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L Dear friends,

Numerous readers of my ongoing commentaries in this now substantia
and slightly obsessive series about Uranus-Pluto have emailed to ask me
if | feel any optimism about what’s coming.

This newsletter ismy response.

—Bill Herbst

THE 2010s: ReasONS FOR OPTIMISM

Some of us—I daresay many of us—spent our childhoods feeling dienated and donein the world. This
has been true of every post-World War Il generaion in America, dthough esch has its own characteristic
tone of estrangement: Boomers grew up in Ozzie-and-Harriet or Leave-It-to-Beaver conformity. Gen-Xers
had Brady-Bunch divorces and blended families, followed by two-working-parent latch-key kids.
Millennids grew up in Day Care and moved into techno- consumerism. Even the aging G.I. Civic
Generation now leaving the stage—which reveled in togetherness through the Great Depression and the
World War that followed—is now dienated, with its octogenarian members wondering what hgppened to
the Americathey so loved and beieved in.

Whatever our generational cohort, our worlds have been by turns amazing and terrible. We did not make
those worlds, of course; like everyone, we were born into them as strangers. Tdevision and mass culture
made the divide greater for us than for earlier generations. The lessons taught by our e ders and teachers
about fitting inwere sometimes sincere, but just as frequently those lessons were pro forma indoctrination
toward obedience. How many parents counsded their children to question authority? To challenge
religion? To think for themseves? Some, no doubt, but probably not a significant percentage.

Abundance was the blessing and dienation the curse for many of us born in America after World War 1.
The tender (and not-so-tender) mercies of family did little for some of usto assuage this gnawing feeling



of non-belonging and invisible isolation. If life was so good—as we were told over and over—then why
did we feel so bad?

Were we stuck in the wrong world dtogether? Had the cosmic bus teken al€&ft rather than right turn a
Alpha Centauri and dumped us out on some strange planet where we were never meant to be? From our
youthful vantage point inthe quiet angst of suburbia, many of us wanted to write “Return to Sender” on
our foreheads and go back home, wherever that was. For God's sake, beam me up, Scotty! E.T. phone
home. Get me out of here and back to the starship. This was hidden for along time in our childhoods and
adolescences, buried under the facades of “normd” American life

For my generation, or & least apart of it, the 1960s provided an unexpected and inviting escape hatch.
The counterculturd, politicd, and spiritud movements of that decade cut through our solitary confine-
ment like a hot knife through butter and showed us tha we were in the right world &fter dl, even if it
wasn' t yet the “right” world in the way humans were creating it. We discovered that we were home on
this planet, that nature redly was our mother, and that our having been seemingly orphaned was not
findly true It was divilization that was dienating and deadening, conforming and repressing, hateful and
violent. To be sure, we too contained inside our psyches dl those and other faults of humanity and
cvilization, but we desperatdy longed for something better.

There were moments in that ha cyon decade of the '60s—diff erent moments for different individuds,
based on age, location, and circumstance—where you could recognize your brothers and sisters instantly.
The minute you saw certain people, you knew that they understood and were with you in the avakening,
the shucking of conformity and fd se dlegiance, the rebelion against tacit obedience. For many of us,
musi ¢ provided those moments. when Dylan went dectric, when the Begatles made Sergeant Pepper, when
The Doors sang “The End,” or when Jefferson Airplane said “Feed your head.” For others, it was protests
for cvil rights or shared opposition to the Vietnam war. For an even larger number, the critical moment of
realization was the Democratic convention in 1968. For me, there were many such moments dong the
way, but my culmination occurred in 1969, for dl of about ten minutes somewhere between Woodstock
and the Moon Landing.

Those extraordinary moments that starkly redefined who was “us’ and who was “them” came and went in
aflash, in large pat because what reveded our bond was superficid, based mostly on gppearance and a
certan in-your-face atitude that was open and loving, yet simultaneously angry and defiant. Long hair,
patched jeans, afaded G.I. combat jacket bought a a surplus store, whatever. Someone handing you a
joint a aconcert. Waking by a person in a pak who was reeding The Bhagavad Gita or Slent Spring.
Returning to your dorm to find your roommate meditating, or making love, or tripping. All those were
neon signs flashing: Something's Happening.

Most of tha, however, especially the dothes and drugs, were quickly co-opted into mainstream culture, so
that by the mid-1970s, the emblems of counterculture had been rendered meaningless, reduced to mere
fashion statements. Appliance sdesman a Sears sported sideburns and polyester bellbottoms. Insurance
adjustors smoked marijuana. Everyone wore faded denim jeans.

More importantly, the moment itsdf had passed, as the decade-long awvakening went underground and the
counterrevol utions took hold—Ford pardoned Nixon, the 700 Club gppeared on teevision, globdization
began as corporations flexed ther financid musdes and sent gaggles of high-paid lawyers to Washington
to lobby (and take over) the lavmaking in Congress. The madling of Americadready begun in the early
1960s expanded hundredfold. The giants of agribusiness turned about 80% of the world’s fertile famland
into monoculture, and they began ther long war to control the world's seed banks. Rivers were dammed
and oceans plundered. Wd l-funded right-wing think tanks sprouted up like poi sonous mushrooms.
Universities tha had been the sites of war protests settled into quiet pursuit of lucrative Pentagon grants.
Viegnam ended with awhimper, replaced by a host of smdler military adv entures and paramilitary black
ops launched from the dark heart of the CIA—in Peru, Nicaragua, Guatemda, Panama, Grenada, Leba
non, East Timor, and eventually Irag (twice, no less). The full litany of our messing with other countriesis
as long as one's am, with a permanent American military presencein 173 nations.
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But | digress. All those depredations were, inasense, band and predictable, given the extreordinary
backlash the 1960s provoked among the powers-that-be. The '60s did not derail the American Empire;
they inadvertently acceerated it.

What amazes me, however, is the consistency of character between then and now. My generaion of Baby
Boomers who were a the forefront of the '60s awvakening have caught alot of flak for being pampered
(definitdy) narcissistic (true) and for sdling out (less true, | beieve). If | think back to everyonel knew in
the various interconnected countercultures of that era—from hippies and hitchhikers to politicos and
young radicds to socid activists starting food co-ops and community radio stations to drug crazies and
dope deal ers to potters and weavers to organic farmers and back-to-the-land folks—if | think about al of
us, it was dear even then who was serious and who was not, who was committed and who was just a
hanger-on.

Take drugs, for instance. A hdlmark of the 1960s was “experimentation” with psychoactive drugs. By the
late '60s, those drugs—marijuana, hashish, LSD, peyote buttons and mescdine, psilocybin mushrooms—
were easily avalable throughout the hip subculture, from college campuses, through big cities, to smal
rural towns. Millions of us took those drugs. Some of us sold them as growers or distributors.

A friend of mine who was awholesd e marijuana grower from his farm in rurd Missouri had spent 10
years doing Menddian seed crossbreeding of various strans of marijuana toward just the right kind of
high—a pefect bdance of body rush and mind expansion. In 1982, my friend told me tha he knew the
good-vibe days had ended when prospective buyers began showing up on hisfam armed with Uzis and
AK-47s. Tha was it, my friend said. He quit growing marijuana and waked avay. He gave the profits
from his last growing season to ten poor Mexican families with whom he spent winters, dlowing them to
purchase a thousand-year-|ease from the Mexican government for asmall but gorgeous tropica island just
off the Caribbean coast. Helping 100 people secure ahomein paradise was, inmy friend's words, good
karma.

If we had known in 1969 what was coming and you had asked me then which of the hundreds, perhaps
thousands of people | knew who took drugs would be going on to uppers and downers and cocaine and
heroin, | could have told you. Exactly. Distinguishing between those who used or sold drugs as part of an
amazing socid experiment of consciousness avakening and those who werein it only for the high or the
money was easy and obvious. You could tel the good-vibe folks from the hardcore businessmen. You
could see & aglance who was likdy to become a casualty and should never have teken drugs in the first
pleace versus those who would not only survive, but benefit profoundly from ther drug experiences. Same
with spiritudity. Same with palitics.

In fact, it was the same with dl levels of the subculture. You could tell which people were waking up in
authentic ways and becoming committed to socid change versus others who were just partying with the
herd. It didn't matter much what people said or how they acted, you could see through that into ther
character and anticipate ther future paths. You knew pretty much who would run for minor office
eventudly and become a city councilman, who would go corporate and become a stock broker or lavyer,
or who would settle into amarriage and family and return to the fold of typicad American life. You knew
aso who was likdly to run with the avakening for decades to follow, never giving up, never sdling out.

Sure, there were exceptions. The arc of some lives take surprising turns, for better or for worse. But it's
never been dl that hard to ssparate the red human beings from the pod people. In an interview, the
screenwriter of Invasion of the Body Snatcherssaid that the 1956 sci-fi movie did not dlude to the
McCarthy-era politicd witchhunts, as some critics and moviegoers bdieved, but instead was a cautionary
parabl e about the soul-deadening effects of American consumerism. Just as in that movie, it's easy to tdl
the genuine humans from the empty-suit robots.

That's what was so incredible about the 1960s. Fedings of vitdity and sheer diveness released us from
our cages. As if anything were possible. When | think back to my personal experiencein the’'60s, not so
much day-to-day but over the whole period, that’s what | remember. The pa pable experience of beng
dive and of recaving someintangible but potent permission to come dive more fully. The many indi-
viduads | met dong the way who were real human bengs (not pod peopl€e) reinforced that feeling, con-
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firmed it, and made me even more dive by ther presence. Without them, and without the recognition that
we were aw akening together, | doubt that the decade would mater much to me.

Could I be wrong about this? Of course | could. Human beings are notoriously deluded about themsdves
and their worlds, and | am not immune from those flaws. | was 19 years old in 1969, for heaven’ s seke, so
of course | was vitd. My natd chart was powerfully activated by the Saturn-Uranus-Pluto opposition that
defined the 1960s, 0 perhaps I'm wrongly generdizing my own subjective experience. Maybe I’'m just
sentimentdizing the past, exaggerating the meaning of atimethat dlowed my first and most joyous burst
of personal freedom.

But | think not. However much those factors might beie or a least temper my exuberance, they cannot
invdidaeit. Over the past decades, I've tdked to literally thousands of people who lived through that
timeas | did, and whose experience resonates with mine. They confirm for methat | didn’t just imagine
the feeling of the dectric charge of the 1960s. Something big happened, and alot of us fdt it and lived it
together, even if we didn’'t know each other a thetime.

In contrast are other people I’ ve ma whose lives in the '60s were utterly normal, as if no awvakening a dl
happened to them—no radical involvements, no breakthroughs, no reveatory Ah-Has. In fairness, most
are significantly older than my Boomer peers, members of the G.1. or Slent generations, with some very
deep conservative roots. But many within my own generation were not truly partt of the awvakening (both
Bill Clinton and George W. Bush qudify as Boomers who missed the boat). All those and many others
who bdieve the standard d ementary-school myths of American exceptionalism and mord superiority
tend to see the '60s as an aberration, an explosion of shameful civil disobedience and immaturity. Well,
they're certainly right in pat: The’60s were immature. The Uranus-Pluto conjunction kicked off abrand
new cycle, so of course it was passionate, experimentd, and somewhat infantile.

But heré's the point: In the decades since the 1960s |gpsed into history, | haven't fdt anything like that
period in the collective ether. The air was different then. You could breathein the vitdity, like atonic. By
contrast, the last five years of the 1970s were disappointing, the 1980s were depressing, and the 1990s
were ddusiona. Now we ve suff ered through six years of theinitid decade of the 21st century, which
have been both deadening and downright deadly.

One reason I’ m looking forward to the 2010s (which really means 2008 and beyond) isthat I'm tired of
living intimes that are so stultifying. Yes, I'm anarcissistic Boomer, and | want something amazing to
happen during my lifetime. Once isnot enough, especidly when we didn’t really change anything. I'm
sick to death of suffering through a 30-year run of unbdievable collective stupidity, pettiness, lies, greed,
immordity, and jug plain damned foolishness. Things have gone from bad to worse in this country, and
I'm fed up withit.

All that isabout to change, however.

2007 is the pivotd year for another maor awakening from the programmed slegp of unconsciousness and
passive obedience. Though we will continue to slog through the confusion of Saturn opposite Neptune
throughout 2007, the archetypes of radicd changewill findly begin to make their presence felt. Thisyear
we move into the beginnings of the Uranus-Pluto shocks and revolutions of the 2010s. As Uranus reaches
its first 10° orb within square to Pluto in May, 2007, and as Saturn reaches that same 10° orb in opposition
to Uranus in October, 2007, we will start to stir from our collective slumber.

Even now, one can see and feel the shift inpublic avareness. Theillusions that overtook so many Ameri-
cans through right-wing propaganda, corporate takeover, rdigious fundamentaism, and red-blue culture
wars will start to fade after Pluto leaves Sagittarius and enters Capricorn in 2008. As the gptly-named
Cadinal Climax kicks off this revolutionary decade with a Saturn-Uranus-Pluto T-square from 2009-
2011, we will be forced to ded with harsher problems, especidly those of plutocratic government and
unsustainable globd economics. Though we cannot yet predict which triggers might provoke it, the 2010s
could bring a worldwide depression.
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What's the good news in that? Well, economic collapse will be accompanied by thefirst red possibilities
for regaining our collective sanity and rebuilding dvilization. Because theimperid mystique has so
completely infected our culture, we can't do much to changeit. Our politicd, commercid, and socid
institutions are much too interwoven by big money to dlow reform. Empires collapse not from resistance,
however, but by overreach, internal corruption, and decay. America is jud about a that point now. So
while painful and chaotic, the coming breskdowns will create conditions where renewd is at last possible
Throughout America, people will stand up, not merely to protest, but to address crises and co-create
solutions.

The very ar we breathe will once again acquire the dectric charge of Uranus-Pluto. Some of us will
welcome this archetypd shift inthe psychic amosphere with sighs of rdief. Others will be shocked
awake in spite of themsdves. Individua and collective reactions will be dl over the magp, of course, but
the unifying feature provok ed by whatever crises emerge will be the pdpable sensation tha anything is
possi ble—evolution, revolution, transformation. Death and rebirth.

Power will erupt from the very ground under our feet, and those who harness that power peacefully,
guided by love, will find ther hearts open and full, their minds aveke and dert, and their hands s&t to
work toward rebuilding a better world. The welsprings of common humanity will once again open as we
reconnect with each other in unprecedented ways.

And that isample reason for optimism.

Bill Herbst residesin Olympia, W ashington. To learn about his tel ephone sessions with clients go to
hisweb dte at www.billherbst.com, and click on the link in the upper right corner for Sessions FAQ.
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