No Smoking
By Thea Buckwalter
Yellowed white.

In its resting place.

Seen.

Not noticed.

Crossed out cigarette.

Stating what’s obvious.

Dependably there

In a tinted window

Where a single addict

Passably reads it

But the sign does nothing.

Walking 

By Thea Buckwalter

We’re kings

Or queens

Or whatever type of ruler fits your gender

When we walk

When we walk

We don’t sidestep 

Dirt and puddles 

They sidestep us

Shirts get untucked

Lanyards in backpacks

The unruliness escapes

And gets in our lungs

After a long day of being locked up

By a janitor in a toxic cleaning supply closet

Crackly speakers play the only song 

Their Wal-Mart phones have

And they sing along 

Even though only a gritty beat is audible at the loud parts

We just walk 

Part at the corner

Throw up a peace sign

And yell bye 

Or mutter a reminder 

To bring back a borrowed flash drive 

Tomorrow 

 The crowd thins as I turn

Just myself now

The school day is only done 

After those g’byes

Left to contemplate 

Just another day 

Another walk  

10 Minute Road Trip 
By Thea Buckwalter

The speaker is busted

The bass sounds like a dying bee

But the speaker is blasting barely

Rhyming rap anyway

She makes a vrrrmm noise with her mouth

And speeds up like a 5 year old in a 

Barbie Jeep 

She doesn’t know where she’s going

She doesn’t care though

She turns the steering wheel with the beet

Swerves.

Squirrel. 

Whoops.

We pass boys playing catch with fathers

Lazy moms tanning with lemonade

Grandmas wearing clothes grandmas shouldn’t

Grandpas with sun spots where they’re bald

It’s comforting knowing

We could leave if we wanted

I see her driver’s liscence 

In the see-through pocket 

Of her wallet

It’s a get out of jail free card

But we go back home.

Only because we could leave.

Aftanoon

Thea Buckwalter

He walks by the house every day

“Aftanoon”

On a good day

“Hey”

On a bad day

She tells by the way he walks

She knows him better than anyone

She doesn’t know his name 

