
Why Does Chig’s Father Return to his Childhood Home? 
 

The reunion had lasted a week. As they packed for home, his father, in a far too offhand 
way, had suggested they visit Chig’s grandmother. “We this close. We might as well drop in on her 
and my brother.” 
 

So instead of going north, they had gone further south, had just entered her house. And 
Chig has a suspicion now that the reunion had been only an excuse to drive south, that his father 
had been heading to this house all the time. 
 

His father had never talked much about his family, with the exception of his brother GL, 
who seemed part con man, part practical joker and part Don Juan; he had spoken of GL with the 
kind of indulgence he would have shown a cute, but ill-behaved and potentially dangerous five-year-
old. 
 

Chig’s father had left home when he was fifteen. When asked why, he would answer: “I 
wanted to go to high school. They didn’t have a Negro high school at home, so I went up to 
Knoxville and lived with a cousin and went to school.” 

 
They had been met at the door by Aunt Rose, GL’s wife, and ushered into the living room.  

The old lady had looked up from her seat by the window. Aunt Rose stood between the visitors. 
 
The old lady eyed his father. “Rose, who that? Rose?” She squinted. She looked like a doll, 

made of black straw, the wrinkles in her face running in one direction like a broom. Her hair was 
white and coarse and grew out straight from her head. Her eyes were brown – the whites too 
seemed light brown – and were hidden behind thick glasses, which remained somehow on a tiny 
nose. “That Hiram?” That was another of his father’s brothers. “No, it ain’t Hiram, too big for 
Hiram.” She turned then to Chig. “Now that man, he look like Eleanor, Charles’s wife, but Charles 
wouldn’t never send my grandson to see me. I never even hear from Charles.” She stopped again. 

 
“It Charles, Mama. That who it is.” Aunt Rose, between them, led them closer. “It Charles, 

come all the way from New York, and brung little Charles with him.” 
 
The old lady stared up at them. “Charles? Rose, is that really Charles?” She turned away and 

reached for a handkerchief in the pocket of her clean, ironed, flowered housecoat, and wiped her 
eyes. “God have mercy. Charles.” She spread her arms up to him, and he bent down and kissed her 
cheek. That was when Chig saw his face, grimacing. She hugged him; Chig watched the muscles in 
her arms as they tightened around his father’s neck. She half rose from her chair. “How are you, 
son?” 

 
Chig could not hear his father’s answer. 
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