
FUTURES TAROT, PALMREADING

The palm reader’s skin as skin sounds. 
Tight and translucent, dotted with moles.
She looks as though you could peel her like a grape. 
Her hair is dark, loosely knotted at the nape. 
She’s Jewish, maybe. Has small wrists. 

She says: I could read the cards for you today
but I’ll do you one better. 

She asks me to think of questions I may have.
She gives me a pen to hold while I think,
so I take it and let my mind turn over. 

She folds her hands over my own and closes her eyes.
In this position I watch her freely.
I can see the veins in her eyelids. 

Our planet has a single moon, she says. 
Opens her eyes and looks into mine. 
She has seen me watching her. 

You are not this planet Earth.
You will have many tides.
You will see eleven moons in a single sky.

She tells me to draw a single letter 
onto a piece of paper.
I put down a slow O. 
She covers the marking with one palm 
and with the other holds my hand on the table.

O is for Oblivion, she says. 
You often choose to be blind.
I see daylight struggling through curtains. 
Be careful. Try to remember 
that the opposite of remembering 
is not forgetting but creating anew. 
Keep going. Draw another letter. 

I draw a P. She pauses before answering.
P is for Purity. You are pure of heart. Embrace this. 



Goodness will always come back to you. 

I draw a stubby V. She stares into the page
and says, V is for Vagrancy. You are a nomad, a skilled
wanderer. Draw another one. 

I draw a C. I see the PVC
and think about skin squeaking against leather.
I’m getting distracted. She squeezes my hand.
C is for Constancy, she says.
Make yourself in the image you have of God. 
You are the only constant variable 
in this experiment we call life. Be constant. 

I draw an S and she waits a long time 
before saying anything. 
I hear her tongue slither behind her teeth. 
S is for Salvation, she finally says. You will need it 
or you will give it.
Your choice. Go on, keep writing.  

I scribble a G. 
She rubs the spot where I’ve written, considers me. 
G is for Gravity, she says. 
Is it okay with you if I tell you 
something you may not want to hear? I nod.
I feel the pulse in my stomach. 
You’re going to fall hard, she says.
Or you’re going to fall in. I see you 
on the edge of something.
Stay away from edges. 
Draw the next letter.

I put down a D. 
She sighs and smiles, D is for Diamond. 
Diamonds are beautiful and valuable, some of them
are very rare. They are also hard and can
cut through almost anything. 
If you want to be dangerous
and beautiful you must possess a light 
heart and hard skin. 

I almost say I already have hard skin 



but I don’t and draw another C. She leans back
and searches my face, trying
not to make a mistake. This is her job
after all. The C you’ve drawn
stands for Child, she says. Are there any children
in your life at the moment? I shake my head
and wait to see if she will be wrong. 
The child in your life is you. 
You want pleasure and love. You are sullen
and mischievous when you feel you do not get
these things. Love is not something you receive, but
something you inhabit. Love is a house, not a toy.
Write another letter. 

I inscribe an H onto it. H is for Hunter, she says. 
You are a hunter. Use all the parts. One more letter now. 

I fit another S onto the page. She stares at me 
to make sure I’m listening. 
You already know this word, but
you do not yet know its meaning. 
The last letter stands for Solitude. Go–– 


