the stairs, like a naughty child I could not bear to look at. I vowed never to speak to them again. I didn’t tell a soul what I had seen, as if talking about it would make it real. Thirteen months later and the prediction was a reality. I was the living, breathing, walking, grieving archetype of Demeter in The Empress card I had seen, whilst my daughter was neither the living nor breathing archetype of Persephone (The High Priestess). Hades (Death) had taken her and this time there was no bargain for her to come back again. At least not in the world I was in.




  Knowing I had nothing left to lose I began to tell people what I had seen in the Tarot. It was real all right. I could feel every ounce of that relentless reality pounding inside every inch of my beating heart, as it shattered every second with each beat of my being. Once again, trying to cheat the Tarot out of its truth had not worked.




  You may have thought that that would be enough to put people off having their Tarot read for life, but quite the opposite happened. Intrigue spread and desire arose amongst people for me to read for them. I was hanging off the mountainside of resistance by my bare fingertips, while the people hung round my ankles. Over time, more and more people joined in, hanging round my ankles. I could no longer resist the pull. Once I sat there in the place of no resistance, the awakening happened.




  If I could see all I had in the Tarot and live through it, then surely there was a reason for that? If all these people wanted me to read, then surely there was a reason for that? Was there a way I could use the Tarot to help people live through whatever they needed to live through?




  I enrolled on a Diploma in Tarot. That Diploma was such a relief to me. I had found someone that could introduce my long lost friends to me, and tell me all about them. Oh my gosh, the penny dropped, and as the understanding grew it blew the pain right out of my system. The Tarot never wanted to hurt me. It never wanted my power. I just didn’t understand it, like most of the world.




  I opened my own centre in a deprived part of inner South London. The area had a strong Evangelical culture, and my practice was right next door to a methadone clinic and two minutes walk away from one of London’s largest psychiatric hospitals. I had my work cut out as soon as I began to read professionally!




  Some people wanted to persecute me. They labelled me a witch, a Devil, a portal for Satan. It became clear to me that I had to be strong enough to withstand people’s accusations. I found a story from the Buddhist philosophy that became my practice:




  One day a young disciple saw a group of youths taunt and spit at his teacher whilst the teacher was in meditation. The teacher did not flinch. The young disciple said, “They spat on you, why did you not retaliate?”




  The teacher replies: “They did not spit on me, dear one, they spat on their notion of me”.




  My head told me of the bad reputation Tarot has amongst Evangelists. Experience taught me how strongly Tarot appeals to people in their darkest hour. My heart knew of the dangers it poses in that time. I knew I was in at the deep end, and I invented “The Three Golden rules”:


  





  Positivity Not Negativity




  Healing Not Prediction


  Empowerment Not Dependency


  





  These Golden Rules came into their own the day a lady came in and said she wanted me to tell her where her head was. I asked her if she meant her mental head, emotional head or spiritual head? She replied, “I mean my physical head, they removed it in surgery and have hidden it from me ever since”!




  Sometimes using the Tarot to heal rather than predict just isn’t enough. Sometimes “healing not prediction” literally means having a healing skill you are qualified in so you can offer them that instead. Now I am here, writing this book for you. Even though my path clearly is one of liberating the Tarot and thus people through it, I have suppressed it for years. Even though my name means “Epiphany” and the truth has burned like fire running through my veins (perhaps left over from burning at the stake?). I am blessed to be able to dedicate my life to this path every day and I have simply practised the art of the teacher in the Buddhist story just told, without trying to convert anyone.




  For the years that I have walked hand in hand with the Tarot (and as the years go on, the journey becomes more and more public), it is as if the walk is no longer the Tarot and I. Just the Tarot. People see me and they see the Tarot.




  I feel I hardly exist anymore except as a mouthpiece for the Tarot. People want me to tell their fortunes... Fix their problems. Or they give me a choice of confessions — I must be a con artist or completely delusional?! I must “renounce my sin or burn in hell!”




  Some friends saw me as a threat, one they had to beat down because it couldn’t possibly be true. Others thought I was something special and put me on a pedestal, which I inevitably fell off.




  Some stopped talking to me because they were scared I could “read their minds”. Most stopped telling me things — they wanted me to tell them. Others saw me as a therapist or a party trick. Some family members just thought as I once did, that if they didn’t mention it then it wasn’t real.




  Then there are some clients that come time and time again, in anxious obsessive despair. They are looking to the Tarot (as I once did) to tell them that everything is going to be okay. They are so caught up in the black and white thread of what is good and bad. They can’t possibly stand back to see that these so called good and bad events are actually weaving the incredibly rich, beautiful tapestry of their life. So caught up in the thread, they wind themselves right up and even start to perpetuate their own mess. A thirty-minute reading every now and then doesn’t even touch the sides. So why? Why do I do it?




  Why do you breathe? Is it an integral part of your life? Does it make you feel good? Alive maybe? And when you do connect with someone to the point where your breath is one, does the euphoric freedom that comes from oneness and connection make living worthwhile?




  These days I get much more pain relief from the burning in my veins by teaching people how to empower themselves. There is an old proverb that says, “If you give a starving man a fish you save his hunger for a few hours, if you teach the man to fish he will never go hungry again”.




  In empowering someone through to a new understanding, the gut-wrenching pain goes.




  In September 2009, I told Spirit/God/the Universe that I wanted to write about the Tarot, my life and psychic phenomena (which is another book—and one this book touches on). I also said to Spirit/God/the Universe that I wanted to have the opportunity to teach more. I was exhausted from the intense pull of endless back-to-back, one-to-one sessions. By that time, I was a reader at the famous and very busy Mysteries at Covent Garden.




  On one hand, I loved nothing more; on the other, I was disheartened. Some of the clients were showing addictive, obsessive behaviour and I was haunted by the feeling that I was just feeding it. I felt that I could do so much more, if only I could teach again.




  One month later a lady landed in my life who wanted my services in her training school, which happened to be one of the busiest in the UK. Her school had never before ventured into Tarot and the psychic arts, which meant I had to write the manuals. That meant writing two manuals on Tarot and two on Psychic Development, and all within a season. This truly seemed to be my wish come true. The universe was making sure writing and teaching was coming into my life, inextricably linked. And so, The Fool’s Journey documentation was born, which led to the birth of The Transformational Truth of Tarot.




  
Chapter 2


  


  Tarot — The History, The Origin, The Word





  Some say the Tarot originates from India. Others say Asia, Egypt or Greece. The truth is nobody knows for sure what are the Tarot’s origins (I wonder if anyone has ever thought to ask the Tarot itself?). It is too ancient a system to pinpoint. Unlike Stonehenge or the Pyramids, it is much easier to transport and so it has travelled widely!




  The Tarot has strong symbolic links to the gods and myths of ancient Egypt and Greece. Tarot decks through the ages have illustrated this clearly, “The Egyptian Tarot” deck, Aleister Crowley’s famous “Thoth” deck (Thoth is the Egyptian God of writing, medicine and magic), and “The Mythic Tarot” deck which has an Ancient Greek flavour. Tarot has also been linked to Italy, France and the Romany Gypsies.




  The recorded history of Tarot predominantly links it to Italy, where it was an early card game known as Tarrochi which the word Tarot is derived from. Tarrochi however, has no known origin. One theory suggests the word Tarot is the very clue to its origin. In Northern Italy a river runs, connecting Italy to Southern France. This is the “Taro” river. Does this map out the travelling path of the Tarot?




  “Trumps” is the name given to each card of the Major Arcana. The word is thought to have derived from the Italian “triumph” parade. During this yearly parade, people dress up in costumes, bearing uncanny resemblance to the archetypes of the Major Arcana.




  There are also Hebrew connections. The word “Tarot” is strikingly similar to the Hebrew word, “Torah”. Translations for the word Torah and Tarot are the same: “universal law/book of life”. The Tarot has always been closely linked to the Jewish Kabbalah. The Major Arcana’s twenty-two spiritual influences fit neatly into the twenty-two pathways on the Kabbalastic Tree of Life.




  The Arabic word “Turuq” means “pathway.”





  First Exercise:




  Lay the Major Arcana on the pathways of the Tree of Life. Where you feel they go (not where you think they go). Look it up afterwards and note the difference. What do you feel that says about where you are at right now? (You may not be able to make any sense of it right now, but as you work through the book you may have some revelations so keep a note.)
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  The Tarot’s link to Astrology is shown in the anagram of “Taro” — “Rota” meaning “Wheel”, an anagram of the prefix ‘astro’ where the letter “s” is missing. Astrology is as ancient as time itself, a practice that germinated when man looked up to the sky to make sense of the world below.




  Astrology teaches us through the rhythms/seasons/wheel/ rota of life, just as the Tarot does. Astrology has stood the test of time, just as the Tarot has.





  Second Exercise:




  Lay the Major Arcana out in a circle, in numerical order, and then look at the structure of an astrological birth chart. See the wheel?




  [image: ]





  Another anagram of “Taro” is “Orat”— to speak, to tell, to share:





  The Tree of Life, Astrology, and the Tarot are not three mystical systems, but three aspects of one and the same system, and each is unintelligible without the others. ...the Tarot itself, with its comprehensive instructions, gives the key to the Tree as applied to human life.


  — Dion Fortune, (famous esoteric teacher and writer of early last century.)





  Among the documented history, it states that playing cards first entered Europe (most likely from Egypt) in the late 14th century. Just like the playing cards today, they had four suits, Swords (Spades), Wands (Diamonds), Cups (Hearts), and Coins (Clubs). The very first documented evidence is a ban of this type of playing cards in 1367. Somewhere in between 1430 and 1450 the first known Major Arcana was added, also in Northern Italy. I question if this was the first Major Arcana as the Major Arcana has so many Egyptian and Greek influences. Another strand of documentation states that gypsies in 1781 were responsible for bringing the Tarot to Europe from India via the Middle East. My guess is that both versions of events are true, which suggests that the Tarot existed for just as long, if not longer in the South. It was French Protestant Clergyman Antoine De Court Gebelin who re/discovered Tarot’s links to the ancient Egyptian pantheon of deities in 1773.




  The Tarot survived through the centuries, although earlier decks were difficult to read. Pictures consisting of six wands, two cups or three coins and that was it! This archaic system was revolutionized in 1910 by Arthur Edward Waite and artist Pamela Coleman Smith who created the Rider-Waite Tarot deck and the pictorial key to the Tarot. For the first time the Tarot consisted of pictures that spoke a thousand words.




  Waite was a member of the secret order The Golden Dawn, a group dedicated to esoteric study. Not only did he revolutionize the Tarot with his fantastic esoteric symbolism, unlocking the sub-conscious of the reader, he also took it upon himself to swap two of the Major Arcana over. All decks pre Rider-Waite have Justice as the eighth trump and Strength as the eleventh. All decks post Rider-Waite have Strength as the eighth trump and Justice as the eleventh. Waite saw things in the Tarot, and his other studies that suggested the energies would be better expressed the other way round. The Rider-Waite deck has become the best-selling Tarot deck of all time.




  The second best-selling Tarot deck, created in the early 20th century is Aleister Crowley’s Thoth Deck. Crowley also commissioned an artist (Lady Freida Harris) to illustrate his deck,which is richly influenced by his travels and in particular his connection to Egypt. Both men’s strong point was their esoteric knowledge and not their painting skills!




  The rivalry that is felt between Rider-Waite’s and Crowley’s Tarot decks long after their passings, is symbolic of their relationship. Crowley was labelled the black sheep of the Golden Dawn and subsequently went on to form his own quite controversial orders.




  There is no doubt that these two inspired international artists who have a passion for Tarot to paint their own Tarot or Oracle deck. I would go as far to say that everyday there are hundreds of Tarot and oracle decks being created. Even though there are many that are more eye candy than the Rider-Waite and the Thoth deck, these two really reign supreme as King and Prince of Tarot. So many have tried for the crown and subsequently failed.




  
Chapter 3


  


  The True Tarot Deck





  In order for a deck of cards to carry the name Tarot, it must consist of seventy-eight cards split into two decks: The Major Arcana and the Minor Arcana.





  The Major Arcana





  The “Major Arcana” which translates as “Major Box of Secrets” is a twenty-two card deck that pictures the twenty-two pathways (turuqs) that a soul must take throughout its incarnation/ lifetime. The Major Arcana illustrates the all important archetypes and “whys” of life.




  It starts with “The Fool”— the new soul born into the school of life. The Fool meets a new self in each card/trump/archetype /pathway/turuq and progresses through each on to the next, even if it seems illogical. For instance the wise, old Hermit in the natural order of the Tarot comes six trumps before the not-so-wise unconsciousness of The Devil. Nevertheless, in the natural order of the Major Arcana, The Devil is still further on than The Hermit. It’s just sometimes we need to go backwards to go forwards, so to speak. The Fool’s journey goes on to The World (last card) and back round again. You saw this in the second exercise.





  The Minor Arcana





  “The Minor Arcana” which translates as “Minor Box of Secrets” is similar to the traditional playing cards we use today, as described in the chapter before. They represent the who, what, where and when of daily life. It is helpful to see the Major Arcana as “the puppeteers” who are playing the Minor Arcana — “the puppets”. This means that you can read traditional playing cards as a Tarot deck, but your reading will miss the all important “strings attached” of the Major Arcana.




  Any card deck without a Major Arcana is a set of playing cards or an oracle deck. Oracle decks don’t require a prescribed nature, or two decks, and can lack the ‘why’ revelations of the Major Arcana.




  The pictures in the Major Arcana may have contributed to the Tarot’s fearsome reputation. Merciless images of The Tower and Death have people running in terror. The Devil card along with the Church gave the Tarot its nickname — The Devil’s Picture Book. This happened at a time when the Church kept its power and order by driving the fear of God into the public. They did such a good job that the stigma is still deeply ingrained today. But as explained previously, there are also beautiful images of wonder in the Tarot. The Death trump does not actually mean death, it means endings and therefore beginnings too. The Tower does not only mean annihilation, it means the end of repression and therefore the strike of enlightenment and beginning of freedom. The Devil does not mean that you are evil, it just indicates that you that you are acting in an unconscious manner. The Devil is also called Lucifer meaning light-bearer. With the arrival of The Devil we are brought the opportunity to awaken.
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