
A Little Bit Blind 
By Vitoria Wiese 

 

They say the eyes are the window to the soul. When you see someone, really see them, and you 

allow yourself to be seen, that’s when you’re home. But what happens when there is a 

disconnect? What happens when your windows have been cemented over and you’re not allowed 

into those souls anymore? Close your eyes now. You see nothing. And for all you know, no one 

sees you. Now open… Still nothing. Still unseen. (1:25) (1:07) 

 

 

A central part of being human is being in relationship, in giving and receiving love. But 

what happens when you feel like you’ve lost that ability? Eliot is a young man who finds 

his eyesight rapidly deteriorating. Can he be the person he desires to be if everything goes 

dark? A Little Bit Blind, by Vitoria Wiese. (1:50) (1:35) 

 

 

I wasn’t always this way. I used to be able to see. How I loved it, all of it: the blaring orange 

sunrises, the myriads of sparkling stars, the trees with their rainbow leaves and moody color 

changes, green to orange to red…to dead.  

 

But none of those could compare to seeing my wife. (sees wife, no longer blind) I remember the 

first time I ever laid eyes on that woman. We were just kids, teenagers at a carnival, and I saw 

her at a booth, trying to hit the target with a toy gun. Ah she was something, with a sweet pink 

dress and those brown-red curls pinned back from her face. And that face. Her smile lit up that 

carnival, those lips made my heart pound, and those eyes; I knew right then I would marry her. 

From that first moment she saw me; she stole my heart with that gaze. I didn’t stand a chance. So 

I sidled up to the booth, took the rifle from her hands, and peered through the scope, feeling like 

my entire world rested in hitting that shot.  

 

A couple years later we got married. She was a vision walking down the aisle; I had never seen 

anything so beautiful. She sparkled more than all the stars in the sky. And when we said our 

vows, and I looked into her eyes, I didn’t think there was anything that could ever separate us.  

 

Little did I know it would be me. (4:00) (3:40) 

 

“There’s something wrong with my eyes, Lu. I’m not seeing too clearly.” 

 

“Let me see; there’s probably just something in them.” 

 

“No, I don’t think so. It’s been getting like this for a while. Don’t look at me like that, I know I 

should’ve said something, but we don’t have the money to go in and get checked.” 

 

“But what if it’s serious-“ 

 

“What’s serious is us saving our money for the baby. We’ll have plenty of hospital bills when 

she comes, and that will be worth it. Forget I said anything. I’m fine.” (4:33) (4:12) 



 

I kept my mouth shut after that, doing what I could to function as normally as possible, all the 

while my vision getting cloudier and cloudier. I was too young for it to be anything serious, I 

figured; people don’t go blind at my age. It was just stress. I was barely twenty, with a wife and 

our first baby on the way, and we had hardly enough to get by, no family to help us. It was just 

stress. Just stress… 

 

And then our baby was born, a little girl like I knew it would be. Even with my darkening vision, 

I could tell she looked so much like her mama. She even had a full head of hair with the same 

brown-red curls. And her eyes… How can a tiny newborn baby still see you so completely? 

 

“Lu, she’s beautiful. Our baby girl is beautiful.” 

 

It was one of the happiest days of my life… But it didn’t last. It was only a few months later that 

everything changed, everything became…dark. 

 

I still remember that first morning I woke up, except it wasn’t morning, it was still night, I 

opened my eyes and it was still dark! I cried out for my wife, “Lucy! Lucy where are you? I 

can’t see you! I can’t see anything!” I heard her sit up in the bed and touch my face, but I didn’t 

expect it, didn’t see her hand reach out, and I cringed away, falling out of the bed. I hit my head 

on the dresser and pain erupted in my skull, but it was nothing compared to the panic, the utter 

loss of the world that had always been around me.  

 

“Lucy! Lucy, everything’s gone! It’s all gone!” I barely heard as our baby girl started screaming, 

and her screams matched the ones that were ricocheting in my own head; this was too fast, it was 

all too fast, only yesterday everything was blurred, but it was not lost to me! How could it all be 

gone? 

 

“I’m right here, I’m here, Eliot, I’m still here. You don’t need to see me to know that I’m here. 

It’s going to be okay.” (7:25) (6:50) 

 

What do you do when you can no longer see the love of your life? How do you respond when 

you only had six months looking at that precious face of your newborn baby? And when 

everything is black and you can’t receive any more gazes, tell me, how are you ever seen again? 

 

“I see you, Eliot, I’m here, I’m not going to leave you, I still see you.” 

 

No! It wasn’t supposed to be this way! (stumbling around) My family, my baby, my Lucy; 

they’re all gone! What did I do to deserve this? What did I do to have it all taken away? How am 

I supposed to be a husband, a father, anyone if I can’t see? 

 

It’s a strange thing, your eyes not working and yet you’re still able to cry. This thought startled 

me into silence, but it was my wife taking my hand that grounded me.  

 

“Your eyes were not the reason I fell in love with you. No no, you listen to me. You can see me 

just fine without them – yes you can. God gave us five senses for a reason. What about the days 



when you smell my cooking and compliment my hard work, don’t you think I feel seen then? Or 

the nights when you rub my shoulders because I’m so tense after holding the baby? What about 

when I cry and you hear me and you listen? Eliot, I hear you. I’m here. We will get through this. 

You will be a better husband and father, a better person because of it.” (9:40) (9:30) 

 

My Lucy was right. There are other ways to see. To be seen. To love. I think, in the end, we all 

need to learn that, because we’re all just a little bit blind. (10:06) (10:00) (9:43) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

My wife did everything to bridge the disconnect, but I refused, wallowing in self-pity and pain. 

She was still there, but to me she felt so far away, and I was so alone. It was just me and the 

darkness, with no way to get out. 

 

It was a month later when my Lucy let me alone for the first time in the house. I’ll be fine, I said, 

I can take care of the baby for half an hour, she’s napping anyway. I heard the door close behind 

my wife. Minutes later, the baby started crying. I stumbled to the crib, still so unfamiliar with 

this place that had been my home, and hesitantly I picked up the baby.   

 

She was screaming, screaming! I hadn’t heard her cry like that since the night everything went 

dark for me. “What is wrong, baby girl?” I staggered to the kitchen and tried to remember where 

my wife always put the bottle, but my little girl, she wouldn’t take it, she just kept screaming, 

and I didn’t know what to do!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As you gaze into those miraculous orbs that can take in whole worlds, that are their own world, 

that’s how connections are formed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Holding baby lovingly and rocking her) 



 

I remember her curls. A deep brown, with a hint of red when the light would shine just right. 

Like her mama’s. Her skin, a porcelain white, flawless. Some babies have spots or blemishes, but 

my little girl’s skin was totally pure. And her eyes. You would never consider gray to be a 

beautiful color, but when I looked into her eyes, somehow gray became the only color I’d ever 

care to see.  

 

But not even the gray lasted. 

 

Black. Darkness. Nothingness. So slowly and yet so quickly, those gray eyes blurred and faded. 

The pure clean white of my little girl’s skin dulled, and her curls…I could only remember that 

they looked like her mama’s. I could only remember… 

 

 

(Intro) To see, to look, to take in – it’s how we connect with everyone around us, with everyone 

we love. But when that gift of sight is lost, suddenly that connection becomes strained and 

seemingly impossible. Eliot Reed is a husband and father who finds his sight rapidly 

deteriorating. As his blindness sets in, so does his loneliness and desperation….. 

 

 

I remember my wedding day like it was yesterday. Oooh I was nervous, terrified really, but 

ready. Neither of our families supported the marriage, and we knew that bridges would be 

burned, but it really didn’t matter. When I saw those church doors open and that lady in white 

standing there, glittering like a thousand sparkling candles, nothing else mattered. She was so tall 

and strong walking down that aisle, her brown-red curls shining in the afternoon light, and her 

face… 

 

I don’t remember her face. How do I not remember that face? I remember she was perfect in 

every way, that she was smiling her beautiful smile with those tiny rose lips, and that her blue-

gray eyes were filled with tears as they looked into mine…But I only remember that it happened, 

that I was thinking I would never forget. I can’t see her anymore. I can’t see her see me… 

 

We went to the doctors, all of those that we could afford, anyway, which wasn’t much. She was 

sitting next to me in that doctor’s office when he told us that the cataracts were growing too 

rapidly, that something had to be done now. But we had a baby on the way; we couldn’t afford a 

surgery, and our families would not even look at us, much less help us. I was twenty-five, too 

young to go blind, at least that’s what we thought.  

 

But everything grew darker. Our baby girl was only six months old that first morning I woke up, 

except it wasn’t morning, it was still night, I opened my eyes and it was still dark! I cried out for 

my wife, “Lucy! Lucy where are you? I can’t see you! I can’t see anything!” I heard her sit up in 

the bed and touch my face, but I did not expect it, did not see her hand reach out, and I cringed 

away, falling out of the bed. I hit my head on the dresser and pain erupted in my skull, but it was 

nothing compared to the panic, the utter loss of the world that had always been around me.  

 



“Lucy! Lucy, everything’s gone! It’s all gone!” I barely heard as our baby girl started screaming, 

and her screams matched the ones that were rebounding in my own head; this was too fast, it was 

all too fast, only yesterday everything was blurred, but it was not lost to me! How could it all be 

gone? 

 

“I’m right here,” my Lucy whispered to me. “I’m here, Eliot, I’m still here. You don’t need to 

see me to know that I’m here. It’s going to be okay.” 

 

But it wasn’t. We couldn’t afford the doctors, and now I couldn’t go to work. I couldn’t do 

anything. My wife would whisper to me, trying to comfort me, but even with her words and her 

caresses, she still seemed so far away. And my baby girl? Suddenly Lucy was a single parent, 

and I…I could only remember. 

 

It was only a month later when…when my Lucy… She touched my shoulder, told me that she 

needed to go to the store to get my prescription, the prescription that was doing nothing except 

wasting what precious little we had left…I said I would be fine, I could take care of the baby for 

half an hour, she was napping anyway. I heard the door close behind my wife. I sat in the silence, 

still too numb to leave my chair. But then, minutes later, the baby started crying from her room. I 

stumbled to the crib, still so unfamiliar with this place that had been my home, and I hesitantly 

picked up the baby.   

 

 


