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“Name one thing—only one—that you dislike about yourself,” 

I told my newest patient fifty-three seconds after she entered my 

office. 

I always asked the same question. It was how I broke the 

ice. It was how I tested them. Most would mull over the things 

they hated about themselves, trying to decide which one was the 

one. And then they would choose one and leave it at that. But 

every now and then I got someone like Margot Henry who just 

couldn’t help herself. 

“I-I uh…well, I hate that I’m overweight,” she said, 

looking down at her hands on her lap. “But I, uh, also don’t 

like—” 

“I said one, Miss Henry”—my index finger sprang up—

“One means one, not two, or three, or but also. By the looks of 



 

 

you, I know it must be difficult for you to comprehend the 

meaning.” 

Her cheeks turned red. I knew she wanted to leave the 

room right then, to waddle down the long stretch of hallway and 

into the restroom and shut herself off in a stall and cry into her 

hands. But Margot Henry was a doormat. And she wasn’t going 

anywhere until I told her she could leave. She ripped a tissue 

from the square box on my desk and dabbed the corner of one 

eye, sniffled and kept her gaze down like the submissive little—

big—woman she was. How pathetic. 

Margot had nice hair. I liked her hair. It was brunette 

with blond highlights, clean and silky and smelled of fancy salon 

shampoo. Unfortunately for Margot, it didn’t go well with her 

face. The stylist did a fine job on the hair, but it was better suited 

for someone else. Another face. Slimmer and more confident. 

Any face but fat Margot Henry’s face. 

And her outfit—hmm. She wore a hideous pink blouse 

and a pair of matching dress slacks. I loathed it. Of course, I only 

loathed it because every person who saw her in the building my 

office was located, loathed it. But I’ll get to that later. 

“So,” I began, “you dislike the fact that you’re two 

people rolled into one—I don’t blame you.” 

She raised her head and looked right at me. 

(Did he really—How could he say something like that?) 
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She blinked several times, and then she just stared at me. 

Dumbfounded. Wounded. Pathetic. 

(Arrogant piece of shit. I have to get out of here…) 

“I’m going to tell you something, Miss Henry,” I said, 

leaning forward and interlocking my fingers on my desk. “I’m 

going to tell you a lot of somethings over the course of however 

many days you choose to come here. You can listen, or you can 

tell me to fuck off, call me an arrogant piece of shit and threaten 

to sue me—as always, it’s your choice. But first, before you 

decide, let me ask you one more question. Is that okay?” Sure it 

was—she was the poster child for desperation. 

She nodded. 

I leaned my back against the leather chair again and made 

myself comfortable, then looked across the neatness of my desk 

where nothing was ever out of place, and at Margot who still had 

her gaze fixed on me, waiting for me to make it all better. 

“Why did you choose to see me?” 

“I, uh…”—she swallowed—“I-I needed someone to 

talk to.” She didn’t seem confident in her answer. 

My left eyebrow hitched up, and I nodded as if to say 

“Yeah, and—come on now Miss Henry, my rates aren’t cheap” 

and I waited impatiently for her to get her shit together. 

She tangled her fingers on her lap, getting the hint. 

Then suddenly: 



 

 

“Why else would I come here?” she snapped, and I 

grinned deep inside my skin where she couldn’t see it because I 

knew the bitch had a backbone somewhere underneath all the 

layers of fat. “You’re a psychiatrist, Mr. Boone. Why does anyone 

choose to see you?” 

The grin found it’s way to my eyes—the pink outfit was 

looking better on her. 

“I didn’t ask why anyone else comes here,” I said. “I 

asked why you came here. What did you hope to get out of my 

services? What were you thinking when you held the phone in 

your hand for five minutes, staring at my number on the screen 

before you finally hit the call button? Why do you hate yourself 

so much that you’re willing to pay an ‘arrogant piece of shit’ like 

me three hundred dollars an hour to make you hate yourself even 

more?” I swept a hand in the air at her. “Why do you, an 

overweight, spineless, walking, talking bottle of Pepto Bismol, 

need someone to talk to?” 

There went her backbone; it slipped right out of her like 

a calf being born. 

She swallowed again and couldn’t look me in the eyes 

anymore. 

“Answer the question,” I instructed. “Why did you, 

Margot Henry, choose to see me?” 

She glared at me, gritted her teeth behind a pair of pretty 

mauve lips. Too bad the courage wasn’t enough she could speak 
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her mind. Instead, she answered flatly: “I chose to see you so you 

could help me feel better about myself, Mr. Boone. To help with 

my anxiety. I chose to see you so maybe you can…” She sighed, 

reluctant, “…so maybe you can make me believe I have 

something to live for.” Her eyes fell away from mine again. 

“Are you suicidal, Miss Henry?” No, she wasn’t suicidal, 

but to look like I was doing my job as any human would, I had 

to ask. 

Margot Henry often thought about suicide, but the 

majority of people unhappy with their lives think about it every 

now and then—thinking about death is as common as 

daydreaming about winning the lottery. Maybe I’m better off dead. I 

wonder if anyone would miss me if I died. I’m so tired…I wonder what death 

is like. Thinking about suicide and planning it are two different 

things. Planning it and acting on it are also two different things. 

Margot Henry was still at Level One, where most remain until 

something positive happens—because it always does—and they 

can abandon the Three Levels of Self-Destruction. 

She shook her head slowly, which was her way of saying 

yes by saying no. Which was her way of subliminally trying to get 

me to feel sorry for her. But I didn’t take the bait—I didn’t feel 

sorry for anybody. 

“Good,” I said. “Now that we’ve gotten that out of the 

way.” I leaned forward again. “I am here for three things, Miss 

Henry: to listen to your troubles and provide advice as I see fit, 



 

 

write a prescription if needed, and to diagnose you. If you’re 

willing to accept me as I am, I’m willing to take your money. Is 

your throat dry? Would you like some water?” Her constant 

swallowing was distracting. 

“Yes,” she answered, nodding with that pitiful look she 

wore so well. “Thank you.” 

I motioned toward the mini fridge in the corner next to 

the microwave and coffee pot. 

Margot’s eyebrows crumpled in her forehead. 

“You should probably get it yourself,” I told her. “You 

could use the exercise.” 

Her face turned red again, but this was an entirely 

different shade. Fuck-You Red. Fury-And-Rage Crimson. Had-

It-Up-To-My-Fucking-Eyeballs-With-Your-Shit Scarlet. 

She crushed the tissue in her fist and then shot into a 

stand, tossing her purse over her shoulder. 

“You know what?” she said, gritting her teeth. “You are 

an arrogant piece of shit. And you really can go fuck yourself.” 

The chair she had been sitting on tipped sideways in her 

furious march toward the exit, but it settled back down without 

falling over. Thinking about how that chair had more control 

over its existence than Margot Henry had over hers, I shook my 

head. 
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A few seconds later, the door to my office swung open; 

Nancy, my secretary, stood in the doorway with a hand on her 

hip and a scowl on her face. 

“What did you say to that woman?” she scolded. 

“Second one today, and it’s not even noon.” 

“Physician-patient privilege, Nancy,” I reminded her, 

and then stood up; I took my suit jacket from the coatrack and 

slipped my arms into it. 

Nancy’s scowl deepened; she crossed her arms over her 

small breasts and stood in the doorway, blocking my escape. I 

really did want to escape. Nancy was an intimidating woman; she 

was forty-six and had a body like a marathon runner; there wasn’t 

a thing in the world she feared, including me—especially me. I 

had gone through eleven secretaries before Nancy came along. 

She was the only one who could put up with my “abuse”; she 

was the only one brave enough to call me on it; she was terrifying 

and so-so beautiful in that almost-fifty, overly-muscled marathon 

runner sort of way, but most of all she was full of anger at the 

world and was one of few people whose soul I actually looked 

forward to reaping when her time came. 

She glared at me. 

“Your next appointment is at two,” she said. 

“What happened to my one o’clock?” 

She smirked. “Cancelled, of course. One o’clock was 

nine o’clock’s best friend.” She shook her head and chewed on 



 

 

the inside of her cheek. “I used to wonder why in the hell I stay 

here, but now I know. I’m the one of us who makes sure these 

people who come to you for help, don’t walk out those doors 

feeling like everybody in this world is against them.” 

“Well, maybe you should be doing my job,” I suggested 

nonchalantly. 

“No thanks. I wouldn’t want that kind of responsibility.” 

She stepped aside to let me pass. “Be back in time for your next 

malpractice lawsuit,” she said. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

I’d been sued several times, but most cases never made 

it off the lawyer’s desk. It’s difficult to sue a psychiatrist. Or 

maybe it’s just me—I can’t lose. 

I walked past Nancy and made my way to the elevator. I 

doubted I would be back by two o’clock. Time was never on my 

side. Literally. 

In fact, Time was a bigger asshole than I was. 

I caught a cab and went to meet him at Brisbane’s Bar & 

Restaurant on South Street. 

 


