
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was a tough week for Mike, with 
all the stresses and strains of his 
work. The stock market had plunged 
in the recent past and being a 
consultant of such business affairs, he 
had to guide many people who were 
going through the turmoil, and 
control, confide and counsel them 
during such a taxing time. Even his 
home affairs were getting to him, and 

he was trapped in the crossfire raging between relatives. Everyone was a shooting duck 
where Mike went, and it was getting to him.  
 
His chart was a portrait of a man in emotional upheaval, with Moon being in the 12th 
House. It was the end of his emotional cycle, and Mike was a time bomb waiting to 
explode. With all that was happening, it was easy for Mike to feel low and depressed. 
With birth chart placing his Sun in the 5th House, under normal circumstances, he is fair-
minded thinker who treat his friends and social life as impartially and confess his ideas as 
explicitly as possible. This usual self of his was further impaired by Mercury located in 
the 6th House, a seriously disadvantaged position for his usually quick wits and 
communication. Furthermore, it depressed the nerves and puts one under duress 
constantly.  
 
One late evening, Mike decided to escape everything by returning home to unwind. He 
seriously begged for the protection of his own domain, and the peace and tranquility that 
was left in his life at that moment. Alas, the ring of the doorbell disrupted that momentary 
peace, and Mike found himself dragging towards the door and facing the smartly dressed 
lady with the clipboard in her hand. She had come in the name of health research, and 
asked that she might interview him, she said Mike had been given a letter informing him 
of their purpose some time back. Mike had no recollection of receiving any such 
information in the past, but then again, Out of politeness, he decided to allow the lady to 
carry on her work. 
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It was grueling and taxing upon his already tired soul and body, but he attempted to 
respond as best as he knew how to her rather fulsome questions. “If there was a food 
provider who had AIDS, would you eat there?” Quickly reacting, Mike said that he was 
too busy to keep track of everyone who provided him food, so how would he know 
whether they had AIDS or not? Besides, was that not the concern of the government to 
keep track of all AIDS patients? It took some guidance on the lady’s part to lead Mike to 
respond that he would not eat there if he knew.  
 
The next question lead Mike to burst into irate laughter. “Excuse me, miss. But look at 
me. I am a man, and have no biological means of being able to fit or nurture a baby in 
me, let alone worry about whether my “unborn” child would possibly carry HIV or not!” 
Awkwardly, the lady smiled and shifted to the next question, which seemed to focus on 
whether Mike could be infected with HIV should he engage in intercourse with others. 
“See here now. I am old, as you can see. I have been happily married for many, many did 
I mention MANY years, and my wife has never failed to satisfy my needs. I have NO 
NEED to find someone else to replace her, so I don’t believe that question should even be 
asked of me, since there is NO WAY I can get AIDS through promiscuous means.  
 
After more questions of “will you eat with a person with AIDS?” and Mike insisting that 
he would take care of his “imaginary” relative down with AIDS and provide for their 
needs as best as he could without jeopardizing the health of his own family, he had had 
enough. . 
 
“I’m sorry. But I’m done. I will not answer anymore of your questions. I find them 
irrelevant to me, and a nuisance at the moment. I don’t care if you report me for being 
non-compliant with whatever research you are undertaking, but I had enough for today. 
Good bye.” 
 
Finally, as he stretched out on the floor (because his physical body had enough as well), 
he went into a deep sleep. It was hours later when he woke during the wee morning, and 
felt more refreshed than he had been in the past few days. Then he made the mistake of 
replaying the events of that evening, and cringed at his sore attitude towards the 
interviewer. True, the list of questions was too much to bear, but all the lady required was 
a simple yes or no to each one asked of him. 
 
As he told me of this story, all I could offer Mike was this. “Let water under the bridge 
pass under the bridge, and not dwell on what cannot be undone. After all, as a 
professional, she should be accustomed to frank interviewees, and be grateful that you at 
least, with that affected state of mind, managed to even get past that much of the 
interview, which you did under good faith. In future, just be wary of your own state of 
emotions, and act accordingly.”   
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