The Boston Museum Lady

A lone lady sat behind me 
On a bumpy Boston shuttle bus. 
Looking out the window 
we saw a silver circus train 
smeared with grimy streaks of rain. 
I spoke first. 
"Too bad about the ruts, 
... and where 're you from?" 
She spilled her guts. 

She was 70, but looked much younger, at first. 
A young mother at 20, 
a graduate student grandmother at 40, 
divorced at 50, she touted her profession; 
a business lady who traveled for Art 
and dated younger men. 
Nothing was a mystery 
Got her medical history! 
A well-made Lady 
from L.A. was she, (A surprise to me) 
all siliconed and stretched 
with porcelain dentition and a perfect set. 
She wore mint green denim overalls; 

Her slimness and attire belied her years.

Her bobbed hair was bleached blonde, 
but, in the Lady's blue eyes was etched 

her lonely life on the road, 
too many places of which she was fond. 

Together we got off the bus at Copley Square. 
Neither of us wanted to walk alone 
as the wind whipped our faces and the sun shone. 
So, we kept the company of the other.
I spent the long mile listening. 
The Lady from the bus spilled her guts. 
My dwindling patience was renewed 
           as the museum finally came into view. 

At the entrance, we  paid and went our own way 
Then we wished the other well, 
for the rest of our stay. 
And that was it on that museum-day. 


I saw her one last time all packed 
in our hotel lobby on the Charles. 
She was sitting alone on a wide bench, 
with valises and shopping bags all stacked 
to one side, 
waiting for her ride.
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