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Alfio Strano’s birthday in India, 2009
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Nikomagico’s birthday in Samara, Russia, 2009
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Laura’s birthday in Atene, 2009
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Roby’s birthday  in Mangalore, 2010
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Julie’s birthday in Saint John’s, New Foundland, 2010

“In the friendly, quaint city of St. John’s NF,Canada I stayed at a very
small Bed & Breakfast. Can you believe that the kind hotel keeper
has a friend who has met several people who were sent to St. John’s
by an Italian Astrologer!!! All the very best to you, your bloggers and
myself in 2010”.
Julie
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Claudio’s birthday, with  Antonellina, in the Reunion’s Islands, 2010
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Graziella’s birthday in Horsham, Australia, 2010
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Dominique from France birthday in Sau Paulo, 2010
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Alberto B’s birthday in Las Vegas, 2010

and after a trip in Los
Angeles...
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Luigi Galli’s birthday in Dubai, 2010, with Paola Urbani



16



17

MTG Husband’s birthday in Crockwell, Australia,  February 2010

... a wonderful
place in the
world...
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Some local
people,
watching two
old consorts in
the middle of
Australian
desert, thought:
“What are they
making here?”.
But probably,
instead, they
thought: “Here,
other two
peoples sent by
Ciro
Discepolo…”.
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Paola Urbani’s birthday in Muscat, Oman,  April 2010
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Giovanna’s birthday in Longyearbyen, Norway,  June 2010, at 78°14’
of Latitude!!!
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Leo’s birthday in Muscat, Oman,  2010.
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A Ciro Discepolo Lunar Return in the Abu Dhabi desert 2009
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A Ciro Discepolo Lunar Return in Trabzon, Turkey, 2010
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A Ciro Discepolo Lunar Return in Omsk, Siberia, 2009
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A Ciro Discepolo Lunar Return in Minot, North Dakota, 2009
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A Ciro Discepolo Lunar Return in Whitehorse, Canada, 2010
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The Giovanna Bianco (and Pino Valente)’s  Solar Return in Oaxaca,
Mexico, August 2010
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The A.P.’s  Solar Return in Lakselv, Norway, August 2010
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The Antonellina’s  (with her husband) Solar Return in Cita, Russia,
with a stop in Saint Petersburg, 2010
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Patrick (Pat) Russell (with his wife Catherine Christopher)’s  Solar
Return near Fort Reliance, Northwest Territories, Canada, 2010

PatPatPat
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Ciro Discepolo’s Solar Return in Capetown and Marriage in Sabi Sabi,
Sabi Land, South Africa, July 2010.

To Daniela, the best possible wife in the whole world
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The Mande-

From the helicopter.
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Both to New York and to Omsk or to Trabzon in Turkey or to the Selati
Camp of Sabi Sabi, an Aimed Lunar Return or an Aimed Solar Return
is always marvelous...
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In the most romantic scene of Out of Africa, dwelling on the subject of
marriage, Karen Blixen stares at Denys and says: “I’d like someone to ask
me once. That’s all. Promise me you’ll do that, if I promise to say no.”

I don’t remember whether I was reading the book or watching the movie
when this quote was engraved in my mind. It is a matter of fact that since
then I could not imagine my own marriage other than with the colours of
Africa, in the bush, in the middle of wilderness.

Many years passed since then. For a long time, I had forgotten about
that, but when I met Ciro, the memory of the old dream came back fiercely
in my mind, together with the awareness that he would make it real.

At this moment, I am smirking while looking at my wedding dress han-
ging in the wooden wardrobe in the Ivory Suite of Selati Camp in Sabi
Sabi game reserve. And I say to myself, “I did it.” Tomorrow I’ll put this
wonderful suit on, then Ciro and I will sit on a Range Rover to reach the
Fig Tree Crossing: the ancient sycamore that symbolizes the story of sa-
vannah and of Sabi Sabi game reserve, where our wedding ceremony would
take place.

Everything has been turning out marvellously so far. When we started
from Naples airport on the 14th of July, I had a moment of panic as I
noticed another couple; they were so ‘smart’ – they were surely leaving for
some destination like Formentera, while we were travelling back towards
winter with our pads and boots: were we doing the right thing?

Nevertheless as we landed, the almost easy-going atmosphere of Cape
Town immediately endeared itself to me, giving us the impression of being
a modern metropolis, with a gaiety that only sea-towns possess, and with
the consistency of Table Mountain seemingly there directly in order to
protect you – it is perhaps no coincidence that they call it the Big Mother. It
is exactly this feeling that welcomes you there.

We had fun, we went everywhere we could go, and then, there on the
Lighthouse of the promontory of Cape Point we looked each other in the
eyes and promised to love each other forever. It was there that Ciro gave
me the medallion that he had commissioned, made with an old Mexican
coin.

Then again, how many emotions! The city and all the promontory of the
Cape seen from above, on board the tiny and exciting helicopter; the trip to
Robben Island, where Nelson Mandela was imprisoned for nearly three
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decades; the restaurants on the sea, so full of happiness; the diamonds in
the shop-windows; the trip to Hobart where you could glimpse whales; and
the African restaurant in the Winelands, where we had lunch on the tree. All
days have been spent in the ambience of happiness and light-heartedness,
without planning, exactly as I like it!

Then, when Ciro held his conference at Cape Astrology Association...
Did you know that, unlike in the rest of the world, 90% of South African
astrologers and scholars fond of astrology are women? By the way, I can-
not describe the way in which the approximately 25 ladies attending his
lecture were undressing him with their eyes – and not all of them were
properly young. Ciro, who’s an old fox with a great experience of confe-
rences, knew how to go about it. He played the role of the cuddy man who
wants you to correct the mistakes of his imperfect English for a while, but
he ended up bewitching them all with a masterful lesson in astrology, like
probably only a few times in their lives they have ever been given.

As for the English language, I must confess that even I do not get along
too well with it. As long as it is confined to ordering in a restaurant, paying
the bill in the hotel or booking tickets over the phone, everything is fine; but
when I went to the hairdresser and tried to explain how I wanted my hair
done on the wedding day, and also had to try and describe the wedding
dress – it was almost a nightmare. It was then that I swore to myself that
starting from September, I would register for an intensive course of En-
glish.

From Cape Town, we took the flight to Johannesburg and from the main
airport here, we moved to the hangar of Federal Air, the airline that opera-
tes flights to the lodges located in the private game reserves and to the most
exclusive destinations in South Africa and Mozambique.

There too, everything is made with attention to the smallest details; and
there is a lodge where you are already immersed in pure colonial chic: no
unnecessary colour, all the services available, and we could also leave part
of our baggage there, so that we carried with us only the bare minimum for
the next three days in Selati Camp.

Of course, as I used to do in all my previous trips, I did not drop for a
second the bag containing the clothes and the accessories that we would
wear on the following day for the wedding; the nightgown; the box with the
sugared almonds; a doily with two newly-weds (a little kitschy, but I consi-
dered it as a funny symbol); and the mini-cake of sugared-almond pastry to
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be used as the wedding cake, as well as some surprise-presents that I had
bought in Cape Town for Ciro – because I didn’t want to run the risk of
losing everything that I had chosen with utmost care!

It was funny when we went out into the open air passing through the
glass door surmounted by an ancient brass plaque with the inscription
‘GATE’, and we, the eight passengers, reached a small plane waiting just in
front of us. Then, the young woman whom I thought was a flight attendant
took off her jacket leaving the ranks of captain visible on her shirt. She took
her place in the cockpit with confidence, showing the attitude of one who
has absolute control over a situation that has been put into her hands. It
was then that I realized that we were really leaving for the border of the
almost mythical Kruger Park. After a flight of an hour, during which I had
been watching through the porthole, the outline of the city fading away
behind us, and the savannah landscape replacing it, our ‘butch’ captain
landed perfectly on the private runway of Sabi Sabi.

Not to skip a little detail, we had a stopover before that at another reser-
ve, where the other six passengers disembarked, so that only the two of us
arrived at Sabi Sabi – just Ciro and I. Trevor was waiting for us there.
Trevor, a cute blond South African, would become our own ranger. After a
quick welcome cocktail on the edge of the runway we got into the SUV, the
Range Rover adapted for twelve people, ‘the undisputed queen of the
desert,’ which would be our mobile home for the next three days.

In the approximately 20-minute drive to our lodge, we started getting
acquainted with the landscape: a sequel of shades of colours following one
after the other, from natural green to shocking yellow through all the nuan-
ces of beige and all those shades, not by chance called ‘safari colours’.
What an emotion! I eventually found myself in the place I had so much
longed to see. Everything was like it was in those beautiful descriptions
with which Karen Blixen enriches her book. But being there in reality was
very much more exciting than just reading it!

While I was still absorbed in those thoughts, a light knock on the door
brought me back to reality. Our ranger had come to take us to dinner and to
escort us to the restaurant. Selati Camp is not fenced, so we could have
come across dangerous animals on our way. During our mini-safari in the
afternoon, (we had remained fairly close to the camp), we had our first
close encounter with some of the animals that live in the bush: a hyena, a
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cheetah with two cubs, an elephant – yet no lions, to Ciro’s great disap-
pointment.

I had jodhpurs and a simple pullover on. I would have preferred to dress
even prettier, but I resolved to keep all the ‘special effects’ for the fol-
lowing day. I took only a small bag where I put two woollen caps that
could have been useful, just in case. Of the other stuff, I thought, we do not
need anything. I brought with me not even a lipstick or those little things
that women use for a quick facial touch-up. We were fully relaxing. Further,
I switched off my mobile and left it on the table. Ciro too, who’s usually
cautious in all circumstances, was as relaxed as ever. He emptied his poc-
kets, putting down his Blackberry and the small Sony camera from which
he is inseparable, perhaps thinking that if he needed them, we were close
enough to return to take what we would require.

A last look at that wonderful suite, which was nothing but a successful
quote of Karen Blixen’s room in Out of Africa; a glance at the fireplace that
would be still be burning on our return, and looking forward to making love
on the floor in front of the fire, I smiled and said, “I’m ready.”

Of the four lodges of Sabi Sabi, Selati Camp is the one where you can
breathe a real atmosphere of other times. It is very close to an old railway
line that once carried gold from Johannesburg to Mozambique. In the bar
where we had a drink, you could see all the original plates of the wagon
train era.

I had chosen this lodge also because it is described as the most romantic
one: in fact, there were 11 guests in all, and kids were not allowed.

We met the other guests. A couple who was here to celebrate their tenth
wedding anniversary. The woman was a South African, resident in Bel-
gium, her husband being a Belgian. I immediately felt a warmth, as they
were very friendly and nice. The rest of the guests consisted of a family
from Johannesburg spanning three generations - grandparents (young peo-
ple though), parents and two children, and another youngster who happe-
ned to be their friend’s son. I thought they were ‘special’ people too.

The dinner was held outdoors and, as if in a silent dance, we were served
by the staff and personally by Louise, the director of the lodge: a forty-
year-old blonde with incredibly sweet blue eyes! We were sitting at one
table of the shape of a semicircle before the fire. We did not feel the cold
despite the atmosphere being quite chilly; if we did suffer though, on the
chairs behind us there were blankets ready for use. Everything was very
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fine, really special, and super: but the most incredible thing was that if you
paused for a moment and thought about the fact that you were really in the
centre of a boundless territory, you would have felt the way Karen and
Denys might have, when they went out on safaris. It was also akin to being
a little bit like the protagonist of a movie.

At the end of the dinner, we talked with our guests happily and relaxed.
We had wanted to get up, but no one moved, in fear of breaking that nightly
enchantment. As I was about to make my way ‘home,’ I noticed Trevor
blocking our path, telling us that it was necessary that we stay where we
were because one of the suites was on fire. It would have been very dange-
rous to move just then.

We were stunned, speechless, not knowing what to do. Fire? Near the
suites? Which suite? I looked up, and above me, the sky was reddish as I
heard screams reaching us from a distance. What was happening? “It’s not
ours, isn’t it,” my eyes asked, meeting those of Ciro in disbelief, who was
as puzzled as I was. I asked Trevor and Louise, “Which suite is burning?”
but got no answer. I couldn’t believe it! I grabbed Louise’s hands and
grasping her and looking into her eyes I repeated my question, begging.
Louise had already become my friend, so at that point she could not lie any
longer to my direct, yearning question. With tears in her eyes, she hugged
me and said, “I am sorry, I am so sorry!” Then I understood everything.
Ciro too had. He told me that he had understood it when the rangers came
to collect the keys from all the guests, probably to put in a safer place the
most important things in case they were unable to stop the fire: but when
Ciro had offered his own key, they hadn’t taken it. The remainder of the
late evening seemed like being in a bewildering trance. I remember them
trying to talk to me, explaining that they were moving us to another lodge
where we would spend the night. Other people had arrived whom obviou-
sly I did not know; subsequently they were revealed to be the directors of
the other lodges that are part of the Sabi Sabi reserve, and a few rangers,
one of whom spoke a little Italian.

So, in the darkness of the bush, on board the Range Rover, we covered
the stretch of road that separates Selati Camp from the Bush Lodge. As
soon as we arrived there, the various people in charge of the camp tried to
provide to us all that was necessary for the night. They opened the gift
shop where I picked up some T-shirts and sweatshirts. Then they showed
us to the room, another beautiful suite; there they took leave of us still in
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disbelief and speechless, reassuring us that they would do everything possi-
ble to ensure that the next day there would be no problems for our
marriage, but also making us understand that all our stuff had been lost
irreparably!

I did not sleep all night, thinking that perhaps the next morning I could go
and salvage some of our belongings. Hopefully the dressing corner where
we had all our stuff was not completely destroyed. Perhaps something in
the bathroom was saved. Maybe my dress was a little scorched but I could
put it on anyway. It was impossible that all this was happening and even
more: happening to us. They must have been wrong, that was not our suite!

However, the following morning the confirmation arrived in all its stark-
ness: nothing had been saved, except perhaps the objects in the safe.

But what had we put in the safe? Only one bag containing the wed-
ding rings, the antique earrings that I should have worn for the occa-
sion, and fortunately the two small diamonds that we had bought in
Cape Town, intended to be special gifts that we wanted to give each
other once back in Italy.

Ciro told the combination of the safe to the general manager, who in the
meantime had arrived by plane from Johannesburg. After a while, they han-
ded over the bag to us. I burst into tears when I saw it. Is that all that could
be recovered? (At that time, none would think of insurance, reimburse-
ment, or compensation for the material damage.)

Yes, they said, the rest was all destroyed and they would try to find our
keys, but there was a thick and hot layer of ash...

Then my attention shifted to the next few hours. It was ten o’clock in the
morning. Of course, we had given up the daily safari, which would have
begun very early. We would marry within a few hours. I had a terrible
headache, and nothing to put on. We had no idea of how we could get back
to Italy. We were supposed to contact the Italian Consulate immediately,
because we had lost our passports too. As for me, I possessed neither
money nor credit cards. Luckily, Ciro had these things in his pocket.

Everybody fluttered around us and they had wanted to do even more,
but in reality, man could not do anything.

Now it is required that I, who am also writing on behalf of Ciro, com-
mend the people, the organization, the company, and Jacques the manager,
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who had immediately flown in to help us. They all are wonderful, friendly
people, much more than merely professional. They were even able to make
us forget the misfortune we had suffered, leaving to us a beautiful memory
of this unique place in the world: the land of our wedding that followed in
the most romantic and tender way possible, always under the loving pro-
tection of all the personnel and all the organization of Sabi Sabi – a place
where we hope to go back several times in our future life.

They even ‘sent’ me to the spa for a massage, hoping that the bride was
made to relax. Actually, that did happen and I calmed down a little bit.

If I look back now, the most tender moment was when the Bush Lodge
manager met me with a colourful shawl in his hands, saying: “I got this
from the shop; come to select whatever you want to wear. You can get
anything you want.”

We went back and once again, I could not hold back my tears: as I
looked around and could only see t-shirts with heads of lions and tigers
printed on the chest; simple piece of plain white cloth was nowhere in
sight... What could I say? To make the best use of what was available I
resignedly selected a scarf printed with images of animals and I thought
could be wrapped around my neck, and chose a beaded bracelet and a
beige ranger-like shirt for Ciro.

Meanwhile, the minister who would solemnize the wedding arrived: he
wanted to know us and talk to us. We took all agreements and Ciro explai-
ned the importance of the precise time when he would have to declare us
husband and wife. As an astrologer, he had studied all the details so that
our marriage began with the best possible astral situation.

Then the minister made us read the promise that we would make mutual-
ly. It was very suggestive, much better constructed, and more complete
than the one I’ve always heard in the Italian rite. Then he also showed us
the symbolic presents that we had chosen to exchange according to the
traditional Shangaan rite. He explained that we hade chosen to marry on a
rock that was billions of years old, under the shadow of a huge and impo-
sing tree. And just like that place represents the safest place of the reserve,
surrounded by the savannah where wildlife struggles for survival, so also
should our bonding represent the safe refuge which we would not compro-
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mise to let the external conflicts in.

Then, after a quick lunch, we had a few more minutes to devote to the
preparations. Again, you cannot imagine a bride anxiously grappling with
makeup; because while I was trying to make up a decent face with the little
that had been lent to me, especially trying to limit the damage that the
beautician of the spa (a willing lady, but definitely no good) was trying to
inflict upon may hair…

In the presence of the Director, who hadn’t left his side for the last few
hours, virtually becoming his second shadow, Ciro was speaking on the
phone with the emergency contact of the Italian Embassy, who explained
him the procedure for our return, considering that our passports had also
been destroyed.

A few minutes before we moved they left us alone. Then we looked
at each other and it seemed that all that had happened really did not
matter any more...

We left the room and walked lightly... We were going to get married and
we were happy... There was one last moment of confusion in the lobby...
with all the staff around us. They were even more excited and thrilled than
us; there it was: the bouquet for the bride - beautiful! Also a clip to put in
my hair with fresh flowers and a flower for the groom. We walked to the
Jeep, where a smiling Trevor was waiting for us. He immediately set the
vehicle in motion and we left.

In the background I could hear the poignant notes of the soundtrack of
Out of Africa.

Just out of the alley, we were immediately surrounded by the savannah,
while a lively parade of giraffes, impala, wildebeest and many, many birds
was accompanying us. I’m sure that even those beings, realizing the solem-
nity of the moment, did not want to miss the party.

Daniela Boscotrecase
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The beautiful Ivory suite of the Selati Camp in Sabi Sabi

The exlusive Daniela’s
wedding dress
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He who becomes a slave of habit,
repeating same path every day,
he who never changes brands.
Who doesn't risk wearing a new color
and doesn't speak to whom he doesn't know.
Dies Slowly
he who makes the television his guru.
he who avoids a passion,
he who prefers black on white
and dotted "i"s to a whirlwind of emotions,
precisely those that rescue the brilliance of one's eyes,
smiles from yawns,
hearts from disappointments and sorrows.
Dies Slowly
he who doesn't turn the table when he's unhappy at his job,
he who doesn't risk the certain for the uncertain to follow a dream,
he who doesn't permit himself at least once in his life,
to flee from sensible advice.
Dies Slowly
he who doesn't travel, he who doesn't read,
he who doesn't listen to music,
he who doesn't find humor in himself.
Dies Slowly
he who destroys his own love,
he who doesn't allow himself to help.
Dies Slowly
he who passes the days complaining of his bad luck
or of the incessant rain.
Dies Slowly
he who abandons a project before starting it,
not asking about an unfamiliar subject
or not answering when they inquire about something he knows.
We avoid death in soft quotes, remembering that to be alive requires
an effort much greater than the simple fact of breathing.
Only with ardent patience will we conquer a splendid happness.
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Pablo Neruda, Parral, Chile, July 12th 1904, at 2.00 PM
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This is the second album of photos that picks up special memoirs
of easy and difficult birthdays, but always special birthdays (Solar
Returns and Lunar Returns) of Ciro Discepolo and his colleagues
and students. Moments of great joy, of emotion, sometimes also
of not physical and emotional comfort, but always instants of
big emotion plastered forever in the frames of places to all the
longitudes and to almost all the latitudes of the whole Earth.
The trip, understood is in its bodily specificity that in an ampler
and metaphysical sense a great deal it is, probably, the most
fascinating experience in the life of each of us.
From the trip of Ulysses to return to his Ithaca up to that, together
with Stanley Kubrick, through his Odyssey in the Space, the trip
is synonymous, everything, of change, of renewal, of opening,
of growth, of spiritual evolution.

Ciro Discepolo is a journalist and a writer.
He worked (at 20 years old) for five years
at the CNR (National Research Council) like
researcher helper and, for two years, like
Electronic Measures Laboratory‘s head in
the Istituto Motori of Naples, CNR. He’s
been dealing with astrology since 1970. He
has written about sixty books – most of them
on this particular subject. Astrologically
speaking, he followed the school of André
Barbault. He then founded the school of
Active Astrology. He has been doing
statistical researches from the very
beginning of this interest in astrology. At
the beginning of the ’90s, he obtained very
brilliant results with researches on astral
heredity on a sample of over 75,000
subjects. His works have been translated,
from Italian, into English, Spanish, French,
Russian, German, Hungarian, and
Slovenian.
www.cirodiscepolo.it


