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by: Branden BoyntonI just want to be the man

my dad hoped I would be, 
which is remarkably similar 
to the man his dad hoped he would be.

My grandfather's beard was brown
with strands of deep, brilliant red. 
When I grew mine out, my dad
told me on a drive to Palm Springs, 
that it was the same color. 
I kept it for months. 
This physical reminder. 
This proof that generations trickle down. 

On my dad's last night, 
I went to see a concert. 
He had been holding on too tightly. 
The doctor's and nurses all said the same thing.
They were suprised he was still here. 


