         Catch

The fish swarmed

blue and gray and green-blue.

They glittered—darting

into reach and out.

The net was dropped.

At first it floated

on top of the water.

It sagged and drooped,

sinking as it swelled.

The fish knew,

their scales throwing sunlight,

and in panic scattered.

They flew—away and towards,

into and out of.

The net dragged heavy

and held what it could.

Sometimes many.

Sometimes few.

