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Introduction: After the Fact 

 

 
“Why is he wearing those pants?” I asked. I had found an online publicity photo featuring Rob 
Thomas in black pants with widely spaced white pinstripes. “They’re ugly!” 

“You should tell him,” my husband replied mildly. (He was probably playing a video 
game at the time.) 

And so began the year-long exercise of writing letters to Rob Thomas, lead singer of 
matchbox twenty and sometimes solo artist. Originally published on the Letters to Rob blog site 
(http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com), the 365 letters bridge the span of May 2004 to May 2005 
and by nature say more about their writer than anything about Thomas or his work. Though it 
does mention the pants on a semi-regular basis. 
  
 

Thomas (center) in the offending pants. 
  

Collected here, then, are those original letters. They have not been altered except to fix 
spelling mistakes and remove outdated Web links. I have added notes at the back of the book to 
explain some of the more obscure letters (when I can remember what it was I was writing 
about; it’s been a while), as well as addenda to help put some things in context. 

While the original letters are no longer online, the Letters to Rob site exists now with 
periodic “Updates.” 
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MAY 2004 

 
 
 

5.28.2004 

Introduction  

I’m doing this because my husband suggested that it could be fun . . . and funny. So, periodically 
I will post letters to Rob Thomas here. Because I can. And why not? 
 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #1 

Dear Rob, 
 
You should re-think those striped pants you’re always wearing. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.29.2004 

Letter #2  

Dear Rob, 
 
Did you see Timeline? It was pretty lame. So don’t write any songs about it or anything. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #3  

Dear Rob, 
 
Becoming a celebrity is hard work. It’s a constant negotiation of yourself with yourself, those 
closest to you, those who think they can make money off you, and the rest of the world. 
 
So tell me: do you feel your edges beginning to blur yet, or do you still feel like a relatively whole 
human being? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.30.2004 

Letter #4  

Dear Rob, 
 
4 is my favorite number. But that’s not what I wanted to write about. 
 
I think artists are like cans of soda that someone has pricked with a pen. There’s all this pressure 
as thoughts try to leak out, but they can only come out a little at a time. Which is a good thing, 
really, because if someone opened the can and left it out, all the contents would be flat. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.31.2004 

Letter #5  

Dear Rob, 
 
You expect me to say, “iloveyou, iloveyou, iloveyou,” but I can’t because I don’t know you. What 
I can say is that I admire and enjoy your work, and that you aren’t hard to look at. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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JUNE 2004 

 
 
 

6.1.2004 

Letter #6  

Dear Rob, 
 
Is it weird that of all the cards I own—credit and the like—my library card number is the only 
one I have memorized? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.2.2004 

Letter #7  

Dear Rob, 
 
You were worried I wasn’t going to write today, weren’t you? 
 
I watched that new DVD . . . Why do you look like you want to dance but somebody told you not 
to? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.3.2004 

Letter #8  

Dear Adam, 
 
Don’t you hate Rob’s striped pants? I think you should sneak into wardrobe and burn them. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.4.2004 

Letter #9  

Dear Rob, 
 
Time to play Name That Tune. Except there’s no tune, just lyrics. 
 
I guess it’s only fair that I give you something to go by, so:  
Category: 1989 
 
Lyrics:  
Oh yeah, I’m alright 
I just feel a little lonely tonight 
I’m okay, most of the time 
I just feel a little lonely tonight 
 
 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.5.2004 

Letter #10 

Dear Rob, 
 
The nature of lonely is not outside but inside. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.6.2004 

Letter #11  

Dear Rob, 
 
My favorite cover of yours (that I’ve heard) is “Never Going Back Again” by Fleetwood Mac, 
because you honestly did something new and different with it. Your cover of “American Girl” 
wasn’t bad, either. But I don’t know what was up with that “Time After Time” thing. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.7.2004 

Letter #12  

 
Dear Rob, 
 
My cat Loki tries to sing along any time I put one of your CDs in the player. At first I thought he 
was howling because he didn’t like the music, and then I realized he was singing. Crazy cat. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.8.2004 

Letter #13  

Dear Rob, 
 
The other night I had a dream that Richard Simmons was the lead singer of Matchbox Twenty. 
And he was wearing striped shorts! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 

 

6.9.2004 

Letter #14  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today I received a cookie bouquet from one of my sales people. You can probably have cookies 
all the time, but I bet it’s not as special. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.10.2004 

Letter #15  

Dear Rob, 
 
Congrats on the Starlight. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.11.2004 

Letter #16  

Dear Rob, 
 
Amy says you wear the striped pants because you feel fat. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.12.2004 

Letter #17  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m not even going to try to explain it twice. Just click here. 
 
[linked text: 
 
Okay, I’m going to try to make this as comprehensible as possible, but it still won’t be because it 
was all exceedingly strange: 
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First of all, the dream started out as realistic, and then at some point became a video game that 
Scott was playing. 
 
The movie-like/realistic part: Matchbox Twenty was staying in this adobe sort of villa out in the 
desert. They were practicing, getting ready to make a new album. But Rob was acting all weird, 
and then one day he rode off on this big, black horse and all the other guys had to pile into a van 
and go after him. 
 
There was a short scene by the ocean in which Rob was talking to some woman, who I think was 
supposed to be the love interest. 
 
Here’s where the video game kicked in. Scott was playing it. Rob went off to this resort/castle 
(no longer in the desert; there were hills and it was always dark and rainy). The place was owned 
by a family of wizards or something, and it was open for guests to stay there—the guests 
thought it was just a nice hotel; they didn’t know about the wizards. 
 
There were a series of stone rooms in the basement where Rob and Matchbox Twenty stayed, 
including one big room that was good for practicing. (Yes, the band had caught up.) But Rob was 
refusing to sing. He was hanging out with the girl from the ocean scene, who turned out to be a 
journalist writing under a pseudonym. She wrote all about Rob and her articles were very 
popular. There was also a younger girl—maybe 13 or 15—who was acting as some kind of spy to 
help the band figure out what was wrong with Rob. She was helpful because she knew the castle 
and was small enough to squeeze into places. 
 
Rob was working for the wizards, who it turns out weren’t very nice at all—he’d been put under 
their spell or something, and was working as some kind of advisor. 
 
Okay, at this point the dream went back to being realistic (as opposed to video game), and Scott 
and I were at the resort. But Scott was bald and very pale, and he was wearing this sort of white 
robe and wimple because he was one of the wizards. And he was being mean to me, but then—
stay with me here—John Wayne showed up in black robes and a black head covering, and he 
was a good wizard, and he threatened Scott. Basically he hinted that in the next two days he 
was going to kill Scott. And that I had to do some kind of charm to make it possible. 
 
Anyway, bizarre, no? 
 
I had another, shorter dream before this one in which Boston was being assailed by a series of 
tornadoes and the cats and I locked ourselves in our bathroom. But Scott was on his way home 
from work and I was worried he wouldn’t make it. Then he got home and locked himself in with 
us. (I’m sure this one came from having heard from a friend that he went and saw Day After 
Tomorrow.)] 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.13.2004 

Letter #18  

Dear Rob, 
 
Angels are wishing down the moon. And I’d like to know what you plan to do about it. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.14.2004 

Letter #19  

Dear Rob, 
 
You have the same earrings as me. Copycat. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.15.2004 

Letter #20  

Dear Rob, 
 
Did you know I’ve never been to a Red Sox game in which the Red Sox lost? It’s like I’m a good 
luck charm or something. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.16.2004 

Letter #21  

Dear Rob, 
 
Are you ever worried you’ll say something stupid in an interview, and they’ll print it, and then 
everyone will know for sure that you’re actually not all that smart? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.17.2004 

Letter #22  

Dear Rob, 
 
How is it that I’m the only person I know who actually likes Matchbox Twenty, and yet you have 
all these fans? Or are the reports of your popularity greatly exaggerated? 
 
Actually, my understanding is that it’s all cute little teenaged girls that like you guys. Is that true? 
If so, I am way out of my element. . . But then, John Mellencamp comes to mind: “I saw you 
first.” 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #23  

Dear Rob, 
 
Wow! Six months exactly until my birthday! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.18.2004 

Letter #24  

Dear Rob, 
 
Is it because you feel short? But you’re not short! Adam is just tall! And no amount of striped 
pants is going to make you look as tall as he is. Just never stand next to him and you’ll be fine. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.19.2004 

Letter #25  

Dear Rob, 
 
Come on. I dare you. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.20.2004 

Letter #26  

Dear Brian, 
 
Although I’ve always been a big fan of Jim Davis’ Garfield, I can’t see calling you “Pookie,” so I 
won’t. There’s something not right about calling a man that if you’re not married or related to 
him. 
 
I’m not going to see the Garfield movie, either, although I wonder whether Pookie is in it. 
 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.21.2004 

Letter #27  

Dear Rob, 
 
Don’t you think Jackson Browne’s Late for the Sky is one of the best albums ever? 
 
When I was in high school, my English Lit teacher had a poster of Jackson hanging in the 
classroom. Whenever we weren’t listening to him, Mr. C would turn to Jackson and start talking 
to him instead. It was very wacky, but it did cause me to ask, “Who is that guy on the poster 
anyway?” So Mr. C gave me a cassette tape that he’d made from two of Jackson’s albums—Late 
for the Sky and Running on Empty. I’ve long since bought the CDs, but I still have that cassette 
tape because Mr. C had the best handwriting in the whole world, and I like to have the tape as a 
reminder. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.22.2004 

Letter #28  

Dear Rob, 
 
I have not been motivated to do my job lately. I’ve been slacking a bit, which I can do in small 
doses. Which is possibly the only way in which my job is better than yours. Because you cannot 
say, while on tour, “You know, I don’t think I feel like singing tonight.” See, I can manage to 
spend a day looking busy, but you can’t just pretend to sing. 
 
Still, I’d rather have your job in the long run. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.23.2004 

Letter #29  

Dear Rob, 
 
Back when I was in high school, Roger Daltrey had this regular guest spot on the television series 
Highlander (the show was based on the movies). 
 
Anyway, my dad and I also had this game we used to play when listening to music on the radio. 
He would ask me if I knew who was singing, and he’d ask me about the band and the 
instruments. 
 
One day we were in the truck—yes, I grew up in Texas where people drive trucks—coming back 
from Kroger, and The Who came on the radio, and Dad began to ask me questions. But I didn’t 
know who the singer was! And Dad gave me that look, the one that means, “Come on, you know 
this.” And finally he had to tell me it was Roger Daltrey. 
 
My eyes got all kinds of big, and I exclaimed, “Roger Daltrey sings?!” 
 
Dad pulled the truck over and made me walk the rest of the way home. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.24.2004 

Letter #30  

Dear Rob, 
 
I wrote this for you:  
 
Someone has left the door open. He doesn’t want to go out there; it’s raining. They’re telling 
him to turn his umbrella into the wind. 
 
His mother won’t look at him. Her back is turned; she refuses to speak. But who are all these 
others? They’re telling him it’s time to go. They’re telling him to turn his umbrella into the wind. 
 
Pain, peach-pit sized, burns in his diaphragm. Vines of it climb up through his chest, wrapping 
around his heart. He won’t open his mouth for fear the vines will grow out of it and choke him. 
 
He looks up at the stone angel that leans over him, peering, smirking, curious. He can feel the 
fingers of cement holding him in. He cannot sit up. He cannot breathe. He cannot stop staring up 
and up and up into eternity. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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6.25.2004 

Letter #31  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sorry if Letter #30 was creepy. I’m over it now. 
 
You know what I want? A music box that plays “Chanson Pour Les Petits Enfants” by Jimmy 
Buffett. It may sound funny to think of a music box playing Buffett, but if you’re at all familiar 
with the song, you know it would make a lovely tune for a music box—listen especially to the 
end of the song (it’s on the album Volcano), and you’ll see what I mean. 
 
I suppose there are rights and royalty issues with having something like that done, never mind 
the expense of having a custom music box made. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.26.2004 

Letter #32  

Dear Rob, 
 
You feel stupid because you look stupid in those striped pants! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.27.2004 

Letter #33  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sorry if Letter #32 was a tad harsh. I just don’t know how else to get through to you about those 
pants. 
 
I was thinking about how, when I was a kid, we had this streetlamp on the edge of our property. 
I would sleep with the windows open and be able to hear the streetlamp buzzing. It was a really 
comforting sound. When we moved, I was sad not to be able to hear it anymore. 
 
Now I live in the city, and I don’t even sleep with the windows open. In fact, we try to shut out 
all the noise. Funny how things change. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #34  

Dear Rob, 
 
You should go pick up a copy of Futures Mysterious Anthology Magazine. The Autumn 2004 
issue has a short story of mine in it. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.28.2004 

Letter #35  

Dear Paul, 
 
Why would you want to write such a jealous song as “Could I Be You”? What was that about? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

6.29.2004 

Letter #36  

Dear Rob, 
 
I was at some workshop where I work one day—it was an all-day thing, and it just kept going—
and I started to think about music. I grew up with music; it’s always been important to me. One 
of the very first things I ever learned to do was work the record player. Anyway, being bored, I 
jotted my “Music Manifesto” in the margin of my legal pad:  
 

I believe that music says something about me to myself and others. I believe that, 
like in a musical, I could communicate solely in song and never suffer a lack of 
ability to emphasize my meaning. More even than my meaning, I can emphasize my 
being. 

 
I thought about it again this morning, how music can just let a person get it all out and feel 
better. Music gives a person another level of communication. 
 
Not that you didn’t know that already. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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6.30.2004 

Letter #37  

Dear Rob, 
 
We went to the midnight showing of Spider-Man 2 last night, and it was fantastic! Easily the best 
movie I’ve seen this year. In fact, probably the best movie I’ve seen in a really long time—it must 
be somewhere in my top 10 of all time (and that’s saying something because I have a film 
degree, so I’ve seen a lot of movies). 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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JULY 2004 

 
 
 

7.1.2004 

Letter #38  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’ll let you in on something: thunderstorms terrify me. I don’t even know why, because I love 
rain. I love the smell of it, especially on a hot street. I love to walk in it. But if there’s thunder 
and lightning, I have to close all the windows and shades and get as far into a corner as I can. 
 
I think it may be because there’s something omnipotent about a thunderstorm. It’s everywhere, 
and I feel exposed to it. It can see me, which means it can get me. It’s a cosmic fractal reminder 
that there is a Supreme Being somewhere, watching us (if you believe that sort of thing, which I 
do). 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.2.2004 

Letter #39  

Dear Rob, 
 
As I was walking home through Boston Common today, there was this group of people—I don’t 
know what organization or affiliation they were, if any—with gigantic pieces of chalk, writing all 
over the pavement. These pieces of chalk, they were so big that at first I mistook them for big, 
round pieces of concrete. The people had to drag them because they couldn’t pick them up, so 
they left unintentional lines of chalk everywhere. I expected to see them writing political 
messages or something, but they were writing things like “Lenny was here” and something 
unkind about a teacher. 
 
Well, I’m off for the holiday weekend. Don’t miss me too much. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.5.2004 

Letter #40  

Dear Rob, 
 
[Insert condemnation of striped pants here.] 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.6.2004 

Letter #41  

Dear Rob, 
 
Went down to Atlanta to visit my in-laws for the long weekend and had an old-fashioned, all-
American sort of Independence Day. We saw Spider-Man 2 again (it’s that good!), swam, went 
to a baseball game, had a cookout, and lined up on a main street to watch fireworks go off over 
the Dairy Queen. Well, they weren’t actually over the Dairy Queen, but from where we were 
sitting it looked like they were. 
 
Hope you had just as nice a time wherever you were. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.7.2004 

Letter #42  

Dear Adam, 
 
This past weekend I went to Build-A-Bear and made a stuffed golden retriever. I named it after 
you; hope you don’t mind. I also hope you don’t mind that I gave it little red bows to wear on its 
ears. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.8.2004 

Letter #43  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today I have my first guitar lesson. I’m a little nervous, but it’s something I’ve always wanted to 
learn, so I’m going to give it a shot. I sing, but I can’t read music; I’ve only ever learned by ear. 
When I was in elementary school they started teaching us music in fourth and fifth grade, and 
my music teacher thought I had a lot of talent. But then we moved the very next year, and I 
went to a private school that didn’t have a music program. So now I’m catching up in my own 
way. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.9.2004 

Letter #44  

Dear Rob, 
 
I live with west-facing windows, and in the evenings as the sun goes down, there’s this particular 
shadow that forms on the cupola of the State House across the street. The first time I saw the 
shadow, it looked so dark and substantive that I thought something was there. But then, the 
next day . . . nothing. So one evening I was in my room, and as the sun went down the shadow 
began to form. It was not there, then sort of there, then really and truly there. I don’t know 
what causes the shadow; I haven’t figured that out yet. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



24 

7.10.2004 

Letter #45  

Dear Rob, 
 
You wonder why, when you click on “about manda” at the bottom of the sidebar, it says 
“Calletta” at the top of my bio. Well, I’ll tell you: when I was in Italy a few years back, the locals 
took to calling me “Calletta.” I don’t know why. I’ve heard various explanations of the name, 
that it’s a bird, or that it means “little lily.” ::shrug:: It’s a nice enough name, so sometimes I use 
it and remember all the kind people who used to call me that. 
 
People probably never call you anything but “Rob.” Where’s the fun in that? To always have 
people blindly call you by your name and never look deeper to the heart of you and call you out 
for what you really are? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.11.2004 

Letter #46  

Dear Paul, 
 
You strike me as the one who would know these things - when will you guys put your videos out 
on DVD? And what about audio DVDs? Have you heard those things? They sound hot! (Assuming 
you have a good home theatre sound system.) 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.12.2004 

Letter #47  

Dear Rob, 
 
Do you ever watch The Price is Right? I only get to see it when I’m home sick from work (like 
today). I have a degree in critical and cultural studies of communication, and I find it interesting 
the way The Price is Right is designed to reward consumer knowledge. For example, in order to 
“win” your way out of contestant’s row (should that be capitalized? Contestant’s Row?), the 
contestants have to demonstrate consumer knowledge by bidding on a displayed prize and 
showing they have a working understanding of what that prize might cost. Therefore The Price is 
Right in its original format was probably designed to appeal to housewives as they were most 
likely to keep household budgets and know the cost of things. 
 
I, for one, am terrible at this show. I always guess all wrong. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 
 

7.13.2004 

Letter #48  

Dear Rob, 
 
It makes me happy to hear that you and Marisol are supporting Pets Alive. (As a courtesy, I’ve 
added them to the links on the sidebar.) My husband and I give most of our charitable donations 
to Saint Meows—Alice and Tom are truly amazing individuals. They go into housing projects, 
condemned buildings, sites that are about to be razed, scary neighborhoods, etc. and save stray 
and injured cats. They do this out of the simple kindness of their hearts, paying out of their own 
pockets for these cats’ vet bills and rehabilitation. We adopted one of our cats from them. God, 
I’d have a million cats if I lived somewhere where they’d let me. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
P.S. You won’t be wearing those striped pants to your little charity benefit, will you? (Ha! And 
you were hoping I’d forget!)  
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7.14.2004 

Letter #49  

Dear Rob, 
 
I don’t suppose you’ve seen Tom Dowd and the Language of Music? It’s not out yet—it won’t be 
released in theatres until August 13th, followed by the DVD release on August 24th—but my 
husband is a reviewer, so we watched the screening copy last night. I’m sure you have ways of 
getting to see things early, too, so I wasn’t sure if maybe you’d seen it yet. I have to say, it’s 
*really* good! When Tom and Ray Charles got together and started talking about eight-track 
recording, it was like listening to my dad and my uncle when they start going on about old times. 
(That’s not a bad thing; it’s just kind of neat.) 
 
I grew up with an appreciation for sound; my dad had—and still has—a huge stereo set up that 
he built himself. He taught me to use it out of desperation, thinking that if I could use it properly 
I’d be less likely to break it. And he was right! Today’s systems do it all for you, ostensibly, but 
I’m still more of a manual person when it comes to setting the sound on a system; the bigger the 
equalizer, the happier I am. 
 
Anyway, it was very cool to see Tom talk about what he did. He was one of the best in the 
business, and his career spanned so many changes in the industry, he saw so much first-hand. 
He worked with some fantastic people, and the documentary offers first-person interviews of 
many of them. Very cool. You should see it if you haven’t had the chance yet. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.15.2004 

Letter #50  

 
Dear Kyle, 
 
People have been asking me why I haven’t written to you. I’ve written to everyone else, but . . . 
Really, I just can’t think of anything to say. You scare me a little. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.16.2004 

Letter #51  

Dear Rob, 
  
It only just occurred to me, in the great tradition of “too little too late,” that since you’re older 
than me, I should have been calling you “Mr. Thomas” all this time. I grew up that way, you 
know, with the strict rule that I should call anyone who is older than me, that is not a relative or 
close family friend, “Mr.” or “Mrs.” until they gave me permission to do otherwise. 
  
I remember one time when I was about nine, my best friend’s name was Tara Beaver, and she 
had a little brother named Eric who was doing something he shouldn’t have been, and I said to 
him, “Eric, if you don’t stop I’m going to go tell Mrs. Beaver.” And Eric had no idea who that was, 
but it scared him to death. I think he was picturing a giant beaver in a dress or something. Well, 
this was around the time that Maple Town was popular. (Do you remember this—the little toy 
animals with the clothes? There was a cartoon, too.) 
  
Of course, my mother’s friends were all “Miss So-and-So” whether they were married or not. 
Miss Betty, Miss Joanne, etc. I still call people at work that, and they seem to think it’s cute. 
Well, I am up north now; in the south it’s very common, but up here I think they find it a bit 
peculiar. That and the fact that I say “please” and “thank you.” I once had a waiter laugh at me 
for, as he said, “being so polite.” 
  
Well, I think I’ll just keep calling you “Rob” anyway. How terrible of me! 
  
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.17.2004 

Letter #52  

Dear Rob, 
  
You’re wondering how my guitar lessons are going. Well, I know notes on the first and second 
strings now, and I know five different chords. I can play (with effort): “Free Fallin’” (hey, it’s only 
three chords), “Skip to My Lou,” and something that approximates “This Land is Your Land.” The 
nice thing is that my fingers no longer hurt when I play. And I’m getting faster at reading the 
music, too. 
  
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

7.18.2004 

Letter #53  

Dear Rob, 
  
So Scott (that’s my husband) and I went and bought the Karaoke Revolution 2 game today. I’m 
excited to try it; I’m pretty good at the first one if I do say so myself. I can sing both “Kiss Me” 
and “Every Morning” perfectly, and I do the Madonna and Cyndi Lauper stuff almost as well. 
And Gin Blossoms, too. 
  
So now I’m going to go try my hand (or throat) at the new game. I’ll let you know how it goes. 
  
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.19.2004 

Letter #54  

Dear Rob, 
  
I promised you I’d let you know how Karaoke Revolution 2 was. Well, I found the songs more 
difficult (for me) than the first one. But there are a greater variety of songs, too, which is good. 
And between us, Scott and I managed to unlock a lot of extras right away. 
  
You probably can’t be bothered with things like karaoke, since you sing for a living anyway. But 
for us mere mortals, it’s just fun to pretend. Actually, I always wanted to be a backup singer . . .  
  
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

7.20.2004 

Letter #55  

Dear Rob, 
  
I don’t feel like writing you a letter, so I’m going to send you a poem I wrote a while back 
instead. 
  
the truth is 
and what it came down to was 
stars puddling in the streets like rain 
outflashing the neon signs 
and no one even looked up 
  
miracles 
kicked into gutters like common trash 
and not even the bums would deign to collect them 
  
twinkle, twinkle 
twinkle and fade 
  
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.21.2004 

Letter #56  

Dear Adam, 
 
You’re my favorite. And I think you’re the only one in the band with any fashion sense at all. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

7.22.2004 

Letter #57  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m not speaking to you. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

7.23.2004 

Letter #58  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m not over it, really, although I know I have no real reason to be upset with you. Give me some 
time and I’ll break out of it and be chatting with you again. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.24.2004 

Letter #59  

Dear Rob, 
 
You know, the song “All I Need” reminds me of the Red Sox . . . I think it must be the part about 
losing even when you try, and about the dream being over, and about feeling down . . . We’re 
going to the game today. My boys are playing those damn Yankees. Assuming the weather 
cooperates. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

Letter #60  

Dear Brian, 
 
Speaking of Pookie, my cat Loki has a teddy bear. Actually, he’s on his second bear now. See, 
when we got him he hadn’t been entirely weaned and he would try to nurse off our ear lobes. 
Well, that hurt, so I had this teddy bear named Watson that I used to sleep with, but we gave it 
over to Loki and he would make biscuits on Watson and suck on Watson’s fur. I’m sure it wasn’t 
good for Loki in a nutritional sense, but it sure helped to calm him down when he would spaz 
out sometimes late at night. (Maybe it would work for Adam . . .) 
 
Anyway, at some point Watson was mostly bald all down his front, so we had to get rid of him. 
But I’ve got quite a vast collection of stuffed animals, so we selected another bear for Loki. This 
one’s name is Henry. Funny, but I’ve got no bears named Pookie. 
 
Me, I sleep with a big stuffed dog named Patrick Puppy. Yeah, I’m probably too old for that kind 
of thing, but it makes me happy, and life is too short to give up the little things that make you 
happy. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.25.2004 

Letter #61  

Dear Rob, 
 
The State Police are outside. They’re lined up all along the street in what looks like full riot gear. 
Well, that’s the kind of thing that happens when you live right by the State House and there’s a 
Democratic National Convention going on. Still, I wonder how long they have to stand there? I 
mean, it’s not especially hot out today—not yet, anyway—but all that black clothing, and all that 
heavy stuff on their belts, and one of them has a German Shepherd besides . . . 
 
Crazy, but the good thing for us is that we live right in town so the DNC won’t disrupt any 
commutes or anything like that for us. In fact, my workplace has shortened hours, so I actually 
have a bit of a perk this week. Scott and I walk everywhere anyway. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 

Letter #62  

Dear Rob, 
 
You’ll notice, if you happen to begin perusing the archives, that some of the letters I’ve written 
are missing from this site now. That’s because I plan to, after a year of writing these (which is 
still a long way off, but better to start early), turn this blog into a book. But if all of it could be 
found online, then what would be the point? The book has to offer something that the online 
source doesn’t. So older posts will be weeded out as the blog goes on. 
 
Which means you should keep up or it’ll be a while before you’ll get another chance to read 
these. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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7.26.2004 

Letter #63  

Dear Rob, 
 
So this evening I had the blinds open so I could watch the sunset (although thanks to the clouds 
there wasn’t much of one anyway), but when I glanced over at the State House, there was a 
National Guardsman on the roof! He was walking around up there, carrying an automatic rifle. I 
decided I didn’t want him to be able to look in my windows, so I shut the blinds. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

7.27.2004 

Letter #64  

Dear Rob, 
 
Now whose life is silly pictures? Even worse, whose life is silly striped pants? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.28.2004 

Letter #65  

 
Dear Rob, 
 
I want to capture hearts 
in butterfly nets 
or in my own two hands 
to feel the tickling flutter 
 
I would hold my fingers slightly apart 
so they could look out 
and I could peer in 
 
I could keep them in jars 
with holes punched in the top 
and they would warm me 
on cold nights 
 
I want to capture breath 
as I pass people by 
so that their heads turn 
to follow my progress 
 
I would fill balloons with it 
keep everyone’s inhalations on strings 
flying but still anchored 
to my wrist with a ribbon 
 
I want to capture the world 
I want to take it in my arms 
I want to hover over it 
like an angel or a star 
 
I want everyone to look up 
I want to make them smile 
I want to shine and let them see it 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.29.2004 

Letter #66  

hi rob 
 
how r u? i am fine. i am posting this w/o m knowing 
 
ha ha ha ha ha ha ...  
 
s 
 
 
 
 

7.30.2004 

Letter #67  

Dear Rob, 
 
My husband ducked in and wrote that last letter. I think he’s just excited about seeing you on 
Tuesday. 
 
We went to the midnight show of The Village last night. It was pretty good. Not as scary as I was 
expecting it to be, which was kind of a shame because I was all set to be scared. But the actors 
were really solid. When I worked on the movie Hope Floats, I had a driver (because I’m a terrible 
driver) named Charlie, and he had worked on Michael, and Charlie told me that after a day on 
the set William Hurt used to make Charlie pull over to the side of the road and William would 
get out of the car and go pace in the drainage ditch. It was his way of getting out of character. 
And when you watch William Hurt in The Village you can see it, how he inhabits his character 
completely, he’s very much there, in the moment. Anyway, Ron Howard’s daughter did a good 
job, too, and Joaquin—but I’ve always liked Joaquin. And Adrian Brody makes a convincing 
village idiot. 
 
Anyway, the plot was better than Signs, which had holes in it you could drive a truck through. 
However, I wasn’t really surprised by the twists in this one—I was sort of expecting them. 
 
Still, it’s worth seeing. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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7.31.2004 

Letter #68  

Dear Rob, 
 
We just got back from the Gin Blossoms concert; they played free at City Hall Plaza. The mayor’s 
office set it up to thank Boston for dealing so well with the DNC. In fact, there will be a couple 
more free concerts during August: Spin Doctors and Hootie and the Blowfish. Good stuff. 
 
But Gin Blossoms is my second-favorite band. So it was a real treat to see them. We got there 
early and stood right up at the barriers they had set up in front of the makeshift stage. A local 
band named Averi opened; they were really good, so we’re going to be picking up their CD soon. 
And then Gin Blossoms came out, and it was fantastic. Perfect weather tonight, too. 
 
The only bad part of the day: Nomar got traded. Grrr. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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AUGUST 2004 

 
 
 

8.1.2004 

Letter #69  

Dear Kyle, 
 
I once had a dream in which you were trying to give me a root canal. That wasn’t very nice of 
you. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.2.2004 

Letter #70  

Dear Rob, 
 
So I guess we’ll be seeing you tomorrow (which means I won’t bother writing). And if you’re 
wearing those striped pants, I’ll find a stick and beat you with it—honestly, knock some sense 
into you. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.4.2004 

Letter #71  

Dear Rob, 
 
Things I didn’t get a chance to say to you at the benefit last night:  
 
1. I’m not sold on the haircut. 
 
2. “Ever the Same” was sweet . . . but a little too sweet. 
 
3. You avoided the striped pants but wore a striped jacket . . . I don’t know how I feel about that 
yet. 
 
4. Daryl still has it—you should be so lucky when you’ve been in the business that long. 
 
5. So . . . you couldn’t talk Marisol into getting a cat? 
 
6. You’ve gotten better at “Time After Time.” 
 
7. At one point while you were singing I said to Scott, “Any minute now he’s going to start 
keeping time by patting his stomach,” and not two beats later, that’s exactly what you did. 
 
I’ll stop there for now. Maybe I’ll think of more later. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.5.2004 

Letter #72  

Dear Rob, 
 
Here is an example of why it isn’t always best to blindly follow instructions: 
 
Today, I bought a bottle of strawberry milk, and on the seal under the lid were these words: 
 
Remove Seal 
shake well 
 
Now if I did that, just as they instructed, what do you think would have happened? Luckily I’m 
smarter than that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.6.2004 

Letter #73  

Dear Rob, 
 
I thought of some more things about the benefit:  
 

8. I liked your song about waiting for your guitar; could be a hit! 
 
9. About “Ever the Same” - after thinking it over, I realize it’s the kind of song that just 
begs to be played at a wedding. Which is fine, if you like that sort of thing. 

 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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Letter #74  

Dear Kyle, 
 
Good for you! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

Letter #75  

 
Dear Rob, 
 
I don’t know. You tell me. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.8.2004 

Letter #76  

Dear Adam, 
 
I read So You Wanna Be a Rock & Roll Star by Jake Slichter of Semisonic, and you got a mention! 
In fact, you came off okay—you know, friendly. Which is more than I can say for the rest of the 
band. Actually, it was your manager that came off as an ass. And now that I think about it, 
everyone else were just so much wallpaper, somewhere in the background of what Jake was 
experiencing at the time. But at least you were nice, and that’s something. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.9.2004 

Letter #77  

Dear Rob, 
 
Here’s the thing about love: if you’re always worried it’s going to leave you, if you’re always 
working to keep it close, then something isn’t right. Love is a rock you stand on, a wall you lean 
against, a shelter you can count on when everything else goes wrong. Love isn’t a burden. It isn’t 
something that should cause you worry. Real, true love is strong. And in its strength, it is 
satisfying. Real, true love doesn’t care what you look like; it resides inside, at your core. It’s sure 
of itself and carries confidence with it. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.10.2004 

Letter #78  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today makes five years that I’ve lived in Boston. That’s at least three years longer than I 
expected to be here. 
 
I arrived on August 10, 1999 at about 9:00 p.m. after two days on an Amtrak train from Dallas. I 
had six trunks (the maximum that Amtrak would allow) and a backpack. I had come up to go to 
graduate school, and I thought I’d do that—two years, tops—and then move back down south, 
but that never happened. 
 
Instead I met and married a nice young man, who was also from the south, and we both got jobs 
up here, so we stayed. Now we occasionally debate going back south, or at least going 
somewhere else, but the longer we’re here the more we like it. And now when we visit family 
and friends, we often find the south too hot for us; I guess we’ve become used to the 
northeastern temperatures. 
 
I like that we live right in town and can walk to so many places. I also like that there’s a good 
public transportation system. I haven’t driven a car since I moved up here, so I’d be a little 
nervous to try now. Although when we do get a hankering to get out of town, we can take the 
train, or else we rent a car and Scott drives. 
 
It’s all good. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.11.2004 

Letter #79  

Dear Rob, 
 
You know what happened to me once? This was, I don’t know, three or more years ago now. I 
was on my way to work, and I walk everywhere. I was waiting to cross Commonwealth Avenue, 
which is the street we lived on at the time. Further up the street, a policeman was writing a 
citation for someone in a car. As the light changed and I prepared to cross the street, the 
policeman yelled, “Hey!” 
 
I glanced around, thinking surely he wasn’t yelling at me. But there was no one else. Thinking, 
Shit, what did I do?, I turned my steps in his direction. 
 
When I got a few feet away, the policeman said, “I’ve been doing this for 13 years, and you’re 
the first person I’ve ever seen wait for the light. Congratulations.” 
 
Huh! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.12.2004 

Letter #80  

Dear Rob, 
 
I tried to write a song about the dead possum my dad found in my parents’ garage, but I wasn’t 
getting anywhere. I mean, what really rhymes with “possum”? “Toss ‘em”? Well, yeah, Dad did 
do that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.14.2004 

Letter #81  

Dear Rob, 
 
If we could all just agree on a system . . . But it’s never long before someone says, “Make me.” 
It’s never long before one and then many realize the system is unenforceable. It’s a polite 
suggestion. It’s a hope that everyone will comply. 
 
People are selfish by nature, by design. Well, we were ostensibly made in God’s image. 
 
“You’re not the boss of me,” we each say at some point and stride out, slamming the door 
behind us. Didn’t the gates of Eden rattle in a similar fashion? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.15.2004 

Letter #82  

Dear Rob, 
 
When I was a freshman in college, I had this roommate named Andrea that I did not get along 
with. I had had the dorm room to myself for a week before she was placed with me, and we 
were just too different. It probably didn’t help things that I’m an only child and used to having 
my own space. 
 
I remember that on my birthday, which was right before the holiday break, I was in our room 
watching The X-Files. The television was mine, and Andrea had brought a big sound system to 
college, and she had put the stereo speakers on either side of my TV. So she came in at one 
point and turned on the stereo (all she ever listened to was Nine Inch Nails), so I turned up the 
TV so I could hear. And she said to me in this snooty way, “I’d like to be able to hear my music.” 
And I said, “Andrea, the whole floor can hear your music.” And I picked up the speaker that was 
closest to me—the one on my side of the room—and hurled it at her. 
 
She left and I didn’t see her again until spring semester. 
 
But even then, I didn’t see much of her. Which didn’t bother me in the least. She’d gotten 
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herself a boyfriend named Wayne, who had an apartment somewhere, so she spent just about 
every night at his place. But then, sometime in May as our freshman year was ending, Andrea 
came in and sat down on her bed and stared at me while I studied for a psychology final. And 
she finally said, “Can I ask you something?” 
 
Now that I think about it, I wonder if it took courage for her to ask me that. 
 
I glanced up, prepared to be hostile, but I saw she was serious and looked like she’d been crying. 
So I said, “Okay.” 
 
And she said, “You said your mom is like a minister, right?” I agreed. And then Andrea wanted to 
know: “So what’s in Wisconsin?” 
 
“Wisconsin? You mean, besides cows?” 
 
Andrea proceeded to tell me that Wayne had found God and decided to up and move to 
Wisconsin. I couldn’t really help her connect the two; I’d never been to Wisconsin and so had no 
idea whether it was especially blessed in any way. But we talked about it for a long time, and by 
the end of the evening we had reached some kind of uneasy truce. I could only be sorry we 
hadn’t worked things out sooner. 
 
Still, what with the distraction I didn’t do so well on my psychology final. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.16.2004 

Letter #83  

Dear Rob, 
 
Let’s talk concerts. I read that your first concert (that you attended, not that you gave) was 
Genesis on the Invisible Touch tour. When was that, 1985 or thereabouts? I remember that my 
best friend’s mother had the cassette tape and that my friend and I would dance and do 
gymnastics to it. I wouldn’t see Genesis live for years, though, when they toured for the We 
Can’t Dance album. 
 
My first concert—not counting all the Christian stuff my mother took me to, like Carmen and 
Carry the Light—was Don Henley. Must’ve been around 1990? I think so, because The End of the 
Innocence was his most recent album at the time. I saw him at Starplex in Fair Park in Dallas. In 
fact, my best friend came up from Austin to go with me. Our parents were worried because she 
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and I went without supervision, and she’s four years younger than me. And at the time I must 
have been 14. We had fourth row seats. 
 
I saw a lot of other concerts just while in high school: Genesis, (for We Can’t Dance—I 
remember I was a sophomore and skipped school that day), Sting (for Ten Summoner’s Tales—
second row seats), Pink Floyd (for Division Bell), and the Eagles (for Hell Freezes Over). Oh, and 
Jimmy Buffett. I was in the front row for that one, 17 years old. Was he touring for an album? I 
remember he played some stuff from Fruitcakes, but that Fruitcakes wasn’t actually out yet—it 
was going to be coming out later that year. 
 
I also recall a friend of mine dragging me to a Reba concert at Six Flags. 
 
Once I got to college I didn’t have a lot of extra money for concerts. But Austin has a great music 
scene anyway, and I remember meeting Jerry Jeff Walker at 40 Acres Fest, and running into 
Fastball at The Hole in the Wall. I did get to see John Mellencamp, too, on his Mr. Happy Go 
Lucky tour. I get the feeling there were others, but I’m not able to think of them just now. 
 
I didn’t see matchbox twenty play until I came up north. You played, like, a gymnasium or 
something out at Amherst. It was for the Mad Season tour. I stood at the foot of the stage and 
cried, I was so happy to see you guys live. A few weeks after that, I saw Jimmy Buffett for the 
second time. He was doing his Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays thing. 
 
I’ve done a couple Mix Fest-type things (Barenaked Ladies and Alanis at one of them), saw you 
guys again on Mother’s Day of 2003 (which was the day after we moved into our new apartment 
and the day before I started a new job), finally got to see Jackson Browne live at the Fleet 
Boston Pavilion last year (I thought he’d die before I ever got the chance), saw Billy Joel and 
Elton John on stage together, saw Simon and Garfunkel play last December, and Alison Krauss 
and a mix of bluegrass bands last Memorial Day. And, as you know from previous letters, I 
recently saw Gin Blossoms too. I love those guys. 
 
Oh, and I went to your benefit thingy. 
 
And to that Music to My Ears concert that featured a bunch of people: Sheryl Crow, Don Henley, 
John Mellencamp, James Taylor, and a bunch of others. 
 
In the future we’ll be seeing Jimmy again in September when he plays Fenway Park. That’ll be so 
cool. 
 
Anything else? Not that I can think of right now, but if I do think of anything I’ve forgotten, I’ll be 
sure to fill you in. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.18.2004 

Letter #84  

Dear Rob, 
 
We’ll be in New York this weekend, so you won’t be getting any letters while we’re away. I’m 
finally going to see the Statue of Liberty. I’ve always wanted to. When I was, oh, eight or nine, I 
had a Statue of Liberty calendar. I also had this blue blanket that I would wind around myself so 
that I could pretend to be the Statue of Liberty. Now that I think of it, that was kind of weird. No 
one else I knew had such a big interest in her. Hmmm . . . 
 
I grew out of it, mostly, but I’m still excited to see her up close and for real. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 

 

Letter #85  

Dear Rob, 
 
Want to know something crazy about my Uncle Steven? He once told his father (my 
grandfather) that he (Steven) was Grandpa’s dead German Shepherd reincarnated as his son. 
See, my grandfather had had this German Shepherd as a child . . . Well, anyway, it was all kind of 
strange. 
 
Whenever I hear the song “Dog” by Dada, I think of that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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Letter #86  

Dear Paul, 
 
Happy birthday! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 
 

8.19.2004 

Letter #87  

Dear Kyle, 
 
B minor sucks. I bet you say to yourself every time Rob has a new song, “There better not be any 
B minor in it.” That’s what I would do. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.23.2004 

Letter #88  

Dear Rob, 
 
So we were in New York this weekend. The city, I mean. On the way down, on the train, we 
passed some old furniture store—you know how the trains always pass through old warehouse 
districts and the like. But this furniture store had this motto on it: “Where we treat you like 
family.” And I thought, Huh. But what if they treat their families really badly? What if they yell a 
lot and are abusive at home? Then do I really want to shop there? Because advertising is 
predicated on assumptions. There’s the idea of “family.” But who lives up to the ideal? I would 
want these people at this furniture store to treat me better than family. That way, if they’re bad 
to their families, I get treated better than that. And even if they’re good to their families, well, I 
still get treated better. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.24.2004 

Letter #89  

Dear Rob, 
 
So I’ve read that we can expect your solo album on November 23. (That’s here in the States; the 
world release is actually November 22.) Your [first] single will come out in October . . . Well, 
we’ll see how that goes. I’m hoping it won’t be “Ever the Same,” but then again I could be wrong 
to think that people won’t like that song. Maybe I’m picky. I’ve been known to be. 
 
The problem with people liking you, though, is that they’ll like almost anything you do. They lose 
their discernment, their ability to separate you from your product. It’s almost as if they think, 
“Well, if I like his stuff, he’ll like me.” 
 
I don’t worry about these things, about whether or not you like me. I was sorry not to be able to 
give “Ever the Same” a better review. Because I do like you. But I didn’t really like that song. And 
again, that could just be me. I’m no trend-setter. I have no determination over what people will 
and won’t like or listen to. Guess that’s why I’m not in the music business. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.25.2004 

Letter #90  

Dear Rob, 
 
You’ve really got to update that Sidewalk Angels site. Surely you can dig up some content, put in 
some links, etc. Everything you’ve got up there now is outdated. 
 
Just a suggestion. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.26.2004 

Letter #91  

Dear Rob, 
 
My iPod got clever on me this morning. It’s set to play songs randomly, and today it played 
“Never Going Back Again” by Fleetwood Mac, then played the Matchbox 20 version. (I use the 
numerals because that’s how it is on the iPod.) 
 
Funny, but I had never listened to the songs in sequence. It really outlined some interesting 
things. I mean, obviously they are very different, but . . . Well, I’m no good with words when I’m 
asked to describe music, so I won’t try. But I thought it was funny of my iPod to do that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.27.2004 

Letter #92  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today was my last day at the job I’ve had for over a year now. And it was only a half day to boot. 
I’m taking a week off, and then I’ll be starting a new job in a completely different industry. I’m 
excited but also nervous—what if I’m not as good in this job as I was in my last one? And I’m a 
little sad, too, to have left behind so many great people. Well, I guess I didn’t really leave them 
behind because they’re all still there and I can stay in touch with them. I just won’t be seeing 
them every day the way I used to. So that’s sort of weird to think about. 
 
But now I’m going to have a late lunch, and I know Scott wants me to find someone to groom 
the cat. We have two cats, but our “big” one is very foofy and needs grooming. The thing about 
that is, he’s also not very nice sometimes. I’m scared if anyone tries to bathe and brush him, 
he’ll rip them apart. He takes those kinds of things personally. And you would, too, if someone 
was trying to dunk you in water and coming at you with a brush and a blowdrier. Don’t lie—
that’s the real reason you cut all your hair off, isn’t it? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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8.28.2004 

Letter #93  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m too lazy to write a letter to you today. So instead I’ll give you this: 
 
If you could touch life as the surface of water 
watch it ripple, see through to its bottom 
and know how and when the wavelets will come to shore 
 
This is what it means to be 
sensitive to the world around you 
in tune 
 
Look up! Look up! 
don’t watch your feet on the sidewalk 
see instead the trees parting for the sky 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.29.2004 

Letter #94  

Dear Rob, 
 
I think people sometimes dislike me because I have that Sagittarian trait known as 
“tactlessness.” I don’t know if that word is truly accurate, but it’s true that I have the tendency 
to get straight to the point on things. This seems to make a number of people uncomfortable. 
 
Here’s the thing: communication is key. “Use your words,” parents tell their children when 
they’re teaching them to speak. But somewhere down the line, “using your words” becomes this 
roundabout way of never saying exactly what you mean. How does that do anyone any good? 
 
Words are neutral; it’s how you use them that matters. For good or ill. I learned the power of 
words early on, using them like arrows to dig into people. More than once my mother called me 
“mean.” I think I probably was. But somewhere down the line, I must’ve come to realize that 
words had just as much power on the other side of the spectrum. That you can build people up, 
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comfort them, make them feel better. And most importantly: you can make people see when 
you use the right words. Hitting the target can mean opening their eyes to something. It’s 
usually something they already knew deep down, but having someone else voice it makes them 
capable of moving forward with that knowledge. 
 
Either this makes sense to you or it doesn’t. I won’t try to explain it any further. I don’t like to 
waste my words, as it were. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.30.2004 

Letter #95  

Dear Adam, 
 
Hope you had a nice time at your party with Dennis Rodman. Dennis isn’t really my kind, but 
whatever. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

8.31.2004 

Letter #96  

Dear Brian, 
 
I feel as if I’ve been neglecting you. Of all the band members I’ve written to, you’ve received the 
fewest letters. Well, then again, this site is “Letter to Rob.” But, you know, even Rob—his 
immense patience not withstanding—needs a break from me every now and then. 
 
Well, what can I tell you? I used to sleep with a teddy bear named William. He had a red bowtie. 
I think my aunt gave him to me. He finally got worn out, and then I had Sydney--who had a 
bowtie and a vest! And then there was Watson, but as per a previous letter, he was given to the 
cat. 
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I don’t have a bear any more. I have a stuffed dog called Patrick Puppy. He’s one of those FAO 
Schwartz dogs. He makes a great pillow. And I think my husband is just a teensy bit jealous, 
although he would never admit it. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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SEPTEMBER 2004 

 
 
 

9.1.2004 

Letter #97  

Dear Rob, 
 
I just read some bulletin board where there were a lot of people who were unhappy with my 
review of your song. Well, I expected as much. But I still think these people’s love for you is 
clogging their ears. 
 
Me, I can’t be anything other than honest, no matter how much I like you. Oh, I’ll buy your 
album. You’ll sell a ton of them—you know that. But this isn’t about money, and you know that, 
too. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.2.2004 

Letter #98  

Dear Rob, 
 
Rule of the day: Never be the first to swing, but always be the last. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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9.3.2004 

Letter #99  

Dear Rob, 
 
If you’re in the market for some good poetry, pick up A Glass Half Full by Felix Dennis. For a rich, 
old British guy, that man can write! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.4.2004 

Letter #100  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sorry for the late letter. I was spending my day with Neil Gaiman (more or less—that is, he 
wouldn’t say he’d spent his day with me). Actually, we were at Worldcon. It was very cool. Neil 
read from the book he’s writing, and it was fantastic. A nice treat for the start of Labor Day 
Weekend . . . Unless, of course, you count Friday night as the start of the weekend, in which 
case this was not the start of Labor Day Weekend. But still a treat. 
 
I apologize if I’m babbling. It’s been a long day. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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9.5.2004 

Letter #101  

Dear Rob, 
 
I only just remembered to write to you. Which is probably no big deal, since it’s a holiday 
weekend and you’re most likely out somewhere. And I’ve got nothing on this end, so— 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.6.2004 

Letter #102  

Dear Rob, 
 
A response to “Downfall”: 
 
I wonder how you sleep 
On my stomach, actually. And sometimes on my side. 
I wonder what you think of me 
Oh, now you’re just fishing for compliments. You know I like you just fine. 
If I could go back, would you have ever been with me? 
Go back to . . . what exactly? 
I want you to be uneased 
That doesn’t sound very nice. Why would you want something like that? 
I want you to remember 
Give me a hint? 
I want you to believe in me 
I do. I mean, you’re not a figment of my imagination or anything . . . are you? 
I want you on my side 
Right or left? 
 
Come on and lay it down 
But if I do that, I’ll forget where I put it. 
I’ve always been with you 
What, are you stalking me? That’s creepy, dude. 
Here and now, give all that’s within you 
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I try to give my all in everything I do. 
Be my savior 
Well, the last time someone tried that, they strung him up, so . . . 
And I’ll be your downfall 
That doesn’t sound like a very good trade. 
 
Here we go again 
Really? Where? (And when did we last go?) 
Ashamed of being broken in 
What, like housebroken? I’m really pretty proud of that. 
We’re getting off track 
Yes . . . 
I want to get you back again 
I don’t remember you having me the first time? Oh! Or was that what you wanted me to 
remember earlier? 
I want you to trouble me 
Seems to me like you could do without that. Got enough problems of your own, don’t you? 
I wanted you to linger 
Well, you know, the clock struck midnight and my coach was gonna be a pumpkin if I didn’t hie 
myself outta there . . . 
I want you to agree with me 
About . . .? 
I want so much so bad 
And I want you to remember your grammar. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.7.2004 

Letter #103  

Dear Rob, 
 
Scott says I should quit bothering you and leave you alone. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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9.8.2004 

Letter #104  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today, I wore my striped pants. The reason I am able to wear them is that they don’t look silly 
on me. It’s all about how far apart the pin stripes are. Yours are badly spaced. You should do 
something about that. 
 
And you thought I’d forgotten. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 
 

9.9.2004 

Letter #105  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m going to interview the band Marillion. Maybe. I’ll let you know how it goes if it happens. I 
know—you’re jealous. You wish it were you I was interviewing. It’s okay, it’s only natural to feel 
that way. Someday, if you’re a very good boy, you too can be grilled by me.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-105.html
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9.10.2004 

Letter #106 

Dear Rob,  
 
Have you heard of this Community Voice Mail? It gives homeless people voice mail so they can 
have a phone number to put on their resumes and thus get jobs. Pretty cool, don’t you think?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.11.2004 

Letter #107  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today is my dad’s birthday. No big deal a few years ago, but now it kind of sucks to have this day 
as your birthday. I mean, you can’t really feel comfortable celebrating or anything. I wonder how 
long before this is some kind of official remembrance day?  
 
So now you’re going to get the same story everyone gets on this day: the “Where I was on the 
Morning of September 11, 2001” story.  
 
Here goes:  
 
We’ll start with early morning, because I’d had a rotten dream that morning, just before having 
to get up from work. I probably would have forgotten it, but as things unfolded, the dream 
became etched in my brain. See, in the dream I was in a truck—I was a passenger, and I couldn’t 
see the driver. I wanted to get out of the truck, but I couldn’t. We were headed down this 
highway that cut through stretches of green fields. There was a lot of traffic, and it was all going 
one way. In the distance I could see a major city—that seemed to be our destination—and over 
the city, dark storm clouds hovered. I didn’t want to go there. But I didn’t have any choice. 
Everyone was going there. And every one of those highway signs we passed under—you know, 
the green ones with the reflective white letters—read: “Death and Destruction Ahead.”  
 
 
Well, I woke up in a rotten mood after that dream. But the day was so nice out (and I walked to 
and from work), that I soon lightened up. But even as I arrived at my cubicle, my phone was 

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-107.html
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ringing. It was Scott, and he said to me, “A plane hit the World Trade Center.” Now, in my mind I 
pictured some little Cessna. I said, “Well, that was stupid. How do you not miss a building?” And 
Scott, who knows me well and knew what I was thinking, said, “No, a real plane. Oh my god, 
another one.”  
 
At this point no one could get onto CNN.com or any other news site that might have been 
useful. One of my co-workers was panicking. So I went to my manager and said, “I’m taking Olga 
out to catch her ride, and I’m going home.” No ifs, ands, or buts. My manager didn’t try to stop 
us.  
 
I stood outside our building with my co-worker until her boyfriend came to pick her up, and then 
I started walking home. Scott’s building had been evacuated, and he was home already. I walked 
through the Public Garden and the Boston Common . . . There were a lot of students out, 
enjoying the weather and doing homework. After all, the colleges’ fall semester had just started. 
It was strange to think that they had no idea what was going on in the world at that moment—in 
our world, our country. America had been without care for a long time.  
 
I got home just in time to see the first tower fall.  
 
I often think about the great good luck I had in being born in this country. It’s a great country, 
one of the best. There are a lot of people in the world who weren’t as lucky. I think it’s 
something we take for granted, but . . . Well, I don’t know where I’m going with that line of 
thought.  
 
Anyway, I need to call Dad and wish him happy.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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9.12.2004 

Letter #108  

Dear Rob,  
 
We just got home from the Jimmy Buffett concert. It was the last show of his Lisence to Chill 
tour, and he played at Fenway Park. It was awesome! My third time to see Jimmy in concert; he 
always puts on such a good show.  
 
I’ve been listening to Jimmy Buffett since I first learned how to put records on the turntable 
when I was about three years old. What I love about him is that he lives life just how he wants 
to. Well, I guess that’s what a lot of people love about him—just for a little while they can 
pretend that they, too, could live on the beach or on a boat somewhere . . . For Jimmy it’s easy, 
since his work is just what he loves: making music and throwing big parties. For most of us, it’s a 
little less fun.  
 
But here’s the thing that I believe: life’s too short to be unhappy for long. I just cannot bear 
being unhappy. I just don’t see the point. So many people seem to think I should “suck it up” but 
. . . I’m just not capable of that mentality. Jimmy reminds all of us that life is what is happening 
right now—don’t look back, do look ahead, but also don’t forget that this moment right now is 
the one that matters most. Being unhappy is unacceptable. If you aren’t happy, you need to find 
a way to fix that.  
 
I think people think I’m flighty sometimes because I don’t settle. But I just cannot see why I 
should. And I think Jimmy would back me up on that.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-108.html
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9.14.2004 

Letter #109  

Dear Rob,  
 
I don’t think I like my new job. Well, you never really know until you really get there—interviews 
can only give you a vague notion. The guys I work with are nice enough, but the job itself is 
incredibly boring. So far, anyway. I suppose there’s the chance it could become interesting as I 
go. And it’s only been a week, after all. I should probably give the whole thing more time.  
 
I think my aunt, uncle, and cousins must be evacuating for Hurricane Ivan. They live in 
Ponchatoula, near New Orleans.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

9.15.2004 

Letter #110  

Dear Rob,  
 
Oh, sweetie, it looks like you’re popular (or unpopular, depending on how you look at it) with 
the folks who frequent Dave Barry’s blog. They repeatedly named “Smooth” and “Unwell” as 
songs they liked the first few times they heard them, but due to overplay came swiftly to detest.  
 
I don’t listen to the radio anymore, so I don’t really have an opinion on that score. But look at it 
this way: if you read the comments, you’re in pretty good company, including Neil Young and, 
er, some other people.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-109.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-110.html
http://weblog.herald.com/column/davebarry/archives/014217.html#014217
http://weblog.herald.com/column/davebarry/archives/014217.html#014217
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Letter #111  

Dear Rob,  
 
Your horoscope said for you to stay away from anyone or anything that might be the least bit 
threatening today. I’m not threatening, am I? I mean besides to those striped pants of yours?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

9.16.2004 

Letter #112  

Dear Rob,  
 
Here’s how I’m feeling today, as bespoke by Jimmy Buffett in 1979:  
 
He sips, he quips  
Dreams a lot about sailing ships  
Wants to throw it all away  
Wants to have it back someday  
 
Of course, I’m a “she.” But the idea is the same.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-111.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-112.html
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9.17.2004 

Letter #113  

Dear Rob,  
 
Remember that song “Eye in the Sky” by Alan Parsons Project? I had forgotten it until my iPod 
played it today. I currently have my songs playing alphabetically; it’s been that way for two 
weeks and I’m only on F! “Eye in the Sky” segued into “Falling Farther In” by October Project, 
which was actually a good pairing. . . Huh. Two bands with “Project” in their names. I only just 
realized that.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-113.html
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9.18.200 

Letter #114  

Dear Rob,  
 
Saw your friends Maroon 5 at MixFest tonight. They continue to do well, although Adam Levine 
can come off as a real jerk in some ways . . . And he reminds me a little bit of Curious George. 
And of the peanut vendor at the ballpark the other night—this kid who had terrible aim and 
nearly beaned me three different times when I never once wanted peanuts.  
 
The best band was Los Lonely Boys. They’re a lot of fun and put on quite a show. I could be 
biased because they’re from Texas, I suppose. When they came out on stage, they asked if we 
were ready for some “Texican” music, which made me smile because my grandfather used to 
call me “The Texican.” My mother’s parents lived in Alaska, which seemed impossibly far away 
to me when I was young.  
 
Anyway, we had really good seats for the show, and I was well and truly deaf after about two 
songs. The Calling was playing as we arrived, and Scott said to me that the lead singer (I know 
nothing about this band) looked like he was trying to be Lestat. And I mentioned that he’d 
probably have been a better choice than Stuart Townsend. I mean, did you see that movie? It 
was terrible!  
 
And now I need to go sort laundry. Ah, the real life . . . Do you know of such a thing?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

9.19.2004 

Letter #115  

Dear Rob,  
 
Ever get the feeling everyone you know is frustrated with you?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-114.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-115.html
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9.20.2004 

Letter #116  

Dear Adam,  
 
I’m writing to you because I’m sick of Rob. That is, I’m just sick of writing to him. Time for 
someone else for a change.  
 
So, my husband is so cute—he got this X Box game called “Fable.” He was playing it yesterday, 
and I was in the other room reading, and he comes running in to tell me: “It keeps track of your 
longest chicken kick!” (Interpretation: this game lets you kick chickens and keeps a tally of your 
longest kick.)  
 
Silly. But I thought I’d write and tell you, since it sounds like something you’d find amusing.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

9.21.2004 

Letter #117  

Dear Kyle,  
 
I’m so bummed to discover that The New Left will be in Boston on November 13, which just 
happens to be when I’ll be out of town . . . I’m sure you’re bummed as well. Tant pis!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 
  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-116.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-117.html
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9.22.2004 

Letter #118  

Dear Rob,  
 
So I’m interviewing Marillion on Friday. Go on. Cry. I know you’re sad I’ll be talking to them and 
not you. You’re such a jealous thing.  
 
I’ll let you know what they say after I talk to them. Unless we choose to talk bad about you 
behind your back. Then I’m not telling.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M   
 
 
 
 

9.24.2004 

Letter #119  

Dear Rob,  
 
Saw you guys on hi-def again last night. They play your concert often. Scott’s admonition was: 
“No licking the TV!” He told me I would get a nasty shock from the plasma screen. I don’t know 
if that’s true or not, but there are probably lots of good reasons not to lick the TV all the same.  
 
Anyway, it wasn’t you that I was drooling over. It’s Adam that looks so hot on that concert DVD. 
Or, actually, he looks cool. Everyone else is sweating, and he’s a cucumber. He’s also wearing a 
shirt very similar to one that I own. . . Except that mine is tailored for a more girlish figure.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-118.html
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Letter #120  

Dear Brian,  
 
I’m going to write to you for a change. My husband sometimes lets me buy big lots of old 
Regency romance novels off eBay. Generally I’ll get between 12 and 30 books in a lot. Once I’ve 
read them all, I leave them down in the laundry room of our building—there’s a table there that 
is sort of a spot where people leave things for others to take if they want them. An informal 
swap meet. And then my husband lets me order more!  
 
Today a new lot of 20 arrived. I have this quirk; when the books arrive, I sort them 
chronologically. See, in most romance books, they have the month and year on the copyright 
page. So I sort the books and read them in chronological order based on when they were 
published.  
 
Of course, sometimes I have several books that were published in the same month and year. So 
then I default to the author’s last name and go alphabetically.  
 
Is this odd?  
 
I’d ask Marillion when I talk to them a little later, but since it’s an interview I think it’s supposed 
to be about them.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-120.html


70 

9.25.2004 

Letter #121  

Dear Rob,  
 
You’ll be pleased to hear that my interview with Marillion went very well. They even put me and 
my husband on the guest list for their Boston show in a couple weeks. Wasn’t that nice of them?  
 
I actually only spoke to the bass player. But that was actually easier because then I didn’t have 
to contend with a lot of people talking at me at once, then trying to figure out who said what 
when I wrote up the article. (You can read my write-up on pencil thin mustache. That’s my 
reviews site, in case you’ve never seen it.)  
 
So, do you want to be next in line to be interviewed by me? Or are you too scared?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-121.html
http://amandapepper.com/blog.html
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9.26.2004 

Letter #122  

Dear Rob,  
 
I once saved someone’s life . . . I think. It was an accident. I was in fifth grade, and I was the first 
person in line for the bus to take us to school that morning. Our bus stop was right across the 
street from this place where big tankers came to get fuel and take it to gas stations. I’m still not 
entirely sure what happened—I heard it said that a disgruntled employee threw a match in—but 
I and the other kids in line were a tad fascinated by the fire that was climbing up a telephone 
pole. Then a man came running out of the tanker place and told us to run, to get away. He was 
waving his arms a lot. I was so startled, I turned around and pushed down this girl named Sheila 
who was standing in line behind me; the other kids were already running away. But as we both 
fell, the back end of one of those tanker trucks—it was a big metal disc basically—blew off and 
sailed over our heads, landing right in the side of the mobile home we’d been standing near. If 
we’d been standing up, it would have hit us . . . Funny to think about it now.  
 
No one was hurt that day. Things were on fire and exploding, and the school bus never came, 
but . . . It was all okay. Although to this day, I’m afraid of fire.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-122.html
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9.27.2004 

Letter #123  

Dear Rob,  
 
Remember Jimmy Carter and that rabbit? Scott and I were visiting with my parents and some of 
their friends when they told us that Jimmy Carter was once attacked by a swimming rabbit. We 
thought they were lying! Even after they told us again and again that it was true, we looked it up 
online when we got home just to verify that they weren’t pulling our legs. And what do you 
know? Jimmy Carter was once attacked by a swimming rabbit!  
 
I thought of that today, when I saw pictures of Jimmy as he talked about the Florida voting 
system. I thought to myself: He’s looking old. and then, Remember when he was attacked by 
that rabbit?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

9.28.2004 

Letter #124  

Dear Adam,  
 
I’m wearing the shirt that looks like one of yours today. I’m wearing it because I thought we 
were going out tonight to play trivia, the way we do sometimes on Tuesdays. But no one is going 
this week. Too bad! Well, it’s rainy anyway, so it’ll be nice to go home and curl up.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-123.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-124.html


73 

Letter #125  

Dear Paul,  
 
Please do explain to me how you get that “plastic spork hitting mashed potatoes” sound? ~.^  
 
Actually, you know you’ve made it once The Onion is harpooning you.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

9.30.2004 

Letter #126  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today is my friend Abby’s birthday. You don’t know her, and she really doesn’t give a rat’s ass 
about you in the grand scheme of things either (she’s not a fan), so I guess you guys are square 
on that front.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-125.html
http://theonion.com/news/index.php?issue=4038&n=1&id=3826
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/09/letter-126.html
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OCTOBER 2004 

 
 
 

10.01.2004 

Letter #127  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m worried about Neil’s socks. I have no reason to be, I realize, but I’m disturbed nonetheless. I 
know from watching Family Guy that socks sometimes end up in Narnia, where that Mr. Tumnus 
hies off with them, doing God only knows what with your woolens. Not natural for a goat, you 
know? Or, alternatively, perhaps it’s perfectly natural.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.02.2004 

Letter #128  

Dear Rob,  
 
I got my hair cut today. Not as short as yours (are you growing it back yet?), of course. Not even 
as short as I expected to have it. Just trimmed up and layered a bit, so I can still pull it back in a 
small ponytail if and when I want.  
 
You know what I like about having my hair done at a good salon? The product they put in it that 
makes it so soft and smell so nice. I can’t be bothered on most days to spend a lot of time on my 
hair—I’m the brush-and-go type—so I don’t own a lot of product myself. I use good shampoos 
and conditioners and that’s about it. But when you visit the salon, for that one day you look 
especially good . . . Unless you have them shave your head or something.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/10/letter-127.html
http://www.neilgaiman.com/journal/2004/10/socks-and-single-writer.asp
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10.03.2004 

Letter #129  

Dear Rob,  
 
Remember Lite Brite? Abby and I were just talking on the phone about it. (And she still doesn’t 
give a rat’s ass about you, so don’t ask.)  
 
I didn’t have a Lite Brite. I get the sense that we couldn’t afford one, but my memories on the 
subject are a bit hazy. My friend Tara had one. But I think she pretty much lost all the little 
colored pegs you were supposed to plug into the light machine. I mean, come on, how long 
before a little kid loses all those pegs? Or the dog eats them or something?  
 
Speaking of dogs, how is Tyler? (And I keep meaning to ask Neil how Fred is—although Fred is a 
cat, not a dog—but I always forget.)  
 
Anyway, don’t let Tyler ingest any Lite Brite pegs. That can’t be good for him.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.04.2004 

Letter #130  

Dear Rob,  
 
Mount St. Helens is erupting again . . . How old was I when she really erupted back in 1980? Four 
or five, depending on the time of year that was—most likely four, since my birthday isn’t until 
December. We have photos of our cars covered in the ash that drifted south from that eruption. 
I even have some of that ash, which my parents collected and kept in a tiny jam jar. You know, 
those little jam jars that come in gift sets or that the hotels give you with your room service 
breakfast? A little jar like that. Filled with soft, gray ash.  
 
I keep hearing that Mount St. Helens erupted again in 1986, but I don’t remember this. It can’t 
have been very spectacular, if I don’t remember it. I have a long memory, but only for 
interesting things.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/10/letter-129.html
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Letter #131  

Dear Rob,  
 
Awwww. I read somewhere that October 2nd was your anniversary. So (belated) well wishes 
and all that jazz . . . Assuming what I read wasn’t a lie.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

10.06.2004 

Letter #132  

Dear Rob,  
 
I was reading an old blog archive of mine. I’d actually been looking for something else I had 
written, when I came across this: 
 

Have you ever brushed against something you were too scared to push too hard 
against because if you did it might damage, not you, but some larger construct? 
Still you return again and again to this—this wall—and you run your fingers over it 
and watch it wobble . . . It still stands but now it somehow feels unsafe, your world; 
you realize it could fall down. There’s something out there and you’re afraid of 
what it might be, but like someone who wakes up in the middle of the night and 
hears a noise and wants just to pull the covers over his head but is compelled to go 
out and investigate, you keep worrying at that wall, listening, trying to get a 
glimpse of what might be waiting for you. Will it eat you? Will it ruin your life? Or 
are you missing out on something? That’s the big fear: that you’re missing out. But 
your life here is good, so . . . what do you think you’re missing? Still, it could be 
something . . . something you hadn’t even imagined, it’s so good you never would 
have thought of it . . .  
 
I feel that way sometimes.  
 
I also have that old feeling that no matter how many people know you, and even 
know you well, they don’t really. Like you can’t explain it and even if you tried they 
wouldn’t be that interested. You’d be choking on the words and they’d be drinking 
a beer and pretending to care. They’d nod a lot and hope that you shut up soon. I 
want people I can talk to, who really are interested, not in me but . . . I don’t know 
what. Something other than themselves and their work or their favorite sports 
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teams. I want intelligent conversation. I want to be able to explain the way I feel 
and have someone understand.  
 
Like about music. We went to the Matchbox Twenty concert, which was awesome 
of course. Very different from when we saw them three years ago, though. A much 
bigger show now that they’re, I don’t know, stars I guess. But anyway, Matchbox 
Twenty is my favorite band. And it’s because when I listen to them, I feel like I’ve 
been struck through to my core, like I’ve been run through with a sword. That’s 
how I want to feel when I listen to music, because I think that’s the point. I want 
people to understand this about me, how seriously I take music, so much more 
seriously than I take anything else, really, even my own writing. Maybe because 
songs require much fewer words to get something across, there’s an economy of 
feeling, everything is compressed into something stronger than a short story or 
novel. So it hits that much harder.  
 
I want people to believe me when I say things that are important to me. I tried to 
explain to Scott once, something about reincarnation, and . . . while I guess he was 
open to it, he didn’t seem interested, and it didn’t really seem like he believed me. 
Sometimes I know things to be true because I know them to be and that’s the only 
explanation I can give. And people want something more than that, like they don’t 
trust me, like they need some other corroboration of what I’ve told them, and I 
hate that feeling. And then when I quit talking they ask me what’s wrong.  
 
I like to watch people. I’m an observer. I understand people because I read them 
well. I’ve done it all my life, as an only child in a world full of adults—being quiet 
and watching. Listening, picking things up. I like psychology and philosophy, 
thinking about things and talking about them sometimes. I’m always really happy 
when I have a revelation, either about myself or someone else. I like to understand 
myself because if I can trace my motivations I can keep myself from doing things for 
the wrong reasons. I usually think before I speak—I won’t say always, because I can 
be very blunt and even rude sometimes—but often I’m careful. I like to get to the 
bottom of things.  
 
Tonight I had the revelation that although I think Rob Thomas is hot I wouldn’t 
want to sleep with him. So that’s a good thing to know about oneself. I just like his 
music and think he’d be cool to talk to and fun to hang with. 
 

Funny. I wrote that on my first day of work at the place I’ve just recently come back to work at 
again. Sometimes it’s good to remind oneself of what one has learned about oneself, don’t you 
think?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.07.2004 

Letter #133  

Dear Rob,  
 
This is the post I was trying to find yesterday, when I came across the other one instead: 
 

“Hope is on the way”? Well, why didn’t you say so before? It would have saved me 
a lot of grief to know that.  
 
What’s taking it so long? Is it stuck in traffic? Worse yet, did it get hit by a car? 
Maybe it’s limping its way . . . or eking along in a squeaky wheelchair.  
 
Hope: “Don’t worry about me! You go on ahead; I’ll catch up!”  
 
Uh-huh. Personally, I think Hope is pulling a fast one. A prank, a practical joke. 
Maybe it mistook this for a game of hide-and-seek. We’ll open an old trunk and find 
Hope expired inside it, forgotten.  
 
Stupid Hope. Messing with my head. Hey, Hope! Don’t you know I’ve got enough to 
worry about? I’m busy enough without having to wait for you! Quit holding me up!  
 
Hope is on the way. But it took the scenic route. 

 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #134  

Dear Rob,  
 
I have some matchbox twenty pins on my bag, and I was thinking of getting some other pins, 
too. I was thinking of getting some My Little Pony pins in particular. And I said to myself, That 
would be a nice compliment to the matchbox twenty pins because they’re rather akin to My 
Little Pony—colorful and harmless. Yes, I think that’s about how I would characterize your music. 
Do you have a better way to put it?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.08.2004 

Letter #135  

Dear Rob,  
 
How ‘bout my Red Sox, eh?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.09.2004 

Letter #136  

Dear Kyle,  
 
Isn’t Adam a Sagittarius? I suggest you read the manual. Might make the long bus trips a little 
easier.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.10.2004 

Letter #137  

Dear Rob,  
 
You know what we’ve been watching? North and South. On DVD. Scott bought it for me. I 
remember watching it when it aired on television; I loved it! And now I’m enjoying it all over 
again. What really surprises me is that Scott is enjoying it, too.  
 
Tomorrow night I’m supposed to go meet Marillion for real. I’m a little nervous about that. I 
think we’ve got tickets to see The Lion King some night this week as well. Gonna be busy!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.11.2004 

Letter #138  

Dear Rob,  
 
So after all that, I don’t think we’re going to go see Marillion tonight after all. Do I suck because I 
don’t feel like going? Maybe. But Scott has also not been feeling so great lately, and we’ve got 
so many other things planned this week besides . . . It would be different if we’d had the day off 
like so many other people in the nation. But no three-day weekend for us! So tonight will be all 
about relaxing. I’m even wearing my bright pink shirt to give me energy and keep me thinking 
happy thoughts.  
 
Anyway, it’s not like the band is going to be standing around tapping their feet and wondering 
where I’m at. They’ve got plenty of people vying for their attention, not to mention about a 
zillion other things to think about.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #139  

Dear Rob,  
 
I also just heard that you’ll be providing a song for the soundtrack of National Treasure? There’s 
no way for you to know about my strange relationship with Nic Cage, and I won’t attempt to 
explain it except to say it’s roughly akin to my relationship with your striped pants.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #140  

Dear Rob,  
 
Not to bombard you, but when I’m away for a few days next month I won’t have the chance to 
write, so I’m doubling up now. Anyway, did you know you’re Rob Thomas (III) on the Internet 
Movie Database? And you played yourself at the Songwriters Hall of Fame? Pretty classy of you, 
sly boots.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.12.2004 

Letter #141  

Dear Rob,  
 
Did it ever occur to you that greed and envy are the same sin? Both boil down to wanting. The 
thing is, I don’t think that a person can always stop themselves from wanting something. If it 
were that easy, wouldn’t most people just turn that off?  
 
Some say that evil people, greedy people are driven and they want stuff. But I think it’s more 
likely that the wanting is what causes those people to be driven.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.13.2004 

Letter #142  

Dear Rob,  
 
Scott said to me when he came home from work tonight, “You didn’t write a letter to Rob 
today,” and “Poor Rob.” Poor Rob indeed!  
 
Well, here’s something, then. I was thinking about it on my way to work this morning, as I was 
walking through the Public Garden. I don’t know what made me think of it; I can’t trace my train 
of thought back that far now. But here you have it:  
 
I was remembering that my paternal grandfather died when I was eight. He’d had a stroke and 
had been ailing for some time, so it wasn’t completely unexpected. But he had been young, only 
in his mid-60’s. And his widow, Miss Stella, was younger still because she was something like 11 
years his junior.  
 
The weekend before it happened we’d had a church bazaar and I’d bought two things: a frothy 
nightgown for playing dress-up (it was white, with many layers, and included a matching 
negligee, and the whole thing was comically oversized for a little girl), and a stuffed patchwork 
cat that I’d named C.W. for “candlewick” because that is what his nose and whiskers were made 
of. I took C.W. with me on the car trip, which was something like seven hours long. We’d made 
the trip often, to visit family; my dad was the only one of the family ever to move out of state, 
and even then he’d only moved to the next one over.  
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I had only one semi-appropriate thing to wear, and we hadn’t had time to buy anything new. 
Really, how many eight-year-old girls have black dresses in their closets? My dress consisted of a 
blousy white top, a pink ribbon sash, and a black velvet skirt.  
 
It was my first funeral. After the service at the mortuary, my two cousins Bethany and Jeremy 
and I were put in a long, grey limousine to ride to the cemetery. Jeremy had some Bubblicious 
gum and gave me some. I chewed it for as long as I could get away with it, but swallowed it once 
I met up with my parents at the gravesite.  
 
In South Louisiana, as you may know, we don’t bury people in the ground. Well, actually, they 
do sometimes in newer cemeteries. They sink what amounts to a big concrete chest into the soil 
and put the casket inside that. But if I remember correctly Pop was put in an above-ground 
vault.  
 
“Pop” is what we called him. Even my dad and my aunt and uncle called him that. He was Pop to 
everyone in the family. Bald, and shy. He never wanted to hold any of the babies in the family 
for very long because he felt clumsy and was afraid he’d drop them.  
 
After the graveside service, I don’t really remember what happened. I have a vague recollection 
that we didn’t get into the same limo because Jeremy was upset that he’d left the gum in the 
limo and couldn’t get it back.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.15.2004 

Letter #143  

Dear Rob,  
 
Sorry I didn’t write yesterday. Last night we went to The Lion King, and then I came home and 
read my Glamour magazine and got sleepy and went to bed.  
 
The Lion King was okay, I guess. I really wasn’t wowed by anything after the first scene. And that 
interpretive-dance love thing in the middle of “Can You Feel the Love Tonight”—what was that 
about? Those two people hanging with all the streamers, they looked like jelly fish or something. 
It was weird and just went on way too long, and Scott leaned over and said to me, “It’s like a bad 
LSD trip.” And I was thinking I’d rather go home and watch Yellow Submarine than put up with 
that crap.  
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But by the time we got home it was too late to watch a movie. And anyway, we need to get 
North and South, Book II: Love and War going this weekend.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #144 

Dear Rob,  
 
So. Entertainment Weekly ranked little Mattie Serletic as on his way down and out. Poor kid. Are 
you going to write the magazine a nasty letter or what?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

10.16.2004 

Letter #145  

Dear Brian,  
 
I just handwashed Patrick Puppy, and I’m scared I’ve ruined him. See, his tag said “surface 
wash,” so then I thought maybe he shouldn’t go in the washing machine. So I sort of spritzed 
him all over and applied some of my special lingerie detergent to him. But then I couldn’t get the 
soap out! So I ended up having to get him more wet than I intended, and even still I don’t think I 
got all the soap out of him. So now he’s down in the laundry room, in a dryer set on air dry. I 
hope he’s not all ruined!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.17.2004 

Letter #146  

Dear Brian,  
 
Patrick Puppy made it out okay. Just thought you’d like to know.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.18.2004 

Letter #147  

Dear Rob,  
 
This evening’s stroll home from work featured Empowerment Tunes:  
 
“You’re So Bad”  
“You’re So Real”  
“You Can Do Magic”  
“You Love the Thunder”  
 
(As you can see, I’m nearing the end of my playlist; I expect to be thoroughly finished with it by 
tomorrow, after which I’m not sure what I’ll do. Start over?)  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.19.2004 

Letter #148  

Dear Rob,  
 
I thought this was funny: 
 

Ali is playing Matchbox 20’s “Push” on his guitar – a song from the days when one 
could listen to Rob Thomas and not be a de facto weenie. 

 
I found it completely by accident here.  [A Cavalier Daily site link.] 
 
Still, I don’t consider myself a weenie. But then, I’ve been listening to less and less of you these 
days.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.20.2004 

Letter #149  

Dear Rob,  
 
Why the hell did they put Pedro in?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.21.2004 

Letter #150  

Dear Rob,  
 
I went to my first Red Sox game in August 1999. I had never been to a baseball game before, and 
neither had the two friends who went with me—Marieke was from the Netherlands and Julian 
was from Spain. We decided it was an important part of our “Boston Experience” to go to at 
least one ballgame, and tickets were cheap then--we paid twelve bucks apiece to see the Sox 
play the Kansas City Royals. (BTW, is that where RC cola comes from?)  
 
On our way down, we stopped at one of the street vendors and bought $5 ballcaps. In fact, the 
guy may actually have given us a discount, since we were buying three, but I don’t remember. I 
was also wearing an old pair of red socks that I’d had (and still have) since middle school, just for 
fun.  
 
None of us knew a thing about baseball, but a nice guy sitting on our left explained the game as 
best he could. It was a 1:00 game in the middle of the week and the stands were mostly empty.  
 
Every time Nomar Garciaparra came up to bat, Julian would yell out, “Por la gloria de tu madre!” 
because Julian’s mother’s maiden name had been Garciaparra.  
 
The Sox won that game, and after that Marieke and I were hooked. (Julian had only been 
visiting, and he went back to Spain.) We watched almost every game together. We’d get Chinese 
or pizza, or else we’d make spaghetti, and we always yelled, “Por la gloria de tu madre!” at 
Nomar.  
 
Marieke moved away, and now I go to games with my husband. I always wear my hat and socks, 
though. They’re lucky! They must be, because I’ve never gone to a game at Fenway at which the 
Red Sox lost. This includes that crazy one at the end of this past July, where we beat the Yankees 
at the bottom of the 9th. I knew if we (my husband and I) just stayed long enough, we’d win.  
 
Nomar isn’t on our team anymore, so now Scott and I yell at Orlando instead.  
 
And, yes, I do understand the game now. But even if I didn’t, I think I’d love it anyway.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.22.2004 

Letter #151  

Dear Rob,  
 
Tonight we watched Saved! on DVD. It reminded me a lot of my childhood.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.23.2004 

Letter #152  

Dear Rob,  
 
They’re talking about Mr. Miyagi from Karate Kid on the baseball game. The commentators, that 
is. I remember one time when they got bored and started talking about haikus. One of the guys 
said to the other, “You know what a haiku is?” And then they went on this bizarre tangent about 
it. As I recall, though, it was a really boring game, not even close. Not like the first game of the 
World Series, where they don’t really need to be talking about Mr. Miyagi. But, well, they did 
only just mention him in passing. It’s the fact that they were poking fun at Jason Varitek that 
gets me.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.24.2004 

Letter #153  

Dear Rob,  
 
There’s this place in Texas—if I remember correctly, it’s out near Hunt—that has a replica of 
Stonehenge. It’s called Stonehenge II. It’s to scale and “complete” in that it uses what historians 
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thought Stonehenge must have looked like to create the whole thing, instead of some of the big 
stones being missing. I don’t know what Stonehenge II is made out of, though. Not rock, I don’t 
think. But maybe. Anyway, some farmer put it up in one of his fields. In a neighboring field, he 
put up a replica of one of the giant heads from Easter Island.  
 
I visited both of these sites with my roommates my senior year at UT. It was kind of a long ride, 
and hilly, and at one point Stephanie’s Saturn left the ground completely because she’d been 
going a little too fast as we crested a hill. We’d been singing “A Lover and His Lass” in rounds. 
We’d passed through a town that was very proud of its apples; it had some kind of apple festival 
going on. I’d had chicken-fried steak at a diner when we stopped to eat. One of my roommates 
had never had chicken-fried steak, so I let her taste it.  
 
Somewhere there are pictures of me at Stonehenge II, wearing my Blackwatch plaid cloak and 
wielding Duncan (which is what I call my katana—although he lives at my parents’ house in 
Austin now). I think I’d like to see the original Stonehenge some day, though.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.25.2004 

Letter #154  

Dear Rob,  
 
I had a dream the other night that I was on a bus with a bunch of my co-workers, and somehow 
we ended up in the water. I got out, but for some reason I had to go back down into the water 
and the bus. Maybe it was to save some of the others; I don’t know. I very nearly didn’t make it 
out the second time.  
 
One of my biggest fears—however irrational—is to drown, particularly in a sinking vehicle. 
Whenever we own a car again, I will insist that it is equipped with one of those “life hammer” 
things that allows a person to break open the windows to get out. Better yet—no electric 
windows or door locks; those things make it nearly impossible to get out of a car that is stuck in 
water because the systems short out. But do they even still make “manual” cars anymore?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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10.26.2004 

Letter #155  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’ve just heard that you didn’t take home any Radio Music Awards. My condolences. But surely 
you have other, more important things to keep you going.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.27.2004 

Letter #156  

Dear Rob,  
 
How is it that you can’t land a gig singing “God Bless America” at a ballgame? I mean, come on. 
Scott Stapp can do it but you can’t?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.28.2004 

Letter #157  

Dear Rob,  
 
It’s remarkably quiet around here, considering our baseball team just won the World Series for 
the first time in 86 years . . . Perhaps it’s “the shock heard around the city,” as the stupor hasn’t 
yet lifted. But come Saturday, with the parade and all, there will be plenty of noise.  
 
I can’t claim to have waited so long for this; I’ve only been a fan since 1999, which is when I 
“discovered” baseball. But I love the Red Sox as much as any other fan, and I’m so happy for 
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them. It’s been an odd alchemy—this team has had just the right chemistry, and they’ve turned 
lead into gold this year.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.29.2004 

Letter #158  

Dear Rob,  
 
One day, while I was a sophomore at UT, I was running for the campus bus because I needed to 
get across campus quickly. Normally I walked to class, because it’s such a beautiful campus, but I 
was running late that day. So I darted onto the bus that was at the stop without even looking to 
see which one it was.  
 
Well, the bus driver started to yell at me because I’d jumped onto the football players’ bus. And 
it was full of, well, football players.  
 
But then the quarterback—I forget his name now, but he was very well-known at the time, and I 
think he may even have won that award, you know, that trophy?—told the driver that it was no 
problem and to take me wherever I wanted to go.  
 
So, being in a hurry, I asked them to take me across campus.  
 
The bus driver was not so very happy about the whole thing, and when he came to a sudden 
stop before I could take a seat that one of the guys had offered me, I nearly fell over. But the 
quarterback put out a hand to steady me, and you know, his hand was nearly the size of my 
chest. Huge hands, this guy had. Or still has, I guess, wherever he is.  
 
It was my one and only run-in with a sports team. And since sports has been on the brain of 
everyone in Boston these days, I just remembered it. So now I’m writing it so I don’t forget 
again.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #159  

Dear Rob,  
 
Now, I know I can be critical at times, but I do try to be constructive about it. Even I think this is 
a tad harsh. [link: http://www.yankthechain.com/musicshot09.html] 
 
But I guess you must be used to it by now. Gotta have a thick skin in the biz, right?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

10.31.2004 

Letter #160  

Dear Rob,  
 
You build the wall, and I’ll build the fountain. That’s the deal, take it or leave it.  
 
Happy Hallowe’en!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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NOVEMBER 2004 

 
 
 

11.02.2004 

Letter #161  

Dear Rob,  
 
This Daylight Savings is fucking with my head.  
 
In other news: I stood in line for two hours this morning to vote.  
 
AND I’m doing National Novel Writing Month.  
 
God, I’m exhausting myself.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.03.2004 

Letter #162  

Dear Rob,  
 
Remember: the man who does one thing superbly will gain more recognition than the man who 
does many things merely well.  
 
That’s your fortune cookie for the day. Don’t spread yourself too thin.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.04.2004 

Letter #163  

Dear Rob,  
 
Who told you so, dilly dilly?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #164  

Dear Rob,  
 
They’re dismantling what’s left of John Kerry’s dreams down at Copley Square. I saw them on 
my way to the library during lunch, lying around in big chunks, scattered over the asphalt. They 
haven’t been broken down into the small bits yet. Things like that take time.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.05.2004 

Letter #165  

Dear Rob,  
 
It was windy during my walk to work this morning, and the leaves were being pulled from the 
trees and swirled around in the air. It was wonderful! Growing up in the South, I never saw 
things like that as a kid. Even after five years up here, I’m amazed and delighted every time.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #166  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today I read an article that described you as “ubiquitous.” Careful, now. You’re walking that thin 
line known as “over-exposure.”  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.06.2004 

Letter #167  

Dear Rob,  
 
And now, apparently, matchbox twenty is part of a larger scheme to torture inmates at 
Guantanamo Bay in Cuba. What do you make of that?  
 
Here, I’ll save you the trouble of scanning the article: 
 

The interrogators were getting more and more cross with Jamal’s apparent steely 
refusal to crack. Also, Jamal used his time inside the Brown Block to do stretching 
exercises, keeping himself sane. Jamal’s exercise regime made the interrogators 
more angry, but instead of beating him, or threatening him, they did something 
very odd.  
 
A military intelligence officer brought a ghetto blaster into his room. He put it on 
the floor in the corner. He said, “Here’s a great girl band doing Fleetwood Mac 
songs.”  
 
He didn’t blast the CD at Jamal. This wasn’t sleep-deprivation, and it wasn’t an 
attempt to induce the Bucha Effect1. Instead, the agent simply put it on at normal 
volume.  
 
“He put it on,” said Jamal, “and he left.”  
 
“An all-girl Fleetwood Mac covers band?” I said.  
 
“Yeah,” said Jamal.  
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This sounded to me like the tip of a very strange iceberg.  
 
“And what happened next?” I asked.  
 
“When the CD was finished, he came back into the room and said, ‘You might like 
this.’ And he put on Kris Kristofferson’s greatest hits. Normal volume. And he left 
the room again. And then, when that was finished, he came back and said, ‘Here’s a 
Matchbox Twenty CD.’ “  
 
“Was he doing it for entertainment purposes?” I asked.  
 
“It’s interrogation,” said Jamal. “I don’t think they were trying to entertain me.”  
 
“Matchbox Twenty?” I said.  
 
I didn’t know much about Matchbox Twenty. My research reveals them to be a 
four-piece country rock band from Florida, who do not sound particularly abrasive 
(like Metallica and Burn Motherfucker Burn!) nor irritatingly repetitive (like Barney 
The Purple Dinosaur and Ya! Ya! Das Is A Mountain). They sound a bit like REM. The 
only other occasion when I had heard of Matchbox Twenty was when Adam Piore 
from Newsweek told me that they, too (like Metallica and Barney), had been 
blasted into the shipping containers where detainees were held at al-Qa’im in Iraq. 
I mentioned this to Jamal and he looked astonished.  
 
“Matchbox Twenty?” he said.  
 
“Their album More Than You Think You Are,” I said.  
 
There was a silence.  
 
“I thought they were just playing me a CD,” said Jamal. “Just playing me a CD. See if 
I like music or not. Now I’ve heard this, I’m thinking there must have been 
something else going on. Now I’m thinking, why did they play that same CD to me 
as well? They’re playing this CD in Iraq and they’re playing the same CD in Cuba. It 
means to me there is a programme. They’re not playing music because they think 
people like or dislike Matchbox Twenty more than other music. Or Kris 
Kristofferson more than other music. There is a reason. There’s something else 
going on. Obviously I don’t know what it is. But there must be some other intent.”  
 
“There must be,” I said. 

 
They go on to talk about the possibility that there are subliminal messages in the music.  
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It is The Guardian, which I sometimes have trouble believing, but then I also don’t want to tell 
someone who’s talking about having been tortured that, well, I think he’s “wrong” in some way  
. . . I don’t know what to think, really.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.08.2004 

Letter #168  

Dear Rob,  
 
You and your Christmas songs. I keep thinking of the time Homer Simpson tried to write a 
Christmas carol and ended up with the song about how much he hates Ned Flanders . . . And 
then David Byrne shows up, and William Shatner does a version . . . and then Moe writes a song 
. . . Hey! Hey, you hear that? David Byrne is knocking on your door right now!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.10.2004 

Letter #169  

Dear Rob,  
 
Now don’t panic. I’m going away for a few days. I’ll try to write if I can, but I can’t promise that 
I’ll be able to. Take care of yourself while I’m away.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.16.2004 

Letter #170  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m back. I hope you didn’t miss me too much.  
 
One thing I learned about myself while I was away is that I don’t enjoy dogs the way I used to. I 
grew up with lots of cats and dogs as pets. Now Scott and I only have cats, and I find visiting my 
parents and their big dog can be a little stressful. I love animals, but I don’t love having Maggie 
(that’s the dog) jump all over me.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.18.2004 

Letter #171  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m sorry. I just don’t have much to say these days. It’s not even that I’m so busy; I’m actually 
mostly bored. Which is a shame, because life should be an exciting adventure, don’t you think?  
 
I’m just tired most days. Winter does it to me every year. Makes me want to hibernate.  
 
I’ve fallen pretty far behind in writing my novel for NaNoWriMo. I want to finish it, I just don’t 
know if it’ll happen before the end of the month. Maybe if I put some real force behind it during 
the Thanksgiving holiday.  
 
Are you planning a big dinner? It’s just Scott and I, so we’ll keep it small. We’ll watch the Macy’s 
parade on TV; I used to do that with my mom every year, and I still like to watch it (although I 
suspect Scott doesn’t find it as much fun). But I think continuing and/or creating traditions are 
an important part of building a family.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.20.2004 

Letter #172  

Dear Rob,  
 
We just got back from National Treasure. There’s something about Nic Cage that makes me 
want to kill him—I’ve had that ever since 8mm. I don’t know why. It’s strange because it’s really 
Vampire’s Kiss that I hate the most.  
 
But anyway, National Treasure was a lot of fun. Not as funny as I thought it would be (although I 
knew it wasn’t a comedy, I had the idea that there might be more humor), but still a fun movie. 
A good matinee adventure. I can stand to watch Nic in movies, despite my urge to murder him, 
and I can even enjoy the movies he’s in. And Scott has a crush on that Diane Kruger chick. Except 
for the excess of eye makeup in the scene where they’re at the gala; she looks like a raccoon in 
that scene.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.22.2004 

Letter #173  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m only writing on even-numbered days now! (Actually, that’s just been a coincidence, since I’m 
really supposed to write every day.)  
 
My Great-Grandmother Amanda never believed that the astronauts actually walked on the 
moon. I guess there are a lot of people who think that. Not that I see what difference it makes 
one way or another.  
 
I don’t know what made me think of that today. Oh! No, I do know! I was thinking of Eddie 
Izzard and how he goes on about Neil Armstrong telling himself, “Don’t fuck it up,” when trying 
to remember what to say when he takes the first step.  
 
Do you even know what I’m talking about?  
 
No, I didn’t think so.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #174  

Dear Rob,  
 
I forgot to mention that I had a dream about all of you (in the band) last night. It was one of 
those pointless kinds of dreams in which nothing much happens. You were all on a bus, and it 
was night, and you were passing through a city, and all the lights that shone into the bus were 
green. It was like every light in the city must have been green—green neon and green traffic 
lights and whatever else. There was no other color.  
 
The color green in dreams means “healing.” So if you or any of the other guys are in need of that 
. . .  
 
There are three kinds of dreams, actually. There are the ones that really don’t mean anything. 
There are the ones that stem from your subconscious, where you’ve stored a bunch of bits and 
pieces during the day. Those are kind of fun because your brain spends the night trying to put 
things together like a crazy puzzle. And then there are the ones that do mean something, signals 
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from your intuition, or from the depths of your body, or from a sixth sense that knows 
something long before you normally would or should or could. Those kinds of dreams can be 
scary, but they’re usually important.  
 
People who can’t remember their dreams seem not to be in touch with something inside them. 
That’s not healthy. These people suffer more stress, I think, and don’t rest as well. (My husband 
Scott has a hard time remembering his dreams.)  
 
If you can remember them, you should pay attention.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
 
 
 
 

11.23.2004 

Letter #175  

Dear Rob,  
 
Uh-oh. People have been looking at my review of “Ever the Same” (again). I took a beating over 
that. But I never have been one of those people who could revise my way of thinking just to 
please the crowd. I mean, I’m open-minded. But not easily swayed.  
 
It’s been a long time since I listened to it. The song, that is. I wonder if I’d like it any more now? 
Is it one of those that grows on you? Or maybe, once it’s mixed in a studio, I’ll think differently? 
Hmm. I wonder.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.24.2004 

Letter #176  

Dear Rob,  
 
I don’t even like turkey very much. I’ll eat it on a sandwich every now and then, but for dinner? 
Nah.  
 
We did get a turkey.  
 
But we also got a ham.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #177  

Dear Rob,  
 
There’s this older lady that lives in our building. Her name is Mrs. Thatcher. I first met her down 
in the laundry room, and I said to her then, “But not the one from England?” as a kind of jest, 
and she laughed and laughed. And now every time I see her, I say again, “not the one from 
England.” And she always laughs. Well, then again, I’ve noticed that her mind is going a bit 
because she asks the same questions over and over again, within the space of just a few 
minutes. So maybe my joke is funny and new to her every time.  
 
I just ran into Mrs. Thatcher down at the corner market. I’d run out to get some last minute 
things for Thanksgiving dinner. I was too lazy to go to any of the real stores. Mrs. Thatcher was 
in line ahead of me, buying all the strange odds and ends that older people buy: Q-Tips and Lindt 
truffles and a TV Guide. And lottery tickets.  
 
I have absolutely no reason for telling you this. But I do like the building we live in, a lot. And all 
the crazy cast of characters it houses.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.25.2004 

Letter #178  

Dear Rob,  
 
Happy Thanksgiving! Did you watch the parade? I’m bummed that they tape it and edit it and all 
that now. When I was a kid, I had to get up early to see it because it was live . . . But it’s still a 
tradition to watch it and ring in the holiday season. So, in addition to a Happy Thanksgiving, I 
shall wish you Happy Holidays as well!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.26.2004 

Letter #179  

Dear Adam,  
 
Happy Birthday! (Assuming all the websites are correct . . . although they all have different years 
listed.)  
 
Anyway, as Jimmy Buffett sings in “Great Heart” - Guk a ‘mzimba sala ‘nhliziyo (body grow old 
but heart remain behind).  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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11.27.2004 

Letter #180  

Dear Rob,  
 
What motivates you? I’m asking because I’ve only come to realize that there is nothing at my job 
to motivate me, aside from my internal drive to do well and succeed. But I’ve found that this 
also causes me a lot of stress, so I need to cool my jets a bit. Because there’s nothing riding on 
my success aside from my pride. I’ve got to dampen that or something. I mean, why should I 
dish out the best parts of myself to a company that refuses to reward me or even acknowledge 
my hard work?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

11.28.2004 

Letter #181  

Dear Rob,  
 
So the good news is that we’re almost finished with our holiday shopping. Already! We wanted 
everything ordered and out of the way, with plenty of time for shipping. There are only about 
three people left on our list; we’ll have it all taken care of before this week is over.  
 
It’s probably impersonal of us to do all our shopping online, but neither Scott nor I have the 
patience for the pushy crowds and overheated malls. Besides, online you can hunt for the best 
deal and find things that aren’t in stores.  
 
Anyway, it’s not as if a lot of thought hasn’t been put into our purchases, even though they were 
made online. Plus, if one narrows down one’s choices to what is available only in the local 
stores, one is more likely to buy an impulse gift than to really consider whether the recipient will 
like it.  
 
I know what you’re thinking now: The lady doth protest too much. Probably. I do enjoy shopping 
and handling the items personally, to make sure of what I’m buying. But the pros of online 
shopping far outweigh the cons.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #182  

Dear Rob,  
 
Have you heard Russell Wolff yet, btw? You should.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
P.S. You realize we’re halfway through these letters now?  
 
 
 
 

11.29.2004 

Letter #183  

Dear Rob,  
 
I know what you’re wishing for for Christmas: new pants!  
 
And you thought I’d given up. Silly you.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/11/letter-182.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2004/11/letter-183.html


106 

11.30.2004 

Letter #184  

Dear Rob,  
 
I had a difficult day at work, but the walk home was nice. It’s one of those crisp and clear 
evenings, and the sky is that shade of blue that some people don’t seem able to see. They think 
it’s black, but it’s not, and it’s not even midnight blue. I don’t think there’s a word for this 
particular shade of blue, but it’s my favorite color.  
 
And it’s Team Trivia Night, so I need to pull myself together now and go back out there and try 
to function as a member of society. Some days that’s easy, and others it’s really hard.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #185  

Dear Rob,  
 
It was easier tonight than I thought; once I was at Team Trivia, I was feeling very much in league 
with my teammates. And we won for the second week in a row! The Tournament of Champions 
is in two weeks, so I hope we can keep up our streak.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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DECEMBER 2004 

 
 
 

12.01.2004 

Letter #186  

Dear Rob,  
 
So I see that your wedding is to be featured on VH1. I’ll let you know what I think if/when I 
watch it.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.02.2004 

Letter #187  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today is my husband’s birthday! We’ll be the same age for the next couple of weeks, then I’ll be 
older again.  
 
Tonight we’re going out for a nice dinner at Spire. I love living right in the city so that we can 
walk to all these great places. This one is right up the street, not even five minutes from our 
apartment, and everyone says it’s very good. I’ll let you know if they’re right.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #188  

Dear Rob,  
 
Awww. I just read that you had a Stephen Curtis Chapman song performed at your wedding (“I 
Will Be Here”). I used to love his music back when I was in high school. Haven’t listened to any of 
it in a long time, though. Although sometimes his song “The Great Adventure” gets stuck in my 
head. Does that count as listening to it . . . in your head?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #189  

Dear Rob,  
 
So Spire was as good as the recommendations suggested it would be. And I even wore my 
striped pants. (Remember, I look good in my striped pants because the stripes are the correct 
weight and breadth apart to look right on me.)  
 
I said to Scott during the meal that either I’ve been going to better restaurants or else for some 
reason people think I’m someone I’m not--the service was that good. And the food was, too. I 
had: potato gnocchi; asparagus with ham and a poached egg in truffle vinaigrette; striped bass 
over spätzle with mushrooms; and a manhattan float for dessert (that’s ice cream in champagne 
with a cherry sauce and vodka whipped cream). Just very nice all around. You should try it next 
time you have reason to be in Boston.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.03.2004 

Letter #190  

Dear Rob,  
 
We watched Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom the other night. I hadn’t seen it in ages! And 
the Indiana Jones movies were my favorite when I was, like, twelve. I’ve seen Raiders plenty of 
times over the past few years, as well as Last Crusade, but I’ve sadly neglected Temple of Doom. 
It was so much fun to watch again.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #191  

Dear Rob,  
 
I forgot to mention that one of my college professors looked me up online and e-mailed me! I 
was very flattered that he remembered me and my writing. It was a great class called 
ParaGeography (the study of imaginary places). One of the best I took, and certainly very 
inspiring for my writing. A lot of our projects were based on having to create worlds of our own: 
a unique language, etc. Pretty cool!  
 
Anyway, I thought it was great that Dr. Parker thought of me and sought me out.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.05.2004 

Letter #192  

Dear Rob,  
 
Essay question time. Please write a thoughtful paragraph on each of these lines from songs by 
Sting:  
 
Men go crazy in congregations, but they only get better one by one.  
(from “All This Time”)  
 
Tonight all my distances are far.  
(from “This Cowboy Song”)  
 
At night a candle’s brighter than the sun.  
(from “Englishman in New York”)  
 
After all, the music is only half of the song. The lyrics deserve attention, too.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #193  

Dear Rob,  
 
So tonight I opted to listen to my old Richard Marx CDs. That’s right, honeychild. In a nostalgic 
fit, I put Repeat Offender and Rush Street into the 3-disc stereo (and padded the two with Don 
Henley’s The End of the Innocence). Wow, did that take me back. To middle school and high 
school, back when I thought “Hazard” was about the best song ever written.  
 
I hadn’t listened to any of it in so long, it was like watching an old MacGyver re-run; I can always 
vaguely remember the plot but not any of the dialogue or anything. That’s what listening to 
Repeat Offender was like in particular: a song would come on and I would have this half-memory 
of it, but I couldn’t really remember all the lyrics. But then something dusty in my brain would 
kick on and I’d be singing along anyway.  
 
Crazy Richard Marx. I had the biggest crush on him. I remember thinking his lyrics were 
sometimes kind of sexy (although now that’s pretty funny, considering how graphic music can 
be these days). Pre-boy band kinds of stuff (cf. “If You Don’t Want My Love”). There was one 
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summer (I don’t recall the year or how old I was exactly) that he was going to be playing a 
concert, and I was so upset that I couldn’t go because it happened to be the week we were 
flying to Alaska to visit my grandparents. To this day, I haven’t seen Richard Marx in concert. I’m 
not even sure he tours anymore, although I know he still records . . . I failed to pick up his last 
couple of CDs. I should get them, just for the sake of having a complete collection.  
 
What brought on this retro-music moment? I don’t know. I had “Heart on the Line” stuck in my 
head the other day, and I thought, “Where the hell did that come from?” So, while trying to 
decide what to listen to tonight, I was flipping through my CD albums and came across Marx and 
said to myself, “Yeah, maybe it is time to listen to these again.” Ten years is a long enough 
hiatus.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.07.2004 

Letter #194  

Dear Rob,  
 
When I was a kid, there were two Christmas albums we would play on the turntable while 
decorating: Andy Williams and Bing Crosby.  
 
I recall that Andy Williams had very good versions of “Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas” 
and “Sleigh Ride,” among others. (“Sleigh Ride” is my favorite holiday song.)  
 
Bing’s album is great, too. “Christmas in Killarney” is one I’ve always loved—and I’m not even 
Irish!  
 
We had other albums: a Christy Lane one (my mother’s) and some Elvis Christmas album? Can I 
be remembering that right? But we almost never played those.  
 
Today I have the Bing Crosby Christmas album on CD. I haven’t yet dusted it off for the season, 
though. I should find that Andy Williams one on CD (assuming they have it) . . .  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.08.2004 

Letter #195  

Dear Rob,  
 
Can I call you Mr. Tumnus instead of Mr. Thomas? Har!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.09.2004 

Letter #196  

Dear Mr. Tumnus,  
 
So yesterday, on my way to a holiday party, I stopped and gave all the change I had to a 
Salvation Army worker. You know, the ones that stand in front of stores and ring a bell? A lot of 
people don’t agree with the Salvation Army, I guess, because they have religious roots, but . . . I 
had seen on the television news the night before about how the SA was working to give kids a 
merry Christmas, and I had just a ton of change in my change purse, so . . . I figure it’s a deposit 
towards good karma. Give when you can because you never know when you’re going to need, 
right?  
 
The SA worker was so funny, too! When I started just dumping change into his bucket, his eyes 
just kept getting bigger and bigger, and he just “God bless”ed me all to heck. But we’re done 
with our shopping, and I had given my parents permission to donate all my stuffed animals to 
Toys for Tots this year (since they just sit, unused, in my old bedroom back home), and we’ve 
given to all our favorite animal charities (I bought a bunch of holiday gifts from The Animal 
Rescue Site), so. . . I think it all adds up to a good year and a very merry Christmas all around!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #197  

Dear Adam,  
 
So tonight we went to see Barenaked for the Holidays (that’s Mr. Ladies to you, buster!). Those 
guys are so much fun in concert. I have a lot of respect for you guys, too, but you’re not nearly 
as much fun. I guess having an Aquarius at the helm is part of it. (Yes, I’m talking bad about 
Tumnus in a letter not addressed to him.) Actually, not bad, per se. But growing up my best 
friend was an Aquarius (born on February 14th, as a matter of fact), and involved in drama, and 
every show was preceded by her being uptight and nervous, absolutely mortified at the idea 
that something could go wrong or she could be embarrassed. She wanted perfection. It often 
reduced the sense of fun, the literal sense of “play.”  
 
Barenaked Ladies does not seem to suffer from this problem on the part of any of their 
members. Which makes them a lot of fun to see in concert. They banter and improvise, and 
that’s how you know you’re getting a unique show, a singular experience every time.  
 
They also had this hilarious guy named Sean(?) do a little interval while the band took a break, 
and he was so fucking funny that I was sobbing as well as laughing.  
 
Anyway. I have to go shower now.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.12.2004 

Letter #198  

Dear Rob,  
 
Ugh. I spent last night and all day today nursing a sore throat. No fun. I did make some fantastic 
potato salad, though.  
 
And now it’s time for Desperate Housewives.  
 
Hope you had a good weekend.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.13.2004 

Letter #199  

Dear Paul,  
 
I’m going to write to you for a change.  
 
Know who I like? Burl Ives. Crazy, right? But ever since I saw him in Summer Magic, I’ve just 
loved him. Summer Magic is this old Disney movie starring Hayley Mills, but Ives really steals the 
movie. I first saw it when I was about 11 and staying home alone all summer while my parents 
worked. The Disney Channel was showing Summer Magic almost every day it seemed like, and I 
watched it every time!  
 
Ah, the classics.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.14.2004 

Letter #200  

Dear Brian,  
 
They say it’s my birthday!  
 
But they’re lying, because it’s not until Friday.  
 
Psyche!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.15.2004 

Letter #201  

Dear Rob,  
 
Something to Be? Not a very catchy name. Not the kind of thing that sticks in your head. An 
album title should give you something to think about. It should be clever and easy to remember. 
I’m a little disappointed.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.17.2004 

Letter #202  

Dear Rob,  
 
Turkish Deeliiiiight?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #203  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today is my birthday! I’m happy because a co-worker of mine gave me some flowers and took 
me to lunch. And Scott had roses and balloons and a teddy bear sent to the office for me. So 
nice!  
 
I know you’re going to be out with your friends Carly and BeBe tonight, playing some gig . . . 
Hope you have fun with that.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.18.2004 

Letter #204  

Dear Rob,  
 
Did your gig go well? You have another one tonight, don’t you?  
 
My birthday was fine, thank you. We went out for a very nice meal, and I’m still full! Goodness!  
 
Today I have to get some writing done because I sent the first three chapters of my book to an 
agent, and assuming (or hoping) she may want to read the whole thing at some point, I think I’d 
better work on getting it finished.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #205  

Dear Rob,  
 
I got the best gift! It was supposed to be for my stocking, but it came today, and so when Scott 
brought up the mail, I saw the box and he couldn’t hide it from me. So . . . He let me open the 
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box. It’s a Zoodoption! I’ve zoodopted a snow leopard! I’ve got a photo and everything!  
 
Scott made me put the stuffed snow leopard that came with the zoodoption in my stocking. His 
head and front paws are sticking out. He’s great!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.20.2004 

Letter #206  

Dear Rob,  
 
I received a couple more birthday gifts today, from my in-laws. They sent me Season Five of the 
Highlander television series, along with Around the World in 80 Days, the mini-series starring 
Pierce Brosnan and Eric Idle. I loved that when I was a kid!  
 
It’s kind of nice to get late birthday presents because that extends the whole “I’m special” 
feeling over a few more days. When it all happens on one day and then is over . . . then it’s over, 
and you end up waiting another year. (Especially if your birthday falls near the winter holidays 
and so it really feels like you just get presents once a year instead of twice like most other 
people.)  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.21.2004 

Letter #207  

Dear Rob,  
 
Sometimes I just don’t know why I bother working so hard for so little. The management where I 
work doesn’t seem to notice, and even if they did, policy doesn’t allow them to do much for me 
no matter how good I am at what I do. So why not just slack off like so many of the others? 
Management just hasn’t given me any kind of motivation. I think they all need to take classes or 
something.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.23.2004 

Letter #208  

Dear Rob,  
 
I have doubts about the whole cloned cat thing. (You know, this woman who paid $50,000 to 
have a clone made of her deceased cat.) Not that I don’t adore my cats, but if one of them were 
to pass away, there are just so many other animals out there that need good homes. I’d much 
rather take one of those in. Besides, a clone could never really replace a beloved pet any more 
than it could replace a beloved family member. At least, not in my world.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.24.2004 

Letter #209  

Dear Rob,  
 
I should say something nice now, like “Happy Christmas Eve.” It’s my parents’ anniversary today, 
too. Thirty years together! No, they don’t know how they did it, either.  
 
It’s nice to know that both Scott and I come from whole families, meaning our parents toughed 
it out and stuck together. But maybe that’s insensitive to you . . . I suppose there are situations 
in which it simply isn’t better or right to stay in a marriage, and Scott and I are fortunate that no 
such situation has touched our immediate families.  
 
My extended family, on the other hand . . . Whoa. I’ve got some real crazies in my family line. 
But they keep things interesting. And make me appear to be almost normal, which is no small 
feat.  
 
Finished up my shopping yesterday, and so today is all about relaxing and hanging out, reading 
Entertainment Weekly and that kind of thing. Hope you’re having a happy holiday as well.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #210  

Dear Adam,  
 
My friend Abby called, and we were talking about video games. Old ones. Like back when we 
used to play Atari. And she started explaining the E.T. video game. Although I knew it had been 
something of a disaster (you know, nearly killing the American game industry and all), I really 
didn’t know anything about the game itself. In Abby’s words: 
 

You fell in a pit. Then you’d levitate out. Then fall back in, and levitate out. And fall 
back in, then levitate out . . . I think some guy designed the game in, like, 20 hours 
or something. 

 
I just laughed my ass off when she told me this. It’s probably not as funny in writing as it was 
when she was telling me; part of the charm is Abby’s way with words.  
 
Happy holidays!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.25.2004 

Letter #211  

Dear Rob,  
 
Did you have a nice Christmas Day? We had a good one. We opened presents, then went to 
lunch at the Malaysian restaurant we go to every year, and then went to see The Life Aquatic 
with Steve Zissou. And now we’ve done laundry, and we’re watching The Sound of Music. All 
around, a very satisfying day. I hope yours was as well.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.26.2004 

Letter #212  

Dear Brian,  
 
Scott ordered me a new Patrick Puppy from F.A.O. Schwartz because the one I have now has 
been “well loved” (which just means he’s getting worn out). Poor Patrick Puppy I! He’ll have to 
go up on the shelf with my other stuffed animals.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

12.27.2004 

Letter #213  

Dear Kyle,  
 
My friend Abby and I had an extensive conversation about sporting team mascots. Namely, we 
wondered who would win if the actual mascots had to fight one another. We determined that 
large cats—tigers, cougars, etc.—had a distinct advantage. In Round Rock, Texas, they have a 
high school team known as the Dragons, and they would probably fare pretty well. The Hutto 
Hippos (also in Texas), on the other hand . . . not so much. Abby and I decided that small, 
stinging insects such as hornets or yellowjackets were mostly unthreatening, but the caveat 
there was whether there was just one hornet or a swarm, which could be a bit more painful.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #214  

Dear Paul,  
 
Letters for everybody!  
 
Hey, it’s better than a brownie Caesar salad, so hush up about it already.  
 
One thing: on my iPod (which is playing songs alphabetically), after “Busted” comes “Call Me, 
Tell Me” by Pure Prairie League. I know it sounds like a strange combination, but oddly enough it 
works really well.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #215  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’ve had Richard Marx’s “Manhattan” stuck in my head for a few days. Which is funny because I 
haven’t heard that song in years—and I do mean years. Because even when I pulled out my 
Richard Marx CDs the other night, I didn’t pull out that one. So tonight, I put his first CD in the 
player and listened to some more oldies but goodies. It was fun.  
 
And now House M.D. will be on in a moment. Can’t miss Hugh Laurie.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.30.2004 

Letter #216  

Dear Rob,  
 
Quiz time! As prompted by my iPod this morning as I was walking to work. The category is 
“Jimmy Buffett.”  
 
It’s in the mood  
It’s in the blood  
It’s in the food  
It’s in the mud  
 
What is it?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #217  

Dear Rob,  
 
Well, they are setting up the art installations and ice sculptures in the Common. I passed a lot of 
them on my way home this evening. First Night is fast approaching, and with it the advent of 
2005. How will the new year be different from the previous one? Hell, I don’t know. I don’t want 
it to be too terribly different, since my life is pretty good these days. Ways 2005 could be better: 
my book gets published, Scott and I start a family . . . Well, and I’d settle for world peace. My list 
of demands is remarkably short, all things considered.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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12.31.2004 

Letter #218  

Dear Rob,  
 
End the year with this thought from Henri Matisse: “Derive happiness in oneself from a good 
day’s work, from illuminating the fog that surrounds us.”  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #219  

Dear Paul,  
 
You know what I want to see? I want to see a band release a “Greatest Misses” CD—you know, 
instead of their hits, it would be filled with B-sides that never made it to radio or something. 
How funny would that be?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
P.S. I only just heard that you now have a tot in the house. Congrats.  
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JANUARY 2005 

 
 
 

1.02.2005 

Letter #220  

Dear Rob,  
 
I suppose Isaac Asimov’s observation about writers could also be applied to musicians and other 
artists: 
 

From my close observation of writers...they fall into two groups: 1) those who 
bleed copiously and visibly at any bad review, and 2) those who bleed copiously 
and secretly at any bad review. 

 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.03.2005 

Letter #221  

Dear Rob,  
 
This morning my iPod played Jimmy Buffett’s “Distantly in Love,” followed by “Dizzy.” It made 
for a somewhat moody walk. But it was nice anyway, and I like “Dizzy” because it reminds me of 
a different time in my life, when I lived alone and couldn’t be motivated to do much more than 
sit in a chair by the window and read all day. That sounds sad, maybe, but I think everyone 
should live that way for just a little while, learning to be alone. Otherwise, always surrounded, 
they become afraid of themselves. They don’t know what to do when someone else isn’t there. 
Me, I’m able to enjoy what I have now and still savor those moments that are solely my own.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #222  

Dear Rob,  
 
More quizzes! The category tonight is “Notable Names in Song.” Two questions:  
 
1. Phil Collins feels good when he says this word.  
 
2. According to Elton John, he “wants to go to Venus.”  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.04.2005 

Letter #223  

Dear Rob,  
 
Scott was sweet enough to bring home a copy of My Christmas Prayer last night. Not that you 
personally did any of the proofreading, but as a writer and editor I was put off by the typo. I will 
not “bare” anything, courage or otherwise, thank you. Certainly not in the middle of a Christmas 
song.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.06.2005 

Letter #224  

Dear Rob,  
 
Another pseudo-melancholy walk to work this morning, and not just because of the snow. My 
iPod played “Forever December,” followed by Jackson Browne’s “Fountain of Sorrow,” October 
Project’s “Funeral in His Heart,” and finally a J-pop song called “I Wish,” taken from the 
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soundtrack of the anime show Fushigi Yuugi.  
 
Actually, all those songs go together beautifully, and with the snow and so few people out, it 
was like inhabiting my own little snowglobe world. I liked it, and now I feel the kind of calm 
that’s liable to last all day.  
 
Are you familiar with October Project? They’re one of those bands that you have to be in a 
particular mood to listen to. I like them because their lyrics are especially poetic. So much music 
these days is directed at the lowest common denominator of listeners, but when I’m feeling like 
I want to reach a little farther (or is it further? I still can’t get those two straight—and here I was 
complaining about typos! ha!), I put in something like October Project. It’s the musical 
equivalent of stretching, and it makes me feel good.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.07.2005 

Letter #225  

Dear Rob,  
 
So yesterday was Sherlock Holmes’ birthday, and I totally forgot. I feel rotten about that. In 
college I compiled an extensive Holmesian library. I inherited my liking for Holmes from my 
father, who himself had many books about the Great Detective. I say “had” because I 
incorporated most of them into my own library—I haven’t heard the end of it, either, with Dad 
always saying, “You wouldn’t happen to know where — is?” He asks, knowing full well that the 
answer is likely to be, “Uh, well, I have it. It’s on my shelf.” To which Dad always replies, “I see.” 
But he’s always just joking.  
 
Anyway, I remember seeing Young Sherlock Holmes repeatedly as a kid; in fact, at one point we 
had taped it off HBO or Showtime or something, and I used to put it on every day after school 
and have it play while I did my homework. I would watch the Jeremy Brett series with my dad, 
too. I’ve read all of Doyle’s stories, naturally, and then Nicholas Meyers’ books, and a myriad of 
others. (I recommend Dibdin’s The Last Sherlock Holmes Story, among others.) I finally saw The 
Private Life of Sherlock Holmes a few years back; what fun! The Peter Cook/Dudley Moore The 
Hound of the Baskervilles is also a classic.  
 
You know, just some suggested reading/viewing.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #226  

Dear Rob,  
 
Alright, sweetheart, you’ve done it. You’ve managed to confuse me. I’m getting disparate 
strands of information. Some of it says an album titled So Much for Dancing is due out from you 
on February 15. And some of it says an album [tentatively] titled Something to Be is due out 
from you in May. What, did you have too much material for just one?  
 
It seems to me that it’s more plausible that there’s a song being added to rotation in February (a 
single, perhaps in a single CD format?), with a full album to follow . . . Logic suggests this is a 
more likely scenario . . . All that Sherlock Holmes, you know.  
 
Ah, whatever. In the big scheme of things, does it really matter? To you, maybe. To me, less so.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.08.2005 

Letter #227  

Dear Rob,  
 
It takes someone outside the box to see all sides of it. When you’re inside, all aspects are 
crowding you and holding you in. You’ve got to climb out, or if you can’t, you need a friend out 
there to give you a new perspective.  
 
It’s easy to fall into the trap of viewing your life as distinct parts. For example, I might say, “This 
is my work as an editor, and here is my marriage, and there is my writing, and then my singing,” 
as if they were each a bead knotted separately onto a string. But the truth is, life is all these 
things at all times. The beads are not knotted separately; instead they are loose on the string, 
sliding, knocking into one another. If I turn the string in one direction, all parts of my life slip in 
that direction. Do you see?  
 
Think about it.  
 
Meanwhile, today is Elvis’ birthday. But I suppose you already knew that. (I say “is” because, 
whether he’s alive or not, it is the anniversary of the day he was born—hence, birthday.)  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #228  

Dear Adam,  
 
Have you noticed that if you drink some Dr Pepper and then eat a cherry Life Saver candy they 
taste remarkably similar?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.10.2005 

Letter #229  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m pretty miserable today. I could give you the whole story, but I think a one-word summary 
will suffice: work.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.11.2005 

Letter #230  

Dear Rob,  
 
I forgot to mention that I had my hair cut last Sunday. A very cute bob. I had a similar style a few 
years back. Like warrior women of old, cutting their hair off to get it out of the way . . .  
 
See, last week at work the managers were all away for a conference, so I took up a lot of the 
slack. They came back yesterday and completely ignored me. I think they assume that since they 
weren’t here, nothing much could have happened, therefore I wouldn’t have much to report. 
Stupid fools. Plenty went on while they were away. But I’m no longer feeling generous.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #231  

Dear Rob,  
 
My iPod did something funny: it played “Heaven” by Los Lonely Boys and then followed that 
with “Hell” by Squirrel Nut Zippers. Ha!  
 
I guess that’s not really very funny. And anyway, alphabetically it works.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.12.2005 

Letter #232  

Dear Rob,  
 
My dad and I used to watch this British comedy called Mulberry. Except I don’t remember it 
being very funny, you know, for a comedy. It was about this cranky old rich lady who hires this 
guy named Mulberry as a companion. She had a housekeeper and gardener, too, a married 
couple she’d grown up with. But anyway, it turns out that Mulberry is really the son of Death 
and Springtime, and he was supposed to go “reap” the lady’s soul for his dad, but he can’t bring 
himself to do it. Instead he shows the old lady how to have fun again. There were only 13 
episodes (two short seasons). The story had originally been developed for a three-season arc, 
but there was some kind of shake-up at the BBC, and the new execs weren’t fond of the show. 
They were probably all old and didn’t like to think about dying. Or maybe they didn’t like to 
think about having a good time. So Mulberry got cancelled without really ending. What a shame, 
eh?  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.13.2005 

Letter #233  

Dear Rob,  
 
When I left work this evening, I was greeted by a lovely sight: a misty blue sky enshrouding the 
Arlington Church and the bare trees of the Public Garden and the burning street lamps. As I 
walked, the sky became gradually more gray than blue, and the world was miasmic, with figures 
fading into and out of the fog. I was somewhat surprised to discover, once I got home, that my 
hair was a bit damp. But it was worth it, to walk bare-headed through the mist and see the 
strange patterns of lights that pierced it, and the shadowy ghosts of the trees.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #234  

Dear Rob,  
 
Seems to me that every time I read about your upcoming solo album, the date has been pushed 
back. It was going to be November (last year), then February, April . . . now May is the last thing I 
heard. I hope you’re not fighting it. If making music is anything like writing, it’s something like 
gardening; you grow it and then you prune it a bit. You don’t want to over prune, though, or else 
you’ll lose all the leaves and blooms and be left with an ugly, colorless bramble.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.15.2005 

Letter #235  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today we’re going to talk album titles. If an album cover is like the envelope that houses a 
musician’s love letter to his/her listeners, then the title is the scent. Is it sweet? flowery? piney 
and outdoorsy? musky and seductive? Hell, maybe it smells like someone spilled beer on it, or 
coffee, I don’t know. But a good title gives a “whiff” of what’s to come.  
 
John [Cougar] Mellencamp is a pro at titling his albums. Let’s run through some of them: 
American Fool, Uh-huh, Scarecrow, The Lonesome Jubilee, Whenever We Wanted, Human 
Wheels, Mr. Happy Go Lucky, Cutting Heads, and his hits album The Best That I Could Do. Every 
single one of these titles has power behind it. If The Lonesome Jubilee is about struggle (and if 
you listen to the songs, many of them are), then the tunes on Whenever We Wanted are as 
defiant as the title suggests they should be. Good stuff. Take notes.  
 
Design is important, too, of course, and in many ways an album designer will take his cues from 
the album’s title. Human Wheels, with its titular suggestion of the eternal motions of life, death, 
fate, and progress, sports an iconic image on its cover, like a detail from a church painting--
although clearly secular. Nicely done.  
 
You writing this down? I want to see you do well, because I know you can if you try.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #236  

Dear Adam,  
 
I just heard! Oh, sweetie . . . I hope the parting is amicable at the least, and that you go on to do 
wonderful things all your own. Remember: you’re the only one I’ve actually named a stuffed 
animal for, so that’s got to count for something!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.17.2005 

Letter #237  

Dear Rob,  
 
Did you see Mick on the Golden Globes last night? He did very well.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 

Letter #238  

Dear Rob,  
 
I bathed the cats the other day. The big one (Loki) always takes it pretty well. We’ve had him 
since he was very small, so he trusts us. He’ll put up with being washed for about ten minutes—
no howling or fighting or anything—before he decides he’s had enough and tries to climb out of 
the tub. Even then, he doesn’t scratch at me or howl; he just reaches for the side of the tub so 
he can pull himself out.  
 
Now the little cat (Byron) is a different story. He lived out on a snow-covered golf course for the 
first months of his life, and when he came to us he was very shy. Byron is now comfortable with 
us, for the most part, but things like baths and getting his nails clipped don’t go over well. When 
I try to put him in the bath tub, Byron spreads all his legs out as wide as they can go in hopes of 
preventing his descent. It doesn’t work. Then comes the howling, the flailing, the hissing, the 
attempts to bite me . . . I can only manage one dunk in the water before he’s off like a shot. 
Mostly we have to use these sort of wipes—I think they’re actually called “Kitty Wipes”—to 
clean Byron. We use them occasionally on Loki, too, when I can’t be bothered with the whole 
rigmarole of a bath.  
 
So . . . how’s Tyler? Dogs are mostly smellier than cats, I think. My mother has to take her dog 
for grooming about once a month. I grew up with a lot of dogs, but after not being around them 
for a long time once I went off to college and all, and then visiting my folks and their dog, I’ve 
discovered that I’m not so much a “dog person” as they say. Small dogs, maybe. But my folks 
always have big dogs: labs and shepherds and retrievers. Except that we did have a 
dachshund/terrier mix; she was great. I like Corgies and Pomeranians and beagles (like Snoopy). 
But we can’t have any dogs in our apartment anyway. Just two cats. I wouldn’t bother with a 
dog until we had a yard.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.18.2005 

Letter #239  

Dear Rob,  
 
So you decided to stick with Something to Be, eh? Sounds like career day . . . I remember there 
being an undertaker at our career day in high school. That was kind of morbid and weird. But 
there were cool people, too, like FBI agents. I so wanted to be an FBI agent. I guess I still could 
be. I’m young, and if I’m not in top physical condition, I’m sure they could shape me up. I don’t 
want to do any of that running around chasing bad guys stuff. No, I’m more of a logic junkie; I 
like to solve puzzles by extracting information and piecing things together. Like Sherlock Holmes. 
(Yeah, him again.)  
 
Our career day was pretty huge, although now I don’t remember how many different 
occupations possibly could have been represented. They gave us these sheets of paper with all 
the different jobs being talked about and which rooms they were in. Each session was an hour 
and you got to pick three. I’m guessing there was a police officer, a firefighter—you know, the 
usual stuff. A librarian maybe. And, yes, a teacher. I think one of our own teachers talked about 
how he became a teacher or something. There may have been an architect; I remember thinking 
I might become an architect, but I didn’t want to have to do all that math. Physics I love—again, 
there’s something very logical about physics—but any math beyond the basics just frustrates 
me. It’s like I have a disconnect there or something. Which is crazy, since both my parents are 
math people.  
 
There was probably a photographer at our career day, and maybe a newspaper person. I don’t 
think we had any kind of “famous” profession: no actors, no singers, no well-known published 
authors. I guess the school couldn’t get any of those, or else they just didn’t want to encourage 
us; those aren’t “real” jobs, after all. Right?  
 
Was there an interior designer at our career day? I don’t recall. I think there was a CPA, though. 
I can’t imagine he (or she) was very entertaining. But I shouldn’t say that; I’ve known a few CPAs 
in my time, and the ones I’ve known have been very nice people.  
 
Well, tonight is team trivia night, so I’m going to have to totter off now.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.21.2005 

Letter #240  

Dear Rob,  
 
I learned the word “livid” by watching Moonlighting. You remember that show? With Bruce 
Willis and Cybil Shepherd? In this particular instance, what I remember is that David (played by 
Willis) was in trouble for something—as usual. And he says to Maddie (Shepherd), something 
like, “You’re not angry, are you?” And she replies, “Angry? Oh no, David, I’m not angry. I’m 
livid!” And she goes into her office and slams the door.  
 
I was in, oh, fourth or fifth grade. I had to look “livid” up in the dictionary.  
 
I’m feeling pretty livid myself these days, about a situation at work. But I won’t get into that 
here. And anyway, I have a luncheon to attend now.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 
 

1.22.2005 

Letter #241  

Dear Rob,  
 
It’s difficult to say exactly when I became aware of matchbox twenty (or, as it was at the time, 
Matchbox 20). I know I heard “Real World” on the radio. And I remember my mother having a 
conversation with a friend of hers about a song that had what they considered to be just terrible 
lyrics, a song that said “I want to take you for granted.” They asked me if I knew that song, and I 
said (truthfully at the time) that no, I didn’t. Because I mostly listened to classic rock back then.  
 
At some point I became aware of the song “Back 2 Good,” and then later I eventually bought—
or was I given it?—Yourself or Someone Like You. And I would put it on whenever I was writing, 
because I found it easy to work with.  
 
What seems like ages later, I moved to Boston and met Scott and that first summer we were 
together I went and bought the new matchbox twenty album Mad Season. And the weather was 
sweltering, so we had a box fan in the window, and we listened to the CD, and our first reaction 
was, “What the hell is this?” And I didn’t listen to that album again for a few months. But then 
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Scott got us tickets to see you guys play in Amherst, so I decided to get reacquainted with Mad 
Season—again by playing it while I worked on my thesis—and eventually it sort of sunk in and I 
liked it (for the most part). And the concert was so cool; I was standing at the foot of the stage 
and just crying because I was so happy to see you live.  
 
And then I guess a couple years after that, More Than You Think You Are was released. Maybe I 
pre-ordered that one? I don’t remember. And again my first reaction was, “What the hell?” But I 
caught onto that album a lot faster than I did Mad Season, and I think it’s my favorite. And we 
saw you guys at the FleetCenter (soon to have some other name), but I was less impressed then 
because you were no longer very accessible and cool to see in concert. It was just a big show (as 
the DVD suggests).  
 
So that’s the history, in case you were wondering where I was coming from exactly.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #242  

Dear Rob,  
 
Tonight was an 80s night for music—I put three Billboard CDs in the player (1982, 1985 and 
1986). When Huey Lewis and the News’ “Stuck With You” came on, I remembered how I used to 
think that song was about being stuck in an elevator. I don’t know why.  
 
I also remembered that my friend Emily loved Huey Lewis and the News. We used to listen to 
them all the time when I would sleep over at her house. We’d also play her Atari, particularly 
Donkey Kong, Burger Time, and Star Wars. We would get books of ghost stories from the library 
and scare ourselves silly reading them late at night. It was easy, since Emily lived across from the 
town jail where they used to hang criminals.  
 
Emily had a gazillion Barbie dolls, and we used to play this sort of Love Boat-type game in which 
one of the Ken dolls was a stupid bartender named Ted.  
 
We also used to make fake radio shows and record them on an old tape recorder.  
 
One time we tried to run away after the adults were asleep, but we didn’t get very far before we 
were scared and ran back home. (We didn’t have any good reasons for running away, anyway, 
except just wanting to try it.)  
 
And just think: all of these memories came out of listening to some 80s music.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.23.2005 

Letter #243  

Dear Rob,  
 
Here is a picture I took of you at that Pets Alive benefit last August:  

 
 
 
The picture was a little grainy, so I fixed it up a bit and put a tint on it. It’s still not great—it was 
dark in there—but it’s not bad, all things considered.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M 
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1.24.2005 

Letter #244  

Dear Rob,  
 
I feel kind of crummy tonight. I think all this cold weather is getting to me. I was hoping we 
wouldn’t have work today, that they’d close our building, but they didn’t so we did. Have work. 
Damn, I’m tired.  
 
My Pats are going back to the Superbowl, which is exciting. If you’re a Pats fan. We watched that 
Numb3rs show after the football game, and it was pretty good. Except I don’t much care for that 
“3” being in there instead of an “e.”  
 
Oh, and I just heard that “Lonely No More” will hit the radio next week on the first (if you’re 
lucky, but you know you are and they’ll play it). Too bad I don’t listen to radio.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.26.2005 

Letter #245  

Dear Rob,  
 
I stayed home from work yesterday because I was still feeling poorly, and it reminded me of this 
time when I was really sick. I was a sophomore in high school, and midterms were coming up, 
but I had this terrible respiratory problem. I was in bed for a couple weeks, and I remember 
reading Rebecca and watching a lot of television. Anyway, I was being treated with codeine, 
which can make a person a little wacky. And I insisted on going back to school to take my 
midterms, even though I hadn’t studied and wasn’t yet completely well. I just didn’t want to 
have to take make-up tests and also try to catch up on anything new.  
 
I was a pretty good student—Sagittarians usually are—so I passed all my midterms easily, even 
while on codeine. But the one thing that really stands out in my mind is this moment in which 
my English teacher Mrs. Arnold was trying to get us to write some kind of dumb essay about a 
favorite toy we’d had as children. So she read us an example essay that a previous student of 
hers had written a few years before. It was about a toy Millennium Falcon. I must’ve had some 
kind of delayed reaction to the whole thing, being drugged up and all, because it wasn’t until 
we’d begun writing our own essays (which were truly juvenile for an advanced English class) that 
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I suddenly sat upright in my desk and yelped, “Millennium Falcon!” And began to laugh . . . and 
laugh . . . And I couldn’t stop laughing (kind of like Brak on Cartoon Planet). My eyes were 
watering, and I was gasping for breath, and everyone said I was turning purple, but for whatever 
reason—the medication and my mindset, which is already odd on its own—I found it all 
extremely funny.  
 
There are days I wish I could do that again, whenever I wanted. Just find everything funny. That 
would be a great way to relieve tension.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.28.2005 

Letter #246  

Dear Rob,  
 
My iPod played a lot of Jimmy Buffett this week; he apparently has quite a few songs that begin 
with “La.” It went something like:  
 
“L’Air de la Louisiane”  
“La Vie Dansante”  
“Lady I Can’t Explain”  
“Lage Nom Ai”  
“Landfall”  
 
It seemed pretty incongruous with the snow and all, but kind of nice in a warm-you-up sort of 
way. Hearing Jimmy makes me very happy that Scott and I are going on a cruise in April, along 
with my folks. But April still seems like a very long way away.  
 
I’d like to get away, but I wouldn’t go back to NYC in this weather; five years ago now, Scott and 
I went down in February to visit a friend, and it was too cold! Although we did have a fabulous 
snowball fight in Battery Park.  
 
Anyway, after all that great Buffett, “Last Beautiful Girl” came up in the rotation. It was followed 
by Jackson Browne’s “Late for the Sky,” and I have to say, those two songs actually pair up 
pretty well together.  
 
This afternoon, during the walk home, I got to “London Homesick Blues”:  
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It’s cold over here  
and I swear  
I wish they’d turn the heat on  
 
No kidding! Sometimes I feel like an exotic transplant—like a jasmine or a honeysuckle that’s 
been trained to a trellis but will always be what I am: a fragrant, lovely little Southern flower. 
Although, admittedly, I was also a late bloomer.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
P.S. Remember Leo the Late Bloomer?  
 
 
 
 

1.29.2005 

Letter #247  

Dear Rob,  
 
I am very excited this morning because we’ve managed to score tickets to see U2 in May. They 
sell out fast, so we were very lucky!  
 
We also bought tickets for a couple of Red Sox games. We already had tickets for five other 
ballgames, so that’s seven for the season. Except that we’ll have to sell one pair of tickets 
because the game is during the week we’ll be on the cruise. Still, six games isn’t bad!  
 
I’m expecting an entertainment-filled spring and summer!  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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1.30.2005 

Letter #248  

Dear Rob,  
 
We watched Super Size Me tonight. We’re trying to be informed about the films that have been 
nominated for Academy Awards. But anyway, this one certainly inspired me to follow through 
with my workout afterwards.  
 
Scott and I have this Xbox “game” called Yourself Fitness. It takes all of your information: height, 
weight, gender, capabilities (like how many pushups you can do), etc., and after taking your 
goals into account—like how much weight you’d like to lose—it prepares a workout program for 
you. It’ll do a nutrition program, too, but we’re doing that on our own. It feels good, though. We 
knew we were more likely to do something like this than to actually go to a gym regularly. AND 
it’s certainly less expensive!  
 
Okay, time to hit the showers.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

1.31.2005 

Letter #249  

Dear Rob,  
 
A greatest hits album? You guys have only had three albums anyway (well, and the EP). Surely 
anyone who listens to you and likes you already owns those CDs and could put together his or 
her own “greatest hits” mix CD. Not that the stuff that makes it onto the radio is always the best 
stuff.  
 
Greatest hits albums need to be reserved for hugely prolific bands that have put out so many 
albums, each with only one or two hits on it . . . You know, because then a person might say, 
“Well, I like what I’ve heard on the radio but not enough to buy all their CDs. But hey! Look at 
this! All the radio singles on one disc!”  
 
That’s the point, Woodrow.  
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As I’ve said in a previous letter (to Paul, I think it was), do a “greatest misses” album instead. 
Much more fun and interesting.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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FEBRUARY 2005 

 
 
 

2.01.2005 

Letter #250  

Dear Rob,  
 
I was just looking at Richard Marx’s playlist on iTunes. That’s awesome! (No, you’re not on it.)  
 
I haven’t heard your single yet, probably because I don’t listen to the radio.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #251  

Dear Rob,  
 
I did you the courtesy of hunting down your song online, thanks to AOL music. I like it. I’m sure 
it’ll do well.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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2.02.2005 

Letter #252  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m having one of my good days, which means I don’t hate as many people as I do on a bad 
day—which is when I hate everyone. (A great day means I’m feeling the love, but those are 
pretty rare.)  
 
I’ll try to get a “real” review of your song written . . . sometime . . . this century . . . I’m just 
*that* busy these days.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #253  

Dear Rob,  
 
Awww. I came home and found that Sheila Richman and Nick Stern had written many nice 
things about you in an attempt to publicize your single and upcoming CD—nothing I didn’t 
already know, but nice things about how you win awards all the time and started a charity. And 
they were kind enough not to mention your tacky striped pants!  
 
Unfortunately, someone else is going to be doing the review of your song. Although I could 
certainly write another one, just for kicks.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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2.03.2005 

Letter #254  

Dear Rob,  
 
Okay, so I went ahead and wrote a review of “Lonely No More.” You can find it on Pencil Thin 
Mustache and Blogcritics.org. In fact, it was the #1 hit for “Rob Thomas” on Google News for a 
while. So I’m kind of proud of myself on that score.  
 
To sum up, I like your song, although I feel like there are any number of artists who could have 
recorded it. But maybe that’s the mark of a good songwriter, that the music he writes is 
“universal” in some way.  
 
I also like that your song lends itself to putting different words in, just for fun. Scott and I do this 
all the time. We sing to the cats a lot, and now we can add “I don’t want to be stinky no more,” 
to our playlist of silly things we sing. (The cats think we’re crazy, btw. But the way Loki howls 
after using his box, I’m pretty sure he’s saying just that.)  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.04.2005 

Letter #255  

Dear Rob,  
 
You know, I’m starting to think you don’t understand the nature of loneliness. It’s an inside 
feeling, not at all contingent on environment. A person can be in the midst of a crowd and still 
feel lonely. Even when all the people around him are loved ones, that person can be lonely. It’s 
that strange, floating feeling—an unattachment to the people around you.  
 
And then, a person can be completely alone and not feel lonely in the least.  
 
Lonely is about being disconnected. It happens to everyone at some point. I think that’s one of 
the reasons the technological age has been so successful in selling gadgets that keep everyone 
connected: cell phones, instant messages, e-mail, blogs, PDAs . . . People are so terrified of that 
feeling, that loneliness. They don’t know what to do with themselves when they’re unplugged.  
 
People who are unplugged all the time, on the other hand, usually turn out to be sociopaths.  
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I like being disconnected every now and then. Yes, that’s right. I like to be lonely sometimes. 
Some might argue that I can’t be completely lonely, knowing I have a loving husband and great 
parents and good friends out there in the world, but there are those moments when I don’t feel 
connected to any of them. And inside those moments it might be that I’m sad or I’m angry, but 
the great thing is that I have learned to relish those moments and push through them because 
on the other side is that sweet homecoming to everyone who loves me.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.05.2005 

Letter #256  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today’s Think About It is a quote by Adlai Stevenson: 
 

A free society is one where it is safe to be unpopular. 
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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2.06.2005 

Letter #257  

Dear Rob,  
 
Kathy Najimy turns 48 today. That may not mean much to you, but I worked with her a very little 
bit on the set of Hope Floats. She’s pretty cool. The one thing that sticks with me is that she had 
gone to see Seven Years in Tibet one night, and when we asked her how it was, she said, “More 
like seven years in your seat!”  
 
Anyway, now I guess she’s best known as the voice of Peggy Hill on King of the Hill. Funny, funny 
lady.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #258  

Dear Rob,  
 
The house I grew up in had a cavernous sort of living room, with 16-foot vaulted ceilings and 
only one dim light that hung low into the room and did little more than make deeper shadows. 
The windows faced north, and even in the summer the living room was cool, even chilly. There 
was something refreshing about it, the way the wind would come sailing in through the screens, 
bringing the scent of mown grass that was wet with yard sprinklers and evening dew. From my 
spot on the couch I could hear the trees clapping when the breeze brought their leaves 
together. Porch lights, patio lights, street lights at the ends of the block, and the moon pulling 
itself up over the houses in a long push-up that would last the night—these illuminate my 
memories.  
 
I would spend time on the back patio with my dad as he barbecued, help my mother in the 
kitchen, and eventually go upstairs to my room. I had the whole of the upstairs to myself 
because my parents had become tired of climbing stairs. It didn’t occur to me how lucky I was, 
although I certainly see it now: I had a “suite” of rooms—a bedroom, my own bathroom, and a 
loft. My bedroom window faced west, the loft window faced east, and opening them both 
would create a cross-breeze that brought up the smoky smell of the grill, mingled with the 
sweet mimosa blossoms from the neighbor’s yard.  
 
I would take a seat in my rocking chair, a Bentwood, and turn on my radio. I had six pre-set 
stations that I would surf in search of something good. If I couldn’t find anything, I would put in 
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a CD. I would sit in my rocker and watch the sun set, or if it already had, I’d watch the stars 
wheel across the sky, the moon set, the airplanes cut through the darkness. I could stay that way 
for hours, listening to music with all my lights out—many nights I didn’t go to bed until 2:00 or 
3:00 in the morning. My parents had become used to the regular sound of my rocker (my room 
was directly above theirs), the soft bass of my stereo system that squatted on my dresser like an 
odd, black troll in a room full of white furniture trimmed in gold paint. I had bought it myself, 
the first thing I’d ever purchased with a Service Merchandise credit card that my parents opened 
on my behalf; I dished out $15 a month from my allowance to pay for it.  
 
Now, today, in my adult life, I have a newer stereo system. My parents bought it for me—or for 
us, I suppose, my husband and I. And I have a newer Bentwood rocking chair that I sometimes 
drag out of the living room and into the bedroom. I pull up the mini-blinds and crack open the 
window and sit in the dark and listen to music. No radio now, just CDs. This system holds three, 
which I set to “random” and let loose. I sit in my chair and watch the twilight build up behind the 
State House (my window still faces west). It’s a little different—the smells aren’t as good, 
although when spring comes along I enjoy the fresh air. But some days I just wish for the old 
house with its cavernous living room and the patio roof that I used to climb up onto just because 
I could. My parents moved out of it after I graduated from college; it was too big for just the two 
of them, with a whole top floor that they never used, and anyway, Dad’s job relocated him to 
Arizona. I guess it’s true that you can’t go back, you can only take the best parts forward with 
you while you adapt to new situations.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.07.2005 

Letter #259  

Dear Rob,  
 
Today’s Think About It is a quote by Frederick Douglass: 
 

I prefer to be true to myself, even at the hazard of incurring the ridicule of others, 
rather than to be false, and to incur my own abhorrence. 

 
I have to say, I heartily agree with him on this score.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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Letter #260  

Dear Rob,  
 
I stumbled across your website. It’s very s_l_o_w. You should do something about that. But I’ve 
put it on the links list anyway.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.08.2005 

Letter #261  

Dear Rob,  
 
I’m very excited about Valentine’s Day this year because Scott and I have found a new 
restaurant to try. It serves Southern/Southwestern, which will make me feel right at home. 
(Scott told me the menu has chicken fried steak! Do you have any idea how hard it is to find 
chicken fried steak in Boston?)  
 
Also, I got Scott a great gift that is due to arrive today. I’ll have to hide it. I already know what 
I’m getting, and I know it’s somewhere in the apartment, but I haven’t been able to find it . . .  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.09.2005 

Letter #262  

Dear Rob,  
 
It makes me laugh when I see dogs playing with Frisbees, especially when they are trying to pick 
them up off the ground but they have one foot on the Frisbee, holding it down, so that the 
result is a kind of tug-of-war. I don’t know if the dogs do it deliberately—the way cats will with 
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toy mice—or if they don’t realize they’re fighting themselves. But it’s funny and cute either way.  
 
My dad taught our dog Bud to chase a Frisbee by feeding him in the Frisbee. I don’t know what 
made Dad think to do that; maybe he read it somewhere, or else a friend told him to try it. Bud 
did, indeed, chase the Frisbee, but he also went after anything that was the same color as the 
Frisbee (yellow). And I had, at that time in my life, yellow flip-flops. When I wore them, if Bud 
was loose, he’d be nipping at my heels. One day at the lake, after I’d taken my flip-flops off, Bud 
ran over and took one. Then he went off into the water with it, and the last I saw of my flip-flop 
it was bobbing away from me, long out of reach.  
 
And speaking of Frisbee, I used to win ribbons at Field Day every year in the Frisbee categories. 
The trick is that your finger should be pointing the direction you want the Frisbee to fly in when 
you release it. My dad is even better; he can throw a “boomerang,” which is some special angle 
that causes the Frisbee to come back to the person who threw it. I never did master that trick.  
 
By the way, I’m capitalizing Frisbee because it’s a trademarked name, the same as Dumpster, 
Kleenex, Band-Aid, and TiVo. The generic term for Frisbee would be something like “plastic 
flying disc,” which is sort of a mouthful.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #263  

Dear Rob,  
 
You’re going to present at the Grammys? I can’t be bothered to watch; I’m no longer “up” on 
the music scene. There was a time in my life when I would have sat through it anyway, just to 
get a glimpse of my favorite artists, but I outgrew that a few years back. Just please tell me you 
won’t be wearing those damn pants.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
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2.10.2005 

Letter #264  

Dear Rob,  
 
Is it juvenile of me to find it funny that, when I went to Wendy’s for lunch, the theme song to 
Grease was playing on their piped-in music? Perhaps that irony is a bit too subtle for you; much 
as I like you, you don’t always strike me as the brightest star in the constellation. That comes in 
part from being an Aquarius. Although incredibly talented in the arts, many Aquarians struggle 
when it comes to academia. They find it frustrating. An inability to get the words out the way 
they want—regardless of what the teacher wants to hear—is what really does it to them. They 
become dissatisfied. I suspect this is why many of your songs tread over the same themes again 
and again. If I were a therapist, I’d say you weren’t making progress, but as friend to many an 
Aquarius, I understand that you’re really just trying to say what you mean in as many different 
ways as you can in the hopes that someone will understand. It’s sort of cute, but common 
decency restricts me from giving you a hug, no matter how badly it seems like you may need 
one.  
 
Sincerely,  
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.11.2005 

Letter #265  

Dear Rob, 
 
Only 100 more letters to go! How do you feel about that? What do you mean, “relieved”? Why, I 
oughta . . . ::shaking fist:: 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #266  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sometimes, when I leave work on a Friday, I pretend that I’m leaving for the last time. I put it all 
behind me, as if it’s history. That allows me to enjoy my weekend and not think about work at 
all. 
 
Then, on Monday morning I pretend that I’m starting a new job. It just happens to be in the 
same place, with the same people. That allows me to start refreshed. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

2.12.2005 

Letter #267  

Dear Rob, 
 
We watched The Best Week Ever on VH1 tonight (like we do every week), and after it was over 
and they went to the credits, they started showing a fragment of the “If You’re Gone” video. 
Totally random. Scott said, “Why are they showing us this?” I gave him a few possibilities: your 
birthday is coming up, Adam is gone . . . Scott said, “No, I think they just knew you were 
watching and felt like they’d better play some matchbox twenty.” Who knew I had so much pull 
at VH1? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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2.13.2005 

Letter #268  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today’s Think About It is a quote from Charles Robert Darwin: 
 

A man who dares to waste one hour of time has not discovered the value of life. 
 
Seems appropriate enough as your birthday draws near. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

2.14.2005 

Letter #269  

Dear Rob, 
 
Happy birthday. This is the birthday of my childhood best friend, too. I’ve known her since she 
was four and I was eight. Now she’s 25. That’s crazy! 
 
Tara used to get heart-shaped stuff for her birthday, and stuff that was red, white, and pink. This 
doesn’t strike me as the kind of problem you would have, though, being that you’re male. But 
maybe. I don’t know. 
 
I actually know quite a few people whose birthday is today, come to think of it. I’ve worked with 
several Valentines people, and one of my mother’s best friends also had her birthday on this day 
(she passed away some years ago). 
 
Come to think of it, I think I wouldn’t much care for having my birthday on Valentine’s Day. 
People are too distracted by the romantic hoopla, and I’m one of those people who likes to have 
the attention on me when it’s my day. Yes, I get inordinately pleased with myself for having 
been born, despite the fact that I had very little to do with it. It’s bad enough having a birthday 
that’s near Christmas—you know, people would always give me one gift for my birthday/the 
holidays, and no one could come to my parties because they were all traveling at that time—but 
Valentine’s Day . . . Well, at least you’ll get to spend your birthday with the person you love, and 
what else matters, really? 
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So I hope you get good presents, birthday and otherwise. (I got Scott some Tiffany cuff links, and 
he gave me a ring . . . Good God, do I have a lot of jewelry! And I love every bit of it, but I can’t 
wear nearly all of it.) Have a happy day—every day, if you can. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.15.2005 

Letter #270  

Dear Rob, 
 
I wasn’t able to find very many pictures of you from the Grammy Awards. And none that I found 
were full-length. This worries me. Did you look bad from the waist down? Were you, perhaps, 
wearing those striped pants? 
 
I saw you were wearing a striped coat, at the very least. The jury is still out on that. 
 
Also, the sunglasses indoors? You know, there are very few people who can pull that off. Bono, 
for one, and just barely. The only reason he gets away with that is because we all know he’d 
look like Brad Dourif without his glasses, so we pity him. Maybe you’re trying to cut some new 
cloth, what with your solo album and all, but the sunglasses aren’t working. 
 
Okay, some of us have real work in the real world— 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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2.16.2005 

Letter #271  

Dear Rob, 
 
When I was nine, my mother said to me (and I don’t recall the exact circumstances that elicited 
this particular response): “Amanda, drop dead.” I accommodated her as best I could by 
pretending to do just that—I flung myself across her bed, mimicking having been slain. I 
probably wouldn’t remember this incident except that my mother made a big fuss immediately 
afterwards. “Oh, Amanda, I’m so sorry!” she said, which bewildered the hell out of me, because 
what kid is used to a parent apologizing like that? “I should never have said such a thing! You 
know I didn’t mean it, right?” Uh, yeah Mom, okay . . . 
 
Funny how these things get added to your history, like a stack of stones. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.18.2005 

Letter #272  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’ve had several e-mails this week from people who read my letters to you. They all seem to 
think I’m a little odd, but they also seem to have decided I’m mostly harmless. I think odd + 
harmless=fun, at least most of the time. It certainly did in college. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #273  

Dear Rob, 
 
I think I know exactly which mansion Wilbur lives in, on Beacon Street. I think I pass it on my way 
to Deluca’s Market. I would pass it every day, if I walked on that side of the street, but I prefer to 
walk through the Common instead. 
 
And I suppose you probably know exactly which Empire State Building he inhabits in Manhattan. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.19.2005 

Letter #274  

Dear Rob, 
 
You know what my dentist said to me today? “Your teeth are gorgeous! Just gorgeous!” That 
made me pretty happy. It made me grateful that my parents—neither of whom have very good 
teeth, thanks to haphazard dental care as children—made it a point to see that I had good 
dental hygiene and regular checkups as a kid. No matter how much I hated it. 
 
We went and saw Constantine, which wasn’t bad. I mean, it was better than I expected it to be. 
 
Oh, all right. We’ll talk about you. I see that “Lonely No More” is #11 on the Billboard Adult Top 
40, up from #20, the “Greatest Gainer.” You must be very happy. But then, I told you that the 
song would hit it off, didn’t I? This is why you should listen to me. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #275  

Dear Rob, 
 
I just went down to the corner convenience store. When I walked in, it was seemingly empty. I 
had one of those moments that proves I’ve been watching too much 24, because I thought 
maybe the place was being held up, and that the robber was keeping everyone hostage in the 
back somewhere. It occurred to me, briefly, that I could just get what I needed and leave. 
Immediately after that, I thought that was an awful thing to have considered. 
 
I went back to the refrigerated section to get some milk, and as I leaned down to check the 
expiration date, I saw eyes looking back at me. That was very strange. I mean, not really, but it 
seemed so at the time. I just sort of waved and got my milk. I drink a lot of milk. Always have. 
Scott, on the other hand, never drinks it. 
 
By the time I had selected everything I’d gone to get, there was someone behind the counter 
and a couple other shoppers in the store, and everything was normal again. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.20.2005 

Letter #276  

Dear Rob, 
 
We saw Ray last night, finally. It reminded me of something that happened when I was in first 
grade. Every week a student was told to bring a record for the class to listen to during our “rest” 
period. I guess most kids brought, well, kiddie records (I don’t really remember, to be honest). 
When it was my turn, I brought one of my favorites: Fats Domino. My teacher didn’t really know 
what to do, although I probably didn’t understand that at the time. All I remember is that she 
acted strangely about it, but—and this is only if I’m remembering right—she did eventually play 
a little of it to the class. But I don’t think the other kids liked it much. I don’t know exactly what 
happened, but I associate a feeling of being “let down” with this memory. This must’ve been 
when I first came to realize that not everyone in the world really appreciates music. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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2.21.2005 

Letter #277  

Dear Rob, 
 
I had a dream last night in which you kept trying to come visit me, and I kept sending you away. 
So . . . sorry ‘bout that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.22.2005 

Letter #278  

Dear Rob, 
 
You know the song “Send My Body” by Randy Travis? It’s such a peppy little number, for a song 
that’s about being hanged and having your body shipped on a freight train. And why does that 
always make me think of Abraham Lincoln? Did his body get sent by train somewhere? Now I’m 
going to have to look that up . . . 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #279  

Dear Rob, 
 
Well, whadda ya know? I did learn something in school after all! I looked up about Abraham 
Lincoln, and sure enough (or “shaw ‘nuff” as we say back home), his body was shipped back to 
his home town by train after his assassination. Here is the timetable, courtesy of this 
educational website: 
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April 21, 1865 
Funeral train leaves Washington, D.C., and arrives in Baltimore, Maryland, and 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, for public viewing. 
 
April 22, 1865 
Train leaves Harrisburg and arrives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
 
April 23, 1865 
Train remains in Philadelphia during public viewing. 
 
April 24, 1865 
Train leaves Philadelphia and arrives in New York City for public viewing. 
 
April 25, 1865 
Train leaves New York City and arrives in Albany, New York, for public viewing. 
 
April 26, 1865 
Train leaves Albany and travels through New York state. 
 
April 27, 1865 
Train arrives in Buffalo, New York, for public viewing and heads for Ohio. 
 
April 28, 1865 
Train arrives in Cleveland, Ohio, for public viewing. 
 
April 29, 1865 
Train leaves Cleveland and travels to Columbus, Ohio, for public viewing. 
 
April 30, 1865 
Train arrives in Indianapolis, Indiana, for public viewing. 
 
May 1, 1865 
Train leaves Indianapolis and arrives in Chicago, Illinois, for public viewing. 
 
May 2, 1865 
Train leaves Chicago for Springfield, Illinois. 
 
May 3, 1865 
Train completes journey in Springfield, where final viewing is held. 

 
He was pretty well dead and then some by the time he got home. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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2.24.2005 

Letter #280  

Dear Rob, 
 
When I was in high school, I worked part-time at a Sears in the local mall. I had long, wavy hair 
of a dark blonde and/or light brown persuasion. And there are two particular things I remember 
that people said about the way I looked then: a guy named Lee who worked in the Men’s 
Department told me I looked like Christine McVie (and, yes, I knew who that was); and a little 
boy once asked his mama as they walked by my counter, “Is that an angel?” 
 
I took both these things as compliments. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 

2.25.2005 

Letter #281  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today I bought the moon. 
 
I bought it hanging full in the branches of bare trees. 
 
I bought it held hard and fast to a deep blue-and-purple sky. 
 
I bought it spattered by golden starlight. 
 
Today I bought the moon, so that I could have it when I wanted it. 
 
And some day, when I die, someone will find it tucked into a drawer and say, “What is this moon 
doing here?” 
 
They will flip it this way and that, trying to figure it out. But they never will. 
 
Isn’t that fantastic? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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2.26.2005 

Letter #282  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sometimes there is a snake inside you, coiled in your stomach, that strikes repeatedly, poisoning 
you. The venom spreads through your veins, cold like fear. That’s when you have to swallow 
some poison yourself, to kill the snake. It’s the only way. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
P.S. I’m speaking metaphorically, of course. Don’t go swallowing any real poison or anything.  
 
 
 
 

2.27.2005 

Letter #283  

Dear Rob, 
 
Quiz time again! The category is, uh . . . I don’t know what. “Social Commentary in Song” 
maybe? Anyway, here is your question: 
 
According to Sting, “Men go crazy in” this, “but they only get better one by one.” 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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2.28.2005 

Letter #284  

Dear Rob, 
 
Mario Andretti is 65 today. Which reminds me of my mother, who has a funny way with names. 
I remember one day I was driving, and Mom was in the passenger seat, and she said, “Slow 
down, Andreo Maretti.” It took me a few minutes to figure out what she meant. 
 
She calls Mark Knopfler “Mike Knopfler” and Hal Ketchum “Hank Ketchum” (which is, of course, 
the guy who draws Dennis the Menace, as opposed to being a country music singer). Although 
now I think she does it just to be stubborn. She certainly should know better by now. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

2.28.2005 

Letter #285  

Dear Rob, 
 
I read the write-up about you in the Miami Herald. It was nice. Although I keep reading 
conflicting reports about when your album comes out—is it April 19th or the 26th or what? 
 
Callous as it may sound, though . . . hearing that you wrote “Ever the Same” while Marisol was 
sick . . . still doesn’t make me like the song. Ouch. That hurt me to say, but I’ve always prided 
myself on being honest. I guess the point is that if you can’t communicate on a level that I can 
appreciate without me having to know the story “behind the music” (as they say), then the song 
doesn’t do what a song should do. 
 
Bracing myself for more nasty e-mail . . . 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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MARCH 2005 

 
 
 

3.01.2005 

Letter #286  

Dear Rob, 
 
Too bad that the Save the Music benefit is scheduled to happen while Scott and I are on our 
cruise. I would have liked to go. It’s a good cause, and VH1 and I get along pretty well besides, 
but I guess you can’t have everything. And I’m so very excited about the cruise! Even more so 
now, after all this #@!?% snow. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 

3.02.2005 

Letter #287  

Dear Rob, 
 
Quote of the day: 
 

“If life were fair, Elvis would be alive and all the impersonators would be dead.” 
--Johnny Carson 

 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #288  

Dear Rob, 
 
I keep going to bat for you. [link: http://blogcritics.org/music/article/song-debut-lonely-no-
more-by] I guess it’s a little weird that I’m sort of the resident expert on you and matchbox 
twenty. Maybe you should get some real PR going or something. 
 
[linked text: 
 

On Tuesday, Feb. 1, the first single from Rob Thomas’ upcoming solo album was released 
worldwide via AOL. For those who don’t know, Thomas is the lead singer of matchbox twenty. 
Anyone who doesn’t listen to matchbox twenty might still know Thomas from the ubiquitous 
“Smooth,” on which Thomas collaborated with Carlos Santana. If you don’t recognize that one, 
you’ve been living under a rock. Thomas walked away with three Grammy Awards for his lead 
vocals and for helping to write the song. In fact, Thomas has an impressive string of musical 
collaborations that include Mick Jagger, Willie Nelson, and Bernie Taupin. 

Still and all, not everyone is a winner all the time, and I had some reservations about this one 
after having heard “Ever the Same” at the Sidewalk Angels benefit in New York last August (to 
which, some may recall, I had a less than enthusiastic reaction). And with a title like “Lonely No 
More,” I was afraid we had another slow-and-sappy on our hands. 

I was pleasantly surprised. “Lonely No More” begins with an upbeat tempo - an odd mix of Latin 
and something vaguely industrial - that could easily find its way into dance club remixes. Like 
“Smooth,” this song is catchy, and it’ll get stuck in your head. It’s practically designed to be 
omnipresent, to draw attention to itself and be successful. 

I’ll be amazed if “Lonely No More” doesn’t see high rotation, if only thanks to all the little 
teenage girls who love Thomas. But his crush-inducing looks aside, Thomas has a solid pop hit on 
his hands here. 

“Lonely No More” hits radio on Thomas’ birthday (Feb. 14 for those who aren’t fans). It will also 
be featured on his first full-length solo album Something To Be, which is expected in stores on 
April 26.] 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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3.03.2005 

Letter #289  

Dear Rob, 
 
I was thinking of sending you the moon I bought, but then I thought better of it. I mean, it’s a 
perfectly nice moon, and I’d hate for it to get lost in the shuffle of a bunch of fan mail. It’s too 
nice a moon for that. There are a lot of moons out there, so maybe I’ll find you one and send it 
your way for safe keeping. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.04.2005 

Letter #290  

Dear Brian, 
 
I decided to write to you today for a change. I know you’re wondering how Patrick Puppy II is 
doing, and he’s just great. Patrick Puppy I has retired and is happily whiling away his remaining 
years with the other scads of stuffed animals I have strewn about the place. My allergist says I 
shouldn’t have all these stuffed animals—and that I shouldn’t have my cats, either—but screw 
him. I’ll have the things that make me happy in life, thank you very much. 
 
A strange memory surfaced for me today. (I know, total non sequitur, right? Mom would say 
that my “fly had flown,” which is a reference to how flies land on one spot on the wall, then fly 
around and land somewhere else without any real rhyme or reason.) Anyway, I remembered 
this birthday I had—I must’ve been about nine. My favorite movie at the time was The Last 
Unicorn, and my parents rented it for me (VCRs were very big and clunky then), and they got me 
a cake from the grocery store bakery that was white with a sprayed-on rainbow and a unicorn 
on it. I had a friend named Julie Cox (no jokes, please!) who came over to spend the night. We 
had matching pajamas, only hers were lavender and mine were red. They were these one-piece, 
genie-looking things made of satin; the pants were all poofy like a genie’s pants, you know? And 
the material had little white polka dots all over it. And there was a sort of sheer layer over the 
satin, too. 
 
I don’t know why I remembered that. Nothing in particular happened that night; we watched 
The Last Unicorn and camped out on the living room floor. A very typical, girlie slumber party. 
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Maybe it’s because I didn’t often get to have people over for my birthday, because it occurs near 
Christmas and people were often traveling to visit relatives, or else they had relatives over and 
couldn’t get away. 
 
Hmm. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.05.2005 

Letter #291  

Dear Rob, 
 
At what point do guys get used to sitting on their wallets (that they put in their back pockets)? 
As a girl, this completely fascinates me. For no good reason, really. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.07.2005 

Letter #292  

Dear Rob, 
 
I would tell you wonderful and true things, if I had any to tell. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #293  

Dear Rob, 
 
So here is some circular logic for you: tonight Bo Bice, a contestant on American Idol, sang “I’ll 
Be.” Bo has told the press that matchbox twenty is one of his favorite bands and inspirations. 
And he mentioned that he’s done “I’ll Be” at a number of weddings. 
 
That got my wheels turning. First I said to myself, why does “I’ll Be” make me think of Rob? And 
then the wedding reference . . . And then I went through the catalogue of useless information I 
have stored in my brain and remembered—and I believe this is true—that you had “I’ll Be” 
performed at your wedding. Is that right? 
 
For the record, I really dislike that song. I guess I really dislike most overtly sentimental songs. 
They don’t resonate with me. Love is something I live every day, and I don’t get drippy or 
mournful about it. That’s just the way I am. 
 
So there, I’ve told you something true. I love arriving at these little pieces of knowledge. It’s like 
finding a piece of jewelry on the lawn of life. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.08.2005 

Letter #294  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today’s Think About Its come from Oliver Wendell Holmes and Ovid, respectively: 
 

A moment’s insight is sometimes worth a life’s experience. 
 
Women are always buying something. 

 
Funny that even 2000 years ago, Ovid noticed that women like to shop. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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3.09.2005 

Letter #295  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m trying to sort out some things about what it means to work for a living. I’ve discovered that 
just being good at what I do isn’t completely fulfilling. At least, not for me. And I’ve discovered 
that liking what I do and the people I work with—while a very good thing—isn’t entirely enough 
either. I’m facing some structural problems within my company, and I’m trying to calculate the 
weight of these problems, the pros against the cons. 
 
The pros: I like the kind of work I do, I’m good at it, and I like [most of] the people I work with. 
 
The cons: The company and/or management is taking advantage of me in a number of little 
ways. I don’t know that I can live with these thorns. My peace of mind is somewhat 
compromised by these issues, and I can’t honestly be expected to live with that kind of 
discomfort, can I? 
 
I need to make some decisions. The busy season where I work is May-July, and I don’t really feel 
like wasting a perfectly good summer if they aren’t going to treat me right. 
 
Maybe I’m a diva, but I am what I am, as Popeye said, and they’ve hired enough new bodies that 
they might feel like discarding me anyway. I’m trying to gauge their intent, since they aren’t 
forthcoming about it. 
 
A month until our cruise, though. That’s something to be happy about. Work is a big part of life, 
but it isn’t everything. 
 
Sorry to ramble. Thinking out loud (or as I type) is sort of helpful in organizing my thoughts, 
though. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2005/03/letter-295.html


171 

3.10.2005 

Letter #296  

Dear Rob, 
 
My poor cat Loki is sick today. He’s a terror even when he’s well, but we love him anyway. But 
when he’s sick, he’s just awful. You see, Loki has never wanted for anything, no one ever hurts 
him (of course not!), but what that means is that when he’s sick, he doesn’t understand. He 
seems to think that we’re doing it to him, so when we try to help him, he fights us. 
 
Well, he’s asleep now, so that’s good. 
 
I think he must’ve got into something the exterminator sprayed yesterday. The vet couldn’t do 
much with him because he was so cranky and evil about the whole thing. But it seems like he’s 
getting over whatever it was. 
 
The other cat Byron was very curious, and maybe even a little worried. But he’s asleep now, too. 
Finally, some peace! 
 
Speaking of pets, how is Tyler? Well, I hope. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #297  

Dear Rob, 
 
My great-uncle’s middle name was Ovid. But it wasn’t pronounced like the Latin (“AH-vid”); in 
the French Creole it was “oh-VEED.” He was called “Parrain Ovid,” even though Ovid was his 
middle name. “Parrain” means sort of “godfather,” and he was called that even though he was 
my dad’s uncle, my great-uncle. (I believe he was my dad’s sister’s actual godfather.) 
 
Parrain Ovid traveled all over the world, and I have many things he left behind when he passed. 
My favorite is his Missal, which is in both Latin and English and has many illuminated panels in it. 
I used to read it every day. He left postcards and photographs and a cigar box filled with strange, 
foreign coins. And he left knick-knacks, most of them Asian. 
 
I like the name Ovid (when pronounced in the French Creole way). When I went to college and 
minored in Classical History, I had to get used to hearing it spoken in the Latin. But the Latin 
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name doesn’t have as much flavor, I don’t think. Well, and I’ve never known anyone else who 
had the name besides the ancient author and my great-uncle. I’d give it to a son of mine, if I 
ever have one, except getting people to pronounce it correctly would be quite a chore. But I 
could be pretty sure no one else in my son’s class would have the same name. 
 
I don’t know if unique names create unique individuals, but Parrain Ovid was one-of-a-kind. 
Ones like him don’t come along every generation. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.11.2005 

Letter #298  

Dear Rob, 
 
I was reading about your “Lonely No More” video. It sounds pretty spunky. I’d say I’m looking 
forward to seeing it, but I don’t really watch videos. Hopefully it’ll eventually be online 
somewhere and I’ll get to see it then. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #299  

Dear Rob, 
 
Okay, your little floating head on the L2T charts in this week’s Entertainment Weekly? A little too 
creepy, dude. 
 
And anyway, they could’ve picked a better photo to clip that from. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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3.15.2005 

Letter #300  

Dear Rob, 
 
I see you’ve not made Boston a stop on your little tour of clubs to promote your album. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #301  

Dear Rob, 
 
Was the earlier press release I read wrong? Or did you change your mind? Is it true you are 
coming to Boston? If so, on behalf of my town I’m very flattered. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.17.2005 

Letter #302  

Dear Rob, 
 
Happy St. Patrick’s Day. Odd to commemorate his dying, though. Especially by drinking. 
Excessively. 
 
You know, people keep asking me why I like your music. Here’s what I’ve decided: if a person 
can tell you why they like something (particularly music), they probably don’t really like it that 
much. Liking something—really liking it—is more of a visceral gut reaction. It’s not something 
easily put into words, not something you rationalize. 
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On a different topic, you know the song “Get Out of Denver”? Ever wonder why they take off in 
a pick-up truck but end up back in the Caddy later in the song? 
 
Know who else is cool? Bruce Hornsby. Yeah, that’s right, I like his music too. And no, I don’t 
have a reason for that, either. 
 
Know what other song I like? “Turkey in the Straw.” Isn’t that crazy?! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.18.2005 

Letter #303  

Dear Rob, 
 
When I was young, and I’d indicated that I was about to do something I shouldn’t, my father 
would hold up his index finger and say, “Tu vois ce?” (It means, “You see this?”) The threat was 
implied—that I would be punished. Or maybe tickled. There was really no greater threat than 
being tickled because I am very ticklish. 
 
The phrase, “Tu vois ce?” has since been reduced to a far simpler “Ce-ce!” complete with finger 
wag. It’s mostly a joke now. It makes me laugh. 
 
Oh, I got your e-mail about the video. That’s the same time as 24, but we have a dual DVR, so I 
can tape one and watch the other. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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3.20.2005 

Letter #304  

Dear Rob, 
 
Happy Spring. If you like that sort of thing. I’ll just be glad to say goodbye to this winter we’ve 
had, although weather reports seem to show that we’re not quite done with it yet. But in three 
weeks I’ll be in the Caribbean anyway. And you’ll begin your little tour! Sounds tiring. 
 
I suppose you’re ready to have the album drop. Comes to a point, I think, when you just want to 
be done with it. (I find this to be true when I’m writing, or waiting for the final publication.) Sort 
of like being pregnant, I suppose. Towards the end, you just want it out and done with. 
 
Eep. Was that crude? I’ve been kind of cranky lately, so you’ll have to pardon me. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.21.2005 

Letter #305  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today’s Think About It is a quote from Bach, who said many intelligent things about music, but 
who also once said: 
 

Bring me a bowl of coffee before I turn into a goat. 
 
I’m sure this is taken out of some kind of context, but then I’m not sure in what context it would 
really make sense. But I guess we’ve all had mornings like that. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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Letter #306  

Dear Rob, 
 
When I was a kid, there were two Jimmy Buffett songs that offended me, just a little, because 
they slighted mobile homes. (I spent formative years living in a mobile home.) “Son of a Sailor” 
and “Migration.” Both good songs, and I laugh now to think how seriously I took those lyrics. 
Still, I’m not ashamed to have grown up that way, and for the most part I had a wonderful 
childhood. 
 
I was one of those kids that wore a key on a chain around my neck because I came home to an 
empty house. I was, oh, about nine years old. People think that’s very young, but I was mature. 
Mom would leave me a list of chores, including getting dinner started. I would sit down and do 
my homework with my video tape of Young Sherlock Holmes running in the background. God, I 
think I can quote that whole movie now. I watched it pretty much every day. There was 
something really nice and safe about the routine. 
 
I’m laughing now because Behind the Music is on, and my cat Loki is so familiar with matchbox 
twenty that he’s jumped up on the couch to watch and listen. It’s the only music that shuts him 
up; anything else he tries to “sing along” by howling. Not because he thinks Gin Blossoms is bad 
or anything. At least, I don’t think so. But he’s known matchbox twenty since kittenhood 
because it’s what I play while I’m writing. For Loki there’s something nice and safe about that 
routine. 
 
God, why did you used to look like Eddie Izzard? 
 
Okay, whatever, I’ll let you know what I think of the video after it airs. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #307  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sorry it took me so long, hon, but I had to DVR the video so I could watch 24. (BTW, if you read 
Dave Barry’s blog, he and his merry band of hucksters do a great job of covering the show each 
week. I, myself, have come to the conclusion that anyone who ever even brushed past Jack 
Bauer on the street would be likely to say, “I don’t know you, I don’t want to know you, stay 
away from me, man!” I mean, who has more bad luck than that guy?) 
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Oh, but we’re here to talk about you and your Rubik’s Cube video. It wasn’t bad. I get the sense 
it’s the kind of thing that might grow on me upon repeated viewings . . . except I might get sick 
of the song first. The one thing that actually bothered me is the shirt you’re wearing. BUT—at 
least no bad striped pants like in the “Disease” video! Points there! 
 
I’m prone to motion sickness, so there was a moment there while I was watching where I was a 
little nauseous. 
 
Nah, I’m just messing with you. I didn’t get nauseous. (Although I am prone to motion sickness; I 
have to wear a Relief Band when we cruise. Me! Coming from a family of sailors! I’m a disgrace.) 
 
It’s a fun video. People will love it, for the most part. Except for people who already despise your 
music, so then who cares? You can’t please everyone. 
 
Scott thought it was boring, I think. He says it looks a lot like other matchbox twenty videos, and 
it kind of does, but whatever works. 
 
Enough of this now; I have to go do my workout. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.23.2005 

Letter #308  

Dear Rob, 
 
I finally got around to picking up my April 2005 Premiere, to read about what they count as “the 
50 greatest movie stars of all time.” I have a film degree, so I find these things interesting. 
 
My degree is not so much in making movies—although I’ve worked on sets—as in the critical 
and cultural study of movies and television. I did a bit of screenwriting, too, but my main focus 
was on (of all things) fan psychology. 
 
Any way you slice it, though, I love film. I’m glad Premiere had the good sense to put Cary Grant 
at the top of their list; I just love him. I used to watch old movies with my parents—you know, 
the kind that come on Sunday afternoons after church—and he was one of my favorites. Audrey 
Hepburn is my other favorite. 
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My dad always watched the old westerns, a lot of John Wayne and Clint Eastwood. Those I’m 
not so fond of, but I have to give way to Stagecoach and The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance. 
Jimmy Stewart is another great star. Rope is just fantastic. 
 
And Grand Hotel with Greta Garbo, what a classic. I like Joan Crawford as well . . . And Bette 
Davis, too, was magnificent in so many things. Now, Voyager is a good example, one among 
many; her career is littered with great roles. 
 
And Clark Gable . . . I could go on and on, just gushing. 
 
But there are few modern stars that I feel so warmly about. I find that I like many of them in 
some roles and then not at all in others. What is it about old Hollywood, where the actors 
selected (or were cast, depending on contracts) in the best roles for them? Not that I’m 
suggesting we go back to a studio system or anything. 
 
I did have a nightmare that featured Tom Cruise the other night though (not in a good way—he 
was evil). And that was before this issue of Premiere arrived in the mail, with him on the cover. 
 
I suppose if I wanted to dust off my critical skills, I could put all of this into some sort of 
academic paper. But I don’t really feel the need for that just now. Just know that when I’m 
critiquing you, it’s coming from an educated standpoint. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.25.2005 

Letter #309  

Dear Rob, 
 
Sorry if I’ve been slack about writing. I’ve been dealing with some medical issues—nothing 
serious, but nothing I want to get into here. It’s just wearing me out a little bit. But I have faith in 
the restorative powers of an evening at the spa, a week in the Caribbean, and a happy Passover 
seder with the family. And after all that, I’ll see you next month as well. (Hopefully I’ll have a 
decent tan and a better haircut than I do now; I’ve been letting it grow out so the spa’s hair 
designer can do her thing.) 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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3.27.2005 

Letter #310  

Dear Rob, 
 
I wish I had something exciting and brilliant to tell you, but I don’t. It’s been a quiet enough 
weekend, decent weather, we ran a lot of errands. Instead of chocolates for Easter, we went 
down to Mike’s Pastry; you should stop by there when you’re in town. If you like sweets at all, 
that is. And anyway, the North End has the best places to eat. 
 
Only two weeks until we go on the cruise, so that’s something we’re looking forward to, even if I 
am dreading any possible seasickness. I think next weekend we’ll “spring clean” to have it done 
with before we go. It’s always better to come back to a tidy place. Plus, I don’t want the people 
who come check on the cats to think we’re slobs. (The people from Saint Meows are the ones 
who take care of our cats when we’re away. They are the best!) 
 
I watched The Lost Prince and then realized I’d lost quite a bit of time . . . There just wasn’t much 
to it, certainly not so much that it should have taken three hours. But somehow it did. What a 
waste. Well, we get Harold and Kumar from Netflix next, which I’m sure will be more worth my 
time. And Shaun of the Dead, too, I think; those will make a good double feature. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

3.29.2005 

Letter #311  

Dear Rob, 
 
I saw the prettiest thing today while on the way to team trivia night. It was six o’clock or a little 
bit after, and walking between the buildings it was gray and dim. But then I looked up and saw 
the sunlight shining against the higher floors of the skyscrapers. It was wonderful. I felt like I 
could stand to be down in the darker places so long as I was able to see the sun and hope that it 
would shine on me sometime soon. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
P.S. Our team did really well in trivia.  
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3.31.2005 

Letter #312  

Dear Rob, 
 
Tomorrow is April Fool’s Day, but I always remember it as Andrew Andresen’s birthday. (I don’t 
even know if I spelled his last name correctly.) He was this kid I went to elementary school with, 
and his birthday was April Fool’s Day. Why do I remember this? 
 
I guess it’s because I distinctly remember Andrew. He had one of those “tails” that were such a 
popular hairstyle for boys at the time. You know, that long piece of hair in the back that was so 
tempting to just snip off with scissors? 
 
Andrew was in my class, sat in the bus line with me . . . He would draw pictures of big houses he 
was going to build for me. I wonder if he became an architect? 
 
Andrew and his friend Craig tried to trick me into “kissing lessons.” I was smart enough to trick 
them into kissing one another instead! 
 
We did used to hang out at recess together sometimes, when I felt I could tolerate having them 
around me. 
 
In fourth grade we had a “market” day in which we all did some kind of craft to sell to one 
another. We’d earned “money” from our teachers during the school year for being good, getting 
good grades, etc. Andrew made a bunch of bead jewelry and gave me a bunch for free. Silly boy. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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APRIL 2005 

 
 
 
 

4.01.2005 

Letter #313  

Dear Rob, 
 
I pre-ordered your CD today like you asked. And now I’ll have that shirt to slum around the 
house in, so thanks. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

4.05.2005 

Letter #314  

Dear Rob, 
 
Am I a slacker or what? Sorry for neglecting you; I’ve been pretty busy at work, and getting 
ready for the cruise (next week!), and on this new medication that’s making me sick to my 
stomach . . . 
 
Well, and then I got your e-mail yesterday. You seem very excited about your DualDisc CD. I look 
forward to hearing it. 
 
I, for one, am excited about going to the spa tomorrow and having my hair cut off. I need it to 
be short while I’m out in the Caribbean sun. Plus, I don’t want to be scruffy looking for your visit. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #315  

Dear Rob, 
 
Oh no! Peter Jennings has lung cancer! I’ve watched him since I was a kid; my parents had him 
on just about every evening. I like his voice. Even my cat Loki likes to sit on the coffee table and 
watch Peter . . . He won’t stand for any of the subs, either, like Charles Gibson or Elizabeth 
Vargas. 
 
I’d noticed that Peter had been out a lot, so I sort of had it in my head that something might be 
wrong. But I hate to hear that it’s cancer. I guess you have to hate to hear that about anyone, 
really. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

4.08.2005 

Letter #316  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’ll be gone for the next week, as cruise time has finally arrived! Don’t miss me too much, and I’ll 
tell you all about it when we’re back. 
 
In the meantime, I wanted to leave you with a Think About It from early screen star Mary 
Pickford: 
 

If you have made mistakes, there is always another chance for you. You may have a 
fresh start any moment you choose, for this thing we call ‘failure’ is not the falling 
down, but the staying down. 

 
Here’s hoping I stave off any seasickness! You know, I might fall down but I don’t want to spend 
the entire trip down! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #317  

Dear Adam, 
 
I know you’re not technically a member of the band anymore, but I just wanted to say that I’m 
sorry I’m going to miss the opening of your website on Sunday. And the live chat, too. Hopefully 
I’ll be able to catch up with you once I’m back in a week. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

4.16.2005 

Letter #318  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m finally back from the cruise! I don’t have the time or energy to go into details at the moment 
(I know, I know, you’re dying to hear!)—but I do want to say that I’ve heard you are the Yahoo! 
artist of the month (should that be capitalized? I would, but it would just go to your head). 
 
Need to spend quality time with the cats now, since they’ve missed us—and of course we’ve 
missed them! 
 
Also need to catch up on e-mail. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
P.S. Your lame-o promo people were supposed to send me stuff for review and they haven’t! 
Get on their asses already!  
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4.17.2005 

Letter #319  

Dear Rob, 
 
While I was on the cruise, I had a dream about you and the band. You were still off doing solo 
stuff—I remember seeing you on TV, and you were wearing this orange rugby-type shirt that 
had a black stripe across it. But the guys were in Boston, rehearsing for a new album and tour. 
They were rehearsing in the Common, in the rain. I don’t know what that was about. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #320  

Dear Rob, 
 
I saw the review of your album in Entertainment Weekly. They weren’t completely nice, but they 
did give you a “B.” And had a nice picture of you to boot. 
 
Okay, so about the cruise—I’m going to have to break all the stuff up into bite-sized chunks over 
several letters. I’ll start here by telling you where we went. We left out of Galveston and went to 
Belize, Costa Maya, Grand Cayman and Cozumel. I’d been to Cozumel before, but all the other 
places were new to me. Poor Grand Cayman is still suffering from the effects of Hurricane Ivan. 
But it’s still nice. 
 
In a lot of the ports there were several cruise ships visiting at once, so the streets were 
sometimes crowded. 
 
Well, here tomorrow is Patriot’s Day and the Boston Marathon . . . And I have to go back to 
work, which isn’t going to be much fun. 
 
I’ll tell you more about the cruise later. Right now I need a shower. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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4.18.2005 

Letter #321  

Dear Rob, 
 
Okay, so I’ll start with Belize. Our ship was late in arriving (due to a late departure from 
Galveston, which in turn was due to people who somehow couldn’t manage to be on time for 
sailing)—the upshot of which was that we weren’t able to go on our shore excursion. So we just 
went into Belize City instead, and Scott bought me a lovely citrine ring! I never really considered 
citrine for any of my jewelry, but I fell in love with this ring and the color. 
 
Scott and my dad bought some Cuban cigars, too. Although I always have to wonder if they’re 
“real” Cubans. 
 
And my mom bought a little jade turtle. She collects turtles and names them all “Eric” (based on 
a Monty Python sketch—there weren’t turtles, but all of the pets were named “Eric”). 
 
We didn’t have very long in Belize anyway, so that’s about all we did was shop. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #322  

Dear Rob, 
 
So after Belize we went to Costa Maya—there’s hardly anything there! It might have been more 
fun if we’d gone on a tour, but right at the dock there’s nothing but a shopping center. Can you 
believe it?! And, of course, a saltwater pool to swim in, as well as the beach. The ocean water 
was a bit rough, crashing on the sand, so we stuck to the pool. We got off the boat early and 
didn’t stay long; we went back to the ship, and it was practically empty! So we went up to the 
sun deck and had the pool all to ourselves. They were showing E.T. on the big screen above the 
pool, so I just swam laps and watched the movie. It was great! There wasn’t even any crew 
around because they were having an “exercise” in which they were responding to a false fire . . . 
There was just no one around! It was very cool. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #323  

Dear Rob, 
 
So in addition to being Yahoo! artist of the month, you’re pulling double duty on The Tonight 
Show tonight and tomorrow? You are special, aren’t you? 
 
I don’t normally stay up for Jay Leno any more—I’m getting too old! har!—although I do like 
Headlines . . . Well, I can always DVR it if I find myself falling asleep, right? 
 
I DVR’d the Save the Music concert on VH1 last night, too. Man, we’ve got a lot of TV to catch up 
on after having been gone for over a week . . . 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #324  

Dear Rob, 
 
I get the sense you are accumulating jewelry. You do know that you’re not supposed to wear it 
all at the same time, right? 
 
Oh, and I probably won’t get my nails done before you visit. Don’t take it personally; I’m just not 
going to have the time. But I will strive to be presentable for your show. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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4.19.2005 

Letter #325  

Dear Rob, 
 
I used to watch Miami Vice with my dad, and one day I asked him why Edward James Olmos’ 
face has so many pits and scars. Dad answered, “Bad acne as a child.” But what I thought Dad 
had said was, “Bad acting as a child.” Which set me to wondering how bad acting could do that 
to a person’s face. 
 
Misuse of a prop? 
 
Unhappy theatre goers? 
 
Of course I eventually came to understand that Dad had said something else entirely, but I’ll 
always think of it when I see either Miami Vice reruns or Edward James Olmos. Although, come 
to think of it, I don’t see either of them very often. (Because I don’t watch the new Battlestar 
Galactica . . . Is EJO even still on that?) 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 

Letter #326  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m wearing your shirt. It had better bring us luck at team trivia tonight, or I’m going to hold you 
personally accountable. 
 
I probably won’t have a chance to review the CD tonight, since my slate is relatively full. 
Although for you I might be willing to stay up late and get it done. 
 
Then again, I did DVR The Tonight Show last night, so I don’t know about staying up late . . . I’m 
not as good at it as I used to be. Funny how you spend your childhood just waiting for the 
chance to stay up late, only to discover it’s not all it’s made out to be. 
 
Well, I’ll let you know when the review is posted. Although you’ll probably see it anyway, since 
Google News usually picks up my articles. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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4.20.2005 

Letter #327  

Dear Rob, 
 
In case you didn’t see it, the review went up last night. It’s at Pencil Thin Mustache and at 
Blogcritics, and it popped up on Google News as well. 
 
Anyway, we did relatively well at trivia last night: second place and a spot in the big tournament 
of champions. So kudos to the lucky shirt. 
 
And I know you’re waiting to hear more about the cruise, so where were we? Oh, after Costa 
Maya we sailed on to Grand Cayman. George Town is pretty cool, but the island in general was a 
sad victim of Hurricane Ivan, so we did a bus tour and heard all about what “used to be” in 
certain places. There was a lot of flattened vegetation. We did go to the Turtle Farm, which was 
a lot of fun; I held a sea turtle (a little one)! And we went to Hell. Yes, that’s right, there’s an 
actual little town on Grand Cayman called Hell. 
 
We had a very good hot dog in Grand Cayman, too, although it may only have seemed so good 
because we were really hungry. But I prefer to believe it was just a really good hot dog. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #328  

Dear Rob, 
 
Here is a picture of me at the Turtle Farm in Grand Cayman: 

 
 
 
I know what you’re thinking: that I had my nails done for the turtle but can’t for you? Don’t let it 
get to you. I had my nails done on the ship because we were dressing up for dinner and pictures 
all the time. 
 
Anyway, did you know that Seven Mile Beach is actually only 5.5 miles long? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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4.25.2005 

Letter #329  

Dear Rob, 
 
Were you worried? We went to Atlanta for a long weekend to visit my in-laws for Passover. We 
ate a lot . . . In fact, just the thought of food makes me feel sick to my stomach now. But all the 
food we did eat this past weekend was very good! 
 
You’re here on Friday, right? I’ll double-check my calendar. 
 
They just did a story on Access Hollywood about Star Wars, and it reminded me of this little girl 
named Georgia—she was five years old, the daughter of one of my college professors. She told 
me one day that she wanted to be a princess when she grew up. I said to her, “Well, and what 
does a princess do?” “Kills Storm Troopers!” she enthusiastically replied. Never mind the castle 
and ponies, I guess. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

4.26.2005 

Letter #330  

Dear Rob, 
 
Saw your playlist on iTunes. The Jayhawks are awesome, and I remember really liking Dwight 
Yoakam back when I was in middle school. And “The Boys of Summer” is just a classic. 
 
I met Willie Nelson once when I was a kid, although I had no idea who he was at the time. Which 
is funny, since my parents had a lot of his albums, and I’m sure I’d seen his picture. But I didn’t 
make the connection. Nice guy, though, very friendly. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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4.27.2005 

Letter #331  

Dear Rob, 
 
I hear you ousted Mariah Carey from the top spot on . . . something . . . So congrats, I guess. If 
that’s something to be proud of. 
 
My happy news is that my favorite tree, a type of cherry, is blooming again in the Public Garden. 
She isn’t the kind of cherry tree you see in Japan or Washington, D.C., but she sure is lovely. Like 
a big, white bride. She only blooms for a couple weeks each spring, so I have to enjoy it while I 
can. 
 
The Public Garden smells so nice now, with everything blooming. And the ducks and geese are 
back, swimming in the pond. And the ice cream truck is out again (in good weather—which we 
didn’t have today). My favorite time of year! 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

4.29.2005 

Letter #332  

Dear Rob, 
 
I haven’t told you about the last port we stopped at on our cruise: Cozumel. We’d been there 
before, but we had a nice time anyway. We landed at Puerta Maya and walked around there 
before getting a taxi to downtown. We ate at Carlos N’ Charlie’s—I know, I know, it’s a chain, 
but the drinks are really good (and strong) there, and the food is, too. 
 
After eating, we walked down the main drag (or whatever it’s called). We bought a couple of 
brightly painted animal ceramics, a rabbit and a cat. We just walked and walked. Our last stop 
was Tanya Moss—are you familiar with her work? She’s an artisan jeweler. I got some iolite 
earrings and a silver butterfly necklace; the butterfly is Tanya Moss’ signature piece. 
 
Then we got a cab back to Puerta Maya. We stopped at this little cafe for a muffin—it was a 
*fabulous* muffin: chocolate with cream cheese in the middle. And a Dr Pepper. Then we sat 
outside and relaxed a bit before going back to the boat. 
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That was a really good day, and a nice way to end our cruise. (Oh, we had a full day of sailing 
back to Galveston after that, but eh.) 
 
While we enjoyed going to all those places, I think we’ve decided cruising isn’t for us. I have to 
spend too much time trying not to be sick. I think we’re going to stick to land-based vacations 
from here on out. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

Letter #333  

Dear Rob, 
 
It’s kind of sad that I’m not more excited about seeing you tonight. But I’m just too tired to 
expend that kind of energy. 
 
Hopefully you’ve made it into town okay and had a chance to enjoy some of the sunny (and 
windy!) weather. That wind has a bite to it today. 
 
It’s supposed to rain tonight a bit, so keep that in mind when going to the show. 
 
*yawn* 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #334  

Dear Rob, 
 
Should I say nice things to you? Well, you wore much more flattering stripes this evening, so 
kudos on that score. 
 
I wasn’t very excited about the show, but once you got out there and started singing, I had a 
good time. I’m only sorry you weren’t feeling better. I don’t know if many people could tell, but 
something in your body language told me that you were just a tad under the weather. 
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Then there’s this other weird thing you do with your arms and hands that always leaves me 
expecting that you’re going to do a T-Rex impression. Why is that? It’s sort of like that guy from 
Whose Line Is It Anyway? (the American version). Colin Somebody. But whatever. It just makes 
me laugh. 
 
It was a good show. I like your new stuff better having heard it live. 
 
BTW, was the earbud not working or was it just too loud to have them both in? 
 
I’m sure you’re sort of relieved that your mini-tour is almost over. It’s a fun sort of thing to do, 
but it’s also very exhausting. Get some sleep so you’ll feel better and know that you’ll be home 
soon. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #335  

Dear Rob, 
 
And actually, this puts you at the top of the list of which performers I’ve seen most often live. If I 
count the times I saw you with matchbox twenty, I’ve seen you four times. And I’ve only seen 
Jimmy Buffett three times. 
 
How do you feel about that? 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #336  

Dear Rob, 
 
Oh, AND it was very silly of you to forget the words to the Peter Frampton song. (Not that I 
know them, either, but then I never did like Peter Frampton.) 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
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MAY 2005 

 
 
 

5.01.2005 

Letter #337  

Dear Rob, 
 
We’ve had a very lazy weekend, after seeing you Friday night. We went grocery shopping. For 
whatever reason, I really like grocery shopping. We also went to Borders. But mostly we hung 
around the house and relaxed, since it had been three weekends since we’d had one at home. 
That doesn’t seem like many to you, I’m sure, since you travel and tour all the time, but it’s a lot 
for us. 
 
You know that Steve Miller song you did—well, you did two, but I’m talking about “Fly Like an 
Eagle”—reminded me of my junior prom. No, I’m not that old (I’m younger than you, by enough 
years to count on one hand), but a group of us had gone to Antares (in Dallas) for dinner before 
the dance. It’s this rotating restaurant. Anyway, at some point while we were eating “Fly Like an 
Eagle” played on the house music. And it was just sort of surreal, to be slowly rotating and 
hearing “time keeps on slipping, slipping, slipping into the future.” 
 
Hey, does Steve Miller sing that “Abracadabra” song? I always liked that one. 
 
My dad used to get Steve Miller and Bob Seger mixed up. Which I always found a bit strange, 
since to me they don’t sound alike at all. But what’s weirder is that Dad likes Bob Seger and 
doesn’t really like Steve Miller much (I don’t know why, I think Steve is great), so I always sort of 
felt like Dad should be able to tell them apart. . . In the sense that Dad should know what he 
does and doesn’t like when he hears it. Does that make sense? I suspect maybe Dad likes Steve 
Miller more than he realizes. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2005/05/letter-337.html


195 

5.02.2005 

Letter #338  

Dear Paul, 
 
Know what I hate? People who, for whatever reason, when they see you coming towards a door 
and they’re on the other side of it—they wait for you to open the door for them. They just stand 
there, like bums, waiting. When they’re right there! 
 
I can’t stand their lazy asses. 
 
It’s even worse when there is a whole bank of doors—you know, the idea being that people go 
in and out at the same time. And still these assholes are waiting for you to open one door so 
they can slip in without having to exert themselves. 
 
Dumbasses. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.03.2005 

Letter #339  

Dear Rob, 
 
I took one of those online quizzes—this one was about which Disney character I’m supposed to 
be—and it came back that I’m Princess Aurora. Which totally makes sense because that was my 
favorite Disney movie when I was a kid. (Oh, that’s Sleeping Beauty for those who don’t know.) 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Letter #340  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’ve decided life is just too short to be stressed out about work all the time. I’m not saving lives 
in my job. I’m not changing the world. I make books. 
 
Everyone around me at work gets wound up; they treat every little thing as a crisis. If 
everything’s a crisis, then nothing really is. So why should I worry? 
 
Let them plow full steam ahead toward the big nothing. Let them use up their lives in pursuit of 
something that isn’t really there. Work is work for me. But life is so much more, so much bigger. 
It’s made up of all the little things, like the ice cream cone I had on the way home today. And the 
fun experiences of having traveled, and spending time with my family. Life is being curled up on 
the couch with a good book. 
 
People always seem to be waiting for something to start, or some big moment when life 
“begins.” They’re waiting until they can retire to enjoy themselves. Meanwhile, life is happening 
all around them. It’s happening to them, and they don’t even notice. Life is every day, not some 
day. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.04.2005 

Letter #341  

Dear Rob, 
 
I’m home sick today. It started last night after dinner; my stomach went all haywire and I was 
sick the rest of the night. I even had to keep getting up while I was trying to get some sleep. Ick. 
 
Funny, though, because my horoscope yesterday had said specifically: “Watch out for food 
poisoning.” I don’t think this was food poisoning, though. I think it’s one of those 24-hour type 
GI bugs. Still and all, I say again, ick. 
 
I’m starting to feel marginally better, though. Been drinking a lot of water. Ate some bread and 
kept it down. My neck hurts, but I think that’s because I had to sleep sort of sitting up. My 
stomach problems got increasingly worse when I tried to lay down, so I had to stay propped up. 
Not the most comfortable night of my life. 
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So I heard that Bruce knocked you down a peg. Well, I hope you enjoyed the view from the top 
while you were there (not that you haven’t been there before). And know that you fell to a 
worthy opponent. I mean, I’m no Springsteen fan—I like some of his stuff, but I don’t own a 
single one of his albums—but I understand that he’s an icon of American music, so, you know, 
whatever. You’re not an icon yet, but I’m sure you’ll get there, if you decide that’s what you 
want. But you might want to think that over a bit before gunning for it. 
 
One bright spot in my day has been that I ordered some groceries from Louisiana. Sounds crazy, 
I’m sure, but I miss the kinds of things I used to take for granted: Blue Plate Mayonnaise, pickled 
okra, black-eyed peas with jalapeno in them . . . And a variety of spices that they just don’t sell 
up here in the north. My folks had been sending me stuff every now and then, but I know they 
were kind of tired of having to do that, so I found a great place online that had everything I 
needed. Hooray! 
 
This will be the first year in a long time that we won’t make it down to New Orleans for a visit. 
And it may be a number of years yet before we get back there. Although . . . that would make a 
fun car trip . . . 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.05.2005 

Letter #342  

Dear Rob, 
 
Oh dear. I just read about the lawsuit. Although . . . I have to question some of the allegations. I 
work in publishing, and from a copyright standpoint . . . Well, it would take some research 
before I would be comfortable commenting further. 
 
Anyway, for the record: I always thought that was the ugliest cover for an album. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.06.2005 

Letter #343  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today I miss Austin. This is probably because I’ve been listening to Jerry Jeff Walker on my iPod. 
But I miss, I don’t know, the food and the lifestyle I guess. 
 
Actually, this typically happens about this time of year for me. Something about spring and 
summer makes me want to go “home.” Come fall I’ll be happy to be in Boston where the leaves 
change. Funny because you’d think I’d much rather be back down south in the winter, but that’s 
not really true. I think the winters in Texas were actually worse—more damp or something. I just 
remember being so miserable from about Thanksgiving to mid-March. Especially when we lived 
up near Dallas, where just about every year it iced up on Thanksgiving weekend. 
 
Anyway . . . I don’t know that we’ll be going back south any time soon. And it would be different 
from what I remember anyway. Everything becomes idealized in the fogs of memory, I think. But 
what I wouldn’t give for some decent Mexican food right about now. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #344  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today’s Think About Its come from Sigmund Freud: 
 

A man should not strive to eliminate his complexes but to get into accord with 
them: they are legitimately what directs his conduct in the world. 
 
Civilization began the first time an angry person cast a word instead of a rock. 

 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.08.2005 

Letter #345  

Dear Rob, 
 
So today is the day to do something nice for your mother . . . Not that you shouldn’t do nice 
things for your mother on any day, whenever the opportunity arises. 
 
Meanwhile, today’s Think About Its are courtesy of Harry S. Truman, who was born on this day 
in 1884: 
 

A pessimist is one who makes difficulties of his opportunities and an optimist is one 
who makes opportunities of his difficulties. 
 
Always be sincere, even if you don’t mean it. 

 
I, myself, have always been an optimist. I’ve found it to be a useful hobby. You might keep that 
quote in mind if you’re worried at all about the lawsuit . . . An ugly album cover, consider giving 
it up and reissuing with something more attractive. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 

5.09.2005 

Letter #346  

Dear Rob, 
 
I have an odd habit. Whenever I hear news of someone dying, when they give the years and tell 
the person’s age, I quickly calculate whether that person had already celebrated their birthday. I 
don’t know why I feel compelled to do this. Maybe because I once had a relative die the day 
before her birthday. 
 
The other thing I like to do: whenever I’m watching Access Hollywood I count how many minutes 
into the broadcast they manage to get before mentioning Desperate Housewives. Tonight they 
didn’t even last a minute. Christ, can they not go one show without talking about that show, or 
at least about one of its stars? Apparently not. I mean, even I watch DH, but I don’t want to hear 
about these women all the time. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  

http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2005/05/letter-345.html
http://letters-to-rob.blogspot.com/2005/05/letter-346.html


200 

 5.10.2005 

Letter #347  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today, to lighten things up, I give you classic quotes from Homer Simpson: 
 

When will I learn? The answer to life’s problems aren’t at the bottom of a bottle, 
they’re on TV! 
 
When I look at the smiles on all the children’s faces, I just know they’re about to jab 
me with something. 
 
Oh, everything’s too damned expensive these days. This bible cost 15 bucks! And 
talk about a preachy book! Everybody’s a sinner! Except this guy. 
 
I want to share something with you: The three little sentences that will get you 
through life. Number 1: Cover for me. Number 2: Oh, good idea, Boss! Number 3: It 
was like that when I got here. 

 
Although, I have to admit, Lenny is my favorite. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.11.2005 

Letter #348  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today I was reminded of a poem I like. I was working on a college literature anthology in which 
the poem is going to be included. It’s “My Last Duchess” by Robert Browning. I really liked that 
poem back in high school; it appealed to that morbidity that teenagers tend to enjoy. 
 
You should read it sometime. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.12.2005 

Letter #349  

Dear Rob, 
 
Dorks, nerds, the band fags (I don’t know why we called them that in high school; it’s not very 
nice), the drama freaks, the yearbook staff, the French club members, the choir . . . All of these 
people have genuine friends, people who like them. In fact, the only group of people that 
nobody likes is the popular kids. Those kids are so busy being popular that even their friends 
can’t stand them. 
 
Just something to consider when you’re worrying whether or not you’re popular. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.13.2005 

Letter #350  

Dear Rob, 
 
Wise of you to choose “This Is How a Heart Breaks” as your next single. And, I suppose, wise of 
you to expose it on ABC during the basketball finals. Although I don’t know if the people 
watching basketball are the people who are going to buy your album. But then, that’s the point, 
right? To convince them? 
 
Well, today is my fourth wedding anniversary. I’m very excited about that. (Yesterday was my 
second anniversary at the place I work, although I had completely forgotten that until this 
morning.) Anyway, Scott and I are planning a pretty simple evening. A meal out and a night in, I 
think. Unless we decide to go to a movie. We’re going to be married for a long time, so we don’t 
always feel like an anniversary has to be a big deal. Especially since we go out and do things all 
the time. Our life together is very good! 
 
Huh. It’s Friday the 13th. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.14.2005 

Letter #351  

Dear Rob, 
 
A crush on Kiefer Sutherland is not weird! He’s hot. He’s actually become more attractive as he’s 
gotten older. So I’m glad to hear Marisol has some good taste. 
 
Our cat Byron loves Kiefer, too. In particular, he likes to listen to Kiefer’s voice. I think Phone 
Booth would be Byron’s favorite movie. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M 
 
 
 
 

5.15.2005 

Letter #352  

Dear Rob, 
 
I had a particularly unique blanket as a child. My grandmother had made it, and one side was 
made of a blue material (it had a sort of pattern to it that I can’t really describe), and the other 
side was white. But not completely white. Because what my grandparents and my aunt and 
uncle (who were much younger than my mother) had done was to write and draw all over the 
white side of the blanket. My grandfather in particular liked to write poems, so he’d put a few of 
them on my blanket. The one I remember is: 

 
Roses are red 

Violets are blue 
Some poems rhyme 

And some don’t 
 
I still have the blanket tucked away in my hope chest. It’s worn thin now, I loved it so much, and 
it has a few holes, but there’s not another one like it in the world, so it’s a real treasure. 
 
The last thing my grandmother made for me before she died was a quilt. It was a Christmas gift, 
given the December before my May wedding. My grandmother was suffering from a brain 
tumor. She made the quilt with a deep blue/purple pattern because cobalt was my wedding 
color. That’s another treasure I own. 
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I had a favorite pillow, too, that I called “Pinky” because it was white with pink yarn fringe all the 
way around it. I think it may have been made from two white washcloths, but I don’t know for 
sure. I don’t even know who gave it to me, come to think of it. But it’s in my hope chest, too, 
along with a couple cherished stuffed animals and dolls. 
 
Well, as Jimmy Buffett says in “Don’t Chu-Know”: What you keep is what you can’t let go. 
 
Some things you have to let go, for your own good or the good of others, but some things are 
very much worth keeping. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.16.2005 

Letter #353  

Dear Rob, 
 
I used to do crazy things in college. Not drugs, and I didn’t even drink much, but zany things all 
the same. For example, I used to run up to groups of prospective students who were touring the 
campus with their parents. You could see the tour guide visibly cringe as I approached at a dead 
run, screeched to a halt and shouted, “Welcome to Jurassic Park!” Then off I’d go again. 
 
I also liked to put on my suit—I had this great Scully-esque suit (you know, Scully, from The X-
Files)—and I’d run between the buildings with my hand to my ear as if I were wearing one of 
those com buds. I’d glance up frantically at the tops of the buildings and say things like, “I don’t 
see him! I don’t see him!” I guess you could get arrested for stuff like that nowadays, though. 
 
Another thing I used to do was put on one of my cloaks—I have two, a Scottish wool one and a 
red velvet one—and “haunt” the campus late at night. I’d walk around, hide behind trees when I 
saw people coming . . . Sometimes I’d go into the buildings (you’d be surprised how many 
remained unlocked) and spook the cleaners. I had friends who sometimes went along with me; 
it was more fun than it really sounds. 
 
I had this “rock star” wig, too, this spiky black thing. I would put it on, put a big gold hoop in one 
ear, slap on some glitter makeup, and walk around talking in a British accent. People called me 
“Ollie” because I would talk about my “band”—The Olive Branch Band—and tell everyone it was 
“all about the olives.” (I don’t remember where that came from, but I have this vague memory 
of it starting during Thanksgiving break when my mom was putting together a relish tray and I 
kept sneaking black olives.) 
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In the dorms I was known for starting games of Mission: Impossible, in which we’d duck and roll 
and dive into each others’ rooms with water pistols. I was also very well known for “raptoring,” 
in which cases I would stalk people in the halls while pretending to be a velociraptor. 
 
I raptored at work, too. I was lucky enough to have this great, laid-back sort of job in a family-
owned copy shop. We were a fun little group of misfits. I was known for drinking too much soda 
and I often climbed the bookshelves (they went almost to the ceiling) so I could keep an eye on 
everyone from above—although it sometimes startled the customers. 
 
Crazy days. I’m sometimes nostalgic about them, although I know I can never go back . . . I don’t 
have the urges to be quite so wild any more. In fact, I’m sometimes surprised to remember how 
silly I acted. Where did that person go? Well, she graduated, got a job, got married . . . I’m still a 
fun person, I think. Just a more tame sort of fun. 
 
Although, I do occasionally raptor around the house. You know, just to stay in practice. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.18.2005 

Letter #354  

Dear Rob, 
 
We’re going to see the new Star Wars movie tonight at midnight. I should nap, but I can’t seem 
to fall asleep. Ugh. I’m getting too old for this. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.19.2005 

Letter #355  

Dear Rob, 
 
I am so insanely tired. The movie was really good, though. I mean, it had cheesy moments, just 
like all the Star Wars films have, but it was decidedly less painful than the most recent two 
installments. And despite being a long movie, it went by quickly. Which is saying something 
when your sitting in a theatre from midnight to almost three a.m. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

Letter #356  

Dear Rob, 
 
I used to babysit. I didn’t really like it. And I only had one “client,” a little boy named Thomas 
David. I don’t remember his last name, only that it started with a “K” and was something 
German, I think. He was Thomas David. Not just Thomas, and certainly not Tom (or even Thom). 
His parents were weird and strict; this kid was only allowed to watch this one painter guy who 
used to be on PBS. That was it, the only TV he was allowed to see. Thomas David was only, I 
don’t know, 2 or 3 years old maybe. 
 
Thomas David thought everything that wasn’t a person was a “puppy.” Birds were “puppies” 
and ants were “puppies.” He knew trucks, though, and motorcycles. 
 
He couldn’t say my name, so he called me “Miss Manna.” That’s fine, though, because I had a 
friend with Down Syndrome who used to call me “Nanner.” I figure “Manna” is a step up. 
 
Thomas David was supposed to only listen to little gospel songs for kids. I would leave the tape 
on for him while he was falling asleep. But on his chalkboard I taught him how to draw a spiral 
and call it a “Spin Doctors.” His parents had no idea what he was talking about, and I pretended 
not to know either. (Spin Doctors were very big at the time.) 
 
I wonder how old that kid must be now. Like, 18 or something. That’s so weird to think about. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.21.2005 

Letter #357  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today’s Think About It is a quote by Dante Alighieri: 
 

Remember tonight . . . for it is the beginning of always. 
 
I don’t think I’ve ever read anything by Dante. I’m sure The Inferno was assigned for one of my 
classical history classes—and I may even have attempted to read it, but I must not have gotten 
very far because I don’t remember a bit of it. I feel the same way about Milton’s Paradise Lost. 
 
We have three Gustave Dore images from Paradise Lost on our wall; they make a nice triptych. 
Still and all, they are a bit dark. We may remove them to put up a bit of color—or something a 
little less unhappy anyway. I don’t know. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.22.2005 

Letter #358  

Dear Rob, 
 
Well, for the first time ever, I attended a Red Sox game in which the Sox lost . . . But it’s probably 
because we left halfway through. It was too cold and wet to stay! 
 
On a completely unrelated topic: what does George Lucas have against hands? I’m just asking. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.23.2005 

Letter #359  

Dear Rob, 
 
“The time has come,” the Walrus said. . . 
 
The family knows, all our close friends know, and I don’t suppose there’s any reason to keep you 
from knowing: I’m incubating. 
 
The baby is due around Thanksgiving. Three Sagittarians in the house! Won’t that be something! 
If the baby is a few days late, it could share Scott’s birthday. I don’t think—at least, I hope not!—
it’ll be late enough to share mine. 
 
We’ll know in another month whether it’s a boy or a girl. But when we were on the cruise, a lot 
of old Caribbean women told us it was a boy. They said they could tell by the way I’m carrying it, 
which confused me, because most people can’t tell I’m carrying anything just yet. Well, I’m 
getting a little round now, but I wasn’t then! 
 
Anyway, that’s the big news. Now I have to pull myself together and get ready for work. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.23.2005 

Letter #360  

Dear Rob, 
 
How could I have forgotten that yesterday was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s birthday? In a belated 
tip of the hat to him, here is a quote by him: 
 

Mediocrity knows nothing higher than itself, but talent instantly recognizes genius. 
 
I’ve always liked that one. It rather explains why most people don’t give me the credit I so often 
deserve. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.24.2005 

Letter #361  

Dear Rob, 
 
I meant to say (and handily forgot) that I’m sorry to have missed you at the KISS FM concert. But 
really, I had only just seen you, and you were going to play the same songs again—probably not 
even as many—and then there were going to be all these other acts that just didn’t interest me, 
so . . . I hope you had fun, though. Despite the weather. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
 
 
 
 

5.25.2005 

Letter #362  

Dear Rob, 
 
I have to wait until January to see what happens to Jack Bauer? Not only am I disappointed, but 
our cat Byron is certainly going to miss the soothing tones of Kiefer’s voice. I should make him 
an audio tape to leave on during the day . . . But that would just agitate Loki, who’d go looking 
for whoever is talking. Byron would like it, though. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.26.2005 

Letter #363  

Dear Rob, 
 
We’re almost finished! 
 
Here is another Think About It quote for you to ponder. It’s by Lady Mary Wortley Montagu: 
 

Nobody can deny but religion is a comfort to the distressed, a cordial to the sick, 
and sometimes a restraint on the wicked; therefore whoever would argue or laugh 
it out of the world without giving some equivalent for it ought to be treated as a 
common enemy. 

 
Actually, she has several interesting quotes, including: 
 

Civility costs nothing, and buys everything. 
 
and 
 

Nature has not placed us in an inferior rank to men, no more than the females of 
other animals, where we see no distinction of capacity, though I am persuaded if 
there was a commonwealth of rational horses... it would be an established maxim 
amongst them that a mare could not be taught to pace. 

 
and finally 
 

Life is too short for a long story. 
 
That last one reminds me of the movie Clue, which I loved as a kid. Tim Curry would go on and 
on and then say, “And to make a long story short—” and everyone would shout: “Too late!” 
What a silly movie it was, but great for rainy nights. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.27.2005 

Letter #364  

Dear Rob, 
 
Today we had an early release day, just like back when we were in school . . . What, you were 
expecting me to say something profound? Just because this is my penultimate letter? I think I’ve 
used up all my bright gems of brilliant thought. Well, and it gets increasingly difficult to think in 
deep terms when you’re lugging another person inside of you. All of my energy is directed 
elsewhere now. 
 
Anyway, I’m happy to be home a couple hours early to get a head start on my holiday weekend. 
We have tickets to the U2 concert for tomorrow night and tickets to the Red Sox game for 
Monday. And both Scott and I really do need haircuts. 
 
Okay, go have some fun, for tomorrow we end this once and for all. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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5.28.2005 

Letter #365  

Dear Rob, 
 
This is the way this blog ends, not with a bang, but with . . . well, kind of a shrug. 
 
Here we are a year from where and when we started. It’s been a good one. You’ve got a hit 
album and a dog. I’m going to have my first child. So we’re more or less even. 
 
And while it’s become clear to me that you won’t be giving up stripes any time soon, you’ve at 
least begun to find ones that aren’t too unflattering. Either that, or you’ve found yourself a 
better wardrobe manager. Either way, congrats on that score. 
 
What are you going to do without me to talk sense to you? 
 
No worries. If you need me, the folks at Atlantic know where to find me. I’ll be around. 
 
But right now I’ve got to go get ready to see U2. 
 
Sincerely, 
~M  
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Notes on Selected Letters 

Letter #1 
See the Introduction for a more detailed explanation of the pants in question. They are 
mentioned periodically throughout the letters. 
 
Letter #7 
Refers to the Show DVD. 
 
Letter #9 
A: “The Apartment Song” by Tom Petty, from the album Full Moon Fever. 
 
Letter #15 
Thomas was awarded the first Starlight Award from the Songwriters Hall of Fame. 
 
Letter #17 
On the site, the word “here” was a link. The bracketed text is what was linked to, taken from my 
personal blog Forever December. 
 
Letter #18 
“Angels wishing down the moon” is a line of poetry I once wrote. The poem was called 
“Nonsense” because it was written using a magnetic poetry set. 
 
Letter #22 
The Mellencamp song referenced here is “Key West Intermezzo” from the album Mr. Happy Go 
Lucky. 
 
Letter #32 
Reference drawn from the song “Mad Season” from the album by the same title. 
 
Letter #37 
I can’t entirely recall why I was so enthusiastic about Spider-Man 2. I doubt I would honestly put 
it in my all-time top 10 favorites. 
 
Letter #57 
No idea what reason I had to be upset. 
 
Letter #64 
Reference drawn from the Tabitha’s Secret song “Forever December.” 
 
Letter #67 
I am, perhaps, the only person who more or less enjoyed The Village, despite its obvious plot 
twist. 
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Letter #70 
We attended a Pets Alive charity benefit hosted by Thomas and his wife, held at the China Club 
in NYC on 8.3.2004. Thomas debuted an acoustic version of “Ever the Same” from his then-
forthcoming solo album. Jewel and Daryl Hall also performed. 
 
Letter #71 
“Daryl” in item #4 refers to Daryl Hall of Hall and Oates. 
 
Letter #87 
Refers to the finger position for B minor on guitar. 
 
Letter #89 
See my original review of “Ever the Same,” written after the benefit debut, printed in the 
addenda. 
 
Letter #91 
The Matchbox 20 version of “Never Going Back Again” is slow, dark and moody, and it is one of 
my favorite covers by the band. 
 
Letter #95 
There was a news item at the time about Adam Gaynor and Dennis Rodman at a party. I do not 
recall the exact circumstances involved. 
 
Letter #110 
Humor columnist Dave Barry has a blog hosted by his “home” paper The Miami Herald. He 
asked his readers what the most overplayed song on the radio is/was (the original question is 
printed in the addenda). Permanent link to the post referred to here: http://blogs.herald.com/ 
dave_barrys_blog/2004/09/survey_question.html 
 
Letter #112 
Quote from “Dreamsicle” from the album Volcano. 
 
Letter #114 
The movie referenced here is Queen of the Damned. 
 
Letter #121 
My interview with Pete Trewavas of Marillion was originally posted on my now defunct personal 
reviews site Pencil Thin Mustache and Blogcritics.org and is printed in the addenda. 
 
Letter #125 
The phrase in quotes was originally a link to an article on the faux news site The Onion titled 
“Matchbox Twenty Finally Finishes Watering Down Long-Awaited New Record.” I’ve included 
the article in the addenda. 
 
Letter #127 
This letter refers to Neil Gaiman, who had posted on his online journal that he loses his black 
socks in the wash. 
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Letter #128 
Thomas cut his hair extremely short in advance of his first solo album, to mixed reviews (the 
hair, not the album). Meanwhile, I’d like to point out that some people actually look good with a 
shaved head. Just not me. And probably not Thomas, either, though that buzz cut came close. 
 
Letter #133 
The “hope is on the way” phrase stemmed from the John Edwards vice-presidential campaign. 
 
Letter #136 
I wrote a manual for handling Sagittarius (being one myself). It is included in the addenda. 
 
Letter #139 
As far as I know, Thomas did not contribute to the National Treasure soundtrack. I don’t recall 
where I read that piece of news/rumor. 
 
Letter #144 
http://www.ew.com/ew/article/0,,724281,00.html 
 
Letter #147 
Tom Petty, matchbox twenty, America and Jackson Browne respectively. 
 
Letter #148 
http://www.cavalierdaily.com/2004/10/19/trying-to-write-a-really-good-story/ 
 
Letter #149 
Referring to pitcher Pedro Martinez of the Red Sox (who would later go on to win the World 
Series). 
 
Letter #159 
The link for “this” goes to http://www.yankthechain.com/musicshot09.html. That site has since 
been dismembered, but archive.org helped me find the original article at: http:// 
web.archive.org/web/20050104155250/www.yankthechain.com/musicshot9.html  Key quotes 
includes: Matchbox twenty are a bunch of ugly guys with no talent and little charisma who don't 
seem to have much of a history and Take a look at Rob Thomas. He's incapable of dressing 
himself, and apparently isn't capable of dressing himself. He is obviously mentally challenged on 
some level. And while the pants could be Exhibit A—though they go unmentioned—this person 
saying the same thing twice in one sentence leaves me to wonder about his or her own mental 
capacity. 
 
Letter #160 
Referring to the lyrics from “Forever December.” 
 
Letter #163 
Referring to the lyrics from “Lavender Blue (Dilly Dilly),” specifically the Burl Ives version from 
the Classic Disney, Volume 5 CD. 
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Letter #167 
Taken from an article in the British newspaper The Guardian. I am not sure about my reticence 
in believing the article, except I think I was mistaking The Guardian for one of the British 
tabloids. 
 
Letter #178 
Was the Macy’s parade taped that year? I’m not sure why I thought so; my understanding is that 
it is aired live. 
 
Letter #202 
Refers to The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe—but I’m not sure why. 
 
Letter #214 
The “brownie Caesar salad” reference stems from a Saturday Night Live sketch featuring Will 
Ferrell. 
 
Letter #216 
A: Creola, from the song by the same name on the album Floridays. 
 
Letter #222 
#1: Sussudio 
#2: Jesus 
 
Letter #236 
Adam Gaynor left the band under unspecified circumstances. 
 
Letter #237 
I believe I am referring to Mick Jagger; if I remember correctly, Thomas did some work with him 
around that time on the song “Visions of Paradise.” 
 
Letter #249 
The “Woodrow” line is a reference to Lonesome Dove. 
 
Letter #253 
Richman and Stern are (or were at the time) Atlantic Records publicists. I say “somebody else” 
will review the song because it was officially handed to another writer for Blogcritics.org, though 
there was no rule against additional reviews after the official one was done. 
 
Letter #254 
A copy of the review is found in the addenda. 
 
Letter #258 
I lived in the house described here from the fall of 1987 (which would have been just before my 
twelfth birthday) until I went away to college in August of 1994. My parents sold it in 1999 when 
my dad was transferred to Arizona and I moved to Boston for grad school. I miss it—and that 
time in my life—dearly. There are a lot of good memories there. 
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Letter #264 
I hereby apologize for intimating that Thomas lacks smarts; he’s since shown himself to be well-
read and something of a thinker, and it was unfair of me to pass judgment in any case. 
 
Letter #273 
Refers to the Kurt Vonnegut novel Slapstick: or Lonesome No More! Wilbur is the narrating 
character. 
 
Letter #279 
The educational Web site is: http://showcase.netins.net/web/creative/lincoln/quiz497.htm 
 
Letter #283 
The answer is found at Letter #192. 
 
Letter #288 
Linked text taken from http://blogcritics.org/music/article/song-debut-lonely-no-more-by 
 
Letter #289 
Refers back to Letter #281. And no, I never did buy him a moon. I couldn’t find one that seemed 
suitable. 
 
Letter #306 
In Letter #12 I mention that Loki tends to yowl (“sing”) along with the music. It seems he 
eventually gave up that habit. 
 
Letter #327 
The review for . . . Something to Be can be found in the addenda. 
 
Letter #333 
Thomas played at the Avalon on Lansdowne Street in Boston. The Whose Line Is It Anyway? 
actor was Colin Mochrie. 
 
Letter #351 
Actually, Kiefer Sutherland is beginning to look more and more like his father. 
 
Letter #354 
Episode III: Revenge of the Sith 
 
Letter #359 
Our son was born on November 25, the day before Adam Gaynor’s birthday. 
 
Letter #360 
I was either having an insufferably egotistical fit or joking. I prefer to believe it was the latter. 
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Letters to Other matchbox twenty Members 

 
 
Letters to Adam 
 
Letter #8 
Letter #42 
Letter #56 
Letter #76 
Letter #95 
Letter #116 
Letter #124 
Letter #179 
Letter #197 
Letter #210 
Letter #228 
Letter #236 
Letter #317 
 
Letters to Brian (“Pookie”) 
 
Letter #26 
Letter #60 
Letter #96 
Letter #120 
Letter #145 
Letter #146 
Letter #200 
Letter #212 
Letter #290 
 
Letters to Kyle 
 
Letter #50 
Letter #69 
Letter #74 
Letter #87 
Letter #117 
Letter #136 
Letter #213 
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Letters to Paul 
 
Letter #35 
Letter #46 
Letter #86 
Letter #125 
Letter #199 
Letter #214 
Letter #219 
Letter #338 
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Sagittarius: An Operating Manual 

(as referenced in Letter #136) 
 

Things Family, Friends, Employers & Co-Workers Should Know About  

the Sagittarians in Their Lives 

 

Congratulations! You have given birth to, befriended, married, or hired a Sagittarius! This 
Operating Manual will outline the features your Sagittarius is likely to possess, giving insight on 
how to properly relate to, work or live with your new companion. Note that each Sagittarius is 
handcrafted and that traits may vary. Astrological differences may cause your Sagittarius to 
exhibit behaviors not covered in this manual. If in doubt, check your Sagittarius’ astrological 
chart for more specific details. 
 
As individuals, Sagittarians are highly competitive and given to fits and sulks if they lose in one-
on-one competition. Your Sagittarius will do better in team sports and activities, where she can 
feel as if she is contributing rather than carrying all the weight. The sense of loss, then, will be 
divided, and your Sagittarian’s naturally sympathetic nature will be rewarded by the shared 
experience. 
 
Your Sagittarian may feature a Martyr Complex about having too much work or too many 
responsibilities. If your Sagittarius has this feature, be conscious of the fine line. It is worse for a 
Sagittarius to be bored than overworked. Keep your Sagittarius busy and entertained, but also 
keep in mind that too much will throw her into a fit, and she’s likely to quit working altogether if 
she’s feeling assaulted. Should this happen, most Sagittarians can be coaxed with treats 
(physical and/or emotional), although they are likely to be leery for a long time after a perceived 
slight or betrayal. They will be on the lookout for any hint of falsehood. And once a Sagittarius 
has decided she cannot trust or forgive someone, it is almost of no use to attempt to talk her 
out of it. Sagittarians have long memories and can hold grudges indefinitely. 
 
Sagittarians have a contrary nature in some respects. If you tell a Sagittarius to do something, he 
is as likely to balk as not, most specifically if you’ve told him to do something he was already 
planning to do. Or if you’ve told him or her more than once. Sagittarians have a keen sense of 
nuance; if you need to remind a Sagittarian of something, you must do so in a way unlikely to 
give offense. This is because Sagittarians attribute an underlying notion that if you’ve had to 
remind him, you must think he’s stupid for being unable to remember. You may not think that at 
all, but this is how a typical Sagittarius will respond. In most instances, reminders that come in 
the form of a question work best. 
 
Example: “Did you [insert activity] yet?” 
 
The “yet” at the end of the question is supremely important. It indicates to your Sagittarius that 
you knew he was going to do whatever it is you are reminding him of, you just weren’t sure if it 
had happened yet. 
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Sagittarians want to be the best at everything and loved by everyone. However, while always 
fair and often generous, a Sagittarius will not unbend his principles or compromise the things 
most important to him. A Sagittarian makes no apologies for who he is and believes people 
should accept him as such. Most Sagittarians believe in bettering themselves throughout their 
lives, especially through learning. They have a wide range of interests, usually in philosophy and 
the arts. Sagittarians are a naturally curious bunch, and many will attend classes of one sort or 
another, even well after formal education has ended. Your Sagittarius will probably enjoy 
puzzles, logic games, and trivia. He is likely to be a problem solver. 
 
Although their robust natures often obscure it, Sagittarians are a sensitive group. A Sagittarian is 
likely to take a slight or criticism personally. When hurt or angry, a Sagittarian is best left alone 
to sort out her feelings. The storm will pass; Sagittarians rebound quickly (unless the wound is 
deep or the assaults are constant) and are a highly adaptable bunch. When given good enough 
reasons, a Sagittarian finds it easy to revise her way of thinking about something or someone. 
However, “good enough” may be hard to come by, as Sagittarians have high standards for 
themselves and everyone around them. While not likely to adopt someone else’s point of view 
just for the sake of doing so—that is, they will not bow to pressure when told to agree with 
management—a Sagittarius will assimilate as much information on a topic as possible and draw 
a reasonable conclusion. Sagittarius has a talent for research. When forced to follow orders, 
though, a Sagittarian may do so—but only under protest. 
 
Beware the smoldering Sagittarius; he will lash out in unexpected ways. Observe your 
Sagittarius’ body language to gain hints on how he is feeling. Confrontations are not 
recommended; Sagittarius is likely to clam up and become unresponsive. Instead, check in with 
your Sagittarius regularly, as regular contact makes him feel loved and respected while not 
feeling pressured, overwhelmed, or untrusted. 
 
Sagittarians believe that, ultimately, they are masters of their own destinies and that all final 
decisions about what they will or will not do lie with them. They will listen to advice and weigh 
their options, but as a rule they cannot be coerced. Encouragement and praise go a long way in 
motivating Sagittarius. If your Sagittarius gets the sense she is being unjustly criticized without a 
fair hearing of her side of the story, you are likely to lose her respect and/or her ear and your 
arguments will be summarily dismissed without consideration. 
 
Your Sagittarian may feature an inherent impracticality. The Archer aims high, and can often hit 
the target. (The law of averages suggests he will reach his goals at least some of the time.) Still, 
if you are trying to bring your Sagittarian’s sights closer to the ground, do not attempt to do so 
with criticism. A Sagittarian will respond far better to a reasonable argument and a dedicated 
line of logic. Your Sagittarian will see sense; he also has a good nose for bulls***. 
 
Sagittarians have obsessive natures and are likely to develop routines and habits, some of which 
may be excessive and/or odd. Gauge carefully—while some Sagittarians are able to laugh at 
their own quirks, most will not tolerate much teasing. Let your Sagittarian be the first to point 
out and laugh at her own faults or oddities, then laugh with her. If she thinks you are laughing at 
her, she is likely only to become hurt or angry. 
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Sagittarians are multi-taskers, but they are also intense when focused. It is not recommended 
that you interrupt a Sagittarius when he is in the midst of a project. Sudden changes in routine 
will be unwelcome, and you may bear the brunt of a Sagittarian “flash”—the hot, sudden 
temper flare Sagittarians are known for. It is better to schedule events in advance, or at the very 
least give your Sagittarius a little space by saying, “When you have a moment. . .” This leaves the 
ball squarely in Sagittarius’ court, which he will prefer. Sagittarius must feel, if not in control of a 
situation, at the very least as if they have a say in what is going on. 
 
Your Sagittarius does have a spontaneity function that can be used when no other events are 
scheduled. Free time with a Sagittarius can be delightful. Your Sagittarius will be a good 
conversationalist and terrific at coming up with things to do on a rainy day. In a circle of friends, 
the Sagittarian will be the one others turn to when looking for ideas. Sagittarians are natural 
leaders and fair. They have an expansive view. But they will often need help when it comes to 
hammering out the details. A Sagittarius will usually believe that nothing is impossible—until 
someone can logically prove otherwise. Even then, Sagittarius’ obsessive nature makes it 
difficult for him to give up on a pet project or theory. It may take several reasonable arguments 
to dissuade a Sagittarian from a course of action. 
 
While loyal, generous, and mostly genuine, a Sagittarian’s strong sense of self-preservation may 
lead him to be devious. Your Sagittarius is likely to be a good actor, and it may be difficult to 
catch him in a lie. Still, a Sagittarius won’t generally resort to complicated untruths unless: 
 

a) he feels cornered 
b) he wishes to retaliate for a perceived slight 
c) for entertainment purposes, be it everyone’s or his alone 

 
 

Why a Sagittarius 

 
MEMORY CAPACITY. The Sagittarian in your life will never forget appointments, birthdays, etc. She 
will also be useful when trying to recall minute trivia. 
 
ENTERTAINMENT. Your Sagittarian loves to have fun and will be a hit at most parties. He will also 
be good for conversation and/or extensive discussion or debate. 
 
WELL-BEING. Your Sagittarian will be a loyal and lasting companion, so long as you treat her well 
and do not abuse the relationship. 
 
WORK. Sagittarians have a strong work ethic and are capable of pulling a very large cart. 
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A Sagittarian is not for you if: 
 
 you do not like to talk or read 
 you do not want someone who will speak his mind 
 you want someone who is low-maintenance 

 
 
Sagittarians are high-maintenance and require a lot of devotion and face time to be happy. 
While independent and capable of spending many hours alone, a Sagittarius must feel 
connected to people to be satisfied. You will find that your Sagittarius repays you for the time 
you devote to her with steadfast loyalty and a keen understanding. Sagittarians are listeners as 
well as speakers and can offer a sympathetic ear as one of their many benefits. Advice from a 
Sagittarius will usually be well-considered, as they take things to heart and think them over 
carefully before responding. But be wary: if a Sagittarius is offering advice in the heat of anger or 
another strong emotion, it may be best to decline. 
 
Your Sagittarius has a self-diagnostic feature, and his introspective nature will allow him to self-
correct any problems or flaws. When doing a diagnostic, your Sagittarius may need to isolate 
himself for a long period of time. Rest assured that when the diagnosis is complete, he will 
return to you in typical energetic fashion. 
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Original Review of “Ever the Same”  

(as posted on Blogcritics.org and Pencil Thin Mustache) 

 

Yes it’s true that I believe 
I’m weaker than I used to be 
I wear my heart out on my sleeve 
Oh, and I forget the rest of me 
 
So begins “Stop” by matchbox twenty, from their album Mad Season. And these lyrics come to 
mind when I consider Rob Thomas’ solo song “Ever the Same.” 
 
The song hasn’t been released yet; I attended a benefit on August 3rd at which Thomas debuted 
the song as one that will be featured on his first solo album, which is expected late this year or 
early in 2005. I’ve thought a lot about “Ever the Same” since hearing it. I want very badly to like 
it, because I like Thomas and admire his talent. He’s a fantastic songwriter, and he has the voice 
to support his music besides. 
 
So saying, I still can’t manage to enjoy “Ever the Same.” 
 
The song is a pseudo-love song in which the singer (in this case, Thomas) outlines a desire to 
work through the tough times with his loved one (wife Marisol?). . . An admirable enough goal, 
one might suppose. But the song comes off as mostly sappy, and it’s opening image—of soldiers 
“falling down under the pale moonlight”—conjures more of Saving Private Ryan than warmth. 
So the song suffers this odd juxtaposition that, for lack of any other way to say it, just doesn’t 
work for me. 
 
“Ever the Same” is too emotionally heavy for me. Or maybe I just can’t sympathize. Good music 
speaks to the listener, and the listener identifies because the song conveys a shared experience, 
a universal. Or, if the experience isn’t shared, the song makes it possible for the listener to feel 
what the singer is expressing, even without having ever been in the same position. 
 
But “Ever the Same”—the title of which is an expression of unchanging love—merely comes 
across as naive. There’s just something about “Ever the Same,” that while sweet and heart-felt, 
doesn’t ring quite true. Which sets the song back. 
 
Thomas is wearing his heart on his sleeve—and he’s weaker than he used to be. As a fan, I know 
he’s got stronger stuff in him. I only hope it surfaces in time for his solo album. 
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Marillion: Interview with Pete Trewavas  

(as featured on Blogcritics.org) 
 
Let me just say: phone interviews are difficult. Only because there is no good way to write down 
and record everything the person on the other end is saying. I tried, but I suspect my recorder 
didn’t pick up as much as I would have liked. So apologies to Mr. Trewavas if I misquote, but I do 
believe I have the gist of our conversation! 
 
Mr. Trewavas is the bass player for the UK band Marillion, which has a long history of delighting 
their fans with their particular brand of music. In May 2004, Marillion released their latest 
album, Marbles in two formats: a 2-disc set for the discerning fans who would like to buy direct 
from them, and an abbreviated retail UK version. (The North American version will hit stores in 
this hemisphere on October 6.) 
 
As Trewavas pointed out during our conversation, Marillion is in a unique position. Starting with 
2001’s Anoraknophobia, the band’s contract with its label had elapsed. Marillion had a number 
of options: (1) sign with another label (and they had offers on the table); (2) borrow money to 
do the album themselves; or (3) ask the fans whether they’d pre-order the as-yet unrecorded 
album thus funding the album themselves! When Marillion asked, the fans answered, and the 
band had the opportunity to make the album their way, without worrying about a record label’s 
interference or infulence. Even better: Marillion was able to use the money in ways a record 
label wouldn’t—namely by promoting the band. 
 
Now, with Marbles, Marillion has done it again, selling direct to the fans. Marbles was a long 
time in the making, as Trewavas points out: “We came off of Anoraknophobia with no break and 
went right back into the studio,” he said. “This time, I think we’ll take a little time off.” 
 
The tour for Marbles is nearing its end. Since Marillion is managing themselves, I asked 
Trewavas how they decided where to play. He said, “We looked, you know, at where most of 
our fans live so we could play there. And we chose Boulder because we like Boulder, really.” He 
added, “And we did LA and New York. You have to do LA and New York, don’t you? Otherwise 
no one knows you’ve even been to America.” 
 
Trewavas also notes that having such loyal fans pays off for the band, not only because they’ll 
pre-order albums, but because they can offer other perks as well. When I asked how they made 
their upcoming DVD (Marbles on the Road, to be released in October), Trewavas said, “We have 
some hardcore fans from South Africa, and they just also happen to be filmakers, and they came 
to us and said they had an idea to film us. It wasn’t going to cost us anything, and they would get 
some of the profits and we would get some, so it was good all around.” 
 
Making music and managing the band is hard work, however. “We did the single CD retail 
version of Marbles because we were told again and again that double albums don’t sell and 
stores won’t stock them. But then everyone wanted the 2-disc set, so doing a single disc almost 
came back to bite us. 
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“Record stores are having a hard time,” said Trewavas. “They’re selling fewer and fewer records 
and more and more of everything else.” 
 
Blame the Internet, maybe, but Trewavas says the Internet has been good for the band, 
enabling them to sell their CDs and DVDs and also to post updates on their progress for their 
fans. Marillion is also looking forward to releasing their first download-only single in October. 
Their song “The Damage” will only be available by download. They’re hoping for another hit. 
I say “another” because Marbles has produced two singles that have done well in Europe—
”You’re Gone” was #7 in the UK and #8 in Holland, and “Don’t Hurt Yourself” made #14 in the 
UK. 
 
Trewavas will remain busy after the tour wraps up in October. “Our fans organize a lot of 
conventions, and I’ll be going to one in Barcelona,” he said with relish. “Much nicer weather 
than England, out there on the Medeterranian.” He also plans to finish up some work with his 
other band Keno. 
 
I then asked Trewavas the final question: “What do you think people should know about 
Marillion but don’t?” 
 
His answer: 
 

That’s hard! I think they should know they would like the music we play. They may 
think they know what kind of music, but they don’t because they haven’t really 
heard it. We have so many people who finally hear one or two of our songs, and 
then they go and buy everything we’ve ever done. And they say, “How is it that I’ve 
never heard of you?!” 

 
You’re hearing it now—these guys are good. So good that in the past fans have actually raised 
money to help them tour, just for the chance to see them live. And all those fans can’t be wrong. 
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Review of  . . . Something to Be  

(as posted on Blogcritics.org and Pencil Thin Mustache) 
 
An initial impression of Rob Thomas’ solo outing is that it’s a mixed bag, although one might 
suspect that (as with the second and third matchbox twenty albums) . . . Something to Be may 
be one of those albums that grows on you the more you listen to it. 
 
Thomas is best known as the lead singer of the hit band matchbox twenty—a polarizing band 
that people seem either to love or to hate, and it seems likely that Thomas’ solo album will have 
a similar reception. Thomas already has one hit single from the album, the pulsating “Lonely No 
More,” and there are at least two other hardy songs on the album: “This Is How A Heart Breaks” 
and “Streetcorner Symphony” are both immediately likeable in the same upbeat fashion as 
“Lonely No More.” 
 
On the flip side, . . . Something to Be sports a number of snoozers, songs that encourages 
listeners to drift off to sleep. “All That I Am” is a Sting-ish lullabye type number that features 
some exotic instruments such as a shofar and a duduk; “My, My, My” is also slow, and the 
album ends with the touching but extremely slow “Now Comes the Night.” 
 
Somewhere in the middle of this are songs like “I Am an Illusion,” which is uneven and strange--
although that may be the point. “When the Heartache Ends” is likeable, although for some 
reason it is vaguely reminiscent of “After the Thrill is Gone” by the Eagles. 
 
The title track isn’t bad, nor is “Fallin’ to Pieces,” which may put some listeners off initially, but 
one can begin to dig it somewhere in the middle. Unfortunately this is not true of “Problem 
Girl,” in which Thomas has some strange pronunciation when singing “you’re no problem at all” 
that can become distracting. 
 
Finally, “Ever the Same,” which I reviewed after hearing an acoustic version performed last 
August. While I like the mixing on the . . . Something to Be recording, it seems at odds with the 
sentiment of the song, which would be better conveyed by a simpler arrangement. But maybe it 
only seems that way to me, having heard it acoustically first. 
 
. . . Something to Be is a DualDisc, which means that it is a CD on one side and a DVD on the 
other. The DVD side includes a short documentary—mainly snippets of Thomas working in the 
studio with producer Matt Serletic, as well as his collaboration with John Mayer on 
“Streetcorner Symphony,” and some behind-the-scenes at a photo shoot. Cutest moment: 
Thomas playing with his dog Tyler. The DVD also includes a photo gallery, lyrics (although these 
are printed in the liner notes), and the option to play the CD from the DVD side—which means if 
you have a good home theatre system you can hear the album in 5.1 Dolby Digital. 
 
Bottom line: Thomas has mixed it up a bit here and has begun to develop a slightly different 
sound for himself. But there’s still enough familiar material for devoted matchbox twenty fans 
to follow him on this solo excursion without suffering too much culture shock. Although, at 
moments, they may find themselves feeling nostalgic for the band. 
  

http://blogcritics.org/archives/2004/08/15/191753.php
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September 22, 2004 | Issue 40•38  

Matchbox Twenty Finally Finishes Watering Down  

Long-Awaited New Album 

LOS ANGELES—Executives at Atlantic Records announced Monday that multi-platinum recording 
artist Matchbox Twenty, which set sales records in 2000 for its mega-hit release Mad Season, 
has finally finished watering down tracks on its long-awaited new album Beige.  

  
Matchbox Twenty. 

“Everyone here at Atlantic is thrilled about what’s sure to be the biggest-selling, least-rocking 
record of the year,” Atlantic public-relations spokeswoman Janet Cosgrove said. “It’s been a long 
wait, but the incredibly boring results speak for themselves. Beige is bigger and blander than 
anything Matchbox Twenty has ever done.”  

“Grab a chair, America!” she added. “The most uninteresting band in formulaic, corporate radio 
is back!”  

The release has been eagerly awaited by Matchbox Twenty’s enormous fan base, composed of 
American record buyers who have a limited interest in music but enjoy the act of shopping. In 
order to satisfy the undemanding non-tastes of this lucrative market, Matchbox Twenty has 
made every effort to create what record-industry insiders say is the band’s least distinctive 
album yet.  

http://www.theonion.com/content/index/4038
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
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 “Some were disappointed with the relatively limited reception to Matchbox Twenty’s 2002 
release More Than You Think You Are,” Rolling Stone contributing editor Nathan Brackett said. 
“That album proved what record executives have known for years: It’s actually very difficult to 
record a rock record that has no rock in it at all. But with this new release, Matchbox Twenty has 
really delivered on its signature non-sound.”  

After the enormous commercial success of 1996’s Yourself Or Someone Like You, demand for 
simplistic, cookie-cutter output from the band has been high. Yet, according to Grammy-winning 
lead vocalist Rob Thomas, the new record’s release was delayed repeatedly because of 
Matchbox Twenty’s perfectionism in the studio.  

“Our goal was to follow in the tradition of great multi-platinum artists like Elton John, Phil 
Collins, and the Dave Matthews Band—sales powerhouses who relied on the musical ignorance 
of their fans,” Thomas told reporters following Monday’s announcement. “We knew that if we 
wanted to match those historic giants for sheer lack of energy, we couldn’t settle for anything 
less than total banality. And, though it took a lot of time and effort, I think we achieved that—an 
album that sets a new standard for trite crapola.”  

“It’s really derivative and boring,” he added.  

Thomas said it was the expectations of listeners that drove the band to create the most average 
music possible.  

“We wanted to give our fans exactly what they’ve come to expect: music so inoffensive and 
indistinct that it could be played virtually anywhere—a bank lobby, an SUV stuck in traffic, a 
party full of aging stockbrokers and their girlfriends. That’s no small task. Even a lot of the most 
vacant and unimaginative people have some capacity to actively engage in the music they’re 
listening to.”  

According to band members, hundreds of hours were spent in the studio trying to render the 
sound adequately benign.  

javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
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“No matter how many times we recorded the new single ‘Sitting Down (Hands At My Side),’ 
there was still a certain ‘oomph’ coming through in the drums, a loud-ish, slightly gripping sound 
that we couldn’t remove,” drummer Paul Doucette said. “Finally, after running them through 
about two dozen filters, we managed to get that ‘plastic spork hitting mashed potatoes’ sound 
we were after.”  

There was a similar problem, band members said, with the guitar solos, some of which 
contained trace elements of what musicians call “passion.” In addition, the interplay among 
bass, drums, and guitars occasionally produced uncomfortable polyrhythmic effects that 
provoked unintentional toe-tapping or head-bobbing in listeners. The problems were fixed 
through extensive re-recording.  

“I’m satisfied that all the watering-down we put into this album was worth it,” Thomas said. “My 
lyrics are super-bland, the bass might as well have been recorded on a keyboard, and just wait 
until you hear how dull we managed to make the guitars sound. It’s amazing.”  

The band will introduce the album’s first single next week on MTV’s hugely popular, entirely 
insipid show Total Request Live.  
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From Dave Barry’s Blog 

SURVEY QUESTION 

What is the most overplayed song on the radio –  a song you used to like, but it just gets played 
to death, so now you can't stand it? I'm thinking this would most likely be a "classic rock" song, 
but I could be wrong. I often am.  

UPDATE: Thanks for all the excellent nominations and commentary. I regret that these songs are 
now stuck in your brain, possibly for weeks, but trust me, it was for a very good cause, although 
I frankly can't see how you, personally, will derive any benefit. But thanks! 

 


