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I'm trapped 
Between two worlds 
I was born in the south 
But I don't recognize it 
I live in the north 
But I don't belong 
I'm not Mexican 
I am not American 
So what am I? 
My tongue is bad 
My English is bad 
So what do I speak? 
I am brown 
Not white  
So where do I belong? 
They don't love me here 
They don't love me over there 
I'm stuck between those two worlds 
I'm stuck in this body 
Who am I? 
When will I know? 
When will I be accepted? 
 
When will I be able to free myself from these dark thoughts trapped in my mind? 
When will they accept me in those two worlds - my homes - with their arms open? 
When will I be able to talk about my pain of being an immigrant baby without it being 
insignificant? 
 
When will I be able to meet my native land? 
When will I be liberated in my own home? 
When will my story be told? 
 
I don't know 
I don't know 
and I don't know 
 
I'm tired of waiting 
To feel like the sky is falling 
Always having this uncertainty in my chest 
Not knowing if one day they will kick me out  
Of one day never seeing my family 



 
I'm tired of praying to a God who doesn't listen to me 
That my family prays and prays 
and he doesn't comply 
"Until God says" 
God says what? 
When will you respond to the pain you make us go through? 
When will you tell us that we are not going to hurt anymore? 
We are not going to cry anymore 
We are not going to suffer anymore 
When will he tell us that we can enter his kingdom 
 
I don’t know 
I don’t know 
and I don't know 
 
But I am forced to wait 
and let my people 
on the other side 
my Michoacan 
my Cuitzeo 
To kill 
To rape  
To commit suicide 
because God fixes everything 
He made them 
and saw that everything was good 
while the bad and good pray to Him 
 
Families 
going every Sunday 
to the sacred place 
that they share 
to "save all lives" 
while there are people 
they don't even talk to 
they don't greet each other 
they don't even want to see each other 
in that same sacred place 
 
When will I be resurrected? 
When will I be released? 
 



 
I come from a land 
that treats me like an object 
that see me as a virgin 
they treat me like a slave 
And then kill me  
 
I live in a land 
that stole my tongue 
my culture 
my land 
and my history  
 
God- what did I do to deserve this?  
I am visible 
but also invisible 
in my homes 
that I don't belong 
 
When are you going to fill my body 
of tongues and flames 
To believe in you and talk about your fake wonders? 
 
When? 
When will I be resurrected? 
When will I be released? 
 
I don’t know 
I don’t know 
and I don’t know 
 
But the only thing that I can do is 
wait 
wait one day 
To be accepted in my two homes 
and that my questions are answered 
 
Wait one day God will fulfill me 
will love me 
and answer my prayers 
 
Because I'm already tired 
I can’t anymore 


