Blue
He built a bluebird sanctuary

on forty acres of his own land,

because once she told him

how a flock of bluebirds flew low
over her clothesline on her moving day.

Retired from water and sewage, 
he drives a blue pickup, wears denim,

dreams in blue—although 

she's gone, his Maryfrances,

the girl he met in the company coat closet

after the Second World War. 

Sure, she'd see Oklahoma with him,

so they made a date that lasted. 

All the words two people spill 

over morning eggs, medium luck, 

an occasional rose—
the banter over bills and blessings.

Who can fathom 
what images the mind retains?

Even now, the color sings 

her name outside his window.
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