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She might wave them, clearing
dead mothers from the air—

and she’s special—
her great-uncle dressed her with care,

hid her from triangles and scas
outside this walled garden.

Let her be.
Please.

No Dying Mythical

Queen weaving a vivid, troubled skin—

but Dido, full of girlhood,
and Elizabeth reaching

a hand. Behave, cousin,
she begs.

Don’t run away from me.




