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  

