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Kaj Siab: Songs for Mental Health Wellness

Artist Bios, Lyrics, & Credits

Track #2 – ANOTHER LOST ONE

Tou Saiko Lee featuring Mengus Khan and Tieng Hang

Written by Tou Saiko Lee

Produced by Tieng Hang

LYRICS

Maicha was 17, school girl with good looks

Never late to class, always had her math books

Backpack full of paper for a better education

Made mom and dad proud for graduation

Too much pressure, the measure of success

Got stressed out trying hard to be the best

Right before senior year, her situation changed

Parents got divorced, never felt so much pain

Got forced to get married at a young age

Her grades dropped, she felt so much rage

Cried so hard, her hard work washed away

Blamed herself, wanted to stop breathing

Hated herself, so she stopped believing

Tried to over dose on pills, no more dreaming

Parents didn’t understand what she was facing

The difference between two generations

They came to this country as survivors of war

Give their kids a better life to strive for more

Maicha survived to open up her eyes again

Back from the hospital, she had another chance

To be strong for her younger brothers and sisters

They missed her dearly and spirits uplifted her

Her family was something she wanted to live for

She was alone and lost, depressed to the core

She was lost, lost, lost without a trace

The family name is a shame out of disgrace

Gotta find, find, find, find out your way

In this case, don’t let your life go to waste

(Chorus)

Kuv ntsias pe tsawg zaus

Txoj kev mus kawg nkaus

Zoo li tsis paub tshav ntuj

Zoo li tsis muaj tus hlub kuv

Tuav nkaus txhais tes tsis tau lawm

Cia kuv mus
(Track #2 lyrics cont’d)

Chaneng survived a war from Southeast

Secret war army, many of them deceased

Seen many deaths, regrets and memories

A hero back home but can’t fit into society

Mount Airy homes can’t provide for his family

He gets no respect and losing his sanity

His family can’t understand his anger

He can’t read, write or speak the language

He limps to the store with an American flag

They laugh at his clothes, treat him like trash

From third world villages to these city streets

His sons could never see first cousins’ bleeding

Gun shots, screaming, soldiers creepin

Nightmares reflect off bathroom mirrors

Haunted him every night deep into his fears

One day he woke up, couldn’t take it anymore

Kicked opened the door, collapsed on the floor

Regained his senses in a hospital room

Surrounded by his family, friends, loved ones too

Never had a better time in his life

Finally recognized for his sacrifice

All he needed was someone to listen

Diagnosed, post traumatic syndrome

He was lost, lost, lost without a trace

The family name is a shame out of disgrace

Gotta find, find, find, find out your way

In this case, don’t let your life go to waste

(Chorus)

Kuv ntsias pe tsawg zaus

Txoj kev mus kawg nkaus

Zoo li tsis paub tshav ntuj

Zoo li tsis muaj tus hlub kuv

Tuav nkaus txhais tes tsis tau lawm

Cia kuv mus














