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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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