No Future for the Fortune Teller

The unebbing blackness sets

Upon the inner eye

Blinding her to all she knows

Robbing her of truth.

Perplexed, she calms her mind

Reaching out with mental tendrils

Into the motions ever changing

And finds nothing in the mist.

A though so unheard of 

She knows it can’t be true

To lose the power of vision

Is to lose control of fate. 

Groping into the unknown

And finding nothing

Discovering there is

No future for the fortune teller.

