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INSTANT NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLERNBCC John Leonard Prize FinalistIndie
Bestseller“This is a book people will be talking about forever.” —Glennon Doyle, #1 New York
Times bestselling author of Untamed“Ford’s wrenchingly brilliant memoir is truly a classic in the
making. The writing is so richly observed and so suffused with love and yearning that I kept
forgetting to breathe while reading it.” —John Green, #1 New York Times bestselling authorOne
of the most prominent voices of her generation debuts with an extraordinarily powerful memoir:
the story of a childhood defined by the looming absence of her incarcerated father.Through
poverty, adolescence, and a fraught relationship with her mother, Ashley C. Ford wishes she
could turn to her father for hope and encouragement. There are just a few problems: he’s in
prison, and she doesn’t know what he did to end up there. She doesn’t know how to deal with
the incessant worries that keep her up at night, or how to handle the changes in her body that
draw unwanted attention from men. In her search for unconditional love, Ashley begins dating a
boy her mother hates. When the relationship turns sour, he assaults her. Still reeling from the
rape, which she keeps secret from her family, Ashley desperately searches for meaning in the
chaos. Then, her grandmother reveals the truth about her father’s incarceration . . . and Ashley’s
entire world is turned upside down.Somebody’s Daughter steps into the world of growing up a
poor Black girl in Indiana with a family fragmented by incarceration, exploring how isolating and
complex such a childhood can be. As Ashley battles her body and her environment, she
embarks on a powerful journey to find the threads between who she is and what she was born
into, and the complicated familial love that often binds them.

An Ebook Tops Best Book of June 2021: Ashley C. Ford’s voice is what makes this memoir
special: she’s candid, inquisitive, vulnerable, and present in the moments she shares—
especially those of her childhood. From the absence of her father and the shocking revelation of
his incarceration, to the grandmother she adored, and the men who both protected and hurt her,
Somebody’s Daughter shows how people and the critical moments—both big and small—can
become hardwired into our lives and affect the way we react to and experience the world. An
affirming and probing memoir from a writer who will hopefully have a long and celebrated literary
career. —Al Woodworth, Ebook Tops Book Review --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.About the AuthorAshley C. Ford is a writer, host, and educator who lives in Indianapolis,
Indiana with her husband, poet and fiction writer Kelly Stacy, and their chocolate lab Astro
Renegade Ford-Stacy. Ford is the former host of The Chronicles of Now podcast, co-host of The
HBO companion podcast Lovecraft Country Radio, seasons one & three of MasterCard’s
Fortune Favors The Bold, as well as the video interview series PROFILE by BuzzFeed News,
and Brooklyn-based news & culture TV show, 112BK.She was also the host of the first season



of Audible's literary interview series, Authorized. She has been named among Forbes
Magazine's 30 Under 30 in Media (2017), Brooklyn Magazine's Brooklyn 100 (2016), Time Out
New York's New Yorkers of The Year (2017), and Variety’s New Power of New York (2019).--This
text refers to the hardcover edition.ReviewNamed a Best Book of the Year:The New York Times -
NPR - TIME - Marie Claire - Cosmopolitan - Esquire - Real Simple - Ebook Tops - Publishers
Weekly - BookRiot - Good Housekeeping - Publishers Lunch - Audible - Library Journal - The
Washington PostAudiofile's Best Audiobooks of 2021Audible's Best of 2021“This is a book
people will be talking about forever.” ―Glennon Doyle, #1 New York Times bestselling author of
Untamed"Somebody’s Daughter is the heart-wrenching yet equally witty and wondrous story of
how Ford came through the fire and emerged triumphant, as her own unapologetic, Black-girl
self." ―The New York Times"Somebody’s Daughter stands out as one of the BEST memoirs of
2021." ―BookRiot"A master class on how to love your family and still live with individuality and
freedom. Her story is particular to her, but it's also about every single one of us. I mean, it helped
me to lead myself toward breaking old familial patterns and creating new ones, truly, because
the way she talks about her family and the way that she talks about the boundaries she creates
is just stunning." ―Abby Wambach on NPR's Morning Edition, "Soccer Star Abby Wambach
Recommends 3 Reads On Sports And Leadership""Perhaps the greatest contribution Ford
makes is to offer her story ― written in the most lively and lucid prose ― in its most raw and
unabridged form...By telling her truth so honestly and authentically, Ford invites us to tell ours,
too." ―The Washington Post"Somebody’s Daughter will leave readers gasping for air." ―Natachi
Onwuamaegbu, The Boston Globe"Ford’s vulnerability on the page is an extraordinary feat, as
she masterfully traces how the yearning girl she once was became the empowered woman she
is today." ―Esquire"Ford executes her task with both unstinting honesty and rare tenderness
toward the deeply flawed, but steadfast, circle of adults who raised her. The resulting portraits, of
her mother and grandmother, in particular, are remarkably vivid and humane, haunting the
reader long after one has closed the book’s pages..." ―LA Review of Books“Sure to be one of
the best memoirs of 2021.” ―Kirkus Reviews, starred review"Gorgeous, profoundly moving, and
historically important ― by a terrific writer." ―Min Jin Lee, author of the New York Times
bestseller and National Book Award Finalist Pachinko"Armed with the insight and lessons from
her youth, the author emerged as a bright young college student who learned to love herself for
who she was and who she has yet to become." ―The New York Journal Review of Books"With a
lucidity that is almost a superpower, [Ford] transports us into her singular experience of growing
up poor and Black and female in Fort Wayne, Ind." ―People magazine, Book of the Week"This
exquisite, honest memoir will resound widely." ―BookMarks"A thoughtful debut. Ford writes with
a flush and sophisticated pen. But the heartbeat of Ford’s firstborn is her ability to pinpoint
critical moments on her self-discovering journey, and, like Baldwin and Abdurraqib, find
respectable ways to perform and not drown in her suffering." ―USA Today"A radiant coming-of-
age memoir." ―Oprah Daily"Rather than reduce these painful memories to a reflective
interpretation, Ford lifts the language into a shimmering lyric register that is polyphonic... Her



understanding that the ones we love are imperfect crafts a shining star for the reader to follow."
―San Francisco Chronicle"This remarkable, heart-wrenching story of loss, hardship, and self-
acceptance astounds." ―Publishers Weekly, starred review"A shining example of story and craft
that embodies how exquisite a memoir can be." ―Sarah Neilson, The Seattle Times"A
triumphant coming-of-age story... It's Ford's willingness to share her thoughts and observations,
warts and all, that sets her memoir apart. She's a woman unafraid to face herself and share what
she sees, which she does with admirable realism, humor―and especially, heart." ―Yahoo!
Life"There are no neat solutions, only honest ones. In showing that, this empathetic and sharply
written memoir shines." ―PopSugar"This is a memoir about love, live, and freedom. It's not just
good ― it's beautiful." ―Brené Brown“A memoir so clear, sharp, and smooth that the reader
sees, in vivid focus, Ashley C. Ford’s complicated childhood, brilliant mind, and golden heart.
The gravity and urgency of Somebody’s Daughter anchored me to my chair and slowed my
heartbeat. Ashley C. Ford is a writer for the ages, and Somebody’s Daughter will be a book of
the year.” ―Glennon Doyle, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Untamed“Ashley C. Ford’s
wrenchingly brilliant memoir is truly a classic in the making. Ford’s writing is so richly observed
and so suffused with love and yearning that I kept forgetting to breathe while reading it.” ―John
Green, #1 New York Times bestselling author"A remarkable debut." ―Lesley Williams,
Booklist"Those starved to feel something post-pandemic are sure to be jolted back to life by this
brilliant memoir." ―Steph Buschardt, Publishers Weekly"Ashley Ford’s much-awaited memoir
chronicles her complicated relationship with her father...expect a deeply moving, nuanced story"
―Buzzfeed, 75 Books to Add to Your 2021 TBR List"Layering in the complexities of her
relationship with her mother, her changing body and a boyfriend who grows abusive, Ford offers
a heart-wrenching coming-of-age story" ―Time, The 21 Most Anticipated Books of 2021"In this
beautiful, delicate memoir, writer Ashley C. Ford recounts a childhood defined by her
incarcerated father's absence...and she starts a journey toward true and powerful selfhood."
―Elle, 55 Books to Read in 2021"Expect to see Somebody's Daughter make waves this year."
―LitHub, Lit Hub’s Most Anticipated Books of 2021"Her coming-of-age story gets at how to both
acknowledge and break away from what we’re born into." ―Cosmopolitan, These New Books
Coming Out in 2021 Are Guaranteed to Make Your Reading List"Ashley C. Ford writes with
lyrical vulnerability...Her most powerful personal essays have delved into her girlhood, race,
incarceration, poverty, and family ties―themes she expands on in this recollection of her
childhood and her father’s imprisonment." ―Garden and Gun, Top of 2021 Reading List for
Southerners"Her writing shines with extraordinary insight and grace, and Somebody’s Daughter
is a book so many of you will want to read." ―Electric Literature, 43 Books by Women of Color to
Read in 2021"As Ashley battles her body and her environment, she provides a poignant coming-
of-age recollection that speaks to finding the threads between who you are and what you were
born into, and the complicated familial love that often binds them." ―SheThePeople, Non-Fiction
Books 2021: 27 Authors to Watch Out For"I think it’s going to resonate with so many young girls
of color who grew up in this kind of adversity and how you can come up out of that."



―Boston.com, 21 Books to Look Out For in 2021, According to Local Experts"The story of her
wrenching upbringing and her hard-won journey to peace." ―Entertainment Weekly"Ashley C.
Ford, a journalist and host of the “Chronicles of Now” podcast, makes her much-buzzed book
debut with an intensely personal story: her relationship with her incarcerated father." ―Lebanon-
Express (OR), Most Anticipated 2021 Books“Ashley C. Ford’s wrenchingly brilliant memoir is
truly a classic in the making. Ford’s writing is so richly observed and so suffused with love and
yearning that I kept forgetting to breathe while reading it.” ―John Green, #1 New York Times
bestselling author“A memoir so clear, sharp, and smooth that the reader sees, in vivid focus,
Ashley C. Ford’s complicated childhood, brilliant mind, and golden heart. The gravity and
urgency of Somebody’s Daughter anchored me to my chair and slowed my heartbeat. Ashley C.
Ford is a writer for the ages, and Somebody’s Daughter will be a book of the year.” ―Glennon
Doyle, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Untamed“A masterpiece of acceptance and
exploration, of growth and forgiveness, and―maybe most important of all―learning how not to
forgive. Ashley C. Ford’s talent is on full display, as is her heart.” ―Isaac Fitzgerald, bestselling
author of How to Be a Pirate“Ashley C. Ford went deep into the well of herself and her history
and came back to the light with the book now in your hands. A piercing interrogation of who we
are―to ourselves and to the people laying claim to us―Somebody’s Daughter is an opportunity
for each of us to illuminate the ties that bind, entangle, and connect us to one another.” ―Saeed
Jones, author of How We Fight for Our Lives“An achingly honest account of a complicated
childhood. Through heartache and grief, Somebody’s Daughter is the portrait of someone
determined to love deeply, to honor the person they are meant to be, and to tell their story in
service of a greater truth. I haven’t stopped thinking about this book since I closed it, and neither
will you.” ―Aminatou Sow, New York Times bestselling coauthor of Big Friendship“A comfort to
those who feel lost, Somebody’s Daughter is a powerful book that will give everybody the
courage to love again.” ―Laurie Halse Anderson, author of the National Book Award finalist
Speak"Ford creates fully three-dimensional portraits of her mother, grandmother, and other key
players, using a child's-eye view to show us their failings and the calculations, negotiations, and
survival tactics she developed in response to them." - Kirkus Reviews, starred review--This text
refers to the hardcover edition.From School Library JournalThis memoir opens with Ford, who is
Black, learning that her father was being released after more than 20 years in prison. From there
the time line reverts to Ford's earliest memory, at four years old, and proceeds chronologically.
Her childhood was dominated by a contentious relationship with a mother who, at her best, is
loving and supportive and, at her worst, loud, angry, and abusive. Ford learned that a cousin was
sexually assaulted by another family member and later became the victim of rape herself. Her
inner turmoil only grows when she finds out that her father raped two women. In high school,
Ford met Brett, her first boyfriend, with whom she experienced love and a consensual, healthy
relationship. She began to consider college a real possibility and made it to Ball State. There she
finally experienced a stable living situation, until her relationship with Brett imploded in an
unexpected fashion. In spite of this, she perseveres. Ford writes her story in a genuine and



nonjudgmental way. It would be easy to blame those in her life who wronged her, yet she
presents every person as a well-rounded individual with positive attributes in addition to their
flaws. The story is ultimately positive-a story of resiliency, and reconciliation. VERDICT This
quietly moving memoir's frank discussions of family and forgiveness make it an essential
purchase for teens mature enough to tackle the subject matter.-Mary Kamela, Kenmore West
High Sch., Buffalo, NYα(c) Copyright 2011. Library Journals LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary of
Media Source, Inc. No redistribution permitted. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read
more
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Begin ReadingTable of ContentsAbout the AuthorCopyright PageThank you for buying
thisFlatiron Books ebook.To receive special offers, bonus content,and info on new releases and
other great reads,sign up for our newsletters.Or visit us online atFor email updates on the author,
click .The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you for your personal use only. You
may not make this e-book publicly available in any way. Copyright infringement is against the law.
If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on the author’s copyright, please
notify the publisher at: .For my family,and my friends who feel like familyAlthough the windblows
terribly here,the moonlight also leaksbetween the roof planksof this ruined house.—IZUMI
SHIKIBUAshley,I must admit that I was surprised to hear from you. I had just come in from my
institutional job, when one of the correctional officers brought me my mail. I thought that it was a
book or newspaper that I had ordered, because I hardly ever, if ever, receive any mail from
anyone on the streets.Ashley, don’t take this the wrong way, but come next year, I will have been
incarcerated for twenty years, which means the letter that you wrote to me is the first letter that
you have written me in almost twenty years. I was at a loss for words as I slowly read your letter
over and over again.You are right when you say that you are a woman now, and not a little girl.
So, I won’t talk to you like you are a little girl. Instead I will talk to you like you are a woman.
However, don’t misunderstand me, you will always be my little girl, not to mention, my favorite
girl.Why God in heaven gave you to me, only he knows. I do not deserve to have you as my
daughter, but God gave you to me for a reason, and I am so grateful to be your father. Please!
Please! Forgive me for all the pain I caused you in your life.I am going to survive prison. I am
going to create a beautiful life for myself. I’m going to show you and your brother R.C. how much I
love you with every breath I take. Ashley, your father is coming home. I cannot promise you when
that will be, but I can give you my word that I am coming.Love always,Dad1“Just remember, you
can always come home.”There it was. I expected and hated when my mother said those words.
Two years before this call, I’d moved to Brooklyn from Indiana. Now I lived in Flatbush with my
boyfriend, Kelly. Back home in the Midwest, our friends were building four-bedroom houses on
one-acre lots with mortgages comparable to the monthly rent of our one-bedroom. After living in
the city for a year or two, I marveled at home features I would have called standard before I left.
Features like dishwashers, in-unit laundry, and backyards. The apartment we lived in now had
one of those, the dishwasher. When it ran, the second phase of the wash cycle shook the floor
and walls with a deep rumble. I felt it in my feet while I paced the floor.I had gotten up from dinner
to take the call from my mother. She still lived in Fort Wayne, my hometown. We hadn’t lived in
the same city, or the same house, since I left for college eleven years earlier. She called every
few weeks—I answered every other call—and we usually had a good time talking for ten to
fifteen minutes. I’d taught myself to keep our phone conversations light, or as I liked to think of it,
complication-free, without lying. I didn’t want to lie to her. I wanted to be able to talk to my mother
the way I could with most other people, as myself. But she wasn’t just anybody. She was my
mother, so that was impossible. There were limits. We only dove into subjects that wouldn’t end
in arguments, which was mostly whatever would make us both laugh.When she said that thing to



me, that I could always come home, part of me wanted to reply, “Mama, I love you, but I’ll work
myself past the white meat, down to the bone, and fistfight every stranger I run across on the
street before we live under the same roof again.” That was the hyperbolic expression of a feeling
I did not allow myself to verbalize, for fear of ruining our smooth interaction. And it would have.
There was no way to make it sound like a joke because in some way, I wasn’t joking. I got angry
with myself for even thinking the thought because I knew it would hurt her to know it had ever
been in my mind. I got mad at myself too, for not saying it out loud anyway. For not caring if it hurt
her, if it meant telling the truth.Before she called, Kelly and I were eating. We were lovers who
lived together, trying to find out if we had whatever turned two people in love into the kind of
family either of us wanted. We decorated and burrowed into our apartment, The Nest, as he
began to call our tight, warm space. We hung cheap framed prints on the walls, topped
bookshelves with action figures and small stuffed animals. We created a barricade between our
softest selves and the sharp elbows of the city surrounding us. It wasn’t that we couldn’t take a
hit, we just weren’t used to the pace, but we still believed we could figure it out. Either way, we
were finally home, in our home together, and I felt protected by our walls and the love shared
there between them.In our small kitchen, I wanted to cook for everyone and anyone, which
mostly ended up being Kelly. It was a developing skill, but to my surprise, I was not a disaster. It
was one of the ways I was learning to soothe myself, suggested by a therapist who told me,
“Take the time to feed yourself food that feels good and tastes good. Who better to do that for
than you?” It felt like exactly the kind of thing you pay someone to say to you. I still did it. Losing
myself in the construction of a meal was the closest thing I had to a hobby.The night my mother
called, I made pasta. I tried to prepare the food to be served hot and ready minutes after Kel
walked through the door. He would have eaten my pasta at any temperature I offered it to him,
but I wanted to get it right. When he closed the bookstore where he worked, he didn’t get home
until nine forty-five p.m. at the earliest, closer to ten if he had to count the drawer more than
twice. My timing didn’t always work out, but this evening I pulled it off. Our plates were piled with
thick ropes of linguine in a homemade garlic tomato sauce, oozing from the ends of our
forks.When my phone buzzed on the counter, I’d squinted at the screen before answering. I’d
been trying to spend less time holding or even looking at my phone. Kelly could walk away from
his phone for half a day before remembering it existed. Engaging with various social media
platforms didn’t appeal to him the same way. He often asked me to put mine away to be present
with him, especially during meals. He wasn’t wrong to ask, and I did not resent the request
unless it embarrassed me. I knew I spent too much time on my phone, but sometimes I wished
he could ignore that as well as I could. Still, I loved and wanted to be present with him. The only
reason I gave a second thought to answering the phone during our meal was that my mother had
worked the same job for more than two decades, and these days, was almost always asleep by
nine, if not before. Seeing her name flash across my phone’s screen worried me, so I picked
up.“Hello, Mother,” I said in a faux posh voice. It was meant to keep things as jovial as the
moment could stand. Usually, she would respond with her own equally posh voice, “Hello,



Daughter,” then we’d both giggle and tell each other something silly, or gossip, or ask the
question we’d called to ask. This time my mother said, “Hi, baby,” and I knew this wasn’t a quick
gossiping call. I walked into the bedroom to be on my own.I shut the door behind me, and sat on
the bed. My chest was tight with anticipation for whatever she said next. I started to count my
breaths the way my first therapist had taught me, but couldn’t remember how long I was
supposed to hold the breath, or for how long I was supposed to let it out. I never thought enough
about breathing until I needed to, and by then, it was too late. I’ve heard people describe panic
as something that rises up inside them. For me, panic radiates in the threads of my muscles,
bangs in the back of my skull, twists my stomach, and sets my skin on fire. It doesn’t rise or fall. It
spreads.Was it one of my siblings? My worst fear was that my mother called to tell me
something happened to either one of my two brothers, or my sister. Since high school, maybe
even a little before then, I’d experienced recurring nightmares about one of them dying. Never
dreamt of anything too gory, thank God. I never had to watch them die, not even in the worst
iterations of my dreams. I always arrived in the aftermath, left to deal with the reality of losing
them before waking and getting the chance to prove to myself my little loves were still here. My
mother knew about my nightmares, and had sent me back to bed many times after I burst into
her room to listen to my youngest brother’s heartbeat, or watch my sister’s back fall and rise with
the deep and heavy, but living breath of sleep. The dreams intensified when I left for college, and
again when I eventually left Indiana altogether.Her voice pulled me back to our halting
conversation. She reassured me from the other end of the phone line. “Nobody’s hurt.
Everybody’s okay.” The top half of my body collapsed with relief and I fell back onto the bed. I
closed my eyes, and when that didn’t shut out enough light, laid my forearm against my closed
lids until the view behind them faded into purple and black like the climax of a bruise.“So what is
it, Mom?” I waited for her to speak, and cursed what felt like dramatic pauses under my breath.
We’d never found an easy way to talk about hard things, so we struggled to say anything at all in
hard times. If she was calling about money, I wished she would just ask for what she needed, so
I could be honest about whether or not I could help, and we could be done. My mother huffed.
She sensed my impatience. That I was an adult who was allowed to be frustrated with her
annoyed her whether she verbalized it or not. For all the ways we chose to remain silent,
communicating our displeasure never actually required words. She spoke.“Your dad is getting
out of prison.”My breath caught between my mouth and lungs, unsure in which direction it was
most needed. My heart hit the gas, rushing blood to parts of my body calling out for it, and my
hands trembled. What were those breathing counts again? Six in, six out? Six in, seven out?
Was I going to cry? I touched my face with a shaking hand to be sure I hadn’t already started.
Nothing. My mother didn’t speak, and it no longer felt like a performance. It felt right to have all
that space for my words, my feelings, whether or not they decided to show up and tell me how to
respond.My heartbeat traveled to every end of me, pumping pumping pumping through my ears.
I moved my mouth enough to ask the only question presenting itself with any clarity in my mind,
“When?”“In about two weeks. I just found out he’s coming home.” She paused, and once again, I



was grateful to have room for my thoughts. “Are you okay?” I wasn’t, but I didn’t want to have to
keep talking about how I wasn’t okay. It was a relief to know my siblings were unharmed, and she
hadn’t done or said anything wrong. The ends of her questions lingered like she really did want
to help, and I believed she did. The issue was that I’d been waiting to hear that my father was
getting out of prison my entire life, and now that someone called me and said it was happening,
all I could feel was how much I wanted to get off the phone.I was tempted, as I always am, to
take the bait when my mother offers me empathy. Tempted by my fantastical belief that one day I
will lower my walls, and she will do the same. Then I end up blaming myself for not remembering
to stick to the conversational paths offering the least resistance, furious at myself for veering too
far into the unexplored or exiled. Or worse, I’d be drawn into her fantasy that we were already
close. If my mother and I shared anything without having carefully considered it, it was this
undying ember of a dream that we will someday, somehow find ourselves reaping the bounty of
a blooming mother-daughter bond, the roots of which we both refuse to tend in the meantime.I
told her I was okay. She didn’t press me, and I offered nothing else. I wondered if maybe she
didn’t want my answers anyway, and the single thought was convincing enough for me to keep
my mouth closed. I thanked her for telling me about my Dad, told her I loved her, waited to hear it
back, and hung up the phone.Dazed, I walked back to the kitchen counter and sat down beside
Kelly, wanting nothing more than to be close to him. I didn’t want to be touched, even as I
begged myself not to cry. I laid my phone back on the counter, facedown. He was still finishing
his meal, but stopped eating and turned to me. My head spun with words, images, bits of
conversations, music, and colors making up a swirl of debris zipping past my face, and returning
seconds later, moving too quickly for me to reach out and hold onto anything long enough to
make sense of the patterns they made, or whatever they tried to tell me. If I’d had the option, I
would have called my grandmother to tell her the news myself, and hear her shout, “God is so
good!” as if she’d just put in a prayer request for this very outcome. She had been reliably
religious, and though I never would be again, her exclamations of joy brought me comfort when I
needed it most. I needed it now.I tried to count again, to breathe, or at least go numb enough to
speak without crying. My emotions moved through me faster than I could name them. Feeling
any of it felt like the beginning of losing control, and losing control felt like certain death in my
body, if not my mind. If I didn’t process the feeling, I wouldn’t feel it, and if I didn’t feel it, it
couldn’t kill me.“What was that about?” he asked. I picked up my fork and took a bite of my food.
It was cold now. It was still good, but not perfect. I chewed, swallowed, and spoke without looking
up.“My dad’s getting out of prison in two weeks.” I kept eating.Kelly quit moving and stared at
me, his eyes popped open, and his jaw lagged a bit, before he snapped it shut again.“Well,” he
asked. “How does that make you feel?”“I don’t know,” I said. I looked down at my phone,
wondering if I should call my mother back and say more, or ask more. But what would I say?
What questions did I have that she could answer? If I knew the right words, or the right
questions, I didn’t trust myself to say them the right way. If I called back, even if I needed to call
back, we would fight. I felt certain that was true. Then, I stopped eating, and despite my own



internal protests, began to cry.“Kel,” I sobbed. “I really don’t know how I feel.” I sat on the stool,
gulping air, and swiping at my tears. My boyfriend watched me, sat patiently beside me, and
when I lowered one of my hands into my lap, he covered it with his own.I felt like I knew my
father, and I knew he felt like he knew me too. In reality, we’d spent the majority of both our
lifetimes mentally constructing versions of one another we couldn’t physically confirm or deny
the existence of. We dreamed of one another—what we might be like—long before we met. My
uncle Clarence, my father’s closest brother, used to stare at me when we were in the same
room. Sometimes I caught him. “You gotta excuse me,” he’d smile. A smile that felt familiar and
safe from the beginning. “You look just like my brother, but smaller and with pigtails.” Then he’d
hug me, and we’d laugh to keep the sadness away. I always wished he’d say more about the little
brother he loved, the man who left me with his face, and little else. He rarely did. I didn’t see
Uncle Clarence that often. I kept wishing anyway.The few times I visited my father, though
pleasant, bowed under the weight of our expectations. We were happy to see one another, but
we could not always say the thing we wanted to say most and risk spoiling the other’s dream. We
never discussed them, yet somehow agreed on these terms. An unspoken pact between an
emotionally desperate father and daughter. Made up contracts for a shoestring bond.“That’s
okay, baby,” my father would say, when I tried to apologize on the phone for not writing. “You write
me when you want to. I’ll be waiting patiently, and happily.”He kept writing. He wrote that I was his
favorite girl, I was brilliant, and I was the best daughter anyone could ever hope for. For a long
time, that was all I needed. Until, of course, I needed more.2My oldest memory is of my younger
brother, R.C., eating a smashed overripe tomato. I remember the way he grabbed at the pulpy
red flesh, and the way he could only hold it one way: as tightly as he possibly could. This is
normal for small children who have not yet mastered their motor skills. There is no difference
between holding and squeezing. They don’t know any better. He didn’t know any better, and
neither did I. Of course, the guts of the fruit broke free into the spaces between his small fingers,
and made a mess on the white tray top surrounding him. By the time he opened his hand to take
a bite, there were only cold strings of bright skin and small white seeds.My brother was too
young to walk, but I wasn’t. It was I who rooted around in the bottom of the refrigerator, found the
food, and attempted to slice it for him with a butter knife. He’d been crying in his walker, the little
wheels scooting back and forth across the floor as he flung himself from side to side. My mother
slept so hard his wails didn’t stir her. I didn’t want her to wake up. I wanted her to sleep, and I
wanted to help. My brother and I were fourteen months apart in age, so I must have been around
three years old. I don’t remember a time before him. I was supposed to have been a miracle
baby for my mother. She’d had an ovary removed as a teenager, and her doctor told her the
other one didn’t work. It worked enough for me apparently. Then R.C. came along, and I was not
a miracle anymore. I was a big sister, and to me, that was better. I loved him too much right from
the beginning.I saw my mother go to feed him each time he cried, so I thought food would make
him happy. He was my best friend. I would take care of him. I rubbed his head and whispered,
“Don’t cry, baby. Don’t cry.”When I was in college, one of my therapists at the on-campus



counseling center told me I shouldn’t remember any of this because I was too young. He told me
most people don’t have memories of themselves or their experiences at two and three years old.
He asked me when I started speaking. I told him that I could speak in sentences before I could
walk, a fact I’d been reminded of by my grandmother every chance she got.“You couldn’t walk
straight for nothing. We called you Stagger Lee!” She’d say, laughter ripping through her entire
body, infecting anyone else in the room, even me, often at my own expense. “But you’d point at
something you wanted and say, ‘I want that!’ I thought, what kind of child is this?” She’d shake
her head, recreating the same confused look she’d apparently worn all those years ago.I told
him my grandmother had a tendency to oversell my childhood intellect, so I couldn’t be sure if it
was accurate information. He wrote it down on his notepad, and I continued to tell him my
stories, or what I remembered of them. My earliest memories are sunburnt Polaroids, frozen
moments gone blurry at the edges and spotted all down the middle. Then, at four, the pictures
become clearer and clearer, as do the voices within them. The loudest voice belongs to my
brother, before he could properly pronounce my name, calling for me.“Hashy? Where are you?
Where is my Hashy?”My brother loved me and made it so easy to believe I was good. I was a
child, unspoiled in a certain way. I didn’t doubt myself. I decided and I tried. Then I’d fail and try
again. Or I would succeed and go on to try something new. I was not always as afraid of the
world or as nervous about the other people living in it alongside me, or what they might do to me.
When my life was new, I understood in my bones how little it mattered what anybody else was
doing, or what they thought about what I was doing. I believed my bones then.When I was four
years old, I taught myself to lie awake until morning. I wanted the sunrise, and I only had to stay
awake to have her. When children are small, our desires seem small, even if we want the sky.
Anything we want seems to be only a matter of time and effort away. It’s too early to imagine
what’s already holding you back.I’d been enraptured with a storybook about the cycle of the sun.
I remember looking on in awe as my teacher outstretched her right arm, extending it as far as
she could, her fingers spread for the illusion of an extra inch. Her left arm moved out and away
from her body, though not as far as its opposite, still close enough to read from the book she
held. It was a simple and sad attempt to describe the sheer enormity of a life-supporting star to a
pre-K classroom.She said the word “sunshine,” and we said it back. Her eyes roamed the
cramped space for something to support her lesson, a point of reference that might get this thing
to click. The taupe tile floor, and its matching tattered and stained square reading carpet, had
nothing to add. Nor did the sky, nor rain falling from overfull clouds inching down the window
behind her. Still, she tried to get us to understand, to sit down, to stop talking, to want to know
more about what the universe might be up to while life so far had been teaching us to be wholly
consumed with ourselves.I wanted to know. I sat quietly, and waited for her to continue the story
of the sun. My teacher turned the second to last page, revealing the final illustration. Those
massive swirls of orange, gold, yellow, and a smattering of sweet pinks left little cracks all over
my heart.I gasped.I repeated the word “sunrise,” and the sound opened like a spring bloom on
the tip of my tongue. There are few words worthy of the wonders they describe, but sunrise



sounds like it feels. A u sunken to the bottom of one’s throat, and an i, pointing upward and
onward to a warm beyond.I’m sure I’d seen a sunrise sometime before then, and had maybe
even heard the word before. The sky was already one of my favorite things. It told me what kind
of day I might have. A sunny day usually meant being outside with family, especially R.C., my
brother, best friend, and favorite playmate. Sometimes our mama even played with us.Rainy
days were charming too. My mother, brother, and I would sit on the couch together, small limbs
draped over big ones, and watch movies. We had four or five kids’ movies on VHS and my
brother learned them all by heart. Every once in a while, he would get lost in a movie, sitting,
staring, and speaking every line of dialogue as the actors spoke it on-screen. My mother, grown
frustrated, would yell, “Shut up or I’ll turn it off!” He would stop. But after sitting a while, staring a
while, and forgetting why he shouldn’t, he’d start to do it again.When she got tired of kid movies,
my mother would put on something meant for older audiences. My brother and I would watch
those too. My obsession with sunrises and sunsets was only stoked by their repeated
appearances in the introductions or theme songs of some of my favorite television shows like
The Golden Girls or China Beach. I’d never noticed the sky above our home look anything like
the orange and gold dreamsicle clouds in my teacher’s book, but I’d seen them on TV. I knew
they happened somewhere.After school that day, on the car ride back to our apartment, I
decided I wanted the sunrise. I knew I couldn’t have the sunrise or its colors for my own. Some
things were too precious not to be shared. They just had to happen, and you just had to make
sure you were there when they did, and then, you were part of something with everyone else
who showed up at the right time.The first night I reached for the sun, my mother was expecting
company. Mom, R.C., and I usually shared one bed in the studio, but she tucked us kids in on
the couch that night. This put a huge kink in my plans. There was a window right behind the bed
but not the couch. I’d glimpsed the leftovers of the brilliant painted sky many mornings when I
woke up for school, but it wasn’t good enough. I’d convinced myself it would look different, more
brilliant, if I stayed up to watch. I wanted the real thing, and I knew I could prove myself worthy to
the sky. I want a sunrise, and so it shall be was a natural truth in my child mind, and I did not let
go.The view from the couch wouldn’t do. I tried to stay up anyway, to practice for the night after—
but my brother’s warm legs, wrapped up in mine under our blanket, brought on the dense and
resolve-melting fog of exhaustion. My mind resisted rest, but all that closeness eventually
soothed me to sleep.The next morning, I woke up to the sun already in the sky and the television
playing. A commercial was running and I caught the words, “Smoking cigarettes will kill you.” I
rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and looked over at the pack of cigarettes sitting in my mother’s
black purse. She must not have known. I sat up to tell her, but she wasn’t in the room. I heard
noises coming from behind the closed bathroom door, letting me know she was handling private
business, but I couldn’t wait for her presence or permission to act. I grabbed the cigarettes from
her black purse, opened the small cardboard box, and dumped each one into the trash can full
of last night’s dinner, which had been prepared exclusively from cans. When my mother came
out of the bathroom, I told her what I’d seen about the cigarettes on TV.“They could kill you!” My



mother rolled her eyes at me, and at the mention of them, began looking for her cigarettes in
earnest.Only then did it occur to me she may not feel relieved I’d already thrown them out.I
watched the panic sweep over her, as my own followed. When we were bad, my mother hit us for
it, and there was always the thought that I would die in the back of my mind. I didn’t think my
mother wanted to kill me on purpose. It was her eyes. My mother’s rage drained the light from
her eyes, and she became unrecognizable to me. There was Mama, the loving mother we knew
before whatever sparked her ire, and then there was Mother who showed up in her place.
Mother felt separate, somehow apart from our otherwise happy and harmonious existence. She
rose from somewhere within Mama and did the latter’s dirty work. Every once in a while, my
brother and I were the dirty work needing done.I sat quietly on the couch watching my mother,
trying to be very still. I knew Mama would find her cigarettes in the black trash bag eventually, a
few of them ripped in half to ensure their loss. When she did, I was going to get hit, and I was
already afraid of the pain.I couldn’t, and I wouldn’t, tell on myself. Self-preservation had already
been imprinted upon me as a requirement. Honesty was not always the best policy. Grown-ups
would tell you it was important to tell the truth, and when you did, everything would work out, but
I knew this wasn’t the case.There must have been a time before, a time when I’d done
something bad, realized it, and told on myself. The punishment I received for the forgotten
transgression must have been severe, because the next time I was alone and I did something
bad, it belonged only to me. I learned to carry the secrets of my badness silently and alone.
There would be no more confessions from me. Whoever wanted to know how bad I could be
would have to get close enough to find out, and nobody tried.My mother didn’t stop searching
for her cigarettes. I hoped, for a moment, she might question if she’d actually been the one to
throw them away. These things happened accidentally. That would have been lucky for me, but I
did not feel like a lucky child. I saw too much and suspected even more than that. I waited for
what I knew would come.The day dragged on, heavy from the weight of my mounting fear. That
night I fell asleep before the sun rose again, exhausted from the nervous energy coursing
through my body. I woke in a vise. I was being squeezed on all sides, and the television was too
loud. There were people screaming on whatever show was playing, and I couldn’t understand
why my mother didn’t turn it off. The voice was too close, and the vise was too strong for me to
linger in the space between sleep and awake.“Ashley!” My mother’s voice bellowed around me
like the echoing ring of a large bell, and her hands gripped me from both sides, shaking me and
repeating, “Wake up!”I came to enough to recognize who was screaming. It was not my mother—
it was the Mother. She’d come for me in the middle of the night, and I had been caught prone,
with no place to hide all the bad I’d done. The Mother pulled me from the bed, dragged me into
our small kitchen, pointed one long finger, a beautiful one that sometimes belonged to my real
mother, toward the open trash can. I hadn’t even tried to bury the cigarettes deeper in the trash
bag, they sat right on top, looking back at me, accusing me, and I accepted their blame. I was
guilty. I knew this. The garbage knew this. And now, so did the Mother.I went to sleep sore, but
grateful once again that the Mother hadn’t lost control. I was hurt, but I would not die.The sunrise



could still be mine. Another day.The next morning, I awoke to the mother I knew, and we both
went about our day like nothing significant had happened the night before. I did not blame the
Mother for hurting me. It didn’t feel like it wasn’t my fault. Sometimes I was bad and sometimes
people were bad to me. Either way, the badness belonged where it landed. I wanted to believe
this was true. That it was all in my control somehow, or in someone’s control. All my fault. All my
choice. All mine to have or hide or heal.I decided to pretend to be good, the kind of good that
seemed to be best. The silent kind. For the whole day, through school, after school care, and
most of the time home with my family, I did not speak unless spoken to. It worked. My mother
said, “You’re being such a good girl today!” I smiled and said nothing.I was so quiet my mother
didn’t notice my eyes were still open when she drifted off to sleep. She didn’t notice me
whispering to my shadow to keep myself awake. She didn’t feel me lean over our wooden
headboard in the early morning light, peel back the burgundy curtain, and greet the sunrise all
by myself. The sun had risen for me—for me alone—and turned the sky into the painted milk of a
soggy bowl of leftover off-brand Lucky Charms. The soft roses and lavenders went on to burn
blood orange on the underbellies of clouds. I told my shadow I wanted to keep the sun. My
shadow whispered back the instructions for making a memory. I watched the light of day ascend
until it hurt my eyes, then I closed them, and taught myself to remember.My mother didn’t know I
could do bad things and still have the sun. She didn’t know I could keep my own truth and
memories inside. But I knew.3Before my teacher showed me the bright pastels of morning light, I
made friends with the dark in my grandmother’s bedroom. Her soft powders and sweet lotions
made the space smell more like a pastry shop than a place to rest. More than once she had to
pry her various skincare products from the hands of a grandchild as they licked, bit, or
swallowed the expensive contents, enticed by scents too mouthwatering not to be edible.
Something about my grandmother’s room made me feel protected, and so, it was the only place
I didn’t mind being alone.Instead of feeling closed in by the silence, I felt expanded by it, part of
it, and it welcomed me unlike anything I’d known so far. When I turned out the light, nobody
guessed I was in there telling myself stories, building safe places to go inside my head. They
would walk right by me, never knowing I’d been there beside them in the dark.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “Excellent read!. Perhaps I am biased as I had this young lady as a student.
I found this book to be thought provoking and endearing. It was impossible to put down. It is my
belief that every reader may find a bit of their own history in Ashley’s book. It was a very special
thing to see inside this young woman’s soul.”

Kitties & Ebook Topss, “Nonfiction. Audiobook narrated by the author. She did a great job and I
highly recommend listening to this as an audiobook.I’ve only read a few memoirs and I enjoyed
them all. This one felt very close to home. I had a similar mother.The author describes her life
that is completely relatable. Her honesty is commendable. I thought this would be about her
father but its more about her mother. I say that to say that this sentence, sentenced all of them. It
was a trickle down effect of many things going wrong. A broken family.My husband had a life
sentence for murder so I know about the struggle. Life moves on without them. And then they get
out. I think most people will enjoy this.Thanks Macmillan Audio via Netgalley.”

carilynp, “Finding love through the pain.. She is a child with parents, but she is longing to feel like
somebody’s daughter. She is a teenager, then a young adult learning to redefine what love is – of
others and herself. The author tackles a childhood of abuse and a rape. But this book is much
more than that. This is a powerful story of a young woman who grew up without her father’s
presence, although he is very much alive, and the path she took to finding her way to him.Ashley
was loved but the feelings bestowed upon her by her mother were sporadic. They were mixed
with fear. When she wasn’t being beaten, which started at a very young age, she attempted to
discern how to read her mother, how to behave, in order to avoid physical punishment, for
something she wasn’t even aware she had done wrong. Not easy for a little girl with no one to
turn to for help. As if the actions of a child, let alone anyone, warrant being abused.Fortunately,
she had the love of her maternal grandmother and a little brother, later younger siblings. But that
did not change the dynamics at home. When Ashley learned at a young age that her father was
incarcerated, but not why, she longed for the father she knew of from his loving letters. She
wished he could reach her in the real world.As a teenager, Ashley meets a boy who gives her
attention in a way that she doesn’t want nor that she asks for. Then, he attacks her. From that
day forward, she carries the shame and hurt alone. Out of fear, she felt it was a secret she must
keep.What transpires after Ashley is able to get herself through high school and out of the town
that simultaneously holds the security of a tight-knit family and horrific memories as well, she is
off on the road toward reparation of mind, body, and soul.What the author endures as a young
girl is heart-wrenching but there is such beauty in the making of Ashley as she is coming into her
own and as she is becoming somebody’s daughter.”

Ann Mogil, “Wow. All i have to say is WOW! This book is a memoir and honestly it didn’t feel like
one, it was just beautifully written and just flowed. I could picture every detail that was written, i



felt the heart breaks , the fear, the anxiety. I felt as if i was in the book. This has to be one of my
favorite memoirs that i have ever read. The book is just a treasure and Ashley’s story is inspiring
and incredible”

Book Club Member, “From Pillar to Post to Successful Writer. This stunning memoir by Ashley C.
Ford touched me in many ways. Writing of her earliest years, Ford spoke about the total lack of
fairness she experienced at home with her mother. She dealt with a mother with two distinct
personalities. When her mother was nice, she had the personality of " Mama." When she got
mad and aggressive, she became "The Mother," who doled out arbitrary and painful
punishments. Ashley endured mental and physical abuse from her mother and mother's
boyfriends.A part that resonated deeply with me was her experience living with a host of
relatives and mother's boyfriends. Moves to other households were usually precipitated by
some disastrous occurrence involving her mother. Ford captured the voice of a preteen or teen
who had no say in where she would live or go to school. Her happiest times occurred when she
lived with her grandmother. Ashley's grandmother was reliable, but hypercritical, frequently
schooling Ashley in the lessons of what Other People would think if she acted, dressed or did
certain things. According to her grandmother, what Other People thought was paramount and
should drive decisions.Very poignant episodes in the book dealt with Ashley visiting her father
in prison and just making it to the hospital before her grandmother died of cancer. Even as her
relationship with her mother grew better over time, life brought unwelcome changes, some of
which motivated her to become a successful writer. Ford's triumph over poverty and domestic
upheaval is a remarkable story.”

Nicole Davis, “When hiding and leaving is your safe place. In this book you will find your mother,
your sister, your aunt, your grandmother, yourself. If you have ever felt different, odd,
misunderstood, tethered, or lost, you will be able to relate to Ms. Ford's recounting of her
childhood. This book brings up so much emotion that it's sincerely hard to put it into words. As a
Black child who was raised with my cousins until I was 5 and then saw them regularly until I was
9, Ms. Ford's experience speaks volumes. Wanting to be with your family and not feeling part of
your family. This does not begin to touch on the theme of having an absent father. This truth
telling story is one you will want to do with your mother or your sister to share laughs about the
similarities and share tears and discussions about your shared history.  Excellent read.”

Helen Bown, “Intelligent Memoir.. I felt Ashley had a unique way of writing about her
experiences.There’s something in the way she writes that put me in her shoes, even though her
story is very different to mine.I always love learning of others lives their highs, lows and learning
from them. Ashley’s writing/thoughts particularly on her early childhood convey what an
intelligent women she is.I think it shines a light on black, LGBTQ and class issues. A true fighter
for what she went through too I can’t help but draw some parallels with Maya Angelou’s, I Know



Why the Caged Bird Sings.My number one take home, loved ones / friendships aren’t always
perfect but they’re all we have. We have to choose what aspects to hold onto and which to let go.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Wonderful book. Somebody’s Daughter” is a wonderful book. Ashley ford
writes about the love and heartbreak of her childhood, family and her journey to discover,
acknowledge and understand all that she is. Highly recommend.”

Edward Mason, “Good read. Not my normal type of read, but I enjoyed reading this book most of
the time”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Arrived on time, exactly as expected, and in perfect condition. Have not
read the book yet, but could not be happier with the purchase process. Quick shipping. No
complaints.”

The book by Ashley C. Ford has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 3,159 people have provided feedback.
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