
  Chapter 1 

Daddy, wherever you are, I just want you to know that I’m not mad. I would do anything to have 

a relationship with you. I’ve been searching online for you and I can’t seem to find anything 

under the name mom gave me. Please –  

 

“Jordan, your breakfast is getting cold! Get down here now!” 

Geez mom, do you have to yell?  

Jordan knew better than to say that out loud to her mother, so she thought it instead. She 

was only ticked because she had just interrupted yet another letter that she was writing to her 

long lost father.  

I guess it’s not a big deal. It’s not like I can find him anyway.  

She had been doing it for the past year now. Anything to help her overcome the void she 

felt with his absence. Throwing her pen back on her desk, Jordan threw the letter in the top 

drawer and walked over to her closet. It was summer, the last two weeks of school. Checking 

herself out in the mirror, she noticed her new sneakers had already gotten a small scuff on the 

front. Cracking her knuckles, she licked her thumb and bent down to get it off. She could feel the 

cool summer breeze through her open bedroom window. She reached for a jean jacket to throw 

on over top of her tank top.  

Perfect, she thought.  

Closing her closest door, she ran her fingers through her new cut. Her mother had finally 

let her cut it. It was now short in the back and long in the front. It was tapered nicely and her 

honey blonde streaks reminded her of one of her mother’s paintings. Strips of yellow were used 

to show the rays from the sun over top of a building or bridge. Her mother wouldn’t let her get 



the whole thing colored yet, but Jordan was pleased. Her blue top had the word MUSICK written 

in red across her chest. She had agreed on the capris instead of the jeans to show off her new red 

Chuck All-Stars. Grabbing her bag, she hurried toward to run downstairs before her mom yelled 

again. But not before she took a look at her men.  

Well, they weren’t really her men, but she loved her Louis Armstrong and John Coltrane 

posters. Half her room was covered in the greatest musicians of today and yesterday. Hip-hop 

legends, pop stars and even the greatest of all time, Prince, could be found covering every inch of 

paint that used to be her walls. Her keyboard sat right near her desk and her bass guitar was 

leaning on the wall behind her closet. She admired the mural painting that covered the side of her 

wall near her large window. It was covered with musical notes, every instrument, from 

woodwinds to (insert), microphones and all kinds of other musical paraphernalia.   

“JORDAN CRYSTAL MYERS! NOW!” 

Jordan scurried to the top of the stairs and took them three at a time.  

“Sorry mom,” she said quickly brushing her mother’s cheek with a kiss. Grunting, her 

mother pointed to the table, signaling for her to sit down.  

“Eat. Now.” 

Jordan took a whiff of the hot pancakes and veggie breakfast sausages that sat before her. 

She had to give it to her mom. Her friends always complained of having to deal with oatmeal and 

toast or cereal for breakfast, but her mom made breakfast every morning, sometimes letting 

Jordan invite her friends over to eat. Just as Jordan was about to pour syrup on her pancakes, her 

mother came over to the table with her hand out.  

“Phone?” 



It was a demand more so than her asking for it, but she knew what it was about. I thought 

she forgot. Jordan reached slowly into her jacket pocket and pulled out the cell, slowly handing it 

to her mother.  

“You’ll get it back once school is out,” her mother said calmly.  

“Mom!!” 

“Don’t mom me. You knew the rules” she said angrily. “You’re lucky I’m still allowing 

you to go to this Christopher Jordan show. The phone is mine until schools over,” she said, 

squinting at Jordan. “Don’t push it.”  

Ms. Myers turned on her heels before Jordan could say another word. Wanting to put up a 

fight, Jordan thought better of it. I refuse to miss this show, so I’ll just have to make it through 

these last two weeks of school without a cell phone. There was no doubt Jordan loved her mother 

Evelyn. She was smart, beautiful and she was a businesswoman. Jordan could brag to the boys at 

school who always boasted about their father’s blue collar careers. Her mother was a huge 

success in the design world, running one of the largest architecture firms in Maryland.  

Jordan Crystal Myers was born to Evelyn Faith Myers, a Caucasian blonde, on August 

31, 1983 in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. After Jordan’s father left her for a black woman, Evelyn 

moved away to Maryland to build a life for her and her only child. It was then her first name 

became Melissa, through a legal name change. With little help from her parents, she finished her 

last year of college at Salisbury University, earning a degree in Architecture and Interior Design. 

After working for another firm for four years, she started her own, rising as one of the most 

requested designers in the business.  

Now, Jordan was 16, only one year from finishing her last year in high school. She 

couldn’t believe how far she’d made it being raised by only her mother, but she had. Even with 



her the distance that existed in their relationship, Jordan loved her mother. Jordan wasn’t sure if 

it was the fact that she was half black that disturbed her mother, since it was an easy reminder of 

her past and the man who had left her to fend for herself. Whatever it was, she could never ask 

her mother questions about her father without getting brushed off. Or without getting short, one, 

maybe two word answers.  

Jordan would always try to demand more out of her, but she hated fighting with her 

mother. There was already enough tension as it was – with both of them having the same 

hormone. But Jordan hated how her mother talked about her father. She’d never do it outright – 

only when Jordan mentioned him. And she seemed to be hiding something – often stopping in 

between sentences when they did manage to make it through a whole conversation.  

Jordan hated that he hadn’t left her with much to remember him by. There was a picture, 

the one with her mother sitting on the piano as her father played. But Jordan could barely see his 

face in it. That’s when she had started imagining what he would look like. She would let her 

mind drift off and talk to the only image she had of him – a picture her mind had painted. Jordan 

remembered the first time she had overheard the story about her father’s hasty exit out of her life.  

*** 

It was a little over a year ago. She had been at her grandparent’s house with her mother. 

She had just run outside to get something out of her mother’s car. She hadn’t meant to 

eavesdrop, but right when she was about to step back into the den, she heard her mother mention 

something about her father. It made her pause in her tracks. She knew if stepped into the room, 

they would stop talking.  



“Evelyn, just let it go,” she heard her grandmother say. Her grandparents refused to call 

her by her new name. “She’s going to always asks questions about him, but it’s your job to make 

sure she doesn’t find out anything.” 

“But mom, she has the right to know.” Jordan could tell by the way her mother’s voiced 

cracked that she had been crying. “Even if I don’t want anything to do with him, what happens 

when she turns 18? I can’t tell her she can’t find him.” 

The next voice Jordan heard was her grandfather’s.  

“Evelyn Faith, what would possess you to even keep a child by a black man?” he 

whispered loudly. “You should’ve taken our advice years ago. Now, don’t get me wrong,” he 

paused, and Jordan was sure he had puffed on his cigar. “We love that little girl. But your mother 

is right. LET IT GO!”  

Jordan didn’t know where they had come from, but she saw the tears from her eyes land 

lightly on the sweater she had grabbed for her mother. Sliding down the wall like the rain had 

started to do on the windowpane just five minutes ago, Jordan sobbed on the floor until her 

mother came out to see what had taken her so long. She never shared with her mother what she 

overheard that day, even though her mother could see she had been crying. Lying about cramps 

and a headache, her mother had taken her upstairs to lie down and brought her soup, tea and 

Midol.  

*** 

 The music coming from her cell phone brought Jordan back to the present. Turning to 

see if her mom would answer it, her mother looked down at the screen, hit a button and turned 

the phone off. Jordan could tell because her phone made a chiming noise when it was being 



turned off. Scowling, she turned back in her seat and started eating. The once hot pancakes were 

now warm.  

Stuffing the last one into her mouth, she listened to her mother chat on and on to one of 

her clients on her cell phone. When it came to her clients, she was all ears, talking on the phone 

with them day and night, leaving just enough time for her to grab the last half of any of Jordan’s 

recitals. I can’t even get her to sit and talk to me for more than ten minutes in the same house. 

Jordan tried not to act spoiled. She understood that her mother had to put food on the table and 

maintain their four bedroom home, but there were times Jordan just wished she’d slow down. 

In one more year, I’ll be outta here.  

She hated thinking that way sometimes, but it’s what kept her from crying. Her mother 

would take her to the orchestra or to a play every once in a while, but their time spent was 

strained whenever her mother picked up a new client. And since her ad ran regularly in the Silver 

Springs Times, that was quite frequent. Once I find my dad, I probably won’t mind so much. 

Jordan’s thoughts always wandered to that area where her dad lived. She kept him there just so 

she wouldn’t lose what little hope she had in their nonexistent relationship.  

Like the fact that he was a musician when her mother met him. She knew that because of 

the picture of him and her mother at a nightclub from when they were dating. That picture. All 

she kept thinking about was how mesmerizing her mother’s face had been in it. She had one of 

those smiles like the women who batted their eyes in the romance movies and her hand was 

resting on his face, like she was about to reach out and kiss him.  

After bugging her mom to tell her about the picture, she had finally admitted that that was 

one of their first dates. They had been at a club that his friend owned, since during those times he 

would’ve never been allowed to walk through the door of any other club with a white woman on 



his arm – at least not without crazy stares. Her mother loved Jazz, something that Evelyn hid 

from her parents well. There was no way they’d approve of her hanging out at an all black jazz 

club in the early eighties. But since she had, she met Anthony Jordan and they dated for four 

months before she got pregnant with Jordan. That’s when her parents flipped. The nights she was 

supposed to be studying in her college dorm room, she had been spending with Anthony.  

From what Jordan knew, he hadn’t given his mother a chance to make any decision. He 

ran out on them once he realized that she was keeping the baby. But somehow, Jordan didn’t 

believe that story – at least not all of it. The way her grandparents and her mother always stopped 

talking about him if she walked into the room and even the way her mother chose to keep her in 

the dark about certain aspects of his life to keep her from finding him – not to mention that eerie 

conversation a year ago – Jordan knew that there was more to the story. And she vowed to one 

day find out the whole truth, even if it meant leaving her mother to do so.  

 


