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Family Blues
	Blue eyes stare into the soul of anyone in my house. We all have blue eyes. Sky blue. Ocean blue. And mine, royal blue.

	My sister’s eyes mimic the sky, but they hide behind her glasses. Afraid to show their beauty. Afraid to share emotion. And my brother, whose eyes match hers, are small.  They’re like tiny blue almonds glued to either side of his nose.

	My mom has eyes as deep as the ocean. They capture focus when she frees them from their glass prison. Normally kept behind glass like animals at the zoo. People stare at her large blue orbs.
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	Dad’s eyes are hazy. They don’t focus anymore because of years of diabetes. “They hurt,” he says. “Like I’ve gone five rounds and lost.”

	My eyes, though blue as well, are different. Storms brew in my night eyes. They are dark enough to be confused as brown.  Royal blue. Explaining me. A royal pain. 
