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Chapter 1

If  there was ever somebody who could catch Garner Davis at the 
most opportune of  moments it was Miriam Davis. He had long 
since accepted that she was just being herself. If  he had any protests 
about her calling him, she’d remind him that she was the one who 
put him into this world, and she had the license to take him out of  
this world, no matter how tall or old he got. 

This time, she caught Garner just as he passed exit No. 37 on I-20 
eastbound. He was returning home from attending Divine Grace 
Fellowship in Pelion, a two-stoplight rural community in Lexington 
County just twenty minutes west of  Columbia, South Carolina.

“Just what are you doing at 1:30 in the afternoon?” she inquired. 
“You know I should come down there to South Carolina and whip 
you for not calling me.”

Garner rolled his eyes. He knew she had a legitimate argument. He 
was supposed to have apprised her of  what came from Vernise Ai-
kens’ fake pregnancy ploy and other warped intentions. It was now 
late June, more than four months after that episode and her death, 
which occurred when she crashed into the side of  a bookstore build-
ing trying to kill him and Tamira Lake.

“Don’t tell me you’ve been busy at the station.”
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“I won’t,” Garner answered.
“So how have you been, little boy?”
“I’ve been getting along. I started going to church lately. I think 

I’ve found a place that I like.”
“That’s good. If  there’s one thing that I do regret with you, Norris, 

and Carla is I did not make church a priority in your lives. But I did 
the best that I could—”

“I know you did,” Garner interrupted her. “And I have no com-
plaints about that.”

Garner figured that he would divulge about Vernise only if  Miriam 
had asked. Not wanting the conversation to linger, he was quick to 
inquire about his eldest sibling, Norris, whose wedding to Shalinda 
was scheduled for October.

“I hadn’t talked to him in a couple of  weeks, but it looks like he’s 
still dead serious about marrying her,” Miriam answered. 

“I guess that means I might have to take some time off  and come 
up there.”

“Probably,” she said, sighing. “But you know what my feelings 
are about Shalinda. If  it weren’t for those three boys that they have 
between them, I’d have nothing to say good about her.” She went on 
to volunteer to him that his sister, Carla, and his nephew, Corliss, had 
moved to a new apartment complex, and that meant Corliss would 
likely be starting the eighth grade at a new school. “I’ll give you her 
new address whenever she gives it to me.”

Miriam’s voice was somber, and she was not her usual jovial with 
Garner. 

“Are you all right?” Garner asked.
“I’m fine,” she answered, sighing once more. 
“So what’s up; how’s the court reporting business?”
“We’re doing fine in spite of  this economy. We might have to hold 

back on expanding into northern Virginia until after the election, but 
other than that I can’t complain. We’re still paying the bills and meet-
ing payroll, and I’m able to pocket a little bit along the way.”

Miriam’s tone still had not changed. There was silence that lasted 
for several seconds.
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“Mom, are you sure you’re all right?” Garner asked. 
Miriam took in a deep breath. “I’m sure I know how they got in 

contact with me, but Aaron’s sister, Flora, called me this morning to 
say that he had a brain aneurysm last night.”

Garner had not given any thought concerning Aaron in years. 
“What are you talking about?” 

“I’m saying that Aaron was found dead with some woman, in of  
all places, here in Richmond. Flora said the woman ran out of  her 
place naked and screaming that he died on top of  her.”

“No, you got to be kidding me?” Garner instinctively pulled off  
the freeway, exiting at No. 61; he continued the phone call from the 
parking lot of  the newly constructed Wyndham Hotel.

“I wish that I was,” Miriam said. “I just got off  the phone with 
Flora. We talked for about an hour, and you’re the first one I’ve 
called.”

He excused himself. He parked his Infiniti G35 Coupe and turned 
off  the engine. “I barely remember Aunt Flora. Didn’t she have a 
couple of  kids?”

“A couple of  kids?” Miriam reacted. “How about six of  them.” 
She also reminded Garner there were two uncles and another aunt 
on Aaron’s side of  the family tree, and among them there that had 
to be at least ten first cousins and countless other second and third 
cousins.

This was the first time there had been any interaction between 
Aaron’s family and Miriam since before she served him a restraining 
order in August 1985, when Garner was ten. Aaron was escorted 
away by Richmond’s police department, and Miriam’s divorce be-
came final a year after that incident. Aaron never bothered to contact 
Garner or his siblings, and they vowed amongst themselves never to 
have anything to do with Aaron or his relatives.

Miriam told Garner that Aaron found a new job at a major truck-
ing company in Baltimore, Maryland, and he commuted regularly 
between there and Richmond. There was word that Aaron had fa-
thered a daughter who should be at least high school age; Miriam 
said she was not aware whether the child’s mother was the same 
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woman whom Aaron died atop of  while having sex.
“Are you thinking about going to his funeral?” Garner asked.
“I don’t know. I mean, I was married to him for fourteen years 

out of  my life. I might have been the only woman who ever stood 
up to him.”

Garner admitted to Miriam that he might have felt even more 
emotional had it happened to ol’ Spencer Watts’ crazy ass. 

“I know you’re going to tell Norris and Carla about all of  this, but 
do you think we all should go to the funeral?” he asked Miriam.

“Well, Flora’s telling me that Aaron’s funeral will be on Thursday 
here in Richmond. But I have something else to tell you.” That was 
followed by a lengthy pause. 

“What is it?”
“I’ve always been honest with you all your life, and I admit that 

sometimes I protected you a little more than your brother and sis-
ter,” she said, biting her bottom lip afterward. “The truth is that he 
was not your father.”

Garner straightened up in his seat. “Did I hear you right? You’re 
saying that Aaron Davis was not my father?”

“That’s what I said, little boy.”
“I don’t understand.”
The derisive things that Aaron once said to Garner invaded his 

mind along with the things he remembered Miriam saying in an at-
tempt to soothe the sting of  those comments. Then he considered 
the obvious differences between himself  and his siblings—they were 
dark skinned as opposed to his fair complexion and light-colored 
eyes much like Miriam. Now it had made sense to him.

“Then who is my father?”
Miriam hesitated. “The day I gave birth to you it was both a time 

of  joy and sorrow. Joy that I had you. Sorrow because I could never 
share that day with the person whom I know would be proud of  
you.”

Garner became impatient. “Just give me a straight answer.”
Tears began welling in Miriam’s eyes. She excused herself  and re-

turned turned with some tissues. 



Okay,” she said, composing herself. “Your real father was a hell 
of  a man. He was smart, well spoken, and focused. I met him when 
things weren’t going well with Aaron. Obviously, we had an affair. 
But it was not the typical affair. We really were in love, and I was 
going to take both you and Norris and leave Aaron. Then I got 
pregnant with Carla, and our plans changed. I don’t regret anything. 
But I guess I am sorry for myself  that I never had a chance to start 
a new life much sooner.”

“You said ‘was’ while you described this man. So what was, or is, 
his name?” 

“His name was Garrett Chaney. He was a military officer, a lieu-
tenant colonel.”

“Why do you keep saying was?”
“This is tough, little boy,” she answered; it was obvious that she 

started choking back tears. “You father died of  a rare muscle disease 
while you were in high school. Remember when you were in tenth 
grade, I told you I had to leave town for a week, and I had your aunt 
Leah to watch over y’all?”

“Barely.” 
“The hardest thing was visiting him in that hospital room. I don’t 

know how I got over it, knowing that it would be the last time I’d 
ever get to see him. I guess because I had you, I was able to make it 
without having to be committed to some mental ward.”

“What did he have to say?”
Miriam’s face beamed with pride. “A lot of  our last conversation 

was about you. He would have been so proud of  you—I know that 
I am.”

“Whoa, it’s a good thing that I got off  the freeway when I did,” 
Garner reacted. “This is a lot to handle.”

“If  there’s anyone who could handle this kind of  news it’s you, 
Garner,” Miriam said. “That was why I never petitioned for child 
support from Aaron because I did not think it was fair that he should 
pay for another man’s child; he’d already paid enough by helping to 
provide a place to stay and put food on the table while we were to-
gether.”
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Numbness began creeping in. He struggled to say the right words 
to his mother. “You still didn’t answer my question. Should I go to 
his funeral?”

Miriam pursed her lips. “I don’t know, Garner. I just don’t know. 
Personally, I’m not even sure if  I want to go because my heart was 
never with that man even before Carla was born. I’ve never said this, 
but Carla is the result of  him forcing himself  on me one night when 
I begged him not to—I guess you understand why.”

Garner nodded. “That you wanted to make a clean break, if  you 
could.”

“Yes, something like that.”
Both Garner and Miriam tried speaking at the same time. 
“I’m sorry if  I’ve disappointed you,” she said. “I’m sorry if  it ap-

pears that I’ve lied to you after all these years. But I promised my-
self  that I would never tell you anything about it unless Aaron died 
before me. And if  I had died before him that was something I was 
willing to take to my grave.” 
 
 


