The Writers’ Workshop                                                                                       January 8-10, 2001


Four Letter Word

by Leigh Anne Conlan

I’ve always been

A hopeless romantic,

Or any kind of romantic,

Or hopeless.

I’ve been looking for someone

Who’s never existed,

And never will exist.

But I won’t stop searching

Just in case

Those pennies I throw

Do more than take up space

In the bottom of the well.

But it doesn’t seem to be

Coincidence

That love is a 

Four letter word.

Seconds

by Leigh Anne Conlan

I constantly find myself

Longing for another chance,

Another second, another minute,

Another day, another year.

But the more I ask for,

The more I keep needing

To redo and fix

The past chances, seconds

Minutes, days, and years.

I have used all my second chances

And then some,

But I still can’t seem to

Keep up with my mistakes.
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