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They’d sentenced me to 14 years in Pelzer Correctional up near Greenville, too far a drive for my 

mother to visit, which was nice. By the time I got out, I figured she’d be dead, and I’d never have 

to see my family again.    

 Inside, though, I couldn’t shake them.  

 My first night, then most nights after, I dreamed of my grandfather. Had no idea why. He 

died when I was seven and I remembered his dedication ceremony more than I did him.  

 A year after he’d gone, mom dressed me in my suit and we stood in summer rain, 

listening to old men praise granddad’s life. Finally, they revealed the newly installed monument. 

It was ugly. A statue of granddad, dressed as an old southern aristocrat, the weight of the world 

worn on his face.   

 Mom squeezed my hand. Took a deep breath in. “That’s him,” she said. “That’s him 

there. Forever.”  

 I gritted my teeth. I hated the thing instantly. Hated his stone face, the way his body 

leaned forward, glaring down.  

 But mostly, I hated the way she looked at it.  

 Next couple years, anytime I did something wild, she’d drive me out to that monument 

and march me up to it. “Is this the kind of man you want to be?” She’d ask, slapping me across 

the face. “What would your grandfather say? Don’t you want to be like him?” and that goddamn 

stone face would somehow sink lower and she’d slap me. Again and again. “Don’t you want to 

be like him?” 

 I ran off soon as I could. 



  

 

*** 

 

Wasn’t until a year ago I realized why I whipped that man into a coma outside the bar. He’d 

barged in on me in the bathroom doing a line with the cocktail waitress.  

 He made a face, like I was a piece of human shit. “Jesus Christ, what kinda man sinks so 

low?” 

 That was that.  

 

*** 

 

Maybe it’s cause I remembered it, ‘cause I could explain it finally, but they let me out not too far 

back. It took me a while to get to Charleston, but I’m back again, headed to see my mother.  

 Once the sun’s down, we’re heading back there, taking my truck to spend some time with 

granddad’s monument. I’m taking my sledgehammer and a pickaxe, and tonight, we’re going to 

find out just what kind of man I can be.  

 


