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Hypocrite

by Leigh Anne Conlan

I know his little secret

But I turn my head 

The other way.

I don’t let myself see

His faults.

And that will be my undoing.

He will never be able 

To live up to my flawless

Expectations.

He can never be 

Perfect.

But where do I get the 

Nerve 

To ask for perfection

When my own image 

Is so badly distorted?

Surface

by Leigh Anne Conlan

I need to have a 

Vacation away from myself

Cuz I’m here all the time.

And as hard as I try,

I can’t make myself leave.

My mind is always swirling,

Unstoppable thoughts

That make me want to 

Scream.

I can’t get past the

Imperfections

And major flaws.

You don’t have to scratch 

The surface to see

How faulted I really am,

Spouting fancy words,

Expensive metaphors,

And fooling no one.

PAGE  
22
Mill Springs Academy                                                                                    Winter Learning 2001


