
Regina Spektor, The wallet
I found a walletI found a walletinside were pictures of your small familyyou were so youngyour hair dark brownyou had been born in nineteen fifty-threeyour winter birthdaywas stamped on the plasticof a license so recently expiredI was so tiredas I walked through my doorI let all the contents of your wallet on the floorand like a holy relicor a mystery novelI thumbed them in the dim lightsearching for a cluea blockbuster cardan old stick of juicy fruita crumpled receiptfor a pair of leather bootsI have no walletI have no walletI keep my cards together with a blue rubber bandand with a free handI search in my pocketsfor pieces of, pieces of paper and changeI'll take your walletto my local blockbusterthey'll find your numberin their computeryou'll never know meI'll never know youbut you'll be so happywhen they call you up
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