
Maximus, To Gloucester 
 
Letter 15 
 
I would be lying if I told you I started this with an open mind.  
Maybe that’s not right, maybe it was open,  
but it was set, set on something in particular,  
even if I couldn’t name it. 
There are bits of you, of your story, that you had no hand in. 
I am sure this is true for all of us. 
 
There are noises coming from every room in my house.  I am going to pour another cup of 
coffee and make a Manhattan and hope that it will help me continue. 
 
I. 
 
I haven’t written in some time.  I haven’t. 
I haven’t told you Gerrit died.  
 
There. There it is. 
 
I don’t know why I held this, but I couldn’t write more until I told you.  
Like I can’t listen to my messages anymore.  I haven’t listened since the week after he died. 
Why bother?  What am I going to hear? 
 
I don’t know that I will ever listen again.  
 
II. 
 
Smyth and Standish. 
Standish and Smyth. 
 
I have been rudderless for months.  I don’t want another navigator.  
I want a chart, a sextant, a clear sky. 
 
I wonder what I want to be.  
The thing I keep coming to: 

I want to be 
     quiet. 
 

The seas were calm. The wind was fair 
That made me so secure. 
 



I am leaving time to grieve.  I don’t need, I don’t want  
To rush into some harbor. I have nothing in my hold, nothing to sell onshore. 
I am hollow. My ribs creak and ache with the waves.  
 
That beacon above the harbor, that beacon is gone. 
 
I have a piece of glass 
Stuck in my foot. 
There is no tool better for finding broken glass 
Than bare skin. 
I don’t mind. 
It reminds me that things break. People break.  
 
I break. 
 
III. 
 
I don’t know what to make of it.  What comes of it. 
I have the broom Gerrit gave me 
When we bought our house.  
When that broom is out of straw 
I don’t know what I will do. 
I can’t stop sweeping, although the floor looks like I have. 
I will finish my coffee  
And my Manhattan  
And I will sweep the floor. 
 
IV. 
 
O poets. You poets. 
 
(I want to say something about tenderness, about talking to Annie and Hettie and about Dale’s 
talk about your letters with Duncan. This may not be the poem for it, but I want to say it now, in 
case I can’t find the tenderness later) 
 
I am tender now. Sore, even. 
 
Poets, let yourselves, let eachother 
Be tender. 
 
 
 
 


