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.

