
Seeing For The First Time 
By Jillian Leedy 

 
Last Tuesday night, I was in my usual state. A manic, crazed, stress-ball.  
 
This was no ordinary week. This was the week my professors decided to give 
every important first examination of the new semester.  
 
It’s as if college professors are all part of a secret club that meets every week to 
discuss how to make our lives, as students, more miserable.  
 
‘Let’s put ALL their papers and examinations on the same week,’ I can hear them 
say, laughing maniacally as they stroke their mustaches and their white cats. 
 
So, I’m stressed, but I’m handling it.  
 
I always handle it. I’m always ahead of the game. 
 
I, the real-life Hermione Granger, have got everything under control…I think. 
 
I always do this.  
 
I second-guess and doubt myself.  
 
I freak out when I don’t think I’m good enough.  
 
What if I fail this test? Well, then that means I’ll probably fail the class. Which 
means I can kiss my GPA goodbye. So, I guess they’ll take away my scholarship 
and I won’t be able to recover. And then I’ll flunk out of college. Disappoint my 
parents. Never self-actualize and see my full potential. Never achieve my 
dreams. Be destitute. And die alone...living in a van down by the river.  
 
This is what I like to call: The Spiral of Doom.  
 
On this particular day, I had not stopped working from five in the morning until 
well after midnight. Over the course of three days, I hadn’t gotten more than an 
estimated four hours of sleep.  
 
It was after midnight and I was taking an online quiz. Suddenly, my vision started 
to go wonky. At first, all I could perceive were these blurry fissure lines, but soon 
the blindness encompassed my whole vision, as if I had stared into the sun too 
long. Like the flashbulb of a camera going off in a dark room.  
 
I can’t believe this, I thought.  



I can’t see. I’ve gone blind.  
 
I’m not sure if any of you have ever lost one of your senses, but it kind of puts 
everything into perspective. I mean who cares about a class when you can’t see 
the chalkboard.  
 
Well, no eye doctors are open at this hour, I thought.  
 
So, I went to bed. I sat in the dark and thought, If I shut my eyes tight enough, 
maybe I will wake up and this will all have been just a crazy dream.  
 
I eventually fell asleep…and woke up with restored sight. 
 
This is a fluke, I thought.  
 
Nobody just goes blind for the night and wakes up fine. That’s a fake, old excuse 
kids used in grade school when they forgot to bring in their homework.  
 
So, I headed to the eye doctor with two pairs of sunglasses on, never staring 
directly into any light source and not making eye contact with the sky.  
 
“Well, you don’t have a tumor,” he said.  
 
Great, I didn’t even fathom that as a possibility, I thought. Good thing I was so 
blind last night that I couldn’t read WebMD and have a panic attack over all the 
could-be problems I might have. 
  
“Your retina isn’t detaching, you’re not going blind, and your eyes are perfectly 
healthy.”  
 
Huh?  
 
“It’s a type of migraine that causes visual auras. Hence, the blindness.”  
 
“Do you have a lot of stress in your life?” he said.  “Maybe you’re working too 
hard,” he said. “You should take a break from computer work,” he said.  
 
“Un-plug from technology. Decompress. Start taking care of yourself.”  
 
These were the same things my mom always told me. But, after a doctor tells you 
it’s the reason you went BLIND, it gives a whole new meaning to “following 
doctor’s orders.”  
 



Later on that day I went to get in line at a local eatery. A man walked up in front 
of me, having just finished his early-bird special. 
 
The cashier at the counter asked, “How can I help you?”  
 
He handed his check to her and mumbled a joke that I didn’t quite catch. 
 
The woman laughed, got him his change, and said, “Hope you have a great day!”  
 
And then he said it...  
 
“Well, all days are great. Some are just better than others.”  
 
That is probably one of the most profound things I have ever heard in my life.  
 
It wasn’t said by some great prophet or philosopher. It wasn’t proclaimed to the 
masses on the steps of the Capital or in St. Peter’s Square.  
 
It was just a random old man, whose name I never caught, in a restaurant in 
Cincinnati, on a snowy Friday in Lent. 
 
And it made me think about how people wander in and out of our lives, even if it’s 
for the faintest moment. Like in the time it takes to draw a breath, or sneeze, or 
laugh, or cry, or hug. In that infinitesimal moment, they become a part of us. In 
that short amount of time, your paths cross and you are changed irrevocably and 
forever. 
 
It sounds crazy, but, in those few seconds of hearing this old man’s words, he 
became a part of my life. A part I don’t think I will soon forget. A part that made 
me stop and think...  
 
I thought back to all that had happened in the last twenty-four hours.  
 
This man and his words have to be a sign, I thought.  
 
I wasn’t even supposed to be in that restaurant. I could’ve eaten at home. But, at 
the last second, I pulled into the lot to get something to eat before my class.  
 
It was like serendipity.  
 
Turning the wheel.  
 
Fate. 



 
I left the restaurant with new perspective on life…and an egg-salad sandwich on 
wheat.  
 
I began to see everything in a different light.  
 
I experienced colors I had never seen before. Figuratively speaking, of course, or 
else I’d have high-tailed it back to that eye doctor’s office.  
 
Everything seemed brighter. Sharper. Crisper. Things that worried me before 
seemed trivial compared to going blind.  
 
You know the old, corny saying, “Every day is a gift. That’s why they call it the 
present.”  
 
I’d never believed it more than I did that day, and everyday since.  
 
I’m standing.  
 
I’m breathing.  
 
I’m listening.  
 
I’m smiling.  
 
I’m seeing.  
!


