
The first one was Frank. The first one she brought home anyway.

Tall scrawny thing, looked like an upright squirrel, with those eyes that kept shifting and shuffling. Like he couldn’t wait to leave whatever room he happened to be in. Didn’t take Rochelle too long before she moved on to Tommy.

(shakes his head, laughs)

Tommy, Tommy, Tommy.

Now I’m not one to judge a man on the basis of his appearance. But you step into my living room hand-in-hand with my daughter and you got braids down to your behind, pants slipping past your thighs and a backwards baseball cap on your nogin? We got a problem. He lasted two dinners longer than Frank, meaning he lasted three dinners.

Then came the college knuckleheads. Jeff was a pretty boy, too doggone in love with the face in the mirror. And Daryl? Drug dealer -- I don’t care what Rochelle tries to tell me. 

Then we get to Truman.

 I Thought we had us a winner this time. Well dressed brother, had a few brain cells to rub together. My man was a chemical engineering major. Go Truman!

‘Chelle comes home from college one weekend alone. No Truman, no replacement. Gets halfway through her mama’s pecan pie dessert before the waterworks come on. 

She didn’t share the details, but a father knows what his daughter’s broken heart looks like. In ‘Chelle’s case it looked like that sour frown she wore the day she came back from cheerleader tryouts with bad news. Or the night that scraggly little puppy of hers stepped in front of a school bus. 

I don’t like that look. It tells me I’m not doing my job as a father.

Truman never showed his face in our living room again. I’d say that was a good move on Truman’s part.

Now boy, I could possibly tolerate you becoming another Frank. And on a good day I can even stomach the thought of my only daughter jumping the broom with another Jeff.

But you send my little Rochelle into tears like Truman did and you and me might just have to take a walk behind the shed out back. And I wouldn’t count on both of us making it back inside.

Long as we clear on that, everything is everything. 

(extends his hand with a grin)

Welcome to the family, son.

