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The Red Fish
Read Through the Zodiac as Climate

A S H L E Y

March 8, 1993, 9:58 PM EST,

New York, NY

☉  Pisces Sun  ▪  Virgo Moon  ▪  ↑  Scorpio Rising



P A R T  O N E

Before You Roll Your Eyes
I know you don't care about astrology. That's fine. This isn't the horoscope kind. I'm not going

to call you a sensitive dreamer or tell you to protect your energy, because that's not you and

we both know it.

Here's the framework I used. It runs on seasons, real ones. The zodiac came from farming,

from people watching what the earth does when the sun changes position. Each sign

corresponds to a specific phase of the sun's annual cycle: a relationship to light, heat,

abundance, scarcity, growth, and decay. Those conditions are physical. People are born into

them. Nervous systems develop inside them. The zodiac didn't invent those conditions. It

named them. And the names became a language for the survival strategies people build in

response to the season they entered.

So when I look at your chart, I'm not asking what the stars decided for you. I'm asking: what

phase of the cycle did you enter life through? What did the world feel like when you arrived?

What did safety require of you? What did you learn to do before your conscious mind ever got

a say?

Your chart is a timestamp. And a weather report. It was taken on March 8, 1993, at 9:58 PM in

New York City, and reading it feels like it describes you with a kind of accuracy that will either

irritate you or satisfy you, depending on the day.

The weather is mid autumn at the door. Harvest season on the inside. And late winter at the

core. Keep reading.



P A R T  T W O

Your Seasonal Stack
T H E  B AC K  H A L F  O F  T H E  C YC L E

Every person carries three seasonal layers running at once. Your Rising sign is your entry

climate, how your body meets the world before identity or emotion even engages. Your Moon

is your regulation climate, how your nervous system tries to stay steady under pressure. Your

Sun is your orientation climate, what your identity is slowly growing toward over a lifetime.

Think of it as: weather at the door, then the internal thermostat, then the life direction. Your

stack reads:

Mid-Autumn Entry (Scorpio Rising at 7°) / Late-Summer Regulation (Moon in

Virgo) / Late-Winter Orientation (Sun in Pisces)

Read that slowly, because I want you to notice something. Not one of those layers belongs to

the growing season. No spring. No bloom. You are built almost entirely from the back half of

the cycle, the part of the year where things end, get sorted, and dissolve.

You enter through decomposition. You regulate through harvest. You orient toward the thaw.

To me, you're the final three acts of the year compressed into one person, moving through a

world full of people still in their growing season, wondering why your presence makes them

feel like something just ended.

Because it did. It ended a while ago. You're just the only one in the room who noticed. That's

not a flaw in you. That's the architecture. Everything after this is just the room by room tour.



P A R T  T H R E E

Your Rising Sign
T H E  F RO N T  D O O R ,  W I T H  P L U T O  B E H I N D  I T

Scorpio Rising at 7°  ·  Pluto in Scorpio in the 1st House

Your rising sign is how you enter every room, and yours is mid autumn. The season after the

harvest, when what's left in the field is breaking down and becoming soil. Mid autumn doesn't

do hope or small talk at the door. It reads what's dying in the room before anyone says a word.

That's you. You clock the marriage that's over before the couple knows. You feel the lie before

the sentence finishes. People sense it the second you walk in, and it's why they're drawn to

you and slightly scared of you at the same time. They want your approval because they can

tell it actually means something, and they're nervous around you because they can tell you

already see the thing they're hiding.

Here's what makes you different from every other Scorpio rising: Pluto, the planet of

destruction and rebirth, sits in Scorpio in your 1st house. Its own sign, in the house of YOU.

That's a triple stamp. You don't have intensity as a trait. You broadcast it as a frequency. Your

presence alone speeds up endings that were already coming. You don't have to do anything.

You just have to exist, and the pretending in the room stops working.

That's why I call you the Grim Reaper. Not because you bring death. Because you're the

awareness that it already arrived and everyone can stop acting now.



P A R T  F O U R

Your Moon
T H E  T H E R M O S TAT  T H AT  C A N N O T  B E  F O O L E D

Moon at 28° Virgo in the 11th House

Behind the door, your emotional system runs on late summer. Harvest season. The field is full

and everything must be sorted: keep the grain, toss the chaff, and do it fast, because winter is

coming and one rotten thing in the storehouse ruins everything around it.

So when emotion hits you, you don't drown in it and you don't perform it. You sort it. Real or

fake. Mine or not mine. Worth my energy or a waste of it. The sorting happens so fast you

don't even notice it running. By the time you're aware you're feeling something, it's already

been assessed and filed.

This is why you cannot be gaslit. Manipulation requires confusion. It needs the target so

flooded that they can't tell their own feelings from the ones being handed to them. Your Virgo

Moon sorts in real time. Manufactured guilt, performative distress, weaponized tears: flagged,

filed under Not My Problem, deleted. You're not cold. You're clean. Most people have never

met a Moon that isn't drowning in its own runoff, so they don't know the difference.

Your Moon also lives in your 11th house, the house of friendship. Which is why your circle is

small and airtight. Every person in it passed quality control. That's not snobbery. That's

harvest logic. The storehouse only holds what won't rot.



P A R T  F I V E

Your Sun
T H E  T H AW

Sun at 18° Pisces conjunct Mercury, in the 5th House

Now the part every astrologer gets wrong about you.

Pisces is late winter. Not spring. The thaw. The last stretch of the year, when the deep freeze

finally loses its grip and everything rigid starts quietly dissolving. Ice thins. The line between

frozen and flowing stops meaning anything. Late winter's survival strategy is release, and not

the dramatic kind. The kind that comes from being the twelfth and final sign, the one that has

watched every other strategy play out and learned the one thing none of the others know:

nothing lasts.

That knowledge lives in your bones as a starting condition, not a sad conclusion you reached

after enough disappointment. It's why you don't flinch. Flinching requires believing the thing

threatening you is more solid than you are. You dissolved that belief before you could talk.

The horoscope columns need Pisces to be the crying fish. You're the other one. The fish that

already let go of everything soft enough to be used against her. What's left isn't coldness. It's

clarity. The clarity of a season with nothing left to protect and therefore nothing left to fear.

Your Mercury sits right on top of your Sun. Your mind and your identity are fused. You don't

think in steps; you absorb the whole situation and the answer arrives finished. It's why you talk

less than most people, and why one sentence from you lands harder than someone else's

twenty minutes. You speak in concentrate.

One more thing. Your Sun sextiles both Uranus and Neptune. Built-in eject buttons. You can

detach and dissolve at the same time. It's why letting go looks easy on you. It mostly is.



P A R T  S I X

How You Love
T H E  F I R E  T H AT  F O U N D  A  B E T T E R  H O M E

Venus at 19° Aries in the 6th House

One placement in your whole chart belongs to spring, and it's your Venus. How you love, what

you want, what you find beautiful. Early spring energy: see it, want it, go.

Except your Venus caught two hard squares. Venus square Uranus wires in the push-pull, the

fear of being trapped, the sudden distance when someone gets too close. Venus square

Neptune brings the fog, the idealizing, falling for the version of someone instead of the

person. So your fire doesn't burn clean and simple. It flares, then something in you hits the

brakes or the mist rolls in.

But here's the aspect that matters most: Venus trine Chiron. Your love nature is in an easy,

flowing connection with your deepest wound. Translated: you learned love by watching it done

wrong, and instead of repeating what you saw, you inverted it. You took fire that was used to

burn and turned it into fire that protects. Same element. Opposite direction. The fire found a

better home in you.

That's why your boundaries are so good. Aries is actually the sign of boundaries, the first sign,

the one that says I am me, I am separate, and this is where I begin. Most people never develop

that. You had it drawn in ink before you were ten.



P A R T  S E V E N

How You Fight
T H E  G UA R D  D O G

Mars at 11° Cancer in the 9th House  ·  Mars square Jupiter

Your Mars, the fight in you, sits in early summer. Cancer Mars doesn't swing first. It doesn't

fight for sport or ego. It waits until something it loves is threatened, and then it responds with

force measured not against the offense but against the value of what's being protected.

If you care about it, the defense is total. If you don't, the whole field can burn and you'll watch

from across the street.

Mars square Jupiter turns the volume up. When you finally do go, you go big. No half

measures. The dismantling is thorough, and then it's over, and then you go live your life like

nothing happened. Because for you, the fight was never about you. It was about the thing you

were guarding. Threat neutralized, protector goes home. No lingering anger, no need for

closure, no interest in being understood.

In the 9th house, your Mars also defends beliefs. If you've decided something is true, it's

under your protection, and anyone who attacks it gets the same treatment as anyone who

attacks your people. You don't debate for sport. You debate because the truth, as you

understand it, is one of the things in your yard.

The people inside your walls have seen all of this, and they know exactly how lucky they are.



P A R T  E I G H T

Your Deepest Lessons
T H E  F O U N DAT I O N  A N D  T H E  H I D D E N  L U C K

Saturn at 24° Aquarius in the 4th House  ·  Saturn square Pluto  ·  Jupiter in Libra

Saturn sits in your 4th house, the foundation of the chart. Home, childhood, roots. Saturn there

means the foundation was hard. Responsibility arrived early. Warmth was scarce or

conditional. You learned young that nobody was coming to hold the house up, so you built

your own internal load-bearing walls.

And your Saturn squares your Pluto. That's a survivor's aspect. It shows up in people who

went through something that taught them, in the body, that they can outlast almost anything. It

builds steel. It also builds the quiet, permanent refusal to ever be at anyone's mercy again.

This is why you don't need people the way people need people. Not because you don't want

connection. Because your foundation was poured by someone who learned early that self-

sufficiency was the only reliable material available. The house stands. You built it.

Then there's Jupiter, the planet of luck and expansion, sitting in Libra among your friendships,

pressed right up against the door of the 12th house, the hidden room of the chart. Your luck

doesn't arrive as public breaks everyone can see. It works quietly, through the few people who

passed quality control and through ways you can't always trace. Doors open you didn't know

existed. Bullets miss that you never saw coming.

And Jupiter in Libra gives you something you've never said out loud: a quiet, permanent

conviction that the scales are real. That things balance eventually. That the universe corrects

itself even when nobody's watching. You won't talk about it after reading this either. But it's

the reason you can walk through this much unfairness without losing your mind.



P A R T  N I N E

Your Wound and Your Gift
T H E  S P O T L I G H T  T H AT  B U R N E D

Chiron at 18° Leo, conjunct the Midheaven

Chiron is the wound that never fully closes but becomes your medicine. Yours sits in Leo, the

sign of being seen, right at the top of your chart, the most public point in it.

Somewhere early, being visible cost you. Being seen fully, center stage, radiant, was either

dangerous or punished, and you decided the spotlight wasn't worth the burn. So you built a

life where the depth is on display but the tenderness isn't. Where you create and don't

promote. Where you'd rather be underestimated than exposed.

Just know this: the wound says visibility equals danger. That was true once. It is not a law of

physics. And a chart with this much creative loading in the 5th house is eventually going to

want an audience of at least one.

The healing path is not to fix the wound. Chiron wounds don't fully fix. The healing path is to

use it. Every time you let one trusted set of eyes see something real that you made or felt, the

wound loses a little of its authority. Not because being seen suddenly feels safe, but because

you prove, one small exposure at a time, that the burn was historical. It happened. It is not

required to keep happening.



P A R T  T E N

The Integrated Portrait
T H E  R E D  F I S H

Here's the whole chart when you stop reading it piece by piece and start living it as one

person:

You are the back half of the cycle in one body. The composter, the sorter, the thaw. You enter

through decomposition, you regulate through harvest, and you orient toward dissolution. You

walk into rooms and people feel something end, because something did, and you were simply

the first to notice. The Pluto in your 1st house means the depth is not a mood you visit. It's the

frequency you broadcast on. People sense you see more than you say. They're right.

Underneath, the Virgo Moon keeps the storehouse clean, the Pisces Sun keeps the grip loose,

and the one flame of Aries Venus keeps wanting boldly in a chart that otherwise wants

nothing. Your Mars guards the gate for the few who earned entry. Your Saturn built the house

by hand. Your Jupiter runs the quiet ledger that says the scales are real. And your Chiron sits

at the top of it all, whispering that being seen is dangerous, while the rest of the chart slowly

outgrows the whisper.

You're not cold. You're clear.

You're not hard to reach. You're hard to earn.

And the few people who've earned it know that behind the composting door and the harvest

filter and the late-winter calm, there's a person who loves with total ferocity, who protects

what's hers without hesitation, and who took the fire that was supposed to break her and

made it into a shield.

Water finds its level. It always does. You're proof.

Red fish, wearing the water as fire.

C O S M I C A L LY  C R E A T E D


	The Red Fish
	Before You Roll Your Eyes
	Your Seasonal Stack
	Your Rising Sign
	Your Moon
	Your Sun
	How You Love
	How You Fight
	Your Deepest Lessons
	Your Wound and Your Gift
	The Integrated Portrait


