
7

Chapter One

“You seem tense, Ivy,” Dr. Stamp said.
“Am I?” I said. “I mean, do I?” I’ve always had 

trouble with my thoughts and feelings. Going to 
see a therapist once a week was supposed to help 
me with these problems.

I glanced around Dr. Stamp’s office. There was 
a large desk. A phone. A cup full of pens and a pad 
of lined paper. A water cooler stood in the corner. 
Then I looked at Dr. Stamp, sitting behind his desk. 
He is a short, chubby man. He speaks with fancy 
words and really seems to care about my mental 
health. But I knew what he was thinking: that I 
only imagine no one likes me. 

“Maybe I’m tense about my birthday next 
month,” I said. “I’ll be thirty.” 
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Dr. Stamp lowered his chin and looked at me 
over the top of his glasses. “Are you still writing 
down thoughts in your journal?” he asked. “Are 
you going to the gym?”

“Sometimes,” I lied. 

✱

My friend Robin and I had joined a health club 
near the office. Working out together was easier 
than doing exercise alone. We’d tried classes. Step 
and spinning classes. Pilates, when it was the new 
craze. But ever since Robin became pregnant, she’s 
been afraid to put any stress on her body. So I’ve 
lost my gym buddy. 

Robin and Phil are the happiest couple I 
know. No, they are the only happy couple I know. 
They’ve been together for four years. Then last year 
mommy-fever hit Robin like a piano falling from 
a skyscraper. She decided to join everyone else 
our age in an act of—ta-da!—tradition. Robin and 
Phil’s wedding was sweet and old-fashioned. They 
invited only close friends and family. I agreed to be 
the maid of honour, as long as I could choose my 
dress. Liz organized the bridal shower. 
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Liz is my other friend. She’s a literary agent who 
helps writers sell the stories they write. A natural 
blond, she has a thin face and high cheekbones. 
She’s beautiful, but here’s what everyone remembers 
about her looks. One of her eyes is green and the 
other eye is pale blue. I often feel the blue one is 
watching me most closely. 

Liz has strong opinions about what kinds of 
books are worth reading. She sees books as high 
art, full of big ideas—the type that make a person’s 
head hurt. The thought that most people like to 
read for fun wouldn’t occur to her. “I never touch 
ordinary books, like romances, mysteries, and 
thrillers,” she often says. She sounds offended, 
as if we were asking the queen to wash her own 
windows. “They’re a waste of trees!” she says. “I 
won’t read them.”

Not Robin. Robin speaks up when Liz makes 
fun of the books she works on. Robin is an editor. 
Her job is to make sure writers have said exactly 
what they want to say, and said it properly. She’s 
the youngest editor Pages & Print Books has ever 
hired. 

“My thrillers are the hottest books on the 
market,” Robin says when Liz gets all self-important. 
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But I know for a fact Robin is worried that stories 
about serial killers are going out of fashion. She told 
me. She has no reason to worry, though. People with 
disturbed minds never really go out of style.

✱

A few years ago, I introduced Robin and Phil. I had 
met Phil in 2008 at a party for one of Liz’s writers. 
Phil told me he was a doctor, the sort who helps 
women get pregnant. I tried to make small talk, 
but I’m not very good at that. I let Phil do most of 
the talking. He asked what I did for a living. Liz, 
who likes to be dramatic, came along just then and 
heard his question. She told him I guard the gates 
at Pages & Print Books.

“Really?  She doesn’t look scary enough,” Phil 
said. He looked Liz up and down. At her tightly 
pulled-back hair, the mink collar of her dress, her 
spike heels. “But you do!”

I laughed out loud, the way my half-sister, Cara, 
would have laughed. Anybody who calls Liz’s bluff 
impresses me. 

Phil and I shared a cab home that night. We 
made out in the back seat. The driver watched us 
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in the rear-view mirror. Phil’s hands were soft and 
greedy. 

Robin knows about the taxi ride. She’s okay 
with it. Once she even asked me why I didn’t try 
to get Phil for myself. I didn’t know what to tell 
her. The thing is, Phil is very confident. Sure of 
himself. I can never tell what self-possessed men 
are thinking. And he spends his life bringing 
babies into the world for people who want them. 
He’s almost a god. Someone like me could never 
hold on to someone like him. 

Phil did leave a couple of phone messages after 
the taxi ride, though. I didn’t return his calls.

Months later, Robin and I ran into him at a 
coffee shop. He had on the same wrinkled navy 
suit. I noticed the same coffee-coloured eyes. And 
those greedy, healing hands. Now Robin and Phil 
live in High Park, in a great big house facing the 
pond. Not in a dumpy apartment like mine. 


