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The following is an autobiographical true account of many odd and unusual events in my life and the planetary activities that accompanied those events. 

Some names have been changed to protect the innocent and guilty alike.
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INTRODUCTION
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I am very happy, and very blessed, to be alive today. There were times in my life when my death seemed predestined, but at a final critical moment, the script got rewritten.

I’ve led an unusual life for an introverted nerd. Unusual, and sometimes, catastrophic.  Strange things have happened that in strange ways always made sense in the end. I didn’t have a handle on this process until I came to learn the marvelous art and science of astrology. 

I hope that my experiences will inspire others to learn more about astrology. But this not a book about astrology. It’s really about my own personal struggles to find my place in the cosmos, and how divine intervention made its presence known at times. 

Brief explanations of planetary activities have been added to explain critical situations, but you don’t have to be an astrologer to appreciate this memoir. If you are or have ever been an outsider, gay, a baby boomer, a socially anxious nerd, seriously ill, involved in a fatality, lost without a compass, or a Sun/Moon/Rising in Pisces, hopefully this book will have something of value for you.

B.D. Salerno

April 7, 2025
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CHAPTER ONE

“I WANNA GO HOME”
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I entered this world on a crisp autumn day in October 1950 in the small blue-collar town of Rahway, NJ. Anxious fathers were not allowed in the delivery room in those days, so Loreto Salerno parked himself at a football field just up the street from the hospital and nervously watched the Saturday afternoon game. The Rahway High School football team, a perennial loser, was playing a tough local rival. 

Just as I was making my worldly debut, the Rahway team pulled off an improbable upset against all odds - a truly Uranian moment. Loreto had no idea that his new baby daughter Barbara, born with Aquarius rising and her Pisces Moon in trine to Uranus in Cancer, would time and again also defeat the odds in seemingly improbable ways.

My first potentially traumatic incident occurred at the age of three, and it involved my father. He was working on the roof of our two-story duplex house with my Uncle John while I played alone in the backyard. I had admired how well Dad scaled the ladder going all the way up to the second story. Brash little tomboy that I was, I thought, “I can do that too!” 

So up I went, one leg crossing a one rung at a time, until I had gleefully made it to the top of the ladder – well, almost. It was winter, and I was dressed in a heavy snowsuit. When I reached the top of the ladder my thickly padded leg couldn’t reach up over the ladder frame and I got stuck right there at the top. The ladder began to sway.

At that moment my father, who had been preoccupied with his carpentry, spun around and saw me at the edge of the roof, struggling to swing my little leg up over the frame. Oh, the look of sheer terror and shock that registered on his face! It was priceless. I laugh about it now, but things could have gone disastrously bad for me. 

He raced over, yanked me off the ladder and thrust me into a second story bedroom window. My Aunt Mary, who was in the bedroom, roughly pulled me through the window and spanked me on the spot. I was furious that my exciting ladder-climbing adventure had ended with such an indignity.

I was much too young to realize how lucky I was. I had escaped severe injury, disability, perhaps death, but good fortune prevailed, probably because of my lucky Jupiter rising. It was not the last time that I was spared a horrible fate, or the last time such a divine intervention would occur.

My precious Pisces Moon is intercepted in my first house. While it was often difficult for me to access my emotions I fell right in step with other Piscean interests at a very early age. Many of my relatives vacationed every summer at the Jersey shore, and I would accompany them, spending delightful months of swimming, fishing, and playing ball on the beach. 

I quickly learned to swim, ride the waves, and surfboard with the best of them. I would play in the ocean until my skin shriveled like a prune. Anxious relatives often had to pull me out before I disappeared beneath the waves – an idea that held magical appeal for my Neptunian nature. 

I also took to fishing – all kinds – trawling from my cousin’s motorboat, fishing from a pier or jetty, or fishing in a fresh water pond. I rarely caught anything, but the biggest catch I ever got was the one that ended my fishing career forever. And it ended on a good note.

We lived near a park on the Rahway River, where I would spend lazy Saturday mornings fishing along its banks. The calmness and joy of spending a morning alone in nature more than made up for the lack of a catch. But then one came along, finally! A huge gold carp suddenly jerked my pole out of my hand and I had to scramble to reel him in. A fish at last, and a rare beauty too!

Fish in bucket, I raced home to show my parents the one and only catch of the day. Some time later I set up a small table with newspapers and knives in preparation for cleaning my prize, which my mother was going to cook for my dinner. But as I laid it out on the table the fish wiggled, its gills heaving in and out in a final desperate struggle to breathe. The fish had been in a bucket for hours but was miraculously still alive. In that moment something deep within me shifted.

“Dad, look! The poor thing is still breathing. He wants to live! We have to let him go.” A Piscean Moon human sacrificing her dinner to rescue a fish, ruled by Pisces. I had no notions about astrology then, but it all felt so right.

My family, all animal lovers, respected my compassion. Dad quickly telephoned a friend whose private estate housed a nicely kept fish pond where the fish would not end up on someone’s hook ever again. The fish splashed happily into its new home, having already forgotten the trauma of that afternoon. But I never did. Many years later, that same trauma of struggling mightily to breathe would pay an unwelcome visit.

Besides fishing I embraced all other things Piscean – the paranormal, ESP [Extra-Sensory Perception], the magical and the mysterious. My Sagittarian Mars gave me a love of sports, and I always rooted for the underdog. 

With Mars square my Pisces Moon I was also drawn to music. My sister and I had piano lessons as a young child and I discovered that I could play melodies by ear. At the age of thirteen I picked up the guitar and taught myself to play folk music, following musicians like Joan Baez, Buffy Sainte-Marie and Bob Dylan with a passion.  

Politically I was the typical liberal idealist of the Sixties, championing the cause of every lovable loser under the Sun. I had been taught the gift of giving second chances, even when the first one was ill earned.  I was drawn to the illusory side of things, which often played itself out in some questionable choices of friends and other relationships. But it’s the Pisces Moon way to behold beauty in a pile of steaming trash, even when there is nothing wrong with the eyes of the beholder.

Most Pisceans do not march to the beat of a different drum; they sway to the rhythm of offbeat celestial harmonies. A recurring desire of mine was to simply disappear into a background and remain undetected. Often in public I retreated into my wallflower persona, pretending to be invisible.

This desire for invisibility repeated itself time and again, especially when under emotional stress. It was difficult to weather tense confrontations, which in my home were plentiful, loud, and frequent. I would more easily fold like a cheap tent than square off against a tough adversary like my mother. The Piscean need for escape from adversity gave birth to one of my better skills:  writing. 

To offset the stress of frequent emotional turmoil I often retreated to my bedroom with pencil and paper in hand, where I would sit and write for hours on end. About anything, about anyone, about being anywhere, anywhere but here.

I took to writing from the moment I learned to form letters and numbers, and I wrote whatever came to mind – poems, songs, stories, even plays. Writing plays was especially gratifying. In plays people were having dialogue, they were communicating with each other - something that did not take place in a very rational manner within the four walls of our small two-bedroom house. 

I was born of a Sagittarian father and a Virgo mother – yeah, I know, they form a square to each other, and that is exactly what happened at home, my mom squaring off and berating my dad. Although they loved each other their personalities just clashed. My father was far too easygoing for my critical and perfectionist mother, who was damn near impossible to please. Both of them held very high standards for my sister and I, and seeking their approval seemed a fruitless exercise. Nothing was ever quite good enough, and the sting of a Virgo perfectionist’s criticism can leave deep scars on a sensitive Pisces Moon child.

Yet I admired them both immensely. They had grown up through extreme deprivation during the Great Depression of the 1930s and had to go to work early in life to help support their families. My father, a rare high school graduate in his day, longed to attend college and law school, but then came his father’s bankruptcy, early death, and World War II, where he spent three years in the Air Force. 

His dreams denied, he ended up in sales, a pressure-packed position that drained his time and energy. Although he taught us to devote ourselves to doing something we love, he was never able to achieve that, and for most of my life neither was I.

My Virgo mom was a very kind, likable person, but for some odd reason she was very hard on her family. Growing up I feared her disapproval and criticism. But I admired her enormously, and still do. She was the classic Supermom of the Fifties – house spotless, clothing always cleaned and pressed, lunch boxes packed and ready to go, appointments all kept on time, budgets managed to the penny. There was nothing she wasn’t capable of doing, and doing well.  But she had a volatile personality:  Her Leo Mercury squared her Scorpio Mars, and she could cut you to the quick with an abusive remark, leaving deep psychic scars.

My mother had grown up during the 1920s on the wrong side of the tracks, in a poor family of ten children who shared a cramped three-room house with an outhouse in the back yard. She knew all about hardship and sacrifice, having been forced to quit school at the age of 12 to work at demanding menial jobs that paid very little. Her own early life was marred by an abusive mother, overwhelming responsibilities, and domestic violence.

In spite of these shortcomings my mother was an exceptional person. She was adaptable and strong-willed, as was my father, and when she set her mind to something she achieved it. 

At the age of 45 my father taught her to play golf, and four years later she became the club champion, winning eleven championships in the following years and numerous tournaments and prizes around the tri-state area. Helen Salerno’s name was often in the local paper. She played golf until the age of 87 and she could have kept on going even then. 

It was Mom’s emotional instability that contributed to my writing skills; her outbursts drove me into the seclusion of my bedroom, pencil and pad in hand, where words provided the escape hatch from my unhappy reality. Life is funny that way. 

And my birth chart also features a blessed mutual reception between seventh house Saturn in Virgo and eighth house Mercury in Libra:  Writing helped heal me and transform me.  Besides Mom, it was the Universe’s way of providing a creative outlet for some of the emotional challenges that came my way.

Another great love also came very early in life, as soon as I could walk. Whenever my parents brought me outside at night I would gaze in awe at the night sky. The stars were so sparkling and inviting and I wanted to visit them and play with them.  The old Disney song, “Would you like to swing on a star,” suited me perfectly. 

The night sky always blanketed me with a sense of peace and comfort that I never experienced at home, and it became my distant refuge. On one star-gazing evening out my bedroom window I felt a small cry bubbling up from within. I heard myself whimper, “I wanna go home.”

Home was not the turbulent family house on Whittier Street; home was light years away, and I was human years away from realizing its blessings. But that was where my father stepped in. He had noticed my fascination with the stars and it resonated deeply with him; he had been a flight navigator in the Army Air Force during World War II. His job was to navigate the night sky during secret flight missions over the Pacific. 

As flight navigator it was incumbent upon him to calculate the right coordinates using the night stars, lists of numbers, and pages of dizzying coordinates. He recounted to me many times how terrifying it was to be responsible for the lives of his flight crew. They had no computers for this; Dad had to do all the manual calculations with a stubby little pencil on lined graph paper. Any mistake could expose his B29 bomber and the flight crew to catastrophe, but he was bound and determined not to let that happen.

My father, a jovial Sun-Venus Sagittarian with a pleasant Libra Moon, made the most of his Capricorn Mars. His work ethic was impeccable  - persistent and determined beyond all stubbornness. Thanks to that he and his flight crew flew 21 successful secret missions over Japanese territories. He survived the war and I got the chance to carry on his legacy of guidance by the stars. 

When I was nine years old Dad bought me a telescope and we would retreat to the back yard for nightly sky viewings. No matter how raw the bitter New Jersey winters, I would bundle up and go outside at midnight, when viewing of the winter sky was best. It couldn’t be too cold for me; I was in my element and loved every minute of it. 

Dad taught me how to locate Polaris, the north star, several different ways:  By drawing a line from the central point of the ‘W’ in the constellation Cassiopeia, from the edge of the Big Dipper, from the belt of Orion. From Sirius I would find the northward sweeping ridge of the fixed stars Procyon, Pollux, Castor, Menkalinen, Capella.  There were so many mystical stars:  Betelguese in the shoulder of Orion, Rigel at his feet, Sirius the Dog Star, Alcyone in the nose of Taurus the Bull. Canis Major and Minor, a large and a small dog, remain forever close by Orion’s side as his hunting companions.

It fascinated me that the three finely aligned stars in the belt of Orion were actually thousands of light years apart from each other, and that their light had been transmitted from the stars many thousands of years before it even reached me. I was glimpsing eternity at a glance. I had no idea then that many of these fixed stars would surface decades later in my forensic astrology research, when I too, like my father before me, would calculate their celestial positions.

Astronomy was not my only fascination as a child. I remained intensely drawn to things outside the normal realm of perception, things to which Pisces is well attuned. I had an uncanny sense of psychic foreboding at times, like I did one night when I was thirteen years old. The Pisces Moon is highly intuitive, subject to receiving impressions in inexplicable ways. Sometimes we also receive foreboding signs and symbols of events just before they happen. 

It was an ordinary Thursday evening, only memorable because of the catastrophic events that followed. I was in bed reading a Cliff Notes style paperback about psychology, my favorite subject, when things got weird.

One chapter described projection – the displacement of one’s feelings onto others. It gave examples of how people often project negative feelings about their parents onto authority figures – a man hates his boss because his father was cruel, another steals from a bank because his family had no money, and so on. 
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