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GRATITUDE


Dedicated to my clients and community, teachers and guides.


Echoing from the highest mountain,


rippling through the deepest waves,


and gripping the horizon like the stubborn summer Sun:


Thank you.


Thank you.


Thank you.
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INVITATION


YOU ARE HERE


This Is Your Destiny is an invitation for everyone, everywhere, to take an active role in consciousness. To make empowered choices that reflect your deepest truths. To show up, be present, and relish the sublime fortuity of simply being alive.


You’re here, right now, and that’s exactly where you need to be.


Welcome.


xx Aliza










PREFACE


THE SIREN’S SONG: 
Astrology During a Pandemic


At the very beginning of the COVID-19 outbreak, there was a collective scrambling. As the virus spread, cities across the United States began entering unprecedented “lockdowns” and “quarantines”—concepts that, before 2020, seemed almost exclusively literary. Against the backdrop of a rapidly escalating pandemic haphazardly managed by broken leadership, guidance was reduced to a simple, two-word directive: STAY HOME.


Usually, New York City’s value isn’t measured in square footage—it’s measured in experience. But for the first few months of 2020, COVID-19 swarmed the city like locust: everything was covered with disease. The city, itself, was contaminated. So as essential workers slapped on makeshift protective equipment constructed from old fleece jackets and vacuum filters to assemble hospital beds in Central Park, we the people retreated to our apartments. For me, that meant—almost overnight—New York City shrunk to seven hundred square feet. And it was from that space, in my apartment, where I heard the heartbreaking wails.


Of course, New Yorkers are no strangers to noise. All day long, we move to the rhythm of an urban orchestra: teenagers yelling, cars honking, subwoofers pounding, construction sites clambering, and—in the warmer months—ice cream trucks blasting a seemingly demonic rendition of “Pop Goes the Weasel.” It’s cinematic, a sort of living soundtrack complete with bass and percussion and melody.


But a sick city doesn’t groove—it cries. So as the virus spread and movement paused, noises began disappearing. Gone were the screaming teenagers, the honking cars, the pounding subwoofers, the cacophonous construction sites. As a New Yorker, born and raised, I’ve heard the city play many different tracks—but the one echoing across the streets in March 2020 was different. By the end of the month, the only sound remaining was the siren’s solitary song.


In my apartment, my phone was vibrating hourly to remind me that COVID-19 cases were rising at exponential rates: New Yorkers were infected. They were dying. And, as if to verify the dystopian notifications, ambulances multiplied. Flooding in and out of hospitals, white boxy trucks rushed down the empty streets, sending long, piercing howls into the absence of motion, permeating the void with their looping lament. The sirens’ endless wails became a sort of modern-day moirologia1: the collective cry of a city in pain.


And, in a seemingly separate universe, there was the Internet. relegated indoors, we became dependent on social media as our lifeline. In the early days of the COVID-19 outbreak, when the virtual hive mind scrambled to adjust to this “new normal,” social media was flooded with banana bread recipes and exercise routines and inspirational quotes about productivity. One, in particular, was especially taunting: “When Shakespeare was quarantined, he wrote King Lear. What are you doing with your time?”


Of course, this type of messaging didn’t last long. The collective consciousness quickly agreed that “plague shaming” was not the right vibe. We were, after all, experiencing a shared trauma—who could possibly be expected to produce meaningful art in a global crisis? Social media quickly adopted a softer tone: rest. relax. restore.


But that wasn’t my reality. As I attempted to tune out the sonic suffering and mitigate an unforeseen family crisis (my grandmother—one of my closest relatives—was suddenly trapped in her nursing home, which was experiencing hundreds of COVID-19 cases), I had an astrology book to write. I was, of course, extraordinarily grateful. As the virus surged, unemployment followed: layoffs and furloughs and job uncertainty were painful layers of this unfathomable tragedy. And this, too, added to my own existential dread. Why me?


You see, This Is Your Destiny was born into a totally different world—in fact, my original outline for this book predates COVID-19. Once upon a time, I bounced around the city with a book proposal, shaking hands (sans hand sanitizer) with editors, and spewing ominous facts about “2020 Astrology” from an unmasked mouth.


(What made the astrology of 2020 so unique is that there were not just one but several exceptionally rare cosmic occurrences back-to-back across the Cancer-Capricorn axis—zodiac signs associated with security, tradition, and government. In fact, many of 2020’s planetary happenings hadn’t been experienced since the fall of 1517, just a few weeks after Martin Luther hammered his theses to the church door—an act that kicked off the Protestant Reformation.)


That was only ten months ago, but in the midst of a pandemic, it might as well be eight centuries ago. At the time of this writing, outerwear without a mask feels old-fashioned, like powdered wigs and decorative corsets—costumes from a period piece. Likewise, I feared that This Is Your Destiny was also an anachronism: Was this book already outdated, a relic from another time? Was it no longer relevant? Had my book become … obsolete?


I was panicking. My book deadline was approaching, I had nothing to write, and what the fuck, I couldn’t stop thinking about Shakespeare and King Lear—I was haunted by that stupid Internet meme. As I stared at a blank document, my mind began to wander. I wanted to know more about Shakespeare’s quarantine experience: What was the square footage of his London flat? Did he feel claustrophobic? Were there sirens? Did he think about the Greek wailers, too? But mostly, I wanted to know if he, also, questioned the relevancy of his work: Was the iconic William Shakespeare wallowing in existential dread? Was he worried about King Lear’s potential insignificance?


So this is what I found out: though it’s true that Shakespeare penned King Lear during the bubonic plague, Professor Mary Bly of Fordham University noted that it’s highly unlikely he wrote the famed tragedy in London proper. According to Professor Bly, during a plague outbreak (which were quite common in those days), anyone with class or privilege would flee to the country. Likewise, Shakespeare—who was not a starving artist—almost certainly wrote King Lear whilst gazing out upon a gorgeous, bucolic vista, complete with acreage and sunshine and virtually no proto-ambulances whatsoever.2 (Damnit, Willy—I thought we were in this together!)


It’s unclear, however, exactly when he wrote King Lear. At that time, plague outbreaks would occur every few years, and because Shakespeare didn’t formally date this particular work, scholars look to clues within the text—such as dialogue surrounding the solar and lunar eclipses—to gauge timing.


Wait, what? Come again?


Eclipses?


Yes, that’s correct. Sure, any history buff (or ambitious high school student) knows that Shakespeare’s work is filled with celestial references: romeo and Juliet are “star-cross’d lovers,” a character is told to “obey the moon” in Winter’s Tale, and even Mars’ oblong retrograde is discussed in Henry IV Part I. In fact, throughout all of Shakespeare’s thirty-seven plays, there are quite literally hundreds of astrological references.3 And, in King Lear (Act 1, Scene 2), a conversation between two primary characters directly references topical astrological happenings: “These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no good to us.” (I.2.100–101).


Maybe it was the lack of sleep, but when I stumbled upon this particular dialogue, it felt profoundly meaningful. I abide by the philosophy that there are no coincidences (a concept I’ll unpack in great detail later in this book), so I knew I had to uncover more.


These days, it’s easy to find out what’s going on in the cosmos. Within seconds, a quick Internet search can confirm the current lunar phase, whether Mercury is retrograde, or when the next eclipse is scheduled to serve up its signature chaos. Although we may not realize it, being actively aware of all planetary movement at any given moment is a very contemporary way of interacting with the stars. For the majority of human history, astrology wasn’t based on what we were reading on our smartphones, but rather, what we were actually seeing in the sky.


Although eclipses aren’t rare (they occur three to seven times each year), actually witnessing one—especially a total solar eclipse (when the Sun is completely blocked by the Moon)—is quite remarkable. Total solar eclipses are only visible for a short amount of time from very specific locations known as the “path of totality.” It’s a big deal to be on the path of totality. In fact, thousands of years of folklore link the path of totality with socio-political transformation (for instance, back on August 2, 1133, it was believed that the total solar eclipse over England coincided with the death of Henry I and subsequent political unrest). So, on March 7, 1598, as Londoners watched in awe as the Sun disappeared beneath the Moon’s silhouette, everyone—including William Shakespeare—wanted to know what was going to happen. After all, change was inevitable.


So King Lear wasn’t just penned during a plague, it was also written in the shadow of an eclipse. I mean, #same. Back in my seven-hundred-square-foot apartment, the parallels were striking. On August 21, 2017, the “Great American Eclipse” forged a path of totality that spanned the entire continental United States, crossing diagonally from South Carolina to Oregon. And it was a big fucking deal. In fact, I wrote about this major celestial event in my first weekly column in Allure magazine:




“The solar eclipse will completely obstruct the sun for two minutes and forty seconds, resulting in an incredible astronomical visual display. Astrologically, however, the impact of this solar eclipse will extend much longer than a few minutes of blackout—it has the potential to change our world forever.”4





Back to the present, and my computer’s desktop has officially devolved into a virtual bulletin board mapping a crime scene. Instead of writing my book—this book—I’m obsessively trying to track cosmic correspondence, collecting clues to determine whether the 2017 Great American Eclipse really did foreshadow the 2020 pandemic. And, if so, did the 1598 “Total Eclipse of the Sun”5 in England also herald the 1603 death of Queen Elizabeth I, the end of the Tudor dynasty, and that particularly fatal plague outbreak that prompted Shakespeare to flee London and write King Lear?


Maybe.


But I also discovered something else. Through this unexpected time travel, I reconnected with the very sensibility that first guided me to astrology so many moons ago: insatiable curiosity. Weaving centuries like constellations, astrology transcends apartments and sirens and pandemics. My connection to the cosmos is built on imagination and creativity and wonder. The stars are mirrors speckled across an incomprehensible landscape—what other domain could possibly reflect the bizarre profundity of consciousness? Or the depth of resilience? Or the interconnectivity of us all?


This Is Your Destiny isn’t a book about what astrology is—it’s about what astrology does. It’s about how you can use the cosmos as a resource to transform your reality. It’s an homage to the fact that astrology is more than a practice; it’s a portal. And, this book is your passport to another dimension.


So, dear reader, what does the world look like today? What year is it? Has everything changed? Are you listening to sweet melodies? Or heartbreaking sirens? Or are you wrapped in velvety silence, cozy on your couch with a crocheted blanket and aromatic herbal tea? All is calm.


No matter where this book finds you—whether you’re writing the next King Lear or just trying to get through the day—know that the cosmos are yours to define. Let the Sun and Moon and stars and solar systems and galaxies and space beyond your wildest dreams illuminate the path forward. Let this moment be every moment—infinite.


—May 2020, New York City
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ON ANONYMITY


Please note that names have been changed to maintain the privacy of my clients, friends, and relatives. Specific personal details (such as age, occupation, or geographic location) have been omitted, adjusted, and reimagined to both maintain anonymity and narrative flow. Stories are the amalgamation of many client sessions. In other words, they’re all of us.
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INTRODUCTION


COSMOS AND CHAOS


For someone who’s obsessed with tracking time, you’d think I’d be better at keeping it.


On one hand, I’m a fastidious record-keeper with a photographic memory who snaps facts like Polaroids. I demand accountability, so I always save my receipts. But I’m also a mutable, ethereal poet whose internal clock resembles a Dalí painting. Running behind schedule? No problem! Nothing is real, everything is a construct, and life is but a spiral. Chat later!


Sometimes these qualities feel like mortal enemies. They are, after all, deeply contradictory. But whenever my harsh punctual nature tries to control my free spirit, or my dreamy artistic soul instructs my inner-disciplinary to “loosen up,” I’m left frustrated, annoyed, and even more stratified. It hasn’t been easy, but in time, I’ve learned that these qualities—rigidity and fluidity—don’t negate each other. Within my person, they are both equally true, equally important, and equally beautiful. They exist simultaneously.


You can see these dueling dynamics play out in real time by scrolling through my digital photo library, which contains hundreds (thousands?) of nearly identical images of my phone’s locked screen as I attempt to screenshot a specific time and date—a futile attempt to track significant moments. Futile because these screenshots have no context: I don’t label or categorize them, so I have virtually no idea what event I was even trying to timestamp. Was it a powerful feeling? A spiritual breakthrough? Numerological synchronicity? My logical mind begs for an explanation, but my inner-mystic says it doesn’t matter. The sheer act of capturing time offers an incredible adrenaline rush. Screenshots are cheap shots of dopamine: I love the way the phone lights up bright white, simulating the blinding flash of an analog camera, complete with the fabricated sound of a shutter’s manual click.


Do you remember those? Film cameras?


These days, everything’s some type of simulation: an imprint of an imprint of an imprint. This is, of course, exactly why astrology performs so well on social media: astrology is an ancient meme—it isn’t the entire universe but it represents it. The microcosm and the macrocosm folded together.


The word “cosmos” is derived from the ancient Greek “kosmos,” meaning both “order” and “universe.” Its dual-definition is pretty literal: philosophers believed that all organic systems (humanity, animals, nature, as well as the planets, stars, and galaxies) flowed in perfect harmony. They envisioned life animated through patterns, mirrors, and feedback loops. Everything is symmetrical. Everything is cyclical. Each moment is every moment—within a single screenshot, an entire existence.


Astrologers track life through birth charts (Table 1). The birth chart (also called a “natal chart”) is a two-dimensional representation of the sky at someone’s (or something’s) exact moment of arrival—it’s calculated through time, date, and location. Filled with shapes and symbols and geometry, birth charts are intricate diagrams. In fact, the first time you examine your birth chart, it may feel like you’re looking at hieroglyphics—the iconography requires fluency in a completely different language. But, through practice, you’ll discover what makes a birth chart so extraordinary: it’s a gateway to the universe. Your universe.


Of all the extensions of my astrological practice, nothing feels quite as sacred as exploring clients’ birth charts. Tucked within the folds of esoteric symbolism is an individual’s entire life story, which is really a collection of many epic narratives, too many to count. One common misconception about astrology is that it’s dogmatic—that the stars and planets tell you who you are through stereotypical characteristics and banal attributes. But the cosmos aren’t literal, they’re metaphors. Sure, the planets are really occupying certain positions, but their meaning is interpretative.


Astrology, like a camera, is an instrument designed to shift your perspective. Using the cosmos’ wide-angle lens, astrology enables you to create powerful depictions—snapshots—of different dimensions of your life. It, quite literally, gives you the space to unpack your complexities and explore multidimensionality through cyclical (as opposed to linear) time. In my work as an astrologer, it’s the tool I use to help clients visualize their realities through an expanded vantage.


*


I find astrology to be a full-body experience. To access the full range of the cosmos during my one-on-one client sessions, I need to engage every cell of my being, simultaneously listening, processing, questioning, reflecting, and interpreting. Plus, my bullshit meter needs to be fully charged and perfectly calibrated to ensure that we’re speaking the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.


To clarify, I’m not bringing my bullshit meter to sessions because my clients are a bunch of liars. It’s actually the exact opposite: astrology is a practice in veracity, so my clients—like me—are also adamantly seeking truth. Through astrology, we practice critical thinking: we don’t just accept realities “as is,” we trace them to their root.




How did the cycle start?


Why does it exist?


What does it mean?





I’m so profoundly grateful that, over the years, I’ve had the privilege of working with thousands of clients. Although each journey is unique, each private session has made my practice deeper, richer, and more complex. The power behind this energetic interconnectivity crystallized as I realized that within each client’s story is everyone’s story. Like matryoshka dolls, we live nested in others’ narratives. People—like zodiac signs and planets—are also symbols and, as I synthesized thousands of conversations, even greater wisdoms began to unfold.


Accordingly, my practice began shifting. What would happen if we pushed the boundaries of astrological interpretation even further, using it to not just reflect truth but also direct energy? And what if we converted these truths into intentional energy, empowering us to expand our horizon beyond what we ever imagined possible? Could astrology become a vehicle for self-actualization?


Manifestation is one of those trendy terms that is thrown around frequently, but rarely defined, which I think is primarily because it’s not an easy concept to explain. When I discovered the link between astrology and self-actualization, I realized I needed to be very explicit about what manifestation is (and what it is not): In my practice, manifestation is the process of instituting change by opening a portal between the astral and physical realms (dimensions that will be defined in great detail shortly) (Art 1: Manifestation Flow). Manifestation requires equal parts energy (internal force), intentionality (desired outcome), and action (tangible output), which means manifestation cannot occur passively. You—your free will, your agency, your tenacity—catalyze manifestation. It’s also important to note that manifestation isn’t just a snap of the fingers: It’s magick, not magic (magick is the art of channeling and directing energy, whereas magic is performative illusions). Likewise, manifestation takes time to unfold, requiring both patience and—believe it or not—structure.


A rebel at heart, I spent many, many years breaking rules of all shapes and sizes. From dress codes to curfews to bedtimes to due dates, I believed that any type of boundary was inherently soul crushing. At first, my relationship with astrology seemed to be another act of defiance—it was, after all, non-conformist in nature—but, ironically, I came to discover that astrology is built on exactitudes, parameters, and protocols. From planetary speeds (how quickly a celestial body completes its orbit) to essential dignities (the association of planets and signs), astrology is technical, and—for a practice so often dismissed as dubious—shockingly precise.


Yet somehow, despite my innate disdain for rules, I found myself accepting—yes, even enjoying—the boundaries embedded in the cosmos; structures are containers for creative interpretation. What’s more, the organic flow of the celestial bodies provides dynamic context for our natural human cycles. For instance, the Moon (symbolizing internal experiences) rotates every twenty-eight days, helping us visualize the wax and wane of our emotions over the course of a month. The Sun, connected to external character, moves through a 365-day cycle, enabling us to track the development of our identity on an annual basis. Mercury (representing communication) rotates every 88 days, Venus (associated with values) 225 days, Mars (embodying action) 687 days. As we travel deeper into our solar system, the planets shift from “personal” (that is, directly impacting individual life experiences) to “generational,” correlating with larger social transformation tracked in epochs that transcend a human lifetime. On the other side of the asteroid belt, planets make even larger orbits: twelve years for Jupiter, twenty-nine years for Saturn, eighty-four years for Uranus, 165 years for Neptune, 248 years for Pluto (Table 2).


All planetary rotations have distinctive milestones. Aspects—that is, the relationships between planets in the sky—serve as checkpoints: every journey begins with a conjunction, reaches the quarter at a square, and halfway at an opposition. Aspects anchor us in time, place, and space, offering invaluable context as we move through our own personal stories.


Some cycles are embodied biologically (the Moon’s orbit corresponds with menses), culturally (in astrospeak, birthdays are referred to as “Solar Returns,” marking the completion of the Sun’s cycle), or allegorically (we experience the “Saturn Return” in our late twenties, which is a notoriously challenging and transformative time). It’s important to remember that the planets are always in motion, which means we’re always moving through cycles. Likewise, even if we can’t define the orbit by name, astrology reminds us that life is never static—flow is constant on a celestial and cellular level.


By cultivating a rich relationship with the astrological cycles, I discovered that manifestation—that is, deliberately catalyzing change through intention—is amplified when linked to cosmic patterns. Through astrology, we expand our perspective, enabling us to visualize possibilities, potential, and promise outside our present-day vantage. And, in understanding that we are constantly moving through cycles, and our realities are constantly in bloom (seeding, sprouting, flowering, fruiting, dispersing, germinating), it’s clear that transformation isn’t just possible, it’s inevitable. Accordingly, by aligning our manifestations with this organic unfolding, we can thoughtfully direct our growth toward our dreams, synthetizing journey and desire.


This Is Your Destiny is a collection of stories, weaved together to form a single constellation. Within these pages, you’ll find different tools: my personal experiences as both an astrologer and human being, clients’ extraordinary tales, mystical and esoteric wisdom, as well as custom manifestation techniques to help you connect with your truth. So whether you’re a seasoned mystic who’s looking to expand their practice or a fledging stargazer just preparing to take flight, this book is intended to meet you exactly where you are. It will reflect exactly what you need, so you just stay right there. This Is Your Destiny will come to you.


*


This Is Your Destiny is divided into nine chapters, seven of which address a major area of life: identity, money, community, intimacy, career, challenges, and spirituality. Together, we’ll explore each theme from a multidimensional perspective. We’ll discuss not just what that concept represents, but also why it plays such a vital role in self-actualization. I’ll share stories and offer powerful manifestation exercises. By the time you complete each chapter, you’ll not only have a deeper understanding of how that topic informs your consciousness, but also how to identify your true desires relative to that area of life, and, accordingly, bring them to fruition.


But this isn’t a quick fix. This book isn’t a Band-Aid or a glue gun or a stapler. It’s a comprehensive deep dive into virtually every aspect of your consciousness. This Is Your Destiny isn’t going to solve your problems—only you can do that—but it will help you cultivate an ongoing practice, enabling you to visualize your life through this expanded vantage. Everything is connected: improving your romantic relationships is about renegotiating your self-worth, achieving professional success is about cultivating an abundance-based mentality, coping with life’s most difficult circumstances is about building a rich, spiritual inner world. And it’s all available here, organized into chapters, splayed out as words on a page, and embedded within a single book. Magick.


WRITTEN IN THE STARS


I was born on August 18, 1989, at 5:28 PM in New York City. A few days later, my mother received a special package in the mail. Tucked neatly inside a large manila envelope was my birth chart—the astrological blueprint to my destiny.


My uncle Jeremy met my biological aunt in the early 1970s at Binghamton University. After some time living up and down the East Coast, the two gradually made their way to Orange County, California, where Jeremy opened a successful law practice.


But Jeremy wasn’t just a lawyer, he was also a Sagittarius. And true to the archetype of this erudite fire sign, Jeremy was an extremely gifted astrologer. So, when I was just a few days old, Jeremy—armed with a protractor, ephemeris, and a box of multicolored Bic pens—carefully illustrated my own mystical roadmap by rendering a hand-calculated birth chart. (These days, because astrology software is affordable and accessible, most astrologers use software to render birth charts—so the fact that Jeremy prepared my chart manually, the “old-fashioned way” makes it extra special.) Each corner is decorated with psychedelic, celestial motifs, reflecting the four elements of astrology: fire, earth, water, and air. As I look at the paper now, I can see where he pressed the pen deep into the page, as if to emphasize certain noteworthy attributes.


But Jeremy was very sick. I only have one memory of Jeremy—and I’m not even sure if it counts as a “memory”—it’s actually just a still image. I can visualize Jeremy in the living room of his house. He’s sitting upright in a hospital bed, which was propped on a parquet platform flanked by three large bay windows (serious 1980s architecture moment). California light is flooding through the floor-to-ceilings windows—I imagine it’s midmorning, maybe about 10 A.M.?—spilling across the stark white hospital sheets. Jeremy’s hair is black. Enveloped by the Sun’s rays, this mental snapshot evokes ease and tranquility, a sensory contradiction to the foreboding medical equipment.


Jeremy died on August 24, 1993, just a few days after my fourth birthday. Believe it or not, I actually have a memory of this, too—though this one plays like a movie. Set in my childhood apartment, the memory starts with me walking toward my mother, who was facing away from me, staring out the window. It’s dawn. The sky is electric pink. Then, I’m standing next to her. Although I don’t recall her telling me that Jeremy died, that information must have somehow been communicated, because I specifically remember pointing to a bright star hovering low in the sky and attempting to comfort her by saying, “That’s him.”


Does this memory feel suspiciously cinematic? That the four-year-old me—who would grow up to become a professional astrologer—attempted to soothe my grieving mother by linking soul and star? I thought so, too, which is why—prior to including that particular anecdote in this book—I tested the validity of the memory by calculating the sunrise charts for both August 24 and August 25, 1993. Believe it or not, the poignant recollection totally checks out: on those days, Venus was in a “morning star” phase, which means the planet was rising before the Sun and, at dawn, would have been visible (and extremely prominent) from the window of my apartment building.


But alas, at four years old, I couldn’t foresee how drastically my life was about to change. From what I’ve pieced together over the years, it seems that my mother’s grief created a sharp wedge in her relationship with my father and, by August 1996, my parents were suiting up for what would quickly devolve into an exhausting, bitter, and deeply traumatic divorce and subsequent custody battle that sent them both into emotional and economic destitution, and me, my parents’ only child, into my first black hole.


THE BLACK HOLES


So far, my life has fallen apart four times: at seven, when my parents divorced; at ten, when my mother was first diagnosed with cancer; between the ages of thirteen and fifteen, when I tried to escape; and between the ages of twenty-three and twenty-seven, when I learned to surrender.


On my last day of first grade, on the woolen gray rug at the corner of the room, my teacher invited students to share their summer plans. “My parents are getting divorced,” I proudly announced to the class. I noted my teacher’s face—twisted, uncomfortable—as I volunteered this information, indicating that perhaps this wasn’t the exciting adventure my parents’ promised.


My mom’s new apartment was a lot smaller than the one I grew up in, but it was right across the street from—what I didn’t realize—would be my brand-new school. And it was in the first few weeks of second grade that I really began to feel the chaos. Divorce didn’t just mean my parents didn’t want to live together anymore, it meant they hated each other. It meant war. My parents would pick me up from school, late, wearing their courtroom best. My mom had started smoking and my dad had met a new, significantly younger woman who would, within that school year, become pregnant with my half-sister, marry my father, and become my stepmother. I knew no one at my new school and—overwhelmed by this unfamiliar social environment—struggled to make friends, quickly becoming the target for bullies. One girl named Helene would squeeze my cheeks until they bled. I wonder what she’s doing now.


The divorce and custody battle finally came to a close in 1998, when both of my parents ran out of money. The judge ordered “joint custody,” which meant that Monday and Tuesday I was at my mother’s apartment, Wednesday and Thursday I was at my father’s, and each weekend (including Fridays) alternated. I was constantly in motion—but I was floundering. I couldn’t finish my homework because the book I needed to read was at my dad’s, but I was at my mom’s. I wanted to wear red for my school’s Valentine’s Day party, but my favorite magenta sweater was at my mom’s, and now I was at my dad’s. Nothing was where it needed to be. Everything was everywhere. Mayhem reigned supreme.


Things were hectic, but by the time I was in fifth grade, I had begun to find my footing. I had started experimenting with style and music, and having an unconventional family seemed to fit my increasingly nonconformist attitude. And then, one day, I went to my grandparents’ house after school because my mom had a doctor’s appointment. Everything was normal, until I realized that I had been playing the Sims a lot longer than usual. What time was it? Where was my mom? Something was wrong. I could hear my grandparents’ whispering—by this point, I knew adult whispering meant trouble. I pressed a cup against the wall to listen—a technique I’d learned from one of my favorite detectives, Harriet the Spy. Unfortunately, it seemed to work much better in the movie. I heard nothing but muffled noises.


The rest of that evening is a blur—time is stretched and distorted and my retrospective adult-mind pokes holes in the accuracy of certain details. But the big reveal was as sharp and painful and shattering now, over twenty years later, as it was that night. Fast-forward to some hours later, my mother, finally at my grandparents’ apartment, is sitting at the kitchen table and I’m splayed out sobbing on the linoleum kitchen floor. The atmosphere is tight, hot, claustrophobic—sweat on the back of your neck. The sound is industrial, like the caustic hum of an ancient generator. The tone is amber: bright and disorienting. My mom was diagnosed with breast cancer.


“But don’t start telling people—it’s not their business,” my mother said in a stern, unfamiliar voice, “especially your father. He doesn’t need to know.”


At that moment, my ten-year-old brain—which had, in the past few years, already begun to master compartmentalization—went into hyperdrive. Honoring my mother’s wishes, I kept her illness secret. I didn’t tell my father about the radiation. Or the chemotherapy. Or the double-mastectomy. Or the plastic bags on the side of her bra that filled with blood. And I didn’t tell my father about the recurrence in 2003. Or the recurrence in 2005. Or the pain medication, or the chemotherapy, or the tremendous anxiety that seeped through my subconscious like carbon dioxide. I didn’t say a word.


By the time I was in high school, my mom’s apartment building, including our unit, was infested with mice. She would set traps around the kitchenette, catching one occasionally, but was too sick to truly address the situation. The unspoken agreement was that each of us—my mother and myself—would stay in our respective bedrooms with the doors closed. Out of sight, out of mind.


Interestingly, my father’s house (he now lived in Gowanus, Brooklyn) was infested with rodents, too—but only in my bedroom. At night, with the lights off, they would scamper up inside walls and across the ceiling. I could hear their claws and their teeth and their squeaks.


But here, too, there was nothing that could be done. You see, my bedroom at my father’s house wasn’t actually a bedroom—it was a hallway off the kitchen that was built as an illegal extension by the previous owner. And, because it wasn’t “to code,” my dad casually explained that subway rats (subway rats!) would accidentally fall into the extension, get trapped in the drywall, and eventually die. Yes, death was the sole consolation—and he was right. Every few days, the scratching was followed by silence and, soon, my hallway-bedroom would fill with the smell of putrid decomposition, which my stepmother tried to conceal with patchouli incense.


I hate the smell of patchouli.


I, too, was slipping through the cracks. Between my mother’s illness and my father’s disconnect, I was decaying. By the time I started high school, I had already developed a full-fledged eating disorder, was sexually active, smoked a pack of cigarettes a day, and started experimenting with drugs. Hard ones.


What happened between the ages of fourteen and seventeen I’ll share in more detail later on, but by the time I was a senior in high school, let’s just say I was ready for a fresh start. College was the light at the end of the tunnel. Going away to undergrad, I thought, was an opportunity to erase the past and start anew—transcending chaos and isolation and subway rats.


I was thrilled when I was accepted into my first-choice school, Carleton College, a small liberal arts school in rural Minnesota. Everything about Carleton seemed so pure; there was even a historic building on campus called Dacie Moses House where students could go to bake chocolate chip cookies. I already felt so jaded and weathered, and I hoped, perhaps, Carleton would allow me to embrace the innocence absent from my adolescence.


So, when I packed up my bags to begin a new chapter in the wholesome Midwest I only brought what seemed appropriate. My idea was to leave all of my toxic tendencies in New York and, in Minnesota, reinvent myself completely. In college, I planned to become the best version of myself. There was no need to tell my smart, well-groomed collegiate friends about my dark, destructive past. No way! I didn’t want to overcomplicate my narrative—I wanted my story to be nice and neat and linear. I wanted it to make sense. I wanted to be normal.


Piece by piece, I began omitting parts of my identity that felt too divergent or contradictory or shameful—a little erasure here, a little white lie there. Thoughtful “editing” was totally fine! But over the years, all of those half-truths compounded. It became hard to keep track of what was fact, fiction, or full-on fabrication and, by the time I moved to Los Angeles in 2013, I had totally lost touch with any semblence of truth. The next thing I knew, I was getting sucked into another black hole—only this time, I began exploring the stars.


CONNECTING THE DOTS


Chaos created the universe and, since the dawn of civilization, people have navigated uncertainty by projecting order onto the stars and planets. When I moved to Los Angeles all my rickety infrastructure began to give way. Within a matter of weeks I lost my job, boyfriend, and—one afternoon—my Craigslist room-mate decided to disappear, taking all the furniture, leaving no rent money, and never contacting me again. So, I did what any perplexed human does: I looked up my horoscope.


Keep in mind that—at this point—I did not know that my late uncle Jeremy was an astrologer, or that somewhere, among old papers and photographs, my hand-calculated birth chart was beginning to unfold. But now, as I tried to make sense of the scotch-taped sculpture that was my life, my interest in astrology ramped up with incredible velocity. Everything was so fucking messy; astrology was the only thing that made sense.


Early in 2014, I flew back to New York to visit my mom. At her apartment, the one with the mice, I told her all about my newfound passion for the cosmos, how I started to research my birth chart, and that I wasn’t just a Leo. “That’s just my Sun sign,” I proudly explained, “there are, in fact, dozens of other planets and zodiac signs. Did you know that my Moon is in Pisces?”


“Oh, well, what about your Pluto?” my mother casually remarked, “Jeremy was fascinated by that placement in your chart.”


Huh? I didn’t know what she was talking about.


“Your uncle Jeremy—he was so into astrology! He did your birth chart when you were born. You know that, right?”


Um. No, this was brand-new information.


She disappeared into her bedroom and, just a few moments later, returned with an old, discolored manila envelope. Passing it to me, I peered inside and carefully removed the contents. And there it was, in pristine condition. The birth chart Jeremy had rendered—untouched since 1989.


Unsurprisingly, my birth chart is complicated and challenging and riddled with friction. Between my Capricorn Ascendant, Eighth House stellium (including Leo Sun conjunct South Node with a 0º orb) that opposes my Second House Pisces Moon, Twelfth House stellium, Chiron in Cancer conjunct my Descendant, Pluto in Scorpio conjunct my Midheaven, and dozens upon dozens of other “hard” aspects, my birth chart is a serious pressure cooker.


But, uncovering the stress of my chart actually felt like a relief. Finally, something confirmed what I had been experiencing my whole life. Things hadn’t been easy, and now, I had the birth chart to prove it. The birth chart reflected the real me, the whole me, the multidimensional me. There were no fractures or fragments or delusions—illustrated among the stars and planets of an ever-expanding universe, all my truths had more than enough room to stretch out, take up space, and exist simultaneously. Through astrology, I saw myself as the cosmos: complex, mysterious, and out-of-this-world.


And, through the language of astrology, I started to find my voice. It gave me the confidence to embrace myself fully and completely—to tell bigger stories. To call out the pain. Rather than truncate myself to fit a bite-sized, cookie cutter mold, I began to explore the nearly infinite expressions of my reality. Instead of embracing only certain aspects of myself and discarding the rest, I began exploring the totality of my person—the full 360º of my birth chart. What does it mean to be a passionate, playful, spotlight-loving Leo Sun and also a stern, hardworking, skeptical Capricorn Rising? How do I communicate the complex feelings of my empathetic, abstract Pisces Moon through my logical, systematic Virgo Mercury? Challenges became opportunities to explore my innate multidimensionality with compassionate curiosity. And, when I was no longer afraid of the hard stuff, it became a lot easier to face my fears, enabling me to become more honest, and—dare I say—whole.


But, let me clarify, this process took time. And effort … a lot of effort. There’s no denying that it’s much easier to feign ignorance than face the facts, especially when the truth is painful. I had spent my entire life operating under the assumption that I couldn’t possibly embrace the totality of my experience—it was scary to admit what I truly wanted, and it was terrifying to accept what was actually happening. But, through astrology, I discovered that reality is constantly in motion. Accepting that change is inevitable meant I could simultaneously accept my current circumstances (as uncomfortable as they may be) and simultaneously treat my hopes and dreams and wishes with the utmost reverence, creating a bridge between past, present, and future.


What I also discovered is that I was actually afraid of my truth. Despite my rebellious, nonconformist spirit, society’s harsh standards had still infiltrated my psyche. At what point did I stop believing in myself? Self-doubt and insecurities compound, and—with an already precarious infrastructure—I could be critically wounded by even the smallest paper cuts.


It became increasingly clear that the first step to improving my circumstances was believing my circumstances could be improved, and, in order to do that, I had to work on restoring my confidence. By practicing veracity—that is, fearless truth-telling—I took accountability for my reality, identifying what was (or wasn’t) working, how I actually felt in different situations, and what I genuinely aspired to achieve. Authenticity is empowering. Through learning about myself under the auspices of astrology, I began building self-esteem. With sustainable, self-generated validation, I discovered that I had the ability to have agency over my journey—the gateway to manifestation.


And, now, I’m ready to share these wisdoms with you. Because this is your destiny, and you deserve to enjoy the ride.
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