
Poem - I Come From The Streets- Khyra Wilson (Level 3 English 
 

I come from the streets,  
From walking the foggy roads at 2am,  

To sitting in a block of flats with people 5 years older than me.  
 

But do I speak?  
No.  

Do I sleep? 
No.  

Do I tell the only woman I know and love where I am?  
Or what I’m doing?  

No.  
 

I fear what life holds for me 
I fear facing reality  

 
I come from the streets,  

From watching the woman I love wipe tears from her cheek,  
To sitting there and telling her I’m innocent.  

 
I come from pissy stairways, 

Crack houses,  
Homicides.  

 
But do I tell my secrets,  

Do I say I don’t like this lifestyle  
Do I grow up and think about the REAL world  

Or do I carry on?  
 

I come from the streets.  
 

From dealing drugs, 
To meeting thugs,  
The perfect punch, 

To my mothers heart.  
 

So picture me in a black suit sitting behind a desk. 
Strange visuals.  

 
Picture me jumping over fences from police. 

Sirens signal.  
 

I come from the streets, 
I’m at war with my mind, 

Constantly trying to understand why I chose this life.  



Tossing and turning in my bed. 
I can’t sleep.  

Thoughts pace through my head. 
I can’t breathe.  

 
Heart and mind fumbling,  

They disagree.  
Trusting other people, 
I can’t even trust me.  

 
Devil vs Angel, 

Certain rediscovery. 
Lost my true friends and family,  

Love ceased.  
 

Messed up my life.  
15.  

 
Messed up my world. 

Nonsense on these streets.  
 

Seen my mother cry. 
My whole family weak.  

I sit in complete darkness.  
Contemplating about my dreams.  

 
Life’s over and done with. 

Pain in my eyes.  
I stare hopelessly in the mirror. 

Pains in disguise.  
 

I laugh through the heartache. 
I blow smoke continuously out my lungs. 

Just to meet a thugs handshake.  
 

I come from the streets.  
 

The only way I escape the pain is from a woman named Mary Jane.  
 

I mean marijuana 
I mean pot 

I mean weed  
 

Oh.  
 

She is whom my mother dislikes.  



She is whom I try to fight, 
Subcide.  

 
But I take her back every time.  

 
I met her  

I broke her into pieces 
Discarded her seeds 

Laid her to rest in a white casket 
The flick of my lighter ignited her 

Conjured up her spirits and she grabbed me by the lungs. 
 

Every time I take a puff of her, 
I get greedy. 

The hustle is in my stomach.  
 

She.  
 

Causes the munchies.  
 

Everyone.  
 

Loves the munchies.  
 

Munchies.  
 

Another word for greed.  
 

But she just feeds me more sin than satan.  
 

I smoke her and my eyes go redder than blood.  
I’m drunk off her.  

She is a murderer in disguise.  
But nobody dies, from weed. 

 
When I am lonely. 

She sings me lullabies with her lies.  
She rolls back my eyes.  

 
When I am hurt. 

I cry whilst feeding on her pipes. 
 

But I cannot afford to love her.  
I cannot afford to worship her. 

To turn to her when I am down.  
 



The truth is.  
Sh cannot help me,  

Cannot cure me,  
Cannot give me joy and comfort. 

Mary Jane is only temporary. 
 

She makes me feel okay for 30 minutes, 
Then leaves me. 

With the same emotions I had before she came,  
Because she knows I will come crawling back,  

How desperate can I be? 
 

I am her slave, 
She is my master.  

 
She may not kill me with lung disease, 

But she will suffocate me with deception. 
 

I come from the streets.  
 
 
 
 


