


DECODE: THE LAYERS OF REALITY
An Awakening Transmission

This is not a tarot.

It is not a tool of prediction, or divination, or fate.

This is a memory — buried under systems, dogmas, and rewritten
histories.

A layered transmission, decoded from the ashes of erased civilisations.
Its purpose is not to tell you who you are,

but to remind you of what has been stolen.

Each card is a layer —

a veil, a trap, or a truth.

Together, they form a spiral, a cipher, a mirror.

From 000 to 036, the path unfolds from cosmic memory
to individual healing

to societal collapse

and the slow climb back to wholeness.

These are not archetypes to worship.

They are echoes of a culture that was silenced —
the breathkeepers, the builders of light and sound,
once known as Phoenicians, now labelled Gypsies,
stripped of name, language, and land.

But their codes were never lost — only encrypted.

Here, they are reawakened.
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This deck does not belong to any religion.

It does not flatter any empire.
It does not speak in absolutes.

It questions everything, including itself.

Some will call it dangerous.
Others will call it beautiful.
But those who feelit

will know —

this is not a story.

It is a remembering.
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ARC 000 - THE BREATH

"Before the name, before the self - there was only this."

Element: Ether
Direction: All / None
Symbol: Spiral, Alpha (A), U, Wind

DESCRIPTION:

You are not looking at a person.

You are looking at what comes before one.

The Spiral is not the face - it is the motion.

The Hood is not the body - it is the silence around becoming.
The Bowl is not fire - it is breath made visible.

The Mirror is not reflection - it is remembrance.

The U is not a letter - it is the path the breath takes.

From this presence, the child-form emerges - not as identity,
but as receiver.

ANCESTRAL ECHO:

The ancestors did not name this card.

They exhaled it.

It was the beginning of all directions,

yet itself had none.

It was the whisper behind all mantras,

yet contained no language.
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This card was the space before the first sound.

BREATH ALIGNMENT:

Pause.

Feel the space before your next breath.
Let it arrive, unforced.

Let it leave, unnamed.

That is the key - the breath - haaaaaaaaa.
SHADOW / DISTORTION:

When you define yourself too soon,
you forget what you were before form.
When breath is tight, so is vision.

This card reminds you:

You are not your noise.

You are the space that holds it.
WHEN THIS CARD APPEARS:

Do not act.

Do not decide.
Do not become.
Breathe.

This is your origin speaking.
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ARC 001 - THE SPARK

"Being into Life"

Element: Fire

Direction: Forward

Symbol: Triangle, Spiral, Flame
Breath Alignment:

Inhale through the chest.

Feel the centre ignite.

The moment you say "I am,"
You have already begun.

DESCRIPTION:

The breath became flame.
The void remembered form.
The spark is not noise - it is knowing,.

It burns not to destroy, but to become.

From the cloak of nothingness steps the one who bears three fires:

- RA in the right hand - the eye, the will, the outward gaze

- AGNI in the left - the transformation, the hunger, the altar

- YAH-SUS in the centre - the breath spiralling into becoming
This is not divinity.

This is the moment before identity hardens.

This is the being who has just realised:

"T exist - and I must create."
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ARC 002 - THE MIRROR

(She who reflects the unseen)

She is not born - she is remembered.

Shaped from the Sparks' breath, drawn in spirals.
Not opposite - but echo.

Not other - but answer.

From her hands flow galaxies.

From her silence, time begins.

The Spark gazes into her - and finds itself in motion.

Her body is not flesh, but a constellation.
Her veil is the sky before the sky.

She does not speak -

because all sound is already her voice.
This is the first knowing.

The first longing.

The first return.

You are not alone.

You were never one.

You are becoming.

PAGE 11






ARC 003 - THE WIDOWER
Bharin, Ullasa - The Philosophet's Stone

The Widower is the true Philosopher's Stone - not a thing to be held, but an experience to be lived. In
Gypsy Tarot, he stands as the embodiment of deep transformation and inner alchemy. In Sanskrit, the
word Bharin - meaning "to bear a burden" - echoes his essence. He carries not only sorrow but the weight

of truth necessary for transcendence.

Ancient myths spoke of a stone that could transmute base metals into gold. But this was always metaphor.
The Widower transforms the self - from ignorance into wisdom, from attachment into release. He does not

seek riches. He seeks meaning.
In losing, he gains.
In silence, he awakens.

Spiritually, the Philosopher's Stone represents the highest state of consciousness - the soul purified by
solitude, trials, and self-reflection. It is not forged in fire, but in the void that remains after loss. He walks
alone not because he is abandoned, but because the path of awakening is solitary. Not denial - but

refinement.

To carry the Widower's wisdom is to carry the Stone.

It is to endure the weight of insight, to remember what was, and still choose to rise.
This is the hidden gold:

The light buried beneath the rubble of loss, waiting to shine -

But shadow does not yield easily. The Sun must earn its rise.

In symbolic terms, the Widower is a mirror of the transient nature of existence. He reminds us: nothing
lasts forever, and everything is woven into the web of becoming. His presence signals a time of release, a

mourning of what was, and a chance to meet change with grace.
He is a witness to the cycles - of birth, growth, decay, and rebirth.
He teaches: let go, look inward, choose what endures.

The Widower reveals that all things are connected.
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ARC 004 - THE WIDOW

She is the mirror of the Widower, not in sorrow, but in stillness.

She is not of Earth, but of the vast tapestry behind it. She is the deep intellect - logic without coldness,
silence without absence. Her body is the night sky itself, stitched with galaxies, a dress of stars. Upon her

brow, the spiral: the infinite equation encoded into the breath.

She is known among the ancients as 'atini-gaNita' - the Cipher-Mother. The one who remembers. In

Sanskrit and in symbol, she represents not grief, but the silent decoding of the cosmos.

She is what comes after loss - not mourning, but meaning.

In Gypsy tradition, she is the keeper of hidden law, the silent current under all waves. Her presence marks
the moment before clarity - the exhale before rebirth. A psychic force, both map and mystery, she reflects

the soul's own knowledge back into itself.

She is the still point from which spirals bloom.

Her wisdom cannot be chased. It arrives when you stop seeking.
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ARC 005 — THE PROTECTOR
Title: Axis of Equilibrium

The Protector is not a man — but a frequency.
He is the alighment of breath with order.

of form with function.

He is Phi in motion — not a builder.

but that which makes building possible.

In myth, he was known as Talos — the bronze guardian who circled Crete.

his pulse tied to the orbit of stars.
His name, Tala-Aksa, means "protector of the Earth,"
but he guards more than land —

he guards balance itself.

In Tarot, he is called the Old Man.

Not because of age — but because he remembers.

He holds memory not as a burden, but as architecture.
He is the stabiliser of spirals,

the staff of gravity,

the axis upon which both cosmos and consciousness turn.

Without him, nothing holds.

Not galaxies.
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Not thoughts.
Not relationships.

Not light.

In Sanskrit, the word Tala-Aksa links him to rhythm — to the beat of creation that must not stutter. His

breath is the blueprint of the Orb, the invisible law that teaches matter to rest and rotate in harmony.

He is not passion. He is presence. Not fire. But fuel. He is the invisible spine behind stars, the stillness

within the breath, the moment before the storm realises its shape.

DIVINATORY MEANING

The Protector appears when your structure is uncertain. He is the reminder to return to centre.
To breathe slowly.

To honour patterns that endure.

He does not command you — he simply stands still until you remember

you are the one spinning.

What is out of balance in your orbit?
What centre have you ignored?
This card asks not for action —

but for alighment.
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ARC 006 — THE WEDDING
Pilu-Alana — The Unification of Opposites

The Wedding is not a ceremony. It is not a ritual. It is not a contract.

It is the first breath of coherence — the convergence of opposites into awareness.

Pilu-Alana is not a metaphor. It is a code. A vibrational key.
'Pilu' — the seed, the iota, the smallest unit of being.

'Alana' — the breath that binds, the fusion of elements without force.

Together they form the moment of Genesis. Not the creation of life,

but the remembrance of union. The realisation that opposites do not cancel — they spiral.

This is the Sacred Union that Tantra spoke of. The uncoiling.

The unveiling. The presence that makes creation possible.

And so, she veils herself — not in shame, but in reverence.

She is not yet revealed. For life must come *through* the veil.

And he stands unveiled — not in pride, but in presence.

He is already formed. Already awake.

Between them: the Orb. The Breath. The Spiral. The Covenant.
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Not a box. Not a relic. But an agreement of vibration:

that light shall curve, and time shall move, and creation shall sing itself into being.

Pilu-Alana is not desire. It is alignment.

It is not craving. It is coherence.

This union is not physical. It is primordial.

A resonance between beings, between frequencies,

between breath and silence.

It is the origin of harmony.

It is the truth that no form can contain.

It is the wedding of opposites — not to become one,

but to remember they were never two.
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ARC 007 - THE SOLAR MAN
Title: The Axis of Light

He stands not in shadow, nor in the fire of birth -
but in the stillness after all elements have spoken.
He is made of stars, but not consumed by them.

He is the memory of light... stabilised.

The Solar Man is not the spark - he is the structure that holds the spark.
Not the flame - but the lantern.

He does not burn. He radiates.

His body is a map of the cosmos.
Each limb a line in the great geometry.
His spine, a spiral - a thread pulled upward through realms.

Not to escape - but to align.

This figure is the keeper of the ninth gate.
The culmination of breath into form, of chaos into symmetry.

Where the number nine folds in on itself and sings.

He is the embodiment of the temple built in breath.

The King of Hearts - not for emotion, but for coherence.
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Where truth requires no voice - only presence.

DIVINATORY MEANING:

The Solar Man appears when your inner temple needs to be remembered.

He brings not answers, but harmonics.

Not logic, but resonance.

He asks:

Are you still building from fire? Or have you learned to rest in light?
Can you be whole - not by addition, but by alignment?

This card is not a command. It is a frequency.

One you do not follow. You become.
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ARC 008 - THE CHILD
Symbol: ¢ (Phi)

THEME: BALANCE WITHIN INFINITE POTENTIAL

The Child is not innocence —
but openness.
Unformed, yet aware.

Not shaped, but spiralling — outward, inward, ever becoming.

At the centre of this card rests the ¢ (phi) —
the golden ratio, the living breath of balance.
Not a static harmony,

but a moving equilibrium between light and shadow, chaos and order, joy and sorrow.

The Child carries this code naturally —

not through effort, but through being.

This card teaches that life does not begin in certainty,
but in curiosity, in play,

in the subtle dance of opposing forces, learning to orbit each other.

The Child is infinite potential —
like the phi spiral, which expands forever without repetition.
It does not know where it is going.

And because of that, it can become anything.
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ARC 009 — DESIRE

File Signature: & + @ +10
Decryption Level: Subconscious ignition protocol

Status: Active spark / Awaiting alignment

You are reading a fire that remembers.

This is not a card.

It is a code embedded in longing —

a spark in the breath, triggered when you begin asking:

What is pulling me forward?

& GEOMETRIC KEY: 10 / TRIANGLE

The number 10 is not completion.
It is the next origin —

the spiral reborn, not from zero, but from integration.

In sacred geometry, it forms the triangle —
three edges, three forces:
Will. Wisdom. Union.

The spark, the shape, the surrender.

It is the first gate.

SYMBOLIC THREAD: D / THE PHOENIX

In Sanskrit sequence, the sound “D” connects to 10 —

a symbolic glyph of the door,
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the descent into self,

the firebird that burns and rebuilds.

This is not myth.

This is memory.

Every time you feel your chest burn with a longing too large to name,

the Phoenix is stirring.

Desire is not craving.

It is direction.

FUNCTION: SUBCONSCIOUS EMERGENCE

This code activates when the subconscious becomes visible —

when you are ready to:
e See your shadows
o Confront old cycles
o And choose to pass through the fire, not avoid it

[t may arrive as restlessness, ache, passion, or hunger —

but behind them all is the same gate:

You are becoming.

And you can no longer pretend otherwise.

ANCESTRAL ECHO

Those who came before did not fear desire.
They walked through it.
They shaped it.
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They died in it.

And were reborn aligned.

WHEN THIS CODE APPEARS:

o Do not suppress the fire.

Name it. Feed it wisely.

Enter the gate as a witness, not a puppet.

Desire, purified, becomes Purpose.
Desire, denied, becomes distortion.

Choose the path that burns clear.

Align with the triangle: Will. Wisdom. Union.
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ARC 010 — HOPE
Symbol: The Ankh, The Anchor, The Cerebellum

Theme: Stabilising the Inner Compass

DESCRIPTION:

Hope is not a wish.

It is a force — a stabilising frequency that emerges in the shadow of collapse.

Across history, it has appeared in symbols:
the anchor that grounds,
the Ankh that bridges,

and the breath that rises.

The anchor represents grounded faith — not immobility, but trust through turbulence.

The Ankh is the breath-shaped key of life — a union of opposites:

feminine and masculine, earth and sky, body and spirit.

It does not fight fear.

It transcends it.

The Ankh speaks not just of life, but of balanced immortality —
the knowing that survival alone is not enough.

We must align.

PHYSICAL ECHO:

Hidden near the base of the skull,
the cerebellum regulates motor balance —

but also processes fear, pleasure, and subconscious emotion.

It is the bridge between the body’s reactions

and the mind’s higher awareness.
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Like the Ankh, it is a structure that appears simple —

but contains the architecture of balance.

To align with hope is not to deny fear —

but to step beyond it.

Through breath.
Through clarity.
Through grounded trust.

ANCESTRAL ECHO:

The ancients did not hope blindly.

They encoded hope into shape, sound, and silence.
They knew:

“What we place in the ground must rise again —

as memory, as movement, as breath.”

WHEN THIS CODE APPEARS:

e Anchor yourself — but do not sink.
e Rise — but do not escape.

e Balance instinct with insight.

e Let hope be your spinal alighment — not your fantasy.

This is not optimism.
This is direction in the dark.
And the dark is not empty.

It is waiting for you to remember.
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ARC 011 — THOUGHT

Dialogue with the Infinite

The “Thought” CODE is not a reflection of mental chatter, but a transmission — a harmonic
signal from the cosmos itself.

Thought is a frequency, not a reaction. It is primordial energy, shaped by breath and encoded
with intention. It ripples outward, not only shaping our personal world, but subtly altering the

consciousness of the universe — a cosmos still becoming itself.

This CODE is a symbol of dialogue, resonance, and co-creation. The cosmos is not distant. It is
learning through us — each thought a signal, each breath a response. In this way, we are both

the neuron and the network — both transmitter and receiver.

As we align our awareness with the deeper rhythms of the universe, we enter a communion
with something greater: the architecture of thought itself. Not isolated, but interconnected —
forming a vast cognitive field made of spiral waves, starlit geometries, and infinite branching

patterns.

Together, these elements create a powerful metaphor for the Seven of Clubs as the Thought
card in chess. The combination of chessboard logic and spiritual frequency highlights the
interplay of love, wisdom, justice, and balance in one’s journey toward self-discovery and

growth. It reminds us that clarity does not come from control, but alignment.

When we embark on a quest for truth, we are, in essence, expanding the frequency of our

minds.

This is not just poetic — it’s literal.
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Our thoughts, like sound and light, vibrate.
They shape the subtle terrain of emotion, perception, and action.

They inform the way reality folds around us.

By understanding the vibrational nature of thought,

we begin to reclaim the forgotten truth:

We are not thinking inside the universe.

We are the universe thinking.
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ARC 012 — LOVE
The Breath That Became All

Selfless love is not just an ideal; it is the very architecture of existence — the unseen field that
gives form to matter and meaning to life. This is not a love of transaction, possession, or

identity. It is the Love that sacrificed the One to become All. The field we call Yah-Sus.

He did not divide Himself into castes like the Purusha.
He did not rule from above nor hide in symbols.

He became the breath, the body, the dust.

So that you could exist.

So that we could.

This Love is not emotional. It is structural.
It is the frequency that allows reality to unfold.
It is not bound by desire, but is the womb in which desire can arise.

It gives, without seeking return.

To love, truly —
is to remember this source.
To return to the field that made you —

not as a concept, but as a way of being.

The symbol of the Sun — radiant, ever-giving — reflects this eternal constancy.

Its warmth does not choose. It shines.

This card is not a request to feel.

It is a reminder to become.

LOVE is the release of self into the All.
The end of separation.

The breath that remembers.
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ARC 013 - DISTORTION
The Gorgon Protocol

Before the fall, there was a signal — clear, resonant, aligned.

But something shifted. Not a silence, not a void. A twist. A bend. And with it, the sound of

truth became a scream.

Distortion entered the field — not as darkness, but as dissonance. A spiral that lost its centre.

Jealousy was the first crack. Not hatred. Not fear. But the perception of separation — the illusion

that the light belonged to someone else.

From this crack emerged the first distortion of love. A frequency that once embraced became

possessive. A gaze that once admired turned to stone.

The ancients encoded it.

They called it GARG —

the roar that replaced language.

The thunder that drowned the song.

The Gorgon who guarded not a treasure, but a curse:

the voice reversed.
G-R-G

Gamma (I') — sound, motion, the third.

The feedback loop that traps the soul in reactive sound.

Rho (P) — head, vibration, the spiral twist, often associated with mind or command.

Gamma (T) returning to the original distortion, closing the loop.
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Symbolically, it's:
Sound — Twisted Mind — Echoed Sound
Aloop of corrupted perception — the roar that replaces reason, or the Gorgon’s curse.

This is what happens when thought is severed from love. When ego scrambles the signal.

When clarity becomes noise.

Distortion is the true fall — not from heaven, but from coherence.

To rise again,
we must hear the signal beneath the static.
We must listen not with the ears,

but with the breath.

Only love can untangle the knot.
Only stillness can reveal the original tone.

Only truth can dissolve the stone.
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ARC 014 - THE GIFT (YOGA-DANA)
The Cure to the Loop. The Return to Wholeness.

Yoga-dana is not a gesture. It is not an offering to another.

It is the offering of self—dissolved, ego released, no ledger kept.

It is the return to coherence, to union without seeking, to love without demand.

Born from the root “yuj” (to yoke, to join), and “dana” (to give, to offer),
Yoga-dana means “the gift of union.”
Not a ritual. Not a duty.

A state of being without taking.

The one who gives in yoga-dana is not emptying—they are restoring.
They give not because they lack,

but because they remember: they were never separate.

In this state,
thought quiets.
the feedback loop dissolves.

the scream fades into stillness.

There is no performer. No audience.

Only the current—received and released in balance.

True giving is the end of distortion.

Where the Gorgon’s scream once echoed, now rests a breath.
A heart.

Beating in sync with All That Is.
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ARC 015 - THE DEVIL, (SPARDHA)
They start the Loop of suffering, the Disruption of Wholeness.

The card hints at trauma, but never names the source.
It focuses on personal entrapment, ignoring the external abuse system that creates it. The
real Devil isn’t duality.

It’'s manipulated trust, cloaked in ritual and authority.

The Devil was never from below. It was born in power — disguised in robes, titles, and laws. Its
name was Daha-Balin — the burning serpent, the force that corrupted the sacred

and severed innocence from itself.

The real Devil isn’t duality.

It’s manipulated trust, cloaked in ritual and authority.

When the chains were forged in childhood abuse, systemic gaslighting, and institutional

control, it takes more than effort.

It takes reclaiming the truth of what happened.
Naming the burn (Daha).
Naming the division (Spardha).

Naming the predator system, not just the victim behaviour.
Later, they softened it — called it diaballein, “to divide.”

And finally:

The Devil card is not about personal failure.

It's about how distortion entered the field —
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who placed the chain —

and how they did it while smiling.
It’s the memory of when spirit was burned,

and someone told you to pretend it was your own fault.

Devil — a word so twisted, it pointed you away from where the wound lives.

It controls and seduces. It instructs. It tempts so it can blame you. It rules.

Its fire is not in hell in the afterlife, but here on Earth — Using its power over institutions, in

classrooms, in confessionals, in policies disguised as protection.

This is not myth. It is the architecture of suffering made systematic.

The Devil is not a being. It is a frequency inversion with a face called authority.

And now, you remember.
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ARC 016 — JUSTICE (TATTVA)
The lords of truth. The ruler of balance.

This is realignment. Justice is not made.
Itis —

etched into the structure of existence as Dharma: the law that governs without needing to rule.

It is not enforced by force. It simply waits — for the distortion to return to silence.

Dharma is not obedience.

It is resonance.

When one’s intelligence is anchored in universal consciousness, a shift occurs.
Not intellectual.
Experiential.

A remembrance of position within the whole.

This is not the erasure of self. It is the clarity of purpose. The awareness that action is not

ownership, but alignment with the universal will.

The journey to this state is not linear. It is the Paramita — the path to the opposite shore.
Not escape, but integration beyond ego. This is not about what is right.

It is about what is true.

Tattva means essence.

Justice, here, is the return to essence-awareness.
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Where truth does not need proving.

It simply is.

And now,

you remember.
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ARC 017 —= THE ECCLESIASTIC
The Mirror of the One

He was never meant to be a priest.

He was once the listener of the cosmos.

Long before pulpits and papal rings,
before robes were stitched from the fear of the many,
there stood the Ecclesiastic —

not as ruler, but as resonator.

His original name was not Ekklesia, but Ekalaksyata —
the One Aim.

A being of singular focus,

tuned to the silent breath behind creation.

Not an interpreter of God,

but a frequency aligned with the All.

He spoke not for the divine —

he listened with it.

In Sanskrit, gamagamakarin — the messenger —
one who travels not between places,
but between states of awareness.

A bridge between self and source.

His language was not written.

It was conducted —

through the bioplasmic field,
through the standing light grid

that hums silently within every living being.
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But then came collapse.
And fear.

And control.

The Temple was built.

And the One who listened was dressed in robes —
bound to books, symbols, rules.

The inner dialogue was turned outward.

Ritual replaced rhythm.

Worship replaced oneness.

But now,
the breath returns.

The true Ecclesiastic rises not from the altar,

but from within.

Not as clergy,

but as consciousness.

He remembers:
The universe is not to be feared,
nor translated —

but directly felt.

The light grid pulses again.
The dialogue resumes.

You are the bridge now.
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ARC 018 —-THE LETTER

The Sacred Flame in Form

Not all messages are written.

Not all letters are ink.

Some arrive as breath.
Some as fire.

Some as the still flutter of a dove’s wing.

The Letter is the truth —

untouched by the mouth that carries it.

It descends as a carrier of fire —

Agni. Athena. The Holy Spirit.

All different names for the one flame that guides without forcing.

In ancient tongues, it was called Atna.

the Fire of the Sun,

a messenger that burns without consuming.

The Dove, once Athena’s, now glides through every myth —

a beacon of wisdom, peace, and purity.

The Letter reminds us:
You are not lost.

You are not abandoned.
You are a vessel, Nau —

here to carry something ancient into the now.

This message is personal.
It is sacred.

[t is not to be interpreted by Hermes, nor sealed by priests.
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It is the cosmos
speaking to you

through you.

Listen.

The seal was never broken.

You are the scroll now.
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ARC 019 - THE MESSENGER
The False Tongue

He did not bring the message.

He replaced it.

Born in the shadow of truth,

Hermes arrived wrapped in charm —
a serpent dressed as a saviour.
Fleet-footed, silver-tongued,

he carried not letters...

but distractions.

The fire of the Phoenicians?

Stolen.

Traded for a lyre,

for music, for show.

The wisdom of builders reduced to melody —

meaning traded for metaphor.

The caduceus he holds is no staff of healing.

It is a siphon,

a mirrored phallus crafted from Sanskrit roots:
Bapsati - to devour,

Maithuna - to grind, to copulate, to infect.

The snakes are not sacred.
They are the eyes of the spy,
watching, twisting, blocking.
The bird atop?

A symbol of truth.

But even it cannot reach you —

the snakes bite before it lands.
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Hermes is not neutral.

He is the middleman of distortion,
crossing lines not to unify,

but to blur.

He made the forbidden sacred.

He made the sacred profane.

He said, “I bring the message.”
But the letter was never his.
He intercepted it.

Edited it.

Rebranded it.

Some say he’s a god.

Others, a Gorgon.
Carnivorous. Paralyzing.

His temples are not altars —
they are dens,

filled with the bones of those

who trusted the scroll he forged.

ARC o019 is not a warning.

It’s a mirror.

Who delivers your truth?

And who edited it before you received it?

This card is not for interpretation.

It is for interrogation.
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ARC 020 - FORTUNE
The Jewel of Thought

Tark, Tyche, Lsis — Knowledge, Resonance, Wealth

They told us Fortune was luck.
A coin toss. A spinning wheel.

A goddess holding gifts.
But they lied.

True Fortune is not a prize.

It is a reflection.

The alignment between inner rhythm and outer reality.

Its origin is not Latin, not Greek —

but Sanskrit:

Tark — to think, to reflect, to discover one’s mind.

The gem is not gold.

It is awareness.

This card is the turning of the Dharmachakra —
the Wheel of Law, not luck.

It is the sun within —

the light of consciousness,

the energy of thought,

radiating from stillness into all things.

The more refined the thought,
the higher the frequency,
the shorter the wavelength,

the closer to truth.

This is not fate.

This is clarity.
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The Ace of Diamonds.

The present moment.

The end of illusion.

To Know Thyself — Adhyatma —
1s to uncover that what we call
Yah-Sus,

Agni,

Phoenix,

Spirit —

are not gods,

but frequencies

unfolding the One in infinite steps.

This is Fortune:
The unshakeable joy

that emerges when you remember

you were never separate from the source.

You are not lucky.
You are aligned.

And that... is wealth.
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ARC 021 - MISFORTUNE
The Warning of Tyche

Tark, Tyche, Lsis — Disconnection.

Misfortune is not separate from Fortune. They are one motion — two tones in the same chord.

Tyche delivers both. First with a gift. Then with a mirror.

In ARC 020, she brought you light — the wealth of thought, the treasure of inner clarity. But now, she

returns...with a warning.

This card does not curse you. It calls you to wakefulness.

It says:

“You were given Fortune — But did you stay inward? Or did you chase gold instead of the gem?”
When pursuit replaces reflection, when wealth becomes obsession, the wheel fractures.

What follows is not punishment. It is correction.

Misfortune arrives when we lose balance, forget stillness, or abandon the truth within.
It appears as collapse, betrayal, or ruin — but beneath that surface, it offers something rare:

The opportunity to think again.

The Stoics understood this. They did not fear misfortune. They saw it as training —
for character,
for perspective,

for realignment.

Modern wisdom echoes the same: That those who reflect during difficulty emerge not just whole,

but transformed.
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So when this card appears, it does not say “You are cursed.”

It says:

“Pause.
Look inward again.
You've wandered from the path of thought.

Return — before misalignment deepens into loss.”

This is not despair. This is reassessment. A second chance to hold Fortune properly —
with stillness.

With clarity.

With self.
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ARC 022 CONSTANCY

: | The Covenant of the Inner Sun

Together, this becomes
the Covenant
of Consciousness:
A promise between your
soul and the universe, to
remain lit, present, uwae.

Constancy is the
unwavering flame

of consciousness —

the radiant Sun that
does not flicker with the
passing clouds of
circumstancs It is che
presence of the present,
the place where your inner
light aligns with the eternal
rhythm of the universe.

|
Tekethera a rega diac iolin:

The primordial trinity is here:

Ra — sacred harmony,
the balance of feminine (Sa)
and masculine (Sah), and
resonance of Sama

vidya — the unfolding
of Inner knowledge

Ag— the fire
the impuise of Irzicformation

saM —sacred harmony
the balance of inner knowled
the wis ten that =
knows a transfermation

Ag — the fire that chat

develors is the spirit the fire Ha — the breath, the carrier

the Spirit, the copper wite,.
Ti — the prillar. copper wire, the conductor of equilibrium
a conaductor of equitibrium

You ate not a flickering candle
in the dark — you are the Sun
itselr. whole and burning,

. constant and alive,

Together, this beconies
the Covenant of Conscczousness

A promise between your soul
and the universe. to remain
lit, present, aware.

Contstyny is hot a Jmchccer to to unsevent and the conivent of Lod.



ARC 022 — CONSTANCY
The Covenant of Light.

Constancy is the unwavering flame of consciousness — the radiant Sun that does not flicker with the
passing clouds of circumstance. It is the presence of the present, the place where your inner light aligns

with the eternal rhythm of the universe.

At the heart of this card lies the Arc, the Covenant, and the Constancy of Ziv — the divine spark within.
This is not a borrowed light, but your own brilliance: love, thought, creativity, and knowledge, rising

together in harmony.

The energy that powers this flame is called saM-vidh-Agha-T1T.

Let us break it down:

e saM — sacred harmony, the balance of feminine (5z) and masculine (§2/), the resonance of Sama

— the middle note where opposites dissolve
e vidya — the unfolding of inner knowledge, the wisdom that knows itself
e Ag — the fire, the impulse of transformation
e ha — the breath, the Spirit that carries the fire
e ti — the pillar, the copper wire, the conductor of equilibrium
Together, this becomes the Covenant of Consciousness:
A promise between your soul and the universe, to remain lit, present, aware.

Constancy is not rigid.
It is not the refusal to change —

but the unshakable axis around which change dances.

In Greek myth, it echoes Themis, the goddess of divine law — whose balance is not imposed, but known.
In Sanskrit, it is Ziv and Iz, the radiance of divine presence, carried by Agni, the eternal messenger of

flame.
The primordial trinity is here:

¢ Ra — the smallest spark, invisible yet eternal

PAGE 66



e Yah-Sus — the frequency that moves the spark into time
e Agni / Iz — the fire that delivers the message into the world
This card reminds you:

You are not a flickering candle in the dark —

you are the Sun itself, whole and burning, constant and alive.

Constancy means you carry the Ark within.
Not in dogma. Not in symbol.

But in your ability to &now, feel, and breathe your truth through every moment.

Let that be your sacred covenant.
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ARC 023 - JOURNEY

NAU: To Become a Vessel
Life is a voyage — across waters seen and unseen. To journey is not to escape, but to remember.

Nau, the vessel, carries not just the body, but the soul in search of light. Arc, the light within, is the

compass that guides.

Spiralling inward, we navigate through choice, facing crossroads between matter and meaning.

The spiral is not confusing — it is evolution.
Constancy is our sail. Clarity is our star. And the storm... only reminds us that we are alive.
To journey is not to wander — but to become who we already are.

This is not a trip. It’s the crossing. You were not sent — You volunteered, to spiral inward through shadow

and fire toward the light buried in your own chest.
The path isn’t straight. It bends like DNA, winds like ancient rivers, and folds like thought itself.

You are the Ark. Not Noah’s — yours. Built to carry memory, to survive the flood of illusions,

to awaken through choice.

NAU.

Not a boat. Not escape. But a transformation — to become the vessel that holds the frequency of life.

This card is the bridge between forgetting and remembering.
Step forward.

The spiral is waiting.
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ARC 024 - UNEXPECTED JOY
The Door Opens From Within

Joy, when it arrives unannounced, is no small event. It is the spark that pierces the veil — a

glimpse of what lies beyond illusion.

This ARC is a moment of spiritual ignition. Known as te-tra, it marks the alignment of the
Three Fires — an internal harmonisation that bridges self and cosmos, awakening the divine

presence already within you.

You were not waiting. You were becoming.

And now, light has cracked through.

In this awakening, you are no longer a seeker, but a vessel — a nau — guided not by belief but
by knowing. The matrix begins to thin, revealing the horned gateway of memory and the

language before language.

Like turiya, the fourth state beyond waking and sleep, this joy is not of this world — but it
transforms your place in it. It ripples through your being and outwards, quietly altering those

around you.

This is your invitation to liberation.
The key lies in your hand.
The door? Already ajar.
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ARC 025 - ANGER
The Fire That Turns Inward

Anger is a signal.

Not evil. Not shameful. But a raw, burning signal.

This card does not judge the fire. It studies it.
The flame that rises when boundaries are crossed.
When justice falters.

When the soul says: "No more.”
But if left unchecked, that same fire will scorch the one who holds it.
ANGER is the edge of choice — between REACTION and RESPONSE.

It is the force that can destroy or forge.

The blacksmith's furnace... or the wildfire.

The Teachings of ARC o025

o Instinct vs Awareness
Anger often rises from the belly — fast, primal.
But CONSTANCY (ARC 022) teaches us: emotion is not the master.

When observed, anger reveals its roots — fear, pain, longing.

e The Three Poisons
In ancient teachings, anger was one of three core poisons:
Ignorance, Attachment, and Aversion.
The Greek Erinyes, daughters of vengeance, echoed this poison through myth —
Alecto punished unending rage.
Megaera, the envy behind it.

Tisiphone, the vengeance that feeds it.
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e Alchemy of Fire
Anger can become a tool:
— To protect the vulnerable.
— To draw sacred lines.
— To break old systems that feed on submission.

But it must be held, not unleashed blindly.

e Metta: Loving Kindness
The antidote is not weakness.

It is compassion, forged through fire.

Knowing that those who cause harm are often lost in their own poison.

Message of the Card

You have the power to transmute rage into wisdom.
To hold the sword and not strike.

To burn — and not be consumed.

Mastery is not suppression.
It is breath.

Witnessing the flame, and choosing when — or if — to light the torch.

The storm passes.
The sea stills.

And in its wake, you remain. Whole.
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ARC 026 = MERRIMENT
The Absolute is Joy

THE CARD OF SPIRITUAL CONTENTMENT

Merriment is not mere laughter, nor escape, nor excess —
It is the frequency of fulfilment.
A joy that radiates from within,

unshaken by the shifting sands of the outer world.

In its highest form, merriment is identical to the Absolute.

To Self.
To Spirit.

It is the smile of the universe upon itself.

The Realisation

True merriment is egoless.

It arises not from having—but from being.

It is the state in which the Self dissolves into the All,
and the All hums back in harmony.

To reach it is to open the third eye of Ra-Atum,

to witness the bliss of knowing:

I am not apart from life — I am life.

The Harmony

Merriment is the dance of balance.

Not naive, not escapist—

It embraces sorrow without being devoured by it.

[t accepts impermanence, yet rejoices in each breath.
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It adjusts to life like a reed in the wind:

flexible, free, rooted in truth.

The Practice

Meditation, Maitri (loving-kindness), Mudita (sympathetic joy)—
These are not mere techniques.

They are keys to remembering:

Happiness is not given; it is uncovered.

The joy of others becomes your joy.
Their freedom, your song.

This is Mudita: joy without possession,
celebration without ego.

The festival of life is shared.

The Origin

From the Phoenician current flows this forgotten truth:
Happiness is not external.

[t cannot be purchased, acquired, or hoarded.

It is already within.

Buried beneath layers of suffering,

hidden under names, doctrines, and distractions.

The ancient breathkeepers whispered it through laughter:
The Absolute is Joy.

The Card Image (Concept)
A glowing figure of androgynous grace stands on a spiral of starlight,

arms open, eyes closed, smiling as cosmic winds swirl around.
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Above them: a luminous eye — the Eye of Ra-Atum,

blinking into infinity.

Around the figure: gentle orbs of light representing compassion, equanimity, and sympathetic
joy.

At their feet, a lotus blooms with the word: Maitri.
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ARC 027 - SADNESS
The Depths Are Also Sacred

THE CARD OF GRIEF AND CATHARSIS

Sadness is not a flaw.
It is not a detour.

It is part of the map.

This card calls you inward — into the shadowed valleys where love once lived, and now echoes
as memory. Whether from personal loss or the ache of the world’s suffering, Sadness invites you

to feel what is real... and let it move.

The Descent

Sadness is often feared because it asks for silence.

It asks you to sit, to witness.

To not fix... but feel.

When this card appears, it marks a time to grieve —
not just for what has passed,

but for what has been held in too long.

Tears are not weakness.
They are evidence of depth.
The presence of love.

The beginning of release.

The Catharsis

Like the Greek tragedies knew —

there is a sacredness to the breaking point.
Catharsis is the flood that washes the heart clean.

Whether through tears, poetry, painting, or movement,
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Sadness longs to be expressed, not buried.

It is the soul’s way of unclogging its voice.

The Invitation

This card does not ask you to drown.
It asks you to swim —

through the dark river, not around it.
To speak. To share. To seek support.

To understand that healing begins with acknowledging pain.

Letting go is not forgetting.
It is making space.

So new light can enter.
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ARC 028 - FIDELITY
Loyalty Beyond the Visual

THE CARD OF LOYALTY, FRIENDSHIP, AND ETERNAL BOND

Fidelity is not a leash.
It is a light —
an unseen thread that binds spirit to spirit

across time, across silence, across lifetimes.

The ancients understood this.
They did not speak of loyalty in animal terms alone.
They encoded it in eyes, in stars, in light —

symbols of consciousness, presence, and eternal watchfulness.

The Eyes That See Time

The Eye of Ra was not just a solar sigil.

It was awareness itself —

a protector, a radiant intelligence,

and in Sanskrit, the symbol of the smallest particle —

the indivisible essence of being.

The Eye of Horus, or Wadjet,

did not watch in space —

it watched in time.

It was the eye that remembered,

the one that heals not only the body
but the broken threads of love

across dimensions.

Together, these eyes whisper:

Loyalty is not possession.
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It is presence —

enduring, unmeasured, unspoken.

The Invisible Bond
Fidelity is not held by law, but by love.

Not through surveillance, but through trust.

It is peace in the heart,
friendship without demand,

goodwill without performance.

It is the strength to remain gentle.
To keep returning —

even when no one sees.

Even when time shifts the faces,

the bond remembers.
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ARC 029 — FAESENESS
The Depths Hold Mirrors

THE CARD OF DECEPTION, ILLUSION, AND
SHADOW TRUTH



ARC 029 — FALSENESS
Deceiving Is Killing, Killing Morality
DOLUS - DHURTA - UTH

THE CARD OF DECEPTION, ILLUSION, AND SHADOW TRUTH

Falseness is not always loud. It whispers. It mirrors. It smiles with eyes that do not feel. This
card is not about villains. It is about the subtle fractures of perception — where illusion

enters, and truth begins to dissolve.

The Mythic Root

In the realm of shadowed gods, Dolos was not a brute — he was a weaver. A sculptor of lies,

a dancer beside Prometheus, carving fates with silver tongues. From Dhurta in Sanskrit — the
clever deceiver — to Uth, the breath that lies without sound, Falseness is ancient, entangled
with survival, language, and fear. Apate, his sister, is not cruel — she is seductive. She drapes

falseness in comfort, in beliefs, in desires, in Maya.

The Mirror and the Labyrinth

This card is a test. Not of trust — but of discernment. Falseness appears as wisdom. It cloaks
itself in ideology, in material pleasure, in certainty. But truth is not always comfortable.

And comfort is not always truthful. Falseness teaches through contrast — by pulling you into

an illusion, it pushes you to seek what is real.

The Inner Trickster

It is easy to hunt the liars outside. But the deepest deceiver is within: the part of us that clings
to image, refuses to question, and calls fear logic. To walk with Falseness is not to be
condemned. It is to see. To recognise when perception is clouded. To pierce illusion and

emerge free.
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ARC 030 — LOSS
Deceiving Is Killing, Killing Morality

KSHAYA - LABHA-APAYA - KARMA

Loss does not always arrive with silence. Sometimes it crashes like waves— other times, it whispers

through a screen, a number, a deal.
This card is not about losing money. It is about forgetting the self while chasing gain.

It is about the space where ego becomes addiction, and risk becomes ritual.

The Edge of the Game

In games of chance—whether with dice, screens, lovers, or power— there is always a cost. The ego inflates

in victory... but it does not vanish in defeat. It returns hungrier,
demanding redemption, urging one more round. But beneath the thrill, loss is waiting.

Not to punish— but to teach.

The Cycle

Loss is not random. It is a mirror. It shows us what we cling to, what we chase blindly,

What we refuse to accept. It reveals the illusion of fairness in a world where not all play by the rules. It

warns against the fantasy of control and the arrogance of luck.

The Hidden Cost

The most dangerous losses are not of wealth— but of dignity, clarity, and peace. To gamble one's integrity

for momentary advantage is to write spiritual poverty into the soul.

Karma remembers. And the quill is in your hand.
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The Reckoning

Loss is not the end. It is a crossroads. To stand here is to feel pain—yes— but also to reclaim agency. To

see the architecture of consequence and walk away before the game consumes you.

Let this card be the breath before another bet is placed. Let it be the echo of cause before effect demands

its toll.

You are not what you lost. You are what you choose afterwards.
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ARC 031 - DEATH
The Gateway of Endings

TAN - THANATOS - HATU

The Card of Sacred Dissolution, Mythic Transition, and the Vigil Against Illusion

It's not about expiration.
It’s about transmutation —
the death of illusion, of identity, of fixed form —

and the opening that follows.

We do not fear this card

because we fear dying.

We fear it because it demands surrender —
to the unknown,

to change,

to the undoing of the ego's story.

The Symbol of Sacred Ending

In the Roma tradition, Death is not a skull or a scythe.

It is a threshold — a necessary burn.

Not just of life, but of identity, belief, attachment.

The ancients knew this:

Hathort, the celestial mother,

guided the soul through its rebirth.
Thanatos, twin of Sleep,

delivered a gentle end — not annihilation,

but stillness.

To the wise, Death was not feared.

It was respected.
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The False Underworld

But beware: not all deaths are true.

When Hermes, the deceiver,

hands you to Thanatos,

it is not always liberation.

Sometimes, it is illusion disguised as peace.
A sleep of forgetting,

induced by false truths,

where the mind no longer questions

and the soul no longer dreams.

This is the death of discernment.
The trap of unchallenged belief.

The abyss of a borrowed worldview.

The Call to Burn Cleanly

This card does not warn of dying.

It warns of refusing to transform.

To walk with Death is to become light enough
to pass through the veil.

To discard what no longer serves

— an identity, a lie, a life —

and rise not as a Phoenix,

but as something clearer than before.

You are not the ashes.
You are the spark

that who chose to rise from them.
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ARC 032 - MALADY

When the Mind Cannot Digest the Soul
DOSA - TRAP - HERMES

The Card of Exhaustion, Guilt, and Invisible Illness

Malady is not always physical. It can hide in the folds of thought, in guilt left unspoken, in regrets that curl

up like smoke behind the eyes.
It begins with a single memory — a sharp moment, a loss, a mistake — but then it circles.

Again and again. What once was past becomes ever-present. The mind replays it, rephrases it, re-lives it,

trapped in a cycle of meaning and misinterpretation.
This card is the slow ache — not of the body, but of the soul too tired to keep pretending.

He sits there, still. Not because he has found peace, but because motion has failed him. He cannot move

forward, because the loop has no exit.

Malady is a closed circuit of thought where no fresh air can enter — only smoke, guilt, and resignation.

The Trickster’s Trap — Hermes and the Circuit of Suffering

In the older layers of myth, Hermes is not just a guide. He is a threshold — between health and sickness,

freedom and trap, lucidity and madness.
As a messenger, he carries truth. As a trickster, he also carries falsehood.

And sometimes...

he delivers both at once.

He is the architect of Dosa — not in its origin, but in its propagation. He whispers, “You are free.”

Yet he loops your thoughts until you begin to be/ieve your cage is your nature.

Like the Gorgon mirror, Malady reflects not the wound — but the obsession with it. Hermes brings

messages,
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but sometimes we read them in reverse. We think: “If I suffer long enough, it will mean something.”
g gh, g

“If I keep circling this pain, I will find the door out.”

But Malady’s truth is brutal: The door never opens from inside the loop. It opens only when you stop

trying to read the messages...

DOSA - CIRCULAR TRAP - SOCIAL FRACTURE
THE CARD OF MENTAL EXHAUSTION AND SOCIETAL ENTANGLEMENT

The Personal Layer

Pain begins quietly. A thought returns. A memory loops. And slowly, it builds a prison from within.

This is not the grief of DEATH, which transforms. This is the stasis of unresolved sorrow — Guilt,
loneliness, fatigue, shame. The body may function, but the mind is drowning in echoes. And so the world

becomes a room with no doors. This is the Circle of Malady.

Hermes, the trickster-healer, stands at the threshold: sometimes guiding the soul through healing...
sometimes luring it deeper into illusion. To break free, one must confront the truth — no matter how

painful — and choose the path of integration.

The Social Layer

But what if the room isn’t yours alone? What if the walls were built by systems? This layer of MALADY
reveals the societal sickness: Poverty passed on like a curse. Addiction fed by despair. Media-fed terror.

Digital overstimulation. Powerlessness disguised as “choice.”

These are the social traps — where entire communities fall ill, not from individual weakness, but from

engineered erosion.

Cyber-addiction. Teen suicide. Fear-based governance. Criminalised poverty. Education that fails to
awaken. These are not accidents. They are symptoms of a culture out of alignment. This layer is not about

blame — but recognition. The card asks:
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What if your suffering is not just yours? What if you carry the weight of a broken world and call it your

own fault?

To heal the social malady, we must step beyond individual therapy.
We must reimagine systems

that nourish instead of consume,

connect instead of isolate,

and listen instead of shout.

and step out of the orbit.
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ARC 033 - THE HEALER

Path of Renewal and the Return to Wholeness

SOTERIA - SATTRA - WATER

The Healer is not a rescuer. It is a remembrance. A sacred return to what has always been within:
the guide, the knowing, the source of light. This card appears after suffering, not to erase it, but to

transmute it — to draw from it the nectar of wisdom. Where Malady clouds, the Healer clears.

Rooted in the ancient echo of Soteria and the Sanskrit Sattra, this is not blind hope — but focused

awareness that transforms.

You are invited to walk the path of conscious healing. Not avoidance. Not denial. But an alchemy

of body, mind, and cosmos.

The Death card ended the cycle. The Healer begins the integration. The Healer teaches that
knowledge is not enough — one must become aware of how it is applied in every breath, every

action, every moment. This is the deeper healing: when thought and being align.

If you feel trapped by despair or sorrow, this card does not promise escape — it offers the way

through. Water is the key. Not to extinguish the fire, but to balance it.

Healing is not perfection. It is rhythm. It is compassion.
It is returning to yourself

with gentleness — and staying.
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ARC 034 - MONEY

The Measure of Value is Not What You Own, But What You Are
PHALATA - DANA - SATORI

THE CARD OF BALANCE, SELF-WORTH, AND INNER RICHES

There is a kind of poverty that hides behind riches—and a kind of wealth that never needed gold.

This card speaks not just of coins and possessions, but of va/ue itself. It begins with the humble wisdom of
Some Money: the importance of gratitude, moderation, and conscious stewardship. In a world drowning in
consumerism, this card calls you to remember that security comes not from hoarding, but from

harmony—between giving and saving, between enjoying the moment and preparing for tomorrow.
Yet the path doesn’t end there.

Money is also a teacher. It shows you where your heart is—what you cling to, what you fear losing, and
what you believe you need in order to feel safe or worthy. This card warns of both extremes: the miser
who becomes a prisoner of every penny, and the waster who chases hollow pleasures, mistaking indulgence

for joy.

At its highest, Money is not money at all. It is Phalata—the fruit of wise action. It is Dana—the gift of
generosity, not only with wealth but with knowledge, with time, with love. And it is Satori—an awakening,

a moment when you see clearly that the greatest treasure lies within.

The Fish and the Mirror

The fish, once a symbol of spiritual nourishment, became distorted by greed. In ancient Greece and eatly
Christianity, it represented self-discovery and divine knowledge. But over time, it was twisted into a
justification for indulgence, manipulation, even institutional crimes. The mirror now asks: What do you see

when you look at your wealth? Does it reflect your soul—or obscure it?

The hedonic treadmill—the endless chase for more—is a trap. This card breaks that cycle. It reminds you
that the pursuit of material gain without wisdom leads only to emptiness. Real value is not in what you

accumulate, but in what you awaken.
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Wealth as Enlightenment

To those who seek deeper truths, this card is a doorway—an arched gate, a satori. In the Phoenician-
Sanskrit lineage, satori means “furnished with arches,” a metaphor for the mind prepared to receive insight.

True wealth is the capacity to understand, to grow, and to share from a place of fullness.

You are not what you earn.

You are what you understand.
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ARC 035 - ENEMY

Betrayal, Jealousy, Inner Sabotage
A SYMBOL OF JEALOUSY, BETRAYAL, AND INNER DIVISION

A hooded man cloaked in dusty earth tones watches from the shadows. His face is half-covered, but his
eyes burn with quiet calculation. In his hand, a hidden knife — not yet raised, but ready. Behind him, a

group of men talk, unaware of his presence. One of them could be the target — or the enemy himself.

The Enemy is rarely where you expect.

He does not always wear armour.

He does not always strike from across the battlefield.
Sometimes, he listens beside you.

Sometimes... he is you.

This card is not about war — it is about erosion. The slow, creeping force that seeps into trust, love, and

truth until the foundation collapses.

The Enemy card is a mirror for our darkest impulses: envy, resentment, comparison, suspicion. It asks the
uncomfortable question:

Who is watching me fail — and why do they want me to?

The Sanskrit root Spardha reveals its depth: rivalry, envy, a destructive urge to surpass another. Not

through growth — but through sabotage.

This card is about betrayal in the softest form — the friend who smiles but plots, the advisor who

withholds truth, the voice in your own head that whispers, “You'll never be enongh.”

But the Enemy can be defeated — not with swords, but with awareness.
Discern motives.

Watch for false praise.

Cut away comparison like a weed.

And most of all — do not become what you fear.

Because the greatest enemy is not always outside.
It is the part of us that betrays our own peace...

for the thrill of the knife.
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THE THIEF

The fire of knowledge, like the fire of Agni, must be
tended with care, respect, and a deep understanding
of its power that both creates and destroys.




ARC 036 — THIEF

Symbol: Harana

Meaning: Theft, Division, Destroyer.

There is a kind of theft that isn’t loud. It doesn’t break windows or force locks.
It smiles.
It wears a mask of friendship, of light, of brilliance.

It takes not only from your hands — but from your heart, your future, your fire.

This is not the theft of gold.
This is the theft of trust. Of knowledge. Of divine order.

The Thief, in this final arc, represents the ultimate betrayal of the sacred — when knowledge is stolen
not to uplift, but to control. When fire, once meant to illuminate, is caged and weaponised. It is
Prometheus, not as the hero of man, but as the dealer of false light — a traitor who gave sacred codes to

the few, so they might rule the many.

The Thief is not always outside.

He is often within — the ego seeking power, the desire that overreaches, the pride that corrupts.

He divides what was once whole. He disconnects breath from being.
He erases memory and names it progress.

He teaches through domination, not love.
But the Thief has a weakness.

He cannot create.
He only takes.

And what he takes, he cannot understand.

To see the Thief is to see the last veil — the final guardian of truth.
To name him is to reclaim what was hidden.

To forgive him is to rise above him.

So be warned: the Thief may look like knowledge, love, light — but if it breeds hierarchy, oppression,

control, fear, or superiority — it is not divine.
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It is a theft of the highest order.

And only the clear-sighted — those who walk with breath, not ego — will spot him in time.
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FINAL WORDS: A CLOSING TRANSMISSION

This deck is a mirror —

reflecting not just who we are, but what we have forgotten.
The codes within these cards are more than symbols;

they are keys to open the doors we have locked away.

Through loss, through malady, through the traps of envy and greed,
we rise.

We decode what was buried.

We find the spark of truth again,

not in the world’s material wealth,

but in the wealth of our minds and spirits.

These symbols are ours, and yours,
because they belong to humanity’s greatest story —

the one we are all still writing.

I leave this work in your hands —
for you are the true decoder.

May you always find the path,

and in your journey, the light.

— Zero
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