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SPOKEN WORD SERIES:  
I WAS ASKED TO INTRODUCE MYSELF

Sonia Medel Borja

Colegas, ¿bailan conmigo?

Adolorida, standing  

before you, Understanding or  

pretending? Alone? 

 

Entre fronteras, razas, etnias, 

con todo el peso de mi piel morena y genero por encima . . .  

aquí estoy . . . 

with my heart . . . 

ache . . . aching . . . from the past  . . .

as I speak to you . . . I travel, home? 

I am revived? No! Feel . . . everything from my childhood,  

all the pleasant, unpleasant . . . the present.

Hija de la adicción, una puteada- 

fructuosa pasión, de violencia a puño y llanto. 

Extraña de la patria canadiense, 

pero ciudadana natal, natal de estas frías tierras robadas, 

siempre,



I WAS ASKED TO INTRODUCE MYSELF

135134 CHICANA/LATINA STUDIES 18:2 SPRING 2019 CHICANA/LATINA STUDIES 18:2 SPRING 2019

destripada de la latinidad, mi latinidad,  

primero por los saqueadores, 

segundo, por la propia latinidad, una construcción nacida de violencias, 

encadenada por los ciclos internalizados de la opresión, 

cadenas . . . ¿sostenidas por? 

Nosotrxs.

Me dicen, amenazan, amaestran, excluyen con las instrucciones y las preferencias,  

las correcciones 

que me condenan—que me exprese, en? ¿Cómo? 

¿Cómo te gustaría escucharme . . .  

to feel that my existence makes sense to you? Or that you understand . . . 		

ustedes mismos?   

Idioma del norte. Idioma de la corona. Violadores de mi ser. De las mujeres. 	

De los pueblos. De las tierras. 

Lenguas de mis ancestrxs—pídeme gringo, pídeme latino, que te hable en estas . . .  

cortadas. Negadas. 

Silenciada. 

Your instructions won’t confine me. I stretch and fold, contort, ugly, 

beautiful?  

I dance. My body prettily writes what you don’t want to hear. I let go. It takes me. 

Ajena entre estas paredes, entre sus caras.

Puta, la morena que por La Moneda caminaba, con la vergüenza y el orgullo 

de cara peruana, la Canaka que ni en Chile ni en Perú, sonaba de acá pero aun 

así “hija ven, eres nuestra” . . . y luego, “¿quién es esta?”
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I fall through the streets, onto the moon . . . la luna, with the moon, onto the 

cajón, el tambor, with them . . . mi casa, 

¿Puta? ¿Bruja? ¡Si! 

I stand before you, entre lenguas, mal hablada, 

con el “carajo”, el “si po”, el “ahhh y el ehhh”! El no soy tuya, soy y seré siempre, 

del they, aquellas y aquellos que mientras protegen las tradiciones, 

cultivan la libertad,  

una libertad de  

ser, 

porque las vidas, esas vidas, nuestras  

vidas, minotarizadas, marginalizadas— 

matter! 

Porque cada lucha es diferente y entre cadenas y lazos de la solidaridad 

sobrevivimos con solamente un acuerdo, un acuerdo de . . . de que es el acuerdo?

I contort with the love, a real love, 

a love full of exilio, tortura, adicción . . .  

I take the racismo, machismo,  

classismo, el colonialismo, 

la persistencia de esas fronteras y lenguas, 

impuestas, the lies, his lies, their lies, and let it go . . .
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la Resistencia, mi Resistencia . . . 

¡llamas encienden!

To the cajón . . . mi corazón, el tambor, 

I turn, 

ritmos de la tierra, que corren por mi sangre  

como ríos y las raices, esas raíces sin fronteras, 

ensangrentadas, 

luchando, fighting, para sobrevivir y, aun así, 

Mother Tree, dándonos vida . . .

I rise and move, keep dancing, through the glass,  

that glass  

I conspire, I aim, but fear to . . .  

shatter . . . it breaks!  

Sangre.

Estoy ante ustedes balbuceando, 

buscando, luchando por las palabras correctas para?

Las llamas de la Madre Tierra, nos  

queman . . . el ritmo me lleva, al ritmo me  

doy.
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Crimson Red Resistencia

Hola.
Don’t mind me wiping away the smeared crimson red lipstick from my chin, 

blotting away the dried salty tears with my powder, 

swallowing down the angustia with some water.

I walk onto campus with my head low, chanting to myself those words I know so well,  

“lift that chin up, and don’t let them see you weak! Don’t let them notice . . .”

my brown skin, my low-income childhood, my Spanglish tongue, my  

female gender . . . the you

were never meant to be here smell. 

And so I raise it up!

As the Musqueam winds whip all around me reminding me of the lands, raped, that 

we’re on, as the rain hits my aching skin, I remember that last time you pushed your 

body into me,

the sounds of those plates breaking, yes, the ones I threw back to try and wipe 

that smile off your face, and then the punch I got . . . for?
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For speaking my mind against the cheating, the lying, the . . .

Oh wait, do you think I’m slamming about an ex? Quizas . . . but if only it were 

that simple! 

I pass the clock tower, say hello to that prof, and grit back a “hey” with a bigass 

fake smile to that colleague of mine who made a pass

and said, “I can help loosen you up,” the minute I was plastered and declaring 

I was newly single, feeling downright depressed.

I walk past the classrooms and take the elevator up, with my backpack across my chest.

But back to the slam story. Ya, maybe, it could be about an ex, but it ain’t just . . .

it’s about the walls and the people that sustain the game of silencing, excluding 

and shaming,

an entire institution.

The department—Latin American Studies? Maybe or any of those other ones, 

better yet, one of those that have ‘gender’, ‘race’ and ‘ justice’ in their name! 

The way they hold the double standards in place, promoting Julio who psst we all 

know he slept with five students, whilst calling Olivia “a little inappropriate” . . .

those departments that go on and on about decolonial this and that, without 

questioning once, what and whose knowledges are on course outlines . . .
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and even though a Silvia Rivera Cusicanqui may be cited here and there,

they would never actually let such radical, wait, don’t we actually mean crazy 

women in

. . . in to what? 

To  

power.

Ain’t it all about that?

It’s about the institution. Yep, that same one with its loud diversity rhetoric.

But wait, let’s rewind—let me take you back to those days when we asked the 

VPs and President,

“How many women of color hold top positions of authority?  

How many have tenure here?”

Oh, that’s right. This institution doesn’t care for those  

stats, and doesn’t ‘ like’ to uphold its Freedom of  

Information Acts. 

But it does love to toot about its community engagement accomplishments.

It likes to hire us when it needs some color to support its ongoing White 

hegemony, those of us so desperate for a living wage that we bite back all the ganas
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to shut its strategically crafted critical hope and social justice diarrhea, but not

when our loud lipstick’d mouths threaten to call it all out,

to shout that our communities never needed its minions! 

They like to call us pessimistic, or whatever . . .

I don’t want to make it about any one man, nor this department nor that.

After all, we women know that pain of being hunted and burned alive all too 

well, and it ain’t a nice sight for anyone.

We’ve always been hunted for our wisdom, well now I claim that name

witch—bruja, to call all the mierda out. Done with demure. I fan the flame.

Dear professor, dear male and white woman colleague, dear ex of mine, queridxs . . .

I won’t be your bitch anymore,

olvidense de calladita y bonita,

because I have my own shame to work through. My own lessons to be learned. 

And all those ‘ isms’ to smash.
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And so I turn to each one of you and ask—will you have my brown woman 

back? Ask for stats? Shut your mansplaining, know when to step back, and yes, yes, 

understand that the personal is political?

And the institutional . . . ?

Stop asking me to get down on my knees . . . ? 

So now you know the pain that I feel, the frustration I live, the rage, that rage, 

that swells inside me . . .

But don’t think for one second I’m giving up.

When you see me walking down that hallway with my crimson red lipstick, 

and flannel shirt around my waist,

you better know that I’ve survived.

Don’t mistake my smiling pretty as passivity.

I’m ready for a revolution. There’s only ever been in or out.

And remember, I’ve already fought to make it here. 

So let me make it crystal clear,

if I turn my back, it ain’t because I’m afraid—it’s so you can kiss my ass.
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(un)belonging

Gracias, but you can keep it.

Did you hear me? You can keep it.

If it means having to be that little girl again,

the one that donned her ancestors’ clothes as costumes for your multi- 

culti fairs, if it means having to smile pretty every time

Dear. Westside White Woman you give me that attitude of I know  

best, if it means having to politely accept your unsolicited  

gardening advice, or suggestion that my dog needs anxiety training, 

coupled with “I know you people aren’t the best at educating,”  

because her double bark outside of a shop shatters your silence,

if it means having to hold back from shouting loud and clear, “You go  

get anxiety therapy for your racist, classist settler selves so that you can cope 

with difference!”

if it means having to speak for my mother in the grocery line, so that her thick 

Peruvian accent doesn’t confront your Eurocentric normativity, 

coloniality at its best, 

prompting to have to hear once again, “I can’t understand what you’re saying!” 
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if it means having to go along with the myth that Canada, 

so benevolent and great was exempt from the enslavement  

of black bodies, the genocide of Indigenous ones through

fucked up nation-building school projects, to create young and proud 

Canadians, if it means remaining ignorant that Chinese, Indian, Afro and 

Indigenous backs provided the terrain on which Canada developed its first 

world tracks,

if it means having to live in constant 

pain, struggle,

with feelings of traidora,

to both my people and the nation, when I hear of immigration fraud,

. . . my bones, protecting my soul, ache! 

or pretending that I don’t know, that I don’t know . . .

that I don’t know the streets I’ve played on, jogged on, still, stillllll posses the 

names of city-founding-padresitos,

who rounded up ‘those savages’. . . Trutch Street . . .

if it means remaining uneducated that these West Side blocks didn’t form part 

of segregationist land development strategies

banning brown bodies,
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if it means upholding the narrative that “we ain’t the U.S.!” that vile and racist 

neighbor . . .

but above all, if, iffffff, if it means telling my experiences of (un)belonging to 

bolster your white diversity story-telling agenda,

relinquishing the fuerza of my art,

¡no gracias! 

To the land and its Coast Salish peoples—I’m so sorry for my ignorant settler-

descendant ways—les entrego mi todo, mi cuerpo, mi alma, my heart.


