




talons. "So this may or may not work, right?" 

"Right:' Sigh, Mr. Swami; watch him go. 

"Can you be absolutely sure that you'll be a perfect father?" She 
wasn't done yet; chewing. Not ready yet; to spit Mr. Swami out. 

"Nobody is perfect. We all make mistakes. So, no I cannot be sure 
that I'll be a perfect father:' Mr. Swami was confident in being un-
sure of being a perfectfather. 

"So there is a possibility that you may eternally screw up the chil-
dren you bear. Yes?" 

"Yes:' Check. Mate. Dear Mr. Swami. 

"So there is the further possibility, hypothetical of course, that you 
might raise and bear serial killers, neurotic or psychologically un-
stable adults?" She prepared for the drop. EDM, you fucked every-
one up. 
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"That is a bit far-fetched, isn't it?" UdayKumar was walking on thin 
ice; aware now that he was being royally fucked with. Oh bit-
ter-sweet irony of killing someone as they watch. 
"Is it? You are consciously choosing to create a marriage that isn't 
based in trust, faith, love, magic and simple plain attraction even. 
Right?" She spat logic with accuracy, hitting the thin brittle walls 
inside of Mr. Swami's head. And she liked how the power felt 
pressed against her lips. 

"Right:' Mr. Swami had given up; he had lost the battle before it was 
over. 

The fight brewed inside her, a more raging fire than before. "Instead 
it is based on qualifications, salary, location, age, height and facial 
features. Yes?" 

"Yes:' One word replies. Wow, Mr. Swami was now a little broken 
too. Her cancer had spread. 

"So do you still think you should get married?" Home. Run. Baby. 
Mr. Swami. Out. 
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I Pray 
Zoila Rivera 

Where do I go from here? 
Lost in an unforgiving cycle, 
Like a ship lost in a storm at sea 
But I do not fear, 
I pray. 

What am I meant to be? 
Thrown in so many directions, 
Struggling to rise like the eastern sun, 
But I look to the powers above me. 
I pray. 

How do I stay strong? 
I'm pasted with blood, sweat, and tears. 
No one to prove but myself, 
But the battle won' t last long, 
I pray. 

When do I take my rest? 
My heart is pounding like a beating drum. 
I run, I jump, I scream out lQud, 
Determined to pass the test. 
I pray. 

Who do I turn to? 
When I can't fight anymore? 
When I'm backed up in the corner? 
Those who remain true. 
But until then, I pray. 

60 Phoenix © 2017 • The College of New Rochelle 

Victory 
Mecca Alim 
(Ink and Acrylic Medium on Paper) 
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