Dad’s Eyes

Tiffany’s Diner for breakfast. He used to go there every week with his music buddies. The heart surgery three years ago put an end to the drumming.

Something as simple as a food order in a restaurant is a trigger. “What do you want for breakfast, Dad?” Tapping the table while searching for the words, his clear blue eyes glaze over again. The hand signals start. My eyes form tears. I pictured our time together differently.

Toast, bacon and eggs over easy. It’s not so easy anymore.

