
 



 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1 

 
“Do you remember that Gospel Choir Ensemble contest, Songs of Zion that I entered?” my 

husband, Mason, asked as he walked up the steps of our two-family home. A wide grin decorated 

his bearded face exposing his gap teeth. The title of the contest sounded familiar, but I couldn’t 

recall it. Mason was always on a mission or expedition in the name of the Lord.  

Mason zoomed through the house like a tidal wave landing right in front of me and washed my 

face with kisses. 

“Stop it, Mason. Stop,” I said, sliding my face away from his sticky, wet lips. “What is going 

on?” I asked even though I knew what was coming—God is good, and He’s expanding my territory 

and a few other traditional celebratory remarks. My husband said those kinds of things when he 

was worked up. I have to admit that I was curious about where the sudden injection of delight 

came from to have him bouncing off the walls. Boys in the Hood, the non-profit he worked for, 

drained all of his energy. It wasn’t easy keeping young men off the streets and out of jail, but he 

tried. The only time he was this excited was when something “amazing” had transpired at our 

church, New Visions of Christ, where he served as minister of music, or one of his boys had gotten 

their GED or beat a case. Nor did Mason make it home before nine o’clock unless it was his turn 

to pick up our son, Nathan, from school.  

“Spit it out, Mase,” I demanded, tapping the desk in my makeshift office. “What’s going on? 

You’re only this excited when one of your boys beats a case or a new member joins New Visions. 

Which one is it today?” 

“You’re not going to believe this.” He paused and gathered two bunches of his thick, jet black 

locs and folded them behind his head. A few loose strands hung off his shoulders. 

“Come on with it, Mr. Seagram. I was doing something before you barged in here.”  



“Work or pleasure? You work too hard.” He tapped my nose with the tip of his finger. “I’d like 

to spend a little more time with you.”  

“A bit of both,” I responded with a smile. “I’m doing the kind of work that pleases me.” I hope 

you’ll respect that, I wanted to add, but I didn’t feel like exploring any of Mason’s issues with my 

love for my job or pre- occupation with worldly affairs. Mason should know that it was rare for 

me to detach myself from the goings-on of the household to retreat into this pocket of a room. 

When we moved into this house eight years ago it was difficult for us to find suitable tenants to 

rent the top floor out to. Our plan had been to rent the top floor and use the proceeds to pay for 

some of our son, Nate’s, extensive medical bills. We realized we needed the cash after the newborn 

screening during my pregnancy revealed that Nate had inherited the sickle cell hemoglobin. A 

second blood test was performed, and it showed that he wasn’t as lucky as I was to just carry the 

trait. The doctors diagnosed him with full blown sickle cell anemia while still in the womb. Since 

the top floor was vacant Mason took it over and turned it into a study and prayer room while I got 

stuck in a linen closet with pasty yellow walls for an office. 

“I can’t take the suspense,” I said, running my tongue along my teeth. I tugged at the bottom of 

his white and navy blue striped polo shirt guiding him to the folding chair near my desk. His 

enthusiasm didn’t faze me, but once he settled down and stopped bouncing off the tiles his stillness 

drew me in. Even though Mason is only 5'8" he filled a space with his presence. His round, brown 

eyes and dangerously long lashes demanded my attention before his story trickled out of his full 

lips.  

“What are you doing?” he asked, peering over my shoulder avoiding the chair. The high he had 

when he came in must have worn off because he slipped back into his usual unaffectionate self. 

“I was feeling creative, so I sat down to write a song or two once Nate got settled.” 

“Good.” He smiled. “The choir needs new praise and worship songs,” he announced, eyeing 

my notebook. 

I tilted my head up towards him. “Would you like me to sing a little for you? I promise you’ll 

enjoy it,” I moaned, puckering up my lips for a kiss. Mason skipped my lips and pecked my head 

so softly he barely touched my pores. In an instant he was back to being about his Father’s business. 

My endeavors and my desire would need to take a ride in the backseat again. Someone needed to 

remind Mason that the marriage bed is undefiled. 

“It would be great if some of those songs you’re working on were for the Lord especially since 

one of the producers of Sounds of Zion called me today. New Vision made it to the next round. 

We’re going to record a song in an actual recording studio.” Mason swayed side to side, the locs 

that were loose swung in the air behind him. His smile enlarged and spread across his round face. 

The euphoric feeling that controlled him when he’d entered the house had returned. Too bad I was 

about to crush it. 

“Mase, how many times do we have to go over this? I don’t want to be a gospel singer.” I want 

what you promised me when we met. That’s what I wanted to say, but I was in no mood for him to 

remind me that only the devil dwells in the past—God is in the creating business. 

“If you’re searching for fame, then you really should give your gift to the Lord.” I blew my lips 

at him expelling a short burst of air and directed my attention back on my creative endeavors. 

Despite my disregard he continued his impromptu sermon. “Babe,” he said, stroking his beard. 

“Look at the widow and her mite. One coin put her into the archives of faith.” 

I glanced at him over my shoulder. His eyes were glistening and wet with the sparkle and dew 

that filled his eyes on Sunday just before he entered the pulpit to lead devotion.  



“I doubt that if I write one gospel song the Lord is going to commission a new Bible just to 

include me.” 

A hearty chuckle rolled out of his mouth. Mason placed both of his hands on my shoulders and 

massaged them. “Your story will be written in glory. Can you imagine the procession in heaven 

as the Lord shows you the souls that were saved and those that returned to Him after hearing just 

one of your songs?” 

I tilted my head backwards and I drunk in his face. Mason’s eyes blinked rapidly and his smile 

was so wide I could see the gaping hole in the back of his mouth where his tooth had been extracted. 

Mason was no longer standing in the linen closet with fading wallpaper. He couldn’t feel the small 

computer hutch we’d scored from a flea market wobbling under the pressure of our weight. He 

was on his way to the third heaven already. I wished I could see that clearly. 

“Sounds good,” I said, clearing my throat. I didn’t want to rain on his parade I wanted to come 

down on him like a typhoon. “I’m looking for something more immediate.” 

“Let’s say you write a good song, Pooka.” He stooped over me and anointed my forehead with 

a kiss. “I mean a really good song; what’s the most you can get?” 

I shrugged my shoulders unsure of the specifics. However, I knew it was more than enough to 

take care of our worries and at least get me a trip to Hawaii. 

“Daniel 12:3 says that those who lead the many to righteousness will shine like stars forever 

and ever. Oh.” He shuddered. “I can’t even imagine you shining like a star, Pooka.” 

“I can’t either,” I said, ducking away from the oppression of his rock head. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I can’t see what you see.” He twisted his face up as if I said something crazy. “Sorry, but I’m 

not super spiritual like you.” 

“I don’t consider myself to be super spiritual.” 

“Of course not.” I laughed. “You probably never realized that when you say grace you start 

speaking in tongues.” 

“I do not.” He blushed and pinched the top of my arm. 

“You do, but somehow I deal with it. Do you think you can deal with me?” 

“Forever and always,” he said, kissing my forehead again. “Just pray on it and God will help 

you to see things the way I do.”  

I wondered what would happen if I couldn’t.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 
 

My contempt for my husband and his blessed life theory stalled my creativity and kept me up much 

later than I wished. If it had not been for Nate hovering over my side of the bed with the grease 

and a comb and brush in his hand I’d still be sleeping. 

“Mase, why is your son standing over me like Jason Voorhees?” I groaned into my husband’s 

ear. Mason glared at me through one open eye, rolled over, and resumed his snoring campaign.  

“Ma,” Nathan whined. “I’m going to be late for school.” He extended his arms towards me 

pushing the hair products into my face. 

“Sit down.” I pointed to the floor beside my bed.  

Nate plopped onto the ground. I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the daunting task 

of combing out Nate’s coarse hair until he no longer resembled a baby bison. My hope had been 

that his father would encourage him to cut it. But ever since Mayor De Blasio’s took the stage with 

his son, Dante, sporting an afro that took up most of the camera, not one of my men gave in to my 

petition. It didn’t seem to matter that this child’s head had become a haven for every piece of dust 

in Harlem. 

“You know I could braid this.” I shook a corner of his hair I had gathered in my hands. “That 

would easily put an end to this torture.” 

“Ma,” Nate called out. 

“Leave the boy alone. Just…” Mason’s words seeped out in scattered bursts still cloaked in the 

heaviness of sleep. “Just…let the boy do what he wants with his hair.”  I realigned myself so I 

could get a good view of Mason as he adjusted the white linen cloth that held his lengthy locs in a 

delicate mound that sat atop of his head. He looked better than a platter of chicken and waffles. 

Desire filled my belly. I wanted to scoop him up, but lately he’d been resistant to my touch. I didn’t 

know if the chasm between us existed because we weren’t in sync physically anymore or because 

we were not on the same level spiritually. Because of that gap, the level of intimacy necessary to 

sustain our marriage was depleting. Small things became big things, namely this child’s head.  

“You really think this is a good idea,” I said, pushing back.  

“Yes.” He stretched across the bed and slapped a kiss on my cheek marking the end of the 

conversation.  

Our vision and understanding of the world had become so different that I hoped his response 

was coming from a purely naïve place. It may be perfectly acceptable for him to walk around 

looking like a ragamuffin when he felt like it. I mean the rugged look was sexy on him. I’d spotted 

more than a couple of sisters at New Visions salivating in the sanctuary when their eyes were 



supposed to be closed. That look worked for him. Now, for a child traveling from Harlem to one 

of the most prestigious schools in the city on the Upper West Side, Emblem Prepatory Academy, 

a wild and unmanageable afro did not read the same.  

“Ma, are we finished?” Nate asked, tugging at my pink satin pant leg of my pajamas. The ring 

of his prepubescent voice reeled me back into the morning focus—get him to school and get myself 

to work. 

“Not quite,” I replied, grabbing the last bushel of uncombed hair on Nate’s head and raking the 

comb through it before sending him off to finish getting dressed. “Make it happen, I’ll be ready in 

two minutes, Nate.” 

“You sure?” Nate and Mason asked in unison. 

“Yes.” I already had an outfit in mind, a sleek black sheath dress with a jeweled neckline. I took 

a quick military shower. Next I slipped into my dress, stepped into my pumps, and blew a kiss to 

Mason who’d finally risen from the bed and entered the bathroom to prepare for his day.  

Preparation for my day officially began when I entered Harvey’s House of Java, which was just 

a few feet away from Nate’s school. After securing a thirty-two ounce cup of coffee I pushed Nate 

towards the exit. We moved in such a flurry there was no time for me to brace myself for a collision 

with another parent during the morning Manhattan shuffle. The Manhattan shuffle was what I had 

dubbed the mad dash from the subway into the school and out the door followed by a nod and 

wave at the principal, then you hurtle back through the door desperately trying to avoid the 

president of the PTA who was trying to corner you for your signature, a donation, or cupcakes. 

I shook my head and refocused my eyes on the hand that once safely cradled my cup of Joe, 

which was now dripping from my fingertips and rolling up the sleeve of my trench coat. 

“Are you okay, Ma?” Nate inquired, looking up at me. 

“I’m sorry, Kira,” a familiar voice said with his head bent in my direction and his hand full of 

tissues extended towards me. 

“Ma, are you okay?” Nate asked again tugging on the strap of my suede tan hobo. No, I’m stuck 

on stupid. Thankfully that didn’t come out of my mouth. I replied with a strong and soothing, “Yes. 

Hun, I’m fine,” before snatching the napkins from the palm of Quincy McAdams.  

“Thank you, Quincy.” I dabbed at my arm and Nate pulled on my purse string again.  

“Uh…who is this?” Nate asked doing his best imitation of his father’s gruff voice.  

“Nathan, this is Mr. McAdams, an old friend of mine,” I said doing my best to appear pleasant 

and mask the nature of our relationship.  

Quincy hiked up the legs of his tailored slate grey trousers and crouched down to Nate’s height. 

“Nice to meet you, Nathan.” He extended a balled up fist for Nate to tap. “You know,” he drew 

back the sleeve of his blazer and glanced at his watch, “in about two minutes you will officially be 

marked late and I would hate for that to happen.” 

Nate winced. “Me too.” He looked back at me. “If you’re good, Mom I’m going inside,” Nate 

declared, releasing my purse string and trotting towards the doors of Emblem Academy. 

“Nate,” I called to him following him out the coffee shop. 

Nate turned back, smiled at me, and waved. “Bye, Ma.”  

Please don’t leave me alone with six feet of fineness who was, by the looks of it, a lil’ bit too 

delighted to have spilled my coffee. I waved back trying to see past the face in front of me. Emblem 

Academy was a few feet away from Joe’s House of Java, but I wasn’t worried about Nate’s safety, 

I was concerned about my own. I wanted to look away from his monsoon-deep eyes, but I was too 



dazzled to turn away. Quincy didn’t waste a moment seizing upon my apparent weakness; he 

inched closer as I backed away.   

“Kira, if you keep backing up you’re going to crash into another person. Stop playing.” He 

grabbed the underside of the sleeve on my coat pulling me in closer. “I’m not going to bite you. I 

just wanted to wipe the coffee off your arm before I hug you.” 

I rolled my eyes and smiled. “Of all the coffee shops on the Upper West Side you could have 

walked into and accosted a woman in, why’d you have to walk into mine? Oh forget it.” I waved 

my hand at him putting his response on pause. “I don’t have time for your silver tongue. I have to 

get to work.” 

“My daughter attends Emblem Prep as well and today is my day to drop her off. Where do you 

work?” 

“I’m the director of Human Resources at Cloud Nine.” 

“Cloud Nine.” His lips curled up like he was disgusted. It could be worse, I thought. I know 

plenty of people we went to college with who were working at JC Penney right on 34th street. 

Don’t get me wrong, there’s nothing wrong with working in customer service, but you don’t need 

a BA to ring up towels. 

“Yes, Cloud Nine; one of the highest grossing cable television networks today. I’m sure you’ve 

heard of it.” 

“I have.” He stuck his hands into his pocket “But I’ve always pictured you doing something 

different. From what I recall, you were well on your way to becoming an R&B superstar.” 

“Hummmph…” He remembered that. I wondered if he remembered me catching him with that 

freshman in the library. “Well, life led me in a different direction. What about you? Don’t you 

have somewhere to be, like a laboratory or something?” 

“Actually, I’m headed to a business meeting downtown. You want a ride?”  

“No.” 

“Are you still mad at me? I promise you no one has ever occupied the same space in my heart 

that you have,” he said as smooth as whip cream. Like we were the only two on the pavement.  

“Good bye, Quincy.” I pivoted on my heels and he followed suit demolishing any sense of 

personal space that I could claim to have on a sidewalk in New York City. He pulled up behind 

me.  

“Take my card.” He stuck his hand out in front of me and whispered into my ear. “If you ever 

get tired of life leading you and decide you want to lead your life, I’ll help you out.” 

The embossed letters on his card read Quincy McAdams CEO of MacMusic. I leaned back and 

my head grazed his chest. I had to get out of this position. We were too close to the school for us 

to be this comfortable. I pulled the card out of his hand and spun around like I was a contestant on 

Dancing with the Stars. “What is this?” 

“My card. If you can still sing like a skylark then I’m willing to work with you. At the bare 

minimum, I’ll help you cut a demo or let you sing background on one of my artist’s tracks.” He 

withdrew his keys from his pocket and pressed a button. The lights on a Range Rover a few spaces 

ahead of us blinked. “You sure you don’t want a ride.” 

“I’m positive, but I have your card—I’ll call you when I need one.” 
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