 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1a fish bowl
Sky, a fish bowl, a dome

of light, bent

in shapes of death

and life, of silent

dreams or crow

conventions

on the wind, clustered

cloistered

Sky, a fish bowl

wrapped in cotton

muted color

faded nightfall, glimmers

swum in moods

a gentle touch

your lips, your breath

a fish bowl

swimming, swimming

spawning sky

a fish bowl

for nothing, everything
