
 

Creased Memories 
When times are hard, 

I hold a photo, 

Creased and worn from folded too many times. 

It’s me and her— 

Arms wrapped tight, 

Toothy grins with baby teeth. 

I miss her bright, crooked smile, 

Her tangled blonde hair. 

We both stare back, 

Wondering where the time has gone. 

 

 

 


