
The Armor of Henry VIII 
 
I’d never wanted less to die. I didn’t want to leave you. 
And this was still so new—I’d want you to at least be granted 
status in the grief I knew you’d feel. The suit was made of steel 
and gold, weighed more than sixty pounds. The etched decoration— 
floral, with angels, an elephant—was thought to be designed 
by Hans Holbein the Younger. I didn’t know I was interested 
in armor. If I’d been shown a map of all the museum’s offerings— 
or, rather, since I had a map, if I had been more capable of reading it— 
I probably wouldn’t have chosen this room. I wasn’t trying 
to tell you something, leading you into a hall of ghosts  
still keeping up their guard. If anything, my feeling was,  
we’d entered a palace of riches so great we could get lost.  
A place full of wonders we’d never exhaust.  
There was armor here for man and horse, which underscored the constancy 
of the horse. I mean, the beasts were more or less the same as they are now. 
But the men, though more or less the same in shape—as articulated  
by these different plates—were generally smaller then, in size. So that most of this armor  
would have fitted me, or an army of wives of Henry VIII, in some modern play  
in which they’re all revived. But the thing about the Henry suit was that,  
like the man himself once did, it stood at over six feet tall—about your height.  
Still, it seemed shockingly small, affirming that the body is not so big as we think,  
or that there’s somehow more to us. I felt so large with joy with you, 
and, too, so loudly clanging. My breast so high and flowering gold. 
This was the suit of armor of a man who knew many loves, or, at least, many wives, 
and didn’t want to die. He did. And yet we walked across the park, got lunch 
at a place you knew from when another girlfriend lived up here. 
These sandwiches, you told me, they’re like sandwiches for giants. 
Just the biggest sandwiches you’ll ever see. 
 


