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The Ten Point Woman is a rollicking tale of love, loss and meticulous lists that lead to chaos...This gorgeous debut novel sparkles with wit as well as with probing insights into the mess that our emotional landscapes can be. A joy to read! 

— Lee Kofman, author of The Writer Laid Bare
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The Ten Point Woman reminds us that love defies our best-laid plans. Through Bracha’s search for her ideal partner, this novel shows that love isn’t bound by lists, logic, or place. Both funny and thought-provoking, The Ten Point Woman is a story about the impossibility of controlling where—or with whom—our hearts ultimately lead us. 

— Howard Lovy, author of Found and Lost: The Jake and Cait Story
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Chapter One
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The perfect wife will...


	Be Jewish (it’s my heritage)

	Be 170 - 175cm tall (optimum kissing height)

	Have long, dark, curly hair (but I don’t mind blondes)

	Be good-looking (i.e. hazel eyes and freckles)

	Be between 30 and 35 years old (older, more serious)

	Have a good career (ambitious)

	Have a stable family (no drama)

	Want to get married

	Want children

	



“That’s only nine points,” Leo says, adjusting his glasses. “You said it was a ten-point list.” 

“Eh, nine’s enough.” Satisfied, I cap my pen and set it on the kitchen table. Leo pulls the notepad closer, somehow managing to flex his biceps in the process. His bald head gleams under the fluorescent lights. My cousin looks like a pro-wrestler who wears glasses as part of his disguise as a financial planner. 

Now he’s shaking his head. “Bracha, we need numbers. Figures. I can’t work out probabilities with this. Where are the stats?” 

“I don’t want to overcomplicate this,” I reply, snatching the notepad back. “All I need is a list that’s short and specific. Like me.” 

“Lies.” 

“I am short.”

“But you aren’t specific.” 

“What do you call this?” I wave the list at him.

Leo rolls his eyes. “Schoolgirl bullshit?” I flip him off and he swats my hand. “Mind if I turn on the fan?” he asks.

“Sure.”

It’s almost eleven on a Monday night and the air is already thick with summer humidity. I can see beads of sweat popping on Leo’s forehead as he leans back in his chair to flick the switch. We’re in Mum’s kitchen, the place where all great lists and plans are made, and I’ve brewed a whole pot of coffee despite the fact that Leo doesn’t drink the stuff for reasons I can’t understand. Through the open window, I can just make out a brushtail possum scrambling up the back garden fence. He doesn’t care that mating season is over. He’s on the prowl.

That’s the attitude I need. It’s never too late, right? Even though Mum’s gone. 

I squeeze my coffee mug, pretending to study the list. But once again, my mind is replaying that conversation with Mum about how she hoped I’d settle down with a nice girl, that she’d see me happy with someone nice, that I wouldn’t be alone if she were gone. I looked around at mum’s things, she was my best friend (which is actually an understatement). She never judged me or my dating life. Not that I felt judged, exactly, when she’d held my hand and smiled and started talking about my future wife. More surprised, since I’d never indicated any interest in marriage. Not to her. 

Not to anyone, really.

Not even to Leo, who moved in with me and Mum when he was twelve and is like a brother. Much more so than my actual brother. 

“Okay, I’m just going to say it,” Leo says, snapping me from my thoughts. “What about Maddy?”

I laugh. “Maddy doesn’t want serious.”

“You’ve asked her?”

“Don’t have to.” I take a sip of coffee. “She’s poly.” 

“Hate to break it to you, but polyamorous isn’t an antonym of serious.” 

“Not the point.” I tap the notepad. “Besides, Maddy fits maybe two out of nine. Max three.”

“She’s a great cook,” Leo points out. “Why isn’t that on your list?”

“I’m not marrying a woman for her cooking.”

“I sure could.” 

“Yeah, well. You’re a man.”

“Yet you hold the one-night stand record.” Leo arches an eyebrow. “Maddy’s one of the few repeat visitors. I’m just saying, maybe there’s a reason for that.” 

“What, like I’m madly in love with Maddy and I don’t know it?” I laugh. “Give me some credit. I’m not that stupid. Besides, I’m not looking for romance. I’m looking for a wife.”

Leo lets out a half-laugh, half-groan. “Bracha...”

“What?”

He’s silent for a moment, fixing me with that analytical gaze he usually saves for complex financial statements. “I’m just wondering if maybe this isn’t the best time for making big life decisions. I don’t think you are thinking this through.”

“What do you mean?” I ask even though I know exactly what he means. 

“I know you want to move on, but maybe you should slow down on this.”

I bristle. “Shiva ended ages ago.”

“Ah, right, I forgot that a week is ages in Bracha time.” 

“It’s why I’m aging so fast,” I deadpan, pointing to the wrinkles between my brows.

Leo chuckles. “You still look eighteen. Act like it, too.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” I glance up as the light overhead flickers. I changed the bulb a few days ago but the wiring in this place is ancient. When I look back, Leo’s wearing his Concerned Cousin face and I sigh. “Look, this has nothing to do with Mum, okay? I’m just...ready for a commitment and a life-long plan.” 

The words roll awkwardly off my tongue like I’ve got a mouth full of marbles. Leo stares at me sceptically but I hold his gaze. Then he lets out a sigh and grabs my notepad.

“Okay,” he says, pulling a pen from his shirt pocket. “We’ve got a clear image of your future wife. Now we need to figure out the stats on where you’re most likely to find her.” 

***
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Dad calls the next morning, three minutes before my alarm is set to go off.

I grab for the phone buzzing on my nightstand. “‘Hello?”

“Bracha? Did I wake you?”

“No,” I lie, sitting up and running a hand over my cropped hair. “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing!” Dad sounds mildly offended. “Does something have to be wrong? Can’t I just call my daughter because I want to talk to her?” 

I make a face, fighting the urge to say, You can, but you don’t. Mum was the “call just to chat” parent. The dreamer. Dad’s the practical one, like me. We only ever talk out of necessity. It’s why we get on so well. 

“Sure you can,” I say, standing and heading to the closet. “But I’m leaving for work soon, so I can’t...be...long.” The last two words are stretched over a loud yawn.

“Late night?” Dad asks knowingly. 

“Mmm.”

“Did you have a date?”

I pull the phone away and stare at the screen to confirm I am, in fact, talking to my father. “Nope. No date. Just me and Leo.” 

Dad never asks about my love life. To Dad, I will always be his little girl and I like that. It’s not that I’m keeping my sexuality a secret from him. It’s just that we don’t talk about my dating life. At all. Ever. 

“Ah,” Dad says. “How’s the house? Did you ever get someone to come in and look at the bath upstairs? Because I’m happy to do it.” 

I swallow a sigh and pull a pair of scrubs from the closet. “All taken care of,” I say. It’s not exactly a lie. Calling a plumber is on my list of things to do. My parents bought this house in the ’90s, a bright white modern coastal two-story that was gorgeous back then. Still is, but now it takes a lot of upkeep. Mum always kept on top of it, at least until the last year or so of her life. 

There’s a long pause. I wiggle into my scrubs, struggling to keep my patience. Dad’s hesitation is practically radiating from my phone and I wish he’d just get to the point. It’s not like him to beat around the bush. 

“Remember our old apartment?” he says finally. 

I freeze with one arm shoved through my shirt. “In Israel?”

“Yeah.” Dad pauses. “We all thought it was so small back then. But it was kind of nice, wasn’t it? The kitchen, especially. I loved watching your mother cook in that kitchen.”

I don’t know what’s going on with him but I don’t like it. His voice is thick with grief, with guilt, with other emotions I don’t want to examine. 

“Yeah, she was a great cook,” I say shortly. “Look, Dad, I’ve got to get ready for work, so—”

“Eli’s getting out on parole.”

I almost drop my phone. 

“What?” My heart slams against my ribcage. My brother was sentenced to a year in prison six months ago on drug charges. It should’ve been longer. A life sentence, if it were up to me. Isn’t that typical for voluntary manslaughter?

Okay, fine. I know no judge would actually convict him for causing Mum’s death. But Eli’s selfish behaviour, his terrible choices—they’re the reason she spiralled into depression. He’s the reason she’s gone. As far as I’m concerned, he deserves to be locked up indefinitely. 

Dad’s still talking, but it’s hard to hear over the buzzing in my ears.

“...good behaviour. I spoke to him yesterday and he, ah...he’d like to talk to you about the inheritance.” 

My skin goes cold and clammy. My chest is rising and falling heavily and I realise my breaths are coming in bursts. 

I squeeze the phone hard. “There’s nothing to discuss,” I say shortly. “It’s a fifty-fifty split and I’m the executor of the will. I know he’s pissed about that but it’s what Mum wanted.”

That’s downplaying it. Eli must absolutely loathe that Mum gave me that kind of control. Well, I loathe that Eli gets half of everything. It’s not about the money. I don’t need it. It’s that Eli doesn’t deserve anything. He’d waste it all, just like he’s wasted every other opportunity he’s ever had. 

“He isn’t contesting that,” Dad replies. I can hear the hesitation in his voice and it only fuels my anger. “He wants to talk to you about the house. About...options.”

Options? My mouth is open, but the words are lodged in my throat. I live here. Leo lives here. It’s been our home since we were kids. What could Eli possibly want with it? No way he wants to live with us—he was barely here as a teenager and he moved out the second he was of legal age. He can’t have any nostalgia about this house. He barely shows any interest in our family. He has no loyalty to us. This place doesn’t mean anything to him.

Then, a far worse thought hits me. 

Does he want to sell? Is that why Dad brought up the plumbing issues? 

Rage and fear grip me by the throat. 

“I’ve got to go to work,” I manage to choke out. “Bye.”

I can hear Dad talking as I end the call. My hands are shaking. I stand there, staring at my reflection in the mirror, left arm in the sleeve with the rest of my shirt bunched up on my shoulder. My hair in a mess. I look about as unstable as I feel. 

“Fucking Eliyahu,” I mutter, shoving my right arm in the sleeve and yanking my shirt down. Then I shove my feet into my shoes and head downstairs. My brother might think he has “options” when it comes to this house but hey, it wouldn’t be the first time he was completely wrong.
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Chapter Two
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The nurse—Kia, I think her name is—looks up the moment I enter cubicle two. I’m stationed in the Adult Acute Unit today, which is nice; I needed a faster pace to keep my mind from drifting. 

“This is Henry Roberts, presenting due to complaints of chest pain,” she tells me briskly. “He’s got a bit of a—”

“That’s fine, thanks,” I interrupt and Kia falls silent as I turn my attention to the elderly man sitting up in the bed. His eyes are glued to an iPad on his bedside table where some sort of trivia competition is playing out on the screen. I glance down at his file which tells me he is seventy-six and was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s nearly three years ago. Nil cardiac history.

Henry lifts a shaking arm and points at the screen. “See now, if I won that kind of cash, I’d buy a caravan. Always wanted to live on the road, you know? Have a real adventure.” 

There’s a poorly placed IV cannula in his right arm that is wiggling as he jabs his finger at the screen to emphasise his point.

Kia hovers nervously. “Mr. Roberts, you should—”

“Hi, Mr. Roberts,” I say loudly. “I’m Dr. Cohen. How are you feeling today?”

“Like a million dollars!” A wide, friendly grin splits his wrinkled face and I can’t help but smile back. “Know what I’d buy if I had a million dollars?”

“A caravan?” 

His eyes widen with genuine surprise. “That’s exactly right! Always wanted to live on the road, you know?” Henry gestures, tugging at the IV on his arm. Kia twitches a little as if she’s ready to leap forward. 

“Travel keeps you young," I agree, still skimming the chart. 

Henry beams. “That’s right, that’s right. Say, any chance lunch is on the way?” 

There’s a half-eaten sandwich on his table and an untouched cup of coffee. 

“It just arrived.” I point to the coffee, then flip to the next page on his chart.

Henry’s eyes light up as he surveys the sandwich. “Wonderful,” he murmurs. “There’s a good lad.”

I glance up, eyebrows raised. Henry offers me another warm, open smile, then reaches out to pat my hand. The older the patient, the more likely they are to think I’m a man—a boy rather —never mind the scrubs, the name badge, the earrings, and the fact that I introduced myself as Dr. Cohen with a deep yet feminine voice.

Kia moves forward again. She reaches out, and for a second, it looks like she’s going to place her hand on Henry’s in a Go Team! gesture to save that IV. I press my lips together to hide my amusement. 

“What’s that?” Henry appears to notice the needle taped to his inner forearm for the first time. “Is that a...in my...”

His papery skin drains of any remaining colour and his eyes slide out of focus.

“Mr. Roberts!” I move forward as the man slumps back against his pillows. Kia tuts her tongue and places the cardiac monitor back on.

“As I was trying to say,” she tells me, “He’s got a pretty severe needle phobia. Took ages to get it in with four of us nurses.”

“Ah.” I slide the clipboard into the plastic slot at the end of the bed and pull my stethoscope around my ears. “Can you see if the ECG is available?”

“Of course.” Kia hurries off and I don’t miss the look of relief on her face. 

Henry’s heartbeat is strong and in just a few seconds his eyes flutter open. 

“Hello again, Mr. Roberts,” I say, even louder this time. “Feeling okay?”

His bleary gaze is fixed on the screen. “Like a million dollars,” he mumbles. “Know what I’d do with that kind of money?” 

“Buy a caravan and go on an adventure?” 

Now he looks at me and I see a ghost of a smile. “Exactly. There’s a good lad.” He tries to sit up and winces. I place my hand on his back, accidentally bumping the IV. Henry glances at the needle fixed to his forearm.

“Is that a...in my...”

I groan as his eyes roll back again. This time, he slumps forward and I catch him by the shoulders just in time to prevent a face plant into the coffee cup. But his head rolls and bumps the egg sandwich, which ends up all over his lap. 

“Perfect,” I mutter, gently pushing him back so he’s resting against the pillows. I snatch a roll of gauze from the emergency tray, keeping an eye on him as I break my personal record in speed bandage-wrapping. His lashes start to flutter just as I press a piece of tape to hold it in place. 

“What’s this?” He slurs, half-lifting his arm and staring blearily at my work.

“Just a little scratch!” I say cheerily. “Got you all fixed up.”

Blinking, Henry smiles at me. “Why, you’re a lovely young woman! Are you married, by any chance?”

I return the smile as I clean up the sandwich with a tissue. “Nope. But I’m looking, Mr. Roberts.”

Over an hour later, I’m typing up my notes on Mr. Roberts’ acid reflux. When I got to work this morning, things were hectic enough to keep me occupied. But now that I’ve had the chance to slow down, I can’t stop glancing at my phone every few seconds. 

I’d shot off a short email to my mum’s lawyer a few minutes after hanging up on Dad, asking whether I could legally withhold Eli’s inheritance because he wasn’t of sound mind. I’d attached all the documentation I had containing records of all his petty crimes and his conviction. Eli literally squandered his freedom in exchange for drugs. No way should he be trusted with even a dollar of his inheritance. He’d be using again within a few days. Mum would be heartbroken, knowing her final gift to him was what sent him back to prison. 

“Sounds like you had an exciting morning.” Victoria, the nurse manager, leans against my desk and stirs a paper cup of coffee with a plastic straw. Her shiny black hair is swept up and held in place with a clip that somehow manages to look practical and stylish at the same time. 

I stare at her blankly, my mind still on Eli. “How did you know?”

“Kia,” Victoria says, licking the straw. “Henry’s a sweetheart but he’s a repeat customer to ED—always forgetting to take his meds.”

“Oh.” My shoulders relax and I scratch an itch on the back of my neck.

My phone buzzes and I snatch it up, but it’s just a text from Leo about picking up a few curries for dinner. With a sigh, I reply No thanks, toss my phone down, and stare at my notes. My handwritten words swim before my eyes. 

“So, what’s going on?” 

I glance up at Victoria, who’s watching me with a shrewd expression. “What do you mean?” I ask.

“I mean, you’re distracted,” Victoria says bluntly. “It’s not like you. So, what’s up?”

“Just...” I lick my lips, trying to gather my thoughts. It’s just that I want to call my dad and scream some sense into him. It’s just that my brother has never shown any of us that he has the potential to change. It’s just that I don’t know what he could possibly want with Mum’s house, and the fact that he’s even asking scares the shit out of me. It’s just that he didn’t even go to her funeral—because he was in prison, yes, but that’s still his fucking fault. 

“It’s just family stuff,” I say finally, shrugging as I pick up my pen again. “The usual. You know.” 

“Hmm.” Victoria studies me over the brim of her cup. I struggle to keep my face neutral. Usually, I talk pretty much everything over with her, personal and professional. Victoria is like a hybrid mentor-older sister who has looked after me ever since I was a medical intern here at St Vincent’s, and she’s quick to call me on my bullshit. But I can’t wrap my head around this Eli thing yet.

I can feel her gaze boring into me and I know it’s only seconds before she presses further. Which is why I blurt out: “I’ve decided to find a wife.”

Victoria’s red lips are a perfect O of surprise. “Find a what now?”

“A wife.” I grab my bag from beneath my chair and pull out the list. Victoria takes it, her brows disappearing under her bangs. “Behold, a list of qualifications for those hoping to be Bracha’s perfect woman.” 

“Oh, my,” Victoria says, blinking comically as she scans the list. “This is...something. You know anyone who fits these criteria?”

“Not yet,” I reply. “But she’s out there and I’m going to find her. I’ve got a plan. Well...I’m working on one.” When I look up, Victoria’s face is scrunched like she’s holding in a laugh. “What?” I demand in what can only be described as a petulant tone. 

“What do you mean, what?” Victoria shoots back. When a serial dater with a list of one-night stands longer than my dissertation tells me she’s got a plan to get married despite never having a relationship that lasts past breakfast, I assume said serial dater is making a joke.” She waves the list. “And an elaborate joke at that.” 

“It’s not a joke.” I grab the list and shove it back into my bag. “And you’re missing the point. I’ve been a serial dater,” I pause, curling my fingers into air quotes, “because I didn’t want to get married. Now, I do. The logical way to proceed is to decide exactly what kind of woman I’m looking for so I can find her faster.”

“This is so adorably naive,” Victoria says with a chuckle. “Bracha, honey, if all we needed to find the perfect partner was to know what kind of person we wanted, I would’ve been Mrs. Jason Momoa years ago. You can’t manifest the perfect wife.”

I wrinkle my nose. “Who said anything about manifesting? This isn’t some woo-woo magic. This is a plan, based in logic.”

“Because love is so logical,” Victoria says with a snort. “Come on, now. Many things in life are predictable, Bracha, but love isn’t one of them. It’s messy.” 

I shake my head. “Love isn’t messy. People are messy. An organised person can find love in an organised way—a predictable way.” 

When I scratch the back of my neck again, Victoria moves forward and flicks the tag. “Cute look,” she says, and I look down, horrified to realise—after a full five hours at work—that my scrub shirt is inside-out. “Yep, you’re not messy at all, honey,” Victoria says with a wink.

Glancing around, I pull my top over my head, reverse it, and slide it back on. “I had kind of a rushed morning.” 

“I’m sure.” Victoria’s expression softens. “Hey, listen. Whatever this family stuff is...”

I stiffen, keeping my gaze on my shoes. 

Victoria pauses a long moment before continuing. “I just want you to know that if you want to take some time off work to relax, to process, to grie—”

“I don’t need time off,” I interrupt. My pulse is suddenly racing and I can’t meet her eyes.

“Okay,” Victoria says. “I get that. But if you change your mind, just let me know and I’ll speak to the boss.” 

I nod, turning my attention to filing my notes on Henry Roberts. When I look back, Victoria is gone. Sighing, I slump down in my chair and check my phone. Nothing from the lawyers. Feeling antsy, I open my texts. Beneath Leo’s messages are chats with my aunt Agatha, Dad, and Maddy.

My thumbs hover over the screen as Victoria’s words echo around my head. Finally, I tap out a quick message.

Hey! Want to meet up tonight?

Maddy’s response comes seconds later. 

Hell yes. 

My entire body relaxes, and I slide my phone into my pocket. 

Hey, I do want to find the perfect wife. Really.

But I’m not married yet. 

***
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​

I spot Maddy on the dance floor the second I walk into Harper’s Bar and I can tell from the particular way she’s wiggling her arse that she’s at least three drinks in. 

She beams when she sees me and I wave before heading to the bar. Cade slides a gin and tonic toward me with a wink before moving on to take other orders. 

“Thanks, gorgeous!” I call, then drain half the glass. I’m usually not a big drinker. But nothing’s been usual about today. If a needle-phobic Alzheimer’s patient and a shrill woman with horrific gas insisting she needed her appendix removed despite multiple tests that said otherwise weren’t enough to distract me from Eli, maybe alcohol would do it.

Alcohol and a night with Maddy.

Cade has another gin and tonic at the ready before I set my empty glass on the bar. I sip this one more slowly, watching Maddy grind against another club regular I vaguely recognise. She’s cute—same goes for most of the women here tonight—but there’s a reason Maddy’s attracting glances like she’s magnetised. She’s gorgeous in the most conventional sense of the word, a tall blonde with bright blue eyes and a ten-thousand-watt smile. We’ve been friends for the better part of a decade—friends with benefits for almost five years, ever since the night her ex dumped her, and my attempt to comfort her turned into something a little more. In a lot of ways, Maddy and I have the perfect relationship. The sex is great, the friendship is great, and neither of us is interested in anything romantic or exclusive. 

Except now I am. I slip a hand into my pocket to feel for the list and smile. Maddy’s going to get a kick out of this. “Going all monogamous and boring,” she’ll say, or something like that. But unlike Victoria, she won’t make any assumptions that this has something to do with my grief over Mum. Maddy won’t give me sympathetic smiles or eyes filled with pity. She’ll give me a hard time, which is her way of being supportive, and that’s exactly what I need right now. 

I finish off my second drink and leave the glass on the bar. Seconds later, I’m sliding between Maddy and the vaguely familiar cute regular who shimmies off to find another dance partner. 

“Hey there, stranger,” Maddy says, and I can smell the tequila and lime on her breath. She slides her arms over my shoulders and clasps her hands behind my neck “Thought you’d forgotten I existed.”

“Never,” I reply, pulling her hips closer to mine. “It’s just...you know. Been a rough week.”

Maddy nods, her fingers brushing the hair at the nape of my neck, sending an electric current down my back. 

“I get it,” she says, lips curved in a half-smile. “Bet I can make you feel better tonight.”

And this is exactly what makes Maddy the perfect friend. No pity, no urging to talk about my feelings or take time off to grieve. Just no-strings-attached sex. 

I love Maddy, I really do. As a friend.

We spend the next hour on the dance floor, then move to the bar for another round of drinks. I listen as Maddy talks about her heinous day at the bank thanks to some new computer program that keeps glitching, then counter with my own story of Henry and the IV. By the time I finish, she’s wiping away tears of laughter. 

“Okay, you win,” she says. “So, what else is new? How’s Leo?”

“He’s fine.” I pause, my thoughts shifting to Eli. “Actually, he’s helping me with a little project.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.” I grin at her and lift my glass to my lips. “Finding the perfect wife.” 

I tip my head back and polish off the gin. When I look back at Maddy, her expression is a mask of confusion. Confusion and some other emotion I can’t quite place. Or maybe it’s just drunkenness.

“The perfect what?” she says, and that little slur from earlier is gone. 

“Wife.” I set the empty glass down. “I want to get married.” 

I wait for the teasing to begin, but her blue eyes sparkle with anticipation—like she’s waiting for me to drop the punchline. And to be fair, I can’t blame her for thinking this is a joke, so I launch into it. 

“Mum told me before she died that she wanted me to find someone.” I notice a fleck of lime on Maddy’s chin and brush it off with my thumb. “And I know this is going to sound crazy, but the more I thought about it, the more I realised I want that too.” 

“Really?” 

There’s a softness in her tone that’s way too intimate. And way too sober.

I lower my hand. “Really. You okay? How many have you had?”

Maddy waves this question off. Her gaze is locked onto mine. “I’m good. I’m great, actually. I...I wasn’t expecting this tonight.”

Expecting what? I almost say but don’t. I feel slightly off-kilter, like I’m missing something important. “Yeah, well, that’s my plan,” I finish vaguely. 
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