
[image: Cover: Still Blue, by C. H. Starlight. A blue-black pipevine swallowtail butterfly on a bright pink zinnia in an evening garden, with a little child with curly auburn hair looking up at it.]
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[image: Late golden evening in a back garden. Grandpa, an older man with silver hair, round glasses and a gray cardigan, sits on the back step of a pale gray house beside Kit, a little child with curly auburn hair in two puffs, a pink top and red rain boots. A green watering can stands by the step. In front, a shimmering blue-black pipevine swallowtail butterfly rests on a tall pink zinnia with a gold center, and Kit smiles at it.]


Evening in the garden.

Red boots and pink zinnias,

gold hearts and a green can,

and one big butterfly:

blue, blue, blue,

Kit’s favorite color.




[image: Close-up of the blue butterfly drinking from a big pink zinnia. On the step behind, Kit sips lemonade through a straw and Grandpa holds a mug of tea. The green watering can sits beside them.]


Sip, sip, sip:

a zinnia for her,

lemonade for Kit,

tea for Grandpa.




[image: Sunset, with the sun low behind the trees. Kit’s boots have gone a dusky color. Kit points at the shimmering blue butterfly above a pink zinnia, while Grandpa kneels beside Kit, smiling.]


The sun slips low.

Red goes gray.

"And the butterfly?" asks Kit.

Still blue!




[image: Dusk. The zinnias droop and their pink has faded toward gray. Kit and Grandpa lie on their tummies in the grass, watching the shimmering blue butterfly.]


The zinnias nod.

Pink goes gray.

And the butterfly?

Still blue!




[image: Deeper dusk. The golden centers of the zinnias have dimmed toward gray. Kit peeks over a leaf at the butterfly, the brightest thing in the garden.]


Their gold hearts dim.

Gold goes gray.

And the butterfly?

Still blue!




[image: Late dusk at the back step. The watering can and the leaves have faded to gray-green and the zinnias are gray-mauve. Kit hugs their knees on the step with Grandpa’s arm around them, watching the butterfly, the only blue thing left.]


The can sits still.

Green goes gray.

And the butterfly?

Still blue.
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