


ee sat straight up in the oversized stuffed leather chair with her eyes 
fixed to the beige coffer ceiling, counting all the quadrangles. With 
heightened anxiety, her pupils swiftly scanned the room and gravitated 

toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. Staring back at her was a picturesque view 
of snow-capped mountains rising just a little higher than the clouds. There lay 
her comfort zone.

I can do this, she whispered. Her heart thumped so fast she was sure that its 
reverberation could be seen through her red cashmere sweater that was now 
sticking to her back from beads of perspiration. C’mon, Dee you can do this. And 
before she knew it, the words tumbled out of her mouth like a toddler taking 
its first steps.

“I am . . . a . . . li . . . liar, and I can’t be trusted. And I wouldn’t know what the 
truth looked liked if God himself showed it to me.” She held her breath, then 
gently released it and felt a surge of relief envelop her tall slender body. There, 
I said it. She breathed in again and slowly exhaled. Her large mink brown eyes 
were now brimming with tears that struggled not to fall. 

Dee continued staring out of the window and with a slight turn of her 
bottom lip, she stammered, “My friends call me Dee. I have a BA in political 
science from Spelman College and a JD from Columbia University. As a matter 
of fact, Simon and Garfunkel named a song after me,” she said, with an evasive 
tone that the doctor couldn’t tell if she was serious or trying to be funny.

The doctor paused from his note taking. He raised his left eyebrow and 
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curiously leaned forward in anticipation of what she was going to say next. Dee 
turned both of her lips slightly upward, trying hard to simulate a smile. 

“You know the song, ‘Bridge Over Troubled Water?’”
He answered with only a nod so he would not interrupt her flow. 
“Well, I’m that bridge.” Her voice cracked slightly as she struggled to speak. 

Dee anxiously folded her arms across her chest and nervously tapped her fingers 
as she waited for his response. 

The doctor’s sapphire blue eyes caught a brief glimpse of her, and she quickly 
shifted her attention toward the window. Even with all of the tension that 
was mounting inside of her, somehow his smile felt like a warm blanket that 
comforted the chill that slowly crept up her spine.

“Why are you smiling at me like that?” Her eyes darted to and from his again.
“Ms. Bridge, I find it quite interesting that the first word you use to describe 

yourself is ‘liar.’ You also have a quick wit and sense of humor that I think is 
quite positive.” His voice was as smooth as a gracefully aged Italian Merlot wine. 
He looked up at her again hoping to gain her eye contact, but she continued to 
resist. 

“That’s because it’s the truth—and please call me, Deirdre,” she said, still in 
deep thought about the incredulity of her confession.

“Well, Deirdre, that may be, but you have quite a few accomplishments. 
You’re a college graduate, and you have a law degree from one of the most 
prestigious law schools in the country. There is obviously more to you than just 
being a liar.”

“Yes. One would think.”
“How do you feel about taking into consideration an accomplishment 

you’ve made each day? You’ll probably find there’s a lot more positive about 
your life than you realize. Every day we should learn something we didn’t know 
the previous day.”

Dee listened while she got up from the chair to walk over to an opposite 
window that was so transparent she felt she could reach out and touch the 
Salt Lake City skyline. Her flawless skin glistened as the morning sun beamed 
through the window on her cinnamon brown face, placing her a little at ease. 
The thought that this would be the first of many visits here made it even more 
difficult to come to grips with just how serious things really had become.
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Her fingers trembled as they gently massaged her temples. Too many 
thoughts had caused her head to throb. I can’t believe that I’ve gotten the nerve to 
come . . . and to a psychiatrist’s office, for God’s sake! Flying over 2,000 miles to see 
this doctor because she didn’t want to take a chance of running into someone 
she knew back home in Atlanta. It was a bit over the top, even for Dee. 

Usually, Dee’s outward appearance radiated elegance and charm, and her 
inner beauty was just as appealing. But today was different. As she gazed out 
the window, she saw the reflection of a woman who was a mess both inside and 
out. Each passing day was a reminder that her life was like a kite without a hand 
to guide its sail. And if she didn’t stop the lying, she would never be able to get 
back on course and—just like a kite—she would be lost forever.


