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“The Fool’s Journey” is my first attempt to 

reincarnate tarot’s major arcana using sto-

rytelling techniques and literary devices. 

How befitting of an English nerd. I’m quite 

happy with how it turned out, both text and 

design-wise. All of the stunning photos you 

see in this book are free stock photos from 

Pixabay. Truly, it’s treasure trove. God 

bless the creative commons! 

I would say that this book is definitely 

experimental in nature...a lot of the write

-ups are more like dramatic monologues, 

character snapshots or just a series of po-

etic images. It’s much more fun this way, I 

think. Much more fun than its more text-

heavy and prosy former self. It’s shed a 

lot of weight since it’s inception, but I 

don’t regret the moment I decided that 

“less is more.”  

Anyway. I seriously, seriously hope that 

you enjoy my “Fool’s Journey”.  

 

-Kimberly M. Tsan  
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The cosmic egg cracks open.  
The world beckons. Makes itself known.  
I answer its call. It asks me a question:  
“Who are you, and where do you belong?”  
To that I say, “I do not know.”  
To which I add, “Yet.”  
I don’t belong anywhere.  
So I go where I want to go.  
I step into each and every moment  
As it unfolds.  



Now that I have your attention.  
Earth. Air. Fire. Water. I am the Shaper,  
penetrating the realm of space-time like a 
greedy meteor. I am here to tell you that  
magic exists, and dreams do come true.  
Through me, they do.  

 



You seek me. You will not know me 
as you weigh a rock in the palm 
of your hand, nor will you reach 
me through a path paved with 
stone.  
 
You will not find me there.  
 
Find me within your chest before 
each heartbeat ends, and feel the 
slow-turning axis of Earth. 
 
Seek me with your eyes closed, 
and I shall be there.  
 
Waiting.  
 
Always waiting.  

 
 



Come closer, child.  
You are a thing to behold.  

You are beautiful,  
as all things are beautiful.  

Everything you see here is yours.  
Every song I sing, I sing for you.  

In return, allow me  
to savour your laughter.  

For it is the greatest treasure 
the greatest treasure on earth. 



 This is what I need you to do:  
Come forth  

 and stand before me. 
Believe in my dreams, 

my vision, and my power. 
I choose you, because you are worthy.  
I trust that you will not fail me 
for I certainly won’t fail you.  

    
 



Knowledge, is power.  
 
You want to know what the heart of the 
world looks like. You want to know 
what has come before.  
 
I shall describe it to you. You will 
learn its shapes and colours, its 
curves and edges, and every word and 
heartbeat that passes.  
 
In time, you will learn  
the sound and meaning of its true 
name. 



 

 

What I see in you, I see in myself 
There is a depth in me that I have 
always felt but never known. 
 
As a fractal of your brilliance  
kindles the fire that is my heart  
I now know you. 
Through this conscious joining, 
I now know me—I now know us— 
 
I now know. 
 



 

 

Forward.  
 
Victory is a river that rushes 
through your veins. Pride is a 
sweet rain on the tip of your 
tongue. You tighten your grip 
along the reigns; your muscles 
tense and flex as you steer. So 
much air in your lungs. So much 
power. So much life.  
 
In your mind, you have already 
won.  



 

 

Your heart is not a  
brittle thing that 
breaks. It is an living 
breathing organ; muscles 
and tissues—flesh and 
blood.  
 
It is alive—this tender  
creature of yours.  
 
Despite the fierceness of 
its roars, its often raw 
language—despite your 
frustrations, your desire 
for its subjugation— 
 
It is alive—this soft  
tender creature of yours.  



 

 

There is nothing left to say.  
 
So I turn, away from the world, and cocoon my-
self in silence. Again, I go to the distance.  
 
Sometimes I know where I’m going. Most of the 
time I don’t.  
 
Most of the time, I find what I need to find. 
 
Most of the time, I find, I need more time. 
 
 
 



 

 

The Wheel moves  
and stops for no one.  
 



 

 

The weight  
of our existence  
is what we carry  
within our souls 
 



 

 

I need a change.  
 
Gravity pulls me downwards; 
I cannot escape its weight.  
 
Blood rushes to my head and 
stays there, my vision 
spinning out of focus.  
The flipped world remains.  
 
I see things I’ve never 
seen before.  
 
 



 

Fire and ashes.  
 

I am here. And I am real. 
You cannot stop me; I come 

and go as I please.  
 

Accept my offerings.  
You are welcome  
to begin again.  



 

In its centre, a mandala 

blooms, unwrapping itself like 

a present.   

This space has no end and no 

beginning. Within each and  

every one of your breaths,  

is a moment of forever.  

This. This is where you are 

meant to be. 



Here are a few things that I 

know to be true: people are 

afraid of me. For some reason, 

I inspire fear more than  

anything  else.  

You don’t want to lock eyes 

with me; I understand. I can 

come back another time. Each 

time you refuse me, however, I 

grow stronger and bigger.  

There is nobody here but you 

and me. There is nobody here 

but you.  

I am not the darkness that you 

fear.  

You are.  



Lighting and thunder.  

The organ plays itself, 

delirious.  

You crack open.  

Atoms slipping loose from 

the strands of your DNA. 

You want to laugh, but you 

cry instead. You crack 

open so hard; you break. 

You break and you break 

and you break.  

And then the pieces of 

yourself pull towards each 

other, colliding, touch-

ing, joining again.  



We curl up, like kittens, 

half-delirious with vanilla 

daydreams. Naked—our bodies  

a swirling shell closing in 

towards its core. We soften 

as we grow heavier and 

lighter at the same time: 

our bodies fall deeper into 

the ground like a flower 

taking root—our spirit 

drift and rise like hopes 

and feathers.  

A galaxy apart, we gaze up-

wards and cast a net with 

our eyes at the stars far, 

far away. We cast our net 

wide—deep into the sky 

where the night is thick-

est.  

Then we wait for a spark.  

 



Smoke and mirrors. Miasma of 

nightmarish stuffs, rising in 

sweet piffs and puffs. Mouths 

sprouting fangs and feathers, 

scales crawling up skin.  

An eerie halo crowning your 

consciousness, drowning you in 

a liquid labyrinth.  

There aren’t any ghosts here, 

just you, your imagination, 

and a threshold.  

Realities collapse. Paradigms 

shapeshift. Truth deflates and 

inflates itself.  

Eyes.  



Here is to another day, shiny 

and brand new.  

The Universe reveals itself. 

Sings its secrets for all in the 

world. You see yourself as if 

for the very first time.  

Freedom is a real soft thing, 

like feathers across your skin.  

Laugh, like children do: without 

thinking, without reserve, with-

out shame.  

The Truth is what you deserve.  



Ready when you are.  



Here you are.  

You’ve found it: on your arm, the cosmic coordinates of your  

existence. This is where you are supposed to be. You are in your 

own space-time, existing outside of linearity and causality. You 

are no longer bound.  
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