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Gerrit plays Scriabin. 
 
I think of that, the hugeness of Scriabin’s intention, a concert large as the world, Himalayas, color 
organs, vast symphonic  apokalupsis. 
 
But do all that on the piano, one note quivered at a time.  And don’t hold the note, the fixed sound is 
evil. 
 
Gerrit seemed often fascinated by magic, black and otherwise.  His commentators know much more 
about that than I do, and about his  travels and sojourns in those realms.  I’ve burrowed through some 
of the tunnels of it, and, yes, even tried to crawl  up some of the gorgeous spires of magic myself, a 
little, enough to get this sense: 
 
Gerrit was too precise to be anything like evil. 
 
There is always a certain imprecision about evil.  A blurring—of mine and thine, actual and fantasized, 
desire and distaste, freedom and compulsion.   
 
Faust’s famulus wants to compel the maidens of the village to dance naked in the courtyard.  Faust 
wants to compel universal benevolence.  Good luck.  Do the means align with the intention?  Not 
even Goethe could be sure. Evil is sloppy. 
 
And then there is Goethe’s devil, if that’s what Mephistopheles is, who defines himself:  as “a part of 
that power / that always wishes evil / and always creates  the good.” 
 
Gerrit’s intention always seemed good.  He was a kind man sometimes flirting with naughtiness.  His 
kindness, to me, to the hundreds who knew and loved him, was almost unparalleled among poets I 
have known—we are a selfish lot, ingrates, never satisfied. 
 
But the prudence and precision with which he wrote his flamboyantly  accurate poems, the almost 
decorous quiet of them, their willingness to speak once and not repeat, their perfect focus – those 
qualities I think showed up in his life, show up now in the ricordanze of his friends.  We are being 
careful.  We want to speak about him with statements as clear-hewn as his own in poem and essay.  
See, his inheritance  commenceth. 
 
The thing about Gerrit, the man, that lasts is the special kind of certainty he knew how to drive into 
others, young writers, students, amateurs of the arts occult and otherwise:  the certainty of their own 
worth.  In small ways — or big ones — he was able to confirm those who listened to him, a quiet, 
almost sacramental confirmation of their own nature:  they had enough to go on with, they had what 
it takes. Person after person has remembered this quality in Gerrit, how he made them know: It is all 
right to be me. Their gratitude, like mine, persists. 



2 
 
  
I sense in Gerrit the writer some of this same certainty, here dwelling in the confidence of his imagery, 
the lean swiftness of his language.  To read his poetry was and is a little strange—it is confident and 
clear in an era that privileges doubt, admires us for groveling, for lurid despair.  
  
But there is nothing obvious or platitudinous in his work either, not the least bit.  His certainties arise 
from careful attention to   inner experience and intelligent observation.  He speaks from himself, a self 
he knows through the exactitude of his hermetic disciplines, so can speak with perfected confidence. 
 
 
 
  
  
  
 


