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UGLY TRUTH ASTROLOGY by Marcus Lyons 

ARIES: Aries’ have ram-like eyebrows and smug expressions. You should not be quite so smug 

because you are constantly clunking yourself in the skull. Cat Stevens' "Hard Headed Woman" 

was probably an Aries. You’d do well to remember that, Aries. Not that you care.  You don’t like 

others telling you what to do anyway. You also don’t always look where you’re going, which is 

why your head is so lumpy. Your motto might be: Life is a headache.  For you, it literally is.  My 

advice to you is to slow down, look carefully before you leap into new things.  At least until June 

when you’ll make a lot more progress if you, “Measure twice and cut once,” as my grandfather 

used to say.  I have no idea what that means, but since you fancy yourself an intellectual, you’ll 

figure it out.   

TAURUS: You are brooding emotion incarnate. One minute you're up, the next you're down. 

You're very earthy, which may mean that you don't shower as often as others would like you to. 

Or it may just mean that you like to roll around with your nose in clover and sigh contentedly. 

Mercury, the planet of the highest order of bullshit (your favorite kind) leaves its retrograde 

trajectory and goes direct on May3rd, which really has nothing to do with you. In true Taurean 

style, though, you’ll make it about you. However, Mercury plops squarely into Taurus on the 

15th. Not that you care.  You’re too darn stubborn and more worried about your next meal than 

you are the planets. However, it’s a perfect time for a good romantic romp, whether you’re 

partnered or not. It’s also a good time to seek out someone to head-butt, if that’s what you’re 

into.  Because let’s face it, Taurus, you are the sensual god or goddess of the universe, and as 

long as you are sated in every way, life is good.  Just be careful about eating too many bon-bons.  

GEMINI: Everyone loves a Gemini because you’re never alone with a schizophrenic. You like 

to think that you are a half-and half mixture of Socrates and Michelangelo, but in reality it's more 

like Prince and Bea Arthur. However, you can and will negate all of this by the time you're 

finished reading this sentence, because that’s how you roll. With your ruling planet, Mercury, 

finally going from retrograde to direct on the 3rd of May, it’s time to polish those ruby slippers, 

write Dear John or Dear Mary letters to all those whose hearts you’ve already broken this year. 

That’s right, Casanova, you eventually have to take responsibility for your devil-may-care 

attitude and inability to focus on one person for long. If I had to envision an actor to portray you 

in your Lifetime Movie, it would be Dug the Dog from the Pixar film “Up.” Life isn’t all chasing 

squirrels and sniffing butts. Get out there and socialize!  Especially at the New Moon on the 25th, 

which cavorts through your sign like a hooker on steroids.    

CANCER: You like to know what's going on in the lives of everyone in the galaxy. However, 

you tend not know what's going on in your own. If you’re lucky, your friends will tell you. 

Cancerians only get dressed because they have to, and their fashion sense can only be described 

as "erratic." You are more likely than any other sign in the zodiac (except Pisces, who does not 

iron) to iron your clothes by sleeping with them sandwiched between the mattress and box-

spring. May is an inauspicious time to trust your own instincts, so solicit help from your 

friendly neighborhood Aries.  They may not help much, but you’ll be so discombobulated by 

their chaotic energy you won’t have time to dwell on things. By June 4th, when Mars enters 

your sign, you’ll be recharged and ready to rumble.  
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LEO: You will grab attention in any way you possibly can. Self-immolation is not out of the 

question. You like to kiss mirrors a lot. Genghis Khan was a Leo, and so is Barney the Dinosaur. 

People still love Lucy, but less because she was a Leo. If you stay by yourself for too long, you 

end up having deep conversations with the coffee table.  Why am I telling you all this?  Because 

now would be a good time to find an audience for your outgoing and annoyingly confident 

personality. Cross-cultural connections heat up, and long-distance travel could be on the 

horizon. Can't leave town? Figure out how to conquer your town and hold them captive until 

they’ve all listened to you. What could possibly go wrong? Oh, and studiously ignore my 

advice because you will anyway.  

VIRGO: Virgo Virgo Virgo…  You might imagine that I’m attempting to invoke your 

presence by chanting three times while looking in a mirror, but it’s simply not true. You are a 

pain in the ass. You regulate your breathing and color-coordinate the clothes in your closet. No 

Virgo in the history of the world has ever belched or farted. Everything has its place, and yours is 

on the floor scrubbing with a magnifying glass, checking for germs. Obsessive-compulsive 

disorder? A nice euphemism for the word "Virgo.” The world is lousy with Virgos. But, that’s 

actually a good thing.  SOMEBODY has to be in charge and get things done with the utmost 

attention to detail. You don’t care if they like you, as long as they do what you say. Your 

ruling planet, Mercury, goes from retrograde to direct on May 3rd, and it’s a perfect time to 

put your own house in order and figure out next steps. The silver lining? The Sun is 

simmering in Aries and your eighth house of sex, spirituality and intimacy until the 19th, 

lending an air of intensity to everything. Your attention is laser-focused on one special person 

or project. Use that to your advantage in your ongoing attempt to take over the world. <insert 

maniacal laugh here> 

LIBRA: You are oh-so-elegant and tasteful to the point of incurring nausea from loved ones. 

You are also bipolar as hell and can't make a decision on your own. You usually consult your 

therapist or TV Guide. Velour is not entirely lost upon up. You single-handedly started the 

cappuccino movement. When asked why, you claim something unintelligible about 

solidarity. However, it’s exactly your ability to cross cultural lines and language barriers to 

spread the unconditional love you’re known for.  Libra lives for the Spring season, when nature 

lavishes its resplendent and regenerative beauty upon you. You could take a lesson from the 

season, Libra, because you need to understand that some people are allergic to your do-gooder 

character and desperate need for acceptance.  If you can handle all that, you’ll survive until your 

other favorite season: Fall.  

SCORPIO: You got into computers early so you could use made-up, bullshit terminology and 

get away with it. Most hackers are Scorpios, as are most people who think they're going to find 

fame in a chat room. You’re an embarrassment because you like your coffee straight out of the 

bag, eaten with a spoon. You may have actually snorted Chock Full o' Nuts at one time in your 

life. You take your paranoid beatnik approach to life very seriously. Why am I telling you things 

you already know? Because it’s a perfect time to better yourself through health and fitness, not to 

mention organizing your extensive porn collection. Get rid of everything you’ve been meaning to 

throw out, because who really needs an adult playroom anyway?     
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SAGITTARIUS: Sagittarians are born adventurers. They like smashing spiders with their bare 

hands and trying to walk to the bathroom in the middle of the night with the lights out. They 

would sooner sustain crippling injury than do anything the easy way. Nearly every single Sag 

was born as the incorrect gender. Passion, creativity and self-expression are your keywords 

right now because, let’s face it, you’re the most self-absorbed sign in the zodiac, so knock 

yourself out getting stuff done. Nobody will care if you sequester yourself away for a week or 

so.  In fact, they’ll be glad for the break.  Just be extra careful to look both ways when you 

finally emerge from your creative cave.  

CAPRICORN: Capricorns are hardworking, reliable, and dull as hell. They are always on the 

move, headed to their next delusion of grandeur. They are often good at math which explains 

why they are such pains in the ass. René Descartes was a great mathematician and a crappy 

philosopher, so he must have been a Capricorn. Stephen Hawking is even more Capricorn 

because he's all of the above and a pompous S.O.B. to boot. Sure, he's overcome a lot of 

obstacles, blah blah blah, but even in perfect health you can't overcome being a 

Capricorn.  Besides, it’s time for you to reconnect with family if you haven’t already driven 

them away with your endless drivel and droning on and on about something or other, or to do 

some much-needed nesting at the Sea Goat Inn…with a case of liquor and a paid companion 

or three. Just be sure everyone wears a condom. 

  

AQUARIUS: Aquarius loves a party. Anytime, anywhere is their motto. It is not unlikely that an 

Aquarius will consider a wake a good place to meet potential dates. Aquarians tend to be 

nostalgic about the 1960s because that was the last time they could be naked in public and get 

away with it. Aquarians love to be naked. It is even better if they are naked and crocked. 97.4% 

of the Colt 45 consumed in the past thirty years has been consumed by Aquarians. But lucky 

you, this month your social life will see a boost from several planetary influences. That’s not to 

say that your socializing won’t come with its own set of speed bumps.  Just use your uncanny 

ability to lie convincingly and you’ll get through it, no problem.  

PISCES: Everywhere you go, laughter and comedy ensue. This would be great if you were 

trying to be funny. You are deeply confused by the idea of sex. As far as you are concerned, if it 

didn't happen in "The Velveteen Rabbit,” it doesn't exist. Pisceans claim to love the stars, but the 

only constellation they can find is the Big Dipper. If they cannot find it, they cry. You remember 

what you were wearing on March 3rd, 1981 but forget your own address. You have no sense of 

direction. The people you find going in reverse at 70 m.p.h. on the expressway are usually 

Pisceans. Your highly-developed sense of the ludicrous will serve you well this month as long as 

you only use it for personal gain.  That’s right, screw everyone else! It’s all about you this 

month, and anyone who says differently is a horse’s ass.  If they question you, simply respond 

with, “It’s in accordance with Prophecy.” Then punch them in the neck. 

Marcus Lyons is a lifelong astrology enthusiast who bears an uncanny resemblance to Barney 

Rubble, hence his rapper name: B-Rubs. He accurately predicted the advent of legalized pot, 

which earned him absolutely nothing. In reality (whatever that is), he’s a staunch animal rights 

advocate, classically trained cellist, former DJ, astrologer, and award-winning writer. Not 

necessarily in that order.  


