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The Bridge

An unfinished piece by Leigh Anne Conlan

She leaned over the edge of the bridge and stared at her reflection in the murky water. She watched the gentle waves and ripples distort her slender features, especially her long, thin arms and her slightly upturned nose. She frowned and kicked a stone from the bridge into the water, shattering her reflection as the water splashed her away. Her long legs took her to the far side of the bridge and made a soft swooshing noise with the hem of her dress as she walked.

Conflict

by Leigh Anne Conlan

   I’ve convinced myself that

   I’m in love with him.

   But now I’m not so

   Sure.

   Is it just that I live

   For the feeling of

   Love?

   Or being loved?

   I can’t decide.

   I like who I am

   When I’m in love

   But not what I become

   After heartache.
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