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Word: Oops! 

 
Oops!  

By Carol Karvon 
 

OOPS is a small word 
But cryptic in its meaning 

OOPS! What did I do? 
 

###   
 

Oops! 
   Anna R. Young 

 
I've endured an abundance of Oops! Uns. Ups and downs. Fly by nights. Estrangements. 
Loneliness. Anger. Sleep deprivation. Crying. Mental meltdowns. Financial issues. 
Deaths. More than I expected to encounter the previous months of the year in the decades 
of my existence. The fisticuffs of life are beating the hell out of me! A one-two punch to 
the solar plexus so hard, it doubles me over emotionally. Slowly but surely I will arise in 
tact in all ways me yet again. Probably only having to face and endure more Oops! 
 
Oops are ageless and timeless. No way to circumvent them! Hop over them or jump 
through them! They are inevitable! I've got to get out of my head! I'm in the way, my way! 
Get back to being the self I know I am and can be. Intelligent! Loved and loving! Kind 
and respectful! (As much as I can possibly be.) Unpretentious! Caring! Sharing! 
Responsible! Grateful! Boisterous! Exuberant! Opinionated! Retaining my sense of self 
above all else! 
 
My over thinking has caused brain rot! Ugly thoughts rehashed over and over again and 
again. Problems in the forefront of my mind never addressed with no resolutions in sight! 
They just are. There have been times when life lives me instead of me living life. 
 
Mother's Day! Women's Day! My Day! Tears formed and were shed and were shed of 
their own volition on this most celebrated day of the year. Every day is Mother's Day! 
Love you mama as long as there are forevers. 
 
At times like these, I sit in the small secondhand wooden chair I've placed by my bedroom 
window, looking out beyond my troubles to the sights and sounds of Mother Nature's 
beauty. So relaxing, soothing and calming. I close my eyes as I take deep refreshing 
breaths and let Mother Nature's beauty embrace me. Being quiet and still. I'm in love with 
imperfect me! I own and acknowledge the Oops! I've made in life. Life is too short for 
anymore Oops! A better me is on the horizon. 
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###  
 

Oops! It’s Too Late 
By N. Stewart 

 
We dated a few times and had fun, so I invited him to my house for dinner on a Saturday. I 

planned everything out and bought all the food and drinks for an “Evening in Tuscany.”  I didn’t 
have any thoughts about anything other than having a good time in the country. I asked him to 
come in the afternoon and we could sit outside, relax and have a glass of wine and some hors 
d’oeuvre on the deck. That Saturday, it was a warm sunny day.   

He arrived by taxi, and that surprised me. I would have thought he would have driven to 
the country. Getting out of the taxi, and in his hand was a bouquet of colorful flowers that he 
presented to me. On his back was a backpack that he slid off his shoulder and opened, bringing out 
several bottles of wine, both red and white. He said he didn’t know what the entrée was and came 
prepared. I thanked him and took him on a tour of the house and grounds. It was a lovely start to 
the afternoon.   

On the deck, I served Italian cold meats and cheeses while we drank our chilled white 
wine. We talked comfortably all afternoon about a number of subjects: our goals and desires in 
life, our likes and dislikes, our inner secrets. The breeze was gentle and the sun softened by an 
occasional cloud. It was time to prepare the meal for dinner. He accompanied me to the kitchen, sat 
on a stool and watched as I cooked. I prepared a salad for us, then began making a pasta dish with 
penne, spinach, and ricotta cheese. While the water boiled, we ate our salads at the dining room 
table, more wine was consumed and late afternoon disappeared and evening showed itself. Our 
meal was consumed in a comfortable silence that happens between friends when there’s a sense of 
familiarity and there’s no need to fill the void.  

He told me he had to leave soon to catch the train, but we still had some time and he 
seemed not to be in any hurry to leave. I suggested we move to the living room and I turned the 
fireplace on to a low setting. I brought in sweets and a dish of spumoni for each. The Cappuccino 
was brewed, then served, while the snifters of Sam Buca waited. The fire glowed softly, and I felt a 
little sleepy, snuggling into his arms as we sat on the couch.  We both sighed, enjoying the serenity 
of the moment that we both felt. I looked into his eyes and he gently kissed me.  

I guess we must have fallen asleep, as he suddenly woke me and said it was time to call a 
cab to take him to the train station. “Just a little longer,” I said. “I will drive you to the station.”  

We sat and watched quietly as time moved forward on the grandfather’s clock, neither of 
us wanting to end whatever this magical moment was. He murmured, “Oops! It’s too late to catch 
the last train into town, and there’s not another until tomorrow afternoon.”  

“That’s too bad,” I said. “Oops! I guess you’ll have to stay over. There’s plenty of room.” 
With that we returned to cuddling on the couch and both fell into a peaceful sleep.  

I woke to the smell of fresh brewed coffee and bacon cooking.  I threw on a robe and 
headed for the kitchen. He was setting the table for us. “I hope you don’t mind that I started 
breakfast. It was the least I could do after last night. One egg or two?” 
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I couldn’t believe what was happening. No one has ever cared that much about me to go to 
the trouble of cooking breakfast. “One…egg that is,” I said. 

“Perhaps we can take a walk in the woods after breakfast,” he said. “And, enjoy being 
together in nature’s setting.  I am captivated by you and really don’t want this to end. We have 
known each other for so little time, but that doesn’t seem to matter to me. Life is good.”    

We spent the time together, walking in the woods and being of one mind. In the late 
afternoon, I drove him to the train station and we said our goodbyes. A lingering hug, a heartful 
kiss and he boarded the train.  I stood in silence until the train pulled out of the station. I wondered 
if it was all a dream. Was it too perfect to be real?  

I decided to stop second-guessing myself and accepted whatever that was for whatever it 
is. I drove home in an unfamiliar state of mind. Listening to my heart, it said yes it did happen and 
it is real. I felt the slight but subtle shift in me. I was in love. Too soon or not, I was in love… with 
him.   

Early that evening, I received a call from him where we talked for a long, long time. He 
was as confused and as surprised as I was that our feelings for each other had intertwined so 
quickly. He told me he missed being with me. I said the same. Neither of us said the actual word or 
spoke of love. It was way too soon for that. If it was real and meant to be, time would bring that to 
the surface. For now, life joined our hearts together and it was up to us to discover its purpose.    

###   
 
 
 

Oops! 
By William Pelarenos 

On a warm summer night in the year 2025, at an outdoor concert of the Rock band 
"ColdPlay, a Jumbotron camera is eyeballing the crowd and focuses on two people 
swaying to the music, while they were locked in a very sensual embrace. Once their 
actions are televised on the big screen, these two star-crossed lovers immediately duck 
for cover while the band's frontman declares "they must be having an affair." 

The video played out on social media and was seen by millions worldwide. It seems that 
the Universe had created an Oops moment for two people engaged in an intimate embrace 
at a public forum. The Jumbotron 
KissCam had set its sights on two people who were married to other people and were 
executives working at the same company. The Universe had put these two shining stars in 
a collision course with a black hole, as social media exploded around the exposure of what 
appeared to be an illicit affair of two wealthy executives. 

The dominoes began to fall, as internet sleuths identified them by name, while worldwide 
discussions about workplace romances and infidelity heated up. The downward spiral 
began to increase as these two outcasts had to face their families and employers. Their 
oops moment was taking on more water than the sinking of the Titanic, as they both quit 
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their jobs while the company's stock prices began to tumble. The fallout now had a 
financial loss, as the fear and haunts of the very rich was that of losing money, the 
company began damage control. 

The revelation of their intimacy began to affect their families as they too had to endure 
ridicule and shame. These two parted ways while the male half avoided the Press, the 
female attempted to plead her case on televised interviews. Neither strategy has worked 
well, as both were the butt of jokes on late night television. 
 
A concert date that will live in infamy for them as the social media barbarians at the gate 
continued a feeding frenzy, thus taking these two down, not in the romantic vein of a 
Romeo and Juliet but rather a Bonnie and Clyde style ambush. The oops moment revealed 
that a romantic escapade had turned into a virtual fatal attraction. It forever changed the 
lives of the families and friends of two people who had bitten into the forbidden fruits of 
the poisonous tree and unleashed the wrath of a modern-day Pandora's Box. 

 
 

###   
 

Oooops 
By Edward Schefler 

 
Is an expression which minimizes  

the seriousness of a mishap. 
 

###   
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