THE OUTLIER
MIGUEL MARTINEZ

I woke with blankets of cold air
And alarms in my ears
I tied my torn shoelaces
Let out a steamned breath outside
1 walked sJo"\.\rl.}' down an uninter rupned road When the sereet Jigh:s were
still an
And I aveided the potholes iy rigJ'Ll: My Pa.l.r.rl. n:lu.g it my ironed jeans
It wasn't the cold that I minde
clu.:jng the Four Fears of wa]l:jng down the unaltered road
IPI.I.I: up with the a.lphal:-e:ica] [OOMmS
and I made My way v a sin.gJe desk in the back
I got to my sear to avoid everyone’s glare
once I let go of the door handle
I tried not o be wiong
5o 1 never spoke or raised my hand
When would ¢ miake me speak to a silent rocm?
Everyone spoke their mind
And few s]:m-ke o me
I didn’t want them o hear I was wrong
Ia.lwq,rs :l:ough: the cnes
wich k.e'ys around cheir necks
Would mention iy unetuned voice
I don'e think they could understand whar I said T didn’t know when they
would call
I didnt wair for anyone
Once the hours were done
I also didn't spend hours sending my name off To countries or states avay
I didnt chink I was qualifi=d
O _ioimd. everyone :ea.cl:jng far the er.n-nel.op-e A.ccePl:ed. ar Dlenied
1 kepe walking away
Fin ing my way back
Back to the rowering palm trees
I wanted o be away from others’ skin

Facused on my easy sleep

Hours to pass, then start my work

Somerimes my dad called me for eranslation l:e]P *T can’t read thess
Coupons

¢ the rent bill™

Sometimes che words were too small For his sighl: He would waic in his
chair, with stained boots

He called from the black dinmer table

Covered with broken peanut shells

“T want to know where you'll be in Ave years.” Truch is I don't know
T asked Fou Four FEArs ago.

When it was -:]e.:.:.yw would have lefe like everyone. I wanted ar leasc
three different r\espcm!es."

T'll find something = do

“Cra you think you'll last twa pears with chat®™ One day Il Agare it our. T
can.

When I walked away

1 couldr’s ignore his words

Maghe I should have listened

Sometimes [ wouldn't leave a foo tprint in the dirc And T knew ever yone 1
sawr

Wﬂ]king down the same uncl:a.ngecl sidewalk Had a PJJJ'I.

Some people [ knew gor o leave

They went norch and touched snow

For the Arst time

1 =till spent time unheard from my home And afesr four years had passed
I expec ted to leave miles away

Like everyone I mer I used to sic at che red woven tables Wich friends
|:e.1|:jn5 me la.u.gl: eve:}-dqr I knew some of them would leave

And dide't mind too much

It seemed like I p:jd no acEnion

to anyone that wasn'e ar those tables They heard me in conversation
Said oy narme and remembered it

When I lefe the tables

1 didw't hear my name cutside of ateendance T wanched the clocks
Circling its three arms

in every room [ entered

1 |:J1.n:h|.|.g|:n: too much

O where 1 could place myself

But Everyone else migh: be just as clueless T.I'l.e:r walk different ways
But I won't follow them around
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