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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 loud,
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.
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