In Her Blue Period

She is in her blue period, flush inside crimson that floods 

fresh shame over her; fifty-two, awake in her quilted robe,

she walks down the stairs, in her cornflowered robe, she trudges

past the study where he works, where he works on some Picasso

thing, some new article that interests him, past the yellowing

photos of cormorants perched on a piling like birds in love, 

past two rows of coquina shells he glued on driftwood; she’s adrift

in her own blue period, in some pool of vicissitudes

she cannot name, lost somewhere behind her heart, in her midriff,

just below her cerebellum or transferred to jelly-like blue

blobs, she cannot say where, maybe inside her solar plexus, too,

or where her neck will not flex – she is blue. Her muscled heart stiff

and sore, beating forth her memories, and aching blue, shocking

blue, she pours the bitter brew he left in the pot, the narrow 

windows of thirty years view revealing azure sky and squawking

blue jays at the feeder he restocked. She hears his keyboard, follows

its whir to his shoulder where she places her hand, “Will you go

to the attic today?” He starts at her touch, shimmies away, blocks

the screen until it flickers bright turquoise, crushing her; she does

not know why. “I’m writing,” he says. “Can’t you see.” She says:  “I need,

n-need...” stops, aghast how she cannot speak to him without stuttering,

“my mother’s dress, the one in mothballs, stored in the attic. Please.”

He sighs an annoyed breath and rises from  his chair. “Oh, Jesus,”

he says; it’s all he says, but her heart hears more, startled by the rush

of his body from his writing, from his precious writing. She

mutters,  “I n-need to get m-my mother’s dress, but if you

are too busy...” “Forget it!” he screeches. Her blue heart retreats.

