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  A Note Before We Begin
❧
This is not a book of prophecy. It will not tell you what Tuesday holds, nor whom you will marry, nor when your luck will turn. It makes no forecasts and reads no futures. What it offers instead is older and, I think, more useful: a portrait.

The twelve signs of the zodiac are, at heart, twelve ways of being human — twelve temperaments that the ancient mind sketched against the stars because the stars held still long enough to be drawn upon. Long before astronomy and astrology parted ways, our ancestors looked up at the same scattered lights we see and did the most human thing imaginable: they joined the dots into stories. A ram, a bull, two twins, a crab, a lion, a maiden, a pair of scales, a scorpion, an archer, a sea-goat, a water-bearer — and then, last of all, low in the late-winter sky where the zodiac dissolves back into the deep before the year is born again: two fishes, swimming in opposite directions, bound together by a single cord. The constellations are not pictures the sky drew of itself; they are pictures we drew upon the sky, and into each we poured a way of being a person.

To call yourself a Pisces, then, is not to be governed by a distant arrangement of stars. It is to recognise yourself in a very old description of a certain kind of person: the dreamer, the one who lives as much in imagination and feeling as in the hard daylit world; the empath who feels everything, who absorbs the moods of every room and the sorrows of every stranger; the compassionate, gentle, tender soul moved by all suffering; the artist and the mystic, attuned to beauty and to the unseen; the boundary-less one who merges and dissolves, who swims in the great ocean of feeling and dream and finds it hard, sometimes, to know where the ocean ends and the self begins. Whether the stars cause this or merely named it is a question this book leaves politely at the door. What matters is that the description is uncannily useful — that millions of people, across thousands of years, have read the word Pisces and felt the small, startled recognition of being seen.

A word, too, on how to read what follows. A sun sign is not a horoscope in full. The sky at the hour of your birth was a crowded and particular thing, and a complete astrological portrait would weigh the Moon and the rising sign and the wandering planets and the angles they struck against one another. This book concerns itself only with the Sun — the single most important light in any chart, the one around which the rest arranges itself. If you are a Pisces, the Sun stood in the sign of the Fishes when you drew your first breath, and that is no small thing: it means the centre of you is Pisces ground — or rather Pisces water, for this is the most fluid of signs — whatever else the sky may have planted there. Read this, therefore, as the description of a centre, not a circumference. It will not be the whole of you. But it will, I suspect, be the part of you that everything else has been arranged around.

Read it, then, as you would read a thoughtful letter from someone who has watched you closely and means you well. Take what rings true. Leave the rest. The aim is not to bind you to a fate but to hand you a mirror — and, near the end, a path.

We began this series with Aries, who goes first, and turned through Taurus, Gemini, Cancer, Leo, Virgo, Libra, Scorpio, Sagittarius, Capricorn, and Aquarius — through fire and earth and air and water, through the whole circle of the human temperaments. And we come now to the last of them, the twelfth, the one in which the whole wheel dissolves: the one who is the water — the dreamer, the mystic, the empath, the artist of the zodiac, the boundary-less soul who feels everything, imagines everything, and merges with the great ocean of feeling and dream; the two fishes swimming in the deep. Pisces is the end of the circle, the dissolution of all that came before, the ocean into which the river of the zodiac finally pours — and from which, in the eternal turning of the wheel, it is born again as Aries, and the Pause, and the beginning. With Pisces, the twelfth, and the last.

* * *
Chapter One
The Essence
❧
The dates. The Sun moves through Pisces from roughly the 19th of February to the 20th of March. The exact day shifts a little from year to year, because the calendar we keep and the heavens we watch run on slightly different clocks, and so the precise hour of the Sun's crossing drifts about within a day or two. Those born in that stretch of the late winter — the cold dissolving toward the first thaw, the very end of the zodiacal year on the threshold of spring's rebirth — carry the mark of the Fishes.

There is a profound fitting quality to this birth-season, and it is the deepest in the whole zodiac. Pisces is the last sign, falling at the dissolving end of winter, on the very threshold of spring — the season of endings, of the old year melting away, of the dissolution that comes before the new beginning. The snow turns to water; the hard frozen boundaries of winter dissolve; everything melts and runs and merges before the sharp new green of Aries breaks through. This is the deep key to Pisces, written into the turning year: it is the temperament of dissolution and merging — the one in whom boundaries dissolve, who melts into feeling and dream and the great ocean of the collective, who stands at the threshold where the self dissolves back into the all before being born again. To be born under the Fishes is to carry that dissolving, merging, boundary-less, oceanic quality in the very marrow — the gift and the peril of the soul with no firm shore.

If your birthday falls near either edge — around the 19th of February, or the 20th of March — you sit on what astrologers call the cusp, and you would do well to find the exact moment of the Sun's passage in your particular birth year before you decide which air or which fire sits beside your water. Many a person has spent a life believing themselves an Aquarius or an Aries, only to find, on closer inspection of the almanac, that the Sun had already crossed, or had not yet crossed, the line. The cusp is real, but it is a knife-edge, not a blurred band: at any given instant the Sun is in one sign or the other, never both. Find the hour, and know your ground — fitting counsel, perhaps, for the sign that most needs ground of all.

A word on why Pisces falls at winter's dissolving end rather than behind the actual stars of the Fishes, which precession has carried elsewhere over the millennia. Western astrology uses what is called the tropical zodiac — anchored not to the drifting stars but to the seasons, to the turning of the Earth toward and away from its Sun. In this scheme Pisces is not a patch of distant sky but a season: the dissolving end of winter, the melting of the old year on the threshold of spring, the time of dissolution before rebirth. This is why the Fishes sit where they do, and why their temperament is merging, dreaming, and dissolution: they are born at the end of the wheel, in the season when all the hard boundaries melt and run together before the new cycle begins.

Why "Pisces." The name is the Latin plural of piscis, a fish — the Fishes — and the figure is one of the most telling in the whole zodiac: two fishes, swimming in opposite directions, bound together by a cord. The symbolism is rich and exact, and it has two faces. The first is the swimming in the deep waters — the fishes move in the ocean of feeling, the unconscious, the dream, the collective; Pisces is the sign that lives in the deep waters of emotion and imagination, immersed in the vast oceanic realm beneath the daylit surface of things. And the second is the duality, the two pulls — the two fishes swim in opposite directions, bound but pulling apart, and this captures the Piscean sense of being pulled two ways at once: between the spiritual and the worldly, the dream and the real, the longing to dissolve and the need to hold together, the escape and the engagement. The two fishes, tied together yet straining opposite, are the divided, dual, pulled-two-ways nature of the sign.

Read as a temperament, the Fishes give Pisces its deepest themes: the immersion in the deep waters of feeling, dream, and the unconscious (the fishes in the ocean), the boundary-less merging with all (the water that has no fixed shape), the duality and the two pulls (the fishes straining opposite ways), and the dissolution of the self into the great ocean (the fish that cannot tell where it ends and the water begins). This is the sign of the dreamer and the mystic, the empath and the artist, who swims in the deep waters of feeling and imagination — and whose work, as we shall see, is to find a shore.

The glyph. The written symbol for Pisces is among the most evocative of all the signs: two curved crescents, back to back, facing away from each other, joined across their middles by a single horizontal line. The two crescents are the two fishes, swimming in opposite directions; the line that binds them is the cord that ties them together, or — as the old readers had it — the thread of material reality that binds the boundless spirit to the world. Read as a temperament, the glyph holds the whole sign: the two crescents pulling opposite ways are the Piscean duality, the soul drawn between two directions, between the spiritual and the worldly, the dream and the real; and the binding line is the very thing the sign most needs — the cord, the tie, the firm thread that holds the two pulling halves together and binds the dissolving soul to solid ground. The glyph is, in a sense, the path in miniature: two boundless crescents, and the firm line that keeps them from drifting apart.

The








EPUB/cover.xhtml
[image: Cover]
 

EPUB/cover.jpg
Moy Ea
& 3

THE ZODIAC SELESCRVIOIMUINIESTVVAETAVAE

A Contemplative Portrait
of the Fishes

v-zﬁ"”‘f”

MARLOWE IVORY

MERIDIAN PUBLISHERS - LONDON






