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Like a man stepping in fire, he struggled to contai n himself as he was ushered into my office for his 
11 am appointment with me. His body language and fa cial excruciation made apparent the feeling of 
wanting to burst out, as though he knows all too we ll the feeling of lingering on pins and needles. 
Needless to say, I knew I was dealing with a troubl ed soul. 

Sensing a need for my work to be done, I clarified his details before looking through the chart. My 
thoughts went straight to the only house I could se e which held the most potential source of his 
troubles. In his case, I daresay it was a recipe fo r disaster. It really was a matter of, where do I 
begin? 

First of all, it was his 3 rd house that presented a concentration of problems; a time bomb waiting to 
explode into a malady. Dragon’s head directly inter preted here could symbolize “sudden death” or 
possible termination of circumstances. Mars fueled further provocation of a situation transpiring too 
rapidly, stymied logical processes to assess the cr isis but not failing to alleviate the urge to react  
first as Moon coaxes her charms upon such impulses.  All in all, he didn’t know who to trust, what to 
believe. For this, I am glad he took a risk despite  what his emotions dictated to him, and came to me.  
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“For the past 3 days, Clive,” I referred to my anal ysis and chose my words carefully, taking in 
account his current mental state. “you find yoursel f troubled over matters related to transportation, 
communication and relationships with people, in gen eral. You find yourself not being understood by 
others well, and less being able to understand what  others are telling you.” That was enough to ooze 
the problems from his tormented being, and he spill ed the beans on what irked him so. 

“Oh Richard. 3 days ago, I drove along the highway when my car took the chance to die on me. 
Essentially I had a breakdown which lead to the tow  services lugging my car back home, 
considering the time of the night and waited until daylight to sort the problem. Upon lots of 
discussion with various mechanics, they all pointed  me in the direction of this auto electrician, 
claiming it to be some electrical problem. Thing is , I knew who this electrician was, and I have littl e 
faith in his capabilities due to an incident I will  avoid discussing at further length as I have moved  
beyond that issue. In any case, I decided to bury t he hatchet and braced myself to speak with that 
man once more. Forgive him for his indiscretion of being so unorganized that one time and prayed 
he would be the solution to my “electrical” problem . 

Unfortunately, optimism and kindness obviously disa gree with me, for after being persuaded by his 
ability to technical-speak me silly and convince me  of an “auto starter switch” problem, once again I 
trusted the shyster to handle my car, not before pa ying for him to arrange a tow driver to pick up my 
vehicle. It was barely a whole day before he rang m e to inform me that, I quote, “the car has clamped 
up and, as he is not a mechanic, I am unable to fix  this”. I literally hung up the phone for fear of t he 
retribution of my thoughts verbalized. Taking some time to breathe (while taking a cool shower after 
banging my fists on the wall), I chilled and rang h im back, told him some lame story about me losing 
reception and asking him what he recommended – whic h I dreaded but had to hear. He told me he 
would arrange for the car to go to another mechanic , but I needed to come down. I knew it was 
because he wanted to get paid, despite doing nothin g. Such was the cruel nature of the world, and 
the people who inhabit it. 

Once again, I paid the salary of an incapable “self -proclaimed” professional, and I probably bought 
the tow services company with the amount of times t hey had to move my car. I decided to go with 
the tow driver, and went to the mechanic together. It dawned on me that this driver was the same 
guy who had been towing my car all over the shop fo r 3 days now, and he probably knew my 
situation as well as I did, if not better. At least  the mechanic had the decency to put me out of my 
misery quicker than the other bloke, by just saying  the car’s engine was gone, and I needed to 
replace it. He then gave me impossible choices of h aving the engine replaced by a new one or an 
older one, both costing more than I could afford. I  surrender at this point, and asked the tow driver 
to kindly bring my car back to its resting place at  my home. I had well and truly given up on this 
failure of a situation, and needed to go home. I ju st did not want to face the world for fear of other  
problems that might come before me.” 

I advised Clive that such feelings were exacerbated  by the feeling of not being able to solve the 
problem in one go, and that seeing this difficult c ycle was due to end after tomorrow, I told him to 
just take the day slow. “Give it after tomorrow, so meone will come to you offering you advice on 
how to solve this situation.” 

Strangely, after coping with one more day, Clive wa s pleasantly surprised by the two truck driver 
who had been by his side through it all the day aft er. “Mate, I feel sorry seeing you run circles tryi ng 
to solve this car problem! Go here, for 25% of the price they are asking of you for the new motor, you  
can solve your problem.” Clive reported this piece of good news to me, and I was glad for Clive.  “Oh 
Richard, there is a silver lining finally, after se eing so much dark skies!” 
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