
Her body was tan like mine 

after climbing 
from the water, 

a formless dress, 
black flats. 

My thighs were uncovered in a short 
white dress, my skin pale 

beneath the lights. I remember 
sitting on a swing set, 

my legs hanging like 
an accordion. 

A bee drove its stinger 
into my knee, my neck, 

my lips swelling 
until I floated away. 

Lost & Found 
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