Letters

Matthew Weiss

Having read off her name in a footnote,

you humped the bed for her.

She had a couple of friends, an occupation,

overseeing men at a bindery.

And ninety years ago, give or take a decade,

she posed upright for a camera,

wearing a footprint of lipstick, and feathers

coming up from her blouse.

She was turned to the side, and pouting,

her hair lay under a cap.

You had found her works, collected letters,

on some website, I think.

She wrote in her free time, she explored,

and wouldn't leave a guy.

You think you know who it was, the guy;

it had nothing to do with the footnote,

but maybe with her letters, that brought to mind

a quote by Dylan Thomas:

Just the book to give your sister, if she's a loud

dirty, boozy girl.

She wrote the book, and was the sister,

and loved to think about it.

In any case, you used paypal, and some guy,

he tracked her down.

He gave you the photograph, in a folder,

and smoked with you outside.

She was nothing like you'd imagined, though

you stored the picture in her book.

People looked different back then, you know,

in this country at least.

And her old clothes, you hated them, for the same reason

you loved her style.
