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skin
by Adonis Diaz

The color of my skin is a topic of conversation in our country. They see my skin and hate the
story it tells. Skin like tequila on the rocks. Like cafe con leche. Champurrado gone cold, and
they don't want to drink it because of the sticky skin on top. It disgusts. Screams in a sea of
Caucasian. Visible. Makes racists tell me "No espan-yole" and my skin laughs and responds,
"Yeah, me neither." My skin silently hears a bitch complain, "I don't know what is wrong with
the Latino community right now,” and withers. Wonders what it did wrong while they wonder
where it comes from. “No, but like, where are your parents from, though?” My skin hides with
sun spots and wet cheeks, and still, it is not human enough. My skin shrinks away in shadows,
and somehow it still invites ICE to follow me out of a Home Depot. As if maybe it doesn’t have
its papers. Suspicious. Illegal to wear. Stands out in a protest. Easy to aim the tear gas toward.
Strike it, and it bleeds. My skin breaks.
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and holds
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