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The Song of Wandering Aengus

I went out to the hazel wood

Because a fire was in my head,

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread;

And when white moths were on the wing,

And moth-like stars were flickering out,

I dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.



When I had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire aflame,

But something rustled on the floor

And someone called me by my name,

It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossom in her hair

Who called me by my name and ran

And faded through the brightening air.



Though I am old with wandering

Through hollow lands and hilly lands,

I will find out where she has gone,

And kiss her lips and take her hands;

And walk among long dappled grass,

And pluck till time and times are done

The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.



—WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS


INTRODUCTION

Doth a fountain send forth at the same place sweet water and bitter?

—THE GENERAL EPISTLE OF JAMES



The longing for redemption is an ancient, strange and many-headed daimon, which dwells within even the most earthbound and prosaic of souls. Sometimes eloquent and sometimes mute, this daimon aspires toward some dimly sensed union with an all-seeing, all-loving, ineffable Other, in whose encircling embrace may be found ultimate solace for the harsh limits of mortality and the frightening isolation of individuality which lie embedded somewhere, albeit unconscious, in every life. Even if we do not call the Other by any divine name, but instead direct our devotion and our yearning toward unrecognised surrogates such as humanity en masse, family, nature, art, love, or the State, nevertheless this quest is unmistakable and not to be confused with other, more individualised feelings such as desire, passion, love, or admiration for a particular person or thing. The hallmarks of the longing for redemption are, first, that it is a longing; second, that it is compulsive and absolute, and often collides violently with individual values; and third, that its goal is not relationship, but rather, dissolution.

We have been creating images of the Other since our Paleolithic ancestors first conjured the magical horse, mammoth, and bison out of the cave's blank wall—not only to obtain supernatural help with the hunt, but also because we have always needed to feel there is Something out there which mitigates against the transience and insignificance of a mortal life. Alone among the animals, we human animals construct rituals and works of art specifically designed to reconnect with a divine source from which we first came and to which, one day after death, we can return. Freud speculated on the possibility that such persistent aspiration toward the sacred return is a sublimation of the incestuous longing for the bliss of the womb and the breast, couched in symbols which preserve the intensity and truth of the unconscious yearning but which evade the crippling guilt and shame lying in wait for those who breach the ancient taboo. Jung speculated on the possibility that the longing for redemption is innate—an archetypal predisposition as primordial and irresistible as the urge to procreate. The main revelation of Symbols of Transformation,1 that seminal work which heralded Jung's parting of the ways with Freud, is that it is not the stern morality of the inner censor which impels us to generate transcendent images of redemption. It is the unconscious psyche itself, which seeks to transform its own compulsive and doomed instinctuality through the mediating influence of the symbols which it creates. Not society or superego, but soul, in Jung's view, is ultimately responsible for the transformation of raw libido into the work of devotional art, the noble humanitarian ideal, the awesome dignity of the sacred rite, the profound and cruelly beautiful initiatory work of turning human lead into human gold. In other words, what we call God is really Nature, the chthonic nature described by Freud's id, seeking freedom from its own death-shadowed inertia through a gradual evolution not only of form, as Darwin would have it, but of expression and of consciousness. And the instrument of this transformation is that eternally elusive faculty which we call the imagination.

It is possible that both Jung and Freud are correct, although Jung at first seems more flattering to human motivation, and more appealing to the spiritually inclined. The manifestations of the longing for redemption partake of both incest and transcendence at the same time. They pose a profound moral dilemma as well, for they encompass not only our myriad endeavours to experience and formulate the eternal, but also many of the more horrific forms of addiction, madness, and mental and physical disintegration with which medicine, rather than religion, has in recent times had to deal. We can no longer talk in hushed tones about the voice of God when an individual personality, and even an individual body, crumbles into fragments before the dictates of that voice, and is rendered incapable of coping with the simplest requirements of earthly life. When is an artist no longer merely tragic or mad, but a divinely inspired genius whose excesses are tolerated because his or her suffering dignifies our own? When is sufficient talent manifested to justify, say, cutting off one's ear like Van Gogh, or committing patricide like Richard Dadd, who, no doubt doomed by his name, thought his father was really the Devil dressed up in his father's clothes? When is a visionary no longer merely a lunatic, but a saint? Is the criterion the number of safe centuries which have elapsed between the age of belief and the age of science? What would we say today about the glaringly erotic visions of St. Anthony, who sounds suspiciously like a paranoid schizophrenic, or about the equally erotic stigmata of St. Francis, who could comfortably enter any psychiatric ward diagnosed with hysterical personality disorder? Once there were hundreds of saints, and they were easily, if posthumously, recognised by ordinary mortals— although their credentials often included only intractable virginity, a nasty end, and the claim of one or two miraculous cures over a fragment of cloth or a shard of bone. Today the Vatican is rather more cautious. The prevailing collective view of reality no longer trusts miracles, intractable virginity attracts astonishment and pity rather than awe and respect, nasty ends are available to everyone, and the requirements for canonisation are somewhat more severe.

What, then, is this poignant yearning which justifies any sacrifice, this eternal cry from the wasteland of incarnation? Is it truly the clear voice of the soul making itself heard through the prison walls of earthly substance? Or is it the desperate defence-mechanism of the fragile personality, bruised and rendered stubbornly infantile by incompetent parenting and its own regressiveness, and unwilling or unable to make the difficult foray into the jungle of everyday life and death? How can we tell the difference, in our relentless search for messiahs and gurus who can help us to enter the embrace of the ineffable, between a Christ and a Hitler? Both, in their rather different ways, arose in response to the cry of a despairing people seeking redemption. Yet it seems that such a question invokes resentment among those who believe that their political correctness or more evolved spirituality will always automatically apprehend the difference— not only between a false messiah and a true one, but also between the loving and the destroying sides of themselves. I have heard the sentiment expressed by many astrologers, healers, and clergy that spirituality is a thing apart, beyond the domain of psychology, and that it should not be probed or denigrated by the crude tools of psychological insight. Nor are the ideologically inclined exempt from the absolute conviction that their motives are above psychologising because they think only of the welfare of society. But anything which human beings experience belongs to the realm of the psyche and is therefore psychological; for it is the individual body, mind, heart, and soul which perceive and interpret whatever we choose to call reality. All experience is subjective, because it is an individual human being who experiences it. And if our political and spiritual convictions are too precious to permit honesty about our own extremely human motives, then what is left to stand between us and the wanton physical and psychic destruction of lovers, parents, children, spouses, friends, and even nations in the name of redemption?

Astrology has a planetary symbol to describe all human urges, and the longing for redemption is as human as the rest. In astrological language, it is called Neptune, named after the Roman god of the watery depths. As with Uranus and Pluto, unknown to the ancients and discovered only in the last two hundred years, astrologers are hard-pressed to explain to the sceptically minded just how and why Neptune received a mythological name which so approprately describes its symbolic meaning. The longing for redemption is the longing for dissolution in the waters of pre-birth—maternal, cosmic, or both. Astronomers named the planet before astrologers began their work of observing and recording its expressions in the horoscope. Within the causal framework of modern scientific thinking it is probably impossible to explain the phenomenon behind such simultanaeity. A different framework—perhaps even a different world-view—is required. My exploration of Neptune in the following chapters is based on my own research and experience—both professional and personal—as well as drawing from the work of other investigators, astrological and otherwise, who have contributed to our understanding of the planet. Had it been named after some other, non-aquatic god—Pan, perhaps, or Vulcan—I would have concluded that it had been wrongly named. As it stands, the name is good enough, but not perfect. Neptune should have been named after a sea goddess, not a sea god. The source of life with which we seek to merge brandishes a masculine name, but wears a feminine face.

The longing for redemption is, to use astrology's favourite Neptunian keyword, confusing. Sometimes it appears as a radiant aspiration toward that which unites and embraces us all. Sometimes it manifests as a sad and often crippling clinging to the primal fantasy of the uterine warers before there was birth and therefore before there was suffering, separation, and solitude. Religious literature is full of rich and moving language to describe the former. Psychoanalytic literature is full of difficult and often clumsy language to describe the latter. Both have something valuable to contribute to our understanding of Neptune, and both will be dealt with in greater depth in the appropriate chapters of this book. The core of these two apparently contradictory faces of Neptune is the same. The difference lies in the manner in which the daimonic longing is experienced, and in the extent to which it can be incorporated into the individual's reality in life-enhancing rather than life-destroying ways. Many astrologers are a little too quick to call Neptune “spiritual.” There are some truly ghastly denizens of the Neptunian waters which make Jaws look like a dish of marinated herring, and which are usually dismissed by euphemisms such as “deception” and “illusion.” Equally, there is often profound meaning in what is conventionally called pathology, addiction, or madness; and the individual in the grip of Neptune's peculiar form of breakdown may ultimately see further, and more, than the doctor who is treating such a patient. What is deception, and what is illusion? Who is deceiving whom, and about what? And where, as any Neptunian might well ask, is the rule-book which offers us a definition of reality so unshakable that we can know with certainty at last whether that Other, which is the object of our longing, is merely the opiate of the masses, or alive and well in the great transcendent unity we call life, or just another word for Mother?

Any attempt to understand Neptune necessitates travelling down indirect waterways. No sphere of human endeavour is devoid of the longing for redemption, and we must therefore be prepared to explore not only individual psychology but myth, politics, religion, fashion, and the arts as well. Astrological literature tends, with certain exceptions,2 to be curiously limited in its descriptions of Neptune—even though the enormous edifice of psychoanalytic writings on hysteria, separation anxiety, idealisation, projective identification, fusion of self and object, masochism, and primary narcissism deals almost wholly with Neptunian themes. In astrological texts Neptune is rarely presented as wholly benefic; deception, illusion, and addiction are usually mentioned, as are the themes of karmic obligation and renunciation. But these terms are insufficient if we are to offer any genuine insight to the client, the patient or ourselves. The person with Venus or the Moon in difficult aspect to Neptune, or Neptune in the 7th house, may indeed incline toward deception, illusion, disappointment, and renunciation in matters of love. But why? If he or she cannot face the emotional issues that lie behind the propensity for shrouding partners in a fog of idealisation, and will not deal with the painful necessity of inner self-sufficiency, then no amount of spiritual philosophising will protect that individual from repeating the pattern over and over again, on one level or another. And the strange and baffling passivity which sometimes makes such a person declare that it must be “karma” and that therefore all hopes of personal fulfillment must be sacrificed to a higher purpose, is one which needs to be challenged, rather than accepted at face value. Other people also get sucked down into Neptune's emotional whirlpools; and more often than not, it is the Neptunian's partner or children. They may not possess the luxury of justifying their own unhappiness by the belief that the evolved are required to suffer more.

Astrology's impoverishment of definition is understandable, because our many-headed daimon is truly protean. It changes shape with such speed that it is difficult to see the connections between its different manifestations. What, for example, might the relationship be between hysteria—that ancient malaise which the Greeks believed sprang from a wandering uterus—and the enigmatic world of occult phenomena, which few psychiatrists (except apparent eccentrics such as Jung, who had the Sun square Neptune) would consider worthy of serious investigation? Or between those much sought after “psychic powers” so glamorous to the naive explorer of spiritual terrain, and the drug and alcohol addiction which debases and destroys so many lives? Or between addiction and the “oceanic peak experience” described by transpersonal psychology? Or between transpersonal psychology and the film star? Or between the film star and the politics of the Militant Left?

It is not impossible to formulate clear concepts about Neptune's meaning as an archetypal urge within the human psyche. Nor is it difficult to relate the planet to empiric observations of individual and collective behavioural patterns, complexes, feelings and world-views. What is difficult is that nasty old paradox: When is it a transpersonal longing which needs to be honoured as precisely that, and when is it an infantile regression which needs to be confronted with compassionate realism? And when is it both? Perhaps this is the true nature of Neptunian deception. Given the spectrum of opposites which Neptune seems to symbolise, from the extremes of psychic and physical disintegration to the life-transforming light of inner revelation, it is virtually impossible to state, categorically, when one is masquerading as the other. A deep but unacknowledged thirst for the spirit can disguise itself as addiction or hopeless retreat from reality, just as the so-called enlightened soul may be an apparent adult with a baby's emotional narcissism, on strike against life and refusing to leave Never-never-land. The perennially self-sacrificing parent, lover, or counsellor can reveal himself or herself to be a devouring octopus, just as the apparent human flotsam—the thief, the prostitute, the addict, the tramp—may know more of true human compassion than an army of doctors, psychologists, social workers, and politicians who loudly proclaim their love of humanity through collectively approved words and deeds. As the witches in Macbeth pronounce.



Fair is foul, and foul is fair:

Hover through the fog and filthy air.3



The dilemma of Neptune does not lie in any unavailability of psychological models which might provide us with a richer vocabulary than “deception” or “illusion.” It lies in the sometimes literally maddening moral uncertainty which accompanies the longing for redemption. One might cloak with apparent goodness the bottomless greed of the unformed infant clawing at the closed door of mother's womb. Or one might truly be in touch with some greater reality which renders separateness meaningless; and one's creations and actions will therefore be gently graced with the healing power of that other realm—although the individual is often unaware of the gift he or she possesses. One can never be sure, least of all about oneself. It is when one is most certain of one's blamelessness that one is liable to be most mistaken with Neptune. Just when the individual believes that he or she is being indisputably loving, the grip of the unconscious parental complex is most in evidence. And just when one is in the undignified throes of breakdown and dissolution, one draws close to a strange, diffuse light—a magical door which opens onto sacred secrets which, like those of the Melusine, vanish in the cold light of what is usually defined as sanity.

There has always been a curiously flexible interface between what is called madness and what is called union with the divine. To the ancient Greek, madness was the condition of being possessed by a deity. To the medieval Christian, madness was the condition of being possessed by a devil, which is simply another way of putting it. The Australian Aborigine, when he goes “walkabout,” is, in psychiatric terminology, temporarily insane. But in his own context, he has become one with the land and the ancestors. So, too, does the shaman enter that ecstatic trance which, viewed through the lens of rational consciousness, is in fact a psychotic episode. Neptune can symbolise the highest and most exalted manifestations of love, grace, and creative vision of which human beings are capable in those moments when the earthbound illusion of separateness is replaced by a recognition of ultimate unity. Equally, Neptune can embody the most desperate and destructively devouring impulses of which human beings are capable, when they have not dealt with the fear of loneliness and death. Which is true? Probably both. Neptune's domain can be a considerable problem for many people because it constitutes a kind of “sacred cow” which should not be subjected to the same careful inspection as other spheres of human experience. I must therefore risk a certain amount of antagonism from these readers by raising questions about the sanctity of sacrifice and the glamour of selflessness. No monsters emerge under such questioning, nor untouchable gods either; only human beings, who are mysterious enough without further mystification. But it is just this essential humanity which is so difficult to include in Neptune's world, for humanity partakes too much of what the Orphics called the Titanic—the essence of Saturn, which is both Neptune's eternal enemy and its eternal complement. Sadly, it is often those individuals with the greatest imaginative gifts who, at the same time that they desperately long to manifest their potential, sabotage with the left hand what they seek with the right. Thus they forever enmesh themselves in a web of material misfortune, illness, and victimisation in their emotional and physical lives, never fully expressing the richness that lies within them because they believe, on some deep and apparently inaccessible level, that such suffering will make them more pure and more acceptable in the eyes of that Other whom they seek. While recognising, as anyone must, that suffering and sacrifice are part of life, I have deep doubts about the ways in which these terms are used and abused, and about what they often hide. It is because of, and for, such individuals that I have attempted to formulate more clearly the Neptunian world.

At the time of writing, Neptune is continuing its long conjunction with Uranus. Although the exact moment of conjunction has passed, these two planets will continue travelling within orb of each other for some considerable time.4 In the astrological world much excellent research has been done on the meaning of this infrequent and profoundly important meeting of outer planets, and every practising astrologer has encountered clients whose natal charts have been strongly triggered and who have experienced major inner and ourer upheavals as a result. National charts, too, have yielded many insights in terms of the political and economic shifts, such as the uniting of East and West Germany, which have occurred under the conjunction. We all know we are in a time of crisis and upheaval. Understanding Neptune is thus particularly relevant now, since Neptunian needs, feelings, and defences are at present peculiarly intense and part of each person's everyday life experience. The longing for redemption is a fundamental human experience. But in some spheres of society the deluge of the Neptunian waters would seem to have totally obliterated all capacity for recognising personal responsibility and choice, it is possible to understand many of our more difficult social issues in this context, and such understanding can help the individual to be more conscious of the motives behind his or her decisions, commitments, and actions. For this reason I have included a chapter called “The Political Neptune,” for politics has always been one of the realms of human endeavour where the longing for redemption—albeit called by other names—has made itself most truly at home.

The reader who wishes merely to find a “cookbook” of interpretations of Neptune in the birth chart can refer to the last section of the book, where descriptions are given of the planet in the houses, in aspect to other planets, and in synastry and composite charts. However, the material of the preceding sections, including the chapters on relevant myths and religious motifs and the strange history of the discovery and exploration of the unconscious, has been invaluable to my understanding of Neptune. Equally relevant are the workings of Neptune in the collective psyche, through trends in fashion, spiritual and religious cults, and art. Whatever one's particular orientation of astrological study and work, it is the world of images which expresses the meaning of this planet best; and I hope that some of this insight will also stimulate the reader. Thus I have begun where Neptune begins, in the myths of creation out of water, of Paradise lost and found, of the Flood and the Millennium. I have at first refrained from any attempt to interpret this ancient imagery too closely, for it is amplification rather than definition which activates the imagination and brings the feeling-tone of Neptune closer to conscious comprehension. Although this is my way of working with any astrological symbol, it is particularly appropriate to Neptune, who slithers away from keywords as water slides through a sieve. Thus, with one hand firmly on the prayer-book and the other on the pram, we can begin to pursue the elusive Neptune, firstly through those spontaneous products of the human imagination by which the unconscious is wont to portray itself.


1. C. G. Jung, Collected Works, Vol. 5, Symbols of Transformation (Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1956).

2. For two of the most comprehensive descriptions of Neptune see The Gods of Change by Howard Sasportas (London: Penguin, 1989) and Astrology, Karma and Transformation by Stephen Arroyo (Sebastapol, CA: CRCS Publications, 1978).

3. Shakespeare. Macbeth, Act I, Scene i, lines 11-12, The Complete Works of William Shakespeare (London: Octopus Books Ltd., 1980).

4. The conjunction will continue as both planets move from Capricorn into Aquarius, and will not move out of orb until the beginning of 1999




PART ONE

Fons et Origo

THE MYTHOLOGY OF NEPTUNE

. . . And I saw a new heaven and a new earth: for the first heaven and the first earth were passed away: and there was no more sea.



And I John, saw the holy city, new Jerusalem, coming down from God out of heaven, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband.



And I heard a great voice out of heaven saying. “Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men and he will dwell with them, and be their God.”



And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes: and there shall be no more death, neither pain nor sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for the former things are passed away.



And he that sat upon the throne said. “Behold I make all things new.”



And he said unto me, “It is done. I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end. I will give unto him that is athirst of the fountain of the water of life freely.”



—REVELATION, 21:1-6


Chapter 1

CREATION

Out of water all life comes.

—THE KORAN

The mythology of Neptune begins with the mythology of water. In astrological symbolism, Neptune is the ruler of Pisces, the third sign of the watery trigon, and the god after whom the planet is named is the lord of the ocean depths. But even if the planet had been called by another name, the language of water arises spontaneously on the lips of those experiencing important transits and progressions involving Neptune. Over and over again I have heard people completely unfamiliar with astrology describe their feelings and perceptions at such critical times with images such as drowning, flooding, drifting, dissolving, swamped, inundated, and flowing with the current. Their dreams at these junctures also reflect the domain of water: tidal waves, sinking ships, leaking pipes and overflowing toilets, flooded houses and torrential rain. Human beings describe with great precision, although usually unconsciously, the archetypal background of any important life experience. Neptune's vocabulary is that of water, And water, in the myths of every culture in every epoch, symbolises the primal substance, fons et origo, the source of all creation.

Mychs of water are particularly resistant to a neat definition of their meaning. Because they are so vast and elusive, usually lacking human characters and depicting instead the creation of the universe, their psychological significance seems to be related to primal experiences of which we have only the dimmest awareness. Since all myths are in one way or another the psyche's portrayal of its own processes, these creation stories are, on one level, images of human conception, gestation, and birth, projected out onto the cosmos and envisaged as the birth of the world. Human birth also occurs in more than one form, for it involves not only the physical emergence of the baby out of the womb; it also describes the birth of an individual identity out of the undifferentiated sea of the collective psyche. The pre-world “before,” which is described in the ancient myths of creation out of water is something we can never “remember” as we might recollect, for example, the emotional and sexual conflicts of puberty. Individual memories depend upon an ego to do the remembering. And in the realm of Neptune's waters there is not yet any “I.”

Water in myth, as well as in dreams, is an image of everything that is inchoate and potential—the prima materia from which all forms come and to which they will ultimately return, either through their own inevitable disintegration or in the throes of a divinely impelled cataclysm. Water exists at the beginning and returns at the end of every cosmic cycle; it will exist even at the end of creation, containing the seeds of future worlds waiting to germinate in its depths. If we wish to grasp more fully this ancient and sacred meaning of water, we need to contact within ourselves an archaic, preverbal and altogether more sensuous perception of life. A child's first glimpse of the magic and mystery of the sea will tell us more about the awesomeness of water than any scholarly analysis of ancient religious rites. The way in which we relax into a warm bath at the end of a tiring day reveals more about the healing and nourishing power of water than the intellect can ever apprehend—how water slides deliciously over the skin, how it soothes aching muscles, how it offers the body the seductive sensation of floating without effort. The mythic imagery of water is connected with our earliest bodily experiences and the exquisite sensations of being soothed, lulled, refreshed, protected, and cleansed. These are not only sensuous fantasies; they are also our past, albeit unremembered. We have all begun life in the waters of the womb, and milk is our first food. And we can also understand a good deal about the chthonic sea-monsters of water-myths from the child's experiences, not only of the birth canal but also of unwilling or accidental immersion—the incipient suffocation, the blind panic, the terror of something bottomless like a giant maw that will suck us down into oblivion. Those individuals who are frightened of swimming in deep water may gain insight into the deeper basis of their fears through exploring Neptune's imagery. The immense success of films whose central theme is the creature lurking in the depths of the sea—from The Creature from the Black Lagoon to Jaws—is testimony to how frightening and yet irresistibly seductive these images can be, even to a jaded modern consciousness.

Immersion in water, willing or unwilling, is—in mythic language— a return to pre-existence. Such a return occurs at death, and in the throes of the mystical experience, and in the twilight world of the drug-induced trance. It can also happen whenever primal emotions rise up and flood consciousness, so that the “I” disappears. This can, at certain times and for certain people, seem delicious and full of enchantment, particularly if life is cold, harsh, and frustrating. But if one has fought hard to claim one's place in the world as an effective individual, it is certifying, because it seems to herald madness, helplessness, and the utter pointlessness of all one's efforts. We cannot remember what it is like to be without form, except when in the grip of particular oceanic experiences; and then there is usually a kind of blur afterward, with “holes” in the memory such as one might have after a drunken binge. But although we lack memory, throughout the ages we have imagined, and portrayed, this wacery pre-life—in myth, in religious symbolism, and in art. Emergence of life from the water is also a miracle— how can something come out of nothing?—for it is a repetition of the act of creation in which the new universe, fresh, glistening and free of sin, was first brought forth; or the newborn baby, slimed with blood and fluid, emerges into daylight. Water, and underwater life, enthrall us now as they always have. Intelligent dentists keep tanks of tropical fish in their waiting rooms, because somehow the terror of the anaesthetic and the penetrating drill, for adults as well as children, is mitigated by the hypnotic rhythm of peaceful aquatic existence. The fountain is as magical to us today as it was in the ancient world, and clever film-makers regularly portray lovers meeting by its moonlit waters as they immerse themselves in the flow of their feelings. Fishing, too, is miraculous for a child, and continues to be so for many adults. To catch a fish is like receiving a blessing; beyond the concrete world of lines and flies and bait, it is the grace of the river or lake or sea which yields up its treasure. Thus, in virtually all ancient initiation rites, as well as in the Christian ceremony of baptism, immersion in water confers a cleansing of the corruption of the past, and a new birth; and these processes occur in a secret, hidden place to which we have no access except through the portals of fantasy.

The Water-Mother in Mesopotamian Myth

Since prehistoric times, water has symbolised the ultimate source of life and fertility, both for human beings and for the universe. Thus the presence of water, whether sea, lake, river, stream, or spring, marks the materialisation of the primal godhead. Every Neolithic and Bronze Age sacred sire was located beside or over a source of water, and its significance was greater than the obvious practical considerations of drinking and washing; it was perceived as a divine source. In those later cultures which developed more sophisticated pantheons of gods and more elaborate rituals of worship, the temple altar was usually placed adjacent to a spring or fountain, whose mysterious emergence from the depths was interpreted as a penetration of the Earth-world by that life-creating deity who presided over the formless and invisible realm below and beyond. This visible manifestation of the divine life-source was always personified as a self-fertilising female creatrix, or as a male-female dyad whose chief power resides in its feminine face. The human experience of the world of the womb before the existence of an individual ego is, in the language of myth, that of an oceanic and absolute maternal power.

The Sumerian myth of the origin of the world, dating from around the 3rd millennium B.C.E., has come down to us through the medium of the Babylonian civilisation which absorbed Sumerian culture and achieved the time of its flowering under the energetic king Hammurabi (1792-1750 B.C.E.). Of the Babylonian version of the story of creation we possess no existing document; but the entire five-thousand-year-old tale is cold in the Enuma Elish, found in the library of King Ashurbanipal of Assyria, who ruled from 668 to 630 B.C.E. If there are older creation myths than this one, we do not know about them. Enuma Elish means “when above” (the opening words of the poem), and it is recorded on seven clay tablets and covers in all a little over a thousand lines. Thus we meet the mythic world of Neptune first in the Levant, with the Sumerians who laid the foundations of our Western culture. And for the Sumerians, everything began with water.

In extant Sumerian tablets, the goddess Nammu, whose name is written with the ideogram “A,” meaning “sea,” is described as “the Mother who gave birth to heaven and earth.”1 The word nammu or namme is given another interpretation by Nicholas Campion; he suggests it can be roughly equated with essence, fate, or destiny.2 The two interpretations are related, since the divine source is also the essence and destiny of all life, which emerges from and returns to it. Sumerian myth offers no explanation for the origin of the primeval sea. It just is. We will find this a priori quality of the primal deity in other creation stories, and it is a peculiarity of the mythic portrayal of the birth of the universe; if we keep going back and back, we cannot find our way past Something that has always been there. The subjective feeling of an eternal source, which transcends the limits of time and space and lies beyond the limits of logical thought, is characteristic of Neptune. The goddess Nammu is the earliest recorded image of this Neptunian source. In the Sumerian language, the word for water is also synonymous with the word for sperm, conception, and generation. The great Sumerian sea-mother is parthenogenic; she is both fertilising sperm and the moist, receiving womb; she is male-female, androgynous and undifferentiated, an image both of cosmic primal chaos and of the dark unformed world of the womb.

The Babylonians absorbed the Sumerian myth of creation out of the sea, and elaborated on it. The Enuma Eluh tells us that in the beginning nothing existed but water: Apsu, the sweet-water ocean, and Ti'amat, the bitter salt-water ocean. From the union of these two deities, male and female but contained within the single uroboric image of the sea, the gods were brought into existence.



When above the heaven had not (yet) been named,

(And) below the earth had not (yet) been called by a name;

When Apsu primeval, their begetter,

Mummu, (and) Ti'amat, she who gave birth to them all,

Still mingled their waters together,

And no pasture land had been formed (and) not (even) a reed marsh was to be seen;

When none of the (other) gods had been brought into being,

(When) they had not (yet) been called by (their) name(s, and their) destinies had not (yet) been fixed,

(At that time) were the gods created within them.3



As the offspring of Ti'amat and Apsu grew, the Enuma Elish tells us, the noise and clamour disturbed their parents beyond bearing. Ti'amat and Apsu therefore devised a plan to annihilate their rambunctious progeny. But the plan was discovered by the young gods, who destroyed their father Apsu in self-defence. Then Ti'amat pitted herself in mortal struggle against her children, the strongest and boldest of whom was the fire-god Marduk. Marduk challenged his mother to single combat; he cast his net to enclose her; and when she opened her mouth to swallow him, he split her heart with an arrow. From her dismembered body he created the upper vault of Heaven and the lower vault of Earth; and thus the creation of the manifest world was accomplished.

Just what this cosmic imagery might suggest in psychological terms, and how it might relate to the astrological symbol of Neptune, we will explore more fully in due course. But certain essential things can be gleaned from the ancient story, perhaps the most important of which is the ambivalent nature of the primal life-source. Having generated her children within her watery body, Ti'amat abruptly decides she has had enough of them. The realm of the womb is not just a place of bliss, for the creatrix can, for reasons best known to herself, proceed to dismantle her creation. The inherent duality of the pre-and post-natal world of the infant, part paradisaical fusion and part terror of complete extinction, is vividly portrayed in Ti'amat. She is shrouded in darkness, as is the place of our origin. It might also be relevant here to emphasise that in the Enuma Elish the creation of the world out of the formless depths of the sea is accomplished by an act of violent separation. No alternarive is possible. It is an image of the struggle necessary to wrench independent existence out of the primordial unconscious; and it might be understood as a story of the life-and-death struggle of the emerging child, as well as the battle to form a separate identity out of the mass psyche of family and collective. Ti'amat is not an unconditionally loving womb and breast. She is a monstrous cosmic sea-serpent, and from Marduk's perspective must be destroyed and transformed. Marduk is for us an image of a certain stage of human development, from which the once blissful place of origin is now viewed as dangerous rather than a place of delight. But Ti'amat is also more than a monster to be slain, for her echoes continue through subsequent myths, and they are full of longing. Although the Enuma Elish does not tell us that Marduk sorrowed at his act of violent separation, it would seem in human terms that the destruction of the primal unity inevitably results in regret and longing for the fusion which has been lost. It also results in a persistent fear of reprisal.

The death of Ti'amat is only an illusion, for she is eternally present in the world which has been created out of her body. Babylonian myth hints at this paradox in the Epic of Gilgamesh, whose Sumerian original dates from the 2nd millennium B.C.E. In historical terms, Gilgamesh was a king of the early Sumerian city of Uruk. In psychological terms he is, like most mythic heroes, an image of the independent ego, splendid and mighty yet perpetually in conflict with the divine powers. In the story he sets out to find the Tree of Immortality which was lost when the primordial sea was destroyed and the world was created; for with the defeat of Ti'amat comes the inevitably of death. Eternal life can only exist when one lives within the body of the eternal source. Gilgamesh must first travel across the cosmic ocean to the Isle of the Blessed, where the ever-living hero of the Flood, Utnapishtim, dwells in eternal bliss with his wife. The ageless couple wash him with healing waters, and tell him of the Tree of Immortality which grows at the bottom of the sea. The hero finds the tree and, although his hands are mangled and torn in the process, breaks off a branch and flees. When he has safely traversed the cosmic ocean and landed in his own country again he pauses for the night by a scream, believing his prize to be safe. But a serpent slides out of the water and steals the branch and consumes it, thus shedding its skin and becoming immortal. Whereupon Gilgamesh the hero sits down and weeps.4 Thus the sea-mother Ti'amat, disguised as a humble water-snake, reclaims her boon, and human beings are left with their mortal lot and their eternal longing. Perhaps, under the influence of Neptune, we may remember the Tree of Immortality hidden beneath the cosmic sea, and strive through pain and sacrifice to reconnect with the unity that was lost with the emergence of individual consciousness. But if we are to take the story of Gilgamesh as a valid psychological statement, then we must live with the knowledge that, sooner or later, our possession of eternity will prove transient and the Tree will be lost once again.

Canaanite myth, which is closely related to the Hebrew creation story of Genesis, drew much of its imagery from the tales of the Sumerians and Babylonians. Here Ti'amat is called Asherah, “Lady of the Sea” and “Mother of the Gods.” In Syria she was known as Astarte, “Virgin of the Sea” and “Lady of the Waters”; the original meaning of her name is “womb” or “that which issues from the womb.”5 She was also called Ashtoreth, Anath or Ashtar; in Mesopotamia she was known as Ishtar, and, among the Philistines and Phoenicians, as Atargatis, the fish-goddess. She is sometimes referred to in the Ugaritic or Canaanite language simply as Elath, or “Goddess.” She was the progenitrix of all the gods, often portrayed as a beneficent maternal figure, suckling not only her own offspring but even deserving human princes. The more savage face of the primal source, an integral part of the sea-monster Ti'amat, was split off from the life-succouring image of Asherah, and resided in the darker Canaanite figure of the hideous monster Lotan (the Hebrew Leviathan) who dwelled in the oceanic depths. Lotan or Leviathan is also called the Tortuous Serpent, and is equated in Kabbalistic myth to Lilith, “who seduces men to follow crooked paths.”6 Lilith is not only a seductress but a devourer of children, “causing them to laugh happily in their sleep and then strangling them mercilessly so as to get hold of, and array herself in, their innocent souls.”7 The demotion of Ti'amat from cosmic source to malevolent succubus does not diminish her terror.

In the second (Yahwist) of the two creation myths of Genesis we have an account of how Yahveh, like Marduk, engaged in violent conflict with the waters and smote the many-headed Lotan or Leviathan, proceeding afterward to create day and night, the firmament, the heavenly bodies and the order of the seasons. This theme is repeated in Isaiah 27:1:



In that day,

The Lord will punish with his sword,

His fierce, great and powerful sword,

Leviathan the gliding serpent,

Leviathan the coiling serpent;

He will slay the monster of the sea.



The name of the Babylonian sea-mother, ti'amat, is related etymologically to the Hebrew word tehom, the deep, of the first (Priestly) creation myth of Genesis:



Now the earth was formless and empty, darkness was over the face of the deep, and the spirit of God hovered over the waters.



As the fiery wind of Marduk blew into the dark depths of Ti'amat, the spirit of Elohim hovered over the dark face of the deep. As Marduk spread the upper half of the mother-body as a roof with the waters of Heaven above and the waters of Earth below, so in Genesis Elohim made the firmament and separated the waters that were above from those that were below. And as Marduk conquered Ti'amat, God conquered Leviathan. In a 15th-century Kabbalistic text, the Midrashic statement that God “cooled” the female Leviathan is reinterpreted to mean that God made Lilith barren, so that she could no longer bear offspring.8 Yet in later Jewish folklore Leviathan is not merely monstrous, but also beautiful and beloved of God.



The ruler over the sea-animals is leviathan. . . . Originally he was created male and female. . . . But when it appeared that a pair of these monsters might annihilate the whole earth with their united strength, God killed the female. So enormous is leviathan that to quench his thirst he needs all the water that flows from the Jordan into the sea. . . . But leviathan is more than merely large and strong; he is wonderfully made besides. His fins radiate brilliant light, the very sun is obscured by it, and also his eyes shed such splendour that frequently the sea is illuminated suddenly by it. No wonder that this marvellous beast is the plaything of God, in whom He takes His pastime.9



Interestingly, Leviathan in this description has become male, because God has destroyed or made barren the female part of the original uroboric unity. This is one way of attempting to solve the problem of Neptune, and it is not an uncommon one among mortals. Its efficacy outside the domain of myth is, however, questionable.

At this point it is appropriate to introduce the Neptunian image of the fish. Ti'amat is a sea-serpent, but she is also a Leviathan, a giant fish. Wherever we see portrayals of the monsters of the deep, ancient or modern, they are invariably a curious blend of the two. Long before the fish became one of the dominant images of Christianity, it was linked throughout Middle Eastern myth with the figure of the great sea-goddess who personifies the origin of life. The animating and fertilising power of water, as well as its quicksilver divine offspring, can be represented as a fish; the devouring maw of the source can also be imaged as the fish's mouth, which swallowed Jonah and spat him out again. Thus the fish is simultaneously the phallus of the self-generating sea-mother, her voracious devouring mouth, and the god-child that she bears and will swallow up again. This image of the sea-mother is epitomised by the Phoenician goddess Atargatis, who is portrayed as the “house of fishes” with a fish's tail. Astarte or Asherah also originally had the form of a fish.10 The life-giving fish-mother is the primal sea that cushions the fish-foetus who is the unborn god—a mythic image which reflects our own direct physical experience of pre-birth. Life and myth intertwine in the human embryo, which begins its development as a fish-like entity, with organs similar to gills that enable it to live within the uterine waters. Before birth, mother and child are fused in the image of the fish. And the fish-child emerging from the waters will ultimately become the redeemer who, as we shall see, carries a special and tragic destiny.

The fishes which are so familiar to astrologers as the pictorial representation of Pisces are inextricably bound up with the ancient myth of the sea-mother and her divine progeny. The southern, smaller fish in the constellation is the son, whose nature and fate we will examine more carefully later; the northern, big fish is the mother-goddess who personifies the source of all creation.11 Both figures are relevant to the astrological Neptune, which like Pisces contains an intrinsic duality.12 Ti'amat is a child-eater as well as a child-bearer, for extinction awaits everything which exists in form. This is the unwelcome truth which Gilgamesh had to face, despite his act of heroism. The waters which give life will also, one day, rise up and drown life. Longing and terror live side by side in the relationship between the sea-mother and her offspring. Ti'amat, Asherah, Ashteroth, Ashtar, Ishtar, Astarte, Atargatis, Anath, and Leviathan are all variations on the theme of the great sea-mother, progenitrix of life and the ultimate destroyer of all that she creates.

The Water-Mother in Egypt

Egypt is as old as Sumeria, and it remains a subject of scholarly debate whether the Sumerian cuneiform preceded or followed the Egyptian hieroglyphic. Despite inevitable cross-fertilisation between Egypt and the Tigris-Euphrates Valley through trade, invasion and migration, Egyptian culture and myth developed as a distinct and highly individual entity, shaped by the unique phenomenon of a virtually rainless land, totally dependent for its fertility on the whims of the mighty and temperamental Nile. The complexities of Egyptian mythology have been a problem to scholars as far back as the Greeks, because each Egyptian city developed its own names and stories and animal associations for the various gods. But the Egyptian story of creation is a straight track, leading inevitably to water.

To get a sense of the special flavour of the Egyptian cosmology, we must consider the miracle of the Nile; for the lands of Upper and Lower Egypt, apart from the more swampy terrain of the Delta, have almost no rainfall—only the yearly inundations of the great river which fertilises the banks, Since the building of the High Dam at Aswan, there no longer occur those great annual floods out of which crocodiles used to wander casually into the mud-brick houses of the villages looking for lunch. But once upon a time, by June of each year, the land had dried out and the people had begun to worry about the next flood. Then, in mid-July, the water would begin to rise, irrigating the low-lying areas near the river bed. In early autumn, the flood reached its peak. By winter the receding waters had left a layer of silt, rich in minerals, which fertilised the soil for the coming season's crops. In spring, the crops would be growing strongly, ready for harvesting just before the dry season returned in early summer. This cycle of the yearly inundation entered deeply into the consciousness of the ancient Egyptians and circumscribed their cosmology. But behind the special character of Egyptian myth lies the familiar archetypal image of a watery feminine source.



Each year he [the Egyptian] saw his world dissolve into a waste of water, followed by its reappearance, first as a narrow spit or mound of new land as the flood subsided. Perversely, he interpreted this emergence as caused not by the subsidence of the waters but by the raising of the land. . . . In a short time what had been a barren hillock showing above the watery waste was a flourishing thicket of planes with its attendant insect and bird life. . . . Out of the waters of Chaos, containing the germs of things in inchoate form, had arisen a primeval mound on which the work of creation began in the First Time.13



The Egyptians called the primordial waters Nun or Nenu, and out of Nun each year rose the primeval hillock which personified the self-generating sun-god Amun-Re, or Ra. Unlike the Babylonian story of Marduk and Ti'amat, the emergence of the solar light from the chthonic darkness is here an apparently peaceable occurrence; there are no battles among the gods, nor is the water-mother dismembered. It is simply a cycle, governed by divine law and upon which human existence depends utterly. This quality of fatalism in the Egyptian portrayal of the creation of the world is important to consider from a psychological perspective, for not every individual or collective experiences the emergence of life in terms of the bloody combat of Marduk and Ti'amat. Whether such passivity is “healthy” is a question to which there is no easy answer. There is a strange transient beauty in the Egyptian imagery of creation. One of the earliest versions of the myth cells that before there was life, the world was a limitless dark sea. Out of this watery darkness rose a large, luminous lotus bud which brought light and perfume to the world. The lotus became a symbol for the sun, which seemed to break forth from the chaos of dark water each morning as the primeval hillock arose each year from the flooded river; and therefore the lotus was also a symbol for the sun-god.14 The visitor to the great temple at Karnak, sacred to Amun-Ra, can still see in the hypostyle hall a vast forest of columns rising up from the darkness, each topped with the unfurling petals of the lotus-flower, reflecting in eternal stone the miracle of the sun-god's emergence from the waters.

Nun is the oldest of the Egyptian gods, sometimes split into a couple called Nun and Naunet. Here is a male-female dyad like Ti'amat and Apsu. Nun is a uroboric water snake, encircling the Earth that is born of it, and at the end of the world taking everything born of it back into its depths. The hieroglyphic figure which means “God” in a unified, monotheistic sense, and which roughly looks in English like “ntr” or “netjer,” is very ancient, dating back to the invention of writing; and its form appears in the name Nun, suggesting one unified invisible deity standing behind all the myriad colourful animal-headed images we normally associate with ancient Egypt. This primal power is the chaos of the waters which precedes all creation. Nun is also associated with, or the same as, the ancient Nile-god Hapi, called “the Primeval One,” who is depicted as a man with long hair and the heavy breasts of an old woman. The androgynous form of Hapi, combining the male and female life-creating forces, personified the great river. The primordial waters were also called methyr, the “great flood,” and were imaged as a cow—the goddess Hathor, known as the “watery abyss of heaven.” Like Asherah, she was sometimes portrayed suckling the young prince who would become Pharoah. The aquatic and bovine Hathor, who was capable, like Ti'amat, of running amok and slaughtering all creation, was also called Nut, Net or Neich, Lady of the West, who brought forth her son Ra or Osiris without a consort—yet another image for the parthenogenic sea-mother. Nut, whose name is likewise connected with “ntr,” that ancient hieroglyph for God, is water above and below, “mother of the gods,” life and death, the world-snake which generates, destroys and regenerates her offspring yearly with the annual flooding of the Nile. The water jar is the hieroglyphic symbol for Nut, “she who gathers and pours down rain from heaven.”15 Thus, despite its complexity of names and images, Egyptian myth, like its Middle Eastern counterparts, envisaged the origin of life as a watery cosmic womb.

As in the Sumero-Semitic myths, the image of the fish appears in Egypt, too. This is not surprising, as where there is water, there are usually fish; and the fish in Egypt, as in the Middle East, symbolised both the water-mother and her divine offspring. Nut was sometimes portrayed in fish-form, and under the name Hatmehit, her local title in the Delta, she was called “she who is before the fishes.” But the most important fish symbolism was given to Osiris, the god-child whom Nut bore and who ultimately became Egypt's great mythic victim-redeemer, in a story remarkably similar to the story of the life of Christ. Osiris, who was portrayed as a fish at his centre of worship at Abydos, is a more sophisticated version of the primitive sun-god Amun-Ra who arose from the depths of his father-mother Nun. The mythic fate of this complex deity gives us considerable insight into the more uncomfortable dimensions of the water-mother's ambivalent relationship to her divine child. Osiris was dismembered by the dark god Set, portrayed as a great river-snake or crocodile—the Egyptian version of Leviathan, the destructive phallic face of the sea-mother—and his penis was swallowed by a fish. Although he was put back together again, the penis was never found, and one made of clay had to be substituted instead.

This story suggests, on one level, that the phallus of the god was thus the only mortal or corruptible part of him, since it was made of clay—the substance out of which the artisan-god Ptah formed human beings on his potter's wheel. Osiris, although he is divine, is therefore vulnerable through his sexuality. Unlike Marduk or Yahveh, who are imaged in the heroic mould as conquerors of the deep, Osiris could not win his battle with the water monster without a terrible sacrifice. His emasculation and incurable wound provide one of the most vivid and disturbing images in the entire body of Neptunian myth. For it is through our sexuality that we are most vulnerable to the inundation of the waters, despite the godlike powers of consciousness which we mobilise to protect ourselves. The encroachment of the deep is all too often through genital, rather than spiritual, feeling—although the physical union which initially seems such a desirable aspect of Neptunian romantic entanglements is usually anticipated as a mere gateway to the more important “soul-union” that lies beyond. The quality of fatalism which may be seen in the Egyptians passive acceptance of the cyclical flood is also present in the myth of Osiris, who is defeated by his dark adversary and is never fully restored. It is possible to view these creation myths as modes of perception of life experience; and the person who unconsciously identifies with such an archetypal worldview will, like the ancient Egyptian, await his or her face devoid of any sense even of temporary power over the regressive pull of the water-mother. Thus Osiris, unlike his heroic Middle Eastern counterparts, remained for the Egyptians a bittersweet and poignant god of the underworld, promising a redemption which could occur only in the afterlife, but never in mortal form.

The Water-Mother of the Celts

Our earliest reference to the Celts as a people comes not from themselves, but from a travel account of Spain and southern France, quoted in a coastal survey of the sixth century B.C.E. by an individual called Rufus Avienus.16 Around 500 B.C.E., the Celts or Keltoi are again mentioned by Hecataeus of Miletus. Half a century later, Herodotus refers to them in connection with the source of the Danube River. Our information about the Celts and their gods is confusing and arises from a number of different sources, both Graeco-Roman and vernacular Celtic. Although Celtic myth was told and retold, and heroic prose tales are extant (such as the Ulster Cycle and the Mahinogton), the Celts left nothing resembling a written religious chronicle of creation such as the Enuma Elish. Instead, we must rely on Caesar's De Bello Gallico and on the rich inheritance of Irish, Scottish, Welsh, and British folk tales and legends, as well as archaeological evidence, to obtain a glimpse of the mythic focus of this mercurial people. From these sources it is clear that water, for the Celts, was fons et origo, the centre of their spiritual life.

The Celts understood water as an Otherworld element, fluid, mysterious and life-giving, but also capricious and destructive. Water—particularly the water of springs—was, to the Celts, a source of healing and regeneration. We have met this theme in a more cosmic form in the Sumerian myth of the Tree of Immortality which grew beneath the waters of the cosmic sea. The Celts favoured the more easily expressed symbol of the magic cauldron to personify the healing properties of water. For example, the Dagda, an Irish fertility-god, possessed a magic cauldron of inexhaustible abundance, rejuvenation, and inspiration. One does not need to be a psychoanalyst to understand the cauldron as a womb-shape, the body of the water-mother who gives birth to all life; and ritual immersion in (or drinking of) the water of the magic vessel cleanses, heals, and renews. But cauldrons, for the Celts, were, like the water-mother herself, highly ambiguous. The Cimbri sacrificed prisoners of war by slitting their throats over cauldrons, and such vessels were regarded as holy; and men were sometimes sacrificed by being drowned in a tub of water. The magic Neptunian cauldron could, like water itself, embody the dual meanings of life and death.

The Celts worshipped water to such an extent that they ritually deposited their greatest treasures in rivers, lakes, and streams in homage. A vast haul of golden Celtic weapons and dress objects was found in the Thames; and other rivers—such as the Seine and the Severn, and lakes in Ireland and Wales—have revealed golden torques and coins. This Celtic custom of throwing gifts or offerings into wells, springs, and rivers continued well into Roman times, as exemplified by the Roman city of Bath, originally a Celcic site. Such offerings were made to the mystery of life itself, as it was revealed in the flowing tides and elusive depths of sea, lake, river, and spring. We may also understand these gifts as a method of placation of the destructive power of water, through the offering up of those possessions which were of the highest value to the donor. In this practise we can see the outlines of another importane Neptunian theme which we shall explore in greater depth later: the sacrifice of those outer forms with which the ego is identified, both in order to draw closer to the source and in order to keep its capricious anger at bay.

The Celtic personification of water was the great creator-goddess, called Danu by the Irish and Don by the Welsh. She was the mother of the Tuatha De Danann, the race of the gods. Her dark face was called Domnu, which means “abyss” or “deep sea”; for like the Canaanite Asherah and Lotan, the life-giving and life-destroying aspects of water were carefully split in Celtic myth, Danu has given her name to many rivers, not only in England and France, but also to the great Russian waterway, the Don, which flows to the east of the Ukraine down to Rostov. The Black Sea rivers Dnieper and Dniester seem also to have been called after her. But most significantly of all, she claims the Danube, in the basin of which came into being that culture which formed the roots of the recognisable Celtic style. The water-goddess also makes her appearance under other names, in every area where the Celts settled. In France there is direct evidence of river-worship, with a temple located at the source of the Seine, sacred to the goddess Sequana; the name of the river Marne is derived from Matrona, “divine mother.” The river-names in Britain are also suggestive. Dee is from Deva, “goddess” or “holy one.” Clyde comes from Clota, the “divine washerwoman.” The Celtic goddess Brigantia or Brigit is remembered in the river Braint in Anglesey, and Brent in Middlesex. The Irish rivers Boyne and Shannon embody the goddesses Boinn and Sinainn. These are all manifestations of the great Danu; and it is typical of the Celts that, instead of leaving us an ancient epic such as the Enuma Elish, carved in stone to imprint her memory on posterity, they have given us instead the names of the ever-living rivers of virtually the whole of Europe to testify to her power.17 Her fluid character, experienced in a perpetually shifting relationship with nature, faithfully reflected their own.



. . . The feeling for correspondences—for one thing corresponding to another—expressed itself in Celtic religion; an intuition which was with humanity from shamanic days. The whole world was interlinked and interrelated, a concept which is at the root of Buddhist thought too. In Celtic terms, it took its form as shifting, or metamorphosis. Heroes underwent transformations from swineherds to crows to sea-monsters to Irish kings. The wizard gods shift their shape, are invisible at will, and manifest under different forms. . . . The material form was never rigid and autonomous, as we see it today—never merely a “thing,” or self-created—but always liquid, dancing, filled with the otherness of the spirit. One thing could change into another because nothing was final or completed—all things had infinite potentiality.18



The fish finds its place in Celtic lore, too, both as a phallic symbol and as an image of the fecundity and life-renewing properties of water. Salmon and trout were sacred to the Celts, and the fishes which occupied the healing wells were seen as guardian spirits and personifications of the water-mother. But the water-mother as fish or melusine was not always benign. The Celts had no more illusions about her hungry aspect than did the Babylonians. Although it might at first seem difficult to see the monstrous Ti'amat in the delicious undines of Celtic lore, the devouring propensities are the same. Human deaths were never very far away from the lore of rivers and lakes, for it was widely believed by the Celts that the water-deities regularly required human sacrifice as well as gold torques and coins. In Scotland, the River Spey was said to require one life a year, while



Bloodthirsty Dee, each year needs three;

But bonny Don, she needs none.19



The Welsh Llyn Gwernan and Llyn Cynwich are the subjects of similar stories of water deities which needed annual sacrifices. When another year had passed a voice could be heard crying: “The hour is come but the man is not!” Whereupon a man would be seen rushing headlong into the lake, having experienced a compulsion to answer the call of the goddess.20

From this rich body of Celtic lore come many folk tales of melusines and water sprites. The fideal was a female spirit which haunted Loch na Fideil in Gairloch, and a female demon known as the luideag (“rag”) haunted the shores of Lochan nan dubh bhreac in Skye. The glaistig was half-woman and half-goat, believed to live behind waterfalls and at fords. These creatures are all miniatures of Danu-Domnu the water-mother, expressing her unreliable nature in a less cosmic form. It is worth considering one of these typical folk tales in its entirety. Although the story which follows has been brought into the nineteenth century through generations of retelling, it is typical of the legends of female water spirits which abound in the folklore of Britain, Ireland, and northern Europe. Nothing gives us the flavour of mercurial magic, beauty, and sinister seductiveness with which the Celts imbued their sacred water better than these characteristic tales; and perhaps nothing else can present to us in such a delicate way the ambiguous qualities of the astrological Neptune, who can readily be recognised wearing a mermaid's tail.

The Cornishman and the Mermaid

ONCE UPON A TIME, in an old stone cottage at Cury near Lizard Point, there lived a Cornishman called Lutey. He was a man of middle years, quiet and soft-spoken, and with his children grown and gone he filled the idle hours fishing and collecting barrels of rum, salted beef, brass fittings and bales of flax which the sea washed up from wrecked ships onto the Cornish rocks. Although his wife was a fretful woman, he was content with the passing days and years. But his life was destined to change.

One misty spring day, Lutey wandered with his dog among the rocks below his cottage, to see whether the sea had washed up any new treasures. Suddenly he heard a faint cry, so weak it was barely audible above the hiss and thud of the waves. He followed the sound across a heap of boulders that ringed a small depression in the shore. At high tide, the surf flowed freely in and out. But when the water was at low ebb, a tidal pool formed, isolated from the sea. It was a mutable, magical place, shifting its boundaries with the tides, and Lutey knew that at such spots strange spirits could enter the mortal world. He peered down into the tide-pool, and from the depths a pair of sea-green eyes peered back at him.

Lutey looked more closely. He saw a beautiful pale face, half-hidden by coils of reddish-gold hair. At first he thought it was a young woman, but then he saw that at the hips her body faded into a long, smooth, shimmering, scaly shape beneath the water.

“Help me!” she whispered. “Help me back to the sea. I can give you powers, if only you will help me reach the sea.” Lutey bent down and lifted her from the water. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and he carried her down to the sand. She was as light as a cloud.

“Tell me your greatest longing,” said the mermaid. “And you shall have it, whatever it might be.”

Lutey looked out to sea, and then down at the sand beneath his feet, and said, “I want the power to heal. I want to break evil spells.”

The mermaid smiled, and said, “It is done. And what other boon?”

Lutey carried her further out, until he was in the water with the breakers foaming about his knees. “I want these powers for my sons, and their sons, and their sons' sons, so that my family's name will be honoured for all time.”

“It is done,” said the mermaid. “For your kindness you shall have both gifts.” As a pledge she drew an ivory comb from her long hair, and pressed it into his hand. Lutey felt the dizzying pull of the tide. On the shore, his dog began to howl. The mermaid pulled his head down so that her mouth was at his ear.

“Stay with me,” she whispered. “There is nothing to hold you to the land.”

Lutey began to struggle to pull her arms from his neck. His feet slipped on the sea floor. The dog rushed into the water and pulled at his trouser leg. Stumbling, he let the mermaid go, and instinctively drew out his pocket knife. The mermaid gave a powerful kick of her tail and swam out of reach, for like many other-world creatures she feared iron.

“You have made a foolish choice,” she said, “but you are kind, and I will keep my promise. Farewell! But after nine years, we shall meet again.” She plunged into the deep water, and Lutey saw her streaming, flamelike hair vanishing into the waves. He strugged to the shore and climbed to his cottage, with the comb clutched in one hand and the knife in the other.

His wife was waiting for him at the door. “What have you been up to?” she said. “Soaked to the skin, and nothing but a bit of bone to show for an afternoon's wrecking!”

“It's a comb,” said Lutey.

“It's a row of teeth on a shark's jaw,” retorted his wife.

Lutey looked at the thing in his hand, and realised his wife was right. But he kept it.

The mermaid's promise was fulfilled. Lutey broke the spells of many witches, saving the livelihood of farmers whose herds were dying, and healing sick children who had been given up for dead. After a while, he had no time for fishing or wrecking. His reputation as a healer spread far and wide, and the poor folk came to him in times of trouble. When they could not afford to give him coins, they gave him humble gifts, such as fish oil, or a stout length of rope. One by one, his sons tied up their boats and joined him. The art of healing had come to them in the same mysterious way Lutey never spoke of the source of the gift. But over the years he grew more and more withdrawn, and often he went to the tidal pool to sit alone and watch the sea.

One day, nine years after he had first met the mermaid, he collected his nets and headed out to his boat. He said to his wife, “I'm going to fish.”

But it was no day for fishing. Angry waves slapped at the boats in the harbour, and the sky was dark with scudding clouds before a howling wind. Lutey's sons looked at each other, baffled, and the youngest followed his father to see that no harm befell him. But no one could stop Lutey from setting out to sea. His little skiff bobbed and pitched in the chop, but he made no move to guide it. Then, suddenly, a bright head appeared from beneath the water. The mermaid was unchanged, although Lutey was now old, and his hair was thin and grey. While his son watched from shore, the mermaid beckoned. Lutey rose to his feet, lurching in the swells.

“My time has come!” he shouted to his son. Then he plunged into the water and was gone. The mermaid's magic endured through the generations, and the Luteys of Cury became renowned for their powers against sickness and witchcraft. But the mermaid took her payment all the same. Every nine years, as regularly as the tides, one of his descendants was lost at sea.21

The Hindu Water-Mother

We have examined so far the myths of three great cultures which have contributed to the development of the modern Western psyche: the Middle Eastern, the Egyptian and the Celtic. In all these, water is an image of the uroboric source of life—self-fertilising, ambiguous, and reflecting the infant's pre-and post-birth experience of the mother as divine nurturer and destroyer. In the Hindu myth of creation we will meet these same themes yet again, but portrayed with a philosophical subtlety which can give us considerable insight into the inner world of Neptune. At the core of the Hindu conception of the universe lies an image of rhythmic birth and return: life perpetually returning to the cosmic sea from whence it has come, and the birth of a new universe which itself is eventually dissolved in the primal waters. The deep fatalism of this Hindu vision of life is often understood as negative. Here there is no magic cauldron or Tree of Immortality to be won, no Judgement Day with its Second Coming, no Paradise or Valhalla to which the souls of the righteous or the brave can ascend for all eternity. The ultimate reality is the water of non-being.

Different creation myths, as we have seen, reflect a different emotional ambience—violent in the case of the Babylonians, ambiguously cooperative in the case of the Celts, passive in the case of the Egyptians. This diversity of tone may be seen to reflect differing human perceptions of a primal archetypal experience. Viewed in individual psychological terms, these differences depend upon the temperament of the person undergoing the experience, and his or her age and stage of development. Viewed in collective terms, the same may apply. The vigorous Babylonian civilisation understood emergence into life as a cosmic battle, while the Egyptians saw it as a peaceable and benign but inevitably cyclic event over which they had no control. The Celts defined their shifting relationship with the source through sacrifice, propitiation, and poetry, thus perceiving humanity as an integral and active part of the cosmic dance. In Hindu myth we meet what at first seems the bleakest and most passive vision of all, for human life itself is an illusion. Psychologically, this suggests a complete identification with the uroboric mother of the pre-birth state. The sense of independent existence is frail and quickly extinguished, and life is thus a dream and a weariness. These sentiments unquestionably belong to Neptune's world.

Yet this rhythmic, oceanic, unmistakably female and essentially Neptunian vision of the cosmos appears negative only to a Western mind which cannot always see past the immediate rewards and punishments of an individual life. It is surely a good deal less negative than the belief that, despite the basic inequality of life and the extremely subjective definition of “sin,” we get only one try which will determine whether we roast for eternity or bask in Paradise with the angels. Mircea Eliade expresses his own opinion on the matter very succinctly:



I am not sure that one can call it a pessimistic conception of life.

It is rather a resigned view, imposed simply by seeing the pattern made by water, the moon and change. The deluge myth, with all that it implies, shows what human life may be worth to a “mind” other than a human mind; from the “point of view” of water, human life is something fragile that must periodically be engulfed, because it is the fate of all forms to be dissolved in order to reappear. If “forms” are not regenerated by being periodically dissolved in water, they will crumble, exhaust their powers of creativity and finally die away.22



For the Hindu, the cosmic sea is the Divine Mother out of whom all life emerges. In South India she is portrayed with goggle-eyes, and is called “the fish-eyed one.” She is named Maha-Kali (Mighty Time) and Nitya-Kali (Endless Time), and she has dominated the cultures of the Indus Valley since 2500 B.C.E. When there was neither creation, nor the sun, the moon, the planets, nor the earth, and when darkness was enveloped in darkness, then the Mother, the Formless One, Maha-Kali, existed alone. After the destruction of the universe, at the end of each great cycle, she garners the seeds for her next creation. After the creation, her primal power dwells in the universe itself. She brings forth each phenomenal world and then pervades it. Bondage to physical existence is thus of her making; but so is the enlightenment which brings liberation. By her maya—her illusion or enchantment—human beings become entangled in the wheel of rebirth, through the intractable umbilical cord of their desires; through her grace, which is the wisdom attained through suffering, they achieve their liberation. She is called the Saviour, and the remover of the chains that bind one to the world. This great Neptunian water-mother is addressed in a hymn from the Tantrasara:



O Mother! Cause and Mother of the World!

Thou art the One Primordial Being,

Mother of innumerable creatures,

Creatrix of the very gods: even of Brahma the Creator,

Vishnu the Preserver, and Shiva the Destroyer!

O Mother, in hymning Thy praise I purify my speech.

As the moon alone delights the white night lotus,

The sun alone the lotus of the day,

So, dear Mother, dost Thou alone delight the universe by Thy glances.23

The concept of maya—a term which, like karma, has of late been rather abused in esoteric circles—is fundamental not only to Hinduism, but also to Neptune, and to the psychology of those who are strongly identified with this planet's worldview. Because the manifest universe is understood not as a real “thing,” but as an emanation springing from the cosmic sea, the material world is a transient vehicle through which the substance of the Divine Mother circulates. Reality as we know it is therefore an illusion or a mirage. We, and what we call life, are Maha-Kali's dream. This is a deeply disturbing idea to the more concrete Western mind, to which dreams are illusion, and physical objects real. An individual life is nothing more than a dream among many, dreamt by the cosmic sea; and the events ofthat life are the emanations of her substance, just as we believe our own dream-images arise from the human brain. An individual death is thus only the end of a dream. Just as a psychologically sophisticated Western person might sift through a dream to distill its meaning, forgetting the images once the essence has been gleaned, so the cosmic sea draws the essential meaning from the dream of a human life which is quickly forgotten.

The contrast between the seductive and absolute power of the Hindu Divine Mother and the monstrous but relative power of the Babylonian Ti'amat is a striking one. What might this tell us about different human perceptions of the same experience? Perhaps the difference lies in the strength and solidity of ego-consciousness in relation to the primal mother. Marduk, matricidal and maker of the world, is fiery and male. He is an image of the fighting power and self-expressive drive which alone can wrest independent existence from the threatening regressive pull of the womb. He also personifies an extreme perspective; for if we identify with this solar and Martial ego-force, we experience the waters of the source, and all the inchoate longings and needs they represent within us, as only terrifying and life-destroying. This is one experience of Neptune: It is a devourer which must be fought, so that one's own reality can be sustained. In the astrological birth chart, squares from Neptune to the Sun and Mars, particularly if the latter are placed in fiery or earthy signs, may reflect this kind of perception. In contrast, the Hindu experiences the Divine Mother as the only true delight of the universe. The sense of self is so nascent and fragile that it is experienced as only a dream; there is a virtually total submergence of individual identity in the watery source. One's own life and death are meaningless, for all the meaning resides in her. This is another experience of Neptune: It is a state of cosmic bliss, against whose transcendent enormity one's personal feelings, needs, and values are rendered insignificant and even contemptible. In the birth chart, trines between an angular Neptune and the Sun or Moon, combined with an emphasis in the element of water or the 12th house, may reflect this perception. We cannot be certain about which attitude will dominate consciousness when considering Neptune's placement and aspects in the horoscope; the whole chart needs to be considered as well as external factors such as family background and the presiding values of the culture into which the individual is born. But we can be sure that, if either extreme dominates, its opposite will sooner or later find a way to invade the individual's life.

The world for the Hindu is merely maya, which simply means “stuff.” Maya is also “art,” by which an appearance is produced. We can begin to see why there are such close links between the Divine Mother's “art” of creating forms out of this “stuff,” and the individual artist's power to create from the imagination. Equally, there are links between the maya-stuff and what Mesmer called the “universal fluid” and Jung called the “objective psyche.” The Divine Mother as maya is formless, self-generating, and the begetter and destroyer of apparent reality, including the individual ego which is so convinced that it has been self-begotten. Anyone who has experienced the peculiar and synchronous manner in which apparently fixed circumstances and even objects move and shift to bring the right experience at the right time will recognise the magical nature of this “stuff” which, to the Hindu, is the only reality. Maya is the measuring out or creation of forms; it is also any illusion, trick, artifice, deceit, jugglery, sorcery or work of witchcraft. The gods are themselves the productions of maya, the spontaneous creations of an undifferentiated divine fluid.

Thus maya, the Divine Mother, produces not only the gods but also the universe in which they operate. Even the image of Mother is a trick of maya, for maya has no form of itself. It is the human imagination which perceives it as “her,” and yet the human imagination is her, in perhaps the purest form we can experience. The creative process, be it a book, a painting, a piece of music, a play, or an inventive recipe, is therefore not “me” using “my” imagination, but the imagination expressing itself through the vehicle of “my” life—which itself is a product of the same primal stuff. Artists have always recognised and immersed themselves in the sea of the imagination as a divine source, which is probably why they are often considered, and often go, mad. Maya is the supreme power that generates and animates the great theatrical display of the cosmos. Shakespeare seems to have known this secret, which is why he suggesced that all the world is a stage, and all men and women merely players. Maya is known in Hindu teaching as Shakti, “cosmic energy.” Interestingly, the word shakti, or sakti, is also the word for the female sexual organs. Maya-Shakti is personified as the world-protecting, feminine, maternal face of the ultimate being. But her character in Hindu myth is, as we might expect, untrustworthy, the Tantrasara notwithstanding. Having mothered the universe, she then muffles her creatures within the wrappings of her perishable production, enchanting them beyond endurance until, like Odysseus' men on Circe's island, they are turned into beasts by their obsessive craving for redemption through the objects upon which they project her. The aim of Hindu philosophical thought has always been to learn the secret of maya's web, so that the human being might pass through it to a reality beyond the physical, emotional, and intellectual pyrotechnics that block true awareness. Thus it is a philosophy which strives toward nonattachment, for maya binds her creations through the compulsive power of desire, Merely attempting to reject the stuff of her creation through asceticism or repression is a cheat, for this, too, is desire—the desire to be free of desire, or to avoid being hurt by desire. To the Hindu mind, only satiation and disillusionment over many incarnations, and a profound recognition of the cyclical nature of the universe, can in the end free one from maya.

Water, in Hindu myth, is the primary materialisation of maya, the life-maintaining essence of the deity, who circulates through her creations in the form of rain, sap, semen, milk, and blood. These are magical substances, endowed with the generative and regenerative powers of the Divine Mother. Thus diving into the waters means delving into the mystery of maya, to quest after the ultimate secret of life. Boundless and imperishable, the cosmic waters are at once the source of all things and their dreadful grave.



Through a power of self-transformation, the energy of the abyss puts forth, or assumes, individualized forms endowed with temporary life and limited ego-consciousness. For a time it nourishes and sustains these with a vivifying sap. Then it dissolves them again, without mercy or distinction, back into the anonymous energy out of which they arose. That is the work, that is the character, of Maya, the all-consuming, maternal womb.24



Hindu myth postulates an endless succession of created worlds which are then swallowed up by the primal ocean from which they arose. The elements melt back into undifferentiated fluid, and the moon and stars dissolve. There is only a limitless sheet of water, This is the interval of a night of Brahma. Water is also visualised as a great serpent, akin to the serpent-mother Ti'amat. The god Vishnu, preserver of each universe and equally an emanation of the Divine Mother, is portrayed in Hindu art reposing on the coils of a prodigious snake, the serpent Ananta (“endless”). Inside the god is a new cosmos. Presently, out of his body, he puts forth a single lotus—for the lotus, to the Hindu as to the Egyptian, is the divine solar flower of emergent life—with a thousand petals of pure gold. Then Vishnu manifests the creator-god Brahma, seated at the centre of the golden lotus; and Brahma in turn makes the new universe.

The rivers of India are full of potent mythology. These rivers are seen as female deities, food-and life-bestowing mothers. Their portrayals in Indian art are indistinguishable from the image of the Divine Mother. Ganga, the goddess of the Ganges, is known as the mother who bestows prosperity and secures salvation. She washes away the sins of those whose ashes or corpses are committed to her waters, and secures for them a happier rebirth. The Ganges is divine grace flowing in tangible form, spreading fertility over the rice-fields, and pouring purity into the hearts of the devotees who bathe in her fruitful stream. The Western visitor to India is often appalled by the spectacle of so many poor, dirty people crowding into the water, oblivious to whatever diseases they might be spreading or contracting. But for the Hindu, mere physical contact with the body of the goddess Ganga transforms the devotee and frees him or her from maya. The base ingredients of earthly nature are transformed, and mortal flesh becomes the embodiment of the divine essence of the highest eternal realm.

Hindu myths about water are particularly descriptive of the inner world of Neptune, for the world-weariness and longing for oblivion which are so often the experience of the individual with a strong natal Neptune are expressed here in the most profound philosophical terms. There seems to be a great affinity between the Neptunian individual and the Hindu worldview, which is perfectly understandable if we consider a dominant planet in the birth horoscope as a lens through which the person experiences and interprets life. Since we all see through our own highly selective lenses, we perceive around us what is essentially within ourselves; and Neptune, viewing the endless and often apparently pointless cycles of birth and death in a pain-ridden world, comes to the conclusion that it is the place of life's origin, rather than life itself, which matters most. Identification with the source devalues the individual self and the individual life; nothing matters any more, for everything is illusion anyway. We might even formulate this longing for dissolution in the cosmic sea as a death-wish, although it is not so much an active, aggressive impulse to self-destruct as a yearning for the oblivion of the sacred return.

The Greek Water Deities

Greek myths about the nature and meaning of water immerse the reader in an immensely fertile proliferation of images. Among this feast of water deities we shall find many who can help us to amplify the world of Neptune. The rich complexity of Greek myth does not, however, disguise the essential simplicity of the watery source. The primal power of the water-mother in archaic Greek myth was eventually superseded by a male counterpart. This same transition seems to have occurred in the Greek rulership of the underworld, which was first governed by a phallic female deity who was later portrayed as the phallus alone—the male god Hades. But despite the eventual apotheosis of the Earth-god Poseidon as unquestioned master of the sea, the earliest Greek personification of the sea is female, and related to all the earlier sea-mothers in both personal and transpersonal, beatific, and terrifying, forms. If we wish to understand the astrological Neptune, we must look further back than the aggressive and rampant Poseidon, who was in time absorbed into the Roman Neptune from whom the planet acquired its name.

In the Pelasgian creation myth, which is the earliest Greek story of the origin of the universe that we possess,25 there was in the beginning only Eurynome, the goddess of all things. She rose naked out of Chaos—or, put another way, Chaos, like the Hindu Maya, formulated itself as the goddess—but she found nothing substantial for her feet to rest upon. In a strange echo of Genesis, she divided the sea from the sky, dancing alone upon its waves. In her loneliness she created the serpent Ophion, mated with him, and, assuming the form of a dove, laid the Universal Egg out of which all creation came. The goddess Eurynome had many aspects, one of which was Eurybia, ruler of the sea. She was also Thetis (“the disposer”) or its variant Tethys; Ceto or Cetus, the sea-monster who corresponds to the Hebrew Leviathan and the Babylonian Ti'amat; and Nereis, who personified the physical element of water. Whatever her names, by now we should recognise her.

So far, this creatrix is virtually identical with all the figures we have so far met. Eurynome's monstrous phallic face is embodied not only in Cetus but also in the serpent Ophion, who like Ananta of the Indians, Domnu of the Celts, and Lotan of the Levant, is carefully split off from the goddess herself. But by the time we arrive at Homer several centuries later, the predictable change has occurred. Homer calls the origin of life Okeanos, the beginning of everything. This masculine deity was a water-god who possessed inexhaustible powers of begetting. His river streamed to the outermost edges of the earth, flowing back on itself in a circle like the great and endless Hindu serpent Ananta. Every river, spring, lake, fountain—indeed, the whole sea—issued continually from his mighty and eternal ejaculation. When the world eventually came under the rule of Olympian Zeus, Okeanos alone was permitted to retain his former title and place as a boundary between earthly reality and the Otherworld. But Okeanos did not rule alone. He shared the domain of the waters with the goddess Tethys; and Tethys, as we have seen, is the same as the old Pelasgian water-mother Eurynome, the original creatrix. The myth of Okeanos, as Graves suggests, is a later version of the Pelasgian myth. By Homer's time, the water-mother had to share her power with her consort, who eventually claimed all the credit.

At this point the Greek water deities begin to subdivide and multiply, and they could easily fill a volume by themselves. It is worth touching upon one of the oddest of these aquatic figures, for he can help us to understand other dimensions of Neptune besides the primordial life-and death-dispensing attributes of the water-mother. The Old Man of the Sea, called Proteus or Nereus, is male; but he is unquestionably an aspect of the goddess Thetis or Tethys. The name Proceus means “first man,” and he embodies the prophetic power of the primal source. Proceus is a shape-changer, like the Hindu Divine Mother; he is fluid and ungraspable, yet he possesses the power of foreseeing the pattern of the future. Since the cosmos in its entirety emerges from the water-mother's womb, she naturally knows the scheme of its development and eventual end, because it is made of her “stuff.” This is an idea later echoed in God's Providence, the Christian belief that God knows what will happen to all his creatures, great and small, because he made them.

Prophetic power emanating from water is an ancient idea, not limited to Greek or Hindu myth. The Babylonians called the ocean the “home of wisdom,” and portrayed its prophetic gifts in the strange figure of Oannes, half-man and half-fish, who rose from the Persian Gulf and revealed culture, writing and astrology to human beings. The kind of prophecy associated with water is different from the oracular powers of such deities as Apollo, or mythic humans such as Cassandra and Tiresias. It is not a gift of intuitive foresight, but rather, an intimate knowledge of all the goings-on of one's children, because they are not separate from oneself. It is closer to what we might call “psychic,” because there is an identity between creator and creation. Neptune is associated in traditional astrology with psychic powers, but this term can be thoroughly confusing and does not help us to clarify what is meant by such faculties. Rather than indicating a higher level of personality integration or consciousness, Neptune's psychism often appears to be connected with a sometimes destructive lack of ego-boundaries—a blurring of identity between self and other, and between the daylight world and the world of the unconscious. This lack of boundaries reflects the psychic fusion of the very young infant with its mother. It is a common experience for a mother to somehow “know” when her child is distressed or in trouble, or for a child to “pick up” and act out the mother's unexpressed emotions in a fit of anxiety, temper or withdrawal. Such merging can also occur when an unrelated person dreams or knows there will be an accident or a natural disaster—as though the boundaries have slipped between the individual's Saturnlan ego-skin and the Neptunian waters of the collective psyche. In the figure of Proteus we encounter Neptune's psychism portrayed in mythic form.

We may swim past the Nereids, the Tritons, the Sirens, Scylla and Charybdis, and all the other erotic, enchanting, wise, healing, monstrous, and cruel water deities that the Greeks described with such verve and variety; for all these describe what we have met already in the myths of other cultures. But we must at last consider the god Poseidon, whom the Romans called Neptune. This deity in his earliest form was not specifically associated with water. A. B. Cook states that “the Hellenic Poseidon himself was originally but a specialised form of Zeus.”26 Child of the Titans Kronos and Rhea, brother (or double) of Zeus and, like Zeus, consort of Demeter the earth-mother, Poseidon was a fertility god associated with the husbandry of sheep, horses, and bulls, Lord of earthquakes, he was imaged as a huge black bull who stamped his feet in his vast cavern beneath the earth, toppling mountains and palaces. His trident, before it assumed its later fish-spearing form, is related not only to the wand topped with a lotus flower which Zeus himself carried, but also with Zeus thunderbolt.27 He was sometimes portrayed holding both. The pre-classical Poseidon cannot tell us much about the astrological Neptune. But the god was eventually given the sea-goddess Amphitrite as a consort; and like so many other Greek gods, he gradually usurped the powers of his wife. No longer simply a fertility god, Poseidon became the independent sovereign of the ocean, and his trident, like the Cornish mermaid's comb, became associated with the teeth of the monstrous but de-fanged sea-mother.28 By espousing the sea, Poseidon's originally earthy character seems to have assumed the caprice and unpredictability of his more ancient partner. Thus he developed in classical myth as an untamed, faithless god, without moral qualities, indifferent to other gods, men and history, rocking himself in his own flowing.

Before Rome became a great empire, the Italic tribes, like the Celts, worshipped many local water deities. Neptunus was originally one of these. Most, however, were female; the nymph Juturna ruled still waters and rivers, while the nymph Egeria presided over a fountain and grotto in Latium and foretold the fate of newborn babies. Many of these local nymphs, usually associated with springs, possessed the gift of prophecy. The river Tiber was ruled by the god Tiberinus, and to prevent him from flooding his banks the Vestal Virgins would each year throw twenty-four wicker mannequins, the civilised relics of former human sacrifices, into his untrustworthy waters.29 Eventually the Romans merged their local Neptunus with the Greek Poseidon and embraced Neptune as the unquestioned ruler of the sea. The poet Manilius named him as the guardian of the constellation of Pisces. Roman artists enjoyed portraying him in stylish mosaics with his consort Amphitrite and a train of nereids, tritons, dolphins, octopi, aquatic putti and sea-monsters such as hippocamps and fish-tailed goats. Such mosaics, predictably, may be seen wherever we find the remains of Roman baths. But Neptune and his watery train, despite this trivialisation, also appear on sarcophagi and funeral monuments. Franz Cumont points out that these images were associated with death and the passage of the soul from this world to the next.30 Although in the days of its glory Rome increasingly looked toward the celestial regions for the ultimate resting-place of the human soul, nevertheless the more ancient imagery of the sea, as the place from which we came and to which we must one day return, remained eternally present beneath the cherished hope of sidereal immortality.

The Mythic Meaning of Water

There are many other myths which describe the origins of life out of water, and which portray the ambiguous nature of the water-mother. Even the muscular tales of northern climes preserve the eternal theme of water as a divine source of life and death and a guardian of divine secrets. The Norse sea-goddess Ran, who claimed her share of human sacrifice from the dragon-ships, held in her palace under the sea a magic cauldron which conferred eternal life. The Rhine Maidens of the Nibelungenlied hid beneath their waters the gold which Wagner forged into one of the greatest works of music ever written. This imagery is universal and timeless, and we have seen only a small sampling of it. Myths of creation out of water are a spontaneous outpouring of the human imagination, describing the archetypal experience of the source of life. They are also potent symbols of the subjective experience of the mother during that time before and immediately after birth when the individual identity has not yet formed. Contained in their imagery are the intense and overwhelming physical sensations of the womb, the birth canal, and the breast. And there are also primal emotions, of overwhelming longing and abject terror, piercing bliss and horrified revulsion, which astonish us as adults when they erupt into the daylight world and project themselves upon people and situations. It is not surprising that many individuals find it difficult to cope with Neptunian emotions when the planet is busy in the horoscope through natal aspects or in transits or progressions; for these feelings are cosmic and infantile at the same time. Imagery as vast as the creation of the universe should cell us that we are dealing with experiences that do not belong to any time that we can “remember,” for memory is the ego's thread of continuity of experience, the container of the sense of “I.”

Thus the astrological Neptune does not tell us about the individual's physical and emotional relationship with the personal mother in the same manner as the Moon in a natal chart, unless it is related to this more defined realm through natal aspects to the Moon or through tenanting the 10th house. Relationship implies an already existing sense of separateness, however frail. Neptunian feelings are diffuse, inchoate, inarticulate and transpersonal in nature—although I am not equating “transpersonal” with “spiritual.” By the time we experience the Moon, we have already been born, and have begun to register some sense of individual bodily and emotional independence in relation to a mother who is increasingly coalescing as a separate entity. But Neptune points back to a time when we have not yet emerged from the formless stuff of pre-existence. Thus, bearing the myths of creation in mind, we can begin to approach the astrological Neptune by considering chat, in the horoscope, ie symbolises the longing to return to the source of life, the eternal world of water and womb, where individual identity is dissolved back into that Other which gave it birth. The house in which Neptune is natally placed can give us considerable insight into that sphere of life which will carry our unconscious projections of this uroboric source. Our responses to its surrogates may reflect a vast spectrum of emotions—a poignant yearning for the Tree of Immortality, or a terrified flight from the incipient Flood, or an irresistible compulsion to do battle as Marduk battled Ti'amat to save his life and create the world. Or we may experience a mixture of all these. A piece of external reality which others might find relatively uncomplicated becomes, through the lens of Neptune, filled with strange fantasies, dreams, longings, terrors, and unknown powers which point back to the very beginnings of life. And it is here that we experience a secret identification with the source whose great intensity, if it is not made conscious, will permeate the individual's attitude toward the world and others, bringing confusion, deception and the strange passivity of the infant—unless he or she can begin to explore that secret fantasy and gently peel it off the outer objects, ideologies, and people to which it has attached itself. All the mythic images we have explored describe the longing we are left with after the loss of original unity, and the trials and suffering necessary to recapture some part of the healing power of the source. And the theme of Paradise, lost and one day regained, leads inevitably on from the theme of primal separation; for the reward we seek after death is no different from the realm out of which we have come at the dawn of life.
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Chapter 2

THE PURSUIT OF THE MILLENNIUM

Now the Lord God had planted a garden in the east, in Eden, and there he put the man that he had formed. And the Lord God made all kinds of trees grow out of the ground—trees that were pleasing to the eye and good for food. In the middle of the garden were the tree of life and the tree of the knowledge of good and evil.

—GENESIS 2:8



The mythology of Paradise is as ancient and universal as that of creation. But Paradise is a human rather than a cosmic affair. It concerns the nature and face of men and women, rather than the beginning of the world; and it also portrays Neptune's longing in a poignant vision of the soul's return after exile in the barren wasteland of earthly life. While the great creation myths describe cosmic dramas so vast and abstract that they are impossible to relate to in personal terms, the imagery of Paradise is far closer to the heart. Creation out of water is the imagery of conception and birth; but Paradise is the world of the already-born, immersed in the bliss of the breast. Our lost home, which can only be regained on the other side of death, or through the violent intervention of an apocalypse, expresses most poetically the feeling-tone of Neptune, with its yearning for vanished innocence and the eternal embrace of a loving deity with whom we can dwell forever.

West of Eden

Any voyage along the rivers of Paradise must begin with that imaginal place which is most central to our Western heritage—the Garden of Eden. The landscape of Eden bears many emotional parallels with the primal watery domain which we have just explored. But it contains a motif that does not appear in the stories of creation, yet which is extremely important in understanding how we experience Neptune: the Fall. The “original sin” of Adam and Eve, which occurs not only in Genesis but also in the Paradise myths of many other cultures, is the chief instrument of alienation from God and expulsion from the place of bliss and eternal life. It is our sin which comes between us and our union with the source; and it is our sin which drives us to alone through suffering and sacrifice so that one day we may be forgiven and allowed re-entry. Although the details vary among the stories of different cultures, it is usually a “wrong” of some kind which rends the fabric of Paradise and ushers into being the long and thorny road of human history. While there is no discernible conflict between right and wrong presented in the myths of creation—they describe, very literally, “acts of God,” even the brutal slaying of Ti'amat—there is a definite moral stance implicit in the myths of Paradise. It seems hard for us to let go of the belief that there must be some reason why we are out here, and not in there. And it is impossible to grasp the ambiguous world of Neptune without examining this moral issue more closely, for it is intrinsic to the meaning and expression of the planet in individual psychology.

It is useful to begin with Eden's antecedents. The tale as it is told in Genesis is, predictably, paralleled by the Sumerian-Babylonian divine garden of Dilmun, where there was no sickness or death, and where wild animals did not prey upon one another.



The land Dilmun is a pure place, the land Dilmun is a clean place,

The land Dilmun is a clean place, the land Dilmun is a bright place.

In Dilmun the raven uttered no cry,

The kite uttered not the cry of the kite,

The lion killed not.

The wolf snatched not the lamb.

Unknown was the kid-killing dog,

Unknown was the grain-devouring boar. . .

The sick-eyed says not “I am sick-eyed,”

The sick-headed says not “I am sick-headed,”

Its (Dilmun's) old woman says not “I am an old woman,”

Its old man says not “I am an old man.” . .

The singer utters no wail,

By the side of the city he utters no lament.1



In the beginning, after the world had been created, the water god Enki asked his mother Nammu, the primal sea, to help him fashion a new creature with some clay, and to set this creature to work to tend Dilmun, the abode of the gods. So satisfactory did this prove that Enki made other humans, who began to multiply. For a time gods and mortals lived happily together in the land of Dilmun. Enki also created all the plants necessary for human life and pleasure: cucumbers, apples, grapes, figs, and other delicious things. After the Fall, the story of which follows shortly, Dilmun became the abode of the immortals alone, as it had been before human beings were created. But Utnapishtim (whom we know better as Noah) and his wife were allowed to live there for eternity after the great Deluge which was sent to cleanse the sins of the world. Dilmun's parallels to Eden are obvious. But it is interesting to note that the “original sin” of the Sumerian first man is rather different from that of the Hebrew. The myth of Adapa, whom Genesis calls Adam, seems to have been very widespread in the ancient Middle East; a fragment of it was even found among the Amarna archives in Egypt. Adapa and Adam bear similar names. But at this point the resemblance ends.

Although a mortal, Adapa was sometimes portrayed as the actual son of Enki, ruler of water and—like so many other mythic male progeny of the water-mother—an image of her phallic creative power. Enki had created Adapa as “the model of man,” and had given him wisdom, but not eternal life. One of Adapa's duties was to provide fish for the gods. One day while he was fishing, the South Wind blew and overturned his boat. In a fit of rage (Enki had evidently instilled his creation with a bad temper), Adapa broke the wing of the South Wind, and it could not blow for seven days. When Anu the high god of heaven observed the absence of the South Wind, he sent his messenger, Ilabrat, to inquire the reason for it. Ilabrat came back and told Anu what Adapa had done. Anu then ordered Adapa brought before him. Enki the water god gave his son wise advice on how he should approach Anu. He must put on mourning apparel and appear with his hair disordered and torn, and invent a tale about his grief over the disappearance of two gods from the world of men, which had made him unbalanced and thus inclined to strike out blindly at the South Wind. But when Anu offered him the bread and water of death, Adapa must refuse. Everything fell out as Enki had foretold; and Adapa was regarded with favour by Anu because of his piety, and was forgiven for the incident with the South Wind. Then Anu offered Adapa the bread and water of life, with the intention of conferring immortality upon the man. But Adapa, obeying his father's instructions and misunderstanding the nature of the boon being offered, refused it. Thereupon Anu laughed and asked Adapa why he had acted so strangely. When Adapa explained that he had followed the advice of his father Enki, Anu told him that by this act he was deprived of the gift of immortality. Although Adapa afterward ruled on earth with many privileges and dignities, misfortune and disease were forever after the lot of the human race.2

This is a curious tale; for here the original sin, rather than being Adam's disobedience to the will of God, is too great and unthinking an obedience, resulting in the loss of the boon of eternal life for humanity. One might fruitfully speculate about what this strange reversal of the story of Genesis might mean. Have we “fallen” into suffering and death not because Adam acted independently, but because he blindly accepted the divine parental dictate? However theologically provocative this earlier story of the Fall might be, it was long ago transformed by that distinctive morality which characterises Judeo-Christian culture. Paradise, as it is enshrined in the collective psyche of the West, is represented as the original place of bliss which we have lost because of that highly ambiguous human attribute which Neptune so strenuously avoids: the power of individual choice.



With the emergence of the fully fledged ego, the paradisal situation is abolished; the infantile condition, in which life was regulated by something ampler and more embracing, is at an end, and with it the natural dependence on that ample embrace. We may think of this paradisal situation in terms of religion, and say that everything was controlled by God; or we may formulate it ethically, and say that everything was still good and that evil had not yet come into the world.3



Paradise as a heavenly abode which awaits the souls of the righteous after death is as ancient a motif as Paradise before the Fall.4 It is, as we might expect, identical in form and emotional ambience to the vanished Garden from which the first man and woman were driven out by an outraged and implacable deity. The place of our origin, in which we once existed in perfect fusion with the divine Other, is the same as the place of our eventual return—provided we perform the necessary deeds and somehow redeem the original “wrong” through espousing the correct actions and beliefs during our sojourn on Earth. Neptune's longing pours out like a flood in both directions: nostalgia for the lost home and yearning for the reunion that lies someplace, some time, in a faraway future. For many Western people in the modern era, the religious idea of an Eden-like afterlife seems intellectually absurd. But the nostalgia and the yearning have not gone away, and the hope of blissful reunion, now relegated to the unconscious, is therefore projected onto some future point in this life, when the “right” partner arrives, or the “right” job manifests, or when everything somehow magically becomes “all right.” These sentiments are human and ubiquitous; we all experience them sometimes. They are the characteristic manifestations of the Neptunian longing, reminding us that Something will eventually respond to our call despite our present tribulations. Such feelings can be inspiring and regenerate hope, particularly during a crying Saturn or Pluto transit. But for the excessively Neptune-prone, the vision of a magical afterlife pursued in this life—where all the suffering of separateness will cease and the state of primary fusion will return—may overwhelm any capacity to live with the reality of the present.

The word “paradise,” which we use in the English language to describe both Eden and the afterlife (as well as many sensuous or erotic experiences during life), is derived from the Persian: pairi (meaning “around”) and daeza (meaning “a wall”). Paradise thus means “a walled enclosure.” This womblike walled enclosure contains after death exactly what it contained before birth. In the Western tradition Paradise is not merely a place where the frail disembodied shades of the dead congregate, as the Elysian Fields were for the Greeks. In early Zoroastrian teaching (c. 1400 B.C.E.), which influenced later Jewish eschatological beliefs of the sixth century B.C.E. and eventually the Christian perception of the afterlife, bodily resurreccion was included, and the walled garden of delights could be enjoyed sensually as well as on other levels—as it once was by Adam and Eve.5 In Pauline Christianity the resurrected body is definitely a body, although it is spiritual rather than material. Paul did not define what he meant by this “spiritual” quality of the new body; he did hint, however, that it would not have the anatomy or physiology of the earthy body because God would destroy both the stomach and the food in it.6 In other words, it is a body without the appetites which caused Adam and Eve such trouble. The difference between Paradise before and Paradise after lies not in its imagery and feeling tone, but in the presence of those problematic human desires which ensure that the timeless joy of pre-life and the timeless joy of afterlife are broken by a span of painful incarnation and expiation.

Genesis 2:15 makes it quite clear what conditions existed in Eden to ensure the continuation of the state of the original Paradise:



The Lord God took the man and put him in the Garden of Eden to work it and take care of it. And the Lord God commanded the man, “You are free to eat from any tree in the garden, but you must not eat from the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, for when you eat of it you will surely die.”



Thus, without having to elaborate the issue at this point, we may conclude that paradisaical bliss and knowledge of good and evil (or consciousness, particularly of the sexual kind) are mutually exclusive, and that possession of the latter destroys the former. Consciousness implies choice, which in turn requires defining a separate self which can make decisions based on individual values. This is the opposite of fusion with the will of God, parent, or collective. The knowledge of good and evil is really the condition of separateness from the source. Yet, as has been pointed out so many times in both theological and psychological texts, the fruit was, after all, put there by God, just begging to be eaten. It is part of the Garden; it is part of the human condition, and it already exists in potential even in the waters of the womb. For whom has it been created, if no one is to eat of it? And if human beings are denied it, why then has God created Adam and Eve with the sort of dangerous (or healthy) curiosity which necessitates their eventually defying their maker? And where did the serpent come from in the first place? It, too, was created by God, and is part of the Garden. Unless we wish to declare the God of Genesis a malicious trickster or a psychopath, these are unanswerable questions, although theologians keep on crying to answer them. But that is perhaps the point of the story of Eden: Its moral questions are unanswerable. The nature of life dictates that we cannot remain in the womb, or we will die, as Marduk would have done had he not gone to battle. We must ultimately emerge as independent physical entities, with instinctual and emotional needs that will sooner or later conflict with the will of the mother and force us into the painful experience of separation. Seen as a psychological tale, the loss of Eden has an inevitability about it, just as birth does; and the self-blame which accompanies our longing to return is equally archetypal, and cannot be avoided. Everything depends upon how conscious of it we are, and how we express it in our lives.

In Hebrew, the name Eden signifies “delight,” or “a place of delight.” Eden is a walled garden of delight, and at its heart stand the two trees, one of knowledge and the other of eternal life, like the tree which Gilgamesh found beneath the cosmic sea. From the centre of Eden, four rivers flow as from an inexhaustible spring, to refresh the world in the four directions. Eden is thus also a watery source, like the Hindu Divine Mother whose rivers succour the Earth. The landscape of Eden is an imaginative portrayal of what it is like to be a baby at the breast, at one with the creatrix and nourished without effort or pain. The Kabbalistic Zohar makes a curious comment on the waters of Eden:



. . . The Y [referring to YHWH, the four sacred letters comprising the unpronounceable name of God] brought forth a river which issued from the Garden of Eden and was identical with the Mother. The Mother became pregnant with the two children, the W who was the Son, and the second H who was the Daughter, and she brought them forth and suckled them. . . 7



This esoteric text draws an unashamedly overt relationship between the rivers of Eden and the divine water-mother; and the Son and Daughter, the first human beings, are her children. This Son and Daughter, whose names Adam and Eve mean, respectively, “earth” and “life,” broke the rules and ate of the forbidden fruit, and were driven forth from the Garden and born as mortal beings. And God the Mother, fearing lest they should eat of the fruit of the tree of immortality as well as of the tree of knowledge, cursed them, and having driven them out, placed at the eastern gate of Eden two cherubim with flaming swords which turned every way to guard the way to the tree of life. We have grown too sophisticated now to take as concrete history a walled green garden somewhere east of the Tigris-Euphrates basin (or, according to the latest theory, Madagascar), which contained a serpent who could talk, a first woman formed from the first man's rib, and two wondrous trees whose fruits were forbidden by God. But this haunting image of a lost Paradise lies within each of us. Its antiquity and its universally proclaim its archetypal nature; Eden is an essential human experience, whether it is called Dilmun of the Sumerians, the Elysian Fields of the Greeks, the Land of Eternal Youth of the Celts, Valhalla of the Norse, the Grail Castle of medieval legend, a bottle of gin, a tab of acid, or the embrace of one's beloved Eden is one of the most powerful mythic descriptions of the inner world of the astrological Neptune, for it seems that the individual under the spell of Neptune cannot forget the waters of Paradise. Nor, it seems, can he or she cease attempting to spit out that fruit which has caused all the trouble. The quest for readmittance to Eden can become the preoccupation of a lifetime, although not necessarily recognised as such. We have other names for Eden now.

The story of Paradise and the Fall does not originate with the Israelites; nor is it limited to the mythology of Sumeria, Babylon, and Canaan, from which Genesis derived its imagery. And the forbidden fruit is not always a fruit. For the Greeks, it was fire. The theft of the sacred fire by the Titan Prometheus, echoed in other Indo-European myths, resulted in mankind being afflicted with all the mortal woes. Before this catastrophic event, life was easy and peaceful, and men and women lived in a Golden Age, in perfect harmony with the Earth and the gods. Prometheus was, in fact, the creator of human beings, to whom he then taught the arts of architecture, astrology, mathematics, navigation, medicine, and metallurgy. But Zeus grew jealous of the increasing talents and creative powers of these remarkable creatures, and decided to destroy them. He spared them at Prometheus urgent plea; but he withheld from them the gift of fire, which might have made them godlike. Prometheus, refusing to countenance this unfair limit placed on his creation's future potentials, stole a spark from the fiery chariot of the Sun and brought it down to Earth concealed in a hollow fennel stalk. Zeus inflicted a horrible punishment on Prometheus himself, and retaliated against the human race by sending to Earth the irresistible Pandora. With her arrived a box. which contained all the Spites that might plague mankind—insanity, passion, violence, greed, treachery, sickness and old age.

This Greek version of the Fall, although very different in imagery from the sin of Adam and Eve, poses the same moral dilemma, although its typically Greek heroic and tragic cast are sharply contrasted with what Nietzsche called the “feminine affects” in Genesis—naughty disobedience, lying misrepresentation, seduction, greed and concupiscence. Although Prometheus is himself divine, he is a Titan, an earth-spirit like Kronos-Saturn, above ordinary mortals yet inferior to the Olympians. We might view him as a daimon—a personified attribute of the human soul. In the Greek figure of Prometheus, unlike the Genesis characters, Nietzsche saw a bold impiety, a courageous achievement in defiance of the jealous gods. However, like Adam and Eve, the Titan disobeyed, and he and humanity were both punished; and the blissful Golden Age of tranquillity and abundance that men and women had once enjoyed disintegrated into the brutishness of the Iron Age in which—if we are to believe Hesiod—we are still struggling.

The childlike state of innocence before the Fall is a requirement for enjoying the bliss of Paradise after death, for the sin of Adam and Eve must be expiated if the cherubim are to permit us entry. It is worth noting that the curse which God visits upon Adam and Eve consists of the pain of childbirth and the hardship of earning a living: the two most basic features of what we call adulthood. Becoming a parent oneself, and shouldering ones own material responsibilities, are profound statements of separation from one's own parents and the physical and emotional dependency of infancy. The state of obedience to the will of God in a place of perfect, changeless delight is the condition of the baby at the breast. The names Adam (“earch”) and Eve (“life”) together succinctly describe the physical body with its vital life-force, and this suggests that expulsion from the Paradise Garden is an image of physical birth itself. It is also an image of psychological maturity and autonomy, and the relinquishing of the unconscious and unreflective innocence of the pre-pubescent years. The cycle of transiting Saturn aspecting its place in the natal chart is the astrological blueprint of this process. The journey toward maturation is not a straight line from A to B with a defined “normal” procedure of growth; it is a winding path, circling back on itself, with normality dependent on each persons own unique nature and destiny. Trying to define maturity in terms of the individual is as difficult as crying to define love. But whatever its varying expressions, at the core of this process lies the psychological necessity inherent in God's curse on Adam and Eve. Becoming a parent—which does not necessarily involve the physical act of producing a child—is a symbol of perceiving oneself not as somebody's son or daughter but as oneself, alone in the universe, responsible for discovering one's own meaning and purpose and no longer dependent on parental (or collective) authority for one's own values and decisions. And self-sufficiency on the material level is likewise a symbol, reflecting the ability to face life alone by relying on one's own inner resources. It is just these experiences which the Neptunian longing seeks to avoid.

The knowledge of good and evil, and of the dirty old world with its greeds, limits and compromises, is the hard-won knowledge of Saturn. It encompasses the burden of mundane responsibilities, the pain of decision-making, the conflicts of love and sexuality (we should not forget Capricorn's randy goat), the challenges of aloneness and self-sufficiency, and the frustration of finding no permanent answers to the inequality and unfairness of life on Earth. Weighed against this, Eden, from Neptune's point of view, is the only possible choice, for mortal life is a wasteland. Neptune's bittersweet melancholy, expressed most vividly in music and poetry, reflects the profound sadness of the exile. The loss of Eden and the stony harshness of the Saturnian world of incarnation are the main themes of the Welsh writer Arthur Machen, who was born with the Sun conjunct Chiron in Pisces, and with a close opposition between Saturn in Libra and a Venus-Neptune conjunction in Aries. His magical, beautifully crafted and deeply disturbing stories are unfortunately not well known to the general public. All of Machen's tales centre around the belief that:



. . . We dwell very far inland, but we have memories of the great deep, the pelagus vastissimum Dei, from which we have come. . . to the Celt the whole material universe appears as a vast symbol; and art is a great incantation which can restore, to a great extent, the paradise that has been lost.8



Whether this is truly a Celtic worldview, or the worldview of an individual with a strongly Neptunian nature, is an arguable point. Perhaps it is both; Celtic myth, as we have seen, is redolent of Neptune not only in its watery otherworld themes but in its emotional qualities and the manner of its presentation. On the other hand, the German Romantic poets of the 18th and 19th centuries espoused the same vision of life and art, and they can hardly be called Celtic.9 In the story called “N,” Machen offers his vision of Eden and the Fall:



. . . Mr Glanville often dwelt on a consequence, not generally acknowledged, of the Fall of Man. “When man yielded,” he would say, “to the mysterious temptation intimated by the figurative language of Holy Writ, the universe, originally fluid and the servant of his spirit, became solid, and crashed down upon him, overwhelming him beneath its weight and its dead mass.” I requested him to furnish me with more light on this remarkable belief; and I found that in his opinion, that which we now regard as stubborn matter was, primally, to use his singular phraseology, the Heavenly Chaos, a soft and ductile substance, which could be moulded by the imagination of uncorrupted man into whatever forms he those to assume. “Strange as it may seem,” he added, “the wild inventions (as we consider them) of the Arabian Tales give us some notion of the powers of the homo protoplastus. The prosperous city becomes a lake, the carpet transports us in an instant of time, or rather without time, from one end of the earth to another, the palace rises at a word from nothingness. Magic, we call all this, while we deride the possibility of any such feats; but this magic of the East is but a confused and fragmentary recollection of operations which were of the first nature of man, and of the fiat which was then entrusted to him.”10

Machen's writing is a remarkable depiction of the lost Eden and its contrast with the grey world “inland.” But perhaps the most powerful portrayal of that “weight” and “dead mass” which crash down on human beings after the Fall can be found in the poetry of T. S. Eliot, for whom readmittance to Eden was eventually sought in conversion to the Catholic faith. His complex poem, “The Waste Land,” with its terrifying invocation of a waterless world, is one of the greatest twentieth-century images of spiritual desolation.

In contrast to this arid landscape of incarnation, Paradise as a vision of future reward inevitably gathers around itself the images of water. The God of the Old Testament offers the bliss of water in the form of a concrete promise to the people of Israel in Isaiah 41:18-20:



I will open rivers on the bare heights, and fountains in the midst of the valleys; I will make the wilderness a pool of water, and the dry land springs of water. I will put in the wilderness the cedar, the acacia, the myrtle, and the olive; I will set in the desert the cypress, the plane and the pine together; that men may see and know, may consider and understand together, that the hand of the Lord has done this, the Holy One of Israel has created it.



In the apocryphal Books of Enoch, Paradise is depicted as a place for the elect, the just, and the saintly. It is situated at the extreme edge of heaven, and the four rivers of Paradise flow with honey, milk, oil and wine. This Paradise is not merely a tract of verdant land promised to the Israelites; it is an afterlife, the Land of the Blessed. The messianic, millenarian vision of the new world after the cataclysm of the apocalypse is earthly and heavenly at the same time, and the elect, whether dead or still living, will be resurrected and transformed in a world cleansed of its sins. We can hear this message on many American television channels, although it would seem that, lately as in medieval times, admission to Paradise does not require the cleansing of sins so much as the appropriate monetary contribution. But the promise of Paradise, in this world or the next, is a powerful, seductive, and hypnotic message, for whole societies no less than individuals. One has only to consider its effects in the history of Christianity, where the bloodshed and madness of the Crusades and the Inquisition, to name merely two episodes, were spurred on by the guarantee of heavenly reward. The same willingness to commit appallingly bloodthirsty deeds in order to earn the innocent bliss of a heavenly womb after death may be observed in some non-Christian religious doctrines as well. And it may equally be observed in individual cases where Neptune has run amok, and where considerable psychological cruelty and destructiveness are justified in a desperate effort to bind another individual in a state of permanent fusion.

The Medieval Garden of Delights

The tradition of Jewish prophets such as Ezekiel exercised a profound influence not only on early Christian eschatology but also on the heavenly theology of the Middle Ages. Here the return to Paradise was inextricably linked with apocalyptic spirituality, and was seen as the reward of the just after the millennium and the Day of Judgement. Some extracts from the medieval literature of Paradise help convey the nature of this New Jerusalem, which, despite the violence of apocalyptic imagery, remains identical with the Eden of Genesis and the Dilmun of the Babylonians. Otfrid of Weissenburg, a ninth-century German monk and poet, promised his fellow rural monastics that after the apocalypse “Lilies and roses always bloom for you, smell sweet and never wither. . . . Their fragrance never ceases to breathe eternal bliss into the soul.”11 The Elucidation, a widely used monastic manual of the same period, concurred; “The punishment for sin, that is, coldness, heat, hail, storm, lightning, thunder, and other inconveniences will utterly disappear,” and the earth “will be decorated eternally with sweet-smelling flowers, lilies, roses, and violets that never fade.”12 Urban visionaries such as Savonarola also hoped for a bucolic Paradise, with the addition of a few gem-studded walls:



[The gates of heaven]. . . were surrounded by a very high wall of precious stones and seemed to encircle the whole universe. . . . We lifted up our eyes and saw a very broad field, covered with delicious flowers of Paradise. Live crystal streams flowed everywhere with a quiet murmur. A vast multitude of mild animals, like white sheep, ermines, rabbits, and harmless creatures of that sort, all whiter than snow, played pleasantly among the different flowers and green grass alongside the flowing waters. ... As we were speaking [to St. Joseph) I drew nearer the throne and saw coming a countless multitude of infants in white with fragrant tittle pale flowers in their hands. . . 13



Although one might easily find the emotional tone of this fifteenth-century portrayal of Paradise somewhat cloying, we meet these same images—the flowers, the waters, the benign animals, the innocent children clad in white—over and over again in the religious literature of the last twenty centuries. In today's secularised world they are no longer part of our collective vision of immortality; we meet them instead in television and magazine advertisements and romantic films; and an extraterrestrial just off the spaceship might well be forgiven for imagining that admittance to Paradise can be accomplished by using the right shampoo or eating the right chocolate bar. Lactantius, the third-century Christian rhetorician who exercised great influence on the Emperor Constantine after Christianity was officially declared the religion of the Roman Empire, offers his own version:



The sun will be seven times brighter than it is now. The earth's fertility will be opened and it will spontaneously bear the richest fruits. The mountain rocks will drip with honey, the brooks will run with wine, and the rivers overflow with milk. In that time the world itself will rejoice. The whole of nature, freed and delivered from the rule of evil, impiety, crime, and error, will be glad. During this time beasts will not feed on blood and birds on prey, but they will be peaceful and serene. Lions and calves will stand together at the manger, the wolf will not snatch the sheep, the dog not hunt, hawks and eagles not kill.14



Unfortunately these writers do not tell us whether, after the millennium, our newly resurrected “spiritual” bodies will be capable of feeling boredom.

Recognisable sexual desire, of course, has no place in Paradise; there must be no repeat performance of Adam's sin. Yet there is a curious prurience displayed in these medieval descriptions which reveals the unmiscakable eroticism of the young infant. The Elucidation declares that in Paradise the blessed will be restored to nakedness:



They will be nude, but excel in modesty, and will not blush because of any parts of their body more than they do now because of having beautiful eyes.15



And Augustine gives one of the best renditions of what might almost be the medieval answer to “soft-core porn”:



Both sexes will rise [on the Day of Judgement]. For there will be no lust there, which is the cause of shame. For before rhey sinned they were naked, and the man and woman were not ashamed. So all defects will be taken away from those bodies, but their natural state will be preserved. The female sex is not a defect, but a natural state, which will then know no intercourse or childbirth. There will be female parts, not suited to their old use, but to a new beauty, and this wilt not arouse the lust of the beholder, for there will be no lust, but it will inspire praise of the wisdom and goodness of God, who both created what was not, and freed from corruption what he made.16



It is unnecessary to mention the obvious relationship between the innocent bucolic nudity of the medieval Paradise and the effort to recreate it in our modern “nature camps.” Nakedness in beautiful natural surroundings can of course be easily achieved. Innocence, however, tends to prove more elusive.

The most beautiful expression of the medieval vision of Paradise comes from Dante's Divine Comedy. Here Paradise is inseparable from the radiant figure of Beatrice, Dante's image of the divine soul, who guides him through the nine circles of heaven:



. . . And I beheld, shaped like a river, light

Streaming a splendout between banks whereon

The miracle of the spring was pictured bright.

Out of this river living sparkles thrown

Shot everywhere a fire amid the bloom

And there like rubies gold-encrusted shone;

Then as if dizzy with the spiced perfume

They plunged into the enchanted eddy again:

As one sank, rose another fiery plume.17



Dante's Paradise is perched on the highest peak of Purgatory, envisioned as a series of circles each higher and more radiant than the last; and all together form the shape of a great rose. In counterpoint to the circles of Hell in the Inferno, each circle of Paradise is populated by an increasingly more exalted kind of human being. Beatrice, Dance's great love, who died as a young girl without ever having even spoken with him, can traverse them all, for she is identical to the Madonna who sits enthroned at the centre. It is not God the Father, but God the Mother who thus truly presides over Dante's Paradise; and here we meet Lindisguised that same feminine fons et origo which is enshrined in the ancient mythic waters out of which life once emerged, Erich Neumann in The Great Mother makes the following comment on Dante:



. . .Thus in Dante's poem the sacred white rose belonging to the Madonna is the ultimate flower of light, which is revealed above the starry night sky as the supreme spiritual unfolding of the earthly. . . And the queen sitting with her child in her lap, enthroned in the centre of paradise, surrounded by the Evangelists and the Virtues, is again the feminine self as the creative centre of the mandala.18



The medieval Christian Paradise is not simply a vanished state of bliss and innocence, a once-upon-a-time walled garden of delight from which human beings have been barred entry because of their sin. It is also the Kingdom of Heaven, an abode of eternal peace and redemption after death, where the body itself is restored to its translucent, immortal, prenatal and uncorrupted state. The medieval Paradise is a place in which the dead sleep in a garden full of flowers—an image which differs little from Virgil's Elysium with its “cool meadows watered by streams.” This image is not only Biblical, it is pagan. Greenness, flowers, gentle animals, perfumed air, and flowing water are the delicious images which accompany the promise of resurrection; and it is perhaps due to their barely concealed eroticism that these images began to become unpopular in religious iconography after the 12th century, and have reappeared in the iconography of romantic love in all the centuries which have followed.



. . . Paradise ceased to be a cool garden of flowers when a purified Christianity revolted against these sensuous images and found them superstitious. They took refuge among American blacks. The films inspired by Negroes show heaven as a green pasture or a field of white snow.19



Entry requirements into this womblike kingdom have been interpreted with varying degrees of flexibility and fanaticism over the centuries. But whether these conditions include sexual purity, lack of greed, love of one's neighbour or any other collectively recognised virtue, they all point in the same direction: the relinquishing of desire, which is a statement of individual reality and therefore separative, and the cleansing of the stain of the physical body, which is the carrier of desire. Lactantius is as knowledgeable about the conditions of entry as he is on the imagery of Paradise itself:



The souls of men are eternal and are not annihilated by death, but those that were just return home to the heavenly seat of their origin, pure, impassible, and blessed. Otherwise, they are taken to those fortunate fields where they enjoy wondrous delights. The souls of the wicked, however, because they stained themselves with evil desires, hold a middle place between mortal and immortal nature and possess weakness from the flesh's contagion. Addicted to the flesh's desires and lusts, they bear a certain indelible stain and earthly blot that with length of time completely penetrates them.20



Thus it is only the little child who can enter the walled garden; and we are told to return to that state of wonder, openness, and innocence which we had before the emergence of sexual identity at puberty, or even before birth itself. It is useful to reflect on the ways in which many parents project this image of paradisaical innocence on their children, ignoring the child's complex individuality and making him or her the carrier of redemptive potential for the family Because of this profound archetypal projection, as a collective we find it extremely difficult to accept the fact that an individual child might feel and express jealousy, malice, rage, or spite, or might even be capable of deliberate criminal acts. We assume that children cannot lie, and when we discover a child who behaves like a malevolent adult we begin a hunt for the scapegoat (usually either a bad parent or a bad government which is not parenting society properly) rather than suffer our archetypal dreams of redemption to be tainted by the harsh reality of Arthur Miller's The Crucible or William Golding's Lord of the Flies. The murder in 1993 of 3-year-old James Boulger by two children aged 9 and 10 shocked the British public, not only because of the savage cruelty of the crime, but because cherished fantasies of childhood innocence had been irrevocably damaged.

For Neptune, the burden of sin-filled earthly life may seem too heavy to bear, and renunciation is the key which opens the door guarded by the angel with the flaming sword. Neptune's longing to return to Paradise is inevitably coupled with a profound sense of guilt. This guilt is imbedded in the experience of the physical body itself—a theme which is glaringly obvious in all the religious literature about Paradise. It is no wonder that when archetypal guilt overwhelms the individual's sense of self-value, reunion with the source may ultimately involve the voluntary (albeit unconscious) destruction of the body—through illness, addiction, or even death itself.

The Other Place

If Paradise is the reward of the righteous, then where do the unrighteous go? Naturally, the stringent requirements for reunion with the source will exclude a good many mortals who cannot, or will not, pay the necessary price—whether it is the medieval Christian ethos of sexual purity, or the Greek ethos of acceptance of the boundaries of one's fate, or the Norse ethos of courage and steadfastness in battle. The nature of the price ultimately depends upon the nature of the Other who must be wooed, and images of the source portray many faces in myth. But wherever there are stories of Paradise, there are stories of its opposite. Whether this place of suffering is meant to describe the misery of earthly life itself, or an abode of eternal torment after death, the mythology of hell is as ubiquitous as that of heaven, and as relevant to Neptune. One inevitably invokes the other, and both are bound to the central axis of worthiness and unworthiness, goodness and badness, sanctity and sin. Beside the Greek Elysian Fields, for example, lay the terrifying dark realm of Tartarus, where those who sinned against the gods were subjected to eternal torments. The Norse Paradise of Valhalla, where heroes earned the right to carouse with the gods and had every sensuous desire satisfied, was balanced by Niflheim, the world of the ordinary unworthy dead; and this was a place of bitter cold and unending night. Its citadel was Hel, from whence our English word is derived, and it was presided over by a hideous female monster of the same name. It is interesting to note in passing that, in Elizabethan England, the word “hell” was a slang expression for the female genitals. If Paradise is a return to the eternally loving mother of our prebirth fantasies, then Hell is the mother who eternally denies us, torments us, arouses our infantile erotic feelings, and leaves us to the misery of our unfulfilled needs.

Mythic images of Hell have a curious sameness, as do mythic images of Paradise. If the “wondrous delights” of which Lactantius writes are a strangely voluptuous reward for the unstained, the torments of the other place are equally voluptuous, The lurid iconography of the Middle Ages, which offers us a superfluity of highly sensuous reminders of the fruits of corruption, continues to greet us in modern horror films such as Coppola's most recent version of Dracula. Hell, throughout the world's mythology, is full of portrayals of the frustrations and sufferings of the body which has been abandoned to the torments of its desires. Unending thirst and hunger, roasting, beating, piercing, tearing and freezing, humiliation and shame, loneliness and unending darkness, belong to the Hells of every culture. If we consider these ubiquicous forms of physical misery as metaphors, we can see immediately how we are unconsciously describing the Hell of our instinctual needs if they are left unsatiated. Hell is the language of the deprived infant. It is also the language of a thwarted Neptune. We hunger for affection; we are thirsty for love; we burn with desire; we are pierced with anguish at separation; we are torn apart by conflicting longings; we freeze with loneliness or rejection by the beloved. The images of Hell embody the vocabulary of every conceivable emotional and physical deprivation—not only sexual, but those more primary requiremenrs for food, warmth, safety, and belonging. Hieronymus Bosch's bizarre and deeply enigmatic triptych, known as “The Garden of Earthly Delights,” draws the viewer first into an Eden-like landscape where the first man and woman walk hand in hand with God; then into a deliciously abandoned world where all bodily desires are satisfied in one of the most extraordinary portrayals of erotic license in the history of painting; and finally into a dark and terrifying landscape, lit with lurid fires, where human forms thrash and flail in their torment at the hands of demons. Bosch's painting tells us more about this visceral dimension of Hell than five hundred pages of Lactantius. Hell is the place where we have been abandoned by a rejecting mother-deity, without respite and without release. Paradise is the place where we are at last united with her, sinless and eternally at peace, the senses lulled with satiation, asleep in the arms of the beloved, comforted at the eternal breast.

In Gnostic teaching, Hell is earthly life itself. This is a more psychologically sophisticated expression of Neptune's sentiments than Hell as an otherworld or underworld. I have met many individuals, with Neptune strong in the birth chart, who have articulated the feeling that they “didn't want to be here in the first place” because life hurts so much. Both the Gnostic and the Christian Hell describe the same experience of the pain of separation from the source. The difference is that, in Gnostic thought, Hell only lasts for the span of an incarnation; but in Christian doctrine, it lasts unto ecernity. Gnoscicism was a religious movement of pre-Christian origin, with roots in Greece and Persia, but it grew to become both a competitor and a powerful influence on early Christianity. The Gnostic world-view in turn passed into the religious movements of the Middle Ages through such heretical sects as the Cathars or Albigensians. It is still in fashion among esoteric groups who await the millennium as a time when the horror and corruption of the modern world will be transformed into a new Golden Age of love and brotherhood. Hell as incarnation has always been part of the inner life of Neptune.

Gnostic myths recount the soul's origin in the world of light, its tragic fall and imprisonment as an alien on Earth, its torment in the body, and its deliverance and ultimate return to the celestial realm. Although there were many Gnostic cults, the essential themes are the same. The soul—the true inner self—is a splinter of a heavenly figure of light. In Orphic teaching this figure is called Dionysus. Long, long ago he was conquered by the daimonic powers of darkness, who tore him into shreds and divided up the pieces. These fragments of light were then used by the daimons as the “glue” needed to create the temporal world out of the chaos of darkness; for they were jealous of the kingdom of light, and wanted one of their own which they could rule. If ever the imprisoned fragments of light succeed in breaking free, then the temporal world will disintegrate and return to its primordial state of chaos. Therefore the daimons jealously watch over the sparks of light which they stole, and which are now enclosed in human beings. The daimons endeavour to stupefy and intoxicate us, sending us to sleep and making us forget our heavenly home. Sometimes their attempt succeeds; but sometimes a consciousness of heavenly origins remains awake. Then the individual knows that he or she is imprisoned in an alien world, and yearns for redemption. The supreme deity, at some point either in the past or the future, takes pity on the imprisoned sparks of light, and has sent—or will send—his son down to Earth to redeem them. And when the redeemer has completed his task, and all the sparks of light have made their homeward ascent, then the world will come to an end and return to its original chaos; and the darkness will be left to itself.21

What is it that tears our original unity to pieces, if not the daimonic power of our desires? In this strange cosmology we have a remarkably clear image of the “original sin” which drove us out of Paradise. But here no human error is responsible for this sin, which was committed not by Adam and Eve, but by the daimons. It is as though individual desire comprises an autonomous, external dark force which conflicts with the “true” self, and works as an evil fog blinding us to our real nature and place of origin. The student of esoteric doctrine will recognise immediately the dualistic and curiously passive sentiments expressed in this worldview, which is as modern as it is ancient. The student of political philosophy may also recognise these sentiments, expressed in other terms. Today's rendering of Gnostic thought may be found in many Christian and quasi-Eastern mystical sects. It may even be found among astrologers who espouse the view that we must “transcend” the baser dimensions of the birth chart, or even the entire chart itself, if we are to go home again—as though everything in the chart except Neptune has been imposed upon us by daimonic powers.

Life is thus a Hell in which we are unwittingly imprisoned, and the original spiritual-maternal home is our birthright. Gnostic myth provides us with profound insight into the subjective feelings—albeit often unconscious—of the individual strongly influenced by Neptune. The Gnostic hymn which follows phrases these feelings most exquisitely:



Who flung me into Tibil [the earthly world]?

Into Tibil who flung me?

Who sealed up the walls.

Who hurled me into the stocks

Which this world resembles?

Who bound me with this chain,

So intolerable to bear?

Who arrayed me in this robe.

Of many a varied hue and shape?



Who has cast me into the abode of darkness?



Why have ye snatched me away from my home, and brought me into this prison,

And incarcerated me in this stinking body?



How far are the frontiers of this world of darkness?

The way we have to go is far and never-ending!22



After the Deluge

If myths of Paradise and Hell are common to all cultures, so too are myths of the cleansing of the sins of mankind. The image of the Flood, sent by the gods to purge Earth of corruption, is as old as the image of creation out of water; it is one of the most widely diffused narratives known. Unlike the individual expiation described by medieval theologians, which requires a conscious act of atonement, the Flood is a kind of indiscriminate global punishment, inaugurated by the gods rather than by the guilty conscience of one suffering person, and therefore, in many respects, more attractive. After all, one does not have to do anything except wait for it. Although there is archaeological evidence of major earthquakes, volcanic explosions, and tidal waves in the Mediterranean region in the second millennium B.E.C.,23 myths of the Flood appear in countries where it is not possible for such natural catastrophes to occur.24 These stories are invariably linked with divine anger at human transgression. The theme of a terrible punishment which will one day be inflicted on corrupt humanity is still with us, sometimes portrayed in religious images of Apocalypse and sometimes portrayed in the kind of archetypal anxiety we express when we talk about the imminent destruction of the planet through a nuclear holocaust or a renegade comet colliding with Earth. It would seem that this is the chief theme of Flood mythology: God, or the gods, or the great oceanic mother, might initially appear to tolerate the sin of disobedience; but eventually reprisal will come, and the terror of destruction and the bliss of reunion are fused in the single image of the Flood.

The Biblical story of the Flood is based on the Babylonian, which in turn is derived from the Sumerian. The first account of it in a European language was written in Greek by Berossus, a Babylonian astrologer and priest of Marduk. Berossus set up a school of astrology on the Greek island of Cos, and was credited with teaching the art to the Hellenistic world. In around 275 B.C.E. he also wrote a history of his country, titled Babyloniaca, beginning with the myth of creation and describing the tale of the Flood. For a long time Berossus tale was the only one known in the West. In the last century much older evidence has been uncovered. There are three Assyrian versions of the Flood story. The first was found in the excavations of Nineveh, and dates from the seventh century B.C.E. It formed part of the Babylonian Epic of Gilgamesh, transcribed, like the Enuma Elish, by that intrepid recorder of ancient myth, King Ashurbanipal. The second Assyrian version was discovered in the excavations at Kuyunjik, and is very similar to the first. It, too, was part of King Ashurbanipal's library. The third Assyrian version, also from the royal library, offers an interesting variation: Before the gods devised the final solution of the Flood, they punished humanity with famine, pestilence, and sterility of the fields, people, and flocks.

Older, Babylonian versions of the tale were found subsequent to the Assyrian tablets. The first of these was discovered at Nippur, and dates from the first Babylonian dynasty, c. 1844-1505 B.C E. Very little remains of it, but it is old enough to tell us that the Flood myth predates the eruptions of Santorini and Crete. The second Babylonian version was discovered at Sippar, and is dated in the reign of King Ammi-saduqa of Babylon, c. 1702-1682 B.C.E. The oldest version of all is Sumerian, found at Nippur. This version is echoed by the Sumerian King List, c. 2120-2065 B.C.E., which divides Sumerian history into “before the Flood” and “after the Flood” periods. All these tales are identical in their essentials. The story of the Flood comes from our earliest roots, and is as ancient a part of our mythic heritage as the creation of life out of water.

Little is left of the Sumerian version of the myth, of which only the lower third of a tablet was found. But this vestige tells us that the gods decided to bring destruction upon humanity because of their clamour and disorder. Notwithstanding the gods decision, Enki the water god, who had created the first humans himself, elected to save them in the person of one Ziusudra, a wise and pious king, who was instructed to build a huge boat. The various Assyro-Babylonian versions give us a fuller story. Ziusudra is now called Xiusthrus, Atrahasis (“exceedingly wise”), or Utnapishtim (“long of life”).25 Ea (the Babylonian name for Enki) whispered to Utnapishtim through the wall of his reed-hut that the immortals, provoked by the goddess Ishtar—whom we have already met under other names—had decided to destroy the Earth by a flood. Utnapishtim was told to build a ship into which he must bring “the seed of all living things.” The dimensions and shape of it were given, according to which it was to be a perfect cube; and detailed instructions were offered as to what should be loaded on board.



Whatever I had I laded upon her [the ship];

Whatever I had of silver I laded upon her;

Whatever I had of gold I laded upon her;

Whatever I had of all the living beings I laded upon her.

All my family and kin I made go aboard the ship.

The beasts of the field, the wild creatures of the field.

All the craftsmen I made go aboard.26



Then came the storm. Adad thundered; Nergal tore down the doorposts of the gates that held back the waters of the upper ocean; the Anunnaki lifted up their torches, “setting the land ablaze with their glare.” The gods succeeded in terrifying even themselves, and cowered like dogs against the wall of heaven. But then Ishtar relented, and lifted up her voice and bewailed her action, while the rest of the gods wept with her. The storm raged for six days and nights; on the seventh day it subsided; and Utnapishtim looked out and saw that all human life had returned to clay. The Flood myth of Genesis differs from this tale only in minor details—for example, the storm lasts for forty days, rather than seven, and Utnapishtim is now called Noah. There is one other difference worth noting. The Babylonian deity who inaugurates the deluge is female, while the the God of Genesis is male. Although Ishtar in the Babylonian story, and Yahveh in the Hebrew, promise faithfully never to inflict such a doom upon mankind again, this promise is understandably viewed with some suspicion. From a psychological perspeccive, the terror of the Flood still lives in the hearts of those who are Neptune-bound; and in the dreams of Apocalypse, Millennium and Judgement Day, it may even be a hoped-for event.

The Egyptians, too, had their myth of the retributive destruction of humanity. The sun god Ra sent his emissary, the cow goddess Hathor, to slaughter all living beings. Here, as in Babylon, the actual destroyer is the primal female creatrix. But Ra relented, and devised a plan for the making of seven thousand jars of barley beer, dyed with red ochre to resemble blood. This was poured out on the fields to a depth of nine inches (22 cm). When Hathor saw this bloody flood shining in the dawn, reflecting her own face in its beauty, she was enchanced and began to drink; and eventually she became drunk, and forgot her rage against humanity.27 The Greeks inevitably had their Flood as well, sent by an angry Zeus to annihilate the human race. In one version of this myth, Zeus fury arose at the impious deeds of the sons of Lykaon, who murdered their brother Nyktimus and cooked him in a soup.28 But the best-known version of the Greek Flood is linked to the sin of Prometheus, as a result of which Zeus destruction was unleashed to punish the theft of sacred fire. Apparently Pandora's box was insufficient. The Greek Flood hero was called Deukalion. He was the son of Prometheus, and was warned by his father, as Ea warned Utnapishtim, to build an ark. Deukalion filled it with victuals and climbed aboard with his wife Pyrrha. Then the South Wind blew; the rain fell; and the rivers, rising with astonishing speed, roared down to the sea and washed away every city of the coast and plain. The entire world was submerged, and all mortal creatures save Deucalion and Pyrrha were lost.29

Perhaps the strangest myth of the Flood comes from the Indian Mahabharata. This is the story of Manu, a kind of Hindu Noah. One day while Manu sat in the forest, a fish rose from a stream and asked for his protection against a bigger fish which desired to swallow it. Manu duly placed the fish in an earthen jar and tended it carefully until it became very large. The fish pleaded to be transferred to the Ganges; but when they reached the river, the fish then declared that it was too big even for the Holy River, and begged to be taken to the ocean. Manu obeyed and released it into the sea, whereupon the fish told him that the dissolution of the universe was at hand, according to the turn of the great cosmic cycle. Manu was instructed to build a massive ark, and to take with him all the different seeds enumerated by Brahmans in days of yore; and the fish promised to appear out of the waters as a horned sea-beast to aid him during the terrible deluge which would follow. Manu did as he was told, and set his ark on the sea. Then the fish rose up, and Manu tied a rope to its horns. The sea flooded the land, and there was water everywhere; even the heaven and the firmament dissolved. Manu floated on the waters for many long years; and when a new universe was created, the fish towed him to the highest peak of the Himavac. Then the fish revealed itself as Brahma, and blessed Manu by giving him the gift of creating a new mankind.30

There are other Flood myths, just as there are other myths of creation. These few give us a clear portrayal of the fate which awaits corrupt humanity if the gods become angry enough. What then are we confronting, in these fearful images of heavenly punishment? Implicit in the mythology of the Flood is an inherent sense of sin, and the terror of annihilation by an enraged parent-deity. The word “sin” comes from the Latin sons, which means “guilty.” The word “guilt” in turn comes from the Anglo-Saxon gieldan, which means “to requite” or “to pay a debt.” Sin and guilt are concerned with a debt owed to the creator, the debt of life itself, which requires obedience and sacrifice to pay off that debt. I do not need to elaborate here on the psychological implications of this debt when the archetypal image of the divine creator is confused with the personal experience of the mother who bears us. Any evidence of an independent individuality might invoke a terrible punishment. I have met this deep but inexplicable fear in many people in whom Neptune is strong—the fear that, if one dares to be happy and fulfilled through an “illicit” or “disobedient” path in life, somehow everything will go horribly wrong, the Flood will come, and one will be destroyed. Sinful creatures that we are, guilty of a primal and unforgivable reneging of our debt of life, driven out of our original paradisaical home, we are perpetually in danger of sinking even more deeply into corruption—at which point a final vengeance will be inflicted which wipes out the offending life-form utterly, and paves the way for a new cosmos, a new Eden, and a new humanity.

There is always a survivor, freer of sin than most, and there is always a father-god who warns the chosen one to build a ship. Whether we interpret this life-saving intervention on the part of a male deity as an image of the protective role of the father in infancy, or as an image of some protective spirit within oneself, it is an integral part of the Flood myth.31 It is also an integral part of Neptune, and reflects the redeemer-role of the little male fish: that which stands apart from our identification with the oceanic source, and which can save us from extinction in our own primal emotional flood. We can begin to get a sense of how to approach Neptune when we contemplate this mysterious inner spiritual protector—who is himself, like Enki or Ea, the progeny of the original sea. For the ark is a kind of ego-container, a sealed vessel made of wood and pitch. It is, in effect, the alembic of the body-ego, painstakingly crafted through ordinary human effort, humble and earthy, but tough enough to withstand the fury of the primal waters. And as all of Neptune is within us—primal source, protective father-god, elected survivor and the great emotional inundation of the Flood—so, too, is the ark, which portrays our capacity to float on the waters yet remain dry, separate, and contained until the deluge inevitably abates and leaves us alone in a cleansed world. The ark is an image neither of repression (for it rides the waves, rather than attempting to dam them) nor of drowning (for it remains safely above the waters). It is a paradox, and we will see much more of it later.

It is not surprising that, although there is great terror implicit in the mythic threat of the Flood, there is also great longing. Perhaps it might be better after all; perhaps we deserve it. At least the guilt, the suffering, the loneliness, and the separation from the source will cease. This is a fear of death and a death-wish at the same time; and this special Neptunian kind of ambivalence toward death is directly linked with the sense of sin and fleshly corruption which separation breeds. Adam and Eve having sinned once, all humanity is infected with their stain; and a downhill spiral follows which can only be circumvented by strenuous individual sacrifice and expiation, or by the advent of a redeemer, or by a grand collective purging which gets rid of everybody once and for all. We will deal with the theme of the redeemer in the next chapter, and with the theme of individual expiation later on; but it is now appropriate to explore the manner in which the fear of the Flood becomes the hope of the Apocalypse, welcomed because, despite the violence of its imagery, it promises—for the faithful at least—a return to that walled garden of delight wherein flow the waters of eternal life.

Apocalypse Now

Christianity has always had a doctrine concerning the “last times” or “end of days.” Christian millennarianism refers to the belief that after his Second Coming, Christ will establish a messianic kingdom on Earth, a second Eden, and will reign over it for a thousand years before the Last Judgement. The citizens of the messianic kingdom will be the suffering faithful; and the Second Coming will be an Apocalypse. This widespread belief in an imminent destruction and transformation of the world, which is presently becoming as popular as it was in the first century B.C.E., has its roots in the ancient Prophetical Books of the Jews (Jesus was Jewish, after all). In these books, as we have seen, we find the image of a new Palestine which will be nothing less than a new Eden, Paradise regained on Earth, But before this New Jerusalem is restored to the faithful, there must be a Day of Wrath, when the sun and moon and stars are darkened and the heavens are rolled together and the earth is shaken and the waters unleashed. The Flood, despite Yahveh's promise, will come again. And in the midst of this cataclysm, the unbelievers will be judged and cast down.

The central image of apocalyptic thinking is that the world is dominated by an evil, tyrannous power of boundless descructiveness, daimonic rather than human, although human beings are its agents. This echoes some of the themes of Gnosticism which we have touched upon earlier, for apocalyptic thinking has a strongly Gnostic flavour. The tyranny of the evil power will become more and more outrageous, the sufferings of its victims more and more intolerable, until suddenly the hour will strike when the suffering believers are able to rise up and overthrow their oppressors. Then the chosen will in their turn inherit dominion over the whole earth; and this will be the culmination of all history. This may at first seem a far cry from the Flood. But the ancient hero of the Flood, whether he is called Ziusudra, Utnapishtim, Noah, Deukalion, or Manu, is in effect nothing more nor less than God's chosen. He is the sinless one, obedient to the will of God and therefore conscientiously paying his debt; and he is rescued from the cataclysm of the waters when the others are lost. The Flood to come is simply a repeat performance of the Flood that once was, except that there will be more chosen people on the ark. In certain Christian fundamentalist circles these are numbered at precisely 144,000. Those who unconsciously identify with the mythic Flood hero in too literal a fashion are liable to believe that they are blameless; it is everybody else who is corrupt and merits punishment. Here we can begin to see the outlines of the ambiguous psychology of martyrdom, which seeks as its ultimate goal dominion over the whole earth; which has such strange and tangled roots, and is so difficult to relinquish because of the absolute power it promises (and sometimes confers); and which is so fundamental to the inner world of Neptune.

Norman Cohn, in his book The Pursuit of the Millennium,32 outlines with great clarity the common features of millenarian sects. First, they are collective: Salvation is something to be enjoyed by the faithful as a group. Second, they envision salvation as a concrete event in this life: It is to be realised on Earth and not in Heaven; the thirst for Eden—or, if one wishes to be unsentimentally psychological, the chirst for that lost fusion with the omnipotent mother which Freud called primary narcissism—must be satisfied while the body can still enjoy it. Third, millenarian sects believe salvation to be imminent. Fourth, salvation must be total: It will transform life on Earth into a state of perfection, a restored Paradise. And fifth, salvation must be miraculous: It will be accomplished by men and women, but only through the help, intention, and timing of God.

For those who are identified with the millenarian vision, such beliefs are vivid, real, and inarguable. For those who are not, these images seem at best harmless and strange, and at worst pathological and destructive. I am not concerned here with the ultimate truth or falsehood of millenarian doctrine, for this belongs in the domain of theology, not psychology. Nor does it belong in the domain of astrology, although astrology has been used for many centuries to support the millenarian thinker's case for an imminent Day of judgement.33 But the apocalyptic vision can also be a highly personal fantasy, albeit unconscious, which lies deep within the heart of the Neptune-dominated individual. Millenarianism might be understood in this context as the expression of a profound inner sense of impotence and helplessness in the face of tyrannical powers “outside,” with the compensatory fantasies of divine vengeance that inevitably accompany such passivity. This, as Melanie Klein observed so acutely, is the “paranoid-schizoid” world of the very young infant. And although the suffering faithful who are without sin, the daimonic evil which inflicts terrible torment, and the intervening parent-god who brings salvation are in fact within the individual himself or herself, Neptune is not known for its capacity to reflect clearly on such complex internal issues. More often the dynamic is acted out in ordinary life, for martyrs have a way of invoking considerable cruelty in others. Perhaps one of the reasons is that those who are cast in the role of the tyrannous powers understandably react angrily to the unconscious aggression they sense within the perpetual victim. Yet the experience of impotence in life, and imprisonment within the body and the mundane world, are very real sources of suffering for those who, like the Gnostics, remember their divine home. In these murky waters we obtain another glimpse of the many-headed Neptunian daimon, whose tactics may sometimes be much dirtier than they seem, yet whose vision may contain the perception of a reality beyond the boundaries of Tibil.

Our greatest Western millenarian vision is that of Revelation.



. . . And I stood upon the sand of the sea and saw a beast rise up out of the sea, having . . . ten horns. . . . And it was given to him to make war with the saints, and to overcome them: and power was given to him over all kindreds, and tongues, and nations. . . . And I saw heaven opened, and behold a white horse; and he that sat upon him was called Faithful and True, and in righteousness he doth judge and make war. . . . And the armies which were in heaven followed him upon white horses, clothed in fine linen, white and clean. . . . And the beast was taken, and with him the false prophet that wrought miracles before him, with which he deceived them that had received the mark of the beast, and them that worshipped his image. These both were cast alive into a lake of fire burning with brimstone. . . . And I saw the souls of them that were beheaded for the witness of Jesus and for the word of God, and who had nor worshipped the beast . . and they lived and reigned with Christ a thousand years.



Certain features of this text will be familiar—for example, the beast which rises up out of the sea and personifies the tyrannous evil power that torments the faithful. By now we should recognise her. Although the inner issues reflected by this vision will be dealt with in greater depth in the context of individual psychology in Chapter 5, it is relevant to reiterate here that the apocalyptic struggle is ultimately a battle against the suffering of earthly life. Driven out of the original blissful home by the face of birth, flung into the prison of the flesh, cortured by the pain of separation and the compulsive hungers of the instincts, the individual seeks salvation through dissolution or the destruction ofthat which inflicts such terrible tormenc: the body itself, the “beast from the sea.” The mother-monster Ti'amat is not only an image of our source, she is also an image of our own instinctual nature. The devouring mother of infantile and archetypal fantasy is alive and well in our own demanding flesh and our own hungry hearts. The second Eden which will manifest on Earth after the apocalypse is a restoration of the original unity. Yet the profound paradox implicit in this vision is that the chthonic sea-beast which must be destroyed, and the waters of Paradise which are the reward of the faithful, are the same. Both are divine, and both are mocher. Here is an inner spiit where good and evil, sin and redemption, are identical with each other, while the individual flails in confusion trying to separate what has always been a unity—the big and little fishes, creator and created, god and mortal, spirit and body. The apocalyptic end of bodily torment for Neptune may not be physical death; it may be illness, addiction or madness, excellent substitutes which accomplish the same end. From this sea of confusion sounds the eternal cry for a saviour who can make the pain and loneliness go away. And so Neptune's ultimate question at last formulates itself When will my redeemer come?
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