Photograph
Pigtails

Sunlight etched

Through sun-kissed face

Wounded, soulful eyes

She beackons to an elbow she scratched

While running by the swing.

Timelessly framed on paper.

Yellowed, fringed by time

By thousands of moments 

Held by great many hands

She is pretty and young

Untouched by the harshness

Of reality.

World unbegotten

Carefree soul.

That frozen retrospect

Of the girl of six

Who’ll never know the rules

As I know them now.

She’ll never be back

She’s gone forever

Only her shadow remains

In the dark recesses

Of my memory.

Teejay

021800

