| am tired of walking these streets
Cold and hard under my sore feet.

| am tired of having to fight
Every day

For a morsel to eat;

With dreams of a better future
That won'’t appear

And nightmares of tomorrow
Giving rise to my greatest fear.

| am tired of walking these streets
Alone at night

Cause doin’ dirt today

Will save my life tonight.

You cannot understand this!
You will not;
You can never.

You do know the cold
Without heat in the winter.

You do not feel the hunger
Cause an employer

Labels you a bad guy;

And no one tries to understand
The plights that

Stay alive

Even after you did your time.

| do not want to live

Off the streets,

But when | keep getting pushed
by community

And mentality;

Two fronts of the same war.



Preacher’s telling me to pray,
Father’s telling me ‘do more!’

What can | do?

Man in the mirror

Doesn’t recognize his reflection.
An animal from behind the wall
Forever infected

By bidding tension,

Lost in an anguished stare.

| am tired of it all;

| don’t want to fall again
And have my story
Told from a cell.

| am tired of these streets;
| am scared of that cell.

| will be the man | need to be,
The one | remember before | fell.

| am not going back;

There is still ‘fight’ left in me.
Give me a life of struggle
Over life unfree.



