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Chapter 1.

The mid-May sun had long risen yet Lisa remained in bed. With eyes closed, she envisioned
the expressway and the building traffic of early rush hour. Shattering glass exploded beside her.
A searing bullet pierced her skull, enveloping her in red darkness and pain. Somehow she
stopped the car.
Sounds of spring invaded her dreams, or was she awake? The warmth from the east tickled
her face. She opened her eyes. Nothingness. It was real. Suddenly, she screamed.

Just last evening she was released from the hospital, taken home and carried upstairs in the
strong arms of her father.
“Dad,” she said, “I think I’ll go shopping tomorrow and get some new clothes.”
“Uh-huh.”
“Could I borrow some money, say fifty dollars?”
“Oh, uh-huh.”
“Could I borrow the car?”
“Uh . . . ,” was his only reply.
“Lisa, why don’t you rest now?” Mother interjected. “You’re very tired. We’ll do
something fun tomorrow. It’ll be a surprise.” Exiting Lisa’s room, she released her nervous
strain in a groaning sigh.
“Tara, she’s only denying it. It’s a normal reaction,” her husband said softly.
“I don’t think she’s all there, Jeff.”
“Honey, it’s just a stage.”
“Of what? Adolescence? She’s twenty years old.”

“Of grief. She’s suffering a loss,” said Jeff.
“What can we do?”
“You’ll figure it out.”
Tara Hansen leaned despondently against the banister. Sleepless nights had sapped her
strength. “Jeff is right,” she thought. “It’s only a normal stage of grief: denial.” She wanted to
deny it herself.
She noticed Lisa’s identical twin brothers sleeping in their room. How odd that two
seventeen year-olds would retire so early on a Friday night! She smiled. They had a
gymnastics meet tomorrow morning and were leaving at four-thirty.
“I have a trip tomorrow, Tara,” Jeff’s voice broke through her musings, “I need to turn in
early. Are you coming?”
“Jeff, where? I thought you were staying home awhile.”
“I was. This came up unexpectedly. There’s a large contract at stake.”
“I’ll be there soon,” Tara said, as Jeff sauntered to their room yawning. Tara stepped into
their daughter’s room. Lisa was sleeping peacefully. The moonlight highlighted her features.
They showed no sign of pain. Silently Tara joined her husband.

Lisa screamed as if riddled with pain. She felt pain, but she sounded worse than she felt.
She collapsed in her covers. This was no dream. The words, “I hate him! He ruined my life,”
seeped through her disoriented mind.
She heard the door open as her mother entered the room. Tara gently placed a hand on
Lisa’s shoulder. “Are you okay? What’s this screaming all about?”
“Just a nightmare. I’m okay now.”
“You’re sure?”
“Positive.” But she wasn’t positive.
“Lisa, make sure you let me know what’s happening. If you have any trouble I can call the
doctor.”
“I don’t want a doctor.”
“I understand. Breakfast is ready. Will you be down?”

Lisa nodded. Her fixed gaze turned Tara’s stomach. “I thought I was used to this,” Tara
thought.
“Where’s my robe?” Lisa asked. It was lying in a crumpled heap by the bed. Tara draped it
over Lisa’s shoulder. She was about to help her when Lisa shrugged her off and put the
bathrobe on herself. Tara wondered if she should help her daughter to the breakfast table or let
her come by herself. Lisa sank back in her quilts.
“Breakfast is getting cold,” Tara said. “Let me give you a hand.” This time Lisa accepted
her offer.
“Bathroom?” asked Lisa as they entered the upstairs hallway.
Tara placed her daughter’s hand on the bathroom doorknob. “Will you be okay by
yourself?” she asked.
Lisa nodded and went in. Tara waited in the hall until her daughter opened the door. “I’m
here Lisa,” she said softly, so Lisa wouldn’t bump into her. She placed her daughter’s hand on
the stairway banister.
“Where’s David and Jonathan?” Lisa asked as they descended the stairs to the entrance hall
below. Across the hall was a small living room, behind that was the dining room, and behind
that the kitchen. It was a small home.
“Longmont. They went to a gymnastics meet.”
“Where’s Dad?”
“He went to a sales meeting in California.”
“I wanted to talk to him. He said I could use the . . . oh.”
They reached the dining table. Lisa gingerly touched the place setting before her. She
picked up the spoon and let it drop. Tara set a bowl of cooling oatmeal in front of her and
poured the milk. Hastily Lisa jumped up, entered the kitchen just behind the dining area, and
bumped into the refrigerator. Her hands reached across the top.
“Lisa, we’re out of bananas,” said Tara.
“Let’s buy some today,” said Lisa.
“Yes, and other groceries.” Tara gently helped her daughter back to the table, noticing her
resistance.

“Lisa, please go dress,” she said, as Lisa finished her breakfast. “A friend of yours is
coming.”
“Why didn’t you tell me? I don’t want to see anyone.”
“Why don’t you ask who’s coming first?”
“Who?”
“Ben Richards. He just returned from his mission.”
“Him? I never did like him.”
“He’d like to see you very much.”
“Mom, does he know what happened?”
“I never told him. Did you write and tell him?”
“Of course not. Where did you see him?”
“At the mall. I invited him to lunch.”
“To lunch? Why not to dinner?”
“It’s Saturday. I thought I’d leave the evening open for the two of you to make your own
plans.”
“Mother! Don’t you understand? I don’t want to see anyone. He’ll be freaked out. Mom,
admit it, you’re freaked out yourself. Every time you look at me you stare.”
“Lisa.”
Lisa bent her head, pouting. “Every time you look at me you stare,” she repeated.
“Lisa, do you want to see Ben or not? I can still call and cancel.”
“No. Wait. I do want to see him.”
“Are you sure?”
“Mom, do I look okay?”
“You’re a little pale.”
“What about my eyes?”
“They’re very pretty.”
Lisa stood up and grasped the chair. “Yeah. Mom, does . . . does it look like I can see
you?”
Tara was taken off guard. “It sometimes seems like you can, Lisa. Let me know if I can
help you with your makeup.”

“I will,” said Lisa with mounting excitement as she stumbled up the stairs.
Lisa showered. At her vanity, she blow-dried her hair then fumbled through bottles of
cosmetics: cleanser, refreshener, moisturizer, foundation. She meticulously executed each step,
opening the bottles, sniffing the contents, and rubbing them between her fingers and then on her
face. She winced as she grazed the tender area at her left temple.
She leaned toward the mirror and swept her palm over the smooth glass, yearning to feel a
palpable reflection. Feeling disconnected from herself, she ached to see her reflection.
Carefully she applied rouge, eye shadow, mascara, even eye liner. She picked up a bottle of
artificial tears and instilled two drops in each eye, savoring the relief from persistent dryness.

Her modeling career in Los Angeles had reached dazzling heights. She dreamed of being a
high fashion model and then acting. On arrival in L.A., she found that for high fashion work
she’d missed her spot, by three thousand miles. But there was work here. Lisa parlayed her
tall, five foot ten, acrobatic figure into becoming the modeling darling in ski wear, swim wear,
tennis wear, lingerie, and so on. Her long, sunshine blond hair and radiant pale blue eyes
complemented her ‘All American’ look. Her articulate expressiveness wielded the contracts
and connections necessary for success. Drive and determination kept her going.
“Mother!”
Tara was watching quietly from the doorway. “I’m right here. That looks pretty good. Let
me help you with the eye liner.” Lisa’s eye liner was smeared and crooked.
“Mom, why didn’t you tell me you were there? Here.” She held out the eye pencil. Tara
took it, moistened a cotton ball with cleanser, and applied the finishing touches to her
daughter’s face.
“Very nice, Lisa.” Tara thought to herself, sighing, “She wants to fool Ben, but she won’t.
She’ll have to discover that herself.”
“Mom, what’s the matter? Do I look okay?”
“Very beautiful.” Tara sighed again inwardly, thinking, “Someday I’ll learn to sigh without
making a sound.”

Lisa rubbed her palms against the mirror again. She drew them back suddenly. Her mother
was watching.

Ben, a six-feet tall, dark-haired, blue-eyed man of twenty-one, reached the front porch,
excited to see his high school friend who was now a model.
Tara saw Ben through the front door window. “He’s coming, Lisa. Settle yourself on the
sofa. I’ll get the door.” The doorbell rang. “Hello, Ben, come in.” Tara pointed to a small
living room to the left of the entry hallway and staircase.
Lisa stood up from the couch. If acting was ever important to her, now was the time. “Ben!
You look great! How are you?” She extended her hand. Ben shook it solidly. He sat down in
a large easy chair across the room from Lisa. Lisa faced the easy chair, predicting he’d sit there,
hoping he’d speak soon, so she could be sure.
Ben cleared his throat. “I’m back at last, two exciting years in Japan, then three days in
Korea with my parents. They’re still there, so I’m home alone. I’m trying to beat the yard back
in shape, so my parents can enjoy it when they return.”
“That’s wonderful,” said Lisa. “Your parents will think you’re great.”
“It’s nice to see you Lisa. How are you?”
“Fine, everything’s . . . really busy.”
“Tell me about it,” Ben invited.
“Tell me about Japan.”
Ben related his favorite stories, abbreviating them, starting one then telling another,
breaking between them for some remark from Lisa. How could he say anything until she
acknowledged it somehow? His throat tightened. He didn’t want to believe it.
Drawn in by the calming sound of his voice, Lisa forgot her discomfort and remembered the
carefree moments of their high school friendship. She felt the urge to touch him, check the
breadth of his shoulders and the length of his hair. Curiosity exceeded caution. She stood up
and walked toward him, one step, two, sure that she’d bump his knees. She gave him her most
imploring look.
He took her hand and gently tickled it. “You can’t fool me you charming, blind girl!”

Stunned, Lisa nearly cried. Holding back tears she found his face and traced every inch.
She felt his hair, ears, and shoulders. She removed his glasses and pressed her fingers against
his eyelids and lashes. His shoulders were broader than she remembered; his hair was shorter;
he was clean shaven; his jaw was square; and his complexion was clear.
Ben resisted at first, but soon he was smiling and chuckling, amused by her curiosity.
“Your sightlessness is becoming,” he whispered. “I don’t recall ever being examined by you
this way.”
“Who told you?”
“What? That you’re blind? No one Lisa, it’s obvious.”
Silence.
“Your new eyes are very pretty. It’s too bad you can’t see with them.”
“You’re trying to make fun of me.”
“I’ve always teased you. Have you forgotten?”
Lisa turned and started for the nearby front door. Ben followed her outside. She stopped
and sat in the porch swing, confused and unable to go further, wishing she could disappear.
He rocked the swing gently. “I guess it’s new to you. It can be a shock. But you can’t just
deny it and pretend it isn’t so.”
“How do you know? You’ve never experienced it.”
“Blindness? I have, Lisa. Believe me, I have.” He paused and said slowly, “I was born
blind.”
Lisa was silent nearly a minute. “Ben, no.”
“Yes, Lisa.”
“How can you see then? I thought that was impossible.”
“I’ve been able to see since I was thirteen. I had an operation.”
“Just like that? Unbelievable. Why didn’t you ever tell me?”
“Lisa, why did you try to fool me?”
Lisa pouted.
“It’s hard for me to talk about this, Lisa. In all honesty, I wasn’t sure what you’d think of
me if you knew.”

“I don’t know what I think of it now. I can’t believe this happened to me. I had my life all
planned out.”
“Go to college, get married and all that?”
“I planned to go into acting. I was modeling in L.A., earning my own money. I had my
own car, a Corvette, but I sold it. I try not to think about anything now.”
“That’s normal. What happened? Was it a car accident?”
“No. I was shot.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
“Everyone can tell that I’m . . . blind. No one told me that. I can’t handle it.”
“You look very good Lisa if that’s what concerns you.”
“Yes, but . . . .”
“Lisa, when you can’t see, it’s harder to move gracefully and meet people in the eye. But
that doesn’t mean you can’t have all the life you’ve ever had, if you want it.”
Silence. Lisa pouted.
“Lisa, please, I wish I could describe you. You’re different, but you’re very beautiful.
Personally I like the way you look very much.”
Could she trust words to describe her appearance? She didn’t have a choice.
“Lisa, can I take you to my house? I want to show you some things.”
“I don’t know.”
“Please go, Lisa,” Tara’s voice interjected from the entry.
“Mom, did you hear about Ben? He said he . . . .”
“Your mother’s known about it for years, Lisa,” said Ben.
How long had her mother known about him and who told her? Her mother set them up, on
purpose. Did she think she couldn’t get dates on her own? And why Ben? She had nothing
against him personally, but he wasn’t exactly . . . her type. He was too short for her, too young
for her, too much . . . like a brother.
“Lisa, please go,” urged her mother. “Lunch will be ready by the time you come back

Lisa felt the warmth of the seat in Ben’s car. Was this new revelation about Ben too
consuming to handle? How could she have ever guessed he was blind? He was just a
classmate, her biology partner who put frogs in her locker.
Ben broke the silence. “How are your brothers?”
“Great,” Lisa tersely replied.
“What have they been up to lately?”
“Tumbling team.”
“I’ve always admired their athletic ability. Yours too.”
“Thanks,” she replied weakly.
They were quiet a few minutes Ben said, “Hey, you’re just trying to get it all together now.
Am I right?”
“Don’t try to tell me you understand,” she responded angrily, almost in tears.
“Guess I don’t, but I have been blind.”
“I doubt that.”
“I have evidence.”
They arrived at Ben’s home, a gracious English Tudor, in a northeast Boulder subdivision
about six miles from the Hansens’. Lisa took Ben’s arm as he offered it, holding it tightly. The
shock of being disoriented in otherwise familiar surroundings closed in on her. Ben led her
through the hallway and up to the attic. She sat on the floor while he rustled through boxes and
papers.
“Ah, here,” he said, placing what felt like sheets of thin cardboard in her hands. Even
before she felt the raised dots on the surface, she knew what it was.
“So? A friend wrote you in braille.”
“Do you think he also gave me his writing slate?” Ben pressed his metal writing tablet in
her palms. Then he handed her his cane. She took it, jolted by its significance.
“I was just learning how to use it when I had my operation and didn’t need it anymore,” Ben
explained.

The canvas of her mind’s eye picked up a trace of a young Ben, his face blocked in shadow,
walking through a corridor, wielding a cane in a sweeping motion before him. “Ben, why
didn’t you ever tell me?”
“What was your problem with telling me? If you can answer that, you may get some insight
into why I never told you.”
“That’s not fair. I had an accident.”
“I was born blind. Was that an accident or was it on purpose? Besides, you’re not the
victim of an accident. Someone shot you and missed. You could be dead.”
“You don’t have this thing about punishment from God, do you?” asked Lisa.
“No. I don’t think it was my ancestors’ fault either.”
“Were you ashamed of it?”
“I don’t think so.”
“But, didn’t you feel inferior?”
“Maybe, but sometimes superior. I don’t think either way of looking at it helps. We all
have challenges in life. Blindness was mine. I know God had a reason for it. But I still don’t
know what it was.”
“A reason? A purpose? Nothing more senseless has ever happened to me in my life! Do
you have any advantages for having been blind?” asked Lisa. Inwardly she asked, “even small
ones? Like understanding me?”
“No. Sometimes I’d like to think there were advantages. Overall, it was a great
disadvantage.”
“You’re not much of a tragic hero,” Lisa said in disappointment.
“No. Don’t you be one either. Just be yourself.”
“But I’m not really me . . . the old me.”
“Lisa, you’re still the same person. I don’t care what anybody tells you. Don’t you still
love to dance?”
“I can’t even get to the breakfast table by myself.”
“But, do you still love to dance?”
“Yes.”
“Will you go with me to the dance tonight?”

“You are crazy. I can’t even get to the breakfast table by myself.”
“We’ll have to work on that. How about a walk this afternoon? Do you have a long cane, a
Hoover cane?”
“Yes.”
“Have you had mobility instruction?”
“Ben, I just got out of the hospital.”
“So it’s just sitting in your closet?”
“I won’t need it. I can get around fine.”
“Think again, Lisa.”
Lisa sat mutely. She wasn’t suicidal, but she couldn’t imagine a future for herself.
“Have you thought about your future?” Ben probed, as if reading her thoughts.
“I want to model,” she said.
“Lisa, your goals need some revision.”
“How can you say that?”
“You look fine, but forget about being a model, Lisa. Be realistic.”
Lisa numbly bowed her head.
“Lisa, can I see your face? Please don’t try to hide it. You really can’t, maybe temporarily.
People will know, but don’t be ashamed of it.”
Lisa tucked her chin deeper into her chest.
Ben gently lifted her chin and looked into her unresponsive face, wishing he could
communicate the concern in his expression. She resisted his touch but then yielded. Awed by
her beauty, he thought, “Maybe I’ve gone too far, especially about being blind. I could see light
and sometimes shapes. It wasn’t total like it is for her. The loss of her eyes!” He closed his
own, paused, then looked again into Lisa’s eyes. “An empathetic vein won’t do,” he thought.
Aloud he said, “Let’s put these things away. I’ll take you home.”
During the trip home Lisa thought, “How can Ben be so relaxed about my blindness? I can
hardly say the word . . . ‘blind’. It seems like he wants to be helpful, but what are his real
motives? Does he really want to get involved?”

In high school, she was never serious about him, though he obviously liked her a lot. She
felt it was her duty to be friendly. They didn’t really date. They just dropped in on each other,
usually at school.
When she moved to L.A., she lost contact with him. The fast pace of her life left no room
for him. She got into some compromising situations she regretted later. Ben represented
solidness of character to her--a goody-two-shoes in her thinking. She wasn’t sure she was
comfortable around him anymore.
“You seem really concerned about your appearance,” Ben said. “Your biggest upset seems
to be missing your image in the mirror.”
“I’ve made my living on my looks. It’s survival to me. If you want to know what’s
upsetting me, it’s everything. I can’t read. I can’t drive. I can’t watch movies. I can’t go
anywhere alone. I hate this feeling of being deserted.”
“Lisa, you’ll be able to do some of those things again. You need to get over your fear of
looking bad, and admit you’ll need to ask for help. I wish I could say you’ll feel just the same
again, but it will always be different. Can you accept that?” Ben feared he was being too blunt
but didn’t want to hold out false hope.
Lisa was nearly sobbing.
Ben brought the car to a stop. “Your mother’s waving at us, Lisa. Wave back.” Lisa
waved weakly.
“How was it, Lisa?” Tara asked enthusiastically.
Lisa mustered a grin.

During lunch, Lisa became more cheerful. Ben talked about Japan. He enjoyed living there
but complained about the cost of living. He loved the Japanese people and found the customs
and language absorbing. After lunch, Ben looked at Tara and said softly, “Will you get Lisa’s
cane? She wants to practice maneuvers.”
Lisa dreaded this. Ben was obnoxiously pushy about having her use a cane. Maybe it was
easy for him but not for her. She wanted to get around, but she loathed the thought of using a
white cane. It meant she was a blind person. It was an obvious symbol everyone would
recognize. “It’s under my bed, Mom,” she said without enthusiasm.

Ben led Lisa outside for her first mobility lesson. He showed her how to extend the cane
and got her to do it herself. A nauseous feeling engulfed her. “Ben, I . . . I can’t do this.” The
unnerving, dizzy feeling came on even stronger. Suddenly, Lisa discovered she was sitting on
the ground with her head between her knees.
Seconds before, Ben noticed she was fading quickly. Her face went completely white. He
caught her as she fell, pulled her into a sitting position, bent her knees and placed her head
between them. “You nearly fainted,” he said without panic. “I must have overestimated your
strength.”
“I was in the hospital too long.”
“You must be very weak. Do you still want to go dancing tonight?”
Lisa felt fear and excitement. She wasn’t ready to get back into society yet, but if she
refused, Ben might not offer again. Forgetting to ask herself why she cared, she said, “Of
course.” She drew a deep breath. With Ben’s assistance, she rose to her feet.
“Here’s your cane, Lisa. Shake hands with it.”
Lisa grasped the cane as directed, fighting the desire to back out. “How do I swing this?”
“Swing to your right when you step with your left foot. Swing to your left when you step
with your right foot.”
“So I don’t step on it?”
“Yes. Keep the cane two paces in front of your feet. If it’s not safe, you’ll know in
advance.”
“Okay.” Lisa moved forward hesitantly. “This doesn’t feel natural.”
“Can I show you the rhythm, Lisa?”
She nodded.
Ben put his left arm around her and placed his right hand over hers and over the end of the
cane. He nudged her forward, demonstrating the motion. Lisa was astonished by his familiarity
with the technique. After a short distance, he pulled her toward him in a reassuring hug. “Are
you ready to do it on your own?” he asked softly.
Lisa nodded. Ben retreated a step.
Lisa moved forward alone, cautiously sweeping the cane as Ben directed.

She said, “It’s heavier than I thought. My wrist’s already getting sore.”
“Don’t swing it in such a wide arc,” Ben suggested. “Just touch it in front of your feet.”
“Like this?”
“That’s better. It takes some getting used to. The Hoover technique requires some
practice.”
Soon Lisa had more confidence. Ben walked alongside, giving her pointers and
encouragement. As they walked under the trees, she noticed the coolness of the shade. She
delighted in the gentle spray of the sprinklers. She inhaled the fragrance of lilacs and other
blossoms.
Ben looked forward to dancing with Lisa, but he was nervous about how weak she was. He
wanted to help her, but his unique qualification put him at a disadvantage. Adding his news on
top of her traumatic injury complicated things. “I shouldn’t have told her,” he thought. “I’ve
been pushy. I’ve offended her. Even my sympathy is a flop. I can’t tease her anymore.” Ben
realized he was sensitive too. Some of her comments punched him where he hurt. Eight years
ago he was blind. If he couldn’t let it go, how could he help her? “I’ll have to back off,” he
concluded.
Lisa’s voice broke through his thoughts. “I’ve been cooped up too long, Ben. Thanks for
taking me on this walk.”
That evening, Lisa primped for the dance in her room. Ben had gone home. David poked
his head through the doorway. “Hi, Lisa.”
“Oh hi, Jonathan.”
“It’s David.”
“Oh, hi, David.”
“What are you getting all spiffed up for?”
“A dance.” Lisa applied her eye shadow.
“Going by yourself?”
“No, with Ben.”
“You mean that nerd, Ben Richards?”
“He’s not a nerd, David. He lifts weights.”

“Excuse me, but I think you coined the term for him. We’re doing our new tumbling routine.
Want to watch us?”
“How did you do at your meet?”
“We won, of course.”
“Congratulations, Mr. Gym.”
“Come watch us. We’ll show you the new moves.”

Before her high school graduation, Lisa and her shorter twin brothers had an acrobatic show
called The Flying Trio. They performed shows featuring stunts with bicycles and unicycles.
People thought they were triplets.
Lisa watched the twins’ new moves with her hands on their bodies. She was crouched on the
ground with one hand on each of the twins when a voice asked, “Starting up The Flying Trio
again?” David and Jonathan saw Ben’s head over the gate of their back yard.
“Ben!” Lisa’s body collapsed from her crouch. She felt incredibly clumsy.
“Go ahead,” Ben prodded. “I want to see this.”
“No, you don’t!” Lisa breathed as she rose to her feet, blushing.
“Ready for the dance?” asked Ben.
“No. I lost track of time.” She stumbled for the back door, eager to finish dressing. Frustrated
by her hesitant steps, she reached forward to detect the back porch, embarrassed that Ben was
watching.
Ben entered the yard and took Lisa’s hand as she fumbled for the door knob. Upstairs, Lisa
donned a casual, somewhat sexy dress that revealed what was left of her L.A. tan.
“Done?” came Ben’s voice from the hall.
“Yes,” Lisa responded. The door opened and an invisible hand led her to the car.

Lisa walked into the church building chin up, shoulders back, trying to look self-confident and
healthy. Inwardly she rued not telling Ben how weak she was. Surgeries, confinement, pain
killers and anesthesia had reduced her usually strong body to being barely capable of standing.

She grasped Ben’s arm until they reached the cultural hall. Panic seized her. The loud rock
music disoriented her. Invisible people pressed around her. It seemed so dark. She didn’t
expect to be so confused.
“Dance, Lisa?”
Who was he? The voice seemed familiar. She looked at Ben, no, not Ben, just a void. “Go
ahead, Lisa,” Ben gently pushed her toward the voice.
As she was led to the dance floor, she willed herself to remain upright.
“How are you tonight, Lisa? You look very . . . sexy.”
“Ron, right?”
“You recognized me. It’s been three years, hasn’t it? Didn’t you graduate in ‘83?”
Ron Peterson was a friend Lisa had dated before. They had played tennis, gone roller skating,
out to eat, and to a play together, all in one day.
“Are you still in school, Ron?”
“Yes, I’m a senior in biology. I’m thinking of going into bioengineering. What are you doing?”
“What do you already know?” asked Lisa.
“Through the grapevine?”
“Any way.”
“I didn’t expect to see you here tonight, but since you’re here, you can tell me everything
yourself.”
“I really don’t care to discuss it.” Lisa danced close to Ron in the bear hug style. Her cheek
rested on his shoulder. She didn’t feel close to him. She avoided meeting his gaze, unsure of
what he’d see in her eyes. Would it startle him?
“Lisa, you’re very quiet. That’s not like you.”
When the song was over, he left her in the thronging crowd. Was he insensitive or did he not
know? “He must know,” she thought, “the grapevine tells all.” She wished Ben had chosen a
dance not affiliated with the Church. She’d be free of the rumor mill. Where was Ben?
She remained in the crowd during a fast-paced rock song she would have ordinarily enjoyed
dancing to. No one spoke to her or offered assistance. She concentrated on staying upright,
closing her eyes. The music switched from a fast tempo to a slow, soothing one. She overheard
a conversation. Someone asked, “Lisa? She’s here?”

“She’s right there.”
“Poor thing.”
Someone bumped Lisa, and she tumbled over. “I’m so sorry! I didn’t see you,” he said.
Lisa stood up slowly and faced him with her eyes closed, her hand on her forehead as if it had
been bumped.
“Are you okay? Did I bump your head?”
Lisa opened her eyes, gave the young man a look of astonishment and said, “Would you help me
find someone?”
“Your eternal companion?” he teased.
“Look, I’m, I’m, I can’t see . . . very well.”
“You don’t like wearing your glasses to a dance, huh? I can ask my friend the DJ to announce
your friend’s name. Would you like that?”
Lisa felt a rise of surprise, a bit of excitement. He didn’t notice. It was dark in the room. Maybe
he wasn’t wearing his glasses either.
Lisa attempted to touch his arm, not wanting to ask if he’d lead her. He moved back a pace as he
noticed her searching motion. “Hey, wait a second. You really can’t see too well! Are you, are
you blind?”
She nodded.
He gasped. “But not for long, huh?” He took her hands in his and pulled her closer to him, to
prevent the crowd from knocking her over. “What happened?”
“An accident.”
“How long ago?”
“About three months.”
“Not long. Oh, I’m sorry. Things like that shouldn’t happen to pretty girls like you. Who are
you looking for?”
“Why couldn’t I just tell him?” Lisa stormed inside. She wasn’t practiced at asking for help.
This man seemed to be a stranger, a non-Mormon. Maybe it would be easier to talk to him than
someone she knew. “I’m not really looking for anyone right now. Who are you?”
“I’m Neil Blackman. My friend borrowed my compact disks for the dance, so he invited me to
come along.”

“I’m Lisa Hansen.”
“Pleased to meet you. I’m sorry I knocked you over, especially since . . . .”
“I’m glad you did,” she interrupted. “No one was talking to me. I didn’t know where to go.”
“Do you like talking?”
“Sometimes.”
“Why don’t we talk?”
“Will you please take me to a chair?” she asked as graciously as she could. How could she get
used to this? She didn’t mind chivalry, but importuning others for favors wasn’t her style.
“Of course,” he said. They seated themselves at the side of the dance floor. Neil pulled close to
her and said, “You must have a good story.”
“Do you want to sell it?”
“I’m no reporter. I just want to hear it.”
Lisa relaxed. He seemed sincerely interested. “He’s easier to talk to than Ben,” she thought.
She said, “My parents live here in Boulder. After I graduated from Boulder High School, in
1983, three years ago, I went to L.A. I modeled sports clothing: leotards, bathing suits, that sort
of thing. I bought a Corvette and got a nice apartment near Hollywood. My career skyrocketed.
It looked like I’d become popular enough to become an actress.”
“Wow! What happened then?”
“One day I was coming off the interstate when my left window shattered and a bullet hit my
temple. I stopped the car. I must have been blocking traffic because horns were honking, and
people were trying to get around me. I don’t know who all I talked to. I asked everyone who
spoke to me if they’d get the police. An ambulance took me to the hospital. Almost
immediately they took me into surgery.”
“Wow! I can’t believe you didn’t pass out. Did you say you were shot in the head?”
“Lisa!”
“This must be the person you were looking for,” said Neil, waving for Ben to take her. Lisa was
ready to continue, but she was nearing the uncomfortable part of her story, so Ben’s presence
was a relief.
“Thanks for listening to me, Neil. It’s a relief to talk to someone.”
“No problem. I enjoyed it.”

As Lisa walked away from Neil, on Ben’s arm, he said, “You told him more than you told me.”
“He didn’t tease me.”
“He felt sorry for you, didn’t he? And you bought it.”
“I wish you’d show me an ounce of sympathy for once.”
“It wouldn’t do you any good.”
“Ben, why were you gone so long?”
“Social butterflies need time to unfold their wings.”
Later, Ben and Lisa danced together, slowly. Lisa leaned her head on Ben’s shoulder. It wasn’t
as comfortable as she hoped, but she was weak. The “Theme from Ice Castles” played. Lisa
groaned; she suspected that Neil rigged the music and didn’t appreciate it.
“What’s the matter, Lisa?”
“Did you see that movie?”
“What movie?”
“A sentimental plot hit me like déjà vu.”
“What are you talking about?”
“She was pretty, young, blond, blue-eyed, athletic and . . . .”
“And?”
“Not like me.”
“You mean the story that goes with this song?”
“She could still see a little. That helped. I wish I could see, even just a little.”
“Lisa, I didn’t want to tell you, but I did see it. A girl from the Olympic Training Center took
me. She was curious about me, so she took me out. It’s not the type of movie I’d go to on my
own.”
“Was your friend an ice skater?”
“No, she was a runner.”
“Could I do what the girl in the movie did?”
“Honestly, I believe you’d find it difficult, if not impossible. You can’t detect the edge of the
rink for one thing. But don’t limit yourself. Many things are possible with sighted assistance.
Have you skated before?”

“Mostly roller skating.”
“Do you feel you could do it now?”
“I’d be petrified. Ben, I never want to grovel in being blind or make a sensation of it. It gets
romanticized. I can’t let that happen to me. People need to know the truth.”
“What do you mean by the truth?”
“It can’t be taken lightly. I don’t want to be grave about it, but . . . .”
“Some people joke about it, so it doesn’t seem so heavy.”
“Ben, she made it look so easy. It’s so difficult,” Lisa sobbed.
“Lisa, be yourself. People are individuals even when they’re blind. Don’t compare yourself to
glamorized fiction.”
“I never want to inspire pity.”
“You mean: condescending sympathy for those considered inferior or less favored?”
“Where did you learn that?”
“I’m an expert on some things.”
“Ben, what can you do when you can’t see at all?”
“I’m not sure.”
“Can’t you tell me? You should know.”
“You can dance. Just dance, Lisa. You’ll learn what you can do. I promise you. You’ll be
surprised.”
“Ben, what kind of movies do you like?”
“Science fiction, especially with lots of action and adventure.”
Lisa pondered the reactions she’d received. Not one woman had spoken to her. Women were
usually jealous of her beauty. What did they think now? She remembered her friend Janet.
Janet Dahl, a close high school friend of Lisa’s, visited her at the University of Colorado Medical
Center in Denver.
“Hi, Lisa. How did the surgery go?” she asked cheerfully. She gave Lisa a small stuffed bear.
Lisa’s ashen face was covered with bandages. She was heavily sedated. Examining the bear
with her fingers, she said, “They succeeded at permanently disfiguring me.”
“I don’t think they intended to do that.”

“I shouldn’t have let them do it. I could see light. I could tell night from day. Now it’s darker
than night, all the time. I’ll never get used to it. What have I done?”
“You regret it?”
“I didn’t have much of a choice. My eyes were . . . meat. Now I’ll have new eyes.”
“Can I see them?”
“You can’t now, the bandages, ouch.”
The bandages covered permanent implants that prevented Lisa’s eye sockets from contracting.
They didn’t look like eyes. Lisa didn’t know if Janet knew that. When the swelling and
infection subsided, she was fitted with custom-painted, shell-shaped, plastic eyes. Janet didn’t
return to see them.
Maybe Janet felt uncomfortable around her. Janet was probably in the crowd tonight, dancing
with their old friends. Lisa tried not to feel jealous of a friend who had always been jealous of
her.
Nearly asleep on Ben’s shoulder, Lisa asked, “Ben, will you take me home? This night’s
been exhausting.”

Chapter 2.
Lisa shivered as she awoke Monday morning. “Cold,” she murmured, “freezing!” The
unseen, cold, menacing face of the person who shot her loomed over her. She arose and
cautiously groped her way to the shower. “Hot!” she screamed as she burned herself. As she
showered, she muttered, “I wonder if Ben will call today.” She thought again, “He’s just a
spoiled, baby-of-the-family kid. He’s not worth fretting over.”
After her shower, she cautiously sorted through her boxes of belongings from her California
apartment. “What a mess!” she thought. “If I knew I was going to be blind, I would have
sorted things out better. Shoot, I would have never bought half of this stuff! I can’t use it
anymore.” Lisa heard her mother climb the stairs and enter her bedroom. Lisa stopped her
sorting and turned to the doorway, self-conscious about having to touch everything.
“I’m going shopping this morning. Want to come?” Tara asked.
“No,” Lisa replied tersely.
“Do you need anything?”
“No. Did Dad come home last night?”
“No.”
“Oh. When will he be back?”
“Not for awhile, Lisa. See you later.” Lisa memorized the rhythm of her mother’s footsteps
as she left the room and descended the stairway. “Good-bye!” Tara called as she left.
Except for creaks, groans and an odd ringing noise, the house was silent. “It seems like
night,” thought Lisa. “What time is it anyway?” She reached for her watch. “Oh!” she
exclaimed. She set down the watch and pressed her palm against the window sill to soak in the
radiant warmth of the spring sunshine. A breeze blew in as she opened the window. She drank
in the smell of the renewing earth.
Lisa continued her arranging. After several hours she was in tears with frustration and grief.
Much of what she owned was unidentifiable. She found a bathroom scale, carried it in the
bathroom and weighed herself. That is, she stood on the scales. Bending down she felt the

smooth plastic covering the spindle. “Great!” she sighed. “I don’t know what time it is, and I
don’t know how much I weigh!”
Lisa’s first week at home was the most frustrating of her life. Extremely self-conscious
about her lack of sight, she wouldn’t leave the Hansen property. She constantly ran into doors,
walls and furniture. She had trouble dressing and eating. She stubbed her toes. She found it
difficult to walk in a straight line.
Tara helped her figure things out, but she quickly became frustrated also. She often escaped
to her bedroom and cried, aching for an understanding ear, wishing her husband was home.
The rising and sleeping of the family kept Lisa to a daily schedule, but she felt disoriented. Day
never arrived. Depression set in, caused in part by not having any light.
She spent most of her time in the backyard, hoping the sunlight would lift her spirits. The late
spring sunshine felt good, but nothing could penetrate the thick mantle of nothingness that
completely enveloped her. It was so absolutely dark it didn’t seem like darkness any more. It
wasn’t just in front of her. It was all around her. She no longer attempted to look through her
eyes. She could only open them and close them. She wanted to get on with life, do the things
she did before and forget that she was blind. She was constantly reminded.
Her innermost thoughts flowed more like motion than words. Translated roughly into English,
they went like this: “I’m cut off from the world. I can hear sounds, and smell, and touch, and
taste, but I can’t see. No, I can see. The word ‘see’ still has meaning to me. There must be an
easier way. Where’s that elusive sixth sense?” Cold reality hit. She could see in other ways, but
it wasn’t the same.
She wanted to read but couldn’t. She wanted to drive somewhere, anywhere, to escape. “I’m
trapped!” she screamed inwardly.
She kept wondering if Ben would call. Day after day passed. He didn’t call or visit. She wanted
to call Janet but couldn’t bring herself to do it. She couldn’t face or call any of her old friends.
She felt lonely and depressed.

Saturday morning, a week after the dance, Lisa heard her parents talking.

“Dad!” Lisa called. He stopped at the top of the stairs, wondering if he should enter Lisa’s
room. Before he decided, she was in the hallway. She grasped the balcony railing above the
two-story entrance. Jeff cleared his throat. Lisa reached out and hugged him. He locked his
hands behind her without saying a word.
“Why were you gone so long?” Lisa asked.
“Business.”
“One deal, over a week? You must have stopped in Vegas. A few rounds of blackjack?”
Jeff couldn’t bring himself to watch Lisa her first week at home. His trip was a convenient
excuse to get away.
“Dad, if you didn’t gamble, you’d be rich. You’re so successful. You just throw it all away
sometimes.” Lisa touched his face, coaxing an image to form in her mind’s eye. A sad, tired
expression faintly registered. Instead of visualizing his face, she felt his emotion. Her lips
drooped as she dropped her hands.
Summoning a more cheerful spirit within himself, Jeff pressed his fingers against the corners of
her lips and lifted them upward. “Smile, Lisa,” he said. A faint smile remained on her face as he
pulled his hands away.
“What time did you get home last night?” she asked.
“About two.”
“Oh.” She made a move forward. He grabbed her urgently before her foot reached the step
below. “Dad, I won’t fall.”
“Be careful. Watch your step.”
“What good will it do? Do you ever watch your step?”
“Lisa, just . . . just be careful.” Jeff was tired, but wary. He tried to tell himself he was overly
cautious, but Lisa’s actions betrayed her disorientation.
With her hand on the railing, she made it downstairs without mishap. She turned to face him.
Her sapphire eyes glowed like an alien’s. Jeff thought, “Beautiful, but with a touch of nonhumanness. She looks like a princess from outer space.” He thought to himself, “Why did she
turn to face me, habit? She can’t see me.” He looked into her eyes, willing them to look back at
him. They seemed to. That was unnerving.

“Lisa, someday I’ll find something I enjoy as much as a good card game. Please allow me a vice
or two. I quit swearing for you.”
“Dad, I’m just glad you’re back. Can we talk? In the den?”
“Yes.”
Jeff was reluctant. He blamed his daughter’s plight on his own lenience. He should be more
strict, but that went against his grain. He believed children would do well if given their freedom.
The den was in the basement, another flight down. He sat in his office chair, near his computer.
A sliver of light came through the doorway from a window in another room. He didn’t bother to
turn on the light. Lisa slid into a small love seat. The room was lined with bookshelves. Lisa
took a large book from the shelf and leafed through it, gliding her fingers across the smooth
pages. Jeff noticed she was holding an atlas.
“Do you want to learn how to read with your fingers?” he asked.
“No.”
He was surprised she didn’t say yes. It would be a good idea, now that she was blind. “Then
why are you doing that?”
“To see if I can tell what’s on the page by touching it.”
“Can you?”
“No.”
“It’s a map Lisa . . . of India.”
“Oh.”
“Have you signed up at the rehab center?”
“I need to talk to you and Mom about that.”
“Well, sign up . . . go.”
“Dad, I don’t think I really need to.”
“Didn’t the doctors say to do it?”
Lisa hoped to open the topic of rehabilitation gradually. At this point, a future didn’t seem
possible, any future. There was just the now. It was okay, as long as . . . she didn’t think about it
too much. “Dad, I started walking with a cane, with Ben’s help. He was blind before. I know
it’s hard to believe. I can do quite well. He can even teach me braille.”
“You need a qualified teacher for that.”

“But Ben can teach me right here. I won’t have to go all the way across town for lessons. Just
think Dad, you won’t have to drive me.”
“You can take the bus.”
“Dad, I’d rather die.”
“Let’s talk about this with your mother.”

After her conversation with her father, Lisa explored the garden again, hoping she could
distinguish a weed from a vegetable. Bending over the tiny, early plants, she found she couldn’t.
She discovered two small stones in the damp earth. She slumped in the grass and rubbed them
together. The scraping sound soothed her.
“Lisa, what are you doing?”
“Ben!” She pulled herself upright. She hadn’t seen him since the dance. She thought he’d lost
interest in her. “I’m working in the garden.”
“Great! Any luck?”
“No, I think I’ve pulled out more of the vegetables than the weeds.”
“Guess what?” said Ben enthusiastically. “My parents are home from Korea.”
“That’s nice.”
“Would you like to meet them?”
“I’ve already met your parents.”
“Not since they’ve been gone.”
“You mean, not since my injury.”
“That’s true too. Will you come over now, Lisa?”
“Right now?”
“Of course.”
“I’m all dirty. I need a shower.”
“Go take one. I’ll wait.”
Lisa knew Ben would wait. When he got an idea, he was determined. “Okay,” she said. Again
she rued that she was going along because she hoped to spend more time with Ben. Why would
she want to do that? She dressed and carefully combed her long blond hair after the shower. Her

side locks were shaved for her surgeries, but they were growing back and could be brushed back
with styling gel. Where was it?
“Lisa, are you ready?” called Ben from the living room.
“I guess.” She brushed her hair back as well as she could.
She gracefully entered the small living room where Ben sat on the sofa waiting. “Ah!” he
exclaimed. “The model of wet bathing suits--woman of my dreams.”
“I didn’t know you were inclined to visual fantasy.”
“I have a visual fantasy now, of a Sapphire Princess.”
“Why did you say that?” she asked.
He offered her his arm and led her to his car. On the way to his home, Ben explained that her too
blue eyes reminded him of a science fiction princess.
“Do you read a lot?” she asked.
“Whenever I can.”
“Is it easy for you?” she asked curiously.
“It was very hard at first,” he said.
“Why?”
“I couldn’t see anything clearly until I was thirteen. At first, I couldn’t recognize anything. The
world was a strange, unfamiliar place. I wish I could say I was thrilled. I was. But I was
terrified too. I knew my alphabet and could even form ordinary letters, but they still looked
foreign, like Hebrew or Russian letters look to you.”
“But you wanted to learn how to read.”
“Very much.”
“Why?” asked Lisa.
“So I’d be considered smart like my brothers.”
“Do you ever wish you had a sister?”
“When we were in high school, you were like a sister.”
“That’s how I thought of it,” thought Lisa.
They arrived at the Richards’ home. Lisa felt more self-conscious than ever. She refocused her
thinking. She could face a faceless camera and reach those who’d view her photograph without
ever seeing them directly. She could make contact with Ben’s parents now, through the void.

Ben’s mother, Jessica Richards, watched the pair from her living room window, standing back
far enough to not be visible. Lloyd, Ben’s father, stood next to her. “So that’s the girl. Such a
tragedy!” he said.
“I hope he doesn’t like her purely out of pity,” she remarked.
“We don’t need to worry about that with Ben,” he assured her.
“She’s so pretty. She looks like a mannequin.”
The door opened. Jessica found herself staring into Lisa’s beguiling eyes.
“Mom, Dad, this is Lisa Hansen. You’ve met her before,” said Ben.
“Pleased to meet you,” said Lloyd, extending his hand. Jessica cleared her throat nervously.
Ben stretched out Lisa’s hand and placed it in his father’s. They shook hands warmly. Lisa held
out her hand for Jessica. Ben’s mother shook her hand lightly, without gripping. Lisa grimaced,
feeling as if she’d been rejected, but she covered it with a smile.
They gathered into the ample two-story living room to talk. Mr. Richards talked about their
missionary work in Korea. Mrs. Richards inserted remarks from time to time. They didn’t ask
Lisa about her life. Lisa felt she was being swept aside. She didn’t know Ben’s parents very
well. “Mrs. Richards,” Lisa blurted out. “Ben said he was born blind. Is that true?” With their
confirmation, a change so spectacular would seem more plausible.
Surprised by Lisa’s sudden topic shift, Jessica cleared her throat again. “Ben was visually
impaired. He could see light, and sometimes he could see vague shapes. We kept hoping we’d
find something better for him, and we did. We’re very fortunate.”
“Oh.” Lisa was unaware that Ben hadn’t been totally blind like herself. She felt piqued at him,
even though what he said was technically true.
“You may wonder why he never told you,” Jessica continued. “We hoped Ben wouldn’t date
seriously before his mission.”
“Yes,” said Lloyd, “Now that he’s home, he needs to further his education, so we anticipate that
he’ll date only casually now as well.”
“Of course,” said Lisa. They were being so obvious it stung. “I’m not serious about him,” she
thought, “but they’re guarding their territory as if I’m a threat.” Then she thought, “Maybe I am
a threat. Maybe Ben hinted that he really likes me. Though why should I care?” She suddenly
smiled. If they considered her a threat, she could consider that a compliment.

She said, “I’m very happy you’re home. You must be proud of Ben for getting your lawn back
in shape. He’s proud that you’re returned missionaries like he is. None of the many men I met
in L.A. can in any way compare to Ben.”
Jessica looked intently at Lisa, covering her mouth to hide her astonishment. She noticed
something about Lisa’s eyes that Ben hadn’t mentioned. She also noticed that Lisa was
suppressing her anger at her plight.
“We are very proud of Ben,” Lloyd cleared his throat. “Where is this young woman coming
from?” he wondered. “She speaks with confidence that exceeds her years. Modeling must have
toughened her. Blindness will surely humble her.”
Ben decided to take Lisa home. He helped her from the sofa. Back on her feet, she felt the
intensity of her sightlessness again. She stumbled slightly over the piano bench as she left.
Jessica watched her leave, her heart melting. Small tears welled up in her eyes. She brushed
them away quickly, hoping her husband wouldn’t notice. “I’m such a hypocrite,” she said to
herself. “I was cold, just to please my husband. She needs a friend.”
“Don’t drown yourself with pity,” Lloyd said after they left.
“Ben could still be blind.”
“By God’s will he is not.”
“Do you think the young woman deserves it?” asked Jessica.
“We don’t have all the answers.”
“She wants to be brave. She’s so frightened. I fear Ben likes her far too much.”
“We’ll find ways to keep him busy.”
“I want to know her better. She reminds me of . . . myself in some ways.”
“Jessica, the only thing you have in common with her is the color of your eyes and that you’re
both women.” Lloyd departed.

Jessica returned to the kitchen where she was preparing a recipe file, leaving her last thought
unsaid, “The young girl has no eyes.” She couldn’t voice it. The pain of the thought of having
no eyes was worse to her than the thought of being blind. She thought of the hysterectomy she
had fifteen years before. There was grief in the loss, especially in knowing she wouldn’t have
another child.

Even though Lisa did her best to hide her fear, Jessica saw it. Jessica had seen people with no
eyes before. It haunted her. An eyeless young women had just walked into her living room.
Jessica was intrigued. Lisa was very pretty.
A strong feeling penetrated Jessica’s heart, turning it around. Was it pity or love? Sometimes
she couldn’t distinguish the two. If she did nothing, she could be certain it was pity. Pity could
hurt. Love needed to be active, kind, helpful, supportive and encouraging. She was already too
emotionally involved to do nothing and feel good about herself. She had the tools, knowledge
and experience to help Lisa. To not act would be cowardice. She vowed she would have another
talk with Lisa but without her husband this time.
“What should I take?” Jessica pondered. “Casserole? Cookies? She must follow a rigid diet to
be so slender. A plate of celery sticks? A Korean dish? No. No dish at all. I know,” she
thought.
She went up to the attic. Stray boxes alerted her that someone had been here recently. “Ben. He
must have shown Lisa his things,” she thought. Sorting through the rubble, she found a box he
hadn’t touched. She drew out two plywood panels two feet long and one foot wide, attached by
hinges.
She opened the panels to a map of Boulder, Colorado. Four square feet of area allowed
considerable detail. The streets were outlined with fine wire, gauged on the importance of the
street, with a double strand for the freeway. The wire was tacked to the board at regular
intervals. String outlined lakes and reservoirs. Coded wooden pegs of various shapes indicated
college campuses, major buildings and city parks. Sand paper covered national parks and
wilderness areas. A flat, miniature toy airplane glued on the map marked the airport. A braille
key explained points of interest and what each shape of peg stood for.
Jessica reflected on the events that led to the map’s creation. Ben’s visual condition was a
mystery even to himself. He could sometimes detect objects, but he couldn’t distinguish
between a man, a woman, a bear or a tree. His perception depended on lighting and weather
conditions. He was unable to focus on objects or discern distinct colors, even though various
colors washed across his visual palette. Since he was unable to read print, his parents sent him to
a residential school for the blind in Colorado Springs.

At twelve Ben was ordained to the priesthood. With touch signals from the other young men, he
could pass the sacrament without a cane and without constant assistance. One Sunday he
collided with a pew and spilled water on to the lap of an elderly lady. She was understanding,
but it was embarrassing to the family and humiliating to Ben. Even though it could have
happened to anyone, Lloyd decreed that Ben would receive instruction with a white cane. Ben
resisted. He felt he could get along fine without it.
Ben’s concept of distance and direction was weak. Lloyd insisted on getting him educated. He
pasted markers over the maps he used in his general contracting work and laid them out on the
floor. He showed Ben how to make a tactile map. Ben labored on the project for many months.
The sacrament meeting incident led to further inquiries about whether anything could be done
about Ben’s sight, so it had a beneficial side effect. After his surgery, Ben gave his map to his
mother for Mother’s Day.

Jessica lovingly ran her fingertips along the cherished map. She hesitated before giving it away,
but to Lisa it would be useful, not just sentimental memorabilia. It felt right that she should have
it.
She gathered the materials to wrap it. “But why would Lisa need it wrapped?” she wondered.
“A gift is a gift. A gift should be wrapped, lest Lisa think it’s just a loan and not hers to keep.”
Jessica wrapped it in shiny blue foil paper, tied it up with a ribbon and put on a bow.
She was about to write out a card when she paused. How would Lisa read the message? Jessica
knew braille, but Lisa didn’t. Jessica found some string and glue and painstakingly glued the
string to the card forming the letters, “To Lisa, Love, Jessica.” Perhaps she should say, “Mrs.
Richards,” but that was longer, and she wanted it to be personal. Why? What did she see in
Lisa’s face? She wasn’t sure, but she continued her task. She put the card in an envelope and
attached it to the parcel. She picked up the parcel, got into her Cadillac and drove to Lisa’s
home.
She prayed she could talk to Lisa alone. Ben’s car wasn’t at the Hansens’. Her heart beat
quickly as she approached the front door. Lisa would be surprised, but she wanted to talk to her.
Jonathan answered the door.
“Hi, I’m Mrs. Richards, Ben’s mother. Is Lisa home?”

“No.”
“Do you know where she is?”
“She went swimming, with Ben.”
“Swimming?”
“At the rec. center.”
Meanwhile, at the recreation center, Lisa tapped her cane against the row of lockers. “I can’t
believe he talked me into this!” she thought.
“May I help you, ma’am?”
Lisa was grateful for the assistance her cane attracted, though she wouldn’t have admitted it. She
asked the attendant to show her the dressing area, the showers and how to get to the pool area.
She dressed in her bathing suit and cap.
On the way to the pool, she made a wrong turn and returned to the reception area. She waited by
the desk, stunned. A female cashier noticed her and led her to the pool area. Lisa swallowed her
panic at being disoriented. Lisa thanked her assistant and said, “I want to swim in a lane that’s
not crowded.”
The lady guided her to a twenty-five yard lane.
“Is there anyone in the lane?” Lisa asked.
“Just one young man. He’s looking at you.”
“Lisa!” called Ben, as the lady left Lisa on the deck.
Ben helped her into the water. Lisa was more of an acrobat than a swimmer, but swimming
seemed safer. She was weaker than she expected. The water was warm, but it seemed cold to
her.
As she put on her goggles, Ben asked, “I didn’t think to ask. Have you healed well enough to
swim?”
“I’ll be fine.” Lisa started doing laps but swam only five before she was exhausted.
“You should come here every day to build up your strength,” Ben suggested.
“How will I get here?”
“I can bring you.”
“Every day? I don’t want to inconvenience you.”

“Maybe you should walk. It’s only two miles.”
“Thank you, no. I can think of better ways to die.”
Ben spotted his mother in the gallery and gulped. He dived and swam under water. Lisa called
for him.
Jessica watched Lisa flail her arms in the water, trying to locate him. Ben surfaced seconds later.
“We need to get out,” he said. He helped Lisa locate a grab rail. He picked up Lisa’s cane from
the bench and handed it to her. He left her at the entrance to the women’s dressing room. Lisa
gingerly navigated the slippery floor. She walked from locker to locker, wishing someone would
help her match the locker number to the key pinned on her suit.
“Would you like help matching your locker number?”
Lisa was surprised. She knew the voice, but it was so much out of context, she refused to believe
who it was.
“Yes, my number is . . . I forgot what she said it is.”
“Can I take your key for you? You can take my arm if you wish.”
“Okay.” An invisible arm guided her to her locker. She turned her face in surprise to her
attendant. “You can’t be Ben’s m-- . . . ,” her voice trailed off.
“This is yours,” she said, presenting the gift. “Open it.” Lisa located an adjacent bench, dried
her hands and opened the package. She held the map across the bench and knelt by it, tracing the
streets, finding the markings of college campuses, lakes and reservoirs. “This must be Boulder.”
“It is.”
“I can hardly believe how beautiful this is.” Lisa folded the panels and deposited them by her
feet. She opened the envelope attached to the package and pressed her fingers against the
smooth front, knitting her brows. She opened the card. The glue was still not completely dry.
She carefully traced the words, feeling a surge of excitement. This was the first time she’d read
anything in over three months. She turned and said, “Thank you, Jessica.”
“I wanted to give you something you could use.”
“Thank you. I’m having a hard time with this.”
“You seem to be doing well, nonetheless.”
“No. I really hate it. I’m not grateful, like I should be, that I’m still alive.”
“Time will make it better.”

“I like it less everyday.”
“Lisa, I want to be your friend.”
“You’d rather Ben and I weren’t seeing each other.”
“I hope we can be friends aside from your friendship with Ben. Come over some time. We’ll
talk, just the two of us. I can even teach you braille.”
“I would like a teacher.”
“Come over, please. I want to see you again. I can’t get over how unusual you look.”
“Like a monster.”
“No, like a mermaid, so pretty. Get showered now or the chlorine will sting. I’ll help you if you
need anything.”
After Lisa showered, Jessica helped Lisa organize her things so she could identify them and not
lose anything. Lisa drilled her with questions about handling her clothing, money, toilet articles,
etc. She asked about shaving, using an unfamiliar shower and other grooming activities. Lisa
was grateful, even hungry for the expert assistance.
Meeting in the locker room wasn’t what Jessica had in mind when she offered her prayer,
but she felt it was answered.
Lisa emerged from the dressing room, cane in one hand, map in the other, feeling fully
pampered. Startled, she noticed that Jessica wasn’t behind her.
Ben swept her outside. “What took you so long?”
“I keep losing everything.”
“Likely story. What guardian angel assisted you?”
“The cashier?”
“It wasn’t the cashier. Come now, what are you doing with the map I gave my mother?”
“I didn’t know it was yours.”
“I suppose you found it just lying around in the dressing room.”
“I did. It’s mine now. I hope you don’t have any hard feelings about that.”
“I don’t need a map like that any more, but you do. It’s pretty accurate, considering that I
made it when I was blind.”

Chapter 3.
“Did Mrs. Richards find you yesterday?”
“Oh, Jonathan. Yes, you must have told her I went swimming,” said Lisa struggling with
her makeup.
“You know Lisa, you would look great in a bathing suit.”
“Thank you, but I doubt it. I’ve lost my tan.”
“No, you haven’t.”
Lisa brushed moisturizer across her face in frustration.
“You should be careful of tanning beds, Lisa,” Jonathan mocked gently. “They can damage
your eyes.”
“Thank you. I’ll remember next time I go.”
“Are you coming to our graduation? David and I thought we should remind you, since you
might have other plans. We’re doing an aerial show afterwards, with a tight rope. You can join
us if you wish.”
“Sounds fun, but I think I’ll decline.”
“There ought to be something you could do in our show.”
Lisa paused. Her brothers were always insisting that she be included. They joked about
being triplets. “I know,” she suggested. “I’ll be your master of ceremonies.”
“Great idea!” Jonathan left the room to discuss his plans with David.
Instantly Lisa regretted her offer. Did she want to be in the limelight in front of dozens,
maybe even a hundred people? Sure, but not . . . . She rummaged through the clothing in her
drawers and closets, attempting to organize it. David and Jonathan entered the room.
“Where did you get all these clothes?” asked David.
“Mostly in L.A. Some in Vegas.”
“Vegas? When did you have time to stop in Vegas?”
“Whenever Dad did. We sometimes met for a show.”
“I bet that’s not all,” David winked at his twin. “Guess what? We have a list of what we’re
doing for our show.”

“We’re even having a printed program,” Jonathan added.
“I’m sure it would help me if I could read it,” Lisa remarked. “What’s your plan?”
The twins exuberantly described their detailed plans.
“How will I remember all this?” Lisa’s head spun with their intricate plans.
“Memorize it,” said David.
“I can’t.”
“There’s more,” David continued.
“Yes, we’re walking the tight rope blindfolded. Want to do it with us?” asked Jonathan.
“Definitely not.”
“Come on, sis. You’ve done it blindfolded before.”
“That was just a trick.”
“Don’t tell me you cheated.”
“I didn’t. It’s just not the same. How will I even remember everything?”
“Use a tape recorder,” David suggested.
“During the performance?”
“No, beforehand, until you have it memorized. I’ll record it for you.” David found a tape
recorder on Lisa’s desk buried under a pile of clothing. Lisa heard him leave and returned to
sorting her clothes.
“Lisa.”
“Jonathan, what are you still doing here?”
“Lisa, you have to learn braille sometime. You should do it as soon as possible. Have you
talked to Mom and Dad?”
“I talked to Dad.”
“When do you start?”
“It just hasn’t come up.”
“You’ve been home for over a week now.”
“Jonathan, I need to recuperate.”
“You never use your cane, unless you’re with Ben.”
“Who gives you the right to spy on me?”

“I probably shouldn’t say anything. I’m just your kid brother, but I know Dad. He won’t do
anything if he can avoid it. And you should see Mom’s face when she looks at you.”
“I know what you mean. I don’t need to see it.”
“Lisa, you need to do something yourself.”
“I won’t walk the tight rope with you.”
“You know, you probably could, but I won’t press it. I don’t want to see you with a broken
neck too.”
“I appreciate your confidence in me,” she said sarcastically.
“I have great confidence in you,” he responded in earnest.
“But you want me to act, like a handicapped person.”
“Learn the tools that come with the territory, Lisa. Give yourself an advantage.”
Lisa nearly cried. Jonathan was sincere, and he cared. She counted herself lucky to have
twin brothers who were so much fun. David burst into the room. “It’s all done!”
During the next few days, Lisa played David’s tape repeatedly. She backed it up and went
over and over it, but her mind seemed unable to retain the information. Graduation day was
approaching.
The afternoon before the graduation, she stood at the kitchen counter and pressed the digits
to Ben’s home. She wasn’t calling Ben this time.
“Hello, Richards’.”
“Mrs. Richards, this is Lisa Hansen.”
“I’m sorry. Ben isn’t here.”
“I wanted to talk to you.”
“Oh? How can I help?” Jessica was surprised to hear Lisa. They hadn’t talked since their
meeting in the locker room.
“Can I come over?”
“Sure, how will you get here?”
“My brother can bring me.”
“Very good. Yes, do come over.”
“I’ll see you.”

“David!” Lisa called. “Jonathan!” No answer.
Tara entered the kitchen with several bags of groceries, which she promptly started putting
away. “They went to the graduation rehearsal, Lisa.”
“I didn’t see them leave,” said Lisa.
“They might not be back for several hours. They’re going to pizza afterwards and then to a
movie. They have Shelley and Carol with them.”
“Oh great! Mom, will you drive me to the Richards’?”
“Can’t wait to see Ben, huh? By the way, where has he been the last few days?”
“He’s making a barbecue pit, putting shelves all through the house, cleaning the garage,
repairing the boat, painting the outside of the house, refinishing furniture, finishing the
basement . . . .”
“Wish I had a son like that . . . or a husband.”
“Mom, I need to talk to you. Will you drive me to the Richards’?”
“Can I finish putting away the groceries first?”
“I’ll help you.” Lisa pulled items from the brown paper bags, stacked them on the counter
and puzzled over what they were. Tara was already ahead of her.
Soon they were in the car together. “Mrs. Richards offered to teach me braille,” said Lisa
while on the way.
“Really?”
“I think I’ll take her up on it.”
“She might not be expecting you to. Did you sign up at the rehab center?”
“I thought we should talk about that.”
“Your father ought to be with us when we do.”
“You’re never around together.”
“What do you mean, Lisa? We’re together nearly every breakfast.”
“Only when I sleep in.”
“Lisa, you’re avoiding the subject. I understand.”
Lisa was sure she didn’t.

Tara glanced at Lisa riding beside her. She was suspicious of Lisa’s desire to see Ben’s
mother. It looked like an attempt to see more of Ben. Tara liked Ben, but she hoped he’d be
interested in Lisa without her pursuing him. Also, Tara hadn’t yet confronted the fact that
Lisa’s condition was permanent, and she’d need specialized training. She was confident in
Lisa’s ability to catch on naturally without outside aid.
Jessica waited for Lisa, wondering if she’d really come. The house was cluttered with the
paraphernalia of projects. She was amused at herself for being concerned about it. When the
doorbell rang, she rushed to it. “Tara, Lisa. Come in, both of you.”
“I’m just dropping Lisa off,” said Tara, anxious to leave.
“Please stay. Can I show you what we have going on here?”
“Please, my husband’s coming home soon. He’ll want something to eat.”
“Fine. But do stop over some time.”
Jessica thought, “Tara needs an understanding ear. I wish I could offer hope for Lisa’s
sight, but such damage is irreparable. Maybe I can help her come to terms with it, as I did with
Ben. It’s not easy. It took me years.”
Tara was anxious to leave. She thought, “Jessica is such a saint; she’s intimidating. If I tell
her my feelings, she’ll remind me to have faith in God, and everything will work out, like it did
for her. I don’t have that much faith.”

In June of 1978, Tara and Jessica worked on a youth conference planning committee.
“Are you one of the chaperones?” asked Tara.
“I have two sons involved. I could hardly get out of it,” Jessica replied.
“I’m doing a workshop on first aid,” Tara remarked.
“That’s great,” said Jessica. “We’ve always emphasized first aid in our family. Lloyd’s
great at teaching the boys, especially with their scouting.”
“How many children do you have?”
“Four. All boys.”
“I have two boys and a girl,” said Tara.
“I’ve always wanted a daughter. How old is your girl?”

“She’s nearly thirteen. She’s my eldest.”
“My thirteen year-old is my youngest,” Jessica said.
“I don’t really have a youngest. My boys are twins.”
“I think I’m afraid of letting my baby grow up.”
“Afraid of the empty nest?” asked Tara.
“It’s not that. Do you know about our family?”
Jessica didn’t tell many people who didn’t already know, but Tara was a nice, sensitive
woman with a cheerful disposition. She also seemed capable of keeping confidences. “Last
April a miraculous thing happened. Ben’s been visually impaired all his life. Now he can see.”
“That’s fantastic. Surgery?”
“Yes. I was afraid it would only be temporary, but it’s been two months already.”
“I’m very happy for you.”
“I’d rather you wouldn’t tell anyone. I want Ben to be a happy, normal person without
people prejudging him. People who know expect him to be different. They can’t believe how
normal he is.”
“I’ll try to treat him normally myself. Thanks for sharing this.”
Tara asked Lisa to call her when she was ready to come home. After Lisa’s mother left,
Jessica and Lisa seated themselves beside each other on the bar stools at the counter between
the kitchen and the breakfast nook. Lisa played the entire recording with a portable cassette
player she brought with her.
Jessica said, “That’s The Flying Trio, isn’t it? I saw it once. You three are great, like
professionals.”
“Hardly. Now it’s The Flying Duo. I’m just the master of ceremonies. I need some cue
cards, in case I can’t remember the sequence.”
“It shouldn’t be too hard to memorize.”
“I seem to have a much harder time memorizing than I used to. It’s like I need to see it
written down.”
“I wonder if she suffered brain damage also,” Jessica thought, nearly choking on her
sympathy.

Lisa had an almost photographic memory. She could see words on a page, store them in her
mind and read them off her mental slate later. She couldn’t do this now.
“That could be. Some people are visual learners; some are audio learners,” said Jessica.
“Does that mean I’m a visual learner?”
“You may be a kinesthetic learner.”
“What’s that?”
“Someone who learns through the sensation of bodily position, through the muscles, tendons
and joints.”
“What good will that do for this?”
“You should do the routine, so you can remember the sequence.”
“You can’t be serious.”
“Sure, do as much as you can but on a shorter tight rope, and make sure your brothers watch
you and support you. Don’t get yourself hurt.”
“In a way, I wish I could perform with them. They even invited me to.”
“‘In a way’ means . . . if only you could see. Right?”
“Yes. Next to my modeling, that show was my life.”
“So, will you do it?”
“I was hoping you’d give me a braille lesson.”
“I’m afraid I can’t help you much for tomorrow night. Do the routine, even if you can’t do
everything the way they’re doing it. I think you’ll be amazed by how well you remember.”
Lisa imagined getting on the tight rope and doing the sequence. She could already
remember it better.
“Would you like an ABC lesson now?” asked Jessica.
“Please.”
Jessica got out a braille slate and stylus and taught Lisa the alphabet. She had Lisa form the
alphabet with a stylus, going from right to left
. Meanwhile, Ben and his father came in the kitchen. Absorbed in her work, Lisa didn’t ask
who arrived. Lloyd shot a disapproving glance at his wife. Ben looked at the two and smiled.
He and his father went downstairs to continue their project.

Chapter 4.

Lisa hoped no one at the graduation would recognize her. It was a typical ceremony with
pomp, circumstance, speeches and awards. David and Jonathan graduated cum laude. During
the proceedings Lisa recalled the events of the night before.

David and Jonathan rigged the tight rope to twelve inches. She insisted they drop it to six.
They finally agreed. Her first attempt to cross it with a balance beam was to her great surprise,
a success. She sensed her balance with her inner ear, instead of relying on her eyes. She felt the
rope under her feet. Knowing the floor was only six inches below built her confidence. During
some of the stunts she needed physical support from her brothers. She couldn’t maneuver the
bicycle or unicycle at all, but she memorized the entire act.
Her brothers blindfolded her. She successfully crossed the rope. They cheered and
applauded as if this was her greatest accomplishment. She smiled and bowed deeply.
“Are you sure you don’t want to do it with us?” asked Jonathan.
“Positive.” They must have thought it was no big deal. “This is six inches. You’re doing it
at twelve feet.”

The final speech was over. Diplomas were distributed.
“They switching their tassels to the right,” said Tara.
“Are they throwing their hats?” asked Lisa.
“Yes. Jonathan, David, you weren’t supposed to do that!”
“What, Mom?”
“Oh, nothing,” Tara laughed.
People hugged, cried and kissed each other.
Lisa felt a hand on her shoulder. She whirled around. “You touched me?”
“Aren’t you Lisa Hansen?”
She didn’t recognize the voice.

“You were in my English class, I believe.”
It must be Mr. Edwards. She had a crush on him when she was fifteen. “Hello, Mr.
Edwards,” she said shyly.
“What brings you here?” he asked.
“My twin brothers are graduating today.”
“Yes, I had them in one of my classes. They must like taking their classes together.”
“They do.”
“What are you doing now, going to college?”
“No.”
“I hate to be nosy, but it looks like you’ve been in a serious accident. Was it a car wreck?”
The crowd slowly pushed them against the wall. Whoops! Her family wasn’t at arm’s length!
Lisa felt awkward and regretted coming. If one of her former teachers found out, it would be all
over the school. But there was no use denying it. She looked at him as directly as possible.
“I’ve been injured and lost my sight.” It was difficult to say without losing her composure.
“My condolences,” Mr. Edward responded, “I wish you the best of luck in your recovery.”
“Thank you.”
“Can I help you with anything?”
“Yes, can you see my family anywhere?”
“Oh, yes. Your brother is coming this way.”
“Lisa, oh, hi, Mr. Edwards,” said Jonathan, brushing his arm against Lisa’s hand. She took
his arm, and he led her through the thinning crowd.

The twins performed the high wire act flawlessly in their backyard. Many neighbors and
friends attended. Lisa wore a shiny, royal blue outfit, typical of a Vegas cocktail waitress. She
faced her audience with a bold, confident, daring and enthusiastic voice. When it was over,
Lisa headed for her room. David pulled her back. “Stay, Lisa. The guests are dying to talk to
you.” Lisa pulled away from her brother, wishing she could hide. She didn’t want to explain
her blindness one more time tonight.
“Did Ben come?” she asked.
“I didn’t see him,” said David.

Lisa had talked to Ben on the phone about coming. He said he’d like to but made no
commitment. She performed, hoping he was in the audience. Now she was bitterly let down.
“Come on, Lisa,” said David.
Disappointed, she walked back with him, sadness painted on her features. The audience
crowded in the backyard, enjoying refreshments and conversation. Holding her brother’s arm,
she felt more confident about meeting people.
“Hello, Lisa!”
“Hi,” she returned. The voice sounded vaguely familiar. Obviously he expected her to
recognize him, but she couldn’t. “I feel like such a fool,” she thought sullenly.
“It’s Neil.”
“Oh, hi, Neil.”
“Great performance!”
“Thank you. My brothers are the best.”
“You are too. I hear you used to do this show with them.”
“I did.”
“Lisa.” Lisa turned toward a mature, male voice. A hand grabbed hers and shook it
heartily. “Lisa, I’m Blake Sorensen. You were fantastic. I want you to speak to a youth group
at a fireside on Sunday, June twenty-second.” It was one month away.
“What should I talk about?”
“Anything you wish.”
“But I’m not a very good example.”
“Of course you are. Can I count on you?”
Lisa hesitated. She was stiff with fear, but she was an actress at heart. She’d always been
good with crowds. This would be a chance to prove herself. Then again, she wasn’t ready yet.
Brother Sorensen was insistent. She finally agreed to do it.

Ben mopped the sweat from his brow as he finished sanding a huge, old oak chest with a
sanding machine. He’d started that morning by stripping the old finish. Now the surface was
perfectly smooth. This time it would surely pass his father’s inspection or would it?

He went upstairs, opened the refrigerator, took out some cheese and ham and made a quick
sandwich. He glanced at the time. Nine o’clock! The aerial show at the Hansens’ must be
nearly over. He was sweaty and covered with sawdust.
Lloyd came in from the garage. He put some bread in the toaster and poured himself some
milk. “That dresser looks good, son. I want to do some repair on the woodwork before you
apply the new finish.” Lloyd swallowed the milk and toast. “Come out to the shop, Ben. I’ll
show you what I’m doing with it.”
Ben followed his father to his shop. Lloyd had intricately drawn a diagram of the wood
work where the ornamentation had worn off. He was preparing pieces of wood that matched
the missing woodwork exactly.
“Impressive, Dad.”
“I’ve always loved old furniture. I tried to convince your mother to start an antique shop
with me when I retired.”
“Why didn’t you?”
“Your mother wasn’t interested. She likes new things. I like old. But, Ben, you could start
your own refinishing shop.”
“I’m afraid I’m like Mom. I like new things too.”
“Have you thought about getting a job?”
“I want to get a job and go to college.”
“Have you thought about what you’ll study?”
Ben considered mentioning the wish of his heart, to be a lawyer like two of his brothers.
But his father hadn’t been very supportive of them. Why would he be of him? Finally he said,
“Yes, electronics.”
“Can you succeed at that?”
“Dad, I learned on my mission that I can succeed at whatever I put my mind to.”
“True, to a point, son. How are your eyes doing?”
“Fine.”
“I thought they were bothering you.”
“They get tired easily, but I can see fine.”
“Good.”

“Dad, you’ve been keeping me busy constantly lately. I need some breathing room.”
“When you can afford your own apartment, we’ll give you all you want.”
“Dad, I want my own apartment. It’s just not practical right now.”
“You’re really saying that you want more time with the Hansen girl. She’s a baited hook,
Ben. Beware.”
“Dad!”
“Ben, those naturally blond, long-haired, blue-eyed sprites are nothing but trouble. Be
sensible. Find a brunette like your mother.”
“Dad, you were over thirty when you got married, but Mark, Clyde and Jason all got
married long before thirty.”
“None of your brothers had much sense when it came to women.”
“Dad, admit it, you have some of the prettiest, nicest daughters-in-law in the world.”
“Ben, that mission president of yours must have given you some romantic notions about
marriage. It’s hard enough when you have windows on both sides of the house. Don’t set
yourself up for pain and heartache.”
Ben abruptly left the garage.
Lloyd closed his mouth over words he couldn’t say, “She’s a determined and attractive
young lady, but you’re asking for trouble if you get involved with her, Ben. You could lose
your sight again some day.”

Ben stripped off his sweat-soaked, sand-covered clothes and showered. He normally
wouldn’t have left his father so brusquely, but he was upset. Many people his age already had
several years of college or had even graduated. Before his mission, he had worked as a janitor
for local church buildings. He had never had what he considered a “real” job.
His parents claimed they always treated him just like their other sons, but they didn’t. Ever
since he could see, Ben struggled with not being special anymore. He felt that he always fell far
short of his parents’ expectations. Ben sometimes overlooked his strengths: his industry, thrift
and determination. During his shower Ben thought things over. He had changed during his
mission. He had ability, fluency, confidence and grace he didn’t have before he left. It irked

him that his father couldn’t see it. To Lloyd he was still a helpless, sightless boy. After his
shower, he was calmer. He dialed Lisa’s home.
Tara answered.
“Is Lisa there?” Ben asked.
“Ben, is that you? Where were you tonight?”
“I’ll explain later. Is Lisa there?”
“I’ll get her.”
It seemed like hours before Lisa was on the line. “Ben, what happened? You missed
everything.”
“I’m sorry. I really am. These projects my father has me do never end.”
“Oh.”
“I’ll see you when I can.”“Whenever that will be,” thought Ben.
“Guess what? I’ve been asked to speak at a youth fireside!”
“That’s nice.”
“You will come this time, won’t you?”
“I’ll try to make it.”
“Don’t say ‘try’, Ben. Make a decision and come.”
“I’ll see what I can do. When is it?”
“June twenty-second, my birthday.”
“I’m making a note of it.”
“Why did you call?”
“I wanted to apologize for not coming tonight.”
“If I were you, Ben, I’d stand up to your father. Don’t let him ruin your life.”
“It’s not that simple.”
“Maybe not, but come over sometime. I want to go swimming again. Don’t forget, you
offered to drive me, every day.”
“I did. I have to go, Lisa. Good luck on your speech.”
“Thanks. Good-bye.”
Ben placed the phone carefully in its cradle. Then he picked it up again and slammed it
down. Angry again, he took it out on himself as he brushed his teeth. He slipped into his

brother Mark’s former bedroom where there was a mini-tramp, bench press, free weights,
exercise bicycle, rowing machine and NordicTrack machine. The room was lined with mirrors.
Ben worked himself into a frenzy until sweat oozed from every sweat gland. He was angry at
his father. “He doesn’t disapprove of Lisa because she’s blond,” he stormed inwardly. “He
disapproves of her because she’s blind.” It was a double sting, because it felt like his father
disapproved of him also. He fought the resentment he felt toward his father. Lloyd had hired
his teenage boys to work on construction sites with him. Ben had been left out.
Ben heard Jessica come in the room. She had come home late.
“Ben, aren’t you usually in bed by now?”
“Yes.” He continued his intense workout.
“Could I help you with something?”
“No.”
“Okay.” She left the room and went to the other end of the house. Lloyd was reading in
bed while Jessica cleansed and moisturized her face. “Lloyd, maybe it’s time you gave Ben a
little more time for himself. He’s bending over backwards to please you.”
“Uh-huh.”
“What are you reading?”
“Old Testament.”
“Lloyd, listen. Ben needs time to think about his future.”
“He can think about it while he works.”
Jessica was caught. She didn’t want to say he should have more time for Lisa. Even she
could see the danger of that. Standing in front of him while brushing her hair, she said, “Lloyd,
when did you last visit your mother?”
“Before our mission.”
“It’s been a while. When are we planning to take over that three-day kit?”
Lloyd put his book down.
“It’s been bothering me,” she continued. “What if your mother has an emergency?”
“I can’t do it tomorrow. I have three appointments.”
“Why don’t we send Ben over with it?”
“Do you want to ask him?”

“I’ll do it right now.” She kissed him and let him continue his reading.

Ben was still working out feverishly when Jessica returned with a glass of cold water in her
hand. He stopped and gulped it greedily. “Ben, how long has it been since you’ve seen
Grandma Elsworth?”
“Probably since my missionary farewell.”
“You should visit her, especially after everything she’s done for you.”
“Do you have some reason for bringing this up now?”
“I need to run a three-day kit over to her, but I’m tied up with everything. Will you do it for
me, as a favor?”
“Sure, but Dad wants me to apply the finish on the oak chest tomorrow.”
“I’ve already cleared it with him.”
“I guess there’s no reason not to then. I’ll leave right after breakfast.”
“You get to bed now, or you’ll miss breakfast.” Jessica went to bed feeling smug. Her
mother-in-law was a great listener as well as a great talker. Whatever was bothering Ben would
surely come out.

Driving to Denver the next day, Ben reflected on how privileged he was to be driving and in
his own car. His grandmother, Margaret Richards Elsworth had given him a lavish graduation
gift: any car he wanted as long as it was new. He selected a Ford Escort, a modestly priced,
small American car, to not take undo advantage of his grandmother’s generosity.
Grandma lived at home with a full-time nurse. She was confined to a wheelchair.
Otherwise, she was hale and feisty. She welcomed him, smothering him with affection. He
presented her with a backpack loaded with emergency items. She was delighted and thanked
him profusely.
“What have you been doing lately, Grandma?”
“My favorite, Harlequin Romances. I read one nearly every day.”
“Why don’t you read something informative, like geography or history or . . . ?”
“Ben, there’s nothing like a love story. Have you ever seen a good movie without a love
story, even if it’s not the main plot?”
“Some people think it’s the only story in life.”
“Ever loved anybody, Ben?”
“Mom, Dad, you . . . .”
“Ben, I mean a woman.”
“I’ve liked a lot of women.”
“I’m not talking about ‘like’. I said ‘love’, passion, feeling!”
Ben blushed. “I think you’ve been reading too many romances, Grandma.”
“And not a one of them true. I could stand for some of the real thing. Your Grandpa wasn’t
too romantic, but we had our moments. Captain Elsworth, what a man!”
“Grandma, what is a good age to get married?”
“When you want to. And when you find someone you want to marry, someone who would
also like to marry you.”
“Dad’s big on waiting.”
“Your father took longer to decide he wanted to get married than some men. That never
bothered me. It bothered your Grandpa. He thought Lloyd was out with women he shouldn’t
be with, but I don’t think he ever was.”

“I agree. Dad would never . . . .”
“I sometimes wonder how your mother ever ended up marrying him. She never seemed
sure she wanted to marry Lloyd, but maybe she was just teasing him, so he could catch her.”
“I think Mom’s okay. Dad did all right.”
“I’m glad you think so, Ben. I’ve always liked Jessica myself.”
“Where are your photo albums?” asked Ben.
“They’re on the living room book shelf.”
Ben brought several albums to the table where they were talking. His grandmother had
scripted in the names of the photographed people and cut out greeting cards and bits of poetry to
decorate the area around the pictures. “Beautiful,” thought Ben. He turned to several
photographs of himself when he was young. He usually avoided them, but he wanted to see
them again. He understood the reason for his whitish pupils, but that didn’t relieve the
discomfort he felt when seeing them. He gazed pensively at one page with several photos of
himself.
“You should give me some recent pictures of yourself. I could make a new album for you,”
said his grandmother.
“I sent you some mission photos.”
“Yes, I have them. That’s not the album they’re in. It’s over in the bookcase.”
“That’s okay,” said Ben absent-mindedly. “I wonder why I was so cross-eyed.”
“Ben, take me out in the garden,” said Margaret, noting Ben’s distress. “There’s a rose bush
out there I’m keeping my eyes on.”
“Okay.” Ben wheeled his grandmother into a small, well-manicured backyard. The flower
boxes were raised, so she could tend them from her wheelchair. There was a patio, a bird bath
and three carved Italian marble statues. The garden was enclosed with a stone wall.
“Ben, get my hand pruners. They’re in the bucket at the end of the patio.”
Ben found them for her. Margaret pruned the plant while talking. “So, Ben, I know there’s
a girl on your mind.”
“Not really.”
“You can’t fool me, Ben. How old is she?”
“Twenty.”

“A little old.”
Ben chuckled, “Grandma, these days a twenty year-old girl isn’t old.”
“How old are you?”
“Twenty-one, we’re only three months apart.”
“In Harlequin Romances the man is always ten or twelve years older than the woman.”
“You said that none of those books are true.”
“So . . . is she beautiful?”
“She’s gorgeous.”
“Describe her.”
“She’s an acrobat. She models bathing suits. She’s super slim, athletic, has blue eyes and
long, wavy blond hair.”
“Like Hollywood.”
“Better than Hollywood. Hollywood’s trying to imitate her. She’s the original. She’s allnatural.”
“What do you mean by ‘all-natural’?”
“She doesn’t paint her nails, but they’re perfect. She doesn’t dye her hair, but it’s a perfect
sunshine blond. Her eyes, they’re . . . they’re the deepest sapphire blue.”
“You do have a woman on the mind. I thought so. Where did you meet her?”
“In high school. I knew her before my mission.”
“Did she like you?”
“We were friends, like brother and sister.”
“Does she like you now?”
“I think so.”
“Are you in love?”
“Not at all.”
“Why bother then? Date someone else.”
“I can’t get her out of my mind.”
“Then date her.”
“Dad doesn’t want me to.”

“Ben, I thought you were old enough to decide things like that for yourself. Do you want
me to tell your father he should let you date her?”
“No, I just wish I could stand up to him and do it anyway. But maybe I shouldn’t. Maybe
Dad’s right.” Ben buried his face in his hands.
“Your dad is often right, Ben, but you need to decide what’s right for yourself.”
“I don’t know,” said Ben, thinking, “but I do. My sight’s on thin ice.”
“What’s her name?”
“Lisa.”
“Nice name. Does she have good character? Is she virtuous, lovely and of good report?”
“I don’t know.”
“Don’t you care?”
“Of course I do.”
Ben clasped the hand of one of the marble statues. “Where did you get these?”
“They’re from Italy. I inherited them from the Captain’s family.”
“I like them.”
“Would you like them?”
“Grandma, they belong here.”
“I can put them in my will for you.”
Ben thought to himself, “I wouldn’t know what to do with them.” Aloud he said,
“Grandma, you’re always too generous. I wish I could pay you back for the car you gave me.”
“I love you, Ben. I want you to always have a way to get around. You had such a hard time
with that cane. By the way, did you keep it?”
“Yes, I still have it.”
“Aren’t you glad you don’t need it?”
“Very glad. If I had all the gold, silver and gems in the world, I would trade it for my
sight.” He pressed his fingers against his glasses. “It’s so great. I never knew what I was
missing. There’s no comparison to being able to see.”
“Maybe we all take it for granted.”
“I never will.”

“A miracle happened to you, Ben. I remember the first time you looked at me and could see
me. I’ll never forget it.”
“Neither will I.”
The nurse approached them. “Ma’am, your lunch is ready.”
“Did you make enough for my grandson?”
“I’ve been instructed to provide a meal for one, ma’am.”
“Ben, there’s a scrumptious sandwich place just a few blocks from here. Here’s five dollars.
Get a sandwich, and come back and eat lunch with me.”
“Grandma, I . . . .”
“Take it. Now go.”

Ben returned with a twelve-inch sandwich and a drink. He was hungry. The nurse had
cleared the table and set places for two. Grandma Elsworth ate her specially prepared meal
while Ben joined her with his.
“So, Ben, are you going to date this girl or not?”
Ben swallowed a large mouthful. “I should be thinking about college.”
“We’re not talking about college. We’re talking about love. But Ben, if you need money
for college, you know who to ask. Are you planning to go to college?”
“I signed up for some classes.”
“That’s a start. What field are you interested in?”
“Electronics.”
“That’s a big field these days. Are you thinking of being a technician, an engineer or
what?”
“I’m considering computer-aided design.”
“I didn’t think you knew much about design.”
“I don’t. I want to learn,” Ben swallowed a mouthful. He hoped he was being convincing.
“Good. That’s one thing I like about you, Ben. You’re always eager to learn. Your plans
are very sensible.”
“Thank you. I hope I have what it takes to carry them out.”

“You learned Japanese, didn’t you? You even learned to read and write in kanji, very
impressive.”
“Thank you.” Ben was glad he came. He needed her encouragement and support.
“Now, what about the girl?”
“I think I should listen to myself.”
“And what are you telling yourself?”
“I want to be with her.”
“See, simple. Don’t worry about your dad, Ben. An old adage applies: His bark is worse
than his bite.”
“It’s not really that simple, Grandma. Dad was right about one thing. It’s hard enough with
windows on both sides of the house.”
“I’m not clear about your analogy.”
“Grandma, don’t you remember the advice they give to the visually impaired? Marry a
sighted person so there will be windows on at least one side of the house.”
“That’s a good idea. It helps to have someone who can drive, handle the finances, shop for
groceries, . . . .”
“Yeah and on and on.”
“It might get tiring for the partner who ends up with all the extra work. You’re lucky you
won’t have to worry about that.”
“I’m afraid I do,” Ben paused. “Lisa is blind.”
“Oh, . . . I see.” She paused several seconds. “Can you accept that?”
“Of course.”
“Is that what you want?”
“I don’t know.”
“If I were you, I’d be making up my mind. Otherwise, you’re much better off finding
someone else.”
“Can’t I just be her friend? Why is it so impossible to have a girl for a friend without
getting mixed up with questions of whether or not it would be okay to marry her or whether or
not I like her that way?”

“I don’t think you’re the first person to ask these questions. I’ve asked them myself. But
don’t kid yourself. You’re attracted to her. I think the issue of platonic friendliness is a moot
point.”
“Grandma, I don’t know how you know these things!”
“I think you gave yourself away when you described her.”
“Yes, she is awesome. I wish I could help her. I know I could, but I like her too much. She
looks just like my dream girl.”
“Physical appearance isn’t everything, Ben.”
“I know.”
“Why don’t you call her and ask her out tonight?”
“Okay. What should we do?”
“What does she like doing?”
“All kinds of things.”
“Take her for a drive in the mountains, hike around some reservoir, talk to her. Be sure to
take a flashlight. You may want to be out late.”
Ben was already dialing the number.
David answered.
“Is Lisa there?” asked Ben.
“No. Who’s this?”
“Ben Richards.”
“She went to the mall. She thinks she needs some new clothes.”
“Could you have her call me when she gets home?”
“Okay, but I won’t be home long.”
“Just leave a . . . forget it. I’ll call her when I get home. Bye.”
“I ought to be leaving now to get ready for my date,” Ben said to his grandmother.
“You have a splendid time.”
“Grandma, would it bother you if I married a blind person?”
“Not at all.”
“I’m not saying I will. I just wanted your opinion on the subject.”
“Of course. Have a wonderful night! I love you.”

“I love you, Grandma.” Ben gave her a good-bye kiss.

Chapter 5.

The mall floor was flooded with Memorial Day weekend shoppers. Tara weaved her
daughter through the crowds and sidewalk sales.
“What were you thinking of buying?” asked Tara.
“For starters, I need new tennis shoes.”
“You plan to play tennis?”
“Mom, general purpose shoes.” Lisa was frustrated. Since she was thirteen she’d
purchased her own clothing. Her parents sometimes commented, but after the purchase.
“Here’s Payless® .”
“Payless?”
“I thought you wanted to save money.”
“I do.”
“Are you ‘too cool’ for Payless?”
“No, it’s okay.”
The shoe store was a self-service store, so Tara acted as Lisa’s attendant. Lisa finally found
a pair of shoes that satisfied her. She paid for them with a fifty dollar bill borrowed from her
father.
“I hope this change is enough buy a blouse to wear for my speech,” said Lisa.
“You have dozens of blouses, Lisa.”
“And none I’d dare wear to church.”
Tara showed her numerous blouses. Lisa checked them with her fingers, but couldn’t
visualize the design, how transparent the cloth was, or what shade of whatever color she was
looking at. “I don’t think I want anything lacy,” she said, as blouse after blouse turned up with
lace on it. “Let’s go home, Mom. I’ll get something later. It’s four weeks ‘til my speech.”
“Don’t you trust me to find something you’d like?”
“We have different tastes.”
“Lisa, if you bought classic clothing instead of trendy stuff, you’d get more use out of it.”

Lisa pouted, thinking, “Mom always says that.” “What are the latest styles?” she wondered.
“You do have a point,” she conceded.
As they drove home, Lisa pondered her dark future. She’d have to change the way she
dressed. She couldn’t afford a new wardrobe every season any more. She’d always spent
money as fast as she got it. “Mom, I need to get a job,” she vented.
“Oh?”
“What could I do? Who would hire me?”
Tara was stumped. Jobs for youth weren’t plentiful. Lisa had no education beyond high
school and modeling school. “Babysitting?” she thought. “No.”
“Have you thought of going to college?”
“I hate school. I can just see myself getting lost on campus. I need something right now.”
“Lisa, ‘right now’ has been your life. You need to think ahead.”
“Please don’t lecture me. I can’t think ahead.” She tried to, but it was painful.
“I really don’t know what to suggest. If you’re worried about money, Lisa, we’ll see what
we can do.”
“Mom, you and Dad have had to pay my medical bills.”
“You’re still on our insurance, Lisa. Besides, we got a disbursement from the California
Victims of Crime Fund.”
“Good. You never told me you got that money.”
“We did. You didn’t have much equity in your car, but considering the compensation
money, we actually owe you. Don’t worry about money, okay?”

David had left a note for Tara, informing her that Ben called.
“Lisa, Ben called,” Tara said.
Lisa dropped her parcel on the counter and immediately called him.
“Richards’,” answered Ben’s father.
“Is Ben there?”
“No.”
“He just called awhile ago.”

“He did?”
“I’ll call back,” said Lisa.
“Good-bye.”
The line clicked before she could respond. Feeling ticked at Ben’s father, Lisa went to her
room. She combed her shelves and found an empty journal she’d never written in. She
struggled through the desk drawer to find a pen. She wrote, “Dear Journal,”
She paused, leaned her elbows against the writing desk and placed her fingers against her
nose, temples and eyelashes. A severe headache developed. She stood up and groped her way
into the bathroom. She found a bottle of pills in the medicine cabinet above the sink.
“Lisa, don’t take pills without knowing what they are first,” exclaimed Tara, snatching the
container from her hands.
“Mom, if I knew you were here, I would have asked for your help.”
“What do you need?”
“Just aspirin. That has to be the right bottle.”
“It is. But Lisa, be careful. Don’t kill yourself.” Tara placed three pills in Lisa’s hands and
handed her a cup of water.
Lisa swallowed them. “Mom, I want to write in my journal.”
“Really? I’ve given you several journals. I don’t think you’ve written much in them.”
“I have an idea. I’ll use a ruler to measure every inch, so I won’t write over what I’ve
already written and so I’ll write straight, and then I’ll fold a corner on each page I finish.”
“Why don’t you use Dad’s computer?”
“He’ll read what I write.”
“No he won’t. You can save everything on your own disk and keep it under lock and key.”
“Okay.” Lisa’s headache began to lift. She still felt an annoying pain around her eyes, but
she’d learned to block it out.
Lisa hadn’t used the computer before. Jeff had purchased it only recently. Tara used the
computer for word processing and recording financial receipts. She showed Lisa how to boot
up the computer and insert her floppy disk. She initialized the new disk and started the word
processor.
“Now you can just type, Lisa.”

“Will it read back what I type?”
“No. It’s not that smart. Just do the best you can. You don’t have to press the carriage
return. It automatically wraps around when you type past the end of a line.” Tara watched a
few minutes then went upstairs.
Lisa typed slowly, agonizing over every letter, “I wish I could see what I’m typing then I
would be able to read it. I want to find a job. I hate being blind.”
Ben was relieved that both of his parents’ cars were missing when he arrived home. He
hurried to his room to call Lisa.
The phone in the den rang. Lisa picked it up.
“Hansens’.”
“Is that you, Lisa?”
“Ben. I tried to call you back. You weren’t home.”
“I went to my grandmother’s. I called you from there.”
“Oh.”
“Can I take you hiking tonight?”
“I’m really tired.”
“I understand. Shall we just go for a drive?”
“Okay. Where?”
“Up in the mountains. We could breathe some fresh air.”
“I would like to get out of Boulder for awhile.”
“I’ll pick you up in half an hour. Is that okay?”
“Give me forty minutes.”
“Fine, I’ll be there soon.”
Lisa stood up. She crashed into the half-open door of her father’s den. Suppressing the
urge to scream, she went upstairs. “Mom!”
“Right here.”
“What do I do now? I typed it all in.”
“You need to save it. I’ll come right down and show you what to do.”
Tara silently read the brief journal entry and nearly cried.

“Mom, Ben called back. He’ll be here in less than forty minutes.”
“Good, what are you doing tonight?”
“We’re going for a drive. We might even go for a hike.”
“That’s great.” Tara would have lectured her on how suitable Ben was but decided to not
oversell him. Knowing Lisa, it would backfire. Tara saved Lisa’s file, wishing Lisa could do it
by herself, but she couldn’t using a mouse. “We need to get Lisa some special software,” she
thought, sticking a label on Lisa’s disk. “Here’s your disk,” she said, pressing it into Lisa’s
hand. She handed Lisa a pencil and asked her to label and date it. Lisa did so, wishing she
could read the label.

Lisa showered, then laid out her makeup and began the laborious process of applying it to
her face. “Mom!”
“Yes, Lisa. I’ll be right up.”
“How does my makeup look?”
“I think you’re getting better all the time.”
“Can you judge it by professional standards? Get my portfolio. It’s in my bottom desk
drawer.”
Tara retrieved Lisa’s modeling portfolio. She leafed through the large number of
photographs, comparing the girl in the pictures to the girl before her. The model was tan. Her
eyes were a paler blue. Her hair style was different. Her brows were neatly plucked instead of
bushy. Her muscles seemed firmer. She was more poised. “I don’t think it’s fair to compare
you with these pictures,” she said at last.
“Have I changed that much?”
“Your makeup looks as good as any of these pictures. You didn’t wear much makeup when
you modeled.”
“I did, but it had to look natural for modeling sportswear.”
“Oh. Would you like me to do your brows?”
Lisa smiled sheepishly. “Guess they haven’t been done for awhile.”
Tara shaped Lisa’s brows with tweezers to look like her photographs. After she pulled a
few hairs, Lisa sneezed. “Bless you!” exclaimed Tara.

“I always sneeze when I do my brows.”
“There must be a way for you to do them yourself.”
“There is. I could use wax. I’ve always plucked my brows because it’s faster.”
“I’ll get you some wax when I go shopping.”
“No. I have some, somewhere.”
“How do you get your hair to look like that?”
“What do you mean?”
“Like this bathing suit photo. You have a white swimsuit on, with stripes and a star across
your chest, goggles around your neck.”
“Oh, I think I know what you’re referring to. I wet down my hair, put styling gel on and
just let it air dry.”
“That sounds pretty simple.”
“It is, but I don’t know where my styling gel is.”
“Where did you leave it?”
“I have no idea. I have a hard time remembering where I put all my things.”
Tara cleaned out the bottom of the bathroom cabinet, searching for the gel. She found it,
fallen behind several rolls of toilet paper. “Is this it?”
Lisa sniffed it, recognizing the familiar orange scent. “Yes.” In minutes Lisa’s hair style
resembled her hair in the photograph.
“Thanks for helping me, Mom.” Lisa gave her mother a quick hug. “I wish I had a mirror
that talked to me.”
“Like the mirror that Snow White’s step-mother had?”
“Kind of.”
“You are the fairest in all the land,” her mother jokingly mimicked.
“Thanks Mom, you can be my mirror. But make sure you always tell the truth.”

Lisa finished dressing, pleased that she had new tennis shoes. She felt more spry. Maybe
she and Ben could go hiking.

Tara handed Lisa a small homemade tote bag with a draw string. Lisa reached in and
noticed her cane, along with a roll of toilet paper, a small canteen filled with water, energy bars,
a small first aid kit and a flashlight. “What’s this?”
“I thought you might need some essentials, in case you have an emergency.”
“What would I do with a flash light?”
“Use it as a signal, if necessary.”
“I guess you’re right.” Lisa remembered driving through town one evening. She forgot to
turn on her lights. She could see very well without them. Then she realized that her lights were
essential in making her car visible to other motorists. “I guess that’s as important as using the
lights to see,” she thought. She accepted the tote bag.
“Lisa, wake me up when you get home.”
“I don’t want to disturb you.”
“Would you prefer that I wait up for you?”
“Mom, I’ve been away for three years. I’ve been out hundreds of times. Why are you
suddenly so concerned?”
“Maybe I wasn’t concerned enough before. You might not be like this now.”
“Mom, you had nothing to do with it, I mean absolutely nothing. Are you trying to blame
yourself for what happened?”
“Your father and I are rather lenient. Maybe we should be more like the Richards.”
“I don’t agree. Ben lives under his father’s thumb. I haven’t seen him for days, and it’s
because his father’s so strict. I don’t think it’s fair to Ben. He’s twenty-one years old and a
returned missionary. His parents should give him some credit.”
Tara fought within herself the age old conflict of letting go. Her head ached, searching for
how she could have prevented her daughter’s injury. “Lisa, please don’t resent my concern for
you. You’re all the more vulnerable now.”
“I thought you trusted Ben.”
“I do. I’m glad you’ll be with him. I shouldn’t worry. You have a good time.”

Ben arrived a minute early. He excitedly helped Lisa into his car.
“What were you doing at your grandmother’s today?” she asked.

“My mother wanted me to take her a three-day emergency kit.”
“Like this one?”
“Somewhat.”
“I don’t think these rations would last three days,” said Lisa.
“What do you have in there? Anything good to eat?”
“Energy bars, want one?”
“Sure.” Ben had eaten only a light snack since lunch. “What else do you have in there?”
“Water.”
“Is it fresh?”
“Probably.” She handed him the canteen. He took a sip and pressed the canteen back into
her hand. As he glanced toward her hand, he noticed something in her bag.
“I see you have your cane in there. You should always keep it with you. Have you been
practicing with it?”
“Not really.”
“How have you been getting around?”
“I have a large family.”
“They seem to be generous with their time also. You won’t always have them to take you
places, Lisa.”
Silence.
“I know. You don’t like being reminded,” Ben teased in a serious tone.
“So you gave your grandmother the kit and then what?”
“We talked.”
“About what?”
“Love.”
“Oh.”
“Grandma’s a character. She spends most of her time reading Harlequin romances.”
“I read several of those once, a long time ago.”
“Is that so? Did you learn anything about men?”
“No. Every one of those stories is the same. The woman is always beautiful; the man is
always rich.”

“What do you like in men?”
“I like men who keep their word and don’t lie or cheat.”
“I like women who are honest.”
Lisa was silent. She thought of asking Ben to describe the scenery but didn’t. What would
he say? Mountains? Trees? “Tell me if you see any animals,” she finally said.
“Okay.”
But mile after mile passed and Ben mentioned no furry creatures.

Ben stopped the car in a parking lot near a secluded lake, bordered by a gorgeous mountain
range topped with majestic peaks. Lisa took a deep breath of the thin mountain air. “Rocky
Mountain National Park?”
“Good sense of direction. And distance. Shall we take a short hike?”
“Okay.”
“Let’s bring that bag along. I’ll carry it.” He took the bag and draped it over his arm.
“There’s a trail that goes up the mountain. You want to go up a ways?”
Lisa nodded.
Ben led Lisa along the shimmering lake then followed a fork up the mountain. The trail was
easy at first. Lisa breathed the mountain air and smelled the pungent decaying pine. A cool,
gentle breeze provided relief from the hot house in the valley. She willed herself to relax,
trusting in Ben’s ability to keep her from mishap. Further along the trail, hiking became more
difficult. Stones and tree roots interrupted the steep surface of the trail. A hundred feet up, the
trail leveled off for a few feet. Lisa tripped over a tree root. Ben caught her nearly instantly.
Shaken, she trembled. She shivered, even though it wasn’t really cold.
“I should have warned you to bring a jacket,” said Ben.
“I’m okay.”
“Let’s stop here. There’s a log we can sit on. We can talk.”
“I don’t want to spoil your hike.”
“I wouldn’t be here without you.”

Lisa pulled strips of bark shedding from the fallen log. She playfully pulled off tiny pieces,
put the bark between her teeth and tasted it. “I’ve always loved the mountains,” she said. “A
seashore is nice, but there’s nothing like a mountain. It’s like always having a place to hide.”
“I feel the same way. Mountains are security. They’re friends.”
“I love them. Whenever I’m sad, I imagine lying in a beautiful high pasture with snowcovered, blue mountains all around.”
“You can see them in your mind?”
“Yes. And many other things.”
“The memories of what you’ve seen are a store of treasure for you, aren’t they?”
“I guess they are like treasure.”
“Would you trade the things you’ve seen for jewels, silver or gold?”
“It would be nice to be rich, but I wouldn’t want to trade. I’ve been very lucky. I’ve seen
mountains and canyons, people of many nationalities, endless things. I’ve always wanted to
travel to Europe, or Asia or Australia, but now . . . .”
“If you could travel now, would you?”
“I’m not sure. I wouldn’t get to see anything.”
“There must be other ways you could experience new places.”
“I’ve been thinking about that. I’ve never been a big music fan, but I’d like to listen to
music more now. Maybe I could find an experience worth remembering.”
“I’m sure you could. Do you play any musical instruments?”
“I played the piano when I was younger, but I quit. I didn’t like to practice.”
“Are you planning to take it up again?”
“I don’t think so. I’m terrible at memorizing music. Do you play a musical instrument,
Ben?”
“My family has a baby grand piano I haven’t touched in years. My parents pressured me
into playing when I was young, but I got too discouraged.”
“I guess it doesn’t work when you’re under pressure,” said Lisa.
“I think encouragement is good, but a person has to decide to do something themselves.
Have you thought of riding a bike?”
“You can’t be serious?”

“I know a blind guy who rides a bicycle.”
“How?”
“A friend rides along in front of him with a radio or just talks. Sometimes he rides along a
rain gutter, preferably with water in it.”
Lisa laughed. “I’ll consider trying it.”
“You could shoot baskets too.”
“Really? How would I know if the ball goes through the net?”
“You’ll know.”
“There must be many things I could do.”
“You could water-ski. With your acrobatic ability, you would look sensational.”
Lisa laughed. “Thanks. Have you done that?”
“You mean before my surgery? Yes, and afterwards. My family had many outings on the
lake with our boat.”
“Wow!”
“You may want to play volleyball.”
“No way.”
“Sure, you can serve. If you’re good, your team will let you serve the whole game.”
“I’ll need more strength than I have now to do that.”
“Don’t limit yourself, Lisa. You’ll get your strength back. You don’t have to be the best at
everything you do. Just get involved.” Ben squeezed Lisa’s hand. They continued talking on
many subjects, getting to know each other and reminiscing on their high school friendship.
“Why did you leave frogs in my locker?” asked Lisa.
“To get your attention.”
“You have it now. Please, no more frogs.”
“Okay,” Ben squeezed her hand again.
They were both silent. The sunlight faded quickly. Clouds gathered. Ben watched Lisa’s
form grow dimmer and dimmer as she swung her legs and played with the bark. She took no
notice of the thickening darkness. Ben reflected on his childhood. He’d always been aware of
the setting sun. What did she see? Blackness or just emptiness? “Is everything black to you?”
he inquired.

“No. I don’t really concentrate on what I’m seeing. I just concentrate on my other senses.”
“Oh.”
The temperature fell. It grew dark.
Lisa began to shiver. The thin mountain air was chilly. Ben took off his shirt and had her
put it on.
“It must be dark. It’s really cold,” she shivered.
“Yes.”
“I have a flashlight in my bag,” she offered.
“I have one too.” Ben pulled a flashlight off his belt. “I think we should get back. It looks
like it’s going to storm.”
Ben had underestimated how treacherous the mountain trails could be in weak light. He had
a flashlight in one hand and Lisa on his other arm. He didn’t have a free arm to grab onto tree
roots or move overhanging branches out of the way. He switched his flashlight to his other
hand. Lisa swayed and jerked on his arm, making it difficult for him to point it.
Ben’s night vision was poor. Frustrated, he stopped. “Lisa, hold on to my back pockets.”
With his arm free, it was much easier for him. Lisa had a harder time. She kept stumbling into
him. After one particularly hard collision, he turned around to see how she was. Instantly he
regretted his move. She lost her balance and tumbled down the slope. Ben was certain he’d
killed her.
Adrenaline pumping, he whipped out Lisa’s cane and extended it instantly. Cane in one
hand, flashlight in the other, he ripped down the mountain face, amazed by how unobstructed
his path was. With a sweep of his flashlight, he located Lisa. She’d fallen nearly thirty feet and
landed in a heap. He rushed to her side, arriving less than a minute from when she fell. She
murmured.
He checked her pulse and respiration. They were shallow, but she was still alive. “Does
your head hurt? Your neck? Any bones broken?” He stroked her hair and forehead. He felt a
sticky sensation on his fingers. Blood gushed from her temple where the bullet had entered her
skull. Terrified, he retrieved a bandage from Lisa’s pack and bound it over the wound to stop
the bleeding. “You have a cut here,” he said. He was thankful he’d been quick. “She might
have bled to death,” he thought.

She didn’t answer. He feared she was in shock. He checked her vital signs again. He
wished he could pick her up and carry her down the mountain, but he knew he’d never keep his
balance with her over his shoulder. He was also wary of a possible fractured neck or spine.
Ben applied pressure to the bandage until the bleeding stopped. Not daring to move her, he
considered remaining the rest of the night on the mountain with her. He placed leaves over her
cold limbs to keep her warm. He sat quietly for five minutes or so, praying she’d revive.
Lightning flickered across the sky. Thunder followed.
He examined the bank where she’d fallen, wondering why her fall wasn’t fatal. A flicker of
lightning revealed a steep ravine with soft, gravel-like dirt. The ravine cut through the trail right
where Lisa had lost her footing. It was a path that drained the mountain during a cloudburst. In
moments, it could be a small river. He had to move her.
She was motionless. He rubbed her cheeks, calling, “Lisa, Lisa,” above the sound of
thunder. He removed one of her shoes and rubbed the soles of her feet, repeating his cries. He
felt her twist slightly.
“Can you sit up? Anything broken?” She struggled to get up. He assisted her as gently as
possible.
“I feel terrible,” she moaned.
“Lisa, I need to get you home. It’s going to storm. Can you walk?”
She rose to her feet, then stumbled dizzily.
“Here’s your cane. Do you want to use it?”
“No.”
“Are you sure? It wouldn’t be a bad idea.”
“I’ll just hang on to you.”
“Okay.” Ben put her cane in the bag.
Ben cautiously snaked down the remaining steep part of the trail. The lightning streaks
made it easier to pick a path. Unafraid of being struck by lightning, he thanked the Lord for
small miracles. When the slope leveled off, he allowed himself to look back. Lisa followed
semi-consciously.
“Your cane’s a little flimsy, Lisa, but it’s not a bad walking stick. Have you ever used a
stick when you hike?”

“It’s not made for that,” she mumbled.
“I know, but you have to use what you have. You don’t always watch your feet while
hiking. What if you stepped on a rattlesnake?”
“Ben.”
“I’m glad I didn’t need to do first aid for a rattlesnake bite tonight, but if I had to, I would.”
“What would you do?”
“I’d make a tourniquet with my belt, sterilize my pocket knife if I could. Then I’d cut
through the fang marks, suck out the venom and spit it out then get you to a hospital as soon as
possible for a poison antidote, so you wouldn’t lose your limb or your life.”
“Disgusting.”
“You see why I’m glad you didn’t step on a snake.”
“Maybe I should use a cane.”
“It’s not too late to change your mind.”
“No, I’ll be okay.”
“It’s raining.”
Lisa caught sprinkling drops in her outstretched hand. “I like rain,” she said. “It makes the
earth green.”
“Maybe it should make the earth blue. Why do you like green?”
“Because it means things are alive.”

When they reached the car, it was raining more heavily. Ben found a blanket in the trunk
and wrapped it around her. He examined Lisa’s head lacerations under the interior car lights.
“This looks pretty deep, Lisa. I think you need stitches.” He started for town about ten miles
away.
“Go to an instant care center,” she said. “They have emergency service twenty-four hours a
day.”
“Shouldn’t we take you home first?”
“No, my parents will just get worried.”
“Okay.”

Lisa rested during the trip, listening to the sound of the windshield wipers, the splashing
sound of the tires on the wet road and the drops sounding on the hood of Ben’s car. Ben drove
with clenched fists, biting his lips. “No more hiking at night,” he told himself.
The cuts required seven stitches.
Lisa’s parents were already asleep. Ben didn’t suggest waking them up. He helped Lisa to
her room. Satisfied that Lisa would at least live until morning, he left.
Ben went home. His parents were both asleep. He lay on his bed and opened his scriptures,
unable to concentrate. “I shouldn’t have taken her that far up the trail,” he thought. “I should
have come back before dark. I should have insisted she use her cane. It’s hard for her to accept
her cane, but it’s her independence. I hope she’ll see that.” Crying silent tears of empathy for
Lisa’s injuries, Ben went into Mark’s gymnasium and worked out, not furiously this time but
laboriously. His muscles grew tired; he returned to his room. Praying that Lisa would be okay,
he dropped off to sleep.

Chapter 6.

Ben arrived at the breakfast table as Lloyd cleared his place, preparing to leave. Ben sat
down without his customary greeting.
“Ben,” said Lloyd.
“Yes, Dad?”
“We received a call from the Hansens’ this morning. Apparently Lisa had an accident.”
“What did they say?”
“She had a concussion. They fear the worst. What happened?”
“She took a spill during our walk.”
“She had seven stitches!”
“I took her to a medical unit afterwards.”
“Ben, did she lose consciousness?”
“For a few minutes, yes.”
“Did you mention that to the doctor?”
“I don’t believe we did.”
“Why not?”
“She seemed okay by then.”
“Do you realize she could have serious brain damage from her fall?”
“Dad, I don’t think it was that serious.”
“Ben, she has enough problems without your adding to them.”
“I didn’t try to hurt her.”
“You succeeded in doing so without trying.”
“I’ll go over right now and apologize.”
“You absolutely will not. You’re not to see or call Lisa for at least two months. Do I make
myself clear?”
“Two months! Dad, why?”
“Do you know the legal trouble we could be in?”
“Dad, the Hansens won’t sue over something like this.”

“They don’t have to. Any do-good lawyer could take this up, and we’d be in hot water up to
our neck. Absolute financial ruin! Do you understand?”
Ben was silent.
“You’ll not see her or call her. Do I have your solemn word?”
Lisa’s room was hot during the day, so the Hansens set up a cot in the basement for Lisa.
Tara called the doctor repeatedly. He wasn’t alarmed and didn’t suggest they admit Lisa to the
hospital but ordered her to remain in bed for at least three days.
She did little but lie in the basement and pick at the meals Tara brought her. Her head,
throat and chest ached with the heaviness of deep depression. After three days, Lisa passed the
day without lapsing into semi-consciousness. The enforced bed rest healed her brain tissues,
but she was still weak. She moved about the house, weak and dizzy, finding it difficult to
navigate. She wondered why Ben didn’t call.
Then she became restless. She paced and circled aimlessly. Then one afternoon she noticed
that she could detect walls and doorways with her ears. A fresh spurt of courage rejuvenated
her. Determined to be more active, she announced to her parents that she was ready to receive
instruction through a rehabilitation center.

Her mobility instructor was Janice Gomez, a volunteer. Janice was kind but businesslike.
She discouraged Lisa from indulging in self-pity with straight talk about how it wouldn’t help
her and might even threaten her survival. She taught Lisa how to cross a street safely, gave her
pointers on detecting and getting around obstacles and taught her how to identify landmarks by
sound. She taught Lisa how to use her cane effectively, how to use it to descend and ascend
steps safely and gracefully and how to shield herself with it in crowds. She taught her how to
travel by bus.
Janice helped Lisa decipher her map. “It’s a fairly good map,” said Janice, “a little out-ofdate, but all the main roads are here. Where do you walk on a regular basis?”
“I want to walk to the South Boulder Recreation Center from my house.”
“That’s almost two miles.”
“It would be good exercise,” said Lisa.

“Two miles for you will seem more like five.”
It did. After walking the distance with Janice, which took over an hour, Lisa realized she
couldn’t maintain the pace she’d hoped. “I’ll walk faster when I’m used to this and stronger,”
she remarked in frustration.
“Lisa, I suggest you get a guide dog.”
“Am I not doing okay with a cane?”
“You’re doing fine, but a dog can help you walk much faster than you can with a cane.”
“Really?”
“Dogs like to move. A person with a dog will usually walk faster than people ordinarily
do.”
“Really? I’ve thought of getting a dog. What should I do to get one?”
“Most of the expenses are covered by foundations, trust funds and private donations, but
guide dog schools ask you to pay a relatively small sum for your dog rather than receiving it as
a gift. It’s meant to be a protection of your self-respect,” Janice explained.
“I’m glad. I never want to be a charity case.”
Lisa’s mobility improved rapidly. She suppressed her reluctance to be seen with a white
cane in public, but it wasn’t easy. She often became angry. She found the sound of her cane
upsetting. Like the cane itself, it was a telltale sign that she was blind. She sometimes heard
children asking their parents what was wrong with her. She continued boldly, as if she hadn’t
heard. Conscious of her visibility, she mentally reviewed what she knew about posture, grace
and style. Not knowing when she was being watched, she assumed it was often and strove to
always look good.
She set a goal to walk to the pool, swim and then walk home each day. Often she tired
before her return and phoned for a ride home. This activity took most of every morning.
One day, she phoned home and no one answered, so she decided to walk back. When she
was half-way home, a hand tapped her on the shoulder. She continued walking. The person
tapped again.
“Who is it?” she asked.
“A friend,” he said.

“I don’t recognize your voice.”
“What are you doing with that cane?”
She knew now. It was Ron Peterson. “Ron, why are you following me?”
“Why wouldn’t you talk to me at the dance?”
“I happened to be there with someone else.”
“Where is he now?”
“I can get around by myself now.”
“Congratulations, Miss Independence!”
“I would have talked to you, but I wasn’t in the mood.”
“So, will you talk to me now?”
“I suppose.” She continued walking.
“Can I take your arm, Lisa?”
“No. But you can offer me yours.”
“Okay. Whatever you wish. I’m not trained in this.”
“Trained in what?”
“Leading people like you.”
“You mean blind people?”
“So, you finally admit that you’re blind.”
“It’s not necessary to state the obvious.”
“You nearly fooled me at the dance.”
“That’s a small comfort. Maybe next time I’ll completely fool you.”
“You’re very defensive about your condition.”
“I don’t like people sneaking up on me.”
“I didn’t sneak. I was driving by, and I approached you head on.”
“Where did you park?”
“Just behind us. Why? Do you want a ride?”
“No. I enjoy walking.”
“Why, to dry your hair?”
“I went swimming.”
“Do you swim with a cane in your hand?”

“Should I allow you to live when you ask such dumb questions?” She swung her cane
against his legs.
“Any weapon you have could be used against you.” Ron grabbed Lisa’s cane and pulled her
toward his car. She was surprised but submitted, admitting her fatigue.
After getting settled in the car, she said, “I could turn you in, for assault and kidnapping.”
“Why don’t you? I’ll just say you assaulted me first.”
“I’d better not. The police ask too many questions.”
“They do?”
“Let’s just say I’ve endured all the interrogation I can stand. I got tired of interviews, tired
of reporters and tired of cameras. Why didn’t they want photographs of when I looked good?”
“Were you on TV?”
“I must have looked hideous.”
“I’m sure you looked fine.”
“What do you want?” she demanded.
“I want to know everything. This is very interesting. Tell me everything.”
“I thought you were taking me home. Where are you taking me?”
“Lisa, I’ve heard three versions of your story, maybe more. None of them sound right. Tell
me what really happened.”
“I’d really rather forget.”
“You haven’t forgotten a heartbeat of it. And I don’t think you want to. Were you in a car
wreck?”
“I was shot.”
“But you were in your car.”
“Someone shot me while I was driving.”
“So then you wrecked.”
“I didn’t collide with anything. I just stopped the car.”
“You got hit by a bullet and calmly stopped the car.”
“I wasn’t exactly calm.”
“So an ambulance came and rushed you to the hospital.”
“I thought you wanted me to tell the story.”

“I do. You keep pausing, so I thought I’d just help you along. Is that when you got tired of
telling the police your story?”
“Yes.”
“What happened to your Corvette? Wouldn’t you rather be driving it than riding in my
Pinto?”
“I really shouldn’t have sold my car so quickly.”
“You sold it? I would have gladly bought it.”
“I could have made double what I asked, especially if I would have mentioned how the
window got smashed.”
“So now you have no car and must beg rides from old friends.”
“I didn’t beg you for a ride.”
“The expression on your face did. I don’t think you enjoy getting around like that.”
“You mean with a cane?”
“You still haven’t mentioned exactly what caused your sight to disappear.”
“I thought it was obvious. The bullet hit a bull’s eye.”
“You mean your eyes. How?”
“From the side, not directly, but it got them both. I would have preferred losing only one.”
“Of course.”
Both were silent for over a minute.
“I think I understand why you’d rather not talk about it,” he said.
“I’m not really angry anymore.”
“I think you are.”
“No, I’m not. There’s no point in it,” Lisa whined.
“You’re still angry, Lisa.”
“Who said you were my psychotherapist?”
“Lisa, I’m not into psychotherapy. I’m interested in bioengineering.”
“What?”
“It deals with artificial limbs, artificial hearts. I’d like to see an artificial eye that would
actually work.”
“That’s a benevolent wish.”

“I’m considering the University of Utah for my graduate work. They’ve done an incredible
amount of research there.”
“I wish you the best.”
“Right now, I want to go no further than right here. How about dinner tonight?” Ron
stopped the car.
“Is this my home?”
“Don’t get out yet. Tell me if you’ll go out with me. I want very much to date you again.”
“You must be very busy with your studies.”
“What’s bothering you? Is it Ben you’re thinking of? Are you seeing him tonight?”
“No.”
“See? No conflict.”
“Ron, there’s something you might not realize. They weren’t able to salvage my eyes.”
“I realize that.”
“Does it bother you?”
“I find it interesting.” Ron was curious about Lisa’s eyes. That was one reason he wanted
to take her out.
“Just as an interesting story? Ron, I’m not really that fun to be with anymore. I can’t see.”
Lisa feared becoming a specimen of scientific study under Ron’s eyes.
“I could get used to it. We’ll find activities we both enjoy.” Ron was curious about what
Lisa could and couldn’t do.
“Like?”
“You went swimming didn’t you? You’re not a home body.”
Lisa thought of her previous date with Ron: the tennis, the roller skating, the play. “It
won’t be like before.”
“I hope not. That was our first date.”
“Why should tonight be our second? You could have asked me out before.”
“You never had a free night!”
“You do have a point. I’ll go out with you on one condition.”
“What’s that?”
“That you call Ben and find out why he hasn’t phoned me.”

“You silly goose. Why would I want to call him?”
“Just do it.”
“Okay.” Ron thought, “I’ll do it.”

Later in the evening, Lisa talked about current events, old friends and her brothers’ Flying
Duo escapades, laughing freely as she ate pizza with Ron.
“So you did all of the moves at home, but at the show you refused to get on the tight rope?”
Ron liked her stories.
“Yes.”
“But maybe you’ll do it sometime?”
“How big of a bet are you willing to place on it?”
“I’d be willing to marry you if you did,” Ron declared.
“Then you can be certain I will never even make an attempt.”
“Come now, Lisa. Won’t you even consider marrying me?”
“When I consider marriage, it won’t be a joke.”
“You have considered it. Your intended groom is Ben, right?”
“Did you call him?”
“You make me promise to call him. You make this date conditional on my calling him, and
you wait until now to ask me if I did?”
“I was afraid you might not.”
“So?”
“I wanted to go out with you anyway.”
“In case you’re interested, I paid your price for this date whether you appreciate it or not.”
“What did he say?”
“He said his dad will kick him out of the house if he calls you.”
“That’s the truth?”
“The absolute truth.”
“He must have gotten into big trouble on my account,” Lisa wailed.
“What?”
“Oh. It’s nothing. We just had an accident at the lake.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. Is the baby already on its way?”
“Silly, Ron. You know Ben better than that.”
“Yes, but I know you too.”
“Thanks a lot.” She turned away.
“Lisa.” Ron touched her gently under the chin and brought her face close enough to his that
she could feel his breath. “It was meant to be a compliment. You’re very attractive.”
She smiled at him. He gazed into her motionless eyes, studying their depths. He imagined a
million bionic connections between the plastic implants and her brain, signaling to her the broad
smile on his lips and the twinkle in his deep brown eyes.
“Do your eyes come out?” he said at last.
She jerked as if electrocuted. “Huh?” She wouldn’t tell him.
He placed his broad hands over her cheeks and temples. She struggled to release his grasp.
“I wasn’t going to do anything,” he said.
“Be careful, or I will turn you in to the police.”
“Shall we go to a movie?”
“Yes.”
Lisa didn’t pretend to watch the movie. Neither did Ron. Their faces and lips remained
interfaced throughout. They were engulfed in the sensations of the lusty, lyrical music of the
film and each other.
After the movie, Ron drove Lisa home. “Lisa, give me a chance. I’m just an ordinary
college senior, but I really do care about you. You will go out with me again, won’t you?”
“Call me.”
“Something’s still bothering you.”
“No.”
“Lisa, I really don’t mind that you’re blind. I think you’re still really fun.”
“It’s not that.”
“It must be Ben. I wish I could strangle him.”
“Ben was blind before,” said Lisa nonchalantly.
“I didn’t know that.”

“I didn’t know it either.”
“Maybe that’s why he has such thick glasses.”
“Maybe.”
“That’s pretty awesome. I wonder how they did it.”
“Surgery.”
“I guess. That must be why you care about him so much.”
“No.”
“Lisa, honestly, do you really like him? Isn’t he kind of . . . immature for you?”
“I don’t know.”
“Well, you must, because you seem more than ready to spoil a great time with me over
him.”
“I’m sorry if I did.”
“Lisa, I like you a lot, but I won’t wait forever for you to finish mooning over Ben.”
Lisa’s mind floated with the mood and passion of the evening. Suddenly, her thoughts
concentrated on the moment she looked sightlessly into Ron’s eyes. “Let me see your face,”
she said.
Ron drew near and allowed Lisa to study his features with her fingertips. His face was oval
like hers, long and thin, with no glasses. He had smooth, elastic, clean-shaven skin. His full,
wavy hair was longer than Ben’s. Ron was a handsome, young man, about three years older
than Lisa.
Ron’s emotions of lust and curiosity suddenly took a back seat to a new feeling. He closed
his eyes and saw countless constellations of stars and then light shows of every description.
Then he opened his eyes and saw two orbs before him, reflecting light from the street lamp
nearby. He regained his senses. He wasn’t sure how he felt.
“I must see you again,” he said at last.
“Yes.” She withdrew her hands from his face.
Lisa’s speech was coming up, and she wasn’t prepared.

“Brother Sorensen is overly

confident in me,” she thought. She reminisced over the past three years of her life. She was no
paragon of virtue. Associates in the modeling business had repeatedly offered her opportunities

to compromise her standards. Sometimes she’d been tempted. She considered visiting her
bishop. But what would be the consequence?
She wanted to call Brother Sorensen and let him know she wasn’t worthy to speak to a
group of youth. But surely, he couldn’t assess whether her sins were worthy of censure. She
wasn’t sure herself. Confession was a private matter. But that left the problem of what to speak
about.

Lisa visited the rehabilitation center with her mother. She had abandoned the idea of
pursuing Jessica Richards as a teacher.

Her counselor, Candice, opened Lisa’s file and

observed a note written in the director’s handwriting. She read it quietly.
“Assign Lisa Hansen to Jessica Richards. She’s qualified and will teach in Lisa’s home.”
Confused, Candice excused herself. “Where’s the director?” she asked her secretary.
“At lunch.”
“She left a note for me to assign my client to Jessica Richards. Jessica’s not on our staff or
our list of volunteers. Who is she?”
“She might be the lady who came in about a week ago. She visited with the director most of
the afternoon.”
“Should I assign this lady to my client? Are you sure she’s qualified?”
“I would. Just keep the note in case anyone asks you about it. The lady seemed very
capable.”
Candice returned to her consultation room. “Your teacher’s name is Jessica Richards.
She’s available immediately. When can you start?”
Lisa’s face beamed. “Right away.”
Candice suppressed a chuckle. She proceeded to make the arrangements.
Lisa was thrilled to have Jessica as her teacher. Jessica was approved by the rehabilitation
center. That would please her father. She didn’t question how the unusual arrangement came
about.

Jessica requested study and teaching materials from the American Foundation for the Blind.
Lisa’s ability to use braille improved quickly. Her only stumbling block was her impatience.

“I can’t believe it. This huge volume I can hardly lug to church is only part of the Bible?” Lisa
exclaimed during one of their sessions.
Lisa customarily carried the Bible bound with three other volumes of scripture to church in a
compact leather cover. The same information in braille required a large bookcase, seven
volumes for just the Book of Mormon, and it was much smaller than the Bible. The time required
to read braille dampened Lisa’s initial excitement. She enjoyed reading approximately 350
words per minute. Now she was struggling to read about twenty-five words a minute.
Fearing that Lisa’s motivation would crumble, Jessica dared not break the news that though her
speed would improve, she would never be able to read tactually as fast as she did visually. An
idea occurred to her. “Lisa, let’s label things around the house for you.”
“Like what?”
“What do you use all the time?”
“My makeup.”
“Let’s start with your makeup containers. How do you know what’s in them?”
“By their shape or smell.”
“Get your makeup, and we’ll label it.”
They labeled Lisa’s makeup containers.
“We could label my books,” Lisa proposed.
“I suggest you first label your cassettes and records.”
“What should I do with my books?”
“Keep them, especially the ones you like. Your children might enjoy them.”
“My children? Are you crazy? I’m not planning to have children.”
“You may change your mind later. Also, there’s a device called an Optacon that you can use to
read ordinary print. I’ve never taught anyone to use it before, but I thought you’d like to learn,
so I ordered it for you. We can learn it together, okay?”
“I would like that.”
Jessica helped Lisa create a set of notes for her speech. Jessica encouraged her saying, “When
you use these, you can keep eye contact with your audience. They’ll think you have a fabulous

memory.” The notes weren’t extensive, merely phrases to remind her of the main sections of her
speech and scripture quotations. Lisa planned to extemporize most of it.
“You’ve helped me so much, Jessica. I’m so lucky to have you as my teacher. I doubt anyone
else would help me solve my specific problems.”
“You are more confident than when you first came over to my place.”
“Yes, but I still feel like . . . like I want to see the light at the end of the tunnel.”
“In one sense, you’re already seeing it. Do you have hope?”
“What do you mean?”
“Think again about what hope means.”
“There’s no use in hoping I’ll see again.”
“What can you hope for?”
“I hope to make it through my speech without making a fool of myself. I hope I can earn some
money. I hope I can start enjoying my dates more.”
“Are you dating someone now?”
“Yes, Ron Peterson. He’s a character.”
“Do you like him?”
“I’m not sure, but he’s very intelligent.”
“Is he from around here?”
“His parents have a ranch in western Kansas. From the way he talks, they might lose it.”
“Bankruptcy?”
“Yes. I don’t know the details. Ron asked me out for next Saturday, our third date.”
“Do you keep track?”
“With some guys I do. Some guys go all out to make every date really seem like a date. Other
guys just drop in once in awhile.”
“It sounds like Ron makes every date worth counting.”
“Yes. He called me all week, but he’s been busy with labs and tests, so Saturday’s the first time
we can get together again.”
“Is he a student?”
“Yes, he’s a senior. He’s submitting applications for graduate work next winter.”
“He does sound very intelligent.”

“I enjoy talking to him on the phone. Maybe I shouldn’t say this, but I don’t feel blind when I’m
talking on the phone.”
“Why is that?”
“I don’t know. Maybe people feel uncomfortable when they see me. I’m not even sure how I
would feel around myself. I can’t tell if people are staring at me. I wish I could just meet
people’s eyes or see them smile or wave. I feel like I’m all by myself in the world.”
Jessica touched Lisa’s hand. “Lisa it must be hard for you to express your feelings about this,
but I’m glad you are. I never asked Ben how he felt about his handicap. I wish I would have.”
“I don’t think he liked it.”
“I know that. Maybe he was too young to express his feelings in words. Besides, he never knew
anything else. I’ve babied him too much. He needs to be more independent. I was hoping his
mission would help. It did in some ways. But now I’m fussing over him again.”
“He’s a great help to you and your husband.”
“He’s very good-natured. Sometimes I wish he’d complain just a little. Maybe I feel guilty too
much. Did Ben tell you what was wrong with his eyes?”
“No.”
“He had congenital cataracts.”
“I thought only old people had that.”
“Ben had them at birth. We thought it couldn’t be corrected. Maybe for many children it can’t
be. What I can’t get over was why it took us so long to find a solution.”
“Maybe you got some bad advice.”
“That was just it. We took the word of an eye specialist who said nothing could be done for
years. I regret that.”
“I’m sure you did all you could. Besides that, when you’re blind you have to get on with life. If
you think you’re going to see again, that can stop you. It was horrible losing my eyes, but once
they took them out, I started realizing that I wasn’t going to see again. It was good for me.”
“I’m sure that’s true. Passively hoping is sitting around doing nothing until your sight returns.
Actively hoping is getting up and living your life whether it will or not.”
“Do you think I should still hope?”

“Read this scripture, Lisa.” Jessica placed a volume of the braille Book of Mormon under Lisa’s
fingers.
Lisa read the verse aloud.
“Thank you, Lisa, you did very well. Lloyd and I told ourselves that Ben’s condition was
permanent, thinking that would help him the most, but we shouldn’t have given up hope. I
often feel like I took thirteen years of Ben’s life away from him.”
“How can you feel that way? You gave him life in the first place.”
Jessica smiled. “I was afraid to have more children after Ben. I wanted to have at least one
more, and I wanted a girl. Especially when I was pregnant with Ben, I kept hoping it would be
a girl. It was my most difficult pregnancy. I don’t think the problems I had caused his birth
defect, but maybe they did.”
“Do you regret having him?”
“No, but I had difficulty accepting the fact that the body I gave him wasn’t perfect.”
“But now he’s just fine, so you can get over that.”
“Oh, I’m over it.” Jessica kept these inner scars hidden, even from herself. “Lisa, I hope
you’ll forgive me for being so emotional. I was hoping to help you, and look how I’m acting.”
“Jessica, you wear yourself out, always trying to help people.

Don’t be so hard on

yourself.”
Jessica’s schedule was full of visits to the sick, the elderly and the homeless. She was
nearly always on some errand of generosity. Lloyd wasn’t aware that his wife was teaching
Lisa. He ascribed her absence to one of her never-ending projects. Jessica enjoyed service
activities; they made her the vivacious, gregarious woman she was. But now that she’d shown
Lisa her weaknesses, she felt uncomfortable. She gathered her materials together, preparing to
leave.
Lisa detected her discomfort. “Jessica, if I didn’t have my own mother, I would call you
Mother. I hope you’ll think of me as the daughter you never had.”
“Please call me Jessica,” the older woman said, savoring the joy Lisa’s words brought her.
“I like that name.”
“I like the name Lisa. I planned to name my first daughter Lisa.”
“It sounds like you already think of me as your daughter.”

“Let’s keep it a secret, okay? We don’t want your mother to get jealous.”
“Don’t worry about that. If my mother had her way, you would already be my mother.”
Jessica drove home in her beige Cadillac. Lisa’s words reverberated through her mind.
“I’m so selfish,” she thought. “I need her. She’s a daughter to me. I want to be needed.”
Jessica wanted a permanent relationship with Lisa, but she was careful not to subvert
Lloyd’s plan to keep Lisa away from their son. She was capable however. She was a woman of
stealth and strategy. She’d even convinced the director of the rehabilitation center to assign
Lisa to her tutelage.

Chapter 7.

Ron drove Lisa into a mountainous park area without revealing his plans to her. A friend
met him at the mouth of a trail with his horse trailer. Ron signaled for him to bring the horses
with his arm.
“Let’s go for a walk,” said Ron to Lisa as he helped her out of the car and walked her
toward the horses. One of them whinnied.
“We should go horseback riding here sometime,” Lisa suggested.
“Do you know how to ride?”
“I’ve been on a horse a few times, but not since . . . .”
“Here’s Shamu and Mamu, take your pick,” said Ron’s friend, Ned.
Lisa laughed, “You want me to ride a couple of killer whales?”
“No, Shamu and Mamu are killer mares. They have black and white markings, like killer
whales”
“Oh,” Lisa exclaimed sheepishly.
“They’re very tame.”
“Which is the tamest?”
“No one can tell. These two horses are the tamest in the county. By the way, I’m Ned,” Ron’s
friend introduced himself, offering Lisa his hand. She didn’t take it.
“I’m Lisa,” she said, holding out her hand. Ned shook it. Ron hadn’t told Ned that his date was
blind. Being naive Ned was just starting to catch on. He was nervous about having her ride his
horses. He doubted there’d be a problem, but liability was a constant threat.
“I’ll ride the one who whinnied at me just now,” said Lisa.
“That’s Mamu.” Ned stood aside as Ron helped Lisa mount. Ned looked at Lisa more closely.
“Can’t she see?” he thought. “Poor girl. What happened to her?”
Ron gave Lisa a short course on how to handle the reins. Then he mounted the other animal and
started along the trail. Lisa’s horse followed. Ron gave his friend the ‘A Okay’ sign. Ned left
the two to themselves.

The temperature of the midsummer night’s eve in the mountainous area was perfect. Heavy with
the perfume of evergreens, a gentle breeze brushed Lisa’s face. Ron rode his horse beside
Lisa’s, about a neck in front. Apprehensive at first, Lisa soon relaxed and enjoyed the rhythm of
the animal’s movements. She appreciated the horse looking out for her; she didn’t have to
contend with every stone or tree branch on the trail.
She broke the silence. “Ron, this is a great idea!”
“I’m glad you think so.”
“It’s like a magical, midnight journey through the forest.”
“It’s still light out, Lisa. Today’s the longest day of the year.”
“I know. Tomorrow’s my birthday.”
“It is? Why didn’t you tell me before?”
“You didn’t ask.”
“What would you like for your birthday?”
“You don’t need to get me anything, Ron.”
“When’s your speech tomorrow?”
“Seven-thirty.”
“Can I meet you at seven? I’ll take you there. Where is it?”
“At the chapel where the dance was.”
“No problem.”
“It’s for the youth, ages twelve to eighteen.”
“I can pass for eighteen.”
Lisa was about to say something, but then she remembered that she wasn’t sure how old Ron
looked. “I’d like to have you there,” she said.
Ron stopped at a look out point. He described the Denver skyscrapers, visible to the southeast
below and the undulating plains, stretching east to the distant horizon.
“Do you miss Kansas?” asked Lisa, “like Dorothy of Oz?”
“I’m not that nostalgic. Kansas won’t be my home for long.”
“Wherever you live should be your home. My parents are from Salt Lake, but we have no family
there now. Boulder is my home.”
“You must miss views like this,” said Ron with a touch of sadness.

“I do, but it’s not what I miss the most.”
“Really? What do you miss the most?”
“Do you think we should be going back now?” Lisa stalled.
“I guess we should,” Ron agreed. They turned their horses around and started back down the
trail.
Lisa didn’t want to say she missed being able to see herself. That would sound vain. She finally
said, “I miss being the person I was.”
“You’re still the same person.”
“No one treats me the same way. I don’t think of myself the same way.”
“An identity crisis? It might do you some good to see a psychotherapist.”
“I’m seeing Candice, a counselor at the rehab center.”
“Is she blind?”
“No.”
“Then what good can she do?”
“She doesn’t have to be blind to counsel me.”
“Maybe she ought to be though.”
“She has a Ph.D. in psychology and a master’s degree in special education.”
“I’m sure she’s qualified, academically, but that’s not what I mean. I have no concept of what
it’s like to be blind.”
“I wish I didn’t know.”
“Tell me.”
“I’m sure it’s different for me than for someone who was born without sight.”
“Of course, every experience is different.”
“If I were musically talented or a writer, it would be different, probably easier. But my whole
life centered on visual things: advertisements, photographs and my appearance. Losing my sight
was like having my life ripped away.”
“Go on.”
“I wish I could say it’s just a minor inconvenience.”
“It’s more than that?”

“It’s not something I think about occasionally. It starts the minute I wake up in the morning. It
would be a lot easier to get out of bed if I had the morning sunlight to wake me up.”
“That sounds logical. But at night you can forget, right?”
“Only when I’m asleep. But my counselor said it gets better. She said I won’t think about it all
the time, once I’ve accepted it.”
“What does it mean to accept it?”
“Good question. I suppose it means that I’m not bitter, angry or disturbed about what’s
happened to me, and I’m willing to adapt to my situation and go on with life.”
“Not easy, after what you’ve been through.”
“Tomorrow I’m speaking to the youth. My speech is about hope, of all things.”
“Excellent topic!”
“I’ve been thinking of things I hope for.”
“Like what?”
“I hope I’ll not be considered a freak.”
“I don’t think of you that way.”
“You’re willing to talk to me. People seem to clam up around me.”
“They’re probably just used to meeting eyes with someone before they start talking to them.
That’s our culture for you. It’s not like that everywhere.”
“I hope to earn money for a guide dog. Maybe people would feel more at ease around me if I
had a dog.”
“Quite possible. They could ask you about your dog.”
“I don’t know how I could earn money.”
“What can you do?”
“All I’ve ever done is model. I started modeling when I was a baby. Mom had me do T.V.
commercials and magazine ads. During my high school years, I made good money. I finished
modeling school in Denver. Then I modeled full-time in L.A.”
“Where you made even more money and bought a Corvette.”
“I was doing quite well.”
“That’s quite an achievement for someone as young as you.”
“I was very proud of it. That’s what was taken away.”

“Look at the opportunity to get a dog. Most people aren’t allowed to keep their pets with them
wherever they go, but you’ll have that privilege. Don’t you look forward to that?”
“I do. It might be the only advantage there is to being blind.”
“What about your opportunity to speak tomorrow?”
“Opportunity! I got railroaded into it.”
“But you’re looking forward to it, am I right?”
“I suppose I am. If I wasn’t blind, I probably wouldn’t have been invited to speak. Everyone
thinks I’m a pristine example when I’m really not.”
“Why don’t you play along? Be a good example. They’ll never know you’re really not.”
“Of course they will.”
“No. Make them believe you have admirable courage.”
“Ron, this is silly. I can’t pretend to be something I’m not. Besides, I’m tired of people telling
me how courageous I am.”
“Lisa, get used to it. I think you are courageous. It won’t hurt you to be courageous either.
You’ll need it when you look for work.”
“I still don’t know what I could do to earn money. Even my mother was stumped when I asked
her about it. She mentioned college. It might be right for me someday, but it’s not now.”
“You’ve always been involved in marketing, right? People hired you so you could sell their
product. What made them buy?”
“Appearance.”
“Just appearance? Why did you go to modeling school?”
“To learn poise, grace, how to use makeup, . . . .”
“Makeup. One thing I’ve noticed about you, Lisa, is that your makeup is always perfect.”
“Believe me it doesn’t come easy.”
“But why do you wear it?”
“Because other people can see me. That’s what I hate the most. People can see me, but I can’t
see them.”
“You’re not thinking, Lisa. You’re still feeling sorry for yourself. Don’t you think other women
would be willing to die to look like you?”
“What do you mean?”

“Besides your natural good looks and nice figure, you’re very well groomed.”
“Thank you.” Then it clicked. “Ron, I know what you’re suggesting. I could sell cosmetics,
like Mary Kay® or Jafra® . All I need is a hostess who invites her friends to a party. I’ll show
off my products, teach everyone how to use them and make money doing it.”
“Sounds like you’ve been to some of those parties.”
“Maybe I could do it. My dad’s a salesman. He’s really good.”
“Think it over and make a plan. Write down what you want to accomplish.”
“I’ve advanced far enough in braille I could probably do that.”
“Have you considered keeping a journal?”
“I wasn’t very good at that when I could see.”
“But you have more time now, right?”
“I started a journal on my dad’s computer.”
“How did that go?”
“It was horrible. I have no idea if I typed anything right.”
“You need a computer that will speak what you type.”
“My parents’ computer doesn’t do that.”
“Maybe you just need the right program. Does your parents’ computer talk?”
“I have no idea.”
“Shall I keep my eyes open for you, Lisa?”
“Sure. Thanks.”

Ned met the couple at the head of the trail. Ron handed him some money. Ned nodded a
thank you. “Did you have fun?” he asked, turning to Lisa. She didn’t respond.
“Ned, say, ‘Lisa, did you have fun?’” Ron suggested, noticing what happened. “She doesn’t
know you’re asking her.”
Ned didn’t want to offend Lisa by being over-solicitous, but he was nervous. It didn’t occur
to him to simply use her name when addressing her, even when facing her. Waving his arm, he
led the animals away.
“Thanks for bringing the horses,” Lisa said. “We had fun.” Ned had walked far enough
away that he didn’t hear her.

Chapter 8.
“No thank you, I already have a ride,” said Lisa cheerfully on the phone.
“I’ll see you there then,” said Brother Sorensen.
Ron arrived at seven o’clock sharp the next evening. He pressed a wrapped parcel into Lisa’s
hands.
“Ron, you shouldn’t have!”
“No girl I date is going without a birthday present.”
Lisa opened the friendship card. He read her his message, “I’ve really enjoyed being with you,
especially our ride in the mountains. I hope you don’t mind having me around anymore. Happy
Birthday! Love, Ron.”
Lisa opened the gift. It was a set of cassettes. “What’s this?”
“It’s a book on tape, Think and Grow Rich by Napoleon Hill.”
“Thank you, Ron.”
“It should help get you motivated in your business. It’s not easy.”
“It’ll be much easier to listen to this than to read it in braille.”
“How are your braille studies going?” asked Ron, deciding not to comment on how tough her
business would likely be.
“Not too bad. It’s just really frustrating. It’s so slow.”
“How fast can you read?”
“Once I get more practiced, about a hundred words a minute, but I have a long way to go before I
can do that.”
“Don’t you have to write it in reverse?”
“Writing it backwards isn’t a big deal. I sometimes use a brailler instead. That’s easier and
faster.” Lisa located a braille typewriter under a cover on the kitchen counter. She opened it and
showed it to him.
“Six keys?”
“And a space bar--one key for each of the six braille dots.”

“Six dots,” Ron thought out loud. “That’s more than you need for the alphabet, but that won’t
cover everything. You must need two or more cells for some symbols. ASCII uses eight dots,
and it doesn’t cover everything.”
“What is ASCII?”
“It’s a computer information coding system.”
Lisa was about to explain the backspace, carriage return, and line feed controls, but Ron
interrupted her, “Let’s get going. I don’t want you there late.”
As they drove to the chapel, Lisa asked, “Do you know a lot about computers?”
“I’m learning more all the time. They’ll be used extensively in my field in the future.”
“And in everything I suppose.”
“That’s for sure. Are you ready for your speech?”
“I believe I’ve spent more time thinking about this speech than any I’ve ever given before. I’m
still not sure I’m ready.”
“Just remember: if you can’t see your audience, you won’t be nervous.”
“I can’t count on that.”

Blake Sorensen met Ron and Lisa at the chapel door and greeted them eagerly. Despite his
organizational ability, Blake found himself unsure of how to assist his speaker and even more
unsure of how to introduce her. “Should I mention her handicap or let her do it?” he wondered.
To his consternation, he couldn’t read Lisa’s personality. Trying in vain to meet eyes with Lisa,
her motionless expression unnerved him. In the interest of time, he had no choice but to forge
ahead.
“Lisa, can I take you to the stand?” Blake offered his arm, which she made no move to accept.
Ron saved the moment by placing Lisa’s hand on Blake’s arm. “Good luck,” he whispered. He
gave her a peck on the cheek and went to the back to sit down. Blake walked to the front with
Lisa on his arm, slowly. Normally unconcerned about these events, he was sweating. At the
steps, he warned her to step up, too late. Lisa tripped. Recovering quickly, they made it to the

stand. Blake welcomed everyone. The audience sang a song, We Thank Thee, O God, for a
Prophet. Someone offered a prayer.
Blake rose to introduce his speaker. “It’s gratifying to see so many of you here tonight. It’s a
beautiful summer evening. I’m sure there are many other things you could be doing, but you’re
here. Tonight’s speaker is a beautiful young lady some of you may already know, not much
older than yourselves. She’s a talented model and athlete. I’m sure you’ll not be disappointed.
We’ll now turn the time over to Lisa Hansen.”
Turning, he saw her already out of her chair, headed in his direction. He smiled at her invitingly,
then chastened himself for not communicating on her terms. He gently curled his arm around
her waist and directed her to the podium. She didn’t resist; she even seemed grateful for his
assistance, which surprised him. Sighing with relief that he’d managed to not embarrass her
further, he collapsed in a chair behind her.
In the back of the chapel, Ben entered late. Brooding, he found an available pew. His presence
wasn’t missed by Ron sitting on the back row.
A young woman of twenty-four sat in the mid-section of the chapel, surrounded by twelve and
thirteen year-old girls. She was brown eyed, with long dark hair. Her figure wasn’t heavy but
was a bit beyond voluptuous. She heard the quiet gasps of her girls as the tall blue-eyed, blond
girl stood up at the podium. The young woman found the speaker’s other-worldly appearance
fascinating.
“I wish to thank Brother Sorensen for inviting me to speak tonight. It’s an honor to stand before
you. I hope what I say will be of worth to you.”
“I enjoyed our opening song, especially the phrase, ‘There is hope smiling brightly before us,
and we know that deliverance is nigh.’ A congregation sang We Thank Thee, O God, for a
Prophet, and a lady named Hope led the chorus, smiling brightly. She was nine months
pregnant. Everyone really hoped deliverance was nigh.”
The audience resounded with low-pitched laughter. “Thank you. Now I know you’re listening.
I also know you’re there.”
The audience laughed again, only harder.

My topic tonight is hope. Hope is defined as the desire and search for future good which is
difficult but not impossible to obtain with God’s help. It is more than a wish or desire. It is a
confident expectation. In Romans chapter eight, it reads, “For we are saved by hope: but hope
that is seen is not hope: for what a man seeth, why doth he yet hope for? But if we hope for that
we see not, then do we with patience wait for it.”

Lisa read the scripture very slowly with her fingers, keeping her eyes fixed on her audience.
“Faith is not to have a perfect knowledge of things; therefore if ye have faith ye hope for things
which are not seen, which are true.”
I hope you’ll excuse my reading. I’ve had to learn how to read all over again lately. And I’ve
been thinking about hope. When we see what our parents have or what they are, we can hope to
be like them. But what about our parents we haven’t seen, our Heavenly parents? We hope to
be with them and be like them someday. What does this hope mean to us?
Those of you who know me are aware that I enjoy athletics, especially gymnastics and
acrobatics. When I was in high school, my twin brothers and I had an amateur performing
group. We wanted to get better and better and put on the best show possible to make it worth
people’s time and money to see us. Why did we work so hard? We believed if we practiced, our
efforts would pay off.
When we put our efforts into something, we hope it will be worth it. What should we hope for?
In the scriptures we’re counseled to have hope in the resurrection and in eternal life. Moroni
writes, “ye shall have hope through the atonement of Christ and the power of his resurrection, to
be raised unto life eternal.” In Ether, chapter twelve Moroni writes, “whoso believeth in God
might with surety hope for a better world, yea, even a place at the right hand of God, which hope
cometh of faith, maketh an anchor to the souls of men, which would make them sure and
steadfast, always abounding in good works, being led to glorify God.”
I’ve always taken the resurrection for granted. Maybe it’s because everyone will be resurrected.
Paul said in Acts chapter twenty-four, “there shall be a resurrection of the dead, both of the just
and unjust.” It’s a free gift--that sounds too good to be true, doesn’t it? But I believe there’s a
reason God offers this gift to all. It’s because of divine love. It’s been paid for through the
sacrifice of Jesus Christ. “For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shall all be made alive.”

When we’re resurrected we’ll never die again. In Doctrine and Covenants section sixty-three,
God reveals that, “they shall rise from the dead and shall not die after.”
Just think, after the resurrection we’ll be immortal, never again afraid of dying. I’d love to do
many things that I don’t because I’m afraid of killing myself, like sky diving or skiing. But after
the resurrection, I won’t be able to kill myself doing these things. I can scarcely comprehend the
joy of living in an eternal body that’s inseparable from my spirit. I will always be me, do many
things and accumulate the experience of centuries.
When we’re resurrected we’ll be able to travel to other planets. It won’t be as dangerous as it is
now, but the joy of discovery will be great. Imagine finding the extraordinary things that exist in
the universe and people, creatures and plants that inhabit other planets.
We also know that when we’re resurrected, not a hair of our heads will be lost. In Alma, chapter
forty, it states, “The soul shall be restored to the body, and the body to the soul; yea, and every
limb and joint shall be restored to its body; yea, even a hair of the head shall not be lost; but all
things shall be restored to their proper and perfect frame.” This scripture has filled me with great
hope concerning the resurrection.
About five months ago, I lived in L.A. and worked as a model. One day while I was driving on
the interstate, someone shot at random and hit me. The bullet pierced my skull and punctured
both of my eyes. I haven’t been able to see since. In L.A., they stitched my eyes shut, so they
wouldn’t be damaged further. They sent me to a hospital in Denver. I wanted to be here, so I’d
have my family with me. They thought that was a good idea.
Finally the doctors decided it would be best to remove my eyes completely. With my parents, I
signed a release form consenting to an operation called an ‘enucleation’. Now I can open and
shut my eyes, and even though my eyes are constantly dry, I can cry. But I hope it won’t be
forever. When I’m resurrected, I’ll have my eyes back.
I hope what I’ve said hasn’t upset you or made you feel sorry for me. I hope you’ll consider me
your friend, one of yourselves. Most people aren’t used to blindness. Neither am I. I didn’t
know any blind people before this happened. It bothered me at first to tell people. I hope you
won’t find it difficult to say, “Lisa is blind.” It’s just a statement of fact, not a judgment.
We’re all alike; we can’t see tomorrow, but we each need a dream we see with our minds and
hearts. I enjoy thinking about the resurrection and eternal life, but there’s a lot going on now to

think and dream about. I’m starting to realize I can accept and live with my disability. I hope to
earn money by selling cosmetics and get a guide dog. I hope to live with faith, hope and charity
and find a new source of light in my life, the light of Christ. Learning how joyous life can be
gives me the greatest hope of all.
The prophet Joseph Smith wrote in the thirteenth article of faith, “We hope all things.” In first
Corinthians, chapter thirteen is the verse that inspired this article of faith, “Beareth all things,
believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things.” Isn’t it interesting that enduring and
hoping are mentioned in the same breath? It’s a commandment to hope. In Colossians chapter
one, it states “be not moved away from the hope of the gospel.” In Ether chapter twelve Moroni
writes, “wherefore man must hope or he cannot receive an inheritance in the place which thou
hast prepared.”
I pray that we’ll all have hope, that nothing will cause us to lose it. Having hope makes life
worth living. I say these things in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.
The congregation resounded with “Amen.”
Lisa didn’t immediately return to her seat. She remained at the podium, gathering her scattered
notes. Blake Sorensen jumped up and helped her to her seat. He closed the meeting and invited
someone to pray with a blessing on the refreshments.
Cookies and punch were served in the cultural hall. Blake guided Lisa into the area, so people
could meet her and ask questions.
“How did you find all those scriptures?”
“My teacher looked them up for me,” Lisa responded.
“Your teacher? Are you in school?”
“I have a teacher assigned to me from the rehabilitation center.”
“What happened to the guy who shot you?” asked another person.
“No one knows who he or she is.”
“Can I see your notes, Lisa?”
“Ben!” Lisa was surprised. “I didn’t know you were here.”
“I liked your speech. You didn’t tell me those gory details before.”

“I wasn’t trying to be morbid.”
“Nevertheless, it was graphic. I’m sure the audience loved it. You’re an actress at heart,” Ben
teased.
“Ben, take my notes. Read them with your eyes or your hands, whichever is easier.” Ben
strolled away.
“Can you read that?” someone asked Ben.
“Lisa, I want to see how you read your notes,” said a more mature feminine voice. “My class
would like a demonstration. Will you show them how you read?”
“Okay, but I gave them to, oh, thanks, Ben. I think it would be easier if I sat down.”
“Sure.” The woman gave no hint of where a chair might be.
“I’m sorry. Will you take me to a chair?” asked Lisa calmly.
“Sure. What do I do?”
Lisa took her arm. “Just lead me to the closest chair.”
For the young woman, this was a new experience. She’d met people who were blind, but she’d
never led them or talked to them. She was intrigued by Lisa’s light touch on her arm. “I’m sorry
I didn’t introduce myself. My name is Katella Scarlatti. I was fascinated by your talk.”
“Thank you.”
“You’re quite enchanting. I can see why you were successful as a model.”
“Are you one of the youth?”
“No. I teach a Beehive class. I’m a young adult. I work as a computer engineer on operating
systems.”
“You must be very smart.”
“I work hard at what I do, like you. Here’s a chair.”
“Just touch the back of the chair with the arm I’m holding,” Lisa directed.
Katella did so, and Lisa easily found the chair. Lisa sat down and placed the braille sheet across
her lap. Katella and her students watched as she deciphered one of the scriptures in her speech.
“Is the one scripture reference all you have on here?” asked Katella. Lisa nodded.
“So most of the speech you just . . . ?”
“I just made it up as I went along. I had most of what I wanted to say in mind, but I didn’t write
it all down. I wasn’t sure I’d have the guts to say everything I did.”

“What do you think of braille? Is it very usable?” asked Katella.
“It has its limitations, why?”
“My computer talks. I wonder if it would be useful to you.”
“Really! I wish my parents’ computer could talk.”
“I don’t have many programs that use the talking mechanism, but I have one where you can type
something in, and it will say back what you typed.”
“Really? That’s what I need.”
“I don’t have a word processor that does that.” Katella hesitated. She wanted to invite Lisa to
her apartment, but being shy, she was afraid of being pushy. She didn’t want to monopolize
Lisa.
Ron entered the group. “Lisa, there’s a group of people who’d like to meet you. You should let
them stand in line and shake your hand.”
“Like a reception?”
“Sure.”
Ron took her into the crowd. Lisa shook hand after hand as people left.
“I enjoyed your speech.”
“I’m glad to meet you.”
“I enjoyed your speech.”
“Thanks for coming.”
Blake Sorensen squeezed her hand firmly. “Lisa, thanks for speaking. I think a few weeks ago
may have been a little too soon. Am I right?”
“It’s been more of a struggle than I can describe,” Lisa admitted.
“I’m sure that’s true. Hang in there and thanks.”

Everyone left except Lisa, Ron, Ben and Katella. Neither Ron nor Ben dared touch her or speak
up. They hung around her as if stalking their quarry, keeping their eyes warily on each other,
scowling.
Katella hung back, daring herself to invite Lisa over. Finally, noticing that Lisa was unassisted,
she stepped up. “Lisa, will you come over to my apartment and try out my talking computer?”
“I would, but I came here with someone.”

Katella watched the two men prowling nearby. Each put his index finger to his lips. “No one’s
here now,” she said
“Where did he go? Ron!” Lisa called.
“What does he look like?” asked Katella.
“He has brown hair. He’s about six feet tall.”
Katella noticed that one of the men had sandy, slightly wavy, brown hair and brown eyes. The
other man’s hair was darker, almost black and straighter. Behind his glasses, his eyes were blue.
The man without glasses was slightly taller than the other, but from Katella’s five-foot-four
perspective, they were both tall. “About six feet,” could describe either one. She considered
asking if Ron wore glasses, but if she asked that, Lisa might figure out they were there.
Obviously neither wished Lisa to know they were present.
“What color are his eyes?” Katella asked.
Lisa stared puzzled. “I don’t remember!”
Katella was about to ask about Ron’s hair when the man without glasses handed her a hastily
scribbled note and pen. It read, “Take Lisa home. I’ll call you. What’s your number? Ron.”
Katella wrote her phone number on the paper and handed it back to him.
“Lisa, everyone’s gone. Will you come with me?”
“Yes.” She hardly had a choice.
Katella led Lisa out of the cultural hall, amused by her situation. They heard footsteps and
rattling keys. “The janitor,” Katella remarked.
Katella now knew which of the two men was Ron, and she had his permission to take Lisa home-just what she wanted to do. She guided Lisa to her Toyota Celica. She was relieved at how
easy it was to get Lisa in her car. She helped Lisa with the seat belt.
Katella drove to her apartment through the dusky streets, not sure of what to talk about. Lisa
wondered what she looked like. Her low to medium pitched voice was smooth, with no hint of
falsetto. Her words had a British tint on the vowels and a slight roll on the r’s. Her distinctive
voice gave the impression that she was not only beautiful but very smart.
“How old are you, Lisa?”
“Twenty-one today.”
“Today’s your birthday? You’re so young.”

“How old are you?”
“Twenty-four.”
“That’s not very old.”
“A lot of water goes under the bridge for a woman between the ages of twenty-one and twentyfour.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“At twenty-one you’re a chick, at twenty-four you’re an old maid.”
“I wouldn’t consider myself an old maid at twenty-four.”
“Someone who looks like you will never know the meaning of ‘old maid’.”
“I hope that’s a compliment.” Lisa was disappointed by what Katella implied about herself. It
was incongruent with her lovely voice.
“My apartment’s a little small,” Katella apologized as she opened Lisa’s door and helped her out.
“Tell me what to do, Lisa. I feel like a complete idiot.”
“Just let me take your arm.”
“Okay.” Katella nervously guided her up the steps to her apartment. She left Lisa inside by the
door and opened windows to the midsummer night’s air. Her apartment was stuffy. She turned
on a cooler. “I’m sorry it’s so hot in here. It’s always like this in the summer.”
She led Lisa into her office and touched the back of her office chair in the same manner as
before. Lisa sat down. Katella booted up her computer, pointing out the disk drives, keyboard,
screen, etc.
Katella smiled sheepishly at Lisa’s expressionless face, wishing Lisa could tell how awkward she
felt. Lisa didn’t respond. Katella felt the urge to wave her hand in front of Lisa’s face to break
her stare, but she restrained herself. She bit her lip. She usually expressed herself with dramatic
arm and hand gestures that punctuated her sentences, added nuances of meaning to her words
and imparted emotion to her phrases. Now, she was just a voice.
Katella found the simple program that repeated a typed line in a synthetic voice. “This is it,” she
said. “Type something in.”
Lisa’s hands searched for the keyboard. Her hesitant movements startled Katella. When talking
before a group, Lisa seemed relaxed and confident. It even seemed like she could see. Now she

seemed so blind. “She is blind,” Katella thought. “I keep expecting her to act like she isn’t. It’s
a statement of fact, not a judgment, like Lisa said.” Katella nudged Lisa’s hands to the keyboard.
Lisa typed, “Hi, I’m Lisa.” Katella showed her how to press the carriage return. The computer
vocalized the line.
Lisa started laughing. “It called me Leezza.”
“Type it in as L-I-S-S-A.”
“Okay.” Lisa typed. “I’m Lissa.”
The odd, foreign-sounding, male voice responded again. “That’s not quite it,” said Katella, “Try
L-E-E-S-S-A.”
“Okay.” This time the computer dramatically pronounced her name as Lisa. “How can I tell if
it’s spelled right?” asked Lisa.
“Good question. You typically use a spelling checker for that, but I don’t have one that will talk
to you. Why don’t you type in some more things?”
Lisa typed in line after line. She laughed at the funny sounding pronunciations. The audible
responses delighted her.
Amused, Katella went to the kitchen to prepare some iced lemonade. The telephone rang.
“Hello,” she answered.
“Is Lisa there?”
“You must be Ron. Who was that other guy?”
“Ben Richards.”
“Nice to know. Are you guys fighting over Lisa?”
“We’re too gentlemanly to fight.”
“I saw a nonverbal duel of the eyes going on.”
“What’s your interest in her?”
“I’m showing her my talking computer.”
“Is that so? I was just telling her about something like that last night.”
“Do you have a computer?” she asked.
“I wish. My student budget doesn’t allow it.”
“You could get a special student rate on one.”
“Could, but my budget’s still too tight.”

“So, are you coming over to pick her up?” Katella asked.
“Are you inviting me?”
“You’re the one who gave me permission to take her in the first place.”
“What’s your address?”
Ron arrived in less than ten minutes. Instead of seeing Lisa immediately, he visited with
Katella. She showed him her apartment. He liked her music synthesizer. Katella took him in
the office where Lisa was absorbed with the computer. “Your friend’s come to take you home,
Lisa,” Katella announced.
Lisa turned around. “Which friend?”
Katella smiled. “Lisa, which friend would you prefer? I think either one of them will take
you.”
Lisa paused, dumbfounded, thinking, “Why are people always cornering me?” Aloud she
said, “I prefer the friend who’s taken the trouble to come get me.”
“Good,” said Ron. “Let’s go home.”

Chapter 9.

The next day, at the engineering firm where she worked, Katella Scarlatti placed her frozen
dinner item in the microwave and sat down at a magazine rack. A topic heading on the cover of
one periodical caught her eye: “Computing for the Handicapped.” She scanned a review article
covering software designed for the handicapped, including a word processor for the blind. She
opened her planner and jotted down the name of the program, the address, the phone number and
the writer’s name.
Later she phoned. She received a recorded message. Disappointed, she left her name and
number, hoping to have the call returned.
The return call interrupted Katella from an informal meeting with several co-workers. She
excused herself. “Hello, this is Katella.”
“You called about a program?”
“Yes, I’m interested in this program for personal use,” said Katella, hoping he wasn’t planning to
sell to the whole company.
“Are you blind?”
“No. It’s for a friend.”
“What would you like to know?”
“I want to know if it’s user friendly. Can it make printouts anyone can read? Can my friend use
it without needing assistance?”
“I wrote the program myself. I’m blind, and I use it all the time. My friends love it. They
finally talked me into selling it.”
“How much is it?”
“It’s eight hundred.”
“Wow! That’s a lot for a personal program.”
“You might think so, but it’s worth every penny if you’re blind. I can’t afford to sell it for less.”
“I understand.”
“What kind of computer do you have? Do you have a hard disk, how much memory?”
She told him.

“You have more than the program needs. What kind of printer?”
She told him.
“That’ll work. You can also set it up to print in grade two braille if you need it.”
“Does it work?”
“It works great. It’s the best tested program of its kind.”
“Can I get it for a thirty-day trial period?”
“Yes. But I still need your credit card number.”
“Why?”
“In case I don’t get the program back.”
“Okay.” Usually cautious, Katella was anxious to see the program. She gave him the
number.
“Great. It should be there in less than two weeks, maybe in less than a week. Get your
friend to use it. He’ll love it.”
“I hope so. Thanks.”
She hung up with a sigh. Eight hundred dollars was a little steep. Maybe she could find a
way to get it for less. In any case, she wanted to try the program.

Jessica cleared the evening meal from the table. Lloyd was already gone. Ben played with
the final morsels of his meal. “Mom. I need your advice.”
“You do? You don’t ask for it very often.”
“Dad said he’d kick me out if I see Lisa. I saw her last night, so if I see her again, would it
make any difference?”
“What do you mean? Are you planning to confess to see if he kicks you out?”
“Do you think he would?”
“Why? Are you prepared to leave?”
“I want to consider my alternatives.”
“Oh?”
“Mom. I could just face the consequences. I could go ahead and see her and just let Dad
kick me out.”

“Didn’t you promise your father you wouldn’t see her?”
“I did, in a way. But maybe there comes a time to break a promise.”
Jessica felt like applauding. Ben was finally considering the option of standing up to his
father. She’d been hoping he would, but she wanted it to come naturally rather than through her
prodding. She also didn’t want to let him know he had any allies. He might not go to battle
with full armor on. “Are you fully prepared for the consequences?” she asked. It wasn’t an
empty warning. She knew her husband all too well.
“Maybe I could live with Grandma. She has room, and I could get a job in Denver easier
than I can here.”
“Have you talked to her?”
“No. But I don’t think she’d mind.”
“What kind of job would you get?”
“Anything. I’m even willing to deliver newspapers.”
“You should make a plan, Ben.”
“That’s why I’m asking for your advice. You’re good at scheming.”
“What do you mean?”
“You’ve been teaching Lisa braille on the sly.”
“Ben, I’m always running off to help someone. That doesn’t mean I’m running off to the
Hansens’.”
“Mom, who looked up all those scriptures for Lisa?”
“Scriptures?”
“Lisa used quite a few scripture quotations in her speech. She said her teacher looked them up
for her.”
“That’s nice that she found a teacher willing to do that.”
“Mom, at the rehab center? I don’t find it likely. Besides, I have more evidence.” Ben dashed
to his room and returned with a stack of braille notes. “Look at these.”
Jessica took the notes. “What about them?”
“Read them.”
She glanced over the notes. “It looks like scriptures all right.”

“Mom, you’re the only person in the world who contracts braille this way. Now there’s two of
you: you and Lisa.”
“I don’t see a problem with it.”
“It’s not exactly standard.”
“So? Lisa’s just a beginner, Ben. Any teacher could have her do it this way.”
“Mom, those notes have your fingerprints all over them.”
“And you’d be willing to testify?”
“I admit, I wasn’t positively sure until I saw this.” Ben pulled out a package that had arrived in
the mail that day. “Open this. I think I already know what it is.”
Jessica knew what the package was. “Ben probably guessed correctly,” she thought. The box
contained the Optacon she’d ordered for Lisa.
“I don’t think you ordered this to add to your memorabilia collection. How much did it set you
back?”
“I don’t think you need to know.”
“Does Dad? What’s my silence worth to you?”
“Ben. I can’t believe this. Are you blackmailing me?”
“What about the map, Mom? Should I tell Dad about that?”
“Ben!”
“Don’t you think that was a lot of sentiment to unload on Lisa? She’s not stupid, Mom. She
must know what that map means to you. Obviously she feels obligated to you and even to me. I
don’t think that’s playing fair with her feelings. I think there’s more to your teaching Lisa than
just wanting to be helpful. I know you well enough to understand what your motives are. I don’t
think Dad would approve.”
“I just want to help her. That map is useful to her.”
“I’m not stupid. You want to baby her. To you, she’s the daughter I never was. I respect Lisa
too much to let you make a fifth baby out of her. She’s an adult, Mother.”
Jessica paused a moment. Ben wasn’t usually insistent or prying, nor did he comment frequently
on subconscious motives. He was totally serious, and she couldn’t joke with him anymore. He
was also right about her husband. Lloyd would disapprove of her relationship with Lisa. Right
now she wasn’t up to facing that disapproval.

“Ben, are you playing fair with Lisa? Why did you take her swimming? So you could see her in
a bathing suit? Look at me, Ben.”
Jessica stood near Ben, seeming to hover over him. He thought of Lisa’s long, lean form
approaching him at the pool where he was already in the water. She was beautiful, but her body
showed signs of being confined. She must have known that. Maybe she was uncomfortable
exposing herself that way. He hated the way his mother could make him feel guilty.
“Mother, Lisa’s a beautiful, capable, independent person. She might seem blind and helpless
now, but she isn’t that way to me. I intend to play fair with her.”
Again, Jessica felt like clapping. Deciding to join him she said, “Ben, let’s figure out what we
should do about Lisa. I think she’s bewitched both of us.”
“Okay. That’s why I brought this up.”
“Ben, first, you should know that I’m not hung up over the fact that you’re not a girl. You’re a
fine man.”
“I appreciate knowing that. What you went through with me was hard. If I wouldn’t have been
blind, you probably would have had another child. And maybe it would have been a girl.”
“Maybe I would have, but that was my decision, Ben. I could have had another boy.”
“True. I don’t think there’s a problem between us about Lisa. The problem’s with Dad. He
thinks she’s a freak.”
“Ben, give your father some credit. Do you think he considered you a freak?”
How could his mother ever understand how he felt about his father? He loved him but thought
his father felt shamed by his handicap. As a child, he believed his father accepted it fully, but
after he gained his sight, some of his father’s comments about it troubled him. “Dad’s
prejudiced about many things,” he finally said.
“Your father does his best for us. He’s a very good provider.”
“That’s true. I forget how well off we are until someone shocks it into my system.”
“Don’t you enjoy it?”
“Maybe I take it for granted. I have no idea what it’s like to not have money. I think that’s one
reason it’s so hard to leave home.”
“We’ve always been concerned about getting you prepared financially, Ben. We’ll help you
out.”

“I know you will, but I need to be free to choose my own future without a lot of strings attached.
When you give me money, I feel obligated to do what you want me to do, marry whom you want
me to marry.”
“You should feel free to marry the girl of your choosing.”
“I want to feel that way, but with Dad acting the way he is, I can’t even talk to Lisa, let alone
find out if we’re right for each other.”
“You know why your dad would rather have it that way.”
“I know exactly. In three words: Lisa is blind.”
“That’s true, but I think she’d be okay for any of your brothers but maybe not for you.”
“Because I was blind? I hope it helps me understand her better.”
“Can I tell you something?”
“You say that like it’s something I don’t want to hear.”
“It might be. There’s very little you could have done to prevent this, so I don’t see it as a flaw in
your character . . . .”
“What?”
“You’re still very dependent. I’m always fussing over you. Do you know what I mean?”
“You do cook all my meals and do all my laundry.”
“You don’t think about what it takes to get those things done.” Jessica couldn’t mention her
deepest fears. Though she never discussed it with her husband, she also feared that Ben’s sight
was tenuous.
“You think I need a wife who can take care of me the way you do. You need to give me more
credit. I lived in this house alone for six weeks while you and Dad were in Korea. The house
didn’t fall apart, and I didn’t starve to death. I even got the garden started. You need to let me
do a few more things myself and let me grow up. Believe me, I want to.”
“Ben, you’ve already thought of the best idea yourself. Why don’t you call Grandma and see if
she’ll take you in? It will do you some good to get out of the house, even if Dad doesn’t kick
you out.”
“I will. Thanks, Mom.” He kissed her briefly on the cheek and whispered, “Your secret is safe
with me,” and departed.

It was Thursday, June twenty-sixth. Lisa was home alone. She answered the phone.
“Hansens’.”
“Hi, Lisa. It’s Ron.”
“I was wondering when you’d call.”
“Lisa, I can’t take you out this weekend. I have a major term paper due.”
“Oh? When?”
“Monday.”
“What are you planning for the Fourth?” she asked.
“I’m going to Kansas. My family’s getting together for a picnic.”
“Do they still have their ranch?”
“Yes, they sold part of it. Maybe they’ll find a way to keep the rest.”
“I hope they can.”
“Me too. Lisa, if you want, uh, . . . I don’t know if you want to do this. My old Pinto doesn’t
have air-conditioning. Will you go to Kansas with me? I don’t think my parents would mind.”
“I’d like to but . . . .”
“But what?”
“I’m not much at making a good first impression on parents.”
“I’m sure my parents will think you’re very nice.”
Silence.
“Lisa, I know what you’re thinking. My parents are really laid back, not image conscious like
some people. If by chance they don’t like you, I don’t care. I make my own decisions.”
“What should I bring?”
“You’re coming! Good. Just wear whatever’s comfortable. Jeans. Shirts. We can even ride
horses.”
“Tame ones?”
“I’ll find some animal you can ride.”
Lisa suddenly felt elated at the prospect of getting out of town. “Thanks for inviting me,
Ron. And thanks for the book. It’s inspirational.”
“I’m glad you like it. It’s an old one of mine. I hope you don’t mind. You didn’t give me
much notice before your birthday.”

“I don’t mind at all. I’m glad you got me something without spending a lot.”
“I have a few other recorded books too. I used to listen to them on the way to work and
school. I don’t have much time for reading.”
“I understand.”
“We’ll leave on the third about five in the afternoon and get there late that night. I’ll call
you before then to make sure you’re packed and still coming, but I won’t be able to talk to you
until at least Tuesday because I have tests.”
“I understand.”
“You have a good weekend now.”
“Thanks, see you,” said Lisa.

Chapter 10.

That Saturday, Ben sorted through his clothing and personal items, packing his most
essential belongings in his suitcase. He’d need money for gasoline, maybe even for food. He
made a list. If he was going to stand up to his father, he’d have to leave home. He wasn’t ready
yet, but he had some ideas.
Pacing the floor, he finally summoned the courage to call his grandmother. What if she
turned him down? It wasn’t likely, but it was possible. He wasn’t sure what he’d do if she said
no. He dialed the number. It was answered by her nurse who said that she was at the
hairdresser’s.

Ben said he’d call back.

Frustrated, he got in his car. He drove around

aimlessly. Then he drove to the Hansens’. The place looked deserted.
He parked the car on the street and went to the back where he could look over the fence into
the backyard. Lisa lay prone on a lawn chair, leaning over the edge, punching her braille slate
with a stylus. He watched her in silence. Repeatedly she paused to think, then she made a note.
It looked like she was making a list.
Lisa was making a list, planning her future cosmetics business. The first item was to decide
which line of cosmetics to sell. She’d need help researching various product lines. Next, she
needed a prospect list of possible hostesses and a phone list so she could contact them. She’d
have to arrange transportation to her parties. She also needed a presentation plan for selling the
cosmetics. She was surprised by her methodical thinking, such a contrast from her scrambled
thoughts when she first came home from the hospital.
She removed the paper from her slate, turned it over and read it carefully, then reinserted it
and continued punching her notes.
teacher!” he thought.

Fascinated, Ben dared not interrupt.

“Mom is some

He continued watching, gradually moving closer, hardly daring to

breathe.
Hearing a slight rustle, Lisa stopped. “Is someone there?” she asked.
Ben remained quiet. Lisa resumed her work. Lisa’s mother came into the yard. Ben
ducked, but Tara’s eyes were quick. She walked to the fence. She was about to say something,

when Ben gestured for her to be silent. She went out the gate, into the alley. They walked until
they were out of earshot from the house.
“What brings you over, Ben? I miss having you here.”
“I promised my father I’d stay away from Lisa.”
“Really? That’s too bad. Frankly I’d rather have you here than the other guy she’s dating.”
“You mean Ron?”
“That’s him. He gets rather physical with her. I don’t think she’s ready for that.”
“She probably likes it, but I’m just not like that. In a way, I wish I were.”
“I feel like she’s safer with you.”
“Thanks,” said Ben thinking, “but my safety record isn’t the greatest.”
“Will you have lunch with us? I’m sure Lisa would enjoy it.”
“Where are the twins?”
“They have a summer job in Denver.”
“I’m thinking of moving to Denver myself. I’m hoping to get a job there.”
“I hope you’ll still come around.”
“Denver’s not far away. I hope to still see Lisa, if she wants me to.”
“I’m sure she’d love it.”
Ben wasn’t so sure.
“Ben, come to lunch. I insist.”
“I need to go home first, to make a phone call.”
“You can use our phone.”
“No thanks.”
“When will you be back? I can have lunch ready.”
“I’ll phone you.”
“Ben. Be decisive.”
“Mrs. Hansen, you can really be insisting.”
“Just call me Tara, okay? And tell your mother how much we appreciate her. Lisa did very well
on her speech last Sunday.”
“I’ll let her know. I’ll be back by at noon.”
“Good, I’ll have everything ready.”

“See you,” Ben left, anxious.

Lisa set the table for lunch.
“Set an extra place, Lisa, and set the nice china.”
“Why?”
“We’re having a guest.”
“Okay.” Lisa rummaged in the china cabinet. The smell of dust alerted her that the plates hadn’t
been used for awhile. She rinsed them under hot water in the kitchen. “Mom, what’s the
occasion?”
“An old friend of mine is coming.”
“An old beau?”
“. . . Yes.”
“Mom. You’re funny. I didn’t know you were still in contact with anyone you used to date.
What will Dad think?”
“Dad’s out of town; there’s nothing to worry about.”
Lisa chuckled thinking, “Mom’s surprising sometimes.”
Tara prepared a fine repast, loaded with fresh summer fruit.

Nervously, Ben dialed his grandmother again. This time he asked for the telephone number of
the hairdresser’s. Ben called. A feminine voice answered.
“Is my grandmother, Margaret Elsworth there?” asked Ben.
“We don’t accept incoming calls for customers.”
“This is an emergency. She’s the lady in a wheelchair. Is she there?”
“There is a lady in a wheelchair here.”
“Can I talk to her, please?”

Ben finally got his grandmother on the line. “Hello,” she said.
“Grandma, it’s Ben. How are you doing?”
“Just fine. What’s new?”

“Grandma, I have a BIG favor to ask.”
“Do you need another car?”
“No. I need a place to stay.”
“Did you know I’m moving?”
“No. I thought you loved it in your old house.”
“I do, but I’m moving to a retirement center. It’s quite a nice place, really. They have meal
service, medical treatment, even a beauty parlor.”
“What about your house?”
“I sold it.”
“That’s impossible!”
“Don’t worry, Ben. I’m putting the marble statues in storage for you. You’ll appreciate them.”
“But your furniture.”
“I sold it with the house. The gentleman liked my taste in decor and wanted everything left the
way it was.”
“I hope you’ll enjoy this new arrangement.”
“I hope I will too. Ben, good luck finding a place. Let me know if I can help.”
“I will. Good-bye, Grandma.”
“Take care. I love you, Ben.”
This was unexpected. His hopes for moving out of the house soon were dashed. “I agreed to eat
lunch at the Hansens’,” Ben thought. Glumly he walked to his car and drove off.

The doorbell rang. Tara rushed to the door, walked onto the porch and closed the front door
behind her. She said, “I didn’t tell her you were coming. Last time I said you were coming for
lunch, she got really upset.”
“I believe it.”
“She thinks an old boyfriend of mine is coming. Do you want to play along?”
“She knows my voice.”
“Can you disguise it?”
“I could try,” he said in a deep base that sounded two decades older.
“That’s great. Keep it up.”

“What’s my name?”
“Oh, let me think. I wrote you on your mission to Sweden. Your name is George Redfield.”
“That sounds distinctive.”
“Give it a shot. See how long it takes before she figures you out.”
“Okay.”
“He’s here!” Tara called as they entered the house. “Lisa, can I introduce you to my old friend
George Redfield?”
“Nice to meet you,” said Lisa politely, extending her hand. Ben shook it warmly.
“George. This is my daughter, Lisa.”
“Nice to meet you,” Ben boomed deeply.
Tara organized the party around the dining room table.
“How do you know each other?” asked Lisa.
“George and I knew each other in high school. I wrote him when he was on his mission.”
“Where did you go?” Lisa asked.
“Sweden,” said Ben convincingly.
“Say something in Swedish.”
“I can’t.”
“You mean you forgot it?”
“Lisa, that was a long, long time ago,” said Tara, “about twenty-five years ago.”
“Tara, how have you been all these years?” asked ‘George’.
“I have three wonderful children. Lisa is my eldest. I also have twin sons, David and Jonathan,
who are eighteen today. They’re working in Denver as acrobats in a Mexican restaurant, where
they dive and do a tight wire act. They’re identical twins, so they can play tricks on the
audience. They’re very popular.”
“Interesting,” said Ben.
“Your voice sounds like a friend of mine,” Lisa remarked.
“Really? Can you tell who people are by the sound of their voice?” asked Ben deeply.
“Fairly well, but it’s not as easy as when I could see.”
“You could see?”
“Most of my life, except the past few months.”

“I’m sorry.”
Nearly laughing Tara said, “Lisa’s been in a terrible accident, George.” Ben covered Tara’s
mouth and motioned for her to remain serious.
“What happened, Lisa?” asked Ben, wondering what version of her story she’d present to her
mother’s former boyfriend.
“It happened in February. Mom, tell him what happened.”
Tara bit her lip. “Oh, uh, you know, George. Lisa’s been so enduring and so brave. My
husband and I had to make some difficult decisions. Lisa’s been with us in everything. We’re
very happy to have her support . . . .” She continued and finished a rambling version of Lisa’s
story which skirted the gory details.
Feeling sleepy after lunch, Lisa excused herself. “You two visit. I need a nap.” She went
upstairs.
Ben visited with Tara in the living room.
“I can’t believe she didn’t figure you out,” Tara said, barely above a whisper.
“She was close. You almost gave me away.”
“Why didn’t she suspect you?” asked Tara.
“She did, but she wasn’t sure. It’s harder than you think to identify someone solely by voice.”
“But she knows you well.”
“She hasn’t heard my voice for awhile.”
“Ben, it must be really hard for her. I keep wondering what it’s like. I can’t even pretend to
understand.”
“You may want to stay mum about what we did. If you tell her, it will likely upset her.”
“She’ll think we took advantage of her to play a joke on her,” Tara said.
“Exactly. I don’t think she enjoys being treated that way.”
“Why did we do it?”
“You thought she’d figure me out.”
“I guess so,” Tara said. “Let’s go outside.”

They walked down the street and circled a neighborhood park.

“Did you learn anything?” asked Ben.
“What do you mean?” asked Tara, feeling remorseful for tricking her daughter.
“A common misconception is that blind people have a mysterious extra sense that makes up for
not being able to see. That’s a myth.”
“I thought they could hear better. Lisa’s developed her hearing a lot these past weeks.”
“She may relying on her hearing more, but that doesn’t mean she can hear better. Sometimes she
must trust it less.”
“Why is that?”
“When you hear something, don’t you look to see what it is?”
“I do.”
“Seeing helps you form a concept of what the sound is.”
“Hearing changes how you see something also.”
“Have you ever wondered why deaf people, especially from birth, have such a hard time
reading?”
“I see what you’re saying, Ben. They can’t hear what they’re seeing, even in their minds.”
“Exactly. The senses work together. It’s almost impossible to separate them in terms of what
they tell us. People dispute over whether it’s worse to be blind or deaf.”
“I can’t even imagine what it’s like to be both. That would be far worse than either alone.”
“It can be very lonely. Helen Keller was famous and had many friends. She’s the exception.
There are people living deaf and blind today we never hear about, living very isolated lives. It’s
easy to take what we have for granted. When I was young I got a bad ear infection and couldn’t
hear well. I stayed in my room. I was sick, of course, but I thought of that later when I read
about Helen Keller’s dark, silent room that she wanted to escape from.”
“You’ve studied about handicaps. Why?”
“My mother got me interested. I guess I still feel handicapped myself.”
“Why?”
“That’s hard to explain. I have a dual mentality about it. One side says it’s okay. The other says
it’s not. I wish I could tell the side of me that says it’s not okay to go away.” Inside he added,
“It’s as if one side’s from my father and the other side’s from my mother.”

“I suggest you deal with whatever it is that says you’re not okay,” said Tara firmly, “or you’ll
keep dropping the ball with Lisa.”
They continued their conversation until they returned to the Hansens’ home.
Tara said, “Ben, I shouldn’t tell you this, but Lisa’s going to Kansas with Ron for the Fourth of
July. I wish she could spend the holiday with you.”
“Since he asked first and she accepted, he has the right to her.”
Tara cleared her throat, “If I were Lisa, I’d be more impressed with you if you fought for me.”
Ben paused, pondering her statement, then said, “Tara, I need to get home. My dad will be
wondering where I am.”
“Do come over again, soon.”
“Thanks for lunch, see you.” Ben waved good-bye and left.
Ben wished the lawn mower was loud enough to drown out his thoughts. He’d broken his
promise to his father, twice. His integrity was in question. He thought, “Maybe I can’t count
this last encounter. I saw Lisa, but she didn’t see me. That will really fly well when I explain it
to Dad!”
After mowing the lawn, he trimmed the edges in the yard with the edger. Before putting his
equipment away he reloaded the fuel. Being a methodical person, he remembered details. His
father entered the shop as Ben was putting the gas can away.
“The yard looks good son. Are you planning to weed the flower beds?”
“Yes, next week.”
“Do them this evening. Mother’s having a barbecue tomorrow night.”
“Oh. Okay. I’ll get right to it.”
Dejectedly Ben pulled the weeds from the flower beds. After an hour, the day’s heat waned
to a comfortable coolness. By nine-thirty it was nearly dark. The flower beds were clean. Ben
thought, “I wonder what Dad will do for a gardener when I move out.”

Chapter 11.

The first Sunday following the dance, Lisa went to church without her cane. Extremely selfconscious about her blindness, she hoped no one would notice. She stayed close to family
members at all times and didn’t even excuse herself to use the restroom between meetings. She
kept her eyes shut most of the time, hoping people would think she was merely tired. Just before
sacrament meeting, she heard a family of small children over the pew, behind her.
“Mom, what’s wrong with that girl?” asked a little boy.
“She can’t see,” whispered a woman.
Lisa turned her ear toward the voices, wishing she could identify them.
“Mom.”
“What?”
“She’s listening to us.”
“Maybe so.”
“Why can’t she see, Mom? What happened to her?”
“Shush. Be quiet.”
Lisa later met her neighbor, Melissa Claussen, who lived about a quarter of a mile from her.
This Sunday, Melissa, a mother of six, entered the restroom lounge to change her baby’s diaper.
Lisa emerged from the restroom stall with her cane. The young mother glanced at Lisa while she
washed her hands, remaining silent, but then she chided herself for being rude. “Hi, Lisa,” she
greeted her.
“Hi. What are you doing, changing a diaper?”
Melissa’s face went red. “As always.”
“Anything I can do to help?”
“Hold this.” Melissa handed Lisa a diaper bag.
“Do you mind if I look through this?” asked Lisa.
“Go ahead.”

Curious, Lisa sorted through the contents: a bottle, plastic containers of Cheerios® , plastic pants,
diapers, baby lotion and a quiet book. “Can I look at this book?” she asked.
“Sure.”
Lisa found a seat near the mirror. She sat down and placed the diaper bag between her feet. She
leafed through the handmade quiet book. Felt pieces sewn into the pages suggested objects
familiar to a child. Some of the accessories were attached with Velcro® and could be removed
and replaced.
Melissa finished with her baby and turned to see Lisa poring through the book. “Do you like it?”
“It’s great!”
“Did your mother have a quiet book for you when you were small?”
“She did, but this has a lot more in it, like this Velcro. I don’t think they had Velcro when I was
small.”
“Probably not in quiet books. I need to get my kids from Primary. You can take that book if you
wish.”
“Thanks.”

Lisa paged through the book during sacrament meeting. She fingered a stitched rainbow as the
congregation sang “Lead, Kindly Light.” She felt Tara’s hand settle on the page. She thought
her mother would shut the book and remind her to listen, but she didn’t. Tara’s hand remained
near hers as she silently listened to the congregation sing, “. . . Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to
see . . . one step enough for me . . . I loved to choose and see my path; but now, Lead thou me
on!”
Pondering quietly, she counted God’s blessings: her loving family, her friends, the gospel. Her
life had been preserved. The omnipresent darkness was oppressive at times, but there was a new
source of Light in her life. She had to exhibit trust and confidence in this Light. That was the
essence of hope. In California she hadn’t attended church regularly, being too tired after being
out all night at parties. Now she was putting her past behind. The glow of the Spirit in the room
was almost like sunshine. She prayed silently, playing another hymn in her mind, “The Lord is
my Light, then why should I fear?”.

After the meeting Lisa asked Jonathan if he knew where Melissa Claussen was.
“I don’t see her in the chapel.”
“Check the hall.”
“Lisa, we have to leave right away for work. I need to go home and change.”
“Will you drop me off at the Claussens’ on the way?”
“Okay. Come home with me.”
On Sundays, the twins left for work just after church. They dropped Lisa off at the Claussens’
and got her to the door. In their rush they didn’t see if the Claussens were home before leaving.
Lisa rang the doorbell and waited. The Claussens pulled into their driveway and saw Lisa
standing on their front porch. “Lisa!” called Melissa as she released her baby from the car seat.
Brother Claussen helped unload the five other children from the station wagon. Some of the
children were afraid to move ahead.
“Come on everyone,” their father called as he noticed their stares.
Lisa, realizing she was on stage for the family, found the porch railing and carefully descended
the steps. She stepped aside to allow everyone to enter the house. The baby started crying as
Melissa reached Lisa. “I’ll be with you in a minute. Please come in,” the mother said.
Lisa followed the sound of the baby’s cries into the small home. Minutes later the baby had a
bottle in her mouth, and the house was relatively quiet. Melissa invited Lisa to sit down, giving
her verbal directions to find the sofa. Several children peeked in from the hallway and dining
room areas.
“I came to return your book,” said Lisa.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it. I teach a craft class on how to make quiet books.”
“Really? I wish I could learn how.”
“I’m starting a new class after the holiday. Would you like to come?”
“Maybe I will.”
“I hope my children haven’t embarrassed you.”
“It’s all right. They’re just curious.”
“Would you like to talk to them? They keep asking us about you, and I’m not sure what to say.”
“I understand. Where are they?”

“Come in everyone. Lisa will tell you a story.” The children entered the room, without moving
their eyes from Lisa’s face.
“Hi, I’m Lisa. What are your names?”
With their mother’s encouragement, each child announced his or her name.
“I don’t think I can remember all of your names. Do you want to ask me any questions?”
“How old are you?” asked a girl.
“I’m twenty-one.”
“I’m almost eight,” said a young boy named Joshua.
“That’s great. That means you’ll be getting baptized.”
“My dad’s going to baptize me.”
“Are you inviting your brothers and sisters?”
“Yes. Mom said you can’t see.”
“She did? Maybe she was right.”
“Can you?” Joshua persisted.
“No.”
“Really? What happened?”
The younger children continued to stare in amazement.
Lisa wished she could discern their mother’s expression. She wasn’t sure what to tell them.
Melissa gave no audible cue. “Would you like a story?”
“Sure,” said Joshua. The other children nodded their heads and smiled in anticipation.
“Once upon a time, there was a woman who badly wanted to have a child. Finally she and her
husband learned they were expecting a baby. A mean, old witch who lived next door had a plant
in her garden called rampion. One day, the woman saw the plant and wanted to eat some of it.
She begged her husband to get it for her, night and day. Finally, he sneaked into the witch’s
garden and got it. She ate it, and the next day she wanted more, so again her husband went into
the garden. This time the old witch saw him. She screamed at him and threatened to kill him
unless he agreed to give her the child his wife would soon have. Sometime later, a baby girl was
born. The witch came and took the baby away. She named the baby Rapunzel after the plant in
her garden.”

“Rapunzel was a beautiful girl. Her hair grew very long, down past her feet.” Lisa waved her
arm from her head to her feet. “The witch kept her in a tower. Whenever she came home,
Rapunzel let down her long hair from the top of the tower to the ground.” Lisa swung her hair in
front of her. “The witch would climb up, holding her hair to get to a tiny window at the top of
the tower.” Lisa’s hands ‘climbed’ her long hair.
“One day, a prince was lost in the forest and saw the witch climb Rapunzel’s hair. He called to
the girl with the witch’s voice. He climbed her hair to get into the tower just like the witch did.
When he got to the top, Rapunzel saw him. She was afraid, but the prince talked to her gently.
Rapunzel was very lonely because the witch didn’t let her have any friends.”
“One day the witch came home early and found them together in the tower. She threw the prince
out of the tower. He landed in some thorns, and they tore his eyes and blinded him. The witch
also cut off Rapunzel’s hair and took her far away to a distant cottage.”
“The prince wandered sightlessly through the forest, praying he’d find Rapunzel. Finally one
day he heard her singing. He walked up to her. She saw him and saw that he couldn’t see.”
Lisa covered her eyes with her hands. “She ran up to him and started crying. Her tear drops fell
on his eyes. Like magic, he could see again.” She dropped her hands. “Rejoicing he took her
away to his kingdom, and they lived happily ever after.”
“I like that story,” said a little girl.
“Tell us another one,” said another girl.
Lisa listened for a clue from Melissa before telling the story of losing her own sight. She heard
nothing from her.
“Maybe another day,” said Lisa standing up from the couch. “I think I can find my way home,
Sister Claussen, if you’ll give me instructions.”
“I wouldn’t think of it,” said Melissa. “Joshua can take you home.” Lisa was relieved by the
offer. She wasn’t sure she could make it home by herself, even with instructions.
“I don’t know where she lives, Mom.”
“Come here.” The young mother drew her son a map.
“That’s not far,” he commented.
“Take Lisa home, and come right back.”
Lisa gave the child a crash course in effective leading, said good-bye to everyone and left.

“You really can’t see,” exclaimed Joshua as they walked together on the sidewalk.
“What did you think?” asked Lisa.
“I don’t know. What’s it like?”
“Close your eyes.”
“Is it like that?”
“Not really, but kind of.”
“Can you see anything? Can you tell when the sun is shining?”
“No.”
“I can, when I close my eyes.”
“I could see light for awhile too, but after I had an operation, I couldn’t do it anymore.”
“Why did you have the operation then?”
“Do you really want me to tell you?”
“Uh-huh.”
Lisa hesitated. “You’re sure?”
“I’m big. I will understand.”
“Where are we?” asked Lisa. She could hear the wind rustling tree branches.
“By the park.”
“I thought so. Will you take me to a picnic table?”
He did, and she sat on a wooden seat. He squatted on the grass nearby, watching her intently.
She pressed on her lower lid and carefully removed her right artificial eye. Keeping her eyelids
shut, she showed it to him.
“How did you do that?” he exclaimed, peering at the shell-shaped device, painted with an iris, a
pupil and tiny, silk blood vessels.
“It’s fake.”
“It’s kind of pretty.”
Lisa replaced the prosthetic device. “The operation was to make me look pretty. My eyes were
damaged by a bullet, so they had to sew them shut.”
“A bullet?”
“I was shot.”
“Oh.”

“Joshua, I can’t see with these eyes.”
“I see what you mean.”
Joshua led Lisa the remaining distance home. Lisa had surprised even herself. How had she
gotten the gall to make such a graphic demonstration to a child?
Joshua’s account fell on skeptical ears. His mother made him promise to never mention it again.
What he said greatly disturbed her. First, she didn’t believe Lisa’s eyes were artificial. They
looked odd, but to her they looked as natural as the eyes of any blind person. Secondly, even if
they were artificial, she doubted they could be removed. And thirdly, even if they could be, the
likelihood that Lisa did it in front of her son was extremely remote. But fourthly and most
troubling, there was a slight possibility it was all true. After getting her children to bed that
evening, she asked her husband if he would watch them while she went for a short walk.
Getting away from the house by herself was a rare occurrence, but this time she didn’t want the
children along. It was dusk when she rang the Hansens’ doorbell. She was amazed to see Lisa
answering it herself.
“Hello,” said the visitor.
“Are you Melissa?” asked Lisa.
“Yes.”
“I thought you might come,” said Lisa. “Are you alone?”
“Yes.”
“Come in and sit down,” Lisa invited her in.
They sat down opposite each other. Melissa bit her lip. Lisa’s eyes were nearly fixed. A cold
feeling gripped her, like being in the presence of the living dead. “Where’s your family?” she
asked.
“I’m the only one home.”
“My son came home with a very disturbing story.”
“So you came over to find out if it’s true. It is.”
“I’m concerned about what my children are exposed to. I don’t like them seeing things their
young minds aren’t prepared to handle.”

“Is your mature mind ready to handle it?” asked Lisa. “I can repeat the demonstration if you
wish.”
“Please don’t.”
“I’ll respect that. I humored your son’s curiosity.”
“You took advantage of it.”
“Maybe I did. I’ll take an advantage when I can.”
“You need to be fair.”
“Do I?”
“Of course.”
Lisa stroked the sofa arm, “I don’t mean to be offensive. I only hope you’ll not feel sorry
for me. I know that your son didn’t. He was merely curious.”
“After today, I doubt I’ll ever feel sorry for you again.”
“Good. That’s a breakthrough. I thought of telling your children what happened to me, but
I wasn’t sure you’d approve.”
“What happened?”
Lisa briefly described how she’d been injured.
“I need to be getting back to my family,” said Melissa, without commenting on Lisa’s
account. She was overwhelmed with sympathy but couldn’t admit it to Lisa.
“If the children need another fairy tale, I do know a few more,” Lisa offered.
“That’s okay. Good-bye.”
“Good-bye.”
Melissa left in haste.
Lisa cried softly in her room. She deliberated, “Maybe I went too far. But I’ve changed
Melissa’s attitude from feeling pity to feeling disgust. I don’t know which I like least. Joshua?
I’m not concerned about him. In the age of television, cable and videos, what I showed him
was mild, no matter how much his parents attempt to shield him from the harsh realities of life.”

Chapter 12.
A package rested on Katella’s doorstep as she returned from work Monday. Excited, she
scooped it up, went inside and opened it. Included with the typical three-ring binder was a
printed manual, a braille manual, a loose-leaf sheet of braille, a cassette tape with a braille label,
and a template with braille dots. Katella started playing the tape. It included step-by-step
instructions on how to install the program on her hard disk and get it started. She was about to
get the program up and running when she stopped. “That’s the real test,” she thought. “If Lisa
can do it, I’ll probably keep it. Otherwise, it’s going back within thirty days.”
“What’s Lisa’s phone number?” She looked up ‘Hansen’ in the phone book. Hansen,
Hansen, Hansen, there were over two dozen Hansens. “What’s her father’s name?” she asked
herself. She had no idea. She called Blake Sorensen. He wasn’t home. Fortunately his wife
knew that Lisa’s father’s name was Jeff. “Jeff.” Luckily there was only one number.
Tara answered the phone.
“Are you Lisa’s mother?” asked Katella.
“Yes.”
“Before you get her, can I explain why I’m calling?”
“Go ahead.”
“I met Lisa at a fireside. She came over to my apartment afterwards and used my computer. She
seemed to really enjoy it.”
“She did.”
“I’m a computer engineer. I ordered a talking word processor.”
“Really? We need to get Lisa something like that.”
“This program may be really good, but it may be nearly useless. I have the program on trial. If
she can use it, I may get it for her.”
“You’re too generous. How much will it cost?”
“It’s rather expensive, but I may be able to haggle the price down.”
“What is the price?”
“He asked for eight hundred dollars.”

“Wow! I think you’d better send it back now.”
“It could be very useful to her. I’d be willing to pay for at least part of it.”
“What amount were you considering?”
“I hope I can get it for five hundred dollars or less.”
“You’d be willing to pay up to five hundred dollars?”
“Yes. I’d like Lisa to have a useful tool.”
“I guess there’s no harm in trying it out. If it’s really good, maybe we can come up with the
other three hundred. Hold on, I’ll get her.”
“Hi,” said Lisa.
“Lisa, this is Katella Scarlatti. Do you remember me?”
“Oh yes. You showed me your computer.”
“I have a new program for you to try. Can you come over tonight?”
“I’m not doing anything else. I don’t know how I’ll get there though.”
“I’ll pick you up. Is your address correct in the phone book?” Katella read the address to check
it. “Great. I’ll be right over.”
Jeff Hansen opened the door when Katella rang. “Come in. I’m Jeff Hansen.”
“Katella Scarlatti, pleased to meet you.” With one look at Lisa’s father, Katella could see where
Lisa inherited her good looks. He was tall, six feet-four inches, broad-shouldered and muscular,
with sandy-blond hair edged with gray and pale-blue eyes. He was getting pudgy but was still
very good looking.
“I hear you know all about computers,” he said.
“I know some.”
“Don’t be modest. Will you look at our computer? Maybe you can run your program on it.”
“I’d be happy to take a look.”
“It’s downstairs in the den.” He showed her his office.
“This is nice,” she said, looking around at the bookshelves in the room.
“What do you think of our system?”
“It’s a nice computer, but it won’t run this program. It’s not compatible.”

Lisa burst into the den. “Dad, don’t keep her. I want to try the new program.”
“I was just showing her our system, Lisa,” said Jeff. “Run along now. Have fun.”
Lisa bounced excitedly up the stairway, amusing Katella with her animation.
Katella drove Lisa to her apartment. She showed Lisa the package she’d received in the mail.
Lisa took the cassette tape, inserted it in Katella’s tape recorder and pressed ‘play’. For the first
time, Katella noticed the groove on the play button. Lisa wasn’t familiar with the layout of
Katella’s computer system. She had no idea where the disk drives were or where to switch the
computer on. Katella showed her around. “This much instruction is fair,” she thought. “The
program can’t be expected to teach the fundamentals.” She guided Lisa’s hands to the computer
components and encouraged her to touch them. She also introduced the keyboard and pointed
out the escape key, the control key, the return key, the backspace key, the cap lock key and the
row of function keys. Lisa’s willingness to be led helped Katella overcome her uneasiness.
With the bare essentials in grasp, Lisa inserted the floppy disk into the drive. She typed in
commands to start the program at the operating system prompt where there was no verbal
response to her input. The program started with the foreign-sounding male voice she found so
amusing before.
Katella handed Lisa the braille template. Lisa ran her fingers along it, reading off the
commands, “Help, File, Exit, Save, Read, Copy, Cut, Paste, Print, etc.”
“Sounds like a word processor,” Katella remarked. Katella watched the program with a critical
eye, thinking, “The continuous voice output would be obnoxious to a sighted person, but to Lisa
it’s welcome.” She noticed that all of the prompt lines were vocalized, as well as the help
screens, prompts and error messages.
Katella noticed that the words were pronounced as correctly as the computer was capable of.
The programmer had taken care to input the material phonetically rather than merely according
to its English spelling. She considered this attention to detail critical. She tuned her ears to any
feature of the program that may have been slopped over phonetically. Nothing was missed. She
noticed the screen output was clean, which surprised her.
Lisa found she could get the computer to read a word or a letter at a time as she typed, depending
on a toggled command described on the general help screen. She could also shut off the voice

entirely and turn it back on when she was ready to review her work. She typed the following
letter:

June 30, 1986

Dear Ben,
I don’t see you anymore. Ron says it’s because you promised your father you wouldn’t even
call. I’m glad you came to hear me speak. I gave you my notes. I’d like them back sometime. I
still care about you. I hope I’ll see you again.
Love,
Lisa
Katella read the letter on the screen. “Who’s Ben?”
“A friend of mine.”
“Does he wear glasses?”
“Yes, do you know him?”
“No. What does the ‘Read’ command do?”
“Should I try it?”
“Please.”
Lisa’s fingers traced the template. The braille dots overlapped more than one function key on
the computer. She pressed the key under the ‘R’ for ‘Read’.
The computer vocalized her letter from the beginning. They listened with amusement.
“Let’s see if we can print this out,” said Katella.
“I know what to do,” said Lisa. She glided her fingers along the template, looking for the ‘Print’
key. She pressed it. Nothing printed.
Katella said nothing for nearly a minute. “The program must need to be set up for my printer,”
Katella finally said, hoping Lisa wouldn’t get permanently stuck without her help.
“What about the extra page of braille that came in the package?” Lisa suggested.
“It’s right here.” Katella placed the sheet in Lisa’s hands.

Lisa read the page aloud. Katella immediately recognized it as instructions for setting up the
program for her printer. The man had asked her what type of printer she owned and included
instructions for it, in braille.
Meticulously following the instructions, Lisa set up the program for the printer herself. Katella
smiled, thinking, “If everyone at work read their instructions that carefully, they would never
need my help.” She showed Lisa how to turn her printer off and on. Soon the letter was in
printed form.
“Let’s send it,” said Katella.
“No.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t want him to know I’m thinking about him.”
“Why?”
“He’s been ignoring me lately. I don’t want to go begging to him.”
“I’m sure he’s thinking about you.”
“I thought you didn’t know him.”
“I don’t, but can I tell you a secret?”
“What?”
“I saw Ben at the fireside. He wanted to talk to you, but he was afraid of starting a fight with
Ron, so he didn’t say anything.”
“Do you mean they were both there when you took me home?”
“Yes.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
“They didn’t want me to.”
“The bums.”
“Remember when Ron came to take you home? I said, ‘Your friend is here.’ You said, ‘Which
friend?’ eh?”
“Yes.”
“Did you think it might be Ben?”
“I wasn’t really positive.”
“But you were hoping it was Ben, eh?” Katella probed.

“In a way, I’m glad it was Ron.”
“You have an enviable problem, Lisa. Two guys think you’re great.”
“They both tease me all the time.”
“That’s just because they like you.”
“They’re always taking advantage of me, doing things right under my nose.”
“I was happy that Ron handed me a note saying to take you home.”
“That’s just what I mean.”
“If you care about this guy, Ben, I’d let him know. If he has to stand up to his father, give him a
reason to do it. If you don’t care about him, why should he take the risk?”
“You’re too logical.”
“Are you going to send the letter? I’ll address it for you.”
“Okay. But I want to sign it myself. Do you have a pen?”
“Sure, right here.”
“Could you show me where to sign?”
Katella placed the tip of Lisa’s pen just under the printed closing. Lisa signed.
“I like the way you sign, Lisa. Instead of saying, ‘Put your John Hancock on it’, people should
say, ‘Put your Lisa Hansen on it.’”
Lisa stared sightlessly at the letter, knitting her brows. Katella decided to not comment further
on her signature.
Katella checked Ben’s address in the phone book. She addressed an envelope, added a stamp
and put it in her pile of outgoing mail.
“When can you come over again, Lisa? There are many features you haven’t tried.”
“Tomorrow and Wednesday, but Thursday I’ll be going to Kansas. Ron invited me to spend
the weekend with his family.”
“Sounds serious. Ron’s nice too. You may have a hard time deciding between them.”
Katella returned Lisa to her home. Her parents were at the door when she entered. “How
was the program?” asked Jeff.
“It was good,” said Katella.
“Not excellent?”

“I was actually impressed. It’s not loaded with features, but it’s very usable. Lisa used it
with very little help from me.”
“That’s good,” said Jeff. “We talked it over. We’re willing to pay up to three hundred
dollars for the program, if you recommend it.”
“I hate to see you spending money for a program that doesn’t even work on your computer.”
“Someday we’ll get a computer that runs it, as long as Lisa can use it at your place for
now,” said Jeff.
“I’d be happy to have Lisa use my computer. I’ll talk to the developer again. Maybe I can
get the program for less.” Katella’s cool voice disguised her excitement. Outside of her
professional life, she had few friends. If necessary, she was prepared to pay the full eight
hundred dollars, if it meant spending time with Lisa.
“Three hundred dollars?” said Lisa. “I should help pay for it.”
“Don’t you worry about it,” Jeff insisted.
“Would you use a program like that, Lisa?” asked Tara.
“Yes. I can write or type ordinary writing, but I can’t read what I’ve written. If I can use
braille, I can read it, but most people can’t. With this program, I can read what I’m typing, and
other people can read it too.”
“That settles it.” said Jeff. “Let us know, Katella.”
“I will. Good night.”
Katella left feeling guilty. “I could ask the developer if he has a version of the program that
runs on the Hansens’ computer. Should I? Forget it,” she thought. “I want to spend time with
Lisa.”

Wednesday morning, Ben drove home from an errand, driving further south than usual, just
in case. At an intersection he saw a tall, blond female, waiting for a traffic light at a busy
intersection. Ben looked away, unable to trust himself even looking at her. He turned his head
back and watched her cross the street confidently in front of him. Her sweeping cane nearly
touched his car. He rolled down the window, about to call out. He was stuck dumb. She
crossed the street.

The light changed to green. Ben crossed the street, rounded the block and saw her coming
toward him. He pulled into a parking lot across the street and watched from his car, fascinated
by how good she looked: tall, erect, slender and slightly tan. Her whole body was toned and
shapely. The wind rippled her hair like a sail in the breeze. The fluid rhythm of her body and
cane was intoxicating. Considering that she was blind, her gait was swift. Ben forced his eyes
away and drove home.

He picked up the mail and noticed a VISA bill. He placed it where his mother would likely
see it and where his father would probably miss it. He saw an envelope addressed to him with
no return address. He opened the computer printed letter from Lisa. His mind’s eye re-created
the scene of the confident woman on the street. His mind’s ear heard her saying, “I still care
about you.” He put the letter in a shoe box in his closet where he kept the few letters he
considered worth keeping.
It suddenly occurred to him where Lisa was going. He hurried to his car and drove to the
recreation center. He parked and climbed the stairs to the gallery. Lisa was nowhere in sight.
He waited patiently several minutes. Then he saw Lisa walking toward the life guard stand.
She talked to the lifeguard; then she left alone, went to the side of the pool and skillfully
detected the edge. She deposited her cane, towel and thongs on the bench. To his amazement,
she dived in from a standing position.
Ben watched Lisa’s sure stroke cut the water with precision. She swam straight down the
lane, never colliding with another swimmer. During his first swim with her, she was exhausted
in minutes. She now seemed to swim indefinitely, over an hour without tiring. Ben watched
her patiently. She surfaced and hoisted herself gracefully on deck. She found her cane and
other items easily and walked toward the locker room.
The moment of decision had come. He needed to let her know he cared about her. If he let
her continue, she’d find another friend. He hoped he wasn’t already too late. He sat down in
the lobby area and waited for her to emerge from the women’s locker room. It seemed like
forever before she came out. She headed for the exit. He followed her, surprised that he could
hardly keep up with her. He managed to get ahead of her just before she opened the door. He
opened the door and said affectedly, “Allow me.”

Lisa walked out without a word.
Ben ran up to her. “Stop!” he yelled.
Startled, she stopped. “Is that you, Ben?” she asked, turning around.
“Yes, this is Ben,” he said. He moved closer and closed his hand around one of her wrists.
“It seems like you’ve recovered from your fall.”
“Please don’t touch me.” She shook her hand free.
He dropped his arm, paused a second and studied her frowning face. “I got your letter,” he
said slowly. “Thanks.”
Lisa didn’t respond.
“Can I give you a ride home?” he asked.
“I’m used to walking.” Her frozen stare was icy.
She turned and started walking away.
“Please,” Ben pleaded.
She stopped again. “Okay.”
“Can I hold your cane?” asked Ben.
“No.” Lisa folded her cane and put it in her backpack. “I’ve learned it’s best to keep it with
me.” She accepted his assistance as if surrendering.
“I’m glad. You’ll be much safer,” he said, relieved for her sake that she now accepted her cane.
“My car’s just in the parking lot.” His voice remained gentle and calm, without its previously
teasing edge. His respect for the way Lisa handled her blindness was enormous.
Ben put his arm around her waist, noting her resistance to his guidance. Her aloof manner
caught him off guard. Fighting fiercely for her independence, she didn’t want to be coddled.
Ben felt the urge to pamper her, to do anything to ease her plight, but he didn’t want to restrict
her either. He attempted to soften her resistance with his encouraging, gentle manner. Instead of
putting his arm around her waist as a suitor normally would, he offered his arm for guidance.
She took it and held it lightly.
He helped her into his car. “What are you planning for the Fourth of July, Lisa?”
“Why do you want to know?” she asked coldly.
“I thought we could do something.”
“We can’t.”

“No?”
“I’m visiting some friends in Kansas.”
“I hope you’ll enjoy it.”
“I’m sure I will.”
“If I can’t see you for the Fourth, can we do something later? Can I take you to Denver?”
“Yes, that would be okay.”
“What would you like to do there?”
“I’ve always enjoyed the museums, but . . . .”
“You’re not sure you will now? Shall we go to a museum anyway, just in case?”
“Okay.”
“Why don’t we go on Tuesday, after you get back?”
“Okay, but Ben, won’t your father kick you out?”
“Maybe. Maybe not. I think he likes having a free gardener.”
“What if he does, Ben? Where will you go?”
“I’m willing to risk getting kicked out, if it means I can be with you.”
Ben saw Lisa smile and felt reassured. He was afraid she’d refuse him entirely now that she was
dating Ron, but she didn’t. He took her directly home. He preferred spending more time with
her, but he wasn’t ready to push it yet with his father. He lingered at the porch swing with her.
“It’s tough to admit you need a cane, isn’t it?” he said.
“I can’t talk about it.”
“It’s hard to talk about too, am I right?”
“Yes.”
“It was the same way for me.”
“Why did you show me your cane, Ben?”
“You needed evidence.”
“Was that the only reason?”
“Lisa, I didn’t think I needed it because I could see fairly well, but not well enough, I’m afraid. I
never went anywhere alone like you do. I’m glad it’s not that way for you. It’s a simple tool,
but it can really help, can’t it?”
“I walk four miles to the pool and back nearly every day.”

“A miracle.”
“You suggested it.”
“I had no idea you’d do it. Lisa, you’re gorgeous. If your cane was a tool to fly, you’d be a bird.
You’re as graceful as one.”
“I work hard at being graceful. It’s not easy when I can’t see.”
“I know that. That impresses me all the more. Lisa, I must go, but please smile. You’re
frowning too much. Be happy. You’re already nearly there. I’ll see you.” He left. Lisa
wished he could stay. She grasped her cane. She couldn’t hold it without thinking of Ben. “He
said, ‘you’re gorgeous’,” she reminisced dreamily. “He really thinks I am.”

Chapter 13.
Lisa went to Katella’s Wednesday night before her trip to Kansas. She brought the business
plans she made in the backyard and transcribed them into the computer. Katella watched the
words appear on the screen. “Lisa, that’s very ambitious of you,” she said in amazement.
“What do you think of the idea?”
“I’m not much at selling. I’m sure you’re more experienced. You could do very well.”
“Do you know how to research companies?”
“I’ve done it before.”
“Could you help me with the research?”
“I’m flattered you asked.”Katella was delighted. She wanted to see Lisa triumph, and she
wanted to be a part of it.
“My parents said this program’s actually costing you eight hundred dollars. They said you’d try
to get a better price. Did you?”
“I must not be a very good negotiator. The man wouldn’t budge on the price.”
“That’s because he thought you’d just buy it anyway. You should send the program back, and
buy it later when he’s willing to be flexible.”
“I thought you wanted it.”
“I do. I want to help pay for it. But I don’t have to have it right now.”
“It’s a specific market. He said he can’t afford to sell it for less. Besides that, he’s blind
himself.”
“And you’d let him take advantage of you because of that?”
Katella chuckled, “I need to give you credit, Lisa. You’re a shrewd businesswoman.”
“Send the program back while I’m gone. In a few weeks, talk to the man again, and see if he’ll
budge on his price.”
“I will.”

Ron completed his genetics assignment and turned it in on the due date. Relieved, he called
Lisa.

“Are we on for tomorrow?”
“Yes. I’m all packed. I hope Kansas is pretty. I’m ready for some great scenery.”
“It’s pretty dry and brown this time of year, but we might see some antelope and prairie dogs on
the way.”
“That sounds exciting.”
“Lisa, you sound like a girl I used to know.”
“Really? Who was she?”
“Lisa Hansen. She was a lot of fun.”
“That’s funny, I’m Lisa Hansen too.”
“Maybe you’re related. Do you have a cousin named Lisa?” Ron joked.
Lisa didn’t respond.
“I’ll pick you up this afternoon at five, okay?”
“Okay, I’ll be ready.” Lisa replaced the phone sighing to herself, “What was that talk about
the Lisa Hansen he used to know? I talked as if I were sighted. She was a lot of fun!” The
words echoed, stinging her ears.

Ron liked her the way she was:

carefree, fun loving,

flirtatious and sighted. “Too bad, Ron,” she thought. “I’m still Lisa Hansen. I’m not just like
her. I am Lisa.”
She went upstairs to her bedroom and lay prone on the bed, jiggling it. She suppressed the
urge to call Ben. Maybe she should have accepted the invitation to spend the holiday with him.
Ron’s quips about Ben only made her want to defend him. She didn’t just like him; she thought
of him nearly constantly. “I must be weird,” she thought. “In high school, I wouldn’t have
even looked at a handicapped person. But then, Ben’s not handicapped.” She had a mental
conversation with Ben.
“Ben, everyone’s trying to convince me I’m not the same person.”
“I warned you about that.”
“Ben, am I different?”
No answer.
“I must be,” thought Lisa. “I’m not just a person anymore. I’m a blind person. If someone
talked about me without mentioning it . . . . What will Ron say to his parents about me?”

On Thursday, Ron arrived and loaded Lisa’s things in his car. “What did you bring Lisa, your
library?” he groaned.
“If I brought all my books you wouldn’t be hoisting them like that into your Pinto.”

The drive was peaceful but hot. They were glad the trip was in the evening.
“Do your parents have fireworks where they live?” asked Lisa.
“My family usually buys enough explosives to blow up the world. They put on their own show.”
“Sounds fun. How did your exams go?”
“I believe I passed everything. I know my paper was a winner.”
“Do you pay for your own schooling?”
“Yes. I have a couple of student loans, but I avoid borrowing. Luckily, I have a scholarship.”
“I thought so. You’re very intelligent, Ron.”
“What did you do this week?”
“The usual, I went swimming and worked on a computer program at Katella’s.”
“What program?”
“A talking word processor.”
“Blow me away. Does it work?”
“It’s great.”
“Katella’s quite a nice girl,” Ron remarked.
“She’s very nice,” Lisa agreed.
“Not bad looking either.”
“Really? What does she look like? She talks like she’s an ugly old maid.”
“She’s not as slender as you, but she’s okay, especially if you like the Southern European look.”
“What color is her hair?” asked Lisa.
“Dark, very dark brown, very long. She looks Italian.”
“I’m not surprised.”
“What does she do for a living?” asked Ron.
“She’s a computer engineer.”
“Hardware or software?”
“She said she works on operating systems.”

“That’s where hardware and software meet. She must know both. She must like music too.”
“She never says anything to me about it.”
“She has a programmable synthesizer. She must be composing, judging by the papers scattered
around.”
“I didn’t get the impression she’s messy.”
“Her apartment just looks crowded. She needs a bigger place.”
“She could afford it.”
“I wonder what she makes,” said Ron.
“I have no idea.”
“I do. With her salary, I wouldn’t be living in the dump I’m in.”
Lisa yawned.
“Are you sleepy?” Ron asked.
“Yes.”
“Just relax and sleep. We’ll be there by midnight.”
The sound of the motor increased Lisa’s drowsiness. She dropped off to sleep.
Ron continued driving. “Katella!” he thought. “She seems so talented and rich. I don’t get
intimidated by women but . . . . A challenge!”
The slowing down of the car woke Lisa up. Ron turned onto a country road that led to his
parents’ ranch. “Are we there?” she asked.
“Nearly.”
Ron’s mother, Katherine, came out with a flashlight to greet her son. “Is this the girl you said
you were bringing?” she asked.
Katherine shined her flashlight on Lisa, taking care to not shine it directly in her eyes. Lisa
looked half-asleep. “Did you sleep on the way here?” she asked. “Can I show you to the house?
We have a room prepared for you.”
“Thank you, Mrs. Peterson.”
“Call me Katherine. I’m Mrs. Hastings, Ron’s mother. My husband’s his step-father.”
“I didn’t know Ron’s father was dead.”

“He isn’t. We divorced when Ron was a baby. Floyd’s been the only father he’s known, so he
doesn’t seem like a step-father to him.”
“I see,” said Lisa, embarrassed. “Where’s Ron?”
“He’s visiting with everyone,” his mother said. “Can I show you to the house?”
Lisa fumbled for her cane but couldn’t find it. She got out of the car and stood up.
“Right this way,” said Katherine, gesturing with her flashlight. Lisa stumbled a few steps toward
her, feeling awkward. She was used to telling strangers, but telling Ron’s parents was different.
“You must be stiff from your trip,” Katherine said, drawing closer.
“No. I think something’s wrong with my eyes. Can I take your arm? We can go inside and
look.”
“Did you get sand in your eyes? They do look a little swollen.”
“She’s imagining things,” thought Lisa. “Maybe I can get by with the excuse until we get to the
house. I used to get upset when people figured it out. Now I’m getting upset when they don’t!
Part way to the house, Lisa decided she could handle her hostess’s reaction. “I guess Ron didn’t
tell you. I’m blind.” She detected a shake in the woman’s arm.
“Are you?”
“It’s only been a few months. I’m not very used to it.”
“I’m so sorry. What do I do?”
“Just lead me, like you’re doing. I’m sorry, I can’t follow you.”
“I feel so stupid. I didn’t realize.”
“Don’t worry. I feel more stupid than you do.”
Once Katherine saw Lisa under the light, she was astonished to see a tall, slender girl shackled
by such a handicap. Startled by her unmoving gaze, her first impulse was to feel sorry for her,
but after talking a few minutes, she nearly felt envy. Lisa was as self-confident as any woman.
“Can I show you the room I have ready for you?”
Her hostess led her into a bedroom on the main floor and placed Lisa’s hand on the bed. “Thank
you,” said Lisa. “I appreciate your help locating the bed. I’m sure you’ve gone to a lot of
trouble getting this room ready. Will you describe it for me?”
“Sure. This is an old, wood frame bed, covered with a handmade patchwork quilt in a green, red,
white and blue star pattern. My mother made it long ago, and I helped her. There’s an old-

fashioned, white ceramic jug and basin on the dresser in the far left corner and an old round
mirror attached to it. To your left, instead of a closet, there’s an old-fashioned wardrobe where
you can hang your clothes. There’s a light switch here for the ceiling light. It’s on. On the floor
there are several rag rugs. I can pick them up if you think you might trip on them.”
“Please leave them there. I like rugs.”
There’s seven handmade, bisque porcelain dolls on the window seat.”
“You have a window seat? I love window seats.”
“Here,” Katherine said, offering Lisa her arm, pressing her gently. “Would you like to see the
dolls?”
Lisa nodded, pleased that Katherine understood how she used the word ‘see’.
Katherine seated Lisa on the window seat and placed each doll in her hands, one at a time. Lisa
examined their hand-painted faces and lacy clothing with her fingers. “Beautiful dolls,” she
exclaimed.
“I’m glad you like them. Can I do anything for you?”
“Could I have a tour of your house? If all your rooms are as interesting as this one . . . .”
“Let’s wait ‘til morning. Shall I just show you the bathroom tonight?”
“I’m sorry.” Lisa opened her watch crystal and read the face with her fingers. “I forgot how late
it is. I must have missed the sun setting,” she said smiling.
Katherine didn’t respond. “Lisa’s situation is too serious to joke about,” she thought. She
showed Lisa the bathroom, handed her a bundle with towels, wash cloths and soap and left her
guest to herself.
Even though it was late, Lisa showered to remove the dirt and sweat she accumulated during the
hot drive. Settled under her covers, she kept her eyes open. It made her feel more watchful and
alert. She reflected on her weak attempt at humor, “What a big flop! I didn’t break the news
very gracefully either. I should have done it before or after she led me, not during. But when
would have been a better time? There just isn’t an easy time!”
She pondered, “Man is a fighting, hunting animal. Sight means survival. Ron’s family lives
close to the brutal edge of nature. No wonder Katherine was so shocked! Something inside of
her asked why I was even alive. People must be shocked . . . instinctively. But they’re shocked

by my blindness . . . not by me. I can’t take it personally.” But it was hard not to. Lisa decided
to forgive Ron for not telling his parents.
She heard a sound in the hallway, moving toward her bed. Her throat tightened.
“Lisa.”
“Ron, it’s you.”
“I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to say good night.”
“Thanks for bringing in my things. I couldn’t find my cane.”
“Maybe it’s in my room.”
“Ron, please get it. I have a hard time seeing without it.”
“Okay. I’ll be right back.”
Several minutes later he returned. “I have no idea where it is.”
“Great!” groaned Lisa.
“I’ll look for it first thing tomorrow.”
“Okay, but please find it as soon as possible.”
“I understand. Good night.” He leaned over and kissed her several times.
“Good night, Ron.”
“I’d sleep here with you, but I doubt my parents would approve.”
“I wouldn’t let you anyway.”
“Refusing my affection?”
“I believe some things should be reserved for marriage.”
“You do? I wouldn’t have guessed. Good night.

Lisa woke to the smell of bacon, fried eggs and toast. Her watch face indicated five-thirty. She
heard men talking.
She arose, pulled on a pair of jeans and a light-weight, cotton-blend shirt. She visited the
bathroom, washed her face and applied a minimum of makeup. She walked carefully toward the
voices, detecting the walls and doorways with a newly developed awareness.
“Lisa, what gets you up so early?” asked an unfamiliar male voice.
“That’s what I was wondering,” Lisa replied.
Several men started laughing.

“I don’t get it,” she said.
“Around here we’re never sure what time it is. This county’s right on the Mountain-Central time
line. We go by the sun most the time.”
“So what time is it really?”
“Right here, we’re in the Central Zone, but part of the ranch is in the Mountain Zone. Take your
pick.”
Lisa wrung her hands. “I’ll just leave my watch where it is.”
“Want some breakfast?”
“Sure. Are you Mr. Hastings?”
“Sure am. Call me Uncle Charlie.”
“It’s nice to meet you, Uncle Charlie. Where should I sit?”
“Wherever you like. We don’t sit at the table much ‘round here.”
“Where is the table?”
“There ain’t one.”
“Oh.”
“Floyd sold most everything,” Uncle Charlie explained.
This was a surprise. Expecting herself to be as aware of things as when she could see, Lisa felt
embarrassed. She had the impression the house was well furnished. She regretted asking for a
full tour. “I need to rest,” she said, retreating to her room. She tried each of the doors on the
right. The first room had an odor that suggested it might be a pantry or a laundry room, maybe
both. The next door was the bathroom. Then there was her room. She relaxed when she
identified her suitcase.
In unfamiliar surroundings, it was difficult to stay oriented. Odors, sounds, echoes and air
currents lent clues, but reading them required concentration. She opened her suitcase and hung
her clothing in the musty wardrobe. Then she made her bed. She carefully ran her fingers along
the rough, round log of the wooden bed frame without getting slivers caught in her hands. She
puffed the pillows, folded and covered them. She ran her hands along the quilt, checking for
wrinkles.
“Looks nice,” Katherine remarked.
Lisa turned to face her hostess. “Thank you for offering me your best room. I appreciate it.”

“Have you had breakfast yet?”
“No. Will you introduce me to the men? I don’t know who they all are.”
“We’ll do that later. They left to look after the cattle.”
“Oh.”
“Let’s see if they left anything to eat.”
After breakfast, Katherine asked, “Would you like your tour now?”
“You don’t need to do that.”
“This is a large home. You need to know where the rooms are, so you won’t get lost.”
“Okay.”
Katherine led her guest through the house, describing things in detail. There was little furniture
except for cherished heirlooms she wouldn’t part with and worthless things she couldn’t sell.
She led Lisa upstairs to Ron’s room. “He’s asleep,” Katherine said.
“No, I’m awake, Mom. How are you doing, Lisa?”
“Where’s my cane?”
“You won’t give up, will you? I have no idea.”

The rest of the day her hosts ushered Lisa around the ranch. Ron and his brother took her out on
the range where the cattle grazed. It was very hot.
The family gathered for a picnic at noon. Lisa felt cooped up in unfamiliar surroundings.
That evening they gathered for fireworks. Lisa listened to the whistles, cracks and pops. She
was homesick, not just for home, but for Independence Days when she felt more independent,
when she didn’t need to constantly be on someone’s arm. The children ran around with
sparklers, excited and laughing. She didn’t dare cross the grass for fear of stepping on something
hot.
Upset that she’d allowed herself to indulge in self-pity, she allowed a few tears to drop, hoping
the darkness would make them unnoticeable. Nobody noticed. That made her feel worse. She
craved having someone to comfort her. She was tired of making the pretense of self-assurance,
of being happy, despite everything. Her tear glands dried up. She needed her eye drops. They

were in the house. About to excuse herself, she realized she couldn’t find her way to the house
alone. Feeling trapped, she miserably remained where she was.
“Ron,” said Brian, “Let’s get our guitars and have a sing-along.”
Ron got up. “Ron!” Lisa called.
Ron touched her arms. “What?” he whispered.
“Can I go with you to the house?” she pleaded. “I need to get something.”
“Sure.”
Lisa retrieved her lubricant while Ron and his brother got their instruments. Ron and Brian
strummed campfire tunes and sang ballads. The family sang with them. “Ron has a good
voice,” thought Lisa.

Most of Sunday Ron slept or visited with his male relatives. Lisa spent time talking to his
mother. By the time they packed to leave Sunday afternoon, Lisa felt less homesick. They still
hadn’t found her cane. Lisa resigned herself to getting another one.
“Did you have a good time?” asked Ron on the way home.
“Kansas isn’t very scenic this time of year.”
“What did you expect?”
“I don’t think they liked me.”
“Sure they did. My father said you’re very pretty.”
“Tell him thanks,” said Lisa glumly.
“They’re losing everything they have. Did that upset you?” asked Ron. “My uncle said you
were pretty surprised when you found out they didn’t have a table.”
“Aren’t you?” asked Lisa.
“I’ve been living with it for a long time.”
“What can they do?”
“Not much. If they borrow more money, they’ll just be in more trouble. The government is
sporadic: one day it helps them; the next day they’re in the cold. I avoid debt as much as
possible. It’s destroyed my parents.”
“Will they lose their home and ranch?”

“Probably very soon. Lisa, I’m sorry I didn’t spend much time with you. I was so tired. I
needed to visit my father and brother. This might be the last holiday we’ll have together on the
ranch.”
“Your mother said you’re always exhausted after your exams.”
“That’s true. Lisa, I’m really torn now with needing to spend more time working and wanting to
graduate. I should drop my classes this summer and just work, but if I do, I’ll miss December
graduation.”
“Maybe you should pray about it.”
“I have. I don’t think God is interested in my needs.”
“Of course he is.”
“You may have noticed that my parents aren’t very religious.”
“I didn’t.”
“They don’t go to church every Sunday. My mother used to go all the time, but she’s been very
sad lately. She’s upset about losing the ranch, and she doesn’t think anyone understands. I think
it helped her to have you listen to her. She told me you’re a very good listener.”
“Thank you. I’m sure your parents still believe in God.”
“They do, but maybe they think of Him differently than you do.”
“What do you think?” asked Lisa.
“I’m sorting things out. All my life I’ve believed God exists, but since I’ve been in college,
my professors are trying to drive it out of me. The foundation of modern biology is atheistic.
You almost have to swear allegiance to atheism to be accepted in the scientific community.
Sometimes I’m tempted to do that, so I won’t be different. But the incredible complexity of life
is evidence enough to me of the existence of an intelligent creator.”
“So you accept God intellectually?”
“Yes, but my heart wants him to be there too. I want to feel that someone in the heavens
loves me. I don’t want to be alone.”
Lisa pondered his comments, thinking of her own feelings about God and the universe.
“God loves me,” she thought. “That’s the first thing I believe.”

Chapter 14.
Monday evening about six the telephone rang. Tara answered it. “Lisa, it’s for you,” she
called out the back door.
Lisa came inside from the backyard. “This is Lisa.”
“Hi, it’s Katella. Can I pick you up?”
“Sure.”
“I’ll be right there.”

Katella arrived in a few minutes. She took Lisa to her apartment. Lisa started up the
computer and worked for a while. Katella straightened her apartment. She went in her office to
check on Lisa.
“Did you have a good time on your trip, Lisa?”
“It was fine.”
“No enthusiasm? Did you miss Ben while you were gone?”
“I missed feeling at home. Maybe I’m just not adventurous anymore. I’ve always loved
going places, but now. . . .”
“There’s probably not much to do in Kansas. It wouldn’t be my choice of a place to live.”
“I like Colorado myself,” said Lisa.
“I do too. I love the mountains.”
“Ron took me up in the mountains once. We went horseback riding.”
“How fun!”
“I thought we’d go horseback riding on his ranch, but we didn’t end up doing much together at
all.”
“Maybe he got busy.”
“He was really tired too. Katella, maybe they don’t have horses anymore.”
“On a ranch? I doubt it, Lisa. A ranch needs horses.”
“I didn’t see any horses the whole time I was there.”
“Of course you didn’t.”

“No. I don’t think there were any horses there.”
“I have a hard time believing that.”
“They didn’t even have a kitchen table. They must have sold their horses too.”
“That’s very sad. Cheer up, Lisa. I have good news. I called the man who wrote the program to
ask him how to send it back. He let me have it for five hundred dollars.”
“That’s great. Now you’ll only need to pay two hundred, and it should take me less time to pay
you back.”
“Don’t even think of it. Are you coming over tomorrow?”
“I have a date with Ben in Denver. I’m not sure when we’ll be back.”
“So he called you, eh?”
“He sneaked up on me when I was at the pool.”
“Teasing you again, eh?”
“That’s Ben.”
“Would you like to see him tonight?”
“You mean just go over there?”
“Sure.”
“I don’t think so.”
“Come on. He sneaked up on you. You should sneak up on him. Surprise him.”
“I don’t even have my cane.”
“I’m not sending you there by yourself. I’ll go with you.” Katella nearly giggled.
“Okay.”
Katella drove Lisa to Ben’s home. “Nice area!” she commented.
She parked around the corner from the large Tudor home to avoid being conspicuous. They got
out of the car and walked to just within sight of the house. “Which way should we approach it?”
asked Katella.
“Are there any lights on?”
“No. But it’s not that dark out yet.”
“I think Ben’s room is on the left side of the house, in the back.”
“Can we go around behind?”

“They have a wall in the back.”
“Where’s the gate?”
“I don’t remember.”
“I see it. Should we make a rear attack?”
“Sure.”
They got through the back gate without being noticed. Lisa hid behind the utility shed. Katella
tried the patio door.
“Lisa,” she whispered. “The back door’s unlocked. Shall we go inside?”
“Is anyone home?”
“I can’t tell. No lights are on.”
“How dark is it?”
“I’d be turning on my lights by now.”
“Check the garage,” Lisa suggested. “How many cars are in there?”
Katella looked through the window of the three-car garage. “There’s just one car.”
“What kind is it?”
“It’s a blue Escort.”
“That’s Ben’s.”
“You’re in luck. He must be the only one home.”
Lisa shook with excitement. “Are there any lights on yet?”
“No . . . wait. One just went on at my right.”
“I bet it’s Ben’s.”
“Are you ready to make an entrance?”
“Yes.”
Katella opened the door as quietly as possible, suppressing the urge to switch on lights. She and
Lisa made their way through the kitchen and dining areas into the hallway. To her left, she
noticed a small gym. “Let’s hide in here,” she whispered. They entered the room. Katella
closed the door quietly. Again she felt the urge to switch on a light. By the light from the street,
she examined the gymnasium equipment. “This is quite a spa,” she said.
They heard a door opening in the hallway. Both of them fell deathly silent.
Ben penned in his journal at his desk:

“I don’t know what to do for work. Today I tried several places. No one was interested unless I
could work full-time next fall, but by then I’ll be in school. Finding work in a college town this
late in the summer is impossible.”
“I saw Lisa at the pool Wednesday. She was beautiful. She’s come amazingly far since last
May. Dad asked me today if I’ve been going over to see Lisa. I said no. Maybe it was a lie.
When I went over there, I pretended to be Sister Hansen’s old boyfriend, George Redfield. Lisa
didn’t figure me out. When I did talk to her, it was at the pool, not at her house. Dad will soon
know I’m planning to see her again. Tomorrow I’m taking her to a museum in Denver. I hope I
can make it enjoyable for her. I’m not good at describing things. At least I can read the signs for
her.”
Ben heard a low noise outside his door. He entered the hallway. Ben noticed only
subconsciously that the usually open door to Mark’s bedroom was closed. He walked into the
kitchen and noticed that he hadn’t locked the patio door. He locked it and returned to his room.
Lisa and Katella heaved silent sighs as they heard Ben’s door shut. “I almost wish he would
have come in here,” Lisa whispered.
“What should we do?” whispered Katella.
“This was your idea.”
“Why don’t you just walk into Ben’s room and talk to him like it’s perfectly normal that you’re
here?”
“Right now?”
“Sure. You can’t do it any sooner.”
Lisa and Katella stealthily crossed the hallway. Katella placed Lisa’s hand on the knob of the
door to Ben’s room. “Now!” she whispered in Lisa’s ear.
Lisa opened the door as ordinarily as she would any door and glided into Ben’s room. Ben
turned from his desk to see who had come in. A wide, brilliant smile broke over his face. His
Sapphire Princess had come! He stood up, took Lisa’s hand and guided her out of the bedroom
into the living room. He turned her as if twirling her in a dance and seated her on the sofa.
“What brings you here tonight, Dorothy? Did you get lost on the way home from Kansas?”
“I did. Could I borrow your cane?” said Lisa suppressing a giggle. It was all she could think of
to say.

“I’m afraid you’re much too tall to use it properly. Is there anything else I can do for you?”
Lisa sat quietly for a moment. Ben looked into her eyes. To him, at this moment, they seemed
alive.
“What were you doing just now?” she asked.
“Writing in my journal.”
“Can I see?”
“Sure. Wait a second.” Ben went to his room, returned and placed Lisa’s hands on the crisp
pages of his journal.
“This must be very interesting,” she commented.
“It’s just my life. Here, look at this.” Ben handed her another bound volume.
“What’s this?”
“My missionary journal.”
Lisa fingered the pages. “I can’t read this. Did you write it in Japanese?”
Ben chuckled, “Part of it. How did you get here, Lisa? Did you walk?”
“No. A friend brought me.”
“Ron?”
“No, Katella Scarlatti.”
“Oh yes, I think I know who she is.”
Ben turned to see Katella watching silently from the hallway. “Come in,” he invited. “Whose
idea was this?”
“Hers,” Katella and Lisa said in unison.
“If it’s okay with you, Ben, I’ll leave Lisa here with you,” Katella said, wanting to leave them
alone.
“It would be a pleasure. Thank you for bringing her,” said Ben smiling and waving.
Katella left with a good-bye and a wave. “I hope Lisa can see how much he cares about her,”
she thought as she drove home.
“Now,” said Ben, “did you say you had a problem, something about a cane?”
“I lost it.”
“How could you? You said you keep it with you all the time.”

“It was really awful today. I missed swimming.”
“Maybe you should use a broomstick.”
“Don’t be silly.”
“What do you think people used before canes became standard?”
“I don’t know, a long stick?”
“A long stick, an umbrella, a broomstick, whatever was handy, whatever worked. Have you
noticed how beat up your cane is getting?”
“No, maybe I should get a new one. I called the rehab center. I can’t get a cane right away. I
have to order it.”
“I would do that. Since you missed your walk today, would you like one now?”
“In the dark?” asked Lisa.
“Has that ever stopped you?”
“No.”
“Then let’s go.” Ben took Lisa’s hand and took her for a walk through the neighborhood, welllit with moonlight. The light shining from the house windows and porch lights blended with the
light in the sky. “You know, Lisa. It’s never really dark out, especially in the city.”
“Is this the first time you’ve noticed?”
“I guess not. It’s just easy to forget how much light there is, even at night.”
“I used to find my way around the house late at night without realizing how much I could
actually see.”
“I can’t see as well at night as you could. The night of the hike, it was so dark by the lake . . . .”
“Don’t concern yourself with that. I’m well now.”
“I’m relieved. You seem to be doing great.”
“What do you mean? I’m still having a tough time.”
“When I saw you Wednesday, you were so confident, so sure of your step. I hardly knew you.”
“It’s just a show, like I do when I model.”
“Keep it up. I like your show. You probably don’t realize how difficult it is, Lisa. You have a
smooth gait; you’re walking four miles a day. That’s phenomenal. I’m impressed.”
“Thanks for encouraging me. I can’t think of anything more discouraging than being blind.”
“I can think of a few things,” said Ben.

“What?”
“To me, being a quadriplegic would be worse.”
“I’d hate to lose the use of my hands and legs,” Lisa agreed.
“I’d also hate not being able to talk,” said Ben. “Have you ever considered how marvelous
having a conversation is, just like we’re having now?”
“I can’t imagine not being able to.”
“If you were deaf, you would have difficulty. Lisa, have you ever thought of how mentally
retarded people feel?”
“Do they have feelings? I’ve never thought about it.”
“Of course they do. They’re people. They want to be loved like everyone else. You have
feelings, right?”
“I suppose I should be grateful,” said Lisa “but knowing that other people have problems worse
than mine doesn’t help me feel better.”
“When you help people who need you, Lisa, it helps you feel better.”
“I don’t think it works that way with me,” said Lisa. “I feel sad the world has to endure so much
pain and suffering.”
“It’s important to be grateful for what you have. Remember your speech? You won’t give up
your hope, will you?”
“Sometimes it’s all I have. When I’m really down, all I can hope for is that it’ll get better.”
“And it does, doesn’t it?”
“Yes. Things don’t get any brighter, but they do get better.”

Ben and Lisa continued their conversation, walking slowly, with their arms linked. It was easy
to talk to Ben about tough subjects, about suffering and longing for things to be different, about
hope and faith and believing in God. Ben could find evidence of miracles in everything. He
talked about people he knew in blind school or through his associations. Some people he knew
or knew of had multiple handicaps.
“Ben, you make me feel guilty for complaining. Why do some people have more than their
share of suffering?”

“I’ve thought a lot about that. I don’t know. Maybe it’s God’s way of reminding us that we’re
all dependent on Him and that we should appreciate what we have.” Ben paused a moment,
pondering the miracle of his eyesight and his gratitude for it. He added, “We also need to love
everyone, help other people and withhold judgment.”
“Your mother’s very loving.”
“My mother’s always been interested in helping the less fortunate even before I was born. She
majored in special education in college.”
“Really?”
“My mother’s superbly qualified to teach you, Lisa. She’s very quiet about her qualifications.”
“Why?”
“Because of me, I suppose.”
“She wasn’t prepared for you, was she, Ben?”
“I think she believes she somehow caused my birth defect. I was an April Fool’s baby, which
didn’t help her feel better about it.”
“Like it was a joke from God or something? Maybe she had rubella. Was she inoculated for it?”
“She was sick every day she was pregnant with me and nearly died when I was born. I don’t
think anyone really knows. We’re back at my place. Can I drive you home?”
“I’m not planning to walk, not by myself anyway.”
Ben was backing his car out of the driveway when his father’s car pulled up. Lloyd got out and
hurried over to Ben’s car, gesturing for him to not leave. Ben stopped his Escort, switched from
reverse to first gear and drove back into the garage.
“Is it your father?” asked Lisa.
Ben didn’t answer. His mind reeled with what he should say to his father. His well rehearsed
plans didn’t apply to the current situation.
“Ben, go in the living room. We need to have a talk. Lisa, you come too.”
Lloyd sat in a large easy chair. Ben sat on the love seat, and Lisa sat on the large sofa. Ben
stiffened, preparing for a stern tongue lashing from his father.
Lloyd said, “Lisa, Ben and I have an agreement. When you break your word, you pay the
consequences. Ben, what should the consequences be?”

Ben was surprised. He expected his father to dictate the consequences instead of asking him
what he thought he deserved. He wanted to make his sentence as light as possible, but still fair.
“Dad, I think you should know that Lisa came over tonight by herself. I didn’t call and invite her
to come.”
“Ben, I’m not stupid. She didn’t come over without some encouragement from you.”
Ben sighed, “Dad, it’s about time I said this. I believe I have the right to choose which girls I
date. Lisa happens to be the girl I’ve chosen.”
“Ben, we had an agreement.”
“It wasn’t a fair agreement. I made it when Lisa was injured, to protect you financially. She’s
okay now.”
“The agreement stated two months. It didn’t say ‘until Lisa gets better’.”
“Dad, I want to call off the agreement and make another one. If you choose to kick me out, you
can. If you let me stay, I’ll be the gardener. In either case, Lisa and I are touring a museum in
Denver tomorrow.”
Lloyd’s face was stern. He looked at Ben. He looked at Lisa.
“Yes, I already asked her to go with me. I broke our agreement.”
Lloyd looked at Ben again. “I suppose I should thank you Ben, for the work you’ve done around
here. Your brothers would have complained, but you haven’t. I just hope you’ll take
responsibility for the decisions you make and weigh the consequences beforehand. We’ll have
another discussion about this later. You need to take Lisa home now. It’s very late.”
On the way home Lisa asked, “Do you think he’ll kick you out?”
“I don’t think so,” said Ben, “but it looks like we’ll have to negotiate the terms if I stay.”
“I hope he’s not too hard on you.”
“He could scarcely be harder than he’s been. I’ve been working like a slave for weeks. Things
may actually improve from now on.”
They lingered at the Hansens’ doorstep, swinging together gently in the porch swing, enjoying
their closeness. Ben embraced Lisa and planted their first kiss on her lips.

He parted his lips from hers, but his hands remained clasped behind her. Her ear was close
enough to his chest that she could hear his pounding heart. He removed his glasses. She put her
hands on his face and discovered it was bare. She traced his countenance. He closed his eyes as
she examined them, wishing she could see them when they were open. She placed her palm over
his rapidly beating heart. She released him, leaned forward and kissed him several times, on the
forehead, cheeks and lips. Ben wished time would stand still.

Chapter 15.

Early the next morning, Lisa received a phone call.
“Lisa, my parents called yesterday,” said Ron. “They found your cane.”
“Oh good. What happened to it?”
“They said the dog took it.”
“The dog! Do they have a dog?”
“It’s an old expression we use in our family. Whenever something is lost, we say the dog took
it.” Ron sounded half-convincing. He had kept the cane from Lisa and had then left it at home
by accident. Embarrasssing. But it would have been more embarrassing for him if she would
have used it in front of his parents. Without it she was lovely; with it she was . . .
“So they don’t know what really happened?”
“They felt really sorry. They sent it to you yesterday, Federal Express ® .”
“They shouldn’t have.”
“They already did. You should get it today.”
Lisa regretted that the Hastings went to such an expense to ship her cane, but she was relieved it
was on the way. She suspected Ron wasn’t telling her the whole story.
“Where were you last night? I tried to call you,” Ron continued.
“I went to Katella’s.”
“Why didn’t you tell me? I would have taken you there.”
“She always picks me up.”
“Let me know next time. I’ll drive you.”
“Okay.”
“Are you going there tonight?” Ron asked.
“No, maybe tomorrow.”
“Give me a call.”
“I will,” said Lisa.

Later that morning Ben asked, “Which museum will it be, Lisa?” as they neared downtown
Denver.
“The Denver Art Museum,” said Lisa without hesitation.
“I didn’t think that would be your first choice.” Ben was apprehensive. He knew little about art.
As they entered the tall building with uniquely shaped and arranged windows, Ben felt selfconscious about bringing a blind person to an art museum. Being seen with Lisa in public didn’t
usually bother him, but this was different. He inwardly scolded himself for being concerned
about appearances and what other people thought.
The main floor had several special short term exhibits. Ben wandered through the entire first
gallery without saying a word. Lisa finally declared, “Ben, I came here to see some art. I’m not
getting much of a chance.”
“I’m not good at describing things.”
“You won’t improve unless you do it.”
“What should I say? Should I tell you the colors, what the work is made of or what the subject
is? Frankly, I can’t always tell.”
“Tell me the titles on the paintings and who did them.”
“Okay.” Ben read off the titles and artists of the paintings. His perfunctory manner got on
Lisa’s nerves.
“Ben, you must have some kind of emotional reaction to this art.”
“It’s kind of . . . flat. The colors . . . aren’t very bold. The subjects . . . aren’t very clear.”
“Let’s go to another part of the museum. Hopefully not everything will give you that
impression.”
“That’s a good idea. Wait a minute!”
“What?”
“In the next room . . . .” Guiding Lisa into the next room, Ben drew closer to the object that
caught his eye.
“What do you see?”
“A very interesting work.”
“What is it?”
“A woman.”

“Is this the first woman you’ve seen?” said Lisa teasingly.
“She’s made of some kind of plastic material. She’s life-size.”
“What is she wearing?”
“Nothing.”
“Ben!”
“She has a sheet draped over her. It hides part of her. She’s beautiful.”
“Describe her.”
“She has long, dark hair, rosy features, tawny skin. She has a peaceful expression, like yours
when you’re not angry.”
“Is she a statue or what?”
“She’s some kind of sculpture, very unique. She’s reclining, not sitting or standing. The texture
and color of her skin are just like real.”
Lisa cleared her throat, “Maybe we should go upstairs now.”
“Okay.” Ben led her to the elevator. “Which floor should we tour?”
“Let me press the buttons.”
“Go ahead.”

Describing art involved Ben; it became easier with practice. Typically he passed quickly
through museums, glancing at everything. Now he took the time to describe things to Lisa. Lisa
relaxed and enjoyed herself.
“Are you having a good time?” Ben asked.
“Yes.”
“Maybe I should have taken you to a concert.”
“I like museums. Concerts are too loud.”
“Some of them aren’t.”
“Ben, I’ve always been visually oriented. Do you think that should change now?”
“I wish I could help you see things better. I don’t know much about art,” Ben apologized.
“What does she expect?” he added to himself, “I’ve been blind most of my life.”
“You’re doing fine,” Lisa reassured him.

Ben led Lisa through the upper galleries, describing many works depicting Jesus Christ. After
several dozen paintings, Lisa remarked. “Ben, almost all the paintings of Jesus are either about
when he was a baby or when he was crucified. Wasn’t anyone interested in what he did during
his life?”
“I noticed that too. Everyone must have painted for either Christmas or Easter. They left nearly
everything else out.”
“Do they have any paintings of Jesus healing the blind?”
“No. I would have pointed that out.”
“There are no stories in the Bible about Jesus healing blind women, but I’m sure he could.”
“Of course he could.” Ben looked at Lisa’s face, thinking, “She’s wondering why Jesus doesn’t
just do it now. I wish I knew. I’ve seen miracles happen, but we can’t predict them. A cure for
Lisa is beyond logic. I hardly dare express a wish for her. But I know that some day, through
the power of Jesus Christ, Lisa will see again. The question isn’t will he, it’s when.”
The museum closed before they could visit every exhibit. “I can’t believe we saw so much,”
said Ben. “This visit was unique.”
“I’m glad you liked it,” said Lisa. “I had a good time too.”
“I’m planning to drop in on my grandmother. Shall we go?”
“Sure.
Ben and Lisa didn’t visit Grandma Elsworth long. At home, a chore waited for Ben that had to
be done, no matter what time he returned. While driving home he muttered, “I thought rush hour
would be over by now.”
“We should have stayed longer at your grandmother’s. I like her.”
“I’m glad you do. I can’t believe what she says sometimes, but I think she’s great. She’s a true
romantic.”
“I’m surprised she’s your father’s mother.”
“I am too.” Ben drove in silence for awhile, then said, “You said you might get a guide dog.”
“I’m planning to, when I earn some money selling cosmetics.”
“Can you make money at that?”

“If I can’t, I won’t be getting a dog.”
“I hope it works out for you. I think you could use a dog successfully.”
“Could it not work out?”
“Lisa, a dog isn’t a cure-all. You’ll still need to figure out where you’re going and be patient
when the dog doesn’t understand what you want.”
“How do you tell a dog what you want?”
“The dog will understand basic commands. You reward or punish it according to your needs.”
“Like the Pavlov theory?”
“It’s not just conditioning. The dog will understand that you can’t see and disobey your
commands when you’re in danger.”
“How?”
“I don’t know, but guide dogs make intelligent decisions for their owners’ protection. They even
risk their own lives.”
“Can man’s best friend be a woman’s best friend?” Lisa smiled prettily.
Ben laughed, “I think so.”
Ben stopped the car at the Hansens’. “Lisa, I wish I could spend more time with you tonight, but
there’s a garden that must be weeded before tomorrow.”
“Could I help you with your project? I tried to weed our garden and I had no luck at all. You
could show me how to tell a weed from a vegetable.”
“Okay,” Ben started the engine again and drove toward his home.
“Did you work in the garden much as a child?” Lisa inquired.
“Yes, but I got in the way most of the time.”
“What was a garden to you?”
“What’s the garden of Eden to you? Have you ever seen it?”
“No, but I know it’s beautiful.”
“How?”
“Through pictures.”
“But the artist has never seen it either.”
“It must have been like gardens we know now.”

“Except that fruits and flowers grew spontaneously. And there was infinite variety.” Ben quoted
in a low voice, ‘Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart of man, the
things which God hath prepared for them that love him.’ None of us have truly seen, Lisa. Have
you thought of that? God lives in a world we can only imagine. As a child, I tried to imagine
celestial gardens whenever I sunk my hands in the earth.”
Lisa’s mind whirled. A royal, supernal garden painted across her mind’s eye. Her inner senses
palpated insects, breezes, humus, petals, leaves and moisture. “What was green to Ben?” she
wondered. She remembered Ben’s saying, ‘Why do you like green?’ Ben must have understood
green as a concept: growth, life, plants. But he’d never seen it, at least not as a distinct color.
Was he disappointed it wasn’t blue?”
Ben parked in the garage and opened Lisa’s door.
“Ben, do you hate green?” asked Lisa as Ben led her to the family garden spot.
“No, I like it very much. When the grass is green, I know I’ve watered and fertilized it enough.”
“Oh,” Lisa responded. “Ben’s practical to the core like his father,” Lisa thought. “But he has a
dash of his grandmother in him too. I wonder why Ben loves blue.”
They reached the backyard. “Here we are, Lisa. I’ll get a hoe for me and get you a pair of
tweezers.”
“Silly, Ben, I’ll just use my fingers.”
“I’m just teasing you. Would you like a garden trowel?”
“I guess so.”
“How about gloves to protect your hands? I don’t want to see your lovely nails trashed.”
“Ben! If I can’t feel the plants, how can I see them?”
Ben smiled and said softly, “You can still feel them with gloves on.”
“I doubt it.”
Ben got the tools and gloves and returned.
“We’re in the squash now,” said Ben putting a loose vine in Lisa’s hand. “See the squash? Feel
the shape of the leaves. If any plant feels different, it’s probably a weed. But if you make a
mistake and pull the squash, that’s okay with me.”

Lisa laughed, “You must not like squash.”
“Do you?”
“I think it’s okay.”
“What don’t you like?” asked Ben.
“Beets.”
“I’ll have you do the beets.”
They both laughed.
“Lisa, my father encouraged me to touch plants and examine them very closely. He always
wanted me to be with the family when we worked in the garden. I love plants. God made
endless varieties of them, on purpose I believe.”

Lisa pulled a number of plants she was sure were weeds. She was cautious about her fingernails,
making it hard to do much. She stealthfully put on the gloves, hoping Ben wouldn’t notice.
Meanwhile Ben weeded the garden in earnest. When it got too dark to see well, he hung a utility
light from a pole. The project required several hours. Tired and muddy, Lisa was more than
ready to go home. Ben took her into the bathroom next to his room to clean up before she left.
“Do you have a fingernail file?” she asked.
“Sure.” Ben found one in the bathroom drawer and handed it to her. She sat on the closed toilet
seat, removed the dirt from her nails and filed them to a curved pointed shape. Luckily, none of
them were broken. Leaning against the sink, Ben watched her.
“Do you ever paint your nails?” Ben inquired.
“Sometimes. I didn’t usually for modeling because I modeled sportswear.”
“I’ve never noticed you wearing polish.”
“I use clear.”
“Oh.” Ben watched in silence until she finished then said, “Are you ready to go home now?”
“Yes.”
Just as they were leaving, Ben’s mother walked in from the garage. “Hi, Lisa. Hi, Ben.”
“Hi, Jessica,” Lisa returned.
“Lisa, how are your studies coming?”
“Very well.”

“I want to show you something. Wait a second.”
“Mom, isn’t it kind of late for that now?” Ben objected.
“This is the Optacon, Lisa.” Jessica placed it in Lisa’s hands.
“Can I take it home with me?”
“Please do. When I get a chance, I’ll come over and work on it with you.”
Lisa left, carefully carrying the device. On the way home she remarked, “Ben, everyone is
buying me things. I don’t know how I can pay them back.”
“My parents can afford that, Lisa. Don’t worry about it.”
“Katella and my parents are buying me a computer program.”
“Maybe Katella needs a friend. Is she dating anyone?”
“I don’t know, but I know someone who likes her.”
“He should date her. It’s a mistake to like a girl and then ignore her.”
“I agree.”
“Have a nice night, Lisa. Thanks for your help in the garden.”
“I doubt I was any help.”
“You were. I enjoyed your company.”
“Call me as soon as you can,” Lisa reminded.
“I will.”
He dropped Lisa off at the door without kissing her. Their friendship seemed too special for
an ordinary good night kiss.

Chapter 16.

Lisa boarded the bus to Denver, alone. Her mother had recently resumed her part-time job
at a poison control center. The twins and her father were out of town. She had considered
calling Ben or Ron, but they were probably busy. Also, this wasn’t a trip where she really
wanted either of them along. Without considering further possibilities, she decided it was time
to take the bus, alone, even though Tara would have been willing to take time off work.
A couple of minutes into the trip, she regretted her daring. “I’m not prepared!” she thought
in panic. She heard a passenger board the bus and sit down on a seat across the aisle. Lisa
turned to her right and said, “Can I ask you a question?”
“What?” said an elderly male voice.
“Can I ask you a question?”
“What? Speak up, lady.”
“Does this bus go to the UC Medical Center?” she raised her voice.
“Huh?”
“The UC Medical Center in Denver!” she almost screamed.
“I think so.”
Frustrated, Lisa hoped someone else would sit nearby. Another person boarded the bus from the
front. Lisa looked up smiling, hoping to meet eyes with the person. It seemed to work. The
person sat down on the seat next to her. “Hi!” Lisa said, noticing how difficult it was to speak to
someone she hadn’t met and couldn’t see.
The person didn’t respond. Desperately, Lisa said, “Can I ask you a question?”
“What’s that, honey?” The woman sounded middle-aged.
“Does this bus go to the UC Medical Center?”
“I work there, honey. I’m on my way there now.”
Lisa blessed her luck. “What do you do there?”
“I work in the laundry, dear.”
“Can I ask you a big favor?”
“You can ask. I don’t know if I can help you.”

“I have an appointment with a surgeon. Can you help me find his office?”
The woman asked what department he worked in and what his name was and described the
layout of the hospital.
“Your information is very useful, but I need a guide to his office.”
“Oh, of course,” said the woman, taking note of Lisa’s white cane. “I’m sorry, I need to be at
work as soon as I get there. Can I just take you to the information desk?”
“Thank you, but I’m afraid I won’t even make it inside the hospital without help.”
“Why are you by yourself?”
“Everyone in my family’s busy today.”
“Have you been there before?”
“Yes, as a patient.”
“I hope you’re all better now, honey.”
“I am. The surgeon wants to give me a check up, do tests and examine an injury I had.”
“It sounds like you’re always in trouble, sweetheart.”
“You’re right. I am.”
The woman led Lisa to the hospital reception area and left her at the information booth. A
hospital worker guided her to Dr. Paul Heiner’s office. She was there on time, but she had to
wait about thirty minutes.
“How are you doing, Lisa?” the surgeon asked. “You look much better than when I saw you
last.”
“Thanks.”
“Let’s look at those scars. How’s your nose?” The bullet had broken Lisa’s nose internally.
With plastic surgery it had healed without being disfigured.
“I hardly notice my nose at all.”
“Good, can you smell things, taste things?”
“I haven’t noticed any difference.”
“Excellent!”
“Let’s see your temples and face. Not bad. I’m glad I ordered that plastic surgery.”
“I had a laceration on my left temple.”

Yes, let me see it. Who stitched you up?” The surgeon examined the area covering a metal plate
used to repair Lisa’s skull.
“A doctor at an instant care center.”
“Not too bad. You’ll retain a slight scar there--minor after all you’ve been through.”
The bullet had entered Lisa’s skull through her left temple near her ear and had become lodged
in her skull near the other ear. Lisa underwent emergency surgery in L.A. to have it removed.
Dr. Heiner ordered a hearing test for her. Lisa noticed he avoided referring to her eyes. It was
unnerving being in the presence of the man who had removed them. Finally she asked, “Doctor,
what happened to my eyes?”
“Don’t you remember? We took them out.”
“I know that. What happened to them afterwards?”
“They were disposed of. Why?”
“Was there any chance you could have left them in?”
The surgeon inspected the young woman staring at him. “Beautiful job,” he thought pleased at
his success, “no trace of infection, lids and lashes are perfectly intact. She’s grieving the loss of
her eyes, not just the loss of her sight, but she’s grieving for the way they were, not the way I
found them.”
Dr. Heiner had performed a preliminary operation to examine her eyes, opening them surgically
because they had been sealed shut in L.A. before she was transported to Colorado. Her shattered
eyes were healing again but not properly. Severely deformed and infected, risking the growth of
tumors, her eyes were saturated with blood and scar tissue. Her irises were no longer intact.
Lisa’s disfigured eyes didn’t evoke an emotional reaction in him. He’d long trained himself out
of that. But he couldn’t bring himself to describe what he saw to her or her family.
“I hate to be blunt, Lisa, but there wasn’t much left of them. They were a mass of scar tissue and
infection.”
“Oh. Why are my eyes so dark now? I had pale eyes before. It’s easier to get modeling
contracts with pale blue eyes. They don’t overpower the other colors in the photograph.”
“Are you planning to model?”
“I guess not,” Lisa gulped. “I just wondered why.”

“A darker eye looks more natural. It camouflages the fact that your pupils don’t respond to
light.” He decided not to tell her that he was unaware of what shade her eyes were before.
“That makes sense.” Lisa pondered Ben’s nickname for her, Sapphire Princess. It bothered her
at first, but she was starting to like it.
“I understand that you may regret your consent to the surgery. You didn’t have much of an
alternative.”
“Are you sure? Maybe my eyes would have healed. We could have been more patient. I’m
frustrated that I can’t control my eyes.”
“You should have some control. We sutured what muscles we could find to your implant.”
“You must not have found much.”
Paul tested Lisa’s severely restricted range of motion. He described the anatomy of her eyes
with medical terms. “Lisa, you have a prosthesis. People who lose their hands don’t have
fingers. They learn how to use a hook. Alternatively they can use a device that’s aesthetic but
not very functional, switch if they want.”
“Why don’t they have something that’s both?”
“Like the bionic man? We’re not there yet.”
“It’s so dry. It’s painful. No amount of lubricant seems to work.”
The surgeon reminded her to care for her eyes by lubricating and cleaning them and taking care
not to scratch them.
“I wish I could see, even just a little, even if I could only see light.”
The surgeon thought to himself, “Light, what a friend it can be, especially to someone so short of
it!” He spared a patient’s light perception whenever possible, even if he could only do that.
Individuals varied, but a person could often determine what direction the sun was in or at least if
it was day, detect where windows were in a room or at least whether a room had windows, detect
how brightly a room was lighted or at least whether it was lighted.
For what had Lisa paid the price of total darkness? He knew from the beginning there was
virtually no chance of saving Lisa’s sight. He took on the challenge anyway. Shortly into Lisa’s
case, something other than her appearance alarmed him: the risk to her hearing. Her infection
had spread to her ears. He asked an ear specialist to examine Lisa shortly before the operation.
Afterwards, they had talked privately.

“What do you think, Keith?” Paul inquired.
“I wouldn’t have any second thoughts about what you’re doing.”
“I don’t, but I want your assessment.”
“She already has some hearing loss. I hope for her sake it isn’t permanent. Once the infection
clears, I’d get her tested again.”
“I will. I wonder if I should tell her or her parents.”
“That’s up to you, Paul.”
“I’m afraid even if I did, it would be a secondary concern for them. They’re not likely to believe
it either. Many of my patients are so upset over losing their sight they fail to take inventory of
what they still have. She may not think her hearing’s a big deal.”
”Hearing is a big deal once you lose it. People have no concept of what it’s like to be deaf. It’s
not just silence. People complain of constant ringing noises, roaring ocean sounds or the internal
sounds of their own bodies.”
“I believe I have some appreciation for the benefit of hearing. I don’t want to compromise it in
my patient.”
“I know it’s disappointing for you to have a patient who will be blind, but count yourself lucky if
you can spare her hearing.”
“At least she could still speak.”
“At first, but without hearing, speech goes downhill. The blind can talk and let people know
they feel. That helps them. It’s harder for the deaf.”
“My friends tell me they’d rather be deaf than blind.”
“That’s because they’ve never been either.”
“What do you think, Keith?”
“That’s a tough question because I’ve never been either.”
“Keith, for one day, which would you choose?”
“Deafness without question, even for a week or a month, but for a lifetime, maybe blindness.”
“Why?”
“I wouldn’t want to lose communication with people.”
“The blind lose it too: no smiles, no winks, no nods, no hand waves. It’s loneliness.”
“Ever called anyone on the phone when you’re lonely? What about a simple conversation?”

“What about reading?”
“Don’t tell me the deaf read more easily than the blind.”
“That depends on how long one’s been deaf.”
“You see why I wouldn’t want it for a lifetime.”
Paul gestured toward Keith’s charts. “You said if I could spare her hearing. How close is she?”
“Now or down the road?” The audiologist went over the data with him.
“Maybe I’m obligated to say something.”
“That’s a professional judgment you’ll have to make.”
The surgeon said aloud, “Lisa, are you becoming adjusted to your situation? Have you been to a
rehabilitation center?”
“Yes, they’ve been helpful. I just wish this would have never happened.”
“Have you been to a counselor?”
“Yes.”
“Good. That should help.”
“Doctor, does this happen to many of your patients?”
“Thankfully, no. Most of my patients leave with their sight at least partially restored. I’m sorry
we couldn’t do more for you. You don’t need further surgery. Can I see you to the
receptionist?”

On the way home Lisa felt miserable.
“Southwest Boulder, ma’am,” the driver said. “What’s your stop again?”
Lisa told him.
Minutes later the bus stopped. “Here’s your stop, ma’am. Will you be okay?”
“Yes, is there a phone nearby?”
“The 7-11 on this corner has one.”
“Thanks.”
She got off the bus several blocks from home. It was late in the afternoon; the traffic was
building. She considered calling home but decided she could get there on her own. Arriving

home, she pooped out on the living room sofa, too tired and sore from her cautious steps to climb
the stairs to her room.
Several minutes later the phone rang. Dragging herself into the kitchen, she answered it
hoarsely. “Hansens’.”
“Hi, Lisa? It’s Jessica.”
“Oh, hi.”
“Have you tried the Optacon yet?”
“No.”
“Shall I come over and help you with it?”
“I suppose.”
“I’ll be right over.”

Jessica arrived in fifteen minutes, as vivacious as ever. She saw immediately that Lisa was
despondent. “You didn’t seem too happy when I called.”
“I had a rough day.”
“Did you go swimming?”
“No, I went to Denver.”
“Really, who with?”
“By myself.”
“By bus? That’s terrific!”
“I can’t believe I tried such a stupid thing.”
“But you succeeded. You’re back in one piece.”
“I never want to ride the bus again.”
“No one assaulted you, I hope.”
“No, I was lucky, but I nearly got run over by traffic.”
“You do need to take precautions. Did you ask for help?”
“Of course I did. I just wish I didn’t have to.”
“Lisa, what you’re really saying is you wish you could see again.”
“I keep thinking of all the things I should have done to avoid this.”
“Lisa, that’s past, past, past. You need to go on,” Jessica softened her voice.

“I’ve heard all of this before.”
“It’s true, isn’t it?”
Silence.
“Lisa, you’ll most likely never go alone to Denver or any city again without having to ask for
help.”
“I hate that.”
“Is it so terrible? When I was in Korea, I had to constantly ask for help. I couldn’t read the
signs; I couldn’t understand people; I was totally frustrated.”
“But it got better. You could at least see the signs.”
“That’s true. Maybe it’ll get better for you when you’re so used to asking for help, it doesn’t
bother you to do it anymore.”
Silence.
“Lisa, I would help you with the Optacon, but it can be difficult to use when you’re upset.
Maybe I should go home until you have time to work this out with yourself.”
“No. Please stay.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, I must be upset because I went to see the surgeon.”
“Oh. Don’t you get along with him?”
“He’s one of the best in the world. He made me look pretty again.”
“But you feel he didn’t do enough.”
“He didn’t even know I have feelings.”
“Maybe he was concerned about your feelings, Lisa. But he hasn’t been through what you have;
he likely doesn’t know how to relate.”
How would you feel?”
“I don’t know. I haven’t been through what you have either. Ben mentioned that your eyes were
sealed.”
“That was all they could do for me in L.A., except remove the bullet.”
“Except remove your eyes, right? Were they infected?”
“Badly.”

“Lisa, I don’t want to upset you, but you didn’t have much to lose. A bullet went through your
eyes, right?”
“I don’t like thinking about it.”
“Some people think it’s not a big deal what we look like, but I disagree. It affects how we’re
treated, which affects what we think of ourselves. I’m afraid you’d be badly scarred if your eyes
were left in.”
“I was afraid of that too. They told me that and convinced me to sign a release form. Was that
vanity?”
“I don’t think so. I’d hate to see you looking like a monster.”
“Don’t say that.”
“Remember your comment at the pool? I hope you’re over that. You don’t look like a monster,
Lisa. You remind me of Barbie .”
“Jessica, do you remember when we first met?”
“When you were in high school?”
“No. Well, yes. How was last spring different from when you first saw me?”
Jessica searched for an honest, tactful answer. “When I first met you, I thought you were a
somewhat careless, immature teenager that Ben happened to go after because you were cute.
You were carefree, fun loving, never serious, always giggling. When you came over last spring,
you were . . . changed. You had a studied, measured look on your face, determined but mostly
frightened.”
“I looked frightened?”
“Yes, but you were so determined. I think you wanted to make a good impression, and then you
felt you sunk your ships, like you exploded too much ammunition all at once.”
Lisa paused. “Jessica, will you look at my portfolio?”
“Sure.”
Jessica browsed through Lisa’s portfolio, amazed by the variety of work she did. “It looks like
you always had work. Did you make a lot of money?”
“I did okay.” Lisa was modest. She did very well.

“Some women would kill to be successful at this. Have you thought of doing this kind of thing
again?”
“A model has to be flawless.”
“Oh. I’m sorry. Modeling is a cutthroat business, isn’t it? I must be pretty naive.”
“It’s okay. The fact that you asked is a compliment.”
Jessica felt the weight of Lisa’s comment in her throat, almost in her lungs. It wasn’t really
okay. It was a big deal. Lisa’s career was cut short and wouldn’t lead to the screen. She was
impoverished when she once enjoyed independence. Jessica said, “Lisa, I need to go home. If
you wish, I’ll take you with me. We can work on the Optacon there.”
“Sure. Can I wash my face first?”
“Go ahead.”
Lisa quickly washed her face and applied makeup. She tried to tell herself that she hoped she
wouldn’t run into Ben.
“How does this device work?” Lisa asked as they seated themselves in the breakfast nook at the
Richards’ home.
“It focuses on a printed letter with a miniature camera and makes an image of it with vibrating
reeds on a screen the size of your finger.”
“I’m supposed to read that way?”
“I think you’re capable.”
Lisa was puzzled by the vibrations at her fingertip. She couldn’t visualize or sense what they
represented. With persistence, she started making sense of it and pierced the curtain around her,
even if only on one fingertip. She couldn’t read yet with the device, but she could discern letters.
“I should show this to Katella. Where’s Ben tonight?”
“He went to Denver to look for a job. He may be visiting his grandmother afterwards.”
“I wish I had a grandmother like Grandma Elsworth.”
“Do you have any grandparents?”
“My mother’s mother lives in Orlando, Florida. I hardly ever see her.”
“Do you write her?”
“I haven’t since my injury.”

“Write her with your talking word processor. I wish I knew more about computers myself.”
“You’ve been a great help to me. Katella doesn’t understand blindness, but you do.”
“I don’t know what it’s really like, Lisa. To really know, I’d have to be blind myself, and
I’d rather not be.”
“I wish I could accept it. I keep telling myself I have, and then I have a major setback like
today.”
“I admire you for pushing yourself, Lisa, but it might take some time. Don’t be too hard on
yourself. It’s hard, isn’t it?”
“Candice discourages any sign of self-pity.”
“Good for her.”
“But you let me indulge in it.”
“I suppose I’m more lenient. Lisa, you made a breakthrough today with your bus trip. I
don’t want to encourage self-pity, but sometimes you need to confront what’s bugging you and
work it out. Can you do that?” Jessica noticed that Lisa was sitting with her head bowed,
looking tired and dejected. “Can I take you home now?” Jessica offered.
Lisa was disappointed she hadn’t seen Ben. She’d even prolonged the conversation, hoping
he’d arrive, but it was getting later and later.

Chapter 17.
Katella called Lisa the following evening. “I’ll be right over to pick you up,” she said.
“Wait, I need to call Ron.”
“Really, Lisa? I thought you had Ben in your heart.”
“Ron asked me to call him, and I agreed.”
“Okay.”
Ron was at his apartment, eating a makeshift supper of grilled cheese sandwiches. “Hi, Lisa.
Oh, to Katella’s? I’ll be right there.” He set aside his school papers and rushed over.
Katella and Lisa sat in the dining area of Katella’s apartment while Katella studied the Optacon.
“Intriguing,” she thought, “but it must be cumbersome to use. I’d like to invent a device like this
that’s more flexible and works with a computer.” She was about to take it apart when Ron who
was watching them from the adjacent living room, asked, “Katella, can you play one of your
compositions?”
She smiled, “Sure.” She sat down at her synthesizer, adjusted some switches and played an
interesting Latin dance rhythm.
“Cha cha!” exclaimed Ron.
“I used to play at a dance hall. It got me through college.”
“Really? How did you do that and keep up with your homework?”
“It was just on the weekends: Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays. And I got used to being tired.”
“I feel that way. Working and going to school exhausts me. Play something else.”
Katella played George Gershwin’s Rhapsody in Blue, without missing a note or beat. Impressed,
Ron congratulated her, “Beautiful! I love it!”
Lisa listened from the dining table. She considered working in the office but didn’t want to
make a scene by tripping on something. She resigned herself to quietly listening.
Ron and Katella continued as if Lisa didn’t exist. They talked about their childhood, college,
music and science.

Finally, Ron offered to take Lisa home but asked Katella if she’d come along. After dropping
Lisa off, they went out together.
Ron brought a tray with hamburger and fries to the table. “Where did you learn to play so
beautifully?” he asked.
“My father taught me.”
“Serious?”
“Actually, he’s my step-father.”
“I have a step-father too. I think of him as my father.”
“So do I, but I still wonder about my real father.”
“I don’t wonder. I’m not terribly impressed with my father. Where are you from, Katella?”
“Toronto, Canada.”
“I should have guessed.”
“What got you interested in biology, Ron?”
“I’ve always loved animals. I’d love to unlock the secret of life.”
“Fascinating.” “Lisa’s going to kill me,” she thought.
Lisa undressed, washed up and got ready for bed. She was hurt, but not as angry as she
expected. Since her trip to Kansas she’d felt cold around Ron. Lisa thought, “I can’t believe he
ignored me while we were in Kansas. And he must have lied to me about my cane. I think he
had it all along.” Lisa decided to let go of Ron. She went into her parents’ bedroom. Her
parents were in bed, reading. “Mom, Dad are you in here?”
“Right here, Lisa,” said Tara.
“Hi, Lisa,” said Jeff.
“How was your trip, Dad?”
“It went well. Looks like I’ll get a good commission on the sale. It’s all but closed.”
“That’s great!”
“Lisa, did you see Dr. Heiner?” asked her mother.
“I went yesterday.”
“What did he say?”

“He said I won’t need any more surgery. Everything’s healed up pretty well, even the injury I
had at the lake.”
“That’s a relief. We should have had him look at you sooner.”
“What are you two doing?” asked Lisa.
“Reading,” said Jeff.
“Oh.”
“Lisa, how did the bus trip go?” asked Tara.
“I think I’ll have you drive me next time.”
“I should have taken a couple of hours from work,” Tara exclaimed.
“It’s okay, Mom. It would have taken longer than two hours. If I really wanted a ride, I
could have asked someone. Good night, Mom. Good night, Dad.” Lisa went to her room down
the hall.
“I should have insisted on taking her,” said Tara.
“I think she’s doing just fine,” said Jeff. “Remember when she first came home? She asked
to borrow the car.”
“She did.”
“You were pretty upset about it,” Jeff recalled.
“Do you think she’s accepted the fact that she can’t drive anymore?” asked Tara.
“I don’t think she likes the way it restricts her independence, but she’s not fooling herself
about it.”
“I wish there was more I could do.”
“There comes a time when we should actually do less.”
“You mean you think I should have let her take the bus? She could have been mugged. Do
you know what characters take the RTD?”
“You could be mugged if you took the bus.”
“Luckily I don’t have to take it.”
“True, but the bus is a fact of life for Lisa. She won’t always have someone to ferry her
around. This is a major step for her. She may not even realize it yet. Look what’s happening to
her.

Not only is she accepting her injury, she’s starting to embrace the challenges and

opportunities it presents.”

“She gave an outstanding fireside speech.”
“Don’t overprotect her, Tara. She’ll be fine.”

Chapter 18.

Ben got a job as a gardener and chauffeur for Richard Kingston, the elderly gentleman who
purchased his grandmother’s home. Mr. Kingston also owned a larger home in the country.
His gardener, James, was getting elderly and had asked for an assistant.

Ben was also

responsible for chauffeuring his employer around.
Best of all, the job provided room and board. He was given a choice: a room in the country
or one in town. He choose the country home. He took the driver’s test for a chauffeur’s license
and passed.
Saturday, he moved his things to his attic room, located over the garage. It had an adjacent
three-quarter bathroom, not luxurious, but adequate. After moving in, he lounged in the back
where there was a swimming pool and hot tub. He dreamily thought, “How masterful it would
be to have a place like this of my own.” James spent the rest of the day teaching Ben what to
do.

Sunday Ben caught up the backlog of projects to make a good first impression. The pool was
full of debris. The lawn needed mowing; the cars needed to be washed and polished.
Monday was unrelenting. He hoped to get away but found it impossible. He helped Mr.
Kingston rearrange the furniture in his new home. Ben felt a nostalgic sense of loss as his
grandmother’s furniture was moved.
He soon discovered his job could require sixteen hours a day, seven days a week! Being mildmannered, he was unsure how to discuss the need for personal time with his employer.
By Saturday at five he knew he had to act or he might never see Lisa again. He dialed the
Hansens’ number. Long distance! Surprised and profoundly disappointed, he showered, shaved,
dressed up and drove to Boulder.
Ben rang the doorbell. Tara answered it and warmly invited him in.
“Is Lisa here?” Ben asked.
“Oh, Ben, it’s so good to see you. Where have you been?”
“My new job keeps me busy. Where’s Lisa?”

“She went to Katella’s.”
“I’ll go right over there. What’s her address?”
Tara put her hand on Ben’s arm and said cautioning him, “She went with Ron.”
“Oh? Too bad. I want to see her anyway.”
Ben drove to Katella’s apartment. He climbed the steps to the door. Through a narrow crack in
the curtains, he saw a man and woman necking on the sofa. He turned around quickly and got
back in his car. Clenching the steering wheel, he drove disorientedly around town, angrily on the
verge of tears. In his mind’s ear he heard Tara’s voice, “If I were Lisa, I’d be more impressed
with you if you fought for me.” He didn’t want to fight. But he would if he had to. The
question uppermost in his mind was: what did Lisa want?
He arrived home, parked his car in the garage and quietly walked into the kitchen. His mother
sat at the table with her finger to her lips. Beside her sat Lisa.
Lisa was reading aloud from the braille version of Herman Melville’s Moby Dick. She read
slowly, but her voice was full of natural expression, showing the color and vigor of the classic
adventure. “So she must not be the woman on the couch. That must have been Katella,” Ben
thought, rubbing his eyes. “How did I possibly confuse the two? Who was that man? Ron.
Interesting arrangement.” He wanted to ask how Lisa got here, but he didn’t want to disturb her
reading.
He quietly entered the living room, picked up a National Geographic and waited, listening to
Lisa’s slow-paced words: “It is not probable that this monomania in him . . .”
“Monomania?” thought Ben. “Where did she learn a word like that?” He listened intently.
Lisa continued without interruption, “. . . took its instant rise at the precise time of his bodily
dismemberment. Then, in darting at the monster, knife in hand, he had but given loose to a
sudden, passionate, corporal animosity; and when he received the stroke that tore him, he
probably but felt the agonizing bodily laceration, but nothing more.”
Finally Jessica interrupted, “Very good, Lisa. One of my sons is here to visit me. Let’s go in the
living room.” Lisa attempted to contain herself. She didn’t dare ask if Jessica meant Ben. She

sat down on the living room sofa and turned her head as if searching for the visitor. “Speak up,
Ben, if you’re here,” she thought.
Ben’s heart ached for her. “Hi, Lisa,” he said quietly.
Lisa smiled weakly, too tired to blast him for trying to hide from her. Ben was exhausted too.
“How’s your job?” she asked.
“It’s exhausting, but I like it. You should come over and see the house I’m living in.”
“I would enjoy that.”
“Come tomorrow.”
“Okay, pick me up first thing in the morning.”
“Is seven too early?”
“No.”
“Let’s spend the entire day together,” Ben suggested.
“I’d love that,” she said.
Ben whispered, “Lisa, I heard you reading. Is that okay?”
She nodded wearily.
Ben sat next to her on the sofa and took her hand. “I liked it very much.”
“Ben, it’s hard.”
“I know that. Why do you think I’m impressed?” Jessica left the room as they visited. “Do you
know what they had before braille?” Ben continued, “almost nothing. They used embossed
letters, very hard to read and even harder to produce. A blind person couldn’t write anything he
could read. There were virtually no books available.”
“They’re aren’t many now.”
“On the contrary, they’re not as ubiquitous as print, but you can get things.”
Lisa groaned.
“Lisa, don’t give up. Learn the system. Can I tell you about Louis Braille? He kept a journal as
a teenager, in handwriting. He couldn’t read it himself.”
“I tried doing that. I don’t enjoy it.”
“He kept writing over and over, in French, ‘I’m blind and I cannot see.’” Ben watched Lisa’s
expression crease in pain. “Should I continue?” he asked.
“Ben, from the age of three, he couldn’t forget it. That’s a long time,” she whined.

“In time you won’t think about it constantly. You’ll still be aware of it, but it’ll be just a part of
you, like your beautiful, flowing hair.”
“That’s barely encouraging.”
Ben took off his glasses and rubbed them with his handkerchief. “Louis vowed he’d find a
way to make books he could read. He wanted access to the thoughts and history of mankind.
His invention was so simple it’s surprising it hadn’t been tried before.”
“Why wasn’t it?”
“Sadly, it was almost ignored then. It wasn’t officially adopted until after he died.”
“Why?”
“Because some people didn’t want blind people to be independent.”
“That’s insane. They need independence more than anyone.”
“I wish I was joking, Lisa.”
“Ben, are people still like that?”
“Think about it. If you want independence, you may have to fight for it. But I believe you
will. Don’t give up, Lisa. You can read braille better than I ever could. You’re doing great.”
They kept talking. Lisa finally fell asleep on Ben’s shoulder. He picked her up, carried her to
his car and drove her home.

Chapter 19.
Ben arrived at the Hansens’ before seven the next morning. David answered the door.
“Is Lisa here?” asked Ben.
“She’s still in bed.”
“Can I come in?”
“Sure. Was she supposed to meet you this morning?”
“We agreed to meet at seven.”
“Go on upstairs and wake her up, Ben,” urged David. “She’s a sleepy head sometimes.”
Ben grinned. David nodded at him; his eyes and chin pointed Ben toward the stairway. Ben
quietly mounted the staircase. The door to Lisa’s bedroom was open. He looked inside. Lisa
reposed in bed with her eyes closed. Ben wondered if she was already awake. Not willing to
bet on it, he waited noiselessly to see if she’d stir. Her bedside clock radio went off promptly at
seven o’clock. “She must have forgotten to set it for an earlier time,” thought Ben. Lisa’s hand
reached the clock to silence the radio. She located her watch on the bedside table and read the
time.
“Are you ready to go now?” asked Ben quietly.
“Ben! What are you doing here?”
“You slept in I see.”
“Who let you up here?” Lisa growled.
“One of your brothers. I’m not sure which.”
“Jonathan,” she accused, hesitating to get out of bed. “He’s always playing tricks on me.”
“The sun rose long ago. I guess you missed it,” Ben teased.
“Don’t be funny, Ben. Go downstairs while I dress. Now.”
Ben said as he left, “Okay, pack a dress for this afternoon. We’ll go to church with my
grandmother.”
“Sure.”
“If you need anything, call downstairs.”

Ben went to the living room and waited patiently on the easy chair. Tara, dressed in her bathrobe
and slippers, glanced in the room. Seeing Ben she stepped inside to greet him. “Ben, what
brings you here so early?”
“I’m taking Lisa to Denver for the day. I hope that’s okay with you.”
“She usually goes to church with us, but if she’s with you, I don’t mind.”
“I appreciate your faith in me.”
“She enjoyed the art museum with you. What prompted you to take her there?”
“I think she ought to do what she’s always enjoyed, within reason of course.”
“I like your attitude. I haven’t known what to suggest. I need to get breakfast started. Our
whole family can be together for once. Will you join us?”
“Sure.”

Ben wished he could photograph the five-person family eating breakfast together. They all
looked like they’d rather be in bed, but they enjoyed their conversation. David and Jonathan
talked about their restaurant job. Jeff talked about his latest travels, selling copy machines.
Tara talked about her work at the poison control center.
Ben talked about his new job as a chauffeur and assistant gardener.
“I’ll be working soon,” Lisa announced. “I have a party Thursday.”
“Really? Does that have something to do with the big package we got in the mail?” asked her
mother.
“That’s my starter kit.”
“Who’s giving your party, Lisa?” asked Jeff.
“Melissa Claussen,” said Lisa, trying to hide a sly smile.
“You’re kidding,” said David. “She has six children, including a baby.”
“She still wants to learn how to use makeup better,” said Lisa.
“How did you convince her to do it?” asked Jonathan.
“I went to her craft class. I didn’t get much done on my quiet book, but we got on the subject of
makeup, and suddenly everyone wanted to know how I do it. I told them I was having a party,
and I’d give them a demonstration if they’d come.”
“How did Melissa get involved?” asked Tara.

“Everyone talked her into being the hostess. She was reluctant, but everyone promised they’d
come.”
“Keep it up, Lisa. You’ll be a great salesperson,” Jeff said proudly.
Ben was surprised. “Can I come too?” he asked.
“Why don’t you come to my practice demonstration before the party?”
Ben drove Lisa to the country mansion. “Where did you get the money for your starter kit, Lisa?
Did someone I know pay for it?” he asked with a suspicious air.
“No. I paid for it myself.”
“I thought you were broke.”
“I got some money from the sale of my car. I still have some of the money left.”
“You should use it for your dog.”
“No. I have to earn the money for that myself. If all goes well, I’ll get a dog sooner than I
thought. I’m surprised how little I need.”
Ben smiled to himself, “Lisa’s nearly as good at scheming as Mom.” “You know Lisa,” he said,
“you’re like my mother in many ways.”
“I’m not sure how to take that, Ben.”
“It’s meant to be a compliment. My mother’s an extraordinary woman.”
“I didn’t know men were capable of seeing special qualities in their mothers.”
“Don’t you like her?”
“I love her. I can’t figure out whether I want to see you so I can see her or the other way
around.”
“With luck you can have it both ways.”

Ben arrived at the spacious country estate and parked behind the garage. He ushered Lisa around
the grounds.
“How did you get this job?” she asked as they walked.
“My grandmother called the man who bought her house and asked if he needed a handyman.”
“What did your dad think?”
“He misses having a free gardener, but he understands.”

“Did you negotiate your terms with your father?”
“I’m afraid I found the final arrangements less than fair. That’s why I’m happy to be here, even
though I still have very little free time.”
“What will you do when you start school this fall?”
“I wish I knew. I may have to move back home, but hopefully I can save enough money to get
my own place by then.”
Ben took her into the large home. “The cook’s off today,” he said, “but I think she left some
food in the refrigerator. Are you hungry?”
“No, maybe later.”
Ben looked in the refrigerator. “Looks like there’s enough for a nice lunch.”
“How many servants does this gentleman have?”
“There’s a cook, myself, another gardener and a housekeeper. The housekeeper does most of the
maid work. I don’t think she likes that.” Ben took Lisa into the drawing room.
“Tell me what kind of furniture he has in here.”
“I don’t know what kind it is. It’s old.”
“Just describe it.”
“There’s an old-fashioned red wine sofa. It has a triple humped back, carved in a floral design
and holes with buttons. The chairs are upholstered in a similar fashion. Oh, here’s a gun
cabinet.”
“Is there a china cabinet?”
“Let’s see . . . there’s a china cabinet in the other room.” Ben took Lisa to see a large china
cabinet that was covered with glass and locked. He described the visible pieces to her while she
fingered the elaborate woodwork.
Then he escorted her up a curved, carpeted staircase. At the midway landing, he stopped. “A
large, stained-glass window ornaments this stairway: a lion and a unicorn against a shimmering,
starry, night-time sky.”
“Beautiful. ‘Shimmering.’ I can almost see it.”
“Can you imagine it? What can I do to help you see it better?”
“Tell me more.”

Ben described the window in even greater detail, pointing out feature after feature. Lisa
absorbed everything.
He showed her the bedrooms, “Here’s a large four-poster bed with an elegant blue canopy. It’s
so high there are steps to the bed. Here’s a pink marble fireplace,” he placed Lisa’s hand on the
mantle. “There’s one in nearly every room. I think the pink marble is the same type as the
marble in the State Capitol.”
“What’s on the walls?”
“Oil paintings with gilded frames, portraits mostly. I love the tall, old-fashioned windows and
fancy drapes tied back with satin cords. They’re all through the house. The ceilings are twelve
feet high on the main floor and ten on the second and third. The floors are wood with authentic
Persian carpets.”
“And you said you aren’t much at describing things.”
Ben purred quietly and hugged her.

Later, Ben guided Lisa back downstairs to the main floor library. Built-in wooden bookcases
lined the walls. Ben looked along a row of titles. “Mr. Kingston must have been a lawyer or a
judge; these books are about court cases.”
“He has his own small law library?”
“It’s not very small. This is amazing.”
“Anything interesting to read?”
“Should I see if there’s a copy of Moby Dick?”
“No. Just see if there’s anything.”
Ben knew why his mother chose Moby Dick for Lisa to study. It wasn’t just a title she happened
to have in braille, though it would appear that way to Lisa. Through literature, Lisa could
confront her obvious but suppressed feelings of anger and revenge. Jessica didn’t want
bitterness and revenge to spoil Lisa’s personality as it did Captain Ahab’s. “Mom’s sneaky, but
she’s good,” thought Ben. “Her efforts are already working.”
“Here’s The Complete Edgar Allan Poe Tales: The Pit and the Pendulum,” said Ben. “Are you
ready for suspense?”
“Why don’t we start with something shorter?”

“Okay, how about The Raven?”
Lisa and Ben settled in a small love seat near the library window. He read Lisa The Raven.
Then he read her Annabell Lee.
“I like the way you read to me,” she said.
“Do you have any Talking Books?”
“Your mother helped me get a player and order some from the library. I’ve done more reading
this past week than I’ve done for awhile.”
“You’ve been too busy modeling and dating,” Ben teased.
“I guess so. What’s the name of the gentleman you work for again?”
“Richard Kingston.”
“Sounds distinctive.”
“He’s an ornery old man, but I like him. He reminds me of my dad.”
“Your dad is very successful.”
“He always wanted to be. He started out working construction and then became a general
contractor himself. He even built our home.”
“Did you help him?”
“Not much. My brothers helped him more. I was the water bearer.”
“Oh.”
“I really do like our home. Dad built it to last forever. Someday I hope to have a nice home
myself.”
“I think your home is nice too.”
They continued talking. Finally Lisa suggested, “We should have lunch now.”
“Of course.” In the kitchen Ben put some leftover chicken on some bread and topped it with
lettuce, tomato and dressing. They quietly ate their small meal in the servants’ dining area.
“A rehab instructor’s coming over Saturday to teach me how to cook,” said Lisa.
“I thought you already knew how.”
“I’ve never been much of a cook. Now I feel even more lost. My instructor said there’s some
simple techniques that help a lot.”
“I’m sure there are. How will you do your makeup demonstration?”
“I planned to give someone directions, but these ladies want me to give myself a facial.”

“Maybe you could get everyone else to do a facial with you.”
“That would work. Katella said that was one possibility suggested in the party plan directions.”
“Did she read all of that material for you?”
“Some of it. Your mother read some of it and so did mine. I even read some of it myself with
the Optacon, but it’s a pain to read that way.”
“I admire you for even making the attempt.”
“Thank you,” she said. Inwardly she thought, “I think Jessica wasted her money on me.”
Ben cleared the table. Lisa listened to him as he moved about the room. “Ben, please explain
something. You said that when you first gained your sight, you couldn’t recognize anything.”
“I couldn’t recognize friends I’d known all my life, until they spoke. “
”Wow!”
“I had to train my eyes to see. There’s a movement to it. I let my eyes stare dead ahead at first
and missed everything. My parents were very concerned.”
“Did you have special help?”
“I did. My parents took me to a specialist experienced with cases like mine. Without his help,
I’m afraid I wouldn’t have adjusted as well as I did. I went through therapy, took tests. He
examined my scholastic records in detail--an exhausting ordeal, but it helped.”
“Did you get discouraged?”
“Remember when you asked me if I felt inferior? I think my feelings of inferiority came out
more after I could see.”
“How odd.”
“It’s not unusual, Lisa. People often have trouble adjusting to the sighted world. I was expected
to act like a sighted person, but I didn’t know how.”
“Ben, this might sound corny, but I never want to depend on a handout.”
“I know that,” whispered Ben, touching her with damp hands. “That’s one reason I like you.”
“Being independent has always been a big deal to me, even before this happened.”
“I’m aware of that.”
“It doesn’t bother you?”
“I like it in you. It gives you spunk.”Ben finished his cleaning up. “Shall we go for a drive?”

“Sure.”
That evening Lisa said, “Ben, don’t wait until next Sunday before you call me again.”
“I wish I could call you all the time, Lisa, but it’s long distance. I don’t think Mr. Kingston
would appreciate me running up his bill.”
“I’m surprised that it’s long distance.”
“I was even more so than you.”
“Call me from your grandmother’s old place.”
“With Mr. Kingston around?”
“Can you get your own phone?”
“I’m trying to save as much money as possible.”
“Oh, of course, then write me a letter.”
“In braille?”
“I want to be able to read it.”
“I would, but Lisa, it’s been a long time. I’m really out of practice.”
“I know you still know it, Ben. Why don’t you use the brailler I have?”
“That must be the old brailler my mother used when she wrote me letters.”
“Save yourself some money on postage. Just put ‘Free Matter for the Blind’ on the upper right
hand corner. Well?”
“It looks better with a stamp.”
“It makes no difference to me.”
“I thought you weren’t into handouts.”
“I’ll accept a break when it’s offered.”
“Okay, I’ll do it.”

Chapter 20.
Lisa set up her presentation materials for her cosmetics party at Melissa Claussen’s house. “Is
this your first party?” asked her hostess.
“Yes. I really appreciate this.”
“I’m surprised I got talked into it,” said Melissa.
“How many guests will there be?”
“You won’t believe this. Nearly everyone in my craft class is coming.”
The guests began arriving soon afterwards. Most of them came because they were curious.
They were also intrigued by how pretty Lisa was.
Lisa applied her makeup in front of them, giving them instructions. Some of them joined in the
make over. Some of them just watched, fascinated by her ability to get along without a mirror.
Lisa provided mirrors for her participants. She didn’t expect them to use her methods.
Melissa was absent during most of the presentation. She didn’t have a baby-sitter, and her
children continually interrupted her.
After the meeting, everyone made a purchase, but all of the orders were small. None of the
women were well off; they ordered to not be rude.
Lisa went over the order forms with her hostess. Melissa knew very little about business and
wasn’t even able to add up the totals, let alone order the product. Lisa thanked her, discouraged
by her inability to help.

Lisa walked home by herself and laid out her paperwork on the table. Soon after, Tara found her
in the dark dining room, spreading out her last receipt. She hastily switched on a light.
“How did it go?”
“I got some orders. Will you help me add them up?”
“Sure.” Tara helped Lisa sort the receipts and fill out an order form. She added the total and
figured out how much Lisa would earn. It was less than ten dollars, hardly enough to cover
expenses. She was afraid to tell Lisa lest she get discouraged.
“What did it come to, Mom?”

“You made money. That’s doing very well for your first party.”
“Mother, how much?”
Tara cleared her throat. “About ten dollars.”
“That’s good. If I keep this up, I can get all the money I need for a dog.”
“You need to book more parties, Lisa.”
Lisa was nervous about this. She’d lost contact with people in Colorado.
“I’m planning to call the ladies that came tonight. Some of them might be willing to have a party
of their own.”
“Maybe you should ask Sister Richards if she has any friends who would hostess a party,”
suggested Tara. She thought but didn’t say, “Maybe they’ll have more money to spend on
cosmetics.”

The next day, Lisa phoned the guests to book another party. She was lucky to contact them all,
but none of them were interested in having a party of their own.
She asked Katella about giving a party.
Katella said, “I don’t know of any friends who’d be interested. Nearly all the people I work with
are men, but I will buy a few things.”
Lisa’s company marketed a line of skin care products made especially for men, but Lisa decided
not to press the point.
Friday evening Katella took her home. Dejectedly, Lisa asked, “Are you going out with Ron?”
“Yes, tomorrow.” Ron was the young, good-looking, energetic, intellectual type of person
Katella had long hoped to meet. He could dance the cha cha and other social dances. He
appreciated Latin rhythms. Katella attempted to cover her anticipation.
“I think you really like him, Katella. You two are perfect for each other.”
“I hope you don’t think I stole your boyfriend.”
“Of course not. He just likes you better than he likes me.”
“I hope you don’t have any hard feelings towards us.”
“You know where my heart is.”
“Have you heard from Ben?”

“Not a word. I thought he’d at least come over for a makeup demonstration. I think he’s
forgotten I exist.”
“I’m sure that’s not true. Have you written him?”
“No. Maybe I should.”
“Come over early tomorrow morning, and write him a letter. Do you have his address?”
“I’m sure Jessica knows it.”
“I’ll pick you up at eight. Okay?”
“Sure. Katella, it’s okay about Ron.”
“Are you sure?”
Lisa smiled to reassure her friend. She wished she could see her.
Katella touched Lisa’s wrists with her hands. “I’ve been worried sick that I’d lose your
friendship. You have no idea what it means to me. You’d better write Ben. I’ve known longer
than you have that you like him.”

Before retiring that night, Lisa roughed out a letter to Ben in braille:

Dear Ben,
I wish I could say everything’s great, but it’s not. My business got off to a fairly good start, but
now it’s in a slump. My mother suggested that I ask your mother if her friends would be willing
to have parties, but I hate to impose on her after everything she’s done for me. I hope you have
some suggestions, but don’t tell me to go on welfare or use a broomstick, or I’ll slap you. And
please come around some time. I feel lonely a lot.
Love, Lisa
She couldn’t bring herself to let Ben know the full depth her despair. She longed for the days
when she could easily get a work contract written in her favor. Now she was fearful of imposing
on people. Cash flowed freely once. Now the well was dry, and she was thirsty.

Meanwhile, Ben was thinking of Lisa.
In braille he typed:

Dear Lisa,
I hope your party went well Thursday. I thought about you. I love the way you put on your
makeup. This week’s been even more hectic than last. I’m afraid James, the old gardener, will
die any day. It’s difficult to even listen to him breathe with his emphysema. I’m afraid he’ll
collapse in front of me, and I won’t know what to do.
I wish I could see you this weekend, but I don’t think it’s possible. I enjoyed having you here
last Sunday. Please write me a letter. Yes. I’d be willing to read it in braille, but I do prefer
roman letters.

Love, Ben
Ben received his letter Tuesday before Lisa received hers. It was printed on Katella’s printer. It
wasn’t a surprise. He forwarded the letter to his mother. He knew exactly why he did it. He felt
a twinge of guilt, but he was out of answers.
He also resolved to discuss his need for personal time with his employer. In his eagerness to
have a job and place to stay, he hadn’t negotiated his working hours. By keeping a record of his
time, he discovered that he was working approximately eighty-five hours per week. Now that he
had a log of his work, he was ready to bring up the matter.
When Lisa received Ben’s letter, she told herself she wished she would have sent his letter in
braille. It would serve him right for making no effort to visit her. He included no promises of
when he’d contact her again. It was comfortless.

Discouraged about her business, Lisa spent most of the week working out. In addition to
swimming, she located the recreation center weight room. Setting her backpack aside, she
explored the room with her ears. A deep, low, animal-like cry emitted from the bearer of a huge
weight. She sauntered gracefully in his direction, saying, “Could you help me with the weights?
I used Nautilus equipment when I worked as a model, but I’m not familiar with free weights.”
“Sure, but I don’t have much time. I’m on my lunch hour.”
“Even a minute would be helpful.”

The man was an amateur weight lifter with a coveted washboard stomach. At first he didn’t
realize Lisa couldn’t see him. He agreed to help her with the weights. As he assisted Lisa, her
movements soon revealed her sightlessness. Covering a shocked expression, he soundlessly
gazed at her unresponsive eyes. “What is she doing in the weight room by herself?” he
wondered. “I’ll just treat her as if she can see, to humor her. She might be uncomfortable
mentioning her handicap.” He helped her with a dumbbell. “She’s strong,” he observed. He
replaced the three pound dumbbell with five. He thought five pounds would be too heavy for
her, but she managed quite well. He replaced it with the three pound weight again. “You want
to get in as many reps as possible,” he advised her. He showed her the other weight machines.
Soon she was lying down, lifting weights with her legs. Even her legs were strong. He was late
getting back to work but didn’t care.
“Have you already been working out with weights?” he asked.
“Not for months, but I swim a lot.”
“You’re very strong.”
“Thanks.”
“By the way, my name is Greg.”
“Nice to meet you, Greg. Thanks for your help,” she held out her hand which he shook.
“It’s been my pleasure. What’s your name?”
“Lisa.”
“Lisa who?”
“Greg who?”
“I’m Greg Hansen.”
“Really? What a coincidence! I’m Lisa Hansen.”
“You must be a relative of mine,” said Greg.
“I wouldn’t know. What do you look like?”
“Mr. Universe.”
“I’m not surprised,” Lisa smiled.
Greg cleared his throat. “How did you lose your sight?”
“I was injured.”
“I’m sorry. Was it recent?”

“Fairly. I’m getting used to it.”
“How do you get used to something like that?”
“I don’t know. It sort of happened.”
“Were you in a car accident?”
“No, I was shot.”
“Your eyes are very pretty, but tell me are they . . . ?” Greg chopped his sentence. He wasn’t a
hundred percent sure but couldn’t think of another explanation.
“They’re fake.”
“Your eyes were shattered by the bullet?”
“Yes.”
Greg groaned inwardly. He’d seen maimed people but none as beautiful as Lisa. “Bitter irony,”
he thought.
Lisa talked with him and related what happened. Greg was a good listener: sensitive, interested
and encouraging. Lisa didn’t spare him on the details. They enjoyed talking together
immensely.
Greg said, “Can I take you out to a restaurant tonight?”
“I guess so. Are you safe?”
“What do you mean by that?”
“Do you respect a woman’s virtue?” asked Lisa.
“Sure.”
“Thank you. When will you pick me up?”
“Would eight be okay?”
Lisa gave him her address and telephone number. “This could be fun,” she thought.

That night, Tara watched Lisa leave with the tall, muscular, blond-haired man. Greg
reminded her of Jeff at the same age. They were the same height, six four. “Maybe he is a
relative,” she thought.

Greg and Lisa ate dinner at the Bangkok Cuisine, a popular Thai restaurant. Lisa kept
dropping her almond chicken and tofu from her chopsticks and diving after it while smiling

coquettishly at Greg. “She’s a lot of fun,” thought Greg. Her vulnerability made her all the
more attractive. He enjoyed having her physically dependent on him and physically near him.
Having Lisa at his side projected the soft-hearted aspect of himself that people often missed
when they saw his bulging, rippling muscles. He loved her tall, lean physique and long, blond
hair. She was the perfect counterpart to his image. Possessing a strong self-concept, he was
unself-conscious about her blindness.
“Lisa, will you come to my company picnic with me?”
“When?”
“This Friday, the first of August.”
“I don’t believe I have anything booked that night.”
“So will you come?”
“Sure.”

Chapter 21.
Jessica discovered Lisa’s letter to Ben in her mail. Her puzzled look disappeared as the
reason Ben sent it occurred to her. Jessica found asking her friends if they would give parties
extremely difficult. She had already decided she could not be of help in this regard.
“What can Lisa do?” she thought while taking her shower.

“She faces almost

insurmountable obstacles. She has determination, but she has limits to her resolve. Everyone
does.” After dressing, Jessica drove to the grocery store and shopped, putting items in her cart,
preoccupied with Lisa.
Standing in the checkout line, she had an idea. “Barbara!” she thought. Barbara Mann was
a friend who lived near the Richards. She was an owner-manager in a firm that marketed a wide
array of perfumes through direct sales. Jessica imagined Barbara and Lisa working together in a
booth.

Something told her that Barbara and Lisa would find working together mutually

beneficial.
Jessica decided to contact Barbara before saying anything to anyone. Barbara wasn’t home
when she first called. Jessica left a message on her answering machine and spent the rest of the
afternoon and evening at home, hoping she’d call.

After ten-thirty that night, Jessica received the return call.
“Could you use some help with your business?” Jessica asked her friend after exchanging
pleasantries.
“Always. It’s getting busier all the time, but I can’t think of anyone I could afford to pay for
the kind of time I put in.”
“I understand. Would you be interested in working with someone you could share the
profits with?”
“What are you hinting at, Jessica? Are you thinking of becoming a distributor?”
“Barbara, I know a talented, lovely young lady, a former model, who could use some work.”
“I don’t hire people.”
“Barbara, you could use an assistant and a traveling companion.”

“True, but why would she want to work with me?”
“Lisa’s been selling cosmetics with party sales and not having much success. I thought some
work with you would give her more experience.”
“How old is she?”
“Twenty-one.”
“How do you know her?”
“She’s a high school friend of Ben’s. They were lab partners in biology. She’s very bright.”
“A future daughter-in-law?”
“Barbara, she’s a very nice girl, very friendly, not shy at all. You’d get along fabulously with
her.”
“You’ve almost convinced me.”
“Barbara,” Jessica cleared her throat. “Lisa recently lost her sight. She’s trying to earn money
for a guide dog.” Jessica felt a twinge of guilt. She hadn’t intended to appeal to Barbara’s
sympathy.
Her tactic backfired. “Jessica, I wish you had some business sense. I don’t see how a girl like
her could work out in my booth.”
“Why not?”
“Jessica, potential customers don’t like surprises. Seeing her may come as a shock. I really
don’t need that.”
“I wish you’d just meet her. She’s not shocking; she’s very pretty. I could have you both over
and introduce you.”
“While I’m looking her over to see if she’s suitable?”
“Why don’t you hostess a party for her? Invite your distributors as guests, and get their reactions
too. I’m confident they’ll find she’s an attractive, amiable young lady.”
“Humph. I could invite my distributors over and tell them it’s a training meeting.”
“If for no other reason, will you do it as a personal favor?”
Barbara swallowed. “I do owe you one, Jessica. You’ve been one of my best customers.”
“Could I give her your number? I can have her call you and book a party with you.”
“That would be okay. If she’s good on the phone, I could use her as an order taker.”
“Barbara, just give her a chance. I think you’ll really like her.”

“Okay. I’ll do it. Have her call me.”

Barbara was pleasantly surprised by her cheerful dialogue with Lisa on the phone. Excited about
getting another hostess, Lisa bubbled with anticipation.
“When could we book the party, Mrs. Mann?” asked Lisa.
“Just call me, Barbara, okay? I think next Wednesday evening on the sixth. Would that be
okay?”
“Sure. I really appreciate it. Oh Barbara, Jessica told you didn’t she?”
Barbara wished she didn’t know. She honestly wanted to give Lisa a chance, but she was
skeptical. “Oh yes, Jessica explained everything,” she replied.
“I’m glad,” said Lisa. “I’ll see you Wednesday.”
If Lisa’s preparations for her first party were thorough, the preparations for her second were
excruciating. With Katella’s help, she mailed invitations to each of the guests.
“You really should have your hostess do this,” Katella remarked as they finished their task.
“I would but . . . I haven’t met Barbara Mann yet. I don’t know what she’s like.”
“You should meet her before the party.”
“I’m afraid of making a bad impression. I wasn’t afraid with Melissa Claussen. I already knew
she hated my guts.”
“I doubt that.”
“If you knew what I did in front of her son you’d understand.”
“Lisa, what did you do?”
“I’d rather not talk about it.”
“Lisa, you have me curious. How did you get her to hate you so?”
Lisa evaded her questions, but Katella was persisted. Finally Lisa told her.
Katella started laughing. “I don’t believe you. What prompted you to do that?”
“Don’t tease me about it, okay?”
“You could use that trick to your advantage some time, but I suggest you use it very
sparingly.”
“Believe me, I will.”

Chapter 22.
Ben was surprised at his employer’s willingness to discuss his working hours. He showed Mr.
Kingston his log of his first three weeks of work.
Surprised by the number of hours, the man was suddenly concerned about taxes, W2 forms and
on and on. “I suppose I should pay you overtime,” he said.
“I’d prefer setting up a regular schedule. Would it be okay if I worked just forty hours per
week?” asked Ben.
“When do you prefer to work?”
“From seven in the morning to three-thirty in the afternoon, with a half an hour for lunch,
Monday through Friday.” Ben hardly dared propose such a schedule.
“That sounds reasonable. Go ahead.”
Ben left the house upset that he didn’t have the courage to discuss the issue earlier but thrilled
that his new hours allowed him to go out again with Lisa.

Greg Hansen was an accountant for an insurance corporation. Every summer his firm had a
company picnic. Greg escorted Lisa to the picnic area where the caterers were setting up food
and drinks. He offered her a drink which she refused.
“Drink something. You’ll be more relaxed,” Greg beckoned.
“No, thank you. Alcohol interferes with my navigation ability,” said Lisa, not wishing to discuss
their religious differences.
“I understand. You need to keep your senses as alert as possible.”
They walked around the pavilion area. Greg introduced Lisa to several of his co-workers.
“This is Lisa Hansen,” said Greg as he introduced Lisa to a friend who worked closely with him.
“How do you do?” Lisa greeted him, almost bowing.
“Lisa Hansen? I didn’t know you got married, Greg,” his friend said in surprise.
“When did we do it, Lisa?” asked Greg.
“When did we elope? July twenty-ninth.” It was the day they met.
Greg smiled broadly at Lisa’s quick response.

“Congratulations, Greg. I didn’t think you’d ever get married.” Greg was in his early thirties.
Lisa wondered, “Is he serious or just kidding around with Greg?”

During the meal she talked with a small group of people, trying to maintain a semblance of
normal eye contact. “Do people look at each other while eating?” she wondered. She sometimes
had difficulty remembering ordinary behavior, giving her an insecure feeling. She relaxed as she
discovered that eye contact wasn’t as essential as she thought. They continued talking to her
whether she looked at them or not. She talked about meeting Greg and how she enjoyed
swimming, working out with weights, and gymnastics.
“How can you do that when you’re blind?” someone asked.
Lisa was taken by surprise and let down. She chastened herself for doubting people knew. Of
course they did. “I don’t really do it now,” she responded.
“Can you do a cart wheel?”
“Maybe. Actually I haven’t tried.”
“Try it sometime.”
“Maybe I will.” Lisa found the idea of doing a cart wheel scary, but decided that if she cleared
the area before her, it could be done safely. “I’ve found it difficult enough just to walk the past
few months,” she admitted.
Greg excused himself, leaving Lisa with his friends.
He hadn’t been gone long when the president of the company stood up to welcome the
employees and announce the drawing for the door prizes. The grand prize was a trip for two to
Hawaii. The president had a vice-president draw out the names. Each of five smaller prizes was
given away one by one.
Then the president announced that as usual the grand prize could only be given to an employee
present to receive it. The employees simulated a drum roll by beating on the picnic tables. The
name drawn was Greg Hansen! “Where did he go?” Lisa heard several voices ask. Finally, she
raised her hand and said, “Here! I’m Lisa Hansen!”
“Come up and collect your prize!” roared the president.
Lisa stood up, hoping someone would assist her. No one did. Vowing that she would get even
with Greg, she pulled her cane out of her handbag and threaded her way to the front through a

scattered crowd of small children seated around the picnic tables. After a few steps, a man
touched her arm and assisted her the rest of the way. She accepted the prize envelope, shook the
hand of the president and vice-president and waved to the onlookers. They clapped
enthusiastically. The man who stepped up to help her graciously helped her find her seat.
Greg was surprised. “I come to this picnic every year, hoping to get the grand prize and when
my lucky day comes, I miss it,” he said.
“Why were you gone so long?” asked Lisa.
“Do you know where the bathrooms are, I mean bathrooms that actually work? They’re way
across the park. I didn’t know they were going to start giving out the prizes so soon.”
“They started earlier than originally scheduled,” said a friend. “You’re lucky Lisa accepted your
prize for you. Someone asked if that was okay, and they approved it.”
Greg took Lisa aside privately. “Thanks for doing that, Lisa. That took some nerve. I’m sure
some of my co-workers think you’re my wife, and I don’t mind at all. I’m really going to enjoy
my trip to Hawaii. Will you come with me?”
Lisa didn’t know what to say. “Are you safe?”
“Of course I am. Lisa, I know what you’re thinking. I know you’re a Mormon. I understand
what that means. It’s okay with me. I’ll even reserve a separate hotel room for you, if you’ll
come with me.”
Lisa couldn’t refuse. “When do we leave?”

Ben drove back to the country home from the house in Denver as quickly as possible. He
showered, shaved and changed into casual clothes suitable for dates. Instead of calling Lisa, he
drove directly to her home. Tara answered the door. She was happy to see Ben but seemed
troubled.
“Tara, you look worried about something. What’s the matter?”
“You should have called, Ben. Lisa already went out.”
“With Ron?”
“No. She has a new friend, Greg Hansen.”
“Where did she go?”

“She went to a company picnic with him, in some park. I’m not sure which one.”
“He asked her out first. He has the right to take her out.”
“Ben! I wish you could see what’s going on with Lisa. She’s lonely. She needs a friend.”
“She did mention that she was lonely in her letter. Maybe I should have called.” He
thought to himself, “I should have even called collect.” He pondered, “I should have asked Mr.
Kingston for a telephone account. Why am I so shy about asking for things? I’ve let Mr.
Kingston run my life.” Ben felt the realization hit him hard. He would have to become more
assertive or he would never win Lisa’s heart.
“Ben, I don’t want to be your parent, but . . . .”
“Are you saying you object to the man Lisa’s dating now?”
“I always try to be objective, Ben, but I wish he was a member of the Church.”
“I see. I hope you respect your daughter’s right to choose her dates.”
“I do. I haven’t even said anything to her.”
“But you want me to. I could get in a lot of trouble.”
“Just be her friend, Ben. I know she cares about you.”
Ben drove around town for over an hour, looking for a company picnic. There were dozens
of parks in town. The picnic might not even be in Boulder. Unable to find it, he drove home,
rehearsing what he’d say about the letter he’d forwarded to his mother.
Missing Lisa on Friday was difficult, but Ben’s disappointment was even greater when he
called Saturday and discovered she was going out with Greg again. He could hardly believe his
ears when Tara said she was planning a trip to Hawaii with him.
Ben expected his mother to give him the third degree concerning Lisa’s letter that he had
forwarded to her, but during his visit, she didn’t even mention it. She only said Lisa would be
giving another party the following Wednesday.

Ben worked his hands into calluses the following week. He tried to put Lisa out of his
mind, but she kept popping into it again and again. Imagining Greg and Lisa together on a
steamy Hawaiian beach was more than he could bear. “Why does she care what he looks like?”
he asked himself.

Wednesday evening, while Lisa was at her party, Ben visited his grandmother. “She
understands problems like this,” he thought.
“Where’s your Lisa girl?” Margaret asked soon after he arrived.
“She’s not mine, Grandma.”
“She’s in your heart, isn’t she? Are you in love with her?”
The last time she’d asked that question he’d responded, “Not at all,” without even thinking
about it. “I care about her a lot,” he admitted.
“That’s good. Love should involve caring. You’re still attracted to her, aren’t you?”
“I think that’s a given, Grandma.”
“I just wanted to be sure you haven’t changed your mind.”
“What should I do?”
“If I were you, I would ask her to marry you.”
“Grandma . . . you can’t be serious. We’d be poverty stricken!”
“You’re both poverty stricken now, aren’t you? If you married her, you could be poverty
stricken together. It’s a lot more fun.”
“Grandma, I thought you were practical.”
“Ben, it’s a myth that a married couple has to survive solely on their own. They learn how to do
it together. They get support from each other and from other people. Love motivates you to
work harder. But it must really be love.”
“I’m sure that’s not what she’d prefer.”
“What would she prefer?”
“She’d prefer being married to a man who already has a place in business--an accountant maybe,
someone who goes regularly to company parties and wins free tickets to Hawaii.”
“Where would she run into a man like that?”
“She already has. On top of being well-off and settled, he’s also a hunk.”
“What do you mean by a ‘hunk’?”
“He’s super muscular. He could twirl her over his head like a baton.”
“A girl would like that, especially Lisa. Didn’t you say she was an acrobat? Be happy for her,
Ben. Congratulate her.”

“Grandma!”
“Ben, sometimes the only way to get a girl is to ask first. If this man’s ready to marry Lisa, you
ought to get in there and make your request before he gets his chance.”
“Lisa’s mother tells me I should fight for her. You have no idea how big this guy is. Maybe I’m
not right for Lisa. She’s more talented than I am. She’s even better at being blind.”
“That’s a funny thing to say.”
“She’s more daring. She’s better at reading braille. She gets around more. She even has her
own business.”
“Ben, she has the advantage of having been able to see before; you didn’t. And you’re
comparing her now to yourself at thirteen. You’re not being fair to yourself.”
“Maybe not,” said Ben. “Maybe not,” he repeated in his mind. Suddenly Ben realized that
emotionally he was still an insecure high school student, with newly discovered sight, falling in
love with one of the most beautiful females in the school. But that was all past. Now he was a
moderately handsome returned missionary, strong in faith and testimony, who wanted more than
anything to help and care for a young girl whose fortune had taken a fall. He was playing a role
in her rehabilitation, despite his weaknesses. He was always cheering for her. Sometimes it
didn’t seem like she cared. Yet, it was apparent that she liked him, or did she?
“Are you in love, Ben?” his grandmother asked.
“Yes, . . . I am. I really am.”

Chapter 23.

Barbara was unable to meet Lisa in person until the afternoon of the party. Jessica brought
her over and introduced her. Barbara helped Lisa organize the materials for the party and gave
her pointers on how to make her displays more attractive. She found Lisa easy to talk to. She
even made jokes.
“How do you handle your order blanks, checks and money?” Barbara asked.
“I can handle cash, but I haven’t worked out all the financial details of my business.”
“You need to keep track of your expenses, Lisa.” She mentioned the tax deductions Lisa
could take. Lisa assimilated most of the information but was soon saturated with facts. She
marveled at the contrast between Barbara and her first hostess who knew nothing about
business.
Lisa’s presentation went smoothly.

Barbara was impressed by Lisa’s ability to speak

comfortably before a group. She showed no overt signs of being nervous. “Would Lisa be
more nervous if she knew these women are my distributors?” she wondered.
After the presentation, Lisa passed around order blanks and catalogs for them to order.
Barbara noticed some of the orders were quite generous. Once the guests were gone, Barbara
went through the orders with Lisa. “How do you get your products to the customer?” she asked.
“I have them shipped to my hostess. She delivers the product and collects the money when
they arrive.”
“How do you pay for the initial order?”
“I have some money in reserve for my business. I use that.”
“I hope you have a lot in reserve.”
“Why?”
“You have a very large order. Can you arrange credit with your company?”
Managing the large order was an enormous task. Even with Barbara’s help there were many
details to take care of. Unlike Tara, Barbara made sure Lisa was aware of every detail involved.

It was a hot August afternoon. Ben mowed the lawn of the large country estate where he
worked, thinking. Mr. Kingston had just agreed to pay him time and a half for his hours
exceeding forty per week, a lot of money since he’d worked much overtime. He thought about
his career. He thought even more about love. His grandmother said he and Lisa could be poor
together, but he didn’t want to be poor long or forever.
He thought of the drafting class he’d signed up for. It wasn’t his favorite subject. Did he
really want to go into computer-aided design at all? He wasn’t a visually oriented person like
Lisa. His father was right. He could succeed at what he set his mind to but only to a point.
Ben thought, “I’m sure design is not right for me. But I know what is--law. I’ll get my
undergraduate degree in English and go to law school.” Being around Mr. Kingston had
inspired him. The law books interested him. He thought of the day he accused his mother of
teaching Lisa. He chuckled inside. “I put her on trial. I’ve always had it in me to be a lawyer.”
“My father hates lawyers,” he thought, “but that’s because he’s a general contractor. I’ve
been afraid to tell him what I really want to do, but I make my own decisions now. Mark
teaches law. Clyde’s a lawyer. And Jason’s in international relations. If they can do it, so can
I.”
But then he thought, “What if I lose my sight again?” He shuddered. The fear of becoming
blind again was keeping him from what he wanted most: Lisa. “I can’t let that happen,” Ben
told himself with determination. “It’s not that likely. Why do I fear it? Lisa’s shown me that to
be blind is to still be great. And I can succeed as a lawyer, even without my sight.”
“I’ve made up my mind,” he said resolutely.“I’m going to ask for Lisa’s hand.”

Chapter 24.

Friday, August eighth, Lisa dressed carefully for her date with Greg. Her mother stood by
her bedroom doorway and watched her apply her makeup. “What are you doing tonight, Lisa?”
“Greg invited me to his townhouse. He’s fixing me a gourmet dinner.”
“How lucky for you!”
“I want to take him a surprise, Mom. What could I do?”
“Why don’t you give him a friendship card?”
Tara got a greeting card out of the file and helped Lisa write out a message.
“Greg’s been very helpful and kind to me,” said Lisa. “He even helped me figure out my
business. I took my papers over to his place last night, and he showed me how to organize and
calculate everything. He even went through a sample tax form with me.”
“Lisa, Ben came over last Friday and Saturday looking for you.”
“Why didn’t you say anything?”
“I thought he’d contact you later.”
“That’s just the problem with Ben; he’s never around. He never lets me know when he wants to
go out. I can’t wait at home forever just hoping he’ll show up.”
“He cares a lot about you, Lisa.”
“So does Greg.” Inside she cried, “Ben, why didn’t you call?”
“What do you do with him?” asked her mother.
“Usually we work out in the weight room. I’ve been sore, but I love the way my body feels. My
muscles are getting really firm.”
“What else?”
“We went out to eat. I’ve been busy with my business, so we haven’t spent a lot of time
together.”
“When’s your trip to Hawaii?”
“We’re planning to go over the Labor Day holiday and take the entire week.”
“You be careful, Lisa.”
“Mom, I lived in California for nearly three years. I know how to take care of myself.”

The doorbell rang. Tara went downstairs to answer it. To her surprise, it was Ben. “Ben, you
should have called. Lisa already has a date with Greg.”
“Oh, I should have known.”
“Ben, you need to call Lisa during the week and set up dates with her in advance. Otherwise,
she’ll be taken by the time you get here.”
“You’re right.”
“Ben, do me a favor.” She softened her voice, “Will you watch out for Lisa tonight? I don’t
think you’ve ever met the man she’s dating. You could go along behind her and . . . .”
“You mean spy on them?”
“Whatever. Think of yourself as a protector. If she starts screaming, you can jump in and help.”
“Do you think she’s in danger?”
“No, maybe I’m just being overprotective. Will you do it?”
“Since there’s not much else I can do tonight, sure.”
“Good. I’m glad I can depend on you.”
Ben watched Greg escort Lisa to his car. He seemed accustomed to leading her. “I wonder what
he thinks of her blindness,” Ben thought. Ben followed the couple to an area with many wellkept condominiums and townhouses. He parked close enough to Greg’s car to keep an eye on
him but far enough away to remain unnoticed. Greg seemed so involved with Lisa, he didn’t
realize he’d been followed.
Ben watched them go into Greg’s two-level town house. He went to the end of the multi-unit
dwelling and around the back. He found a small, fenced, unlandscaped plot of ground in the
back. There was no gate. He managed to enter the tiny yard by quietly scaling the fence. He
heard Lisa and Greg’s voices from the dining area through the patio door screen.
“I hope you enjoy what I made for you, Lisa, Cornish game hens.”
“Delicious!”
“I hope he knows how tricky it’ll be for her to eat,” thought Ben.
Greg continued, “I wanted to eat decently to improve my physique, so I started cooking. It’s an
enjoyable hobby.”
“I like your townhouse. It’s very cozy. I like the smell of it.”

“Really?”
“You must use aromatic fragrances.”
“I do. I like having my things smell nice. I’m glad you noticed.”
“It smells very clean too.”
“Thank you, I work very hard to be clean.”
“Are you allowed to have dogs here?”
“That’s what your business is for, isn’t it?”
“I already have about half the money I need. I’m very anxious.”
“I don’t know if this complex allows dogs, but I’m sure a seeing eye dog would be okay. They’d
make an exception for that.”
“I hope to have my dog by winter.”
“I think getting through snow would be easier for you with a dog.”
“That’s what I’m thinking.”
“I’m impressed you’re already preparing for winter, Lisa. I’m more of a grasshopper myself.”
“Like the story of the grasshopper and the ants?”
“Sure, the grasshopper sits around all summer with plenty of food while the ants slave to prepare
for the cold. The grasshopper has a great time while the weather’s warm, but by winter, he’s
dead. The ants manage to make it through the winter.”
“Why would you want to be a grasshopper?” asked Lisa.
“Because I love to play. I hate slaving.”

After their meal, Lisa presented the friendship card to Greg. He opened it and read the message
aloud, “Dear Greg, I want you to know I’ve enjoyed the personal things we’ve shared with each
other. Thank you for being a part of my life. Love, Lisa.”
“Thank you, Lisa. I’ve enjoyed every minute with you. I also have a surprise for you.” He
opened the patio door. Ben moved away stealthily; his heart beat rapidly. “Look at this.” Greg
placed Lisa’s hands on a tandem bicycle. “Would you like to go biking, Lisa? We could go to
the park and feed the ducks.”
“What a wonderful idea!”

Greg rolled the machine into the townhouse and out the front door; there was no convenient exit
in the back. Ben scaled the fence and waited for them to appear at the front entrance. Greg
seated his date on the back seat of the bicycle and steadied the vehicle with his strong arms.
Then he mounted the front seat and began pedaling. Lisa pedaled also. “Interesting idea,”
thought Ben. “I wonder where Greg got the bicycle.”
Ben soon realized that following them in his car was too obvious; he had to slow down, but they
were moving too quickly for him to keep up with them on foot. He repeatedly parked on side
roads and waited for them to pass, praying Greg wouldn’t detect him. He deducted which park
they were headed for and decided to get there first and ‘feed the ducks’ himself while waiting.
Ben watched the couple arrive. Lisa had no handbag with her. “She must not have brought her
cane,” he observed. “Maybe it’s a good thing I came.” They parked and locked the bicycle.
Greg helped Lisa down from her perch, lifting her like a featherweight. Sweating from the
exertion, she seemed euphoric after the ride.
Greg and Lisa walked together, arms interlocked. Greg drew Lisa near periodically to peck her
on the forehead, cheeks or lips. She seemed to enjoy the physical closeness to him. Ben felt his
confidence draining. Greg gave some bread to Lisa. She drew near the water, crumbled the
bread and tossed it to the ducks. Greg watched her a few minutes and sat down on the shore. He
drew her into his lap and massaged her shoulders and neck.
“Are you happy, Lisa?” he asked.
“I feel wonderful.”
“Good. I’m happy too, happier than I’ve been in a long, long time. I thought I should let you
know how much your friendship means to me.”
“I’m glad we met. You’ve really helped me. I feel like a new person now that I’m working out
with weights.”
“Lisa, if you were an ordinary girl, I’d ask you to move in with me. But I know you have values
about family and everything. I respect that. I even want to go along with your beliefs. Lisa, will
you marry me?”
Ben gulped. Greg was serious.

Lisa was silent. Greg continued, “If we got married, we could enjoy our trip to Hawaii more.
You already have my name, but I want to give it to you officially.”
Lisa said very slowly, “I wasn’t sure what you thought of my blindness.”
“It doesn’t bother me at all, Lisa. I’m a good cook. I’ll help you out. I’m not a macho type like
you think. I don’t need a mother; I need a wife. I wish you could see yourself through my eyes.
Your long, golden hair is so shiny and beautiful. I just want to bury myself in it. And your face
is so beautifully shaped. You have a nice tan too. Did you know that? When we go to Hawaii,
it’ll be even nicer. We can lay on the beach and spread that tan over your legs and body. I’ll
even take you out on a surf board if it doesn’t scare you, and we can ride the waves together. If
you don’t feel comfortable standing up, I know a way to do it sitting down. Lisa, it seems like
you’re a cousin from a distant relative. Everything you do and say seems to harmonize so well
with me. I love you, Lisa. Please say yes. I want you for my companion. I’ll take care of you
with all of my ability.”
“I don’t know how I can refuse an offer from someone as wonderful as you.” Lisa suppressed a
sob.
“Then don’t. When should we set the date? How about tomorrow?”
“Greg, I need to tell you something.”
“Lisa.”
“Greg you may not understand. All my life I’ve wanted to get married the way my religion
teaches. I want to get married in the temple.”
“That’s nice. A temple would be a fine place for a wedding. I’ve seen your temple. It’s a very
beautiful building. I’ve driven by it several times while it’s been under construction.”
“Only members are allowed inside, except for the viewing.”
“Oh really? I didn’t know that. I’ll join your church if you wish. And please take me to the
viewing. I’d love to see the inside.”
“Greg, I think it’s admirable that you’re willing to do that, but I won’t be able to marry you any
time soon. The Church requires us to wait a year after baptism before getting married in the
temple.”
“I can’t believe they make you wait that long.”

“I don’t like it either, but they have their reasons. We could marry civilly, but if we did, the
Church would make us wait a year after getting married before we could go to the temple.”
“Why don’t we do that?”
“Greg, I’d really rather not. It might never happen. I have friends who still haven’t gone.”
“Don’t you care about me, Lisa?”
“Maybe we could wait a year. We could get to know each other better.”
“Lisa, I . . . I can’t believe you associate with such puritanical jerks. They really have a grip on
you. Waiting a year is ludicrous! I can’t be celibate around you that long.”
“Maybe I should have talked to you about this before. I had no idea you’d get serious about
me.”
“Lisa, what did you expect? You have the body of a babe. Am I not supposed to notice?”
“I’m really sorry, Greg. I’ve enjoyed your company so much.”
“Does this mean no? I can’t believe it. I offer you the world on a platinum platter, and you turn
me down. I don’t see how you can call yourself a Christian. Lisa, look at me.”
She turned her face toward his. His hands were on her arms. His gaze was hard. Lisa couldn’t
see his expression, but she felt the tightening of his grip. Though it was dusky, Ben noticed the
ominous transformation in Greg. “Lisa, you are frustrating me. Do you know how difficult it is
for me to control myself around you?”
“Let me go, Greg.”
“Come back, Lisa!” Lisa wandered to the water’s edge, hoping to locate a bridge or some other
steady landmark. Greg was afraid of getting near her for fear he’d accidentally knock her in the
water. He had no intention of hurting her, but he was afraid she’d hurt herself, trying to get away
from him. He was upset. He was sincere about wanting to marry her. He didn’t expect her to
refuse his proposal.
Ben crept closer to Lisa, praying she wouldn’t fall in before he could get her further from the
water. He called her, quietly at first, hoping Greg wouldn’t hear him. “Lisa!”
“Who’s down there?” yelled Greg.
“Lisa come here. You’re getting too close to the water,” Ben warned.
Lisa turned around and crawled cautiously towards the familiar voice. “What on earth are you
doing here, Ben?”

“Who are you?” asked Greg, as Ben pulled Lisa up the bank.
“I’m Ben Richards, a friend of Lisa’s.”
“You’re not invited here tonight. I suggest you go home and leave us alone.”
“Greg,” said Lisa. “You’re upset. I am too. Maybe I should go home with Ben while you cool
off.”
“Lisa, I can’t believe you.”
“Please. I know you’re upset with me. We need to be apart for awhile.”
“Greg,” said Ben. “I’m sorry, but you’ll have to take the bicycle home alone. Lisa has
consented to let me take her home.”
Ben led Lisa to his car. “Lisa, you’re shaking, what’s the matter?”
“I have no idea what he would have done. He doesn’t seem violent, but I know he’s had sex on
his mind for quite awhile.”
“He seemed pretty unhappy with you. You must have done something to upset him.”
“Ben. What did you hear?”
“A few things.”
“Ben, you sneak, I can’t believe I let you take me. You’re the one that’s dangerous.”
“That remains to be seen. Can I take you home?”
“Take me to your parents’ home.”
“Thinking of talking to my mother?”
“Maybe,” Lisa sobbed.

Chapter 25.

Lisa was crying aloud by the time Ben arrived home. She was more distraught than he originally
thought. She was shaken by the fact that if Greg had made a sexual advance on her, she might
not have refused.
Jessica noticed instantly that Lisa was crying profusely but couldn’t shed tears. The area around
her eyes was red and swollen. “I’ll take her into my room, Ben.”
Jessica took Lisa into the large master suite and said, “Lie down here, Lisa.”
Ben followed them into the room. Lying on her back, Lisa stopped shaking. Jessica examined
her. “It looks like her eyes are dried up, Ben.” “Lisa, do you have an eye lubricant?”
“Yes. I left it in my handbag at Greg’s.”
“Don’t you have more than one dispenser?”
“I have some at home.”
“I don’t think we have any artificial tears. I’m calling her mother,” Jessica said quietly to Ben.
“Mom,” said Ben, “just use Visine® . If it blinds her, we won’t be held responsible.”
“Go get it, Ben.”
“What happened to your tear ducts, Lisa? Were they damaged?”
“Everything was.”
Ben returned with the pharmaceutical. Jessica let Lisa dispense the drops in her eyes. Her face
was still very red, but it seemed to relieve her. As she calmed down, she felt embarrassed about
causing a scene in front of Ben and his mother.
“How are you feeling?” asked Ben.
“I should have asked you to take me home,” said Lisa.
“Do you want to go home now?” asked Ben.
“I’m not ready to talk to my mother about this yet. I don’t think she likes Greg.”
“What are you planning to do about him?”
“Ben, I can’t marry him.”
“Do you love him?”
“He’s been very sweet to me. I just can’t marry him.”

“Ben, let me talk to her a minute,” said Jessica, nodding for Ben to leave. When she was alone
with Lisa, she said, “What can I do to help?”
Lisa’s voice was soft and thin. “How can you be sure you won’t do the wrong thing?”
“Like getting in trouble with Greg? Maybe you should ask yourself if you want the same
things.”
“I wanted to have fun. I had a lot of fun with him. But now, he wants to get serious.”
“And you don’t?”
“Not with him.”
“Are you in love, Lisa?”
“I don’t want to admit it.”
“Why?”
“You know him.”
“Maybe you should talk to him.”
Jessica helped Lisa from the bed and led her to the living room. Lisa reached out for the sofa
and to her surprise touched Ben’s hair. Then she realized that she must have known he was
there. Remaining behind him, she massaged his head, rubbed her fingers through his hair, and
scratched him behind the ears and on the neck. She removed his glasses.
“Does this mean that you’ll go out with me tomorrow?” he asked quietly, retrieving his glasses.
“Where?” She wasn’t sure that Ben would still care about her after this.
“To Colorado Springs. I want to see some pretty places there before I get too busy with school.”
“Sure. When do we leave?”
“I’ll pick you up at eight in the morning.”
Lisa entered the Hansen home. Her red face alarmed her mother. “Lisa?” she inquired.
Lisa shrugged, walked into the living room and dropped on the sofa.
“Are you okay, Lisa?” asked Tara.
Lisa nodded. Tara left the room to give her some privacy. Lisa heard the sound of Tara’s
footsteps in the entry and asked her to return.
“How can I help you?” Tara asked.
“Do we have the scriptures on tape?”

In surprise, Tara replied, “I don’t think we do. We could get them for you.”
“That’s okay.”
“Would you like me to read something for you?”
“Yes,” Lisa responded almost in a whisper. “Read something about repentance and the
resurrection.”
Tara found her scriptures, consulted her index and read Lisa chapters thirty-nine and forty of
Alma in the Book of Mormon. At verse twenty-three of chapter forty, Lisa stopped her. “I used
that in my speech.”
“It’s a nice scripture.”
“It’s my hope.”
“I’m almost at the end of the chapter. Should I finish?”
Lisa nodded.
Tara finished.
Lisa recalled the incidents of her past that troubled her. “I’m not sure what I would have
done with Greg. He’s much nicer than anyone I dated in California. He’s sincere too. That’s
what hurts. But he’s impatient. I’m going to talk to the bishop.” Aloud she said to Tara,
“Mom, Ben . . . .”
Tara nodded, hoping Lisa would continue.
“Ben would never try to take advantage of me. I’ve given him opportunities. He’s never
taken them.”
Lisa stood up, walked carefully to the stairway and slowly ascended the stairs. Tara
watched her with an aching heart.
Lisa knelt at her bed, her heart burning with the Spirit. “Thanks, Father,” she prayed, “for
delivering me from sin and saving me from anguish.” She continued, sobbing, “Thanks for
Ben’s friendship. I know he really cares about me.” She continued, pouring out her heart.

Chapter 26.
The next morning Ben and Lisa arrived at Greg’s place. Ben led Lisa to the door. He rang
the doorbell.
“Lisa,” said Greg, “I thought you’d come back. Here’s your stuff.”
“Thank you, Greg.”
“So is this the man you’ve been two timing me with?”
“I’ve known Ben since high school. We’re buddies.”
“I don’t appreciate what you’ve done, Lisa.” Greg was insulted. He thought, “I can’t believe
she prefers a short, gawky, teenage-looking, spectacled kid to me! He probably couldn’t even
grow a beard. I didn’t know Lisa was that blind. If that’s what she wants, she can have him.
It’s disgraceful to even think of competing with him.”
“I didn’t intend to hurt you,” said Lisa.
“You haven’t hurt me. You’ve only made a fool of yourself. Just go. I don’t want to see you
again.” Greg closed the door thinking, “I know she loves me.”

Jessica saw Barbara Mann at a Saturday leadership meeting. She drew Barbara aside afterwards
and asked, “Barbara, what did you decide about Lisa?”
“I intended to call you, Jessica. I had this leadership training lesson to give today and . . . .”
“Tell me what you thought of her.”
“She’s very nice, very polite, . . . very well bred.”
“Will you have her as an assistant?”
“No.”
“Barbara, I . . . .”
“Let me finish. I think she’ll do well answering the phone.”
“So, can you hire her?”
“I don’t hire people. I am willing to share the profits.”
“I hope you’ll be fair.”
“If I’m not, she can always quit, right?”

“Barbara.”
“Jessica, I wish I could live up to your high ideals, but I have a business to run. The beauty of
doing it this way is that when Lisa talks to customers, they’ll never know she’s blind. I think
she’ll appreciate that as much as they will.”
Jessica bit her tongue. Maybe it would be easier for her this way. “I find it difficult to be
objective. When can she start?”
“As soon as we work out how she’ll keep the information she gathers on the phone.”
“I know of someone who might be of help, a friend of Lisa’s, a computer expert could program a
simple talking calculator. She’s been so helpful to Lisa. I think she’d be willing.”
“Are you going to ask her?”
“No, I’ll let Lisa do that. If she wants the job badly enough, she’ll get help wherever she
needs it.”
“I admire you, Jessica. I wish I was better at working with the handicapped myself.”
“Here’s an opportunity for you, Barbara. I just try to help her overcome whatever obstacle
she faces, one at a time.”

Chapter 27.

The morning drive to Colorado Springs was pleasantly cool. The increasing altitude ensured
greater relief from the heat. Ben described the purplish mountains and deep conifer green
forests. It was dry but not desert-like. The cloudless sky was a deep shade of blue. Much of the
sparsely populated area between Denver and Colorado Springs was dotted with large, beautiful
homes.
Last night and this morning Lisa had pondered her brightest hopes. When she was eleven, she
and her twin brothers were sealed to their parents in the Salt Lake City temple. En route to the
sealing room, Lisa caught a glimpse of the magnificent Celestial Room; she was awestruck by its
beauty. “When I open my eyes again,” she thought, “how would it be to behold the beauty of the
Celestial World?” She envisioned the Garden of Eden and imagined strolling through the
gardens of the palace of a King, her Heavenly Father. She resolved to not throw away her goal
of eternal marriage.
Ben’s expressive, descriptive words broke through her thoughts. “You know what Ben?” she
interrupted.
Ben glanced at her lovely model-like face. “What, Lisa?”
“Ron and Katella got engaged this week.”
“Really? I thought Ron had the hots for you.”
“You know better than that, Ben.”
“What’s their wedding date?”
“November fifth, after the Denver temple is dedicated.”
“So soon?”
“Ron’s been worried about finishing school. If he marries Katella, he can drop the number of
hours he works and concentrate on his studies.”
“Lucky for him. So he’s marrying her for her money then.”
“I don’t think it’s just that. Katella’s very talented. They both are.”
“I’m happy for them.”
“I’ve never seen Katella happier.”

“You’ve never seen Katella at all.”
Silence.
They remained silent a few seconds then Ben said, “Lisa, I guess I shouldn’t tease you about
your habit of redefining the word ‘see’. I do it myself.”
“It seems more natural to say things that way.”
“Of course.”
“Ben, I need to say something about the way you take advantage of my blindness. I don’t always
appreciate it.”
“What would you have done last night if I hadn’t been there?”
“I would have found a way out of my situation.” To herself she thought, “But I’m glad he was
there.”
“Are you angry with me?”
“Sometimes I am.”
“Can I tell you something, about your mother and me?”
“That’s another thing, Ben. I have the feeling she put you up to it. I don’t appreciate that
either.”
“That’s not all she put me up to.”
“Oh?”
Ben cleared his throat. Lisa remained silent. “Did you meet an old friend of hers named George
Redfield?” he asked.
“George? Yes, he came over one Saturday and had lunch with us. He . . . .” Her words trailed
off. “Ben, you wouldn’t dare!”
“Dare what?”
“I wondered why he sounded like you!”
“Why didn’t you say anything?”
“Do you think I wanted to embarrass my mother and her friend, not to mention myself, by
accusing him of being someone else?”
“So you weren’t sure?”
“Ben, I could kill you.”

“I didn’t think you’d be too pleased.” Ben lowered his voice, “Lisa, I want you to know I’ve
been watching out for you and thinking about you for a long time.”
“Ben, are you confessing this to prove you care about me?”
“I suppose I am. I do care about you.”
“I hope you realize by now that I can take care of myself. I don’t need you as a guardian angel,
watching over me.”
Ben collected his thoughts. He wanted this day to be free of conflict and disappointment. He
said to himself, “Maybe Lisa will understand if I take the time to explain myself.” He said
aloud, “Lisa, I wanted to teach your mother something that I think you already understand.”
“What?”
“You’ve heard of the mysterious sixth sense notion.”
Lisa recalled her early struggles in her parents’ backyard garden. “I looked for it. And I didn’t
find it.”
“And you were disappointed.”
“Yes.”
“It doesn’t seem just, does it? We as humans expect things to be fair. Maybe they are in God’s
own way, on His own timetable, but they don’t appear that way to us. Your mother thought you
would easily identify me. I thought you probably could, but you’d have enough uncertainty that
you wouldn’t say anything. I wanted to help her understand that the other senses don’t
compensate for sight.”
“I’ve learned to use my other senses more.”
“Of course.”
“But it’s not the same as seeing.”
“And you’ve accepted that.”
“Yes.”
“I know you have. Lisa, I was also afraid to disobey my father.”
“You need to get over that.”
“I think I am.” Ben exited from the freeway. “Have you been to the Garden of the Gods?”
“I’m not sure.”
“It’s one of the most beautiful places on earth. Can I take you there?”

“Sure.”

Ben drove Lisa to a park west of Colorado Springs called the Garden of the Gods. Huge,
naturally carved stones in fantastic shapes rested against a backdrop of bluish-green mountains.
The rocks, like clouds suggested things: kings, queens, castles, proud sentinels and kissing
camels. Among the stones grew green vegetation that complemented the reddish color of the
rocks.
Ben walked around with Lisa. The wooing sounds of birds calling and crickets chirping teased
her ears.
“The rock cavities have birds living in them,” Ben said. He put his arm around Lisa’s waist. She
enjoyed the brisk breeze and clean mountain air. He described the scenery and the fantasy
pictures he saw in the rocks. They talked for over an hour about the beauties of nature and the
habits of birds and animals. There were other visitors, but it wasn’t crowded. He took Lisa to a
secluded spot. They sat down near each other on a rock.
“Someday, when I’m in heaven,” said Ben calmly and pensively. “I want a place that looks like
this, naturally beautiful, virtually unspoiled.”
“That must be why it’s called the Garden of the Gods,” said Lisa, squeezing Ben.
“How are you feeling, Lisa?”
“Fine.”
“Have you ever hiked up the Barr trail to Pikes Peak?”
“Not all the way, have you?”
“I hiked up there when I was eleven. I thought I’d never make it, but I did. I felt like I’d
conquered the world. When I got down, I reflected--twenty-six miles round trip. What an
achievement!”
“Eleven,” thought Lisa, “Ben had never seen a mountain.” She said aloud, “Ever wanted to do it
again?”
“Not immediately.” They quietly breathed the mountain air. “Lisa, do you know how lovely
and graceful you are?”
“Don’t make me dizzy.”
They both seemed out of breath.

“Do you know what my favorite color is, Lisa?”
“Yes. Blue.”
“Do you know why?”
“Because it’s the color of the sky?”
“It’s the color of my mother’s eyes.”
“Oh.”
“Her eyes are the first distinct objects I ever saw. Your eyes remind me of hers.”
“Ben, they’re not real,” Lisa objected, closing her eyes. Her mind saw an astonishing picture:
Jessica gently lifting bandages from Ben’s newly seeing eyes--a tender picture of a mother and
son, experiencing a moment of joy together, a moment rarely remembered--first earthly sight.
Ben said, “Lisa, please forgive my nickname for you. If I could replace your eyes with real ones,
I would, but I can’t.”
“It’s okay Ben. I . . . I like being called Sapphire Princess.”
Ben continued, “If I didn’t have my operation, I’d never know what seeing is. Maybe I wouldn’t
regret missing it. I was just a scalpel’s edge from missing all this beauty.”
Lisa said. “Ben, I wish I could see you. What do you look like?”
The reality of her sightlessness gripped him again. How could her fate be reconciled with God’s
will and love? He didn’t believe her injury was justice meted out. If this wasn’t deserved,
neither was his sight. His sight was a responsibility. If he could help her or anyone, it would be
worth it to him.
“Lisa, I wish you could see me too. I’m happy about my appearance, for once in my life. I wish
I felt good about the way I’ve looked all my life.”
“What are you saying?”
“You never saw me when I was . . . blind.”
“I can imagine.”
“How?”
“It’s shadowy. I don’t get a clear picture.” Lisa’s mental picture of Ben’s face was blocked in
shadow. “I should accept him as he is without being concerned about his past,” she thought.
“That’s okay with me, Lisa.”
“Please describe yourself.”

“I can’t. It’s too painful.”
“Please.”
“Lisa, I wasn’t a cute little boy. My mother thought I was, but I have trouble believing her. I
had crossed eyes because I couldn’t focus.” He paused several seconds. “I had whitish pupils.”
“Why?”
“The cataracts were so large they were visible.”
“Whitish? But once they took them out, no one could tell.”
“True. But internally, my eyes are still different. Can you accept that?”
Lisa thought, “I’m relieved he told me. He wish he would have told me before, but I understand.
I can’t picture it, but this explains why he’s shy about his past.”
“Ben, how do you feel about it? Can you live with eyes like yours?”
“I don’t really have a choice, Sapphire Princess.”
“You can try to get back at the world for what you’ve been through or you can just get over it.
Many people endure things about themselves they can’t change,” Lisa said firmly.
“I thought I was supposed to say things like that.”
“Ben, I think you look just fine.”
“Oh?”
“I’ll never forget how you looked at graduation. You looked so . . . smart.”
Ben chuckled, “I wish I didn’t need these glasses, Lisa.” He removed them.
“You don’t. You can get around like me.” Lisa giggled. She found Ben’s arms and stroked
them, thinking, “Ben’s been lifting weights.”
Ben laughed. “I’m afraid I’m more clumsy at it than you.”
“Ben, why you? Very few people have an experience like yours. There are stories in the Bible,
but those are miracles.”
“Miracles happen all around us without even being noticed. Have you ever noticed a miracle?”
“I don’t think so.”
“I think it’s a miracle you’re still alive. Have you ever thought of it that way? It’s a miracle
you’ve been patched up so well. I’ve always thought plastic surgery was a vanity trip, but after
knowing you, I respect it more. I understand the trauma you’ve experienced. It’s probably even
more gruesome than you realize, but you’re still beautiful. That’s a miracle.”

“I suppose it is.”
“Lisa, I think you’re accepting what’s happened to you.”
“I don’t know. It’s always hard.” She touched his hands, and he squeezed hers.
“You’ve gone through a grieving process: denial, anger, depression.”
“Yes.”
“And now acceptance.”
“Have you accepted your own blindness, Ben?”
“Huh?”
“You wouldn’t tell anyone about it, why?”
“I thought we discussed that.”
“Was that because you had difficulty accepting it?” Lisa probed.
Ben swallowed, attempting to contain his emotions. “Lisa, I hoped to help you.”
“I hope you’ve been helped yourself.”
Ben took Lisa’s hands and said earnestly, “I have had difficulty accepting my blindness. Very
few people have any idea what it’s like to be in my situation. Studies show that people like me
generally don’t adjust well. They become withdrawn, depressed and don’t really use their
vision.”
“But you do.”
“I wanted to see, Lisa. I even learned to read Japanese reasonably well. I kept praying that I
wouldn’t give up, no matter how difficult things were. It’s been harder than most people can
comprehend. At least I’ve learned to not give up. I hoped to at least teach you that.”
“I won’t give up, Ben. I want hope for a better tomorrow, not just acceptance.”
Lisa’s words impressed Ben. He’d considered acceptance to be the final goal, but there was
something more. “You mean hope in the resurrection, when you’ll see again?”
“No, more than that. I know I can be happy now, even as I am. It’s hard, and I still get
discouraged, but with God’s help I can do it.” She paused a second and added, “I’m striving for
hope in Christ.”
Scriptures about hope in Christ coursed through Ben’s mind. He stroked Lisa’s forehead.
Finally he said softly and slowly, “Before we seek for riches or anything else, we need to first
obtain a hope in Christ. Faith is hope in things which are not seen which are true.”

“I read some scriptures last night. Afterwards I prayed for a long time. I was angry at you for
spying on me when I went out with Greg. But after I prayed I wasn’t. I want to understand the
miracles of God and see them in everything, like you do.”
Ben hugged her gently. “Grandma quoted part of the thirteenth Article of Faith and asked me if
it applied to you.”
“What did you tell her?”
“I told her I didn’t know. But I know you better now. You hope all things, endure all things.”
Ben pulled a few locks of Lisa’s hair away from her eyes.
“I hope so,” Lisa chuckled.
“Lisa, you can do anything. You could even consider marriage.”
“I’ve thought of it once or twice.” Lisa’s thoughts wandered to her childhood dreams. “I like
Ben,” she thought. “He’s blunt and indecisive sometimes, but I like him. I love his soothing
voice. Last night, he actually fought for me. He encourages me, he describes things for me, he
empathizes with me, he . . . he thinks I’m beautiful. If he can make up his mind now . . . .” Her
heart started pounding.
“Lisa, I want to share what I see with you. And I want to see you every day of my life, for the
rest of eternity.”
“Ben.” She knew what he was leading up to.
Ben rubbed her shoulders gently with his palms, aware of her elevated heartbeat. He said almost
in a whisper, “Lisa, I brought you here for a very important reason.” He traced the oval outline
of her face. She closed her hands over his until all four hands were between them, joined tightly
together. “Lisa, will you marry me?”
Lisa didn’t respond. She wasn’t surprised. She just didn’t know what to say.
“Will you marry me, Lisa? I love you. I can’t even think of marrying any other girl. There’s no
one like you. Do you have any idea how much I care about you?”
Lisa tilted her head slightly. He gently placed his lips on hers. They drew together in an
extended kiss. He embraced her tightly, surrounding her with warmth, strength, love and
tenderness.
“What date shall we set?” Lisa asked when their lips parted.
“Does that mean yes?”

She nodded.
They listened to the birds and crickets.
Ben broke the silence, “Lisa, are you marrying me for my mother or for me?”
“For both of you. Do you think I can get one without the other?”
“Likely not, since my brothers are all married.”
“I love you, Ben.”
Ben embraced his fiancée. He wished he had the strength to twirl her over his head. “I love
you, Lisa, with all my heart.”

Chapter 28.

Sunday afternoon the next day, Lisa set off on a walk. Instead of following her well-beaten
path to the recreation center, she ventured north-east. She wanted to surprise Ben at his parents’
home. The ever present wind whipped her wavy hair. Flashbacks of her fun moments with Ben
filled her mind. The joy of being engaged filled her to the point of gaiety. She reflected on her
drive home from Colorado Springs the night before as she and Ben started planning their life
together. She walked as briskly as ever.
Just last night, Lisa had called Katella to announce her engagement. Ron was at Katella’s
apartment, using her computer and overheard the conversation. “In the Garden of the Gods?
I’m so happy for you. We should get married the same day.”
Ron turned around, “Did Ben finally get the nerve to propose?”
“What was that, Lisa?” asked Katella. She paused for Lisa’s answer. “You don’t think you
could get married that soon? Why not?”
Pause.
“Ron’s in school too. That’s not stopping us. Don’t wait until Christmas, Lisa. Once you
make up your mind, you should go ahead.”
“I just thought it would take longer to get everything ready,” said Lisa.
“Not if you simplify things. We’ll work on it together, okay?”
“I’d love that.”

After walking two miles, Lisa began to wonder if she was headed in the right direction. She
thought she recognized the University of Colorado by sound. The university was spread over
town in several campuses. Unsure of just where she was, she listened for pedestrians, hoping to
find someone who would help get her directions straight. She heard a couple of female students
ahead of her. Not sure how to approach them, she called, “Can I ask you for directions?” Their
conversation stopped. She wondered uncomfortably if they were staring at her. “Can I ask for
directions?” she asked again.

One of them asked, “Where are you going?”
She asked for directions to Ben’s neighborhood. They weren’t familiar with that area of town.
Lisa continued, disappointed. By process of elimination, she deducted which campus she was
on. Knowing this gave her the insight to go further. She sensed the wind for direction.
“Navigation’s never required so much mental energy before,” she thought.
She continued, confident that she’d at least find Ben’s neighborhood. The morning wore away.
Her walk, which she supposed would last no more than two hours, had taken over three. She
was close to Ben’s home, but she kept getting on the wrong street. Reality hit like cold thunder.
She could no longer wander about without concentrating. She had to always be careful or she’d
get lost. She grieved the loss of her carefree days.
She stopped and sat on the sidewalk, not sure of where to go. She had to be near Ben’s home!
She thought she knew her home town well. Now it was more confusing than a maze.

Ben drove home from church in a blissful state. Rounding a turn, he noticed the flash of a white
cane. Lisa. She was lost and frustrated. He considered driving by to avoid embarrassing her.
He could hardly believe she was here, “Six miles! She’s done very well considering,” he
thought.
He stopped near her and called, “Lisa! Looking for someone?”
“Ben!” Lisa called on the verge of tears.
“I’m just going home. Do you want a ride?”
“Please. I’d love to see your mother.”
On the way to Ben’s parents’ home, Lisa said, “Katella invited us to have a joint wedding with
her and Ron.”
“I thought they were getting married in November. That’s too soon for us.”
“Ben.”
“We should at least wait until Christmas. What about your dog?”
“I can get a dog after we’re married. It would be much easier for me if we had a joint wedding.”
“And be rushed? Lisa, I don’t think so. You don’t need Katella’s help. Your mother can help
you.”

“Please, Ben. I was hoping you’d understand.” Lisa wanted to share her special day with a
friend, but she didn’t want Ben to be jealous. She wouldn’t leave her mother out, but there were
things she couldn’t talk about with her. Her mother wanted her to have an elegant wedding with
bridesmaids, but she wanted it to be simple.
“I’ll think about it. I want you to be happy, Princess.”
Jessica was preparing the evening meal when they entered the Richards’ home.
“Can I help you with anything, Jessica?” Lisa asked politely.
Jessica gave her instructions for setting the table. As Lisa finished setting the table with crystal
and neatly folded, cloth napkins, Jessica asked, “Would you like a job, Lisa?”
“Yes, but who would hire me?”
“This is a job where you share the profits in a business.”
“Oh? What kind of business?”
“A business that sells every kind of perfume you can imagine, in all types and sizes of
containers.”
“How could I get a job like that?”
“Do you know Barbara Mann?”
“The hostess you lined up for my makeup party?”
“Yes. Barbara goes to shows all the time and has to depend on her answering machine. If you
took her calls, it would really help her.”
“That sounds like it might be fun. I need something. I’m having a very hard time getting people
to hostess parties for me.”
“You’ll need to record the information you get on the phone. You’ll also need a way to add up
numbers.”
“I can do it in my head.”
“Could you get Katella’s talking computer to help you?”
“My program doesn’t handle numbers. I can put them in, but it won’t add them up.”
“I’m sure Katella wouldn’t find it difficult to program a talking calculator.”
“Yes, But I just hate asking her right now. She’s busy getting ready for her wedding.”
“Do you want a job or not?”

A bit taken back by Jessica’s pointedness, Lisa responded, “You have a point, Jessica. I do need
to ask her. Maybe there’s something I could do to repay her. I’m heavily in her debt.”
“Maybe she’s in yours.”
“How?”
“Didn’t she meet Ron through you? You helped her find a husband. That ought to be worth
something to her.”
“I didn’t think of that. I’ll ask her. Ron’s busy with school. She can’t spend all of her time with
him.”
Ben spent the rest of the evening visiting with Lisa. He savored every minute of being with her
before going back to the grind of his job. Driving back to the large home in the country, he
imagined Lisa coming into his bedroom, their bedroom, from the shower, her hair soaked.
Suddenly the idea of getting married in November seemed very appealing.

Chapter 29.

Katella happily agreed to provide a calculator program for Lisa. A colleague had developed
a simple calculator as a side project. She adapted the program to her own computer, keeping it
simple.
Katella called Lisa one evening. “Lisa, Can I pick you up? I have the program ready.” She
rolled her r’s softly. “I’m so excited to show you.”
Katella arrived in minutes. “I want to start walking to your place, Katella,” Lisa announced.
“That’s too far, Lisa.”
“It’s less than two miles. If I can walk to the recreation center, I can walk to your place.”
Katella smiled at Lisa’s determination.

Katella showed Lisa the calculator on her computer.
“Have you thought about what you’ll do for a computer at work?” Katella asked. “Possibly
your parents could . . . .” Katella hoped Lisa would still want to use her computer.
“Katella, I hate to impose . . . ,” Lisa stopped.
“You can use my computer. I’ll leave my keys with you when I’m at work.”
“That would be so helpful, but I hate invading your apartment.”
“It’s nothing, Lisa.” Katella thought, “If Lisa only knew what her friendship means. I
would do almost any favor for her.”
“Barbara can probably forward her phone to your apartment,” Lisa suggested.
“Great idea. Why don’t you call her?”
“I think I will.” Lisa called Barbara and arranged to work at Katella’s.

Lisa dreaded her interview with the bishop, but it went well. She was frank and open about her
situation. He was firm but sympathetic. After several visits with her bishop, Lisa wondered why
she’d carried the burden of her actions for so long. She felt a new Light in her life and knew it

was the Savior’s love and the Holy Spirit. Though she was still physically in darkness, this new
Light guided her, taught her, and brought beauty, comfort and cheer into her life.
Lisa was ecstatic when after intense preparation, she felt the plastic cover of her signed
recommend in her hands. She would have her dream. She was glad she hadn’t given up on a
temple marriage when the temptation was great.

One afternoon, Lisa shopped with Tara for wedding gowns. The biggest challenge was finding a
dress suitable for the temple. Lisa was concerned that her height would make finding a dress
difficult, but this was less of a problem than she feared. She had one other requirement. The
dress had to be easy to take off.
“Why, Lisa? You’ll only wear it a couple of times.”
“Mom, I don’t have the benefit of a mirror. It needs to come off easily.”
“Okay,” said her mother, still puzzled. She shook her head, wondering why. “What are you
doing for your honeymoon?” she asked.
“We’re going somewhere for Christmas, probably up in the mountains.”
“That sounds fun.”
Finally, they found a white wedding gown that was beautiful, not overly ornamented, suitable for
the temple, easy to take off and not terribly expensive. It fit Lisa perfectly.

Wednesday, Ben escorted Lisa to the old house in the country. “I finally finished my last day of
work,” he said while driving there. “It was a great experience, but I hope I don't have to work as
a servant again.”
“You got out on your own,” Lisa reminded him. “Doesn't that make it easier to stand up to your
father?”
“Speaking of my father . . . .”
“Please don't tell me he's forbidden our marriage.”
“He didn't do that.”
“That's a relief.”

Ben breathed deeply, almost a sigh. “Lisa, I've hesitated to tell you this, but I must let you know.
I couldn't save enough from my job to get our own apartment. We'll have to live with my
parents for awhile.”
“That's fine.”
“You think so because you and my mother are like twin sisters. But once you move in, you'll
have to do your share of the work. Everyone does.”
“I'm willing. I love working with your mother.”
“She's nice to guests, Lisa, but she has her days.”
“Ben, you're more concerned about your father.”
Ben was surprised by Lisa's insight. “I should warn you, Lisa. My dad hates pets. I've
never had one and neither have any of my brothers, not even a bird or a fish.”
“Will he stop me from getting a guide dog?”
“No. I think he understands that you need it. But he'll barely tolerate it.”
“I'll just have to stand up to him then,” said Lisa.
Ben's fears faded. He chuckled at Lisa's determination. “Lisa, I believe you will. This will
work out great. My dad said we can move in as long as we help out. He even said we could use
the extra bedrooms if we need them.”
“That's a relief. Why didn't you tell me before?”
“After what I've been through with him, I don't take anything for granted.”
“What should we do for Labor Day, Ben?”
“Let me think about it.”
Ben arrived at the country estate and packed his things. On the way home he said, “You
know what we should do for the holiday, Lisa?”
“What?”
“My parents have an old sand box in their yard. We could go out there and plan our dream
home.”

Ben started school before Labor Day, rearranging his courses to expedite his new career
ambitions. Happy to reach his goal of starting college, he was determined to graduate and get
through law school. He still hadn't mentioned his plan to attend law school to Lisa.
Lisa worked for Barbara Mann, answering calls for her customers and distributors. Katella
Scarlatti let Lisa use her computer during the day while she worked. Barbara forwarded her
business phone to Katella's. After walking to Katella's a few times with her brother, Lisa
managed to walk there alone.

For Labor Day, Ben and Lisa had a picnic in a park near Ben's home and took a long walk
through the neighborhood. Afterwards, Ben invited Lisa into his parents' backyard. He drew a
large rectangular area in the sand and made 'walls' with mounds of sand. Lisa traced the edges
with her hands. “How many bedrooms shall we have, Lisa?”
“That depends on how many children we have.”
“How many children should we have?”
“I don't know if we should have any.”
“Lisa!”

Ben was surprised by Lisa's remark and nervous about discussing children.

Generally couples of their faith considered a family a given, not an option. Discussing 'if' was
unthinkable. 'When' was difficult enough to question. Likely, once Lisa got over the shock of
her injury, she would desire a family. He ought to be patient.
“Lisa, you might feel . . . .”
“Scared?”
“Everyone does. It's not because . . . .”
“Tell me about it, Ben.”
“There are blind mothers and fathers,” said Ben meekly.
“I never wanted to be one.”
“Would you rather not be a parent?”
“I don't know. I've always wanted to be a mother..”
“I've always wanted to be a father.”

“I'm surprised.”
“Why?”
“I didn't think handicapped people could be parents.”
“They can be. Not everyone has the opportunity, but you probably will. What do you think?”
“We don't have money for a family.”
“We will some day. I promise you, Lisa: I'm determined to support you and a family. It's not an
idle wish.” Ben dug his feet in the sand. He wished he was older and more settled, but if he
waited to marry, Lisa wouldn't be around.
Lisa formed a large family area with her hands. She drew a 'fireplace' in the sand.
“That looks like a nice place to have Family Home Evening,” Ben remarked.
“Ben,” Lisa's face showed pain and disappointment. She couldn't explain to Ben how she felt
about her father. She deeply loved her him, but he had always refused to hold Family Home
Evenings.
“What's the matter?”
“I don't know how to have Family Home Evening.”
“It's not hard. You get everyone together on Monday night, share stories and talents, sing, pray,
eat. Eating's the best part.”
“I can't read the manual.”
“Oh. Lisa, I'm sure we'll find materials. Come, Princess. Be happy. Look at all the rooms.”
Ben guided Lisa's hands through his mansion.
“Oooh, neat, Ben,” Lisa cheered a little. “You must have a hundred rooms. What do you have
here?”
“Guess.”
“A bathroom, hall, closet, storage, stairway . . . .” Lisa guessed as Ben led her hand through each
room.
Ben interrupted, “A library, a second kitchen, a conservatory. Here, let's mark them.”
They labeled the rooms with different shapes of stones and filled them with rock and wood
furniture.
“We can't have a conservatory without plants,” said Lisa, pulling a few weeds. “Where's the
conservatory? Is it a sun room?”

“Yes. It's right here, where it's sunny all the time.”
Lisa planted the weeds in the small room.
“Lisa,” Ben said taking her hand, “here's a huge master suite with a large canopy bed, a twoperson Jacuzzi, a window seat, stained glass windows, surround sound entertainment, a huge 'his
and hers' closet.”
“Walk-in closets?”
“Sure, look. Here's a cedar closet. Wouldn't that smell nice?”
“Are you planning to be a millionaire?”
“Sure.”
“As an electrical design technician?”
“No. I'm going to be a famous lawyer.”
“When did you decide this?” Lisa asked.
“I think I've had it in me all along.”
“How will we ever make it through your schooling?”
“My parents will help us. We’ll make it.” His determination seemed to satisfy her. “Did you
get the announcements sent out?” Ben asked.
“My mother worked late last night on them. I stuffed the envelopes. I was going to stamp on the
return address, but she thought it should be written out.”
“That's wedding etiquette for you.”
“Ben, I can't write freehand anymore. I could, I suppose, but I don't think anyone could read it.
It's hard enough to sign my name. What will I do?” He remained speechless. “I'll never even
see my 'Lisa Richards',” she wailed under her breath.
“Don't worry about that, Lisa. Some people actually practice at making their signature
unreadable. Your computer program will be adequate for most things.”
“That's another thing. I'm always at Katella's using her computer and under Ron's feet. Ron
insists on getting a bigger apartment when they get married.”
“Not a bad idea. Her place is a little small.”
“But what if she moves so far away I can't walk over there anymore?”
“Have you ever heard the saying, 'We'll cross that bridge when we come to it'?”
“I wish I had my own computer. We need to plan on getting a computer.”

Ben took Lisa and held her between his knees. He tucked her head against his chest and rocked
her soothingly. “Lisa, I want you to have the very best. I'll do everything in my power to get it
for you. I just hope you'll have patience with me. I can't get you everything at once.”
“I'm not asking for a lot, Ben. We don't need a mansion. A small cottage would be fine.”
“I know. I'll see what I can do about a computer.”

During the week, while Lisa was working at Katella's, Ben dropped in at the Hansens'. Tara
Hansen, Lisa's mother, was home. “Where's Lisa?” Ben asked.
“At work.”
“Oh, yes, I should have known.”
Tara suspected that Ben had no intention of seeing Lisa. “Would you like to see Lisa's wedding
gown?” she invited.
“Isn't that supposed to be bad luck?”
“Are you superstitious?” Tara teased. She knew Ben was born on April first and often teased
him about being superstitious.
“Not really, go ahead and show it to me.”
Ben liked the gown. “She'll look like the queen she really is,” he remarked.
“Ben,” said Tara as she put the dress away. “It's no secret that I'm happy that you'll be Lisa's
husband. I want you to know I approve highly of this marriage.”
“I appreciate your confidence in me. I don't believe it's deserved.”
“I'm not sure Lisa really knows yet how much she loves you. But I know you're right for her.
She needs you.”
“If you're thinking . . . .”
“It's not just that,” she interrupted.
“It's easy to forget, Tara. In all respects, I'm a sighted person now.”
“I don't believe you've forgotten entirely. You seem able to empathize with her.”
Ben pondered her statement a moment, then said, “Tara, Lisa does have a need that you and
your husband may be able to fill. Have you thought about a wedding gift for her?”
“We've talked about it. Jeff closed a sizable sale lately. We have a large commission check
in the bank. We're planning to use it for the wedding expenses and your gifts.”

“I suggest you spend it on a computer for Lisa. You should ask Katella about the details,
but I think a portable computer would be the most useful to her.”
“A portable computer? Don't they have clumsy screens?” Tara paused. “I guess Lisa
doesn't really need a screen.” She closed her eyes.
“We could take the screen off and make it even lighter. Lisa needs a speech synthesizer and
a speaker. I have another suggestion.” Ben was afraid to voice it. He had no idea of the cost.”
She'll want printouts she can read. I suggest you find a Braille embosser she could use with her
system.”
“That makes sense. I will talk to Katella. She probably knows where to get a computer like
that.”

Chapter 30.

Ben drove his bride to the reception after the temple ceremony in Denver.
Lisa thought of the majesty of the event, especially of the moment on the altar when Ben’s
hands joined with hers. The magnitude of the covenants struck her.
The joint reception with Ron and Katella was pleasant and attractive.

After meeting

Katella’s parents, Lisa had no doubt her friend was Italian. Her step-father was gracious and
greeted Lisa warmly. Her mother talked on and on about when Katella was a baby and how
marvelous it was that she was getting married, etc., etc. She also thanked Lisa for introducing
her to Ron. “That’s interesting,” thought Lisa, “I don’t remember it happening that way.”
Ron’s parents arrived from Kansas. His natural father sent him money but was unable to attend.
Lisa’s grandmother from Florida wrote to say she couldn’t come but would pay for airline
tickets for Lisa and Ben to visit her as a wedding gift. When Ben and Lisa received her letter,
they threw out their plans of renting a mountain cabin in favor of spending a week in Florida.
Lloyd, Jessica, Tara and Jeff were present. Grandma Elsworth was there. Many other
friends and relatives attended. The cultural hall was decorated with red and pink carnations, a
gracefully tiered cake, a fountain of punch, tuxedos, and a display of photographs from Lisa’s
years as a model.

David and Jonathan entered the cultural hall doing flips. They performed on the tight wire,
doing bicycle and unicycle tricks. Concluding, they bounced down via the net and bowed
before the crowd. The audience rendered a burst of applause.
The twins dove into the reception line and captured Lisa. They carried her to the tight wire,
screaming. David held out a water gun in front of her. Jonathan gagged her with a piece of
cloth.

The screaming stopped.

They were about to tie her hands when to everyone’s

amazement, she removed the gag, her wedding dress and bridal veil. She was dressed in her
leotard.
“That must be why she wanted a dress that comes off easily,” Tara remarked to Jeff.

Lisa held up her fists as if fighting off her attackers. She stepped back a few paces and
executed a double cartwheel. The crowd cheered.
David grabbed her. She was about to twist him off when he starting tying her to the tight
wire pole. She managed to elude him by climbing up the ladder. The twins called, “Get down
here, lady.” Jonathan raced up the other side. Lisa reached the top of the ten-foot pole and
floated across the tight wire with a balance beam. Members of the audience held their breath.
Jonathan called from the other side just loud enough for her to hear, “You’re doing great, Lisa.”
She crossed safely and started back. At the center she gracefully waved a kiss to the spellbound
audience, still maintaining her balance. She descended the ladder. The crowd rendered a
standing ovation.
David led Lisa to the dressing room so she could redo her dress. Even Ben was surprised.
Katella played several of her musical compositions then spoke into the microphone. “Now it’s
time to start the dance.” She turned her synthesizer over to a friend from work. Ben and Lisa,
Ron and Katella started the dance off by dancing as the two lead couples. They switched. Ron
danced with Lisa and Ben danced with Katella.
“You married the right man,” said Ron.
“Why do say that?” asked Lisa.
“Because you said you’d never attempt the tight wire act if I’d marry you for it, but you just
proved you can do it.”
“So?”
“You didn’t do it for me. You did it for Ben.”
“I did it for myself.”
“Oh? You did very well.”
“I wish you luck in your marriage, Ron.”
“The same for you. I hope you don’t feel bad that I married Katella instead of you.”
“Of course not, if I would have married you, how could I marry Ben?”
“I knew you loved him all along.”
“How so?”
“That phone call you had me make.”

“I guess that was a corny thing for me to ask.”
“It’s okay. No hard feelings.”
They switched partners again.
“I love you, Lisa,” said Ben. “That’s eternal.”
“I love you too, Ben. Forever.”
Lisa and Ben received many gifts. Best of all, Ben and Lisa’s parents teamed together to get
Lisa her own portable computer system. Lisa found her way to each of the four parents, hugged
them and thanked them for the gift. Elated from the events of the day and the gifts, she seemed
to be sailing on air.

Through careful negotiation with his father, Ben arranged to set up a cozy apartment in his
parents’ home using his and his brothers’ bedrooms.
“I love your parents' home, Ben,” Lisa yawned on their wedding night after the reception. Lisa
set down her new portable computer, a gift from her parents and Ben's.
“Thank you, Lisa. I like it too,” said Ben, carrying in her Braille embosser.
“Where will we put everything?”
“Let's not worry about that right now. We have plenty of space. We can use my brothers'
bedrooms.”
“What will they think of that?”
“They have families of their own. I think it's time my parents used these rooms, instead of
keeping them as shrines to my brothers.”

As Lisa washed for the evening, Ben watched over her shoulder. She cleaned her hands
thoroughly and removed a shell-shaped object from her eye.
“What's that?”
“My eye.”
“May I see it?” Ben had never seen Lisa's artificial eyes. He was embarrassed to ask about
something so private, but now she was his wife, so he summoned his courage.

“Sure.”
Ben carefully took Lisa's prosthesis from her hands. “This is gorgeous, Lisa. Now I know why
it looks so real. It has tiny silk blood vessels.”
“It's hand painted.”
“Exquisite. The artist must have had a love affair with sapphires.”
“Like you do.”
“Just with a Sapphire Princess.” He rubbed his nose on her forehead.
“Don't scratch it, Ben.”
“I won't. Wow!”

The next day Lisa decided to visit Barbara Mann, her supervisor, to get organized with her new
portable computer while Ben was at school. She asked Jessica if she'd orient her so she could get
to Barbara's house alone.”
“How can I help?” her mother-in-law asked.
“Jonathan helped me get to Katella's. He was really creative about it. He pointed out the
businesses, the fast food places, the gasoline stations . . . .”
“That's right, you could identify places like that by smell. Barbara doesn't live far away, but it's
a residential area between here and there. I'll point out the streets and landmarks that might be
useful.”
“Thank you.”
“Do you count blocks?” asked Jessica.
“Yes, I do.”
“Good. I'm glad. I admire your willingness to get around. Are you planning to take your
computer?”
“Yes. I want to show Barbara what I'm doing. Katella already loaded my software and data on
it, so it shouldn't be difficult to get started.”
“Katella's a talented woman. I admire her musical ability.”
“I admire all of her abilities. I wish I was more like her.”

Jessica went inside with Lisa to chat with Barbara Mann. She wanted to be sure Lisa was getting
fair treatment. She had arranged for Barbara Mann to work with Lisa, but she had been
disappointed in the arrangement almost from the start. Even though Lisa was gorgeous, Barbara
didn’t not want her working in her trade show booth. She kept Lisa in the back office.
Barbara directed them to her basement where she had her business set up. Barbara hadn't seen
yet what Lisa could do with a computer. Looking over Lisa's shoulder, she was impressed. “But
that voice is awful,” she said. “Isn't there a woman's voice?”
“Yes,” said Lisa, “but she sounds worse, like an old hag.”
“Be blunt about it, Lisa,” Barbara mocked. “So is that why you use the male voice?”
“It's easier to listen to this for a long time at a lower pitch.”
“Lisa, how much have you made so far?” asked Jessica, hoping to be obvious without being
rude.
Lisa told her. Jessica was appalled. She let Lisa sit at the phone and her work while she went
upstairs to chat with Barbara.
“Barbara, she's worth more to you than that.”
“She's taken so much of my time to train.”
“You don't count that, Barbara. It's an investment.”
“She's married now. She shouldn't have to be concerned about making money.”
“Barbara, for a liberated woman, you are backwards. I don't think you know Lisa at all.”
“Like I've said before, she can always find a job elsewhere, perhaps at a sheltered workshop.
Have you thought of taking her to a state or federal agency? I'm sure she'd qualify for some
kind of program, work or otherwise.”
“I'm afraid I've misjudged you, Barbara. I'm sorry to be so disappointed.”
“Jessica, I'm trying to run a business.”
“You're taking advantage of my daughter.”
“You mean your daughter-in-law.”
“To me, she's my daughter. I'm sorry, I need to go.” Jessica walked home, wiping tears
from her eyes. What could she do? She returned home and phoned her lawyer to modify her
will.

That night Jessica prayed silently, “Father, forgive me. I couldn't consult my husband on
this first. He would insist on self-reliance. I can't always agree. The apostle Paul taught us to
support the weak. We so often blame the unfortunate for their misfortunes. King Benjamin
taught us to impart of our substance one to another and to not suffer the beggar to put up his
petition in vain.” She cried silently, “Lloyd, please understand.”

Chapter 31.
Katella Peterson visited the Richards’ home the Saturday after the wedding reception to
work on their thank you cards. She told Lisa what her gifts were and who sent them. Lisa
wrote the notes free hand. Katella addressed them.
“I’m going to be getting my dog,” Lisa announced.
Katella dropped her pen. “No way. Lisa, that’s fantastic. I can hardly wait. When?”
“Right after Thanksgiving,” said Lisa evenly. “I thought I’d have to wait until next spring,
but someone canceled.”
“You don’t sound too excited.”
“I’m just disappointed. After all the effort I put into saving money, I found out that I didn’t
have to do it. The school Guide Dogs for the Blind doesn’t charge for its dogs. I can get one
for free. My training, room and board, and transportation are all covered. The Lion’s club is
even paying for my harness.”
“That’s great. You can use the money for something else.”
“You don’t understand, Katella. Paying for my dog means a lot to me.”
“Lisa, you did it! You have the money, even though you don’t need it. Doesn’t that mean
something?”
“I guess so.”
“I know it’s hard for you to be dependent. I’m the same way. But look at the other side of
the coin. I admire Jessica Richards more than any woman I know, and she earns none of her
own money.”
“She’s a professional volunteer.”
“She allowed your father-in-law to support her, and he did, superbly. Look at this place.”
“Ben can’t even support me.”
“I think Ben’s family will help you. Ben will be through law school before you know it. Hang
in there.”
“I hate being in their debt.”
“I don’t think they mind. Jessica considers you as much her daughter as if she bore you herself.”

“I keep having the same feeling.”
“Lisa, if I were you, I’d be thrilled. I would get a dog as soon as possible.”
“You would? Why don’t you get a dog yourself?”
“If I got a dog, it would have to stay home alone all day while I worked. If I traveled, I’d need a
place for it to stay. I couldn’t take it shopping, to the library, to church or any of the places I go
all the time. But your dog will be with you nearly all the time.”
“I do look forward to that.”
“Lisa, we’re all dependent on God. That’s not a shame. ‘Are we not all beggars?’”
“I’ve never known how much until lately.”
“Can you accept your dog as a gift, even though you could pay for it yourself?”
“I would rather pay for it.”
“What if there was no way you could? Would you still accept it as a gift?”
“I would have to if I wanted it.”
“You wouldn’t be too proud to take it?”
“I hope not.”
Katella smiled, “Do you have any information about this school?”
“Sure, I’ll get some brochures,” Lisa said glumly. She found them and showed them to her
friend.
“Wow!” Katella exclaimed, “large spacious rooms and a pool! These dogs are beautiful. This
must be a well-endowed school.”
“It must be to give their dogs free,” said Lisa without enthusiasm.
“I wonder how much they really cost. Oh here. Over ten thousand dollars, not to mention the
time a 4-H volunteer spends raising the puppies. Wow!”
“I could never have a dog at that price.”
“If you could pay it, would you?”
“I don’t know. I’d want the dog on trial first, to see if it was worth it.”
“If it was, would you pay that much, supposing you could?”
“Huh?”
“Remember when we received our endowments before our marriage?”

Lisa’s confusion and unhappiness dissolved into understanding. “I see what you’re saying,
Katella. You’re talking about gifts: like life, the gospel and the atonement.”
“Yes, gifts we can never pay for.”
“Only God could.”
Katella folded the brochures. “Lisa, would you accept a gift that someone had to pay a heavy
price to give to you?”
“That depends.”
“Would you give someone a gift that cost you dearly, even though they would never know it?”
“If the gift was worth it, I suppose I would.”
“This is an interesting situation. Your mobility instructor said you needed to pay for your dog
because that’s the policy of the Seeing Eye, but I think the San Rafael school’s policy has merit
too. They don’t want any blind person who wants a dog to be denied.”
“That’s true. If you’re sixteen or over, legally blind, healthy, and want a dog, you’re qualified.”
“Remember your speech? The Resurrection is free, but that doesn’t mean it’s not valuable.
Someone had to pay for it.”
“I believe God doesn’t want anyone to be denied the Resurrection.”
“But who will appreciate it?”
“I suppose those who’ve paid for it.”
“But Lisa, we can’t. It’s impossible.”
Lisa touched her friend’s knees, “Maybe, in some way, we can.”
“There’s a form here.” Katella pulled it out of the stack and handed it to Lisa. “You can give
the school a donation.”
“Ben would want me to use the money for Christmas gifts.”
“Then I’d consider doing what Ben suggests. This school probably has thousands of people
donating to it. Just think. They’re helping blind people. Doesn’t everyone want to do that and
ease their conscience?” Katella grasped the form, about to take it from Lisa’s hands, but Lisa
held it firmly.
“True. That’s not much money for salve on the conscience. But if a blind person paid for
my dog, it would really mean a lot to me.”
Katella stopped her questions and let go of the paper.

Lisa continued, growing emotional, “There’s no way of knowing who paid for my dog, but
if I paid for some other person’s dog, I could imagine that a blind person paid for mine,
someone that knows how hard it’s been, and how much it means.”
Nearly in tears, Katella thought, “I wish I could give a gift like that.”
Lisa donated the money she had saved for her dog to the school.

Chapter 32.

It was an overcast, late November morning when Lisa boarded the bus for California. She
hugged Ben repeatedly. He handed Lisa her cane. “I guess you won't be needing this after you
come back,” he said.
“I'll still keep it with me.” She took the cane from his hands.
“Take of yourself, and don't forget to write. You'll be busy, but don't forget. Promise me.”
“I promise.”
She clung to him. Four weeks seemed like an eternity away.

While on her way, Lisa cried, partly from loneliness, and partly from the realization that her new
venture would not replace her sight. She ran her fingertips along the window pane, urging the
view outside to be visible, but it was not. Why was she crying? This should be a happy
moment! But she couldn't delude herself into thinking it would be like being able to see again.
Two canine eyes couldn't replace that.

She didn't have her computer with her. She'd have little time for it. She planned to write Ben in
Braille; too bad if he had trouble reading it any more.
She arrived at the school Guide Dogs for the Blind in San Rafael, California. She soon became
so busy and involved with the other students that she put away her fears and self-pity.
The great moment arrived. “Lisa, your dog is a female golden retriever named Minnie.” Lisa's
trainer introduced them. Minnie licked Lisa's hands.
Minnie and Lisa got along well. Minnie was mild mannered but playful. Even though she was
almost two years old, the puppy in her wasn't entirely gone. She stayed true to her training, most
of the time. But she often nipped Lisa's fingers and pounced all over her when she entered the
room. Lisa sometimes found it necessary to correct her.
Lisa was exhausted every night. Every muscle and bone ached, it seemed. Minnie wanted to go
as fast as Lisa was capable. Lisa reminded herself that she wanted a dog so she get could get
around faster, but she didn't want to try out for race walking.

She wrote home.
“Dear Ben,”
“How are your studies coming? I'm sure your gym class isn't as tough as mine. Minnie is a
speedster. I'm not used to getting around that fast, especially without my sight. Minnie's a
golden retriever. Her hair's golden blond, like mine, so I'm told. I brush her every day. I hope
your father won't get angry when he finds Minnie's hair around. I have no desire for a dog of a
different breed. I love Minnie to death.”
“My trainer keeps reminding me to be sure Minnie behaves whenever she's in harness. Minnie
has her own ideas about where we're going. I'm supposed to correct her by giving her a sharp
jerk on her choke collar, saying 'no' very firmly. I hate doing it, but it works.”
“I look forward every day to coming home to you. I love you so much. Thank you for marrying
me. I hope you'll always be willing to put up with me and my weaknesses. Tell everyone I love
them. I don't have the time or the paper to write everyone a letter.”
“Until I come home,”
“Love, Lisa.”
Several days later Lisa received a letter from Ben which he typed with her computer and Braille
embosser.
“Dear Lisa,”
“I'm so proud of you. I wish I could be there, but they wouldn't allow me around anyway. Midterm exams are over, and believe it or not, I aced everything. Barbara sent you a check today. I
hope you don't mind that I opened it. The memo said it's a bonus. I couldn't be more proud of
you.”
“Keep your head up and look ahead. If you do that, you'll always be beautiful.”
“Greatest Love,”
“Ben.”
She returned the letter:
“Dear Ben,”
“I'm happy Barbara did that. I enjoy working with her, but I feel I can never please her. Minnie
is more of a friend than ever. I'm not quite as exhausted as I was my first week with her. She
likes sleeping on my bed. She still has a mind of her own. I have to keep reminding her who's

boss. My friends tell me Minnie's not mine, I'm hers. Now I know what they mean. She's
definitely a better dog than Juno. Our instructor used a harness and pretended to be a dog named
Juno. I wanted to laugh, but he was serious. It won't be long now before I'm back.”
“Love,”
“Lisa.”
During the trip home, Lisa's spirits were more elevated. None of the people she met at the
school were depressed or upset about their lot in life. They were doers, movers, and shakers.
Most were extremely talented in various walks of life. She felt better about belonging to a
minority group.
She resolved to improve every day and to be accepting of failings in others and in herself. She
promised herself she'd be more kind to herself and stop getting upset about the stupid and clumsy
things she did and said because she couldn't see.
Ben wanted to lift Lisa right off the bus when she arrived. Lisa reminded him of her dog in
harness at her feet. She joined Ben, released Minnie from her stiff, U shaped harness, and
allowed Ben to take her on a leash. Taking her bags, he managed to get his wife, her luggage,
the dog and himself into his small car.
“It's cold,” she remarked.
“What do you expect, Lisa? It's nearly Christmas.”
Ben asked Lisa if she'd give him a demonstration with Minnie, but she begged to go home and
rest. She'd slept very little on the long bus trip home and was exhausted.
Ben arranged a dog bed for Minnie in their makeshift kitchen. While Lisa was away he had
cleared out his brothers' rooms and created an apartment of four rooms and a bathroom from two
bedrooms on each side of the hallway.
Lisa slept into the night. Ben put away his homework, got ready for bed and got in next to Lisa
without waking her up. The sound of paws didn't awaken either of them. He stirred, turned over
and went back to sleep.

Minnie adamantly defended her right to the master bed. Whenever she was placed in her dog
bed, she whimpered and cried, disturbing the entire house. Lisa enjoyed having the dog in bed
with them. She indulged Minnie to the point of frustrating Ben. “It sounds like we're in training

for when we have children,” Ben growled. “You went to California for a trained dog and
managed to bring her back totally spoiled.”
“Minnie's a great bed warmer,” Lisa insisted.
“I thought I was,” Ben countered.
“You're always up late studying,” Lisa returned.
Ben swore that if Lisa ever got another dog, it wouldn't be a golden retriever. He was
appalled by the amount of time Minnie required from Lisa. You couldn't throw Minnie in the
closet like a cane. You couldn't fold her up and put her in your pocket. She went to the potty,
all the time it seemed. She had to be fed. She had to be bathed, brushed and taken to the vet.
Most of all, Minnie needed constant praise from Lisa, which she got and Ben didn't. It didn't
seem worth it.
The night Lisa came home it snowed three feet. The next morning Ben, Lisa, and Minnie
went outdoors. Minnie played in the snow, yapping at Lisa to join in her frolic. “Lisa needs
Minnie more than ever today,” thought Ben in concern. Lisa corrected Minnie with a sharp jerk
on her choke collar. “No!” she said. Immediately the dog was obedient and docile. Ben started
shoveling snow and left the two of them to work out their differences.

Ben set his books aside one evening and visited with Lisa in the main living room. His
parents were out. “Lisa, have you talked to your parents about keeping Minnie while we're on
our honeymoon?”
“Ben, my parents are going on a trip of their own. Besides, I can't believe you're serious.
She's coming with us.”
“Oh, yeah? It's our honeymoon. We need to be alone together.” He thought but didn't say, “I
don't want Minnie in bed with us.” He continued, “Besides, we'll be doing activities where
Minnie just won't fit in. And do you want Minnie suffering in freight while we fly there?”
“Ben, Minnie's not a pet or a piece of luggage. She's my eyes. She can board the plane and sit at
my feet in the cabin.”
“Is that so?”
“FAA regulations.”
“Quote them.”

“Ben, I can't, but I know I have the right to keep Minnie with me.”
“Is it a right or a privilege, Lisa?”
Lisa's face was defiant.
“Think about it, Lisa.”
Minnie came along.

On the twenty-second of December, Ben and Lisa arrived at a condominium complex where
Bernice Wilcox, Lisa's maternal grandmother, lived in Orlando, Florida. Lisa showed her
grandmother an obedience routine she used to keep Minnie trained. Grandma Wilcox applauded
warmly. The elderly lady bred cockatoos and taught them how to speak. Her birds talked to
Lisa. “Good dye! Good dye!” they articulated. Lisa was delighted.
“They're trying to outdo each other,” Ben murmured to himself. “No wonder Lisa insisted on
bringing Minnie.”
Grandmother Bernice Wilcox noted the change in Lisa's appearance and mannerisms. She had
grieved over Lisa's injury. Now that she saw Lisa, it wasn't completely relieved. She had to give
the plastic surgeons credit for their ability, but no surgeon could prevent what sightlessness had
done to her granddaughter. Her artificial eyes, though normal in appearance, lacked vitality.
She sometimes looked like a blinking mannequin. Her consolation was that Lisa had a nice,
handsome husband, and she seemed happy.
Ben looked through an album with pictures of Tara's family. Tara was pretty when she was
younger and still was, but Lisa's looks were more like those of her tall, blond father. He paged
through pictures of Lisa, cute and sweet, pushing her twin brothers in a tandem stroller when she
was barely more than a toddler herself; through clippings from magazines and newspapers of
Lisa modeling for advertisements; and through other photographs of her.
“Did you ever do a diaper commercial, Lisa?” asked Ben.
“No,” answered Lisa, stifling a laugh.
There were school pictures, even some of formal dances Lisa went to with other guys. Looking
into Lisa's innocent, trusting eyes made Ben feel sad.
“Let's go to Disney World,” he said, hoping to relieve the heavy feeling coming over himself and
Lisa's grandmother.

“Why don't you go tomorrow?” suggested Bernice. “Spend a whole day.”
“What about Minnie, Lisa?”
“I'll be happy to watch her,” offered her grandmother.
Lisa agreed to leave her behind.
Ben was relieved but wished Lisa's grandmother hadn't offered a solution so quickly. He wanted
to drive home his point about the inconvenience of having a dog along.
That evening they relaxed and visited. Grandma Wilcox invited them to play Rook with her.
Her guests declined. Instead she discussed the intricacies of training cockatoos and gardening on
a balcony. She invited Lisa to look at her dwarf orange trees.
“I've been trying to talk your mother and father into taking a vacation in Florida and going on a
Caribbean cruise,” said Lisa's grandmother, “but they always seem interested in going to . . . .”
“Vegas,” Lisa interrupted. “I know what you mean.”
“What do you think it would take, Lisa?”
“Keep after them, Grandma. They would love a Florida vacation.”

The next day, Ben and Lisa went to Disney World. Tormented by the thick crowds, Lisa hated
the feeling that she was always about to collide with someone. She extended her cane, which she
always kept with her and shielded herself with it.
“Put that away, Lisa. I can watch out for you,” said Ben.
“It's so crowded. I need this.”
“Hang on with two hands if it makes you feel better.”
“Ben, please.”
“I hate to think my leading is so weak you need a cane. You don't usually do this.”
“We aren't usually in a place this crowded. My cane improves our chances of having people not
run into us.”
“You're actually trying to be conspicuous?”
“Okay.” Lisa put her cane away.
Several times they were nearly run over. Once Lisa was entirely separated from Ben. The press
of the crowd mercilessly pressed past her, unaware of her plight.

Ben suggested stopping for lunch. Lisa agreed. Ben ordered the food while Lisa waited at the
table in a picturesque storybook restaurant.
“How are you doing, Lisa?” he asked when he returned.
“It's not like the last time I came.” She looked tired.
“You're missing most of it.”
“A honeymoon isn't a good time to moan over the past.”
“You might enjoy Epcot more. We'll go there tomorrow.”
The rides were fun, but waiting for them was tiresome. Ben couldn't comfortably talk to
Lisa while waiting in line. Tourists stared at them over their shoulders. Ben gave one tourist a
scornful look in return.
“I should have taken Lisa to a mountain cabin,” thought Ben. “We could be alone for
awhile with snow shoes, cross country skis and a snowmobile.” He imagined whizzing through
the country side with Lisa on a snowmobile. Wow!
After a long wait in line, they were finally ready to board a famous roller coaster. The
attendants moved people into their seats quickly and expected them to get settled instantly with
no time for extraneous conversation before being whizzed off. “Lisa,” Ben said, “hang on to
me and move as fast as you can. Get seated. Don't explain things. You don't have time.”
“Okay.”
They were on the roller coaster car and off down the track a split second later. Ben touched
Lisa beside him to be sure she was there. She was. He sighed in relief. After the ride she said,
“That was a trip! Can we do it again?” Ben talked her out of it because of the long wait. He
was privately nervous that next time an attendant would notice Lisa's handicap and ask her to
refrain from riding. He didn't want her subjected to humiliation like that.
Ben enjoyed the Pirate's Cave.

The underwater tunnels and the motorized characters

delighted him. He described the scenes to Lisa, keeping his voice low. Someone looked over
his seat with a look that said, “Be quiet!” His voice dropped even lower then faded away. After
exiting the cave, he said, “Lisa, I want to get out of this place!”
“I'm just starting to have fun.”
“I'm not having fun at all. Everyone is staring at us.”
“I thought you could handle that.”

“I thought I could. And I usually can. Something's gotten into me today. Let's go back to
your grandmother's.”

Grandma Wilcox answered the door when they returned and said before even letting them
in, “You need to call home immediately, Ben. It's an emergency.”
Ben called home without another word. The phone was busy. It took a while to get
through.
He finished talking, phoned the airport and changed the time of their return flight. He said,
“Lisa, get Minnie. I'll get the luggage. We're leaving.”
“Ben, what happened?” asked Lisa.
“Mother had a stroke. It's serious.”
“Ben, no!”

Chapter 33.
Lloyd was already at the hospital. As they entered Jessica’s private room, Lisa heard a
voice, “Ma’am. You with the dog.”
“Me?”
“Don’t go in there.”
Lisa turned to face the female person speaking to her.
“Your dog, ma’am. Please. Leave it out here.”
“I don’t think you understand. This is guide dog.”
“Ma’am, a dog’s a dog. Please. We’ll watch it at the desk.”
Stunned, Lisa conceded. “Take good care of her. She’s very special to me.”
“We’ll do that. Let us know if you need assistance.”
“Thank you,” she said weakly. Her earlier determination to defend her rights surrendered to
the need to keep herself calm during an emotional crisis. Ben and Lloyd talked so softly Lisa
couldn't hear them. She backed out of Jessica's room.
“Where did Lisa go?” Ben asked his father.
“She can visit later. You need some time with your mother,” said Lloyd, with his hand on
the door handle. He quietly walked out. Alone with Jessica, Ben was shocked by her pale,
twisted face and mouth. She couldn't talk, but she was conscious and aware of his presence. He
held her hand, but she couldn't grasp him. She was almost totally paralyzed. Tears filled his
eyes. Did his father say two blinks meant yes or one? “It's two,” he recalled.
“Mom, can you hear me?”
Jessica blinked twice.
“I love you. Do you know that?”
“Yes,” she responded with two blinks.
“Lisa had fun in Florida, but it was miserable for me. Everyone stared at her. Why are people so
inconsiderate?”
He knew she wanted to answer but couldn't.

“I didn't think that would bother me, but it does. She's so pretty. I love her so much, but I'm
hurting her all the time. Does she even know I love her?”
“Yes,” Jessica responded.
“Lisa's becoming her active, intelligent self again. She's still frustrated, but she's getting better. I
intend to do everything I can to help her have a wonderful life.”
Ben talked about his childhood, his youth, his mission in Japan, his goals, his brothers, his father,
his grandparents. Finally he said, “I think Lisa would like to talk to you. Shall I get her?”
“Yes,” his mother responded with blinks.
Ben guided Lisa into the hospital room. Lloyd followed them in. “Lisa,” Ben said in a whisper,
“Mother can see you and hear you, but she can't speak.”
“Can't speak?”
“Shush.”
“She can hear and understand you.”
“How can I talk to her?”
“Just normally.”
Lisa drew near the bedside. She found the side of the bed with her hand. “Can you see me,
Jessica?”
“She says she can, Lisa,” said Ben.
“What do you mean?”
“She blinks. Two blinks mean yes; one means no.”
Lisa felt tears welling in her eyes. “Jessica, do you know that I love you?”
Ben didn't say anything. Neither did his father. “What did she say?” asked Lisa.
“She didn't say anything,” said Ben.
“Did she go unconscious?” asked Lisa.
“She says no, Lisa,” said Ben.
She felt that Jessica wanted her to touch her, even though she hardly dared do so. She carefully
drew her hand to Jessica's face. Ben and Lloyd made no move to stop her. She cupped her palm
over one of Jessica's eyes, flattening it carefully until she could detect the movement of her

eyelashes. She asked, “Jessica do you know how much I love you?” She felt two unmistakable
blinks.
“Am I hurting you, Jessica?”
She felt the one blink response of no.
“Go ahead,” said Ben, “I don't think you're hurting her.” He and Lloyd walked out the door and
closed it behind them, leaving her alone with her mother-in-law.
By now Lisa was exhausting her supply of tears, but she kept talking. “Jessica, what can I do for
you?”
That wasn't a yes or no question. “Jessica, do you love me?”
“Yes.”
“Are you going to be okay?”
“Yes.”
“Are you going to live?”
“No.”
“Are you glad I married Ben?”
“Yes.”
“When you get to the Spirit World, will you watch over me?”
“Yes.”
“I know you will, Jessica. I want you to know that I love you with all my heart. You're the most
wonderful mother-in-law anyone has ever had, including Ruth. You've been my light. When
you came into my life, I started to see again. And I hope when you get to heaven, God will give
you a great reward for that because of all of the generous things you've done for me. And I'm
going to miss you so.”
“Good-bye, Jessica. I promise you with all my heart I'll try to love Ben as much as I love you.
He's honorable; you raised him right. I'm happy to be married to him.”
“One more question, two rather. Did you scheme with the rehab. center so you could be my
teacher, and two, did you scheme with Barbara to get me a job?”
Four blinks confirmed her suspicions.

“Thank you, Jessica. I'm glad you did it; I thank you for it.” She lifted her hand from
Jessica's face, realizing the woman must be growing tired. She turned and walked toward the
door. She found the doorknob and walked into the corridor.
Ben tenderly embraced his wife, grateful that she couldn't see his tears.

Ben's brothers and their families arrived from out of town. Jason and his wife Nancy, and
Clyde and his wife Christine arrived by airplane on December twenty-third. Each family had a
babe-in-arms and three other children. The two families lived near each other in Bethesda,
Maryland. Mark, his wife Caroline, and their six children, arrived by van from Provo, Utah the
day after.
Ben worked to get the partially finished basement hospitable for six adults and fourteen
children. He offered to reorganize his living space that was formerly his brothers' rooms for
their use, but his brothers insisted they'd be fine in the basement. None of them consulted their
wives on the matter however. Downstairs, a large family room and adjacent recreation room
sported tables for pool and ping pong.
The other basement rooms were sheet rocked, painted and trimmed the previous summer
when Ben and Lloyd worked on the house together. The floors still weren't finished, but there
was a large usable bathroom. Ben brought down all the blankets, quilts, rugs, sleeping bags,
cots, air mattresses and unused beds he could find in the attic. But it was still cold.
Christine and Nancy, close friends even before marrying brothers, were both nursing
newborn babies, timed deliberately to arrive the same month. They were barely polite to Lisa
and acted condescendingly. One afternoon they discussed their new sister-in-law.
“It's cold down here,” Christine murmured.
“Ben didn't even offer us a room upstairs,” Nancy grumbled.
“He thinks he's so cool now that he's married to a 'former model'!”
“He's too good for his brothers,” said Nancy through her nose.
“Or us.”
“Lisa gives me the creeps.”
“She's always putting on her makeup,” Christine complained.
“As if she has nothing better to do.”

“Her dog stinks.”
“Look at this, Christine.”
“Minnie's hair.”
“It's all over my clothes!”

Caroline, Mark's wife, was more approachable; but in her ninth month of pregnancy, she
wasn't feeling well. The van trip with six children through snow-covered mountain passes had
taken a toll on her strength. She begged to be left alone.
Lloyd spent most of his time at the hospital.
Lisa attempted to keep everyone fed. Christine and Nancy helped minimally. They openly
disliked taking directions from Lisa. They weren't willing to take over either, though Lisa
would have gladly let them. The noise in the house was deafening. Lisa's head throbbed. She
felt dizzy. She asked Ben if he'd help her. He said “sure”, kissed her and went outside to
shovel snow.
Mark, Clyde, and Jason were no help at all. They deliberated over Jessica's will which Lisa
considered irreverent. In panic, Lisa called the ward Relief Society president, Sonya Brooks,
who was already aware of Jessica's near fatal stroke. Sister Brooks sent two women over
immediately with food. Later Lisa called her again.
“Thank you so much for the food, Sister Brooks. I could use help with the shopping. Ben
has so many projects going on, I can't even figure out where he is long enough to ask him.”
“Would you like someone to go shopping with you?” Sister Brooks offered.
“Very much. Everything's so disorganized, I don't know what I'm doing.”
“We'll send some more meals over if you wish. I know you can cook, but it mustn't be easy
with everything going on.”
“Please do. Thank you. I'm not used to cooking for so many people.”
Sister Brooks heard the grief and upset in Lisa's voice. “I'm sorry about your mother-inlaw,” she said sympathetically. “I hope she recovers. Your entire family must be in a state of
shock.”
With the help of a young mother named Cindy Carter, Lisa purchased enough food to feed
everybody until at least the day after Christmas. Cindy recommended buying items that could

be served with a minimum of preparation: cold cuts, cheeses, crackers, pickles and sliced bread.
She also suggested that Lisa not buy a turkey and try to cook it herself during her time of stress.
At the shopping counter, Lisa struggled in silence, not wanting to admit to her assistant that
she hadn't written a check since getting married.
“Can I write out your check, Lisa?” asked Cindy as Lisa wrestled with her pen.
“No. I'll do it. Just put your finger where I need to write the date.”
Cindy offered a finger at the top right of the check.
“Thanks.”
Lisa managed to write her check out legibly. In her mind, she felt a check template guiding
her fingers to where the information should be written. “Jessica would know where to get one,”
she thought. “Every time I turn around, I wish Jessica were here.” But she knew in her heart
that Jessica would soon be dead. She secretly hoped she wouldn't live long, paralyzed as she
was.

Very early Christmas morning, Jessica Richards passed away. Only Lloyd was present.
Her body was taken to the morgue and prepared for the funeral to be held two days after
Christmas. Lloyd retired to the master suite to mourn the loss of his wife.

Christmas morning the house was strewn with Christmas presents. The three families were
unwilling to deprive their children of a regular Christmas holiday, so they brought as many gifts
as they could. The rooms were littered with wrapping paper, empty boxes, toy sets, dolls, train
sets, puzzles, building kits, etc.--hundreds of miscellaneous items. The children played with
their toys throughout the house.
Lisa found the rooms unnavigable without a cane. Even Minnie couldn't lead her through
the clutter. When she started whipping her cane around in frustration, some of the children
became genuinely afraid of her. Until then, they were mostly curious. She mollified their fright
by telling them fairy tales.
Later she took some of the older children aside and explained that her eyes had been injured,
taken out, and replaced with artificial ones. She also explained that Minnie was a specially

trained dog to guide her around safely. They could pet her but not while she was holding the
harness.
After confiding in the children, Lisa discovered that some of them were willing and able to
help her, especially Rachel and Susan who were eleven and ten. She enlisted their help in
getting the main living areas straightened. Then they helped her prepare the luncheon. They
were willing to take orders from her, unlike their aunts. By the end of the day, Lisa felt she
finally had things under control and could deal with her grief.
Lisa’s grief, though very painful, was soothed by the fact that she’d been able to share her
unmasked feelings with Jessica before she died. What Lisa said was from her heart. She had
long forgiven and forgotten the sting of Jessica’s initial coldness. She was also relieved that
Jessica was dead. She no longer feared that Jessica would linger on in pain and suffering. She
thanked the Lord she was able to pass in a peaceful manner.
Ben’s feelings were similar to his wife’s but more complicated and difficult to explain. His
greatest fear was that he wasn’t prepared to be the husband of a handicapped person. He was
relying on Jessica’s support. Now it was gone. His greatest regret was that he’d never told his
mother that he held no hard feelings toward her about having been born blind or about the years
it took to find the surgeon who made his sight possible. He knew she’d carried burdens about
that and wished he would have made the effort to relieve them.
He began to reconcile his feelings with the sure knowledge of his love for his mother and
now his new wife. For the funeral he composed a tender poem expressing his feelings:

Mother of three, now what will it be?
A daughter child or another boy?
A boy, I’m afraid, but you will see,
That this boy’s not like the other three.

It was April first, day of surprise.
Mother was tender, loving, and wise.
The boys grew up strong, healthy and smart,

Went on missions, got married, had kids.
I was the baby. I felt apart.
Mother said, “You’re as good as them all.”
I was clumsy, shy. I couldn’t see.
She said, “You’re okay. Stand straight and tall.”
I hoped she was not talking to me.

And then one day, the blur fell away.
The first thing I saw filled me with awe.
To my great surprise, my mother’s eyes.
What joy we shared! We exchanged a smile.
Remember her strength, her faith, her style.
Now that she’s in heaven above,
Remember the things she did for you,
Most of them you likely never knew.
And never, never forget her love.

The funeral was beautiful, solemn and well attended. Jessica was loved and respected by
many. At the conclusion of the service, Ben arose with his three brothers and four other
relatives as a pall bearer. Solemnly they exited the room with the casket. The family followed.
Minnie led Lisa down the aisle, surrounded by family members. After the family exited the
chapel, friends and relatives of the Richards’ followed and drove their cars to the cemetery.
Ben directed Lisa to the grave site and then with his brothers bore the coffin from the
hearse. They placed it on a platform over the open grave. Mark Richards, Ben’s oldest brother,
dedicated the grave. The casket wasn’t lowered yet or covered with dirt. Lisa stood by the
grave, held Minnie’s stiff harness, and prayed for the strength to continue without Jessica’s
help. Jessica, a great lady that Lisa had depended on for so much, was gone. Unaware of the
millions of diamond-like flashes the snow reflected from the blinding sun, she closed her eyes

in quiet reflection, without shedding tears. “I’m glad she didn’t have to suffer more than she
did,” she thought to herself.
A new resolve filled her heart. She would go on, even though it wasn’t easy and often
seemed to get increasingly difficult. The thought of prolonged darkness wasn’t thrilling, but
Jessica was a new beacon of light ahead. Someday she would see Jessica again.
Ben saw her standing quietly and went over and squeezed her. They held hands. “You’ll
always love her,” Ben said.
“With all my heart.”
“We have each other now. We’ll go on,” Ben said.
“I liked your poem.”
“It was nothing. I didn’t have much time to work on it.”
“It was something, Ben. You finally faced up to your feelings about your childhood in
public. It’s not a big secret anymore. Doesn’t that give you a new sense of freedom?”
Ben smiled, “I didn’t think about that, but yes. How are you feeling, Lisa? Do you still
have hope?”
“Funerals are sad but happy too. I do have hope.”
“In Christ.”
“Yes, in Christ.”

Chapter 34.

After the funeral, Lisa greeted and shook hands with dozens of friends and family members
she'd never met and likely wouldn't see for many years to come, including Jessica’s parents
from Seattle. Many of them complimented her ‘beautiful’ dog and commented on how
beautifully matched they were.
Ben noticed the positive attention Lisa received with her dog. Lisa enjoyed walking at
Minnie's heel more than walking alone or with a cane. She enjoyed the attention her dog
attracted. It was the kind of attention Ben hoped to avoid, but it was therapeutic to his wife.
Her confidence increased. She was no longer self-conscious.
Ben agonized over what had gotten into him during his honeymoon. Lisa's blindness never
seemed to bother him before they got married. But she was a Richards now. He was around his
associates of many years. They all seemed to be watching him, measuring him and judging
him. He hated to admit it, but he feared people thought less of him for marrying a handicapped
person. Even if they didn't, he feared they thought less of him for not handling it better and not
treating her more kindly.
His thoughts didn't necessarily reflect what people at the funeral actually thought. Many
admired him. Some found Lisa unbelievably pretty and thought Ben was lucky. Others thought
Ben had fallen for a pretty face and figure and was now in for a dose of reality.
Ben knew in his heart that Lisa was the woman he wanted. He had paid the price for her.

Jessica's will became a hot topic after the funeral. Lloyd and Jessica had agreed early in
their marriage to put the house in her name. As a sole proprietor and general contractor, Lloyd
was a target for liability suits, so this was a measure to protect their home. Jessica had recently
modified her will to leave Lloyd one third of her estate and her sons the other two thirds,
divided equally among the four of them, instead of leaving everything first to her husband and
then to their four sons after he passed away.
The will was perfectly legal, but Lloyd was angry. He felt his wife had violated their
personal agreement about the house, that it would be dealt with as if owned jointly. Before her

death, Jessica had siphoned much of the family savings into trust funds and joint bank accounts
for her sons. Ben alone had twenty-five thousand dollars of trust money in his name, making
his total inheritance approximately seventy-five thousand dollars. She had also provided for the
dispersal of several personal items in her will. She had willed her car, also in her name, to Ben.
She left her wardrobe to Lisa and split her jewelry among her daughters-in-law. The furniture
and household utensils were Lloyd's. Lloyd and Jessica held a recreational vehicle, a boat, and
additional property jointly. These became Lloyd's possessions after Jessica's death. Having to
face his wife's death and now the loss of his home, the symbol of his life's work and skill, was
almost unbearable.
Lloyd was tempted to sue his sons for the house, but he hated legal battles. Besides, two of
his sons were lawyers. He didn't want to fight them when he stood a chance of losing. Instead,
he persuaded them to let him keep the house and sell it when the market was ripe. The Richards
had no mortgage on the house. It was worth approximately three hundred thousand dollars,
which would leave a hundred thousand to Lloyd and fifty thousand to each of his sons, if it was
sold when the time was right. The issue of what to do with the house went into limbo.

Chapter 35.

Ben managed to fall asleep, though he tossed uncomfortably throughout the night. New
Year's Day, 1987 dawned. Lisa rose and took care of the home. Ben got up around noon and
ate lunch with her.
“Tough night last night, Ben?” asked Lisa.
“Everything that's happened to us went through my mind like a motion picture.”
“Everything since when?”
“At least since we got engaged. My whole life's changed.” Ben kissed his wife. “Let's
make some resolutions.”
“Good idea. To start with, will you order me a check overlay, so I can write my own
checks?”
“A typescope? Sure, I'll make one for you today.”
“Thank you, Ben.”
“In fact, you need a thorough tour of this house. Can I show you around?”
Lisa laughed. “You sound as if I haven't already lived here.”
Ben took Lisa throughout the house, inside and out, letting her touch the walls and floors,
explaining the materials the house was made of. He showed Lisa where the electrical outlets
were and which doors swung in and which swung out. He helped Lisa label the microwave
with clear plastic Braille labels. Then he made her a typescope with thick black paper and a
razor blade.
During their thorough inspection, Ben and Lisa discussed their goals.
“Besides earning extra money with Barbara, I want to keep this place as nice as your mother
did,” Lisa said. “Will you help me?”
“When I can. I want to succeed at school too. I think I can graduate in three years.”
“Really? I challenge you to do it, Ben.”
“I accept the challenge. Give me five.”
“Show me where your fives are, and I will.”
Ben laughed.

Lisa found his hand and slapped it with her own.
“What about children?” Ben asked, taking her hands in his.
“How do you feel about them?”
“Like I said before, I've always wanted to be a father.”
“We'll let them come,” Lisa said quietly.
Ben hugged her. “I'm so happy with you,” he uttered.

After the holidays, Ben resumed school. Whenever he could spare time from his studies, he
helped Lisa with household chores or watched her while she did them. He found her
movements mesmerizing.
Lisa continued selling perfume, usually working at home since Barbara's phone could be
forwarded to the Richards. Sometimes she found it necessary to walk to the Manns'. She
invariably took Minnie with her.
Barbara overcame her initial misgivings about having Lisa's dog in her house. Minnie was
well groomed and cared for, and didn't shed as much as Barbara feared, and she never had an
accident.
Working with Barbara improved with time. Barbara was always sure that her respect for
someone was earned. In time, Lisa had duly earned her respect.

Early in the year, Bishop Stevenson gave Lisa a calling, an assignment that pleasantly
surprised her.
“Your assignment is to call every ward member on their birthday and wish them happy
birthday,” he said.
“Fun! What do I do?”
“The ward clerk will get with you and make sure you're informed whenever someone enters
or leaves the ward. You'll have a list with everyone's name, phone number and birthday. Could
you get someone to read it for you?”
“Sure, Bishop. I can even do it myself. I just have one request.”
“What's that, Lisa?”
“I need a high quality printout. Most have too little contrast for me read with my scanner.”

“I'm glad you mentioned that. I'll see what I can do.”
The bishop led Lisa to the door, shook her hand warmly, and said sincerely. “We all love
you very much. You know that, don't you?”
“You hardly know me,” Lisa responded. “I haven't been in the ward long.”
“We know you, and we think of you; I know I do every day; and you're in our prayers.” The
bishop almost whispered in Lisa's ear. “I've always feared that if I lost my sight, I might give
up. You haven't. We all admire that.”
“I'm not as patient or heroic as you might think.”
“We know you're a human being, like all of us, but you remind us to not give up. Will you
keep doing that for us?”
Lisa nodded, trying to avoid sobbing. The bishop shook her hand warmly again and led her
to Ben who was waiting outside.

Lisa received a ward list printed on a laser printer. The ward clerk had ensured that Lisa's
request was filled. Laser printers were more difficult to find in 1987 than now. Lisa
painstakingly scanned the list with her Optacon and entered the information in her computer,
birth date first. She entered the month first, in two-digit format. Then she entered the name and
phone number.

One day Katella called Lisa to announce that she and Ron were finally moving out of her
tiny apartment. “It's a small home right in your ward,” she said. “I hope you don't mind being
our neighbors.”
“Of course not!”
Katella was still moving in when she picked Lisa up and took her to her new place.
“How's everything now that Ron's graduated?” asked Lisa.
“It's never boring.” Katella had spent the Christmas season in Kansas. Ron's parents were
living with Ron's Uncle Charlie. They had lost their ranch to bankruptcy. Their future was
uncertain.
“What will Ron do? I hope you won't be moving to Salt Lake soon.”

“We'll be staying here until Ron finishes his master's. But then we will probably move,”
Katella sighed.
“Where will you go?”
“California. Ron wants to get his doctorate at the University of California. He'll probably
work in some research lab there. I'll find a job as a computer engineer.”
“I'll miss you terribly if you go.”
“Let's not talk about that right now. Ron won't be done with his master's for over a year.”
Katella sorted Lisa's file. “How did you enter this information, Lisa? Did Ben help you?”
“I used the Optacon.”
“You can't be serious!” Inwardly Katella chuckled. She and Lisa were a lot alike-stubbornly independent. “Just enter new information in order, Lisa. I don't think you'll need to
sort this file again.” She wished she could buy Lisa an optical scanner and software to read and
convert her printout to ASCII characters, but this equipment was out of reach economically.
Perhaps Lisa could consider it in the future. She explained her ideas to Lisa.
“You have fantastic ideas, Katella,” said Lisa. “You're such a genius.”
Katella knew she was intelligent but didn't consider herself a genius. She modestly changed
the subject. “How do you enjoy your dog?”
“I love her. Children get so excited when they see her; I get excited too. I don't want to go
back to being without a guide dog.”
“I'm happy you and Minnie got together then,” Katella smiled and winked at Minnie sitting
silently in her harness. “Have you been swimming lately, Lisa?”
“No, not since I got Minnie. I've been so busy with work, the holidays, the honeymoon, the
funeral . . . I can't take the time to walk there every morning.”
“I know what you mean. I need a way to get in shape myself. Ron's been after me about
my weight.”
“Do you like to swim?”
“Yes, but I've never done it regularly. I'd love to be as trim as you are.”
“Shall we? We could go to the north rec. center. It's a ways, but if we had a car . . . .”
“I could pick you up early in the morning, and we could swim before I go to work. Bring
Minnie along and walk back with her if you have time.”

“They might not want Minnie there.”
“Why don't you ask if they'll watch her?”
Lisa sighed. “Ben hasn't been very sold on having a guide dog.”
“No way. Why?”
“It seems like everything I do bugs him.”
“Just stand your ground with him. I have to do that with Ron all the time.”
“I will. So what time will you be over?”
“Would five-fifty in the morning be too early?”
“If I do that, Ben will never be able to call me Sleepy Head again.”
“I'll call you before I leave, just in case you have trouble waking up.” Katella sensed what
Lisa's trouble was. She found it difficult to get up in the dark herself.
The arrangement worked. Having a friend to go with was motivating to both of them. Lisa
missed being with Ben early in the morning, but she felt that her friendship with Katella more
than made up for it. The service desk people agreed to watch her dog. They enjoyed Minnie
and mentioned that they missed watching her whenever Lisa skipped a work out. After the first
month, Katella reported that she had lost ten pounds. Lisa was very happy for her.

People were pleased to receive Lisa's phone calls on their birthday. She typically had two or
three people to contact each day. The demanding assignment required her attention every day.
If she couldn't contact someone on their birthday, she tried again as soon as possible. If
someone asked who she was, she'd say, “I'm Lisa, the lady with the dog,” and they knew
immediately. She talked for a while when people seemed to want her to. They opened up about
their problems. She tried to cheer them up if they were down. She was surprised how many
people felt low on their birthdays. Birthdays were often a day of reckoning or beset with
unfulfilled expectations. Lisa hoped she was of service and prayed for the people she called
who needed help.

One morning in February, Lisa complained of being sick to her stomach and didn't go
swimming. She vomited repeatedly throughout the day. Katella was suspicious but said
nothing.

The next day, Lisa came out of the bathroom looking pale and weak. Ben was about to
leave for school. “Lisa, let's go to the doctor,” he said.
“I know what's wrong.”
“I do too. Let's go to the doctor's.”
“You have school.”
“School can wait.”
After her test, a nurse led Lisa to the waiting room. Ben held her hand while they waited for
the results.
“What are you thinking, Lisa?”
“Do you hope it's positive?”
“In a way, yes,” Ben responded.
“I think we should have waited longer. I didn't expect it so soon.”
“What do you expect when you don't try to prevent it?”
“I suppose that's when I'm really expecting.” Lisa muffled a chuckle.
Ben started laughing.
“Ben, don't get on my case.”
Ben laughed, “It was your decision.”
The result was positive.
Lisa had taken precautions against conception until her New Year's conversation with Ben.
Knowing that Jessica's estate would provide a modest living for them until Ben finished school,
she was less concerned about finances and found the prospect of having a baby less frightening.
But now that she was actually pregnant, all of her fears resurfaced. “How can I take care of the
child?” she asked herself. “How can I watch it?” The realization made her morning sickness
seem worse.
Fortunately Lisa's morning sickness became less severe after a few weeks, and she resumed
her morning swimming sessions with Katella. Exercise helped her control her weight gain and
toned her body for the physical challenge ahead.

One Sunday in mid-March, Ken Carter, the president of the Elder's Quorum, interviewed
Ben.
“You must really be a saint,” Ken remarked during the interview.
Ben assumed the comment had something to do with Lisa. He suppressed a choking cough,
thinking, “If I were, it might be easier.”
“Lisa's pregnant, isn't she?” Ken continued.
“I didn't know it was obvious.”
“Oh, Cindy dropped a hint. Lisa must have said something in Relief Society.”
“She seems excited about it,” Ben commented. “She's feeling better than she did for
awhile.”
“I guess you'll be doing double duty from now on. I hope you won't have difficulty in your
responsibilities.”
“I'll keep you informed,” Ben said tersely.

One afternoon in late March, Lisa returned from a long, tiring training session with Barbara.
Barbara was no more demanding than usual, but recently Lisa had been more sensitive. She
exploded in tears.
“Lisa, you're upset. I'm tired. You're tired. Go home.” Barbara offered Lisa her dog.
“Thank you, Barbara.”
Lisa left Barbara's home so tired, she was afraid of falling asleep while Minnie dragged her
home. She entered by the front door, and without even unharnessing Minnie, plopped head first
onto the sofa. No, she hit the floor instead with a soft crash. Arms and face scorching with rug
burn, she pulled herself from the floor. Feeling around her, she searched futilely for the sofa.
Gone. Reaching out all over the living room, she found it was devoid of furniture.
Unsure of what to think, she walked into the kitchen to get herself a snack. Minnie followed
her, letting out a soft whimper. Lisa's hand reached into empty air. The refrigerator was gone.
Frantically she traveled from room to room, reaching and touching, trying to find something
still around. The bare walls rebounded the sounds she made. The only items she could locate
were personal items belonging to her and Ben. Even the attic and basement were empty. She

unharnessed Minnie and hung the harness on a row of empty hooks along the mud room wall.
A white cane that she kept hanging there was missing. “This is the last straw,” she thought.
Lisa usually regarded the master suite as off limits, but now she entered the master bedroom
in haste.
“Good afternoon, Lisa,” said Lloyd.
Lisa gave him a startled look. “Is everything gone from here too?” she inquired.
“Nearly. Jessica's clothes are here. I suggest you take them. They're yours now.”
“What's happening around here?” She raised her voice. “My cane's missing. Why did you
move it?”
“It's in your bedroom with the rest of your things. I sold the house. The sale closed this
morning. I secured a good price for it.”
“I'm happy you did, but what shall we do? And though I may appear to be rude, may I
remind you that I'm blind and don't appreciate having my things moved?”
“You can do whatever you want. You need to move your things out tonight. The cleaners
are coming in tomorrow, and the buyer is moving in tomorrow night.”
Lisa turned away. She heard Lloyd saying, “Don't forget your clothes,” as she slammed the
door.
Lisa entered her living quarters. Even their bed was missing. She found a pillow and a
corner to lie in. She turned on some music and lay down, pondering drowsily. Soon she was
asleep.
Lloyd approached Ben as he drove in the garage. “Ben, I sold the house. You and Lisa
must move out tonight.”
“Wait a minute, Dad. Give us some warning.”
“I closed the sale on the house this morning.”
“Why didn't you tell me before?”
“A sale's never final until it's final, Ben. I didn't want to alarm you without reason.”
“We have nowhere to go, Dad. Besides, I don't have time to look for a place right now.”
“Check the newspaper.”
“But what about Lisa? She loves our ward. She'll be heartbroken if we move out.”

“Find a place in the ward.”
“Dad, even if we could find a place available right now, do you know what it would cost?”
“That's not my concern.”
Ben walked into the bare-walled house. The barrenness of it was a shock. He walked
through the immense, tall, empty, echoing rooms. They seemed even larger without furniture.
He entered his bedroom, relieved to find some things still intact. Lisa was sleeping in the
corner, her long golden hair dripping over her pillow. A cassette played elegant music,
Rachmaninoff.
“Lisa,” he said softly. She stirred. He lowered himself until he was resting gently on her.
She embraced him. “Lisa, Dad sold the house.”
“I know,” she whispered.
“What should we do?”
“I don't know. Why don't you call your brother, Mark?”
Ben grabbed their bedroom phone. Luckily it was still there. He phoned his brother.
Fortunately Mark was home.
“Mark, Dad sold the house.”
“That's great! I've been after him to do that.”
“I wasn't expecting it just now. I've been so busy with school. Besides, you know that
Lisa's pregnant.”
“I didn't. I hope you're responsible for it,” Mark chuckled.
“Funny, Mark. I hate to move her right now.”
“I don't think you have a choice.”
“But I need some money, now.”
“I understand. I'll give you a loan against your trust fund money, if you promise to use it
wisely.”
“Thanks, you're a good sport.” Ben paused. “Mark, Dad's really upset with us.”
“Why wouldn't he be? He lost two-thirds of the house.”
“I thought he had plenty of money.”
“I can vouch for that. He has stocks and bonds even Mother didn't know about.”
“Why is he so angry then?”

“Mom violated her agreement with him. He's trying to find it within himself to forgive her.”
“That must be complicated now that she's dead.”
“Dad will be fine. Mom made a judgment call. She was concerned about you. You're still
a kid, Ben.”
“Don't give me a hard time.”
“You need to look out for Lisa.”
“I do.”
“I hate to say this, but when I was there, she was having a struggle. She went shopping by
herself on Christmas Eve. That shouldn't have been necessary.”
“Why didn't you go yourself, if you noticed?”
“I was busy with the estate. Ben, I'm surprised you didn't notice. That's what I mean about
looking out for her.”
Ben felt roundly chastised. He regretted many things about his marriage already, especially
the dozens of things he said that may have hurt his wife's feelings.
After talking with his brother, Ben found Lisa gathering her things together. “Let's stay
with your parents,” Ben suggested.
“Are you kidding? David's already moved into my room. He won't be happy if we kick him
out.”
“Do you have any ideas?”
“We could stay in Ron and Katella's basement. It's unfinished, but it'll be okay for awhile,
until we find our own place.”
“Lisa, I don't want to be under their feet.”
“Katella's my best friend. I'm sure she'll say it's okay.”

It was okay, with Katella. She didn't seem to mind cramped quarters. Ben and Lisa moved
their things into the Petersons' basement that evening. Lloyd had hired some cleaners to clean
the house and carpets the next day. The buyer moved his family into the house the next night.
Ben was amazed it all happened so quickly.

With his house sold, his wife dead, and all of his family except his mother and Ben gone
from the state, Lloyd Richards moved to Phoenix, Arizona to be near his older sister, Aunt
Elizabeth.
Lisa insisted that they find a place in the ward. They put their names in the ward bulletin
and newsletter, stating that they needed a place to rent. Two weeks later, there was an opening
for a modest rent, just in time too. Ron wasn't as sympathetic as Katella. He hated crowded
places.
Lisa was delighted that her new home was within easy walking distance from the Petersons'.

Ben started receiving money from a trust fund set up for his maintenance. It was enough to
pay for school, rent, utilities and medical insurance, but there wasn't much money for extras like
clothing. Lisa found Jessica's wardrobe a great asset. It was composed of tailored suits,
dresses, skirts, blouses, coats, jackets, a cape, sweaters, slacks and shoes, (including pumps,
sandals, sling back shoes and boots), as well as accessories.
“Ben, I love these clothes, but I wonder how Caroline, Nancy and Christine feel about being
left out,” Lisa commented.
“Don't worry about that, Lisa. Caroline couldn't fit into Jessica's clothes, and Nancy and
Christine wouldn't be caught dead in second-hand clothing. She left them to you for good
reason. You'll appreciate them.”
The clothes and shoes fit Lisa better than she expected. As her size enlarged, many of them
still fit her. Ben inventoried everything with her and described the style and color of each item.
“Lisa, you and my mother . . . .”
“Not again, Ben.”
“No, I mean it. You look good in the same things. You're taller, but . . . this is great, Lisa.”
Lisa fingered the items, thinking of her baby and the grandmother it would never know.
As her pregnancy advanced, ward members offered to lend her maternity clothes. She
gladly accepted them.
Lisa enjoyed having a kitchen of her own. Their new place was a small, two bedroom home
with a medium-sized master bedroom, a smaller bedroom across the hall and one bath. Lisa

measured the smaller bedroom by counting her steps. She planned where the crib, dresser and
changing table would be placed.
They had no furniture except Ben's dresser and desk. With the help of the ward and a local
thrift store, they obtained a table, sofa, bed, washer, dryer and some chairs. The furniture was
battered and threadbare, but it was good enough to get by on.
Ben and Lisa signed up for prenatal classes at the hospital. Lisa visited an obstetrician. His
office was in town and accessible by bus. With orientation, she was able to get there with only
Minnie's assistance. One day, while she was waiting at the doctor's office, another patient asked
her, “Is this your first?”
“Are you talking to me?”
“Yes, ma'am.”
“Yes,” Lisa said.
Hoarsely the woman asked, “Won't your dog be jealous?”
“Maybe, but that's the dog's problem. I think my husband's jealous of the dog, but that's his
problem.”
“How do you manage without being able to see?”
“It's very difficult.”
“Oh.” Disappointed, the woman had expected Lisa to say something heroic about
surmounting her difficulties and overcoming her handicap. Lisa hoped she'd given the woman a
dose of reality. She was often curt these days. Being a newlywed wasn't as fun as she hoped.
Pregnancy and blindness compounded her frustrations.
On her first visit, the doctor asked her if she had a genetic defect that caused her blindness.
She explained that she'd been injured by a bullet wound. “That's good,” he said, “It would be
tragedy for your baby to be born blind.”
Lisa sighed over his ignorance.

Lisa sometimes speculated over the cause of Ben's eye condition. She doubted it was
genetic, but the possibility crept into her mind from time to time.
“Ben,” she tossed late one sleepless night, waking up her husband. “Why were you born
blind?”

“Huh?” he said, half-asleep.
“Ben, what if our baby?”
“Don't worry about that, Lisa. Go to sleep,” he yawned.
“Don't you know?”
“I really don't.”
“Ben!” She whispered a shout.
“I don't think it was genetic, Lisa. My mother was very sick when she was pregnant with
me. Anything could have happened.”
Lisa surmised that Jessica had rubella during her first trimester without knowing it. There
were a host of potential problems with a newborn child. The child could be retarded, or have
spina bifida or Down's syndrome. Lisa's greater concern was her own handicap. Besides the
challenges parenting would create, she was unsure how her child would feel about having her as
a mother.
She thought of seeing her child sleeping in a bassinet, imagined his first real smile,
imagined him stepping toward her, imagined him shaking his head as she tried to feed him. She
imagined him being baptized, dressed in white; leaving on a mission, dressed handsomely in a
suit and tie. There were so many moments ahead. And they would all be, dark.
She tried to reconcile her feelings about her shortcomings with her promise to forgive
herself of all of the stupid or clumsy things she said and did because of her blindness. She
prayed she could hold to her promise.

One day during a school break, while Lisa was working, Ben drove to Denver to visit his
paternal grandmother, Margaret Richards Elsworth. He usually took Lisa with him, but today
he wanted to be alone.
His grandmother's sunny room in the fine retirement complex felt uninviting compared to
the charming private home she occupied just months earlier. Margaret was sitting in her
wheelchair, reading, as Ben entered.
“A Harlequin romance again, Grandma?” asked Ben, introducing his presence.
“Ben, I heard you're going to be a father,” she blurted out, dropping her book. “That will
make me a great-grandmother.”

“You're already a great-grandmother, many times over, Grandma.”
“I don't mind doing it again.”
“Like you didn't mind getting married a second time?”
“I'd do it a third time if I could interest any of the men around here in it.”
“Knowing you, you will.”
“Who knows? How's Lisa?”
“She's . . . .”
“Not herself?”
“Yeah.”
“That's pregnancy, Ben.”
“How do men survive it?”
“How do women?”
Ben laughed, “I guess it's providential that women have babies. Otherwise, the human race
would have died off long ago.”
“Likely true.”
“Grandma, just months ago, I was pushing for a child. Now I'm not sure I want to be a
father.”
“Sure you do.”
“I was the baby of the family. I have no idea what a tiny child is like.”
“You learn by having one, Ben. Just think: every new life changes history. You're more
important than you know. Let me see. I was just reading my old journals. I found something I
wrote not long before your father was born. Would you like to read it?”
“Sure.”
Grandma Elsworth carefully handed Ben her worn journal, handwritten in the delicate,
feminine handwriting of her youth. His eyes began to water as her feelings many years before
were communicated to him. He said, “I want to say so many things to my child, but by the
time he's old enough to understand, I won't remember what I wanted to say.”
“You don't have to wait. You should talk to the baby, now.”
“Grandma.”

“I'm serious. You'd be surprised what children learn, even before they're born. How do you
think they learn to speak their native tongue?” She paused but not long enough for him to
answer. “From hearing their parents talk to them. Why don't you write those things down?”
“I think I understand what you're saying. I'm concerned about finances too, Grandma.
We're using up our trust fund. Lisa's trying to work, and she gets so tired. I'm busy with school
and church work. It seems like I have no free time at all.”
“How about getting a job?”
“How could I?”
“I wasn't thinking of an eight-hour-a-day job. What about planting gardens and mowing
lawns? You're good at that.”

After he returned home, Ben advertised his gardening services in the paper and delivered
flyers through the neighborhood. He hoped to squeeze in several hours of work each week
planting, weeding, harvesting, mowing, trimming and edging.
The next time Ben visited his grandmother he brought a tape recorder and recorded his
conversation with her for his posterity. Reluctant to admit it, he knew his paternal grandmother
wouldn't be around by the time his children were grown. She was already in her nineties.

Chapter 36.

One day in mid June, Jonathan Hansen, Lisa's brother, phoned Lisa.
“Lisa! We got our mission calls.”
“How exciting! Where are you going?”
“I'm going to Germany. David's going to France.”
“That's great. But, Johanthan, how can you stand to be apart for so long?” she teased.
“I wish we were at least learning the same language.”
“I thinks it's good that you're doing something different for a change.” Even she had
difficulty imagining her identical twin brothers apart. Jonathan invited his sister to speak at
their farewell on the topic of “Sharing the Love of Christ”.

It was Monday, June twenty-second, Lisa's twenty-second birthday. Ben was hot on an
English paper when Lisa found him using her computer.
“Ben, I need to use the computer now for my speech.”
“That's not until Sunday, Lisa. This paper is due tomorrow.”
“Ben, you've been good about remembering that this computer is mine. I hope that's not
going to change.”
“Lisa, it's not, but this paper is top priority.”
“Why aren't you doing it at the library?”
“Lisa, please be understanding.”
Ben had a point, but she had some ideas she wanted to type up. After her argument with
Ben, she couldn't concentrate on the topic of 'Sharing the Love of Christ'. And that wasn't all.
Ben had forgotten her birthday. She was upset.
Her plans botched, she decided to take Minnie for a walk.
“Where are you going, Lisa?”
“Out for a walk.”
“Lisa, it's getting dark outside. Stay home.”

“Ben, it's not that dark yet. I know what day of year it is, and you can't fool me. I'll be
perfectly safe.”
“Lisa, you're not going.”
“Why?”
“Because it's getting dark out. Minnie won't be able to look out for you.”
“Oh, really? Okay, fine. I'll just take my cane.”
“Lisa, please be reasonable.”
“I'm just going to Katella's. It's only a few blocks.”
“You're always going over there. Why don't you visit your mother more often?.”
“Mother lives way across town.”
“Lisa, I'd drive you over there, but I have to finish this paper tonight.”
“I won't bother you, Ben.” Lisa left with her cane. Minnie whined in the corner. Ben looked at
the dog's eyes. She whined and stared back at him sadly.
Ben pictured his wife walking through the dimming streets. Why did it seem so different now
than when he saw her walking to the recreation center? Was it because she was pregnant? Were
rapists more likely to attack at night than during the day? His cultural conditioning had taught
him that night was to be feared and day was safe, but was it really? Was Lisa ever safe? He
wished she had Minnie.

Lisa arrived at Katella's as easily as she did any other time of day. She rang the doorbell.
Katella was home.
“Lisa, I thought you'd come over earlier. Where's Minnie?”
“I left her home.”
“Why did Ben let you out of the door without her?”
“He said it was getting dark, and Minnie would have a hard time looking out for me, so I brought
my cane instead.” She folded the cane as she spoke.
Katella started laughing. She found the situation so funny she could hardly control herself. She
stopped abruptly. The reality of Lisa's defenselessness hit her. “Do you want to call Ben and tell
him you got here safely?”
“Katella, I thought about doing that, but I think Ben needs to suffer a bit.”

They visited briefly, then Katella went in the kitchen for a few minutes while Lisa visited with
Ron. She returned, smiling brightly. “Surprise! Happy Birthday!”
Ron and Katella sang the proverbial 'Happy Birthday' song.
“Blow out the candles, Lisa.” Lisa extinguished the twenty-two candles in one gust.
“Twenty-two on the twenty-second,” said Ron. “I like that.”
Katella handed Lisa a wrapped parcel. “Here's your birthday present, from me and Ron.”
“Shall I open it?”
“Please do,” Katella urged. Lisa unwrapped the package. Inside, a plastic bag held bumpy,
crisp contents. Lisa found a plastic and wire twisted fastener and opened the plastic bag.
“Leaves?”
“Red raspberry leaves,” said Ron.
“What would I do with raspberry leaves?”
“Make them into tea, Lisa,” said Katella. “For your baby. It'll tone your muscles for delivery
and make your milk come more easily.”
“How do you know about things like that?”
Katella chuckled. “If you wish, I'll come over and show you how to make the tea.”
“Thanks, Ron. Thanks, Katella. This is a surprise.”
“If you weren't pregnant, Lisa, Ron and I would give you the royal bumps.”
“What's that?”
“It's a good thing you're pregnant,” said Ron, “I don't think anyone enjoys the royal bumps.”
“Maybe next year,” said Katella. She instantly regretted her comment. Next year, she and Ron
would be in California. She remembered her birthdays in Toronto. Her classmates grabbed all
four limbs and dropped her not too gently on the floor one time for each year.
Lisa talked about the latest on her brothers' mission calls and how everything was going with her
pregnancy. “It's exciting, Katella. I can feel the baby moving. It's hard to believe there's
another life inside of me.”
“Then we'll have another birthday party. I can hardly wait until you have your baby,” said
Katella excitedly.
“It would be nicer if we were both having children.”
“I suppose it would be, but Ron and I won't be having children, at least for quite awhile.”

“Oh? Why not?”
I'd rather not talk about it.” Katella's voice trailed a bit then picked up again, “But keep talking
about your baby, I'm very excited for you.”
After an hour of visiting, Lisa hugged both Ron and Katella. “Can I walk you home?” asked
Katella.
“You don't really think I'm in danger do you?”
“Lisa, you're always in danger.”
“So are you.”
“Not like you are. If Ben's concerned, I understand. Don't be too hard on him, Lisa. He loves
you very much.”

Katella walked her friend home and left her at her door. When Lisa entered the house, Ben was
printing his paper.
“Ben,” said Lisa.
When he didn't respond she called louder, “Ben!”
“I'm here, Lisa.”
She walked toward him and threw her arms around him. “I'm safe.”
“I didn't doubt you would be,” he said softly as he closed his arms around her. He'd been
concerned, but he didn't want her alarmed. He didn't want to be overprotective.
“Ben, we can't go on the way we are. I'm afraid that as soon as we have this baby, we'll be
miserable, stay-at-home, married folks who never have any fun.”
“Lisa, I've been busy with school.”
“Can't you set it aside, Ben? Don't you know what day it is?”
“It's June twenty-second.”
“Yes, Ben. It is June twenty-second, a nice, splendid, ordinary, awful June twenty-second.”
“Oh, your birthday! I forgot. Lisa, I'm so sorry. I'm not much at remembering birthdays. I try
to forget mine. Okay,” said Ben, separating his sheets from the printer. “My paper's done. Let's
go out to eat.”
“We already had supper.”
“That doesn't stop you. You're always hungry.”

“Don't give me a hard time about my size,” said Lisa defensively.
“Lisa, for being five months pregnant, you look pretty good.”
Lisa tried to change the tone of the conversation. “The Fourth of July's coming up. We should
do something special. Let's go to Arizona and visit your father.”
“Lisa, my father and I are not really getting along.”
“Give him a chance, Ben. He put up with Minnie from the beginning.” She added to
herself, “which is more than I can say for you.”
“Lisa, do you know what time of year this is? It's the peak of summer. Gardens need to be
weeded and harvested. I can't afford a vacation right now. Besides, it's hot in Arizona. You're
pregnant. You're going to be baked. I don't think it's a good idea.”
“Ben, you need a vacation. You're too serious, and you're wearing yourself out. And I've
been feeling better than I have in months. We have air-conditioning in your mother's car.”
Ben sat down and sighed, “Okay, if you really want to, we will.”
“Thanks, Ben. I'll get packed as soon as we have the farewell.”

Chapter 37.

Ben acknowledged how little fun he'd been all winter and spring. He was constantly
preoccupied with school. He thought Lisa always enjoyed herself with her work and friends
and had failed to see that she needed something more from her marriage.
Lisa's speech at her twin brothers' farewell was a success.
Ben first drove Lisa south to Santa Fe, New Mexico. They visited old churches, pueblos,
and Spanish style homes--the oldest buildings in the United States. The atmosphere was
uncrowded and quiet, hot but not oppressive. Ben and Lisa knelt in silent prayer on the prayer
benches of an old Catholic church. They prayed for each other, their unborn baby and their
marriage. Both of them prayed they'd be less selfish, more loving, and better able to serve the
other. Ben recommitted himself to his marriage. Lisa needed extra help with things. It was
impossible for her to do some things husbands expect of their wives. Other things were
possible but took a lot longer. She wasn't helpless, but she was blind. He had to remind himself
of that.

That evening Ben treated Lisa to the Santa Fe Opera in an adobe opera house, open to the
summer air of a high altitude ranch. They appreciated the excellent acoustics and enjoyed the
performance.

The next day Ben drove to Mesa Verde National Park, Colorado and showed Lisa and
Minnie around the Indian ruins. He placed Lisa's hands on the ancient walls and kivas and
encouraged her to feel the rough surfaces of the stones and follow where they went. He wanted
her to feel like she was in Mesa Verde.
The absence of crowds allowed them to talk and touch things without being overly
conspicuous. “I don't know what I expected in Florida,” said Ben, “but there's nothing like
discovering beauty near home.”
“I agree, Ben. Do you know what my favorite date was before we got married?”
“The museum?”

“That was nice too. I liked the hike in the mountains the most.”
“You nearly got killed.”
“That was unfortunate. But Ben, we should go up in the mountains again, bring Minnie
along and have a great time.”
“I don't want you injured.”
“We can prevent that. I didn't even use my cane, remember? Now I have Minnie, and I'm much
more experienced at getting around.”
“I'll think about it.”
“Ben, you might think it doesn't mean anything to me to be out in nature because I can't see with
my eyes. But I can see the sounds of animals, the feel of the rocks, the fresh air. It's being there
that counts. Ben, we could go back packing--you, me, and Minnie. When we have the baby,
we'll just put him in the back pack with everything else.”
Ben laughed. “And Minnie will just guide you along the trail. That's one thing I like about you,
Lisa. You have such a desire to get around.” Then he became serious. “Lisa, you're still so very
beautiful, but you're not like a sighted person anymore.”
Lisa felt she was growing cold despite the warm air.
Ben was on the verge of tears. His voice broke. “I didn't expect blindness to change you.”
“Am I that different?”
“In a lot of little ways.” Ben hoped he wasn't being too blunt. “I hope I'm finally accepting it
and just allowing you to be blind. You are after all.”
“You must be referring to what you call my 'annoying little habits'.”
Ben sometimes made remarks intended to help Lisa which hurt her feelings. He got on her case
about facing him while talking. She did well, but he wanted her to be unrealistically perfect. At
home, she sometimes lost her model composure, dropped her chin and groped, which bothered
him. Her stare which once seemed enchanting nettled him. He felt guilty. He, of all people,
should be more understanding.
“They're not so awful, Lisa,” he said. “They just set you apart.” Ben's tears were now sobs.
He'd already said more than he dared. Watching her made him self-conscious about his past. He
cried over the grief he'd suffered from being different, being teased and called names, having to
leave home to go to school and not being taken seriously by his brothers. He cried about his

awkwardness and shyness and his desire to be like other people, especially his older brothers.
He was so reclusive as a child he was almost his mother's shadow. He couldn't tell Lisa that.
“What's wrong, Ben? Did I upset you?” Lisa's hands rubbed his shoulders.
Ben was now crying audibly over the agony of looking at his boyhood face and seeing why he
was different. Before his mission, he looked in the mirror while shaving and noticed how
comely he'd become--impossible. His mind fought and embraced the new awareness. Now that
he was 'normal', it was even more difficult to grapple with the fact that he'd been blind. He
buried these intensely personal thoughts in his heart, unable to even tell his wife.
Lisa hugged Ben and drew his tear streaked face near hers. She gently wiped his tears away,
letting them evaporate in the dry air. Her worst fear was confirmed. Blindness had changed her,
but she found herself accepting it. She was different than she was before her injury and different
than other people, but she was still Lisa, still herself. She had a peaceful feeling, a reawakening.
She was finding her soul within her body. She resolved to continue, bear the child in her womb
and accept herself the way she was.
Facing her husband, she said gently, “Ben, I know what you're thinking.”
“You have no idea, Lisa.”
“Ben, you told me about your eyes, about how they looked. Kids tease.”
“How do you know? Have you ever been teased?”
“By you.”
“I shouldn't do that.”
“I've seen little kids get teased. It's torture.”
“Would you have teased me?”
“No.”
“Would you have been my friend?”
“I want to be your friend now. I'm your wife. There's a little boy in you, Ben. It's coming
out now because you're afraid of talking to your father.”
“I've been afraid of him all my life.”
“I'm not afraid of him. Why are you? Can he hurt you? Why would he?”
“I should thank him.”
“You should. Look how he's helped you get an education.”

“Lisa, thank you for marrying me.” They buried each other with tender kisses. Ben thought
to himself, “I wanted to help Lisa deal with her blindness; she's more successful at helping me
deal with mine.”

Ben and Lisa arrived in Phoenix. Lloyd Richards was courting a woman named Carla Andrews.
Ben felt surprised that his father would desire to remarry at his age, but he recalled his
grandmother's comments.
Carla agreed to accompany Lisa and Minnie to a mall while Ben visited privately with his father.

Ben tried to mend the broken ties of communication between them. He didn't come right out and
apologize for taking his father's property. After all, it was done legally. But he expressed regrets
that the will caused a rift in the family, and said he'd do whatever he could to mend it.
His father appreciated his candor. He'd gradually accepted Jessica's actions, even though he felt
they weren't necessary. He knew what actions of his prompted her to do what she did. He
acknowledged that Ben and his wife would be in dire circumstances now without financial
assistance.
“How's school coming, son?”
“I'm going year 'round, Dad. I'll finish my undergraduate degree in just two more years.”
“Then law school?”
“Yes, I'll find some law school that will accept my application. My grades are very good. I don't
anticipate any difficulty.”
“I'm proud of you, son.”
“Thanks for saying that. Without the money you've earned and saved, I couldn't get the kind of
schooling I'm getting. I'd have to work full-time right now, and who knows if I'd ever get
through school. I'm very privileged to be your son.”
“How are things with Lisa?”
“I'm afraid I've been very naive about how difficult it is to be blind. I keep thinking I
understand, but I was just a child. I didn't have adult responsibilities.”
“When's the baby due?”
“October. She's frightened, but who isn't?”

“When the baby comes, you'll need to take fatherhood seriously, Ben. Lisa should be a good
mother, but she'll miss some things.”
“I know what you mean.”
“Don't forget it. Are you committed to your marriage?”
“Now more than ever.”
“She's not just a beautiful doll is she, Ben?”
“No.”
“I'm glad you're growing up, but you have more growing to do. Tomorrow, the next day, the day
after, things aren't going to change for Lisa. You don't count on miracles.”
“I realize that.”
“Thanks for listening to me. I know I've been harsh on you and your brothers. I've been angry
about the estate, but I'm getting over that. I hope you boys will overcome any hard feelings you
have about me.”
Ben was near tears. Open honesty in his father was rare. A nagging burden he'd carried for
years was lifting. His father didn't view either himself or his wife as a freak. He wasn't
prejudiced or was he? Summoning his courage, he decided it was time to confront his father
directly.
“Dad, what do you think of handicapped people?”
Lloyd struggled. It was difficult to talk about an issue so close to his heart. He felt guilty for not
discussing this with Ben before. “They're like other people. They have feelings, needs, egos,
passions.”
“What did you think of me?” Ben's ego was on thin ice. It was too easy for his father to wound
him. He wanted Lloyd to be sensitive, but he wanted the truth. He wasn't sure he was ready for
it yet, even though he was twenty-two years old.
“You had a hard time of it, son. It was partly our fault. We did what we thought was best.
God's ways aren't my ways son, and my thoughts aren't his. I'm sure there was a purpose.”
“What if there wasn't, Dad? What if it was just, an accident?”
“There's always a purpose, son.”
“What about Lisa? Was that on purpose?”
“Ben, there's a purpose for everything. Why did you marry her? So you could help her?”

“I hoped I could. Maybe I haven't done very well.”
“Ben, I watched you from childhood. You were frustrated, especially as you approached your
teenage years. Your brothers played basketball; you couldn't. They got their driver's licenses;
you knew you wouldn't. They took girls out; you'd never seen a girl. Nearly every day you
discovered something you'd never do. I watched you cry when you didn't know I was there. I
wanted you to be tough. I told your brothers that men don't cry, but I couldn't tell you.”
“I learned that anyway.”
Lloyd never allowed himself to cry in the presence of his sons. He especially could not bear to
see Ben cry. “Ben, I finally learned that crying can be a release. When Mother died, it was a
comfort.”
“I'm glad you learned that, Dad.”
“Blindness is disabling, Ben. I was surprised to learn how much so. Your mother, with her
optimism, tried to convince me it was merely an inconvenience. Maybe it's kinder to think of it
that way. Face reality, Ben. It's unyielding. I looked for jobs on a construction site I'd trust you
doing. I couldn't think of any.” Lloyd's grave face bowed. He pulled his gray hair with his
hands. He couldn't think of a gentler way of phrasing it without stripping his sentences of
meaning.
“You were overly concerned about my safety.” Ben had trouble meeting his father's eyes. He
was amazed at Lloyd's openness. They needed this discussion long ago.
“It wasn't just that. For one thing, you had difficulty getting around. When I gave you your
cane, you looked like I handed you your whipping stick.”
“Was I that obvious?”
“Once you took it, you did fine. Your training went well, didn't it?”
“I finally got around. I'm afraid my vision was worse than even I realized. It seemed to get
worse every year.”
“That's why I did what I did. I hope you understand.”
“It's okay, Dad. Lisa rejected her cane at first. But she can't get by without something.”
“That's a tough thing, isn't it? You have to use up a free hand for a guidance tool, not too
practical.”
“It's easy to lose too.”

“Not to mention unsightly.”
Ben thought of Lisa's graceful stride. “With Lisa it's not unsightly. It's beautiful. Her cane's a
magic wand.”
“I wondered what sorcery bewitched you. Was it a magic wand for you?”
Ben smiled at himself, trying to sort his complex feelings. To him, the way Lisa used her cane
enhanced her sex appeal, but there were times it killed it, invariably when he was concerned
about his image in public. Why was an object so enthralling in private such torture in public?
To him, blindness was okay. He just worried what other people thought. “What did you think,
Dad?”
“You're my son. How can I be objective?”
“What did you think?” Ben pressed.
“I was happy you were getting around safely, without having to be on your mother's arm.”
“Did you think I was ugly?”
“No.”
“But you didn't think girls would say I was cute.”
“Ben, you looked different. Your mother and I were concerned about your future.”
“You expected me to marry.”
“Why shouldn't we?”
“I would have never married Lisa.”
“Why not?”
“She likes men who can see.”
“Why is she prejudiced? Perhaps that's what you need to confront, Ben. What does your wife
think of blindness?”
“I don't know. She seems to think it's okay that I was blind.”
“That you were blind. What if your roles were reversed, and she was guiding you?”
“I, I don't know, Dad.”
“What about yourself? Do you accept it?”
“I believe I accept Lisa's blindness.”
“Are you sure?”
“Dad, I was trying to ask you these questions.”

“Ben, why should I think any differently than you? You're my son. Maybe we think the same
way. If you're wondering what I think, you likely aren't sure what you think yourself.”
Ben was embarrassed. He and his father were a lot alike.
“Ben, I hoped you wouldn't have to face this all over again with Lisa. Her challenges will be
different than yours but no less trying.”
“Is that why you tried to stop me from dating her?”
“That's one of the reasons. Maybe I should have reasoned with you, instead of laying down the
law.”
“That wouldn't have changed anything, Dad.”
“Do you see where I was coming from?”
“Maybe I needed to go through this to understand.”
“Do you regret that you married Lisa?” Lloyd didn't expect Ben to say yes. He wanted him to
reassert his commitment.
“No. It's harder than I thought, but I don't regret it.”
“That's good. You still have tough times ahead. Are you prepared?”
“Not really, but I pray I'll do better.”
They were both silent. Ben was on the verge of tears, but he held them in check while in his
father's presence. “Dad, it's public attitude, isn't it? I don't even know what people think, but I
can't seem to face it. Florida wasn't Paradise; it was more like Hades.”
“The Bible's a clue, Ben: 'who did sin, this man, or his parents, that he was born blind?'”
“It seems inconceivable that an attitude like that would still be around.”
“I find little in the Bible that isn't still around, Ben.”
“How do you live with it?”
“Remember what the Master said, 'Neither hath this man sinned, nor his parents: but that the
works of God should be manifest in him.'”
“People forget that. Lisa's plagued by the feeling that she did something to deserve it. She can't
blame herself.”
“Maybe you can help her.”
“Dad, . . . .”
“Yes?”

“I'm afraid . . . ,” he paused, “I . . . I have such a hard time talking about this.”
“I think I know what you're thinking. It's often been on my mind. You know why I was
concerned about you and Lisa from the beginning.”
“I can't even bring myself to tell her there's a risk,” Ben's voice quavered.
“Of possible retinal detachment or . . . . “
”Total blindness. Lisa could never handle it.” Ben covered his face. “It was so hard for me
before. I just couldn't face it all over again.”
“How long has this been bothering you?” asked Lloyd, drawing Ben's hands away from his face.
“About as long as it's been bothering you, Dad.”
“I guess we do understand each other, son.”
“Dad, I love you.”
“I love you, Ben. I hope you'll forgive me for being harsh. It's my way of saying I love you.”
Ben continued visiting with his father. During the conversation Lloyd said, “Ben, I've been
thinking of something. I had my cataracts removed recently. It was a simple procedure, much
easier than what you went through. They replaced my lenses with an IOL.”
“An intra ocular lens.”
“Yes. We didn't have that done with you because it was considered experimental in the
seventies, but now it's virtually standard. Lately, I've regretted the decision we made for you.”
“I've thought about that. I didn't want to say anything after everything you've been through with
my eyes.”
“Only do it if you want to, Ben, but it will likely improve your vision without glasses. I know
it's artificial, but sometimes things like that can be useful.”
“I'll think it over. Thanks for saying something.”

Lisa enjoyed visiting with Carla Andrews. She was forty-one and had never been married. Miss
Andrews was fascinated by Minnie's ability to understand commands like 'right', 'left', and
'forward'. After getting to know Carla, Lisa hoped she would marry her father-in-law, even
though no one could replace the hole Jessica's absence left in her heart.
On the final evening of their visit, Ben wrote a letter to his unborn child while sitting on the back
patio.

“Ben, are you out here?” asked Lisa, coming through the patio door.
“Right here, Lisa.”
Lisa located Ben's recliner with her outstretched arms and gingerly touched the hot metal with
her fingers. “Don't you think it would be nicer inside?” she said. “It must be over a hundred
degrees out here still.”
“I like it. I guess I don't mind the heat.”
“What are you doing?”
“Writing a letter to the child you're carrying.”
“Can I read it?”
“Sure, have a chair.” Ben pulled a nearby chair closer for his wife. “I'll read it to you and the
child.”
Lisa giggled and sat down. “How did your talk with your father go?” she asked.
“It went great.”
“You needed to talk to him, Ben.”
“I've never felt so relieved.”
“Why?”
“I'm not sure entirely. I guess I understand him better now. He's practical to the core, but he has
a kind heart, even though he tries to keep it hidden.”
“I saw that a while ago.”
“Lisa, how would you feel if I had eye surgery?”
“Do you need it?”
“It would help me see better without glasses.” Ben explained what the operation would involve.
“Go ahead, if you want to.”
“I think I will. I wish I'd had an artificial lens implanted originally.”
“Be grateful you've been able to see all these years.”
“I should be. Here's the letter: Dear Junior,”
Lisa laughed, “Do you think it'll be a boy? I keep thinking it's a boy, but who knows?”
“I hope it's human, whatever it is.”
“We're both human.”
“That gives the kid a chance.”

Lisa laughed again.
“Dear Junior,” said Ben. “My grandmother suggested I talk to you, even before you're born.”
“Just what you're doing,” said Lisa.
“I hope that whoever you are,” Ben continued, “that you're different than your parents in some
ways and like us in some ways. I learned in a biology class I took with your mother that it works
that way.”
“Sexual reproduction,” Lisa interrupted.
“I wasn't going to put that in the letter.”
“Why not? As parents, we're responsible for giving our child a wholesome sex education. It
beats what kids get on the street.”
“Just listen.” Ben continued, “We want you to know that we believe in God. God watches over
you and knows everything you do. He loves you. He is omnipotent. That means all powerful.
He is also omniscient which means that he knows everything.” Ben watched Lisa's face become
more thoughtful and serious as he read. “God will help you, if you ask him. Remember to
always pray. We want to teach you. We want you to be strong.”
“We want you to be happy,” Lisa added.
“I should have done this on the computer,” said Ben.
“Why don't you redo it when we get home?”
“We brought your computer. Why don't you get it?”
“I would, but your father's using it.”
“You can't be serious. He's so old-fashioned, he wouldn't touch a computer.”
“I was just teaching him.”
“I don't believe it. Dad?”

Chapter 38.

It was Sunday, October 25, 1987. Lisa was in labor. Surely it was labor this time. She'd
been having contractions for days. Tara and Ben timed the contractions for their interval and
regularity. “I don't think it's time yet, Lisa,” said Tara. “Just relax. Breathe. Remember what
they taught in your prenatal classes.” Lisa felt tense. She focused on her determination to go
through with it. She didn't have much of a choice now. She walked around to relieve the pain.
Hour after hour passed and each minute she wondered when it would ever be over. Ben paced
the floor and refused to relax. “Ben, why don't you go to church?” Tara suggested. “It'll be
several hours.”
“Please go, Ben,” said Lisa in a relaxed moment between contractions.
Ben left reluctantly. He returned in an hour and a half, much calmer. He drove Lisa to the
hospital where she was admitted. The hospital staff got Ben busy with his prescribed fatherly
routine. Lisa was nearly fully dilated. At the limit of her endurance, she begged for anesthesia.
Finally the obstetrician arrived. Not long after, the baby arrived.
“Do you wish you would have had it natural?” asked Ben afterwards.
“If that wasn't natural childbirth, what is? I did all the work.”
“That's why it's called labor, my love.”
“Don't talk me into having another baby.”
“He's very handsome. Take a look at him,” said Ben. For one dreadful moment, Lisa's whole
body yearned to see her child, but the veil around her was impenetrable. She cautiously reached
out her hand, wishing that if a single moment of sight could be granted her, she could have it
now, to see her child. Then she saw her baby in her new way of seeing. She gently touched the
soft new born body.
“Seeing if it's a boy or a girl?” teased Ben.
“Funny Ben, they pull him out with “IT'S A BOY!”, and you ask a question like that.”
Ben took the baby and held it. “Do you wish he was a girl?”
“No. Girls should be rare and special. I'm the only girl in both of our families. I like it that
way.”

“What should we name him?”
“Do you have a name in mind?” asked Lisa.
“Yes. What do you have in mind?”
“Let me sleep on it, Ben. I'm exhausted.
Ben bent down to kiss Lisa good-bye. She curled her arms behind his neck and restrained him
from leaving. “What is it, Princess? I thought you were tired.”
Lisa's heart was full, “We did it, Ben. He's a new person.”
“He's a miracle,” Ben added.
Lisa stroked Ben's forehead drowsily. Ben kissed her again and left with the nurse and baby.

Lisa slept fitfully that night. She had a haunting nightmare: she walked into the hospital nursery
to find her child. She wandered about, touching all the babies, until someone pulled her away
screaming, “I want my baby!” When the nurse brought her newborn to her, she thought he was
the wrong infant.

Lisa went home within twenty-four hours to save money on the hospital bill. Hardly able to sit,
she lay down most of the next several days. Her mother waited on her. Ward members brought
her meals.
She was thankful her labor was uncomplicated and especially that she didn't need a Cesarean
section. Most of all, she was grateful her little boy was healthy and whole. But she wasn't
thankful it was such a traumatic experience. “What do women go through when they have
complications?” she wondered.
After some initial frustration, she found nursing the baby pleasurable.
Minnie whined for days, nipping at Lisa's bed covers, begging her mistress to take her for a
walk. Lisa firmly scolded her, “Minnie. No walks. I have a little baby. No.” When the
whining and howling persisted, she asked Tara to lock Minnie up in the other room. This time,
she wasn't lenient.

Lisa's friends stopped by with baby gifts. Cindy Carter called her.
“I heard it's a boy. What did you name him?”

“Mark Ben Richards.”
“How much did he weigh?”
“Seven pounds, eleven ounces.”
“That's great. Lisa, we're having a shower for you.”
“Thank you, but you shouldn’t.”
“Don't you worry. We love doing baby showers.”
When Lisa told Katella about the shower, her friend remarked, “It's nicer to have the shower
after the baby's born. You know what color everything should be.” Actually Katella felt badly
that she hadn't planned a shower for Lisa earlier, but she couldn't bring herself to get excited
about it.
The shower was well attended. Lisa opened the packages like a child on Christmas morning.
Whenever Lisa opened a package she'd say, “What a lovely blue blanket! What adorable blue
trousers! What pretty blue diapers!” She was right most of the time. Her friends complimented
her on how good she was at seeing colors with her fingers.

After the party, Lisa felt less perky. She lay on her bed, eyes open. Due to post partum
depression, hormonal imbalance, lack of sleep or whatever it was, she felt terrible.
Contemplating the nothingness around her, she thought, “I know what it is. I want to see.”
She'd been striving for normality in her life, going through the whole routine, having a baby and
everything. She concluded that she'd be willing to go through it all again, replay the entire act,
the birth and everything, if this time she could see. Many of her childhood daydreams centered
on what new motherhood would be like. It wasn't like this.
The house was uncomfortably dry and warm. “Mom or Ben must have jacked up the thermostat
for the baby,” she thought. She removed her prosthetic eyes and placed them in a container for
lubrication. She heard Mark crying in the nursery but didn't respond. She'd let her mother take
him. The baby quieted. She heard the bedroom door open. Lisa's throat tightened. Usually she
locked the door during this procedure, but she was too sore to get up.
“Lisa,” Tara said quietly.
“Yes, Mom.”

“He's hungry. Do you want to take him?”
Lisa took her child and positioned him to suckle. She held him tenderly, making cooing sounds.
She paused and lay back weakly on her pillows.
“You don't look too well, Lisa,” Tara remarked, noticing Lisa's closed eyelids.
“I don't think I'm ready to be a mother,” Lisa said wearily.
“It's too late. You've already made me a grandmother.”
“You're too young to be a grandmother.”
“He's a handsome baby, Lisa. You did a nice job.”
“Thanks, I wish I could see him too.”
Slightly shaken, Tara said, “Lisa, I thought you were over that.”
“I don't think there is such a thing as getting over it. I have to deal with it every day.” Lisa
decided to not tell her mother the full extent of her private agony. In the public eye she'd
accepted the loss of her eyes and was adjusting well. How could she let everyone down?
“Would it help you to talk to your counselor again?”
“Mom, Candice never lets me cry.”
“If you want to cry now, go ahead,” Tara invited.
“I can't cry, not easily.”
“You've mentioned that. Lisa, I'm sorry to burst in on you when . . . .” Tara paused. She had
suddenly realized that Lisa's eyes were out.
“It's okay, Mom.”
“I thought you were supposed to always wash your hands before doing that.”
“I didn't feel like getting up. My eyes were so dry.”
“They always are.”
“It feels terrible. I want to cry, and I can't.”
“Like men.”
“Mom, that's cultural conditioning.”
“Maybe you can condition yourself out of your problem,” Tara said optimistically.
Lisa doubted it. “Maybe,” she conceded out of politeness. “Mom, men can really cry. Ben did
once. We were in New Mexico last summer. It was so hard for him to accept . . . my blindness,
his own too. He was upset that it changed me.”

“I thought he didn't have a problem with it.”
“He did. He still does. I do too. It's not something either of us can change. I wish I was like I
was when I could see, but I'm not and I won't be. I know I'm not ugly, but I look different.”
“Oh?”
“Ben says I remind him of an alien princess.”
“That's curious; Dad said once that you look like someone from outer space. He thinks you're
still very pretty, Lisa. I do too.”
“Thankfully so does Ben. I just wish I could judge for myself.”
“You'll work it out, Lisa. Ben will help you. I have confidence in him. Now put your eyes back
in. You're much prettier with them.”
“I have the baby.”
“Can I do it for you?”
“Wash your hands first,” Lisa said half chuckling.
Tara washed and returned. “Ever had anyone else do this?”
“Just the nurse who taught me how to put them in.”
“Is it difficult?”
“No. It's like putting in contact lenses.”
Tara picked up the container, unsure of how to proceed.
Lisa continued, “Mom, if it weren't for you, Ben and I would have never married.”
“Why?”
“What about the times you invited him to lunch with us without consulting me?”
“How do I put these in?”
“Mom!” exclaimed Lisa wrinkling her eyelids, “There’s no rush. I can see just as well without
them.”
“Of course,” Tara halted, swallowing. Lisa's realistic eyes belied the fact she couldn't see with
them. “I think I see why there's no getting completely over it, Lisa.”
“I'm doing okay, Mom. It's just hard.”
“Of course it is, honey.”
“I feel it even worse today. I will never see Mark.”

“Of course you will, Lisa. I think you're doing very well. You're relaxed. Mark is nursing just
fine. You should burp him now and switch sides.”
Lisa placed Mark on her shoulder to burp him. Tara handed her a burping cloth. “Well, Mom?
What about the times, plural, you invited Ben to lunch before we got married?”
“I remember.” Tara certainly did. She and Ben had tried to trick Lisa into thinking that Ben was
an old boyfriend of hers. But this was the second time she had invited Ben to lunch.
Speaking of the first time Lisa said, “You have no comprehension of what I went through, trying
to face the world when I couldn't see.” Mark burped loudly. Lisa positioned him to nurse on the
other side.
“You needed a friend, Lisa. I thought Ben would be good for you, even if you didn't get
serious.”
“Ben's such a merciless tease. Why did we?”
“You liked him all along,” said Tara.
“I don't think so. He was a good friend but . . . Mom, I thought he was kind of nerdy--because of
his thick glasses. But next month he's having surgery, and he won't need them anymore.”
“I'm sure he'll like that.”
“Ben hangs on to things, even though he can see now. Why can't he just get over it?”
“How would you feel, Lisa, if you were blind as a child, instead of a pretty model and everyone's
favorite?”
“I was spoiled.”
“Maybe you were too caught up in becoming a star.”
“That's what I wanted: Hollywood, lights, camera, action.”
“Do you still want that?”
“Do I have a choice?”
“Perhaps you should choose what you have. It makes having it easier.”
“I didn't choose to be blind. I never would.”
“You have more choice than you realize,” said her mother. “I invited Ben over so you wouldn't
hide your pretty face. Can I put these in?”
Lisa turned her face into her pillows. “Mom, the surgeon implanted a conformer in each eye
socket. Have you ever seen it?”

“No,” said her mother, biting her lip.
“Neither have I. Do you want to?”
“Not really. Do you want to put these in yourself?”
“Sure, but I need a free arm.”
“I'll take the baby,” her mother offered.
“Get me a cloth for my hands first.”
“Of course,” Tara returned with a warm, wet cloth. Lisa handed Tara her infant and wiped her
hands.
“I could have chosen to be a recluse,” Lisa continued. “I'm not like that though.”
Tara patted Mark's back until he burped, averting her eyes from her daughter's face. “I don't
think so either, but you said something that day that made me wonder.”
Lisa reflected, “I said, 'I don't want to see anyone.' I was scared to death.”
“I said, 'I can still call and cancel.'”
“Mom, what about the time we had a guest, and you didn’t tell me it was Ben.”
“I'm not sure what you're talking about.”
“Yes you do. You can look at me, Mom,” Lisa said.
Tara regarded her daughter's pretty face. “Lisa, does your injury still hurt?”
“I'm not angry like I was. I forgave the man who shot me.”
Tara didn't expect Lisa's answer. “That must have been hard.”
“It would have been harder if I would have kept hating him.”
Small tears formed in Tara's eyes. Her daughter's example of unqualified forgiveness overcame
her.“If everyone could do that, Lisa, there wouldn't be any wars.”
“Mom, I've forgiven you too, for trying to trick me. I know that your old friend George Redfield
was Ben.”
“Oh, when did you figure that out?”
“When I first found out, I wasn't too happy. I'm not sure if I was more mad at you or Ben.”
“Lisa, here's your baby.”
They continued talking, sharing their fears and feelings about Lisa’s injury and talking about
marriage and life in general.

Lisa started feeling better. She cuddled her baby closer and sang him a soft lullaby, a
soothing melody that emanated from the maternal instinct. As Tara left, she heard Lisa singing,
“Hush little baby, don't say a word. Daddy's going to buy you a mocking bird . . . .” Lisa could
tell that her baby had fallen asleep.

Lisa enjoyed being a mother more than she expected. She had less time for work, but
Barbara Mann was flexible. Also, Barbara had fewer shows now and was often available to
answer calls herself.
Lisa devoted more of her time and creative energy to motherhood. She loved making up
songs for Mark. She carried him in a front pack while she cooked, cleaned, did laundry, washed
the dishes and worked in the garden. She sang nursery rhymes or made up songs. She wasn't
confident singing solos in church, but she could make the entire house resound with an original
tune. Ben sometimes listened to her secretly before she discovered he was home. He was
pleased that she was happy about being a mother. He was afraid she'd find it frustrating.

In November, Ben underwent two outpatient surgeries to implant an IOL or intra ocular lens
in each eye. He discarded his thick, magnifying glasses for sleeker ones. He still wore glasses,
but he was less dependent on them.

Chapter 39.

At Christmas time in 1987, Ben and Lisa traveled to Arizona again for Lloyd's wedding to
Carla Andrews in the Mesa temple near Phoenix. The wedding and open house were much
simpler than Lisa and Ben's. Their open house was in Carla's town home. Lloyd planned to
move in after the wedding. While Ben visited with his father and brothers, Carla visited
privately with Lisa after the open house.
“You have a beautiful baby,” Carla admired as Mark slept in his portable crib.
“Thank you, I think he's handsome too,” said Lisa whispering, stroking her baby's hair.
“His hair will be blond like yours.”
“I was hoping he'd be dark like his father.”
“You'll have another child with dark hair,” Carla predicted. She guided Lisa into her own
room and began letting down her formal hairdo. “When will Ben be through school?” she
asked, looking at Lisa through her mirror.
“He's planning to graduate in about a year and a half.”
“And then go to law school?”
“Yes, becoming a lawyer’s important to him. He even talks about getting involved in
politics some day.”
Carla turned and looked directly at Lisa, “Ambitious goals. I hope I won't discourage you
by saying this, but Lloyd sometimes mentions his concerns about Ben's sight.”
“What do you mean?”
“He's kind of vague. Maybe he's just a worried parent.”
“Carla, be more specific. Ben's never given me any reason to be concerned.”
“Then I wouldn't be. Ben's a miracle child, isn't he?”
“I think so. Are you planning to have children, Carla?” Lisa hadn't planned to ask her new
mother-in-law so directly, but she was always curious about people's plans, and her enthusiasm
about her new son was infectious.
“I'm already forty-one, Lisa.”

“I know, but for most women that's not too old to have a baby, if you really want one.”
“I've always wanted to have children, but I never found anyone to marry. I considered having a
baby out-of-wedlock, but I decided against it.”
“I wouldn't do it unless you want to, Carla, but I'd love having another brother or sister-in-law.”
“You mean a step brother or sister-in-law.”
“Half, not step, Carla. I hope you consider yourself part of the family.”
“Thank you.”
“Ben's taking me to Carlsbad Caverns on the way home.”
“Isn't that out of your way?”
“I've always wanted to see them.”
“Oh. Lisa, how do you see things? You always say, 'I saw this, and I saw that.'”
“Ben's good at describing things. And I see what I can through my other senses.”
“Of course. I don't know how to say this, but I was shocked when I first met you. Lloyd didn't
give me any warning. I don't know why I expected to be told in advance.” Carla placed her
gloved hands on Lisa's shoulders.
“I understand. I could see once myself.”
“It took me awhile to deal with how shocked I was.”
“Didn't know if you wanted a step-daughter-in-law who's blind?”
“It's quite okay with me, Lisa. I'm glad to know you.” Carla squeezed Lisa's forearms.
“I appreciate knowing that.”
“I just haven't known what to say. I hope I haven't offended you.”
“You haven't done that. You can say that I'm blind, Carla. I am, after all. And don't worry
about being 'politically correct' with terms like visually impaired or challenged.”
Carla laughed a bit nervously. “I'm relieved to hear you're so relaxed about it. I haven't known
what to say.”
“Just treat me like you would anyone, Carla.”
“I have such a hard time doing that. I'm sorry.”
“You don't need to apologize. Just be yourself. Can I write you?”
“Can you do that?”
“Of course. I use a computer.”

“Please do. I hope we'll be good friends. I want you to be like a daughter to me.”
“I am your daughter.”
“Thank you, Lisa.” Carla hugged her new 'daughter'.

After she returned home, Lisa wrote Carla, her new mother-in-law.
“Dear Carla,”
“The caverns were labyrinthine, just as I always thought. I finally know the difference between a
stalactite and a stalagmite. Ben said the rocks were frozen ooze, dripping in cascades. I can just
imagine it. I told you he's good.”
“Mark is so big I have to carry him in a backpack. I didn't think he'd get so heavy so quickly.
He still has gorgeous blue eyes.”
“I learned how to compose music this spring. I'm not that great, but my friend Katella
encourages me. She even programmed her synthesizer with my music, and we gave Ben a
concert. I don't know if he really liked it, but he seemed to. She also lent me her compact disks
and player.”

Lisa received a letter from Carla which Ben read to her.
“Dear Lisa,”
“Thank you for your letter. I'm very touched that you wrote me. Lloyd and I went to San
Francisco for our honeymoon. He wanted to visit some architects he knew long ago who live
there. They're retired now. He said he'd like to build us a home, but our town home is ample for
us. I want him to take it easy with his heart the way it is.”
“People tell me Lloyd is stern and straight-laced. I don't believe it. He indulges me nearly every
moment. I've never been happier. If I would have known that marriage is so good, I wouldn't
have been afraid of it for so many years.”
“I still teach secondary school art and interior design. All of my classes are electives, which I
appreciate. My students seem eager to learn. I've encouraged Lloyd to take up a hobby he had
as a teenager: architectural painting. After our trip to San Francisco, he obtained an easel,
canvas and paint and has produced several charming works.”

“Lloyd showed me some photographs of Jessica. She's far more beautiful than I imagined.
I sometimes wonder why Lloyd married me. He assures me that I'm beautiful too. I'm learning
that everyone is, in their own way. Lloyd seems able to see that. I love that about him.”
“Please write me whenever you can.”
“Love,”
“Carla Richards.”

Chapter 40.

In May 1988, Ron Peterson successfully defended his thesis and graduated with his master's
degree in biology. He had abandoned the idea of specializing in bioengineering, a field dealing
with artificially enhancing life, to favor genetics, which he considered a more natural approach.
He set an ambitious goal to correct genetically inherited defects of children before or after birth
and even in adults. He also wanted to alter germ cells, so people could bear children without
passing the problem on. “Advances in medicine need a breakthrough to include inheritable
diseases,” he often said.
“Katella, I'm so sad to see you go,” Lisa cried the day Ron and Katella left for San Francisco.
“We'll keep in touch. Promise that you'll always write me,” Katella touched both of Lisa's hands
through the car window.
“I will. If the letters stop coming, please come see me. My computer might be broken.”
“Make sure Ben takes care of you.”
“I hope he remembers my birthday this year.”
“You remind him, Lisa. Husbands need to be reminded.” She released Lisa's hands and waved
good-bye. Ben returned her wave. Minnie barked as Katella and Ron pulled out of their
driveway.

Lisa wondered if she and Katella would ever see each other again.

Lisa wrote Katella soon after she moved.
“Dear Katella,”
“You won't believe this. I'm expecting again--nausea and everything. I remember now why I
said I didn't want to do this again. Even though Mark would love a younger brother, I hope I
have a girl this time. My step mother-in-law, Carla is expecting also. It sounds too fantastic to
be true. She's forty-two years old, having her first child. She had an amniocentesis done, and
her baby doesn't have Down's syndrome. She's relieved about that and is much happier now
about being pregnant. She also learned that she's having a girl. Just think, Ben's little sister.”

With Katella gone, Lisa's life changed. She and her friend had been chummy at church which set
them apart from the other women, even from some who would have wanted to know them better.
Everyone knew her, and she knew practically everyone because of her job, but knowing people
wasn't the same as being friends. Having a friend wasn't like having a best friend.
Cindy Carter was assigned to be Lisa's visiting teaching companion. Cindy was a good friend,
not a best friend, but she was very nice to Lisa. Every month they visited three or four ladies in
the ward. After repeated visits, the women they visited opened up, but they weren't best friends
either.
Lisa gained weight more quickly during her second pregnancy than her first. Ben teased her,
“Cute, Lisa. You're going to have twins like your mother.” Lisa didn’t appreciate having Ben
after her about her size. She wasn't as active as she was when Katella lived nearby.
Cindy invited Lisa to attend an aerobics class she taught at the church house. Lisa enjoyed
aerobic dancing, but she found the class discouraging. She was uncomfortable about her bulk
and self-conscious about exercising in front of others when she didn't know what the class was
doing. Cindy's verbal descriptions of her actions were less than complete. In frustration, she
stopped going.

For Mark’s first birthday, Tara and Lisa planned a party for him. It was a small party. Tara,
Cindy and a few friends from church attended. Ben was at school. Mark wasn't much at
opening gifts. He liked putting the wrapped items in his mouth. He managed to tear some of the
wrapping paper. Lisa smiled. She usually tried to keep him from ripping things.
Tara's gift was a set of storybooks, each with an accompanying tape of a person telling the story.
A train whistle or other cue signaled when to turn the page. Everyone thought the gift was great
and started discussing the importance of reading books to their children.
Lisa disappeared into the kitchen to serve the ice cream and cake. Tara came in to assist her.
Tara saw from the expression on Lisa's face that she was feeling sore. “Lisa, cheer up,” she said.
Lisa, near tears, escaped to the bathroom. She felt the bulk around her middle and dumped her
ice cream and cake in the toilet.

Lisa loved reading, especially children's literature. She'd saved many story books from her
childhood. She wanted her children to enjoy them too. Mark would soon be old enough to
demand a bed-time story every night. She could tell him stories easily, but she wanted to read
him stories too--stories with lots of pictures.
She could read the words with an Optacon, but not at a comfortable story telling speed. The
Optacon was bulky. She couldn't use it when she read to Mark. It got in the way. So Lisa had
brailled a couple of her favorite children's story books and made a book for herself that matched
the printed book page for page. The thought of going to all that work with other books seemed
an insurmountable task.

She sat on the covered toilet seat and leaned her hand on her chin. She didn't cry. She'd already
been through the tough part. She'd thought through the problem and even had a solution. It just
wasn't an easy one. Her mother was trying so hard to be understanding. She just didn't know
how much she wanted to read Mark stories herself. Maybe she shouldn't care, but reading
bedtime stories predominated in her childhood fantasies about being a parent. Ben didn't see the
situation as a problem. He once said, “Let Mark read the books himself,” offering no sympathy.
Lisa washed her hands and fumbled for her lipstick. “Then you read to him, Ben,” she had said.
“I do. When I get the chance. I don't have much time for that.” Ben had trouble keeping up
with his own reading. Why should she expect sympathy from Ben anyway? He'd never given
her any. Why should that change now? Lisa touched the smooth surface of the mirror,
contemplating her vanished past.
About to wallow in self-pity, Lisa saw a flaw in her thinking. She was trying to do everything
herself again, without help. She resolved to talk to Ben again.
She combed her hair, preparing her return to the party. How would she accept her mother's gift?
Then it clicked. Her mother understood after all. If she wanted to braille the books she'd just
received, she could. She had a Braille embosser. The job would be much easier with a tape than
using the Optacon. Her spirits lifted; she returned to the living room.

Sunday evening, November second, Ben and Lisa were at the Hansens', visiting.

“Excuse me, Lisa, Tara, Jeff. I need to go home. I'll be back to pick you up, Lisa.”
“Do you have an assignment due tomorrow?” asked Lisa.
“I do. A teacher of mine named Lisa Richards wants me to get a book done.”
“Ben, will you do it? It's so much easier for you than it is for me.”
“Visit with your parents. I'll be back in three hours.”
Ben drove home, hoping three hours would be long enough to finish the project. After the
birthday party, Lisa had shown him the storybooks she'd brailled with her Optacon. Seeing the
work it required from her when he was hardly willing to read his son a bed-time story made him
feel guilty.
He entered the living room and switched on a light. The nearly bare walls sported a large framed
photograph of Lisa in her wedding gown. It reminded him of a queen. She was photographed in
a pose that made it impossible, even for an expert, to tell she was blind, yet the color of her eyes
was still visible.

Ben booted Lisa's computer. He went in the nursery where there was a stack of storybooks Lisa
wanted brailled. He pulled one off the top: Walt Disney's Bambi. He leafed through the pages,
“Cute story,” he thought. “I must have missed things like this when I was a child.”
He typed in the first page of Bambi and printed it on the Braille embosser. He looked over the
hard copy. The program translated the output to standard grade two Braille, condensing the
amount of space required to print it. The first page of Bambi left ample spare room on the page.
Ben had an idea. He ought to include a description of what was in the picture, so Lisa would
know what Mark was looking at. He added a section he labeled “Ben’s notes”, so Lisa would
know it was his commentary.
He typed rapidly through page after page, hoping to finish in the time allotted. When the three
hours were up, he had a thick stack of papers, Lisa's version of Bambi. He put them with his
school books so he could get them bound the next day. He rushed to the Hansens' to pick up
Lisa and Mark.

The next day at school Ben took his copy of Bambi to the copy center to get it bound. He wanted
to surprise Lisa with the completed volume. Afterwards he went to the book store and looked

around. A children's pop up book of Cinderella caught his eye. Lisa loved telling fairy tales and
not just to Mark. Lisa couldn't read the pop up book, but with orientation, she could tell what
was on each page. Ben decided to give Lisa two surprises.
Lisa practically cried when Ben presented her with the Braille version of Bambi. It had recently
become popular again. She could hardly wait to read it to Mark. Ben said, “Lisa, read Mark the
story. I'll work on my homework. After you put Mark to bed, I want to read you a story
myself.”
“Okay.”
Ben pretended to work on his homework, but his eyes kept wandering to Lisa and Mark. Mark
couldn't talk yet, but he was interested and made lots of sounds, mimicking the sounds of the
animals in the story, at least what he thought they said. Ben didn't think Mark would even
appreciate the story, but he did. He watched his mother and put his hands on her book, trying to
read it himself.
After Lisa had Mark settled in his crib, she returned to the living room. Ben caught her and
hugged her. “Lisa, thanks for being patient with me. I'm afraid I don't understand you the way I
should sometimes. I understand now why you want to read stories to our son yourself.”
“Thanks for doing the book the way you did, Ben. Mark will be talking soon. I'll want to ask
him about the pictures. That was very thoughtful of you.”
“I have another book for you, Lisa.” Ben presented the pop-up book. He sat down beside his
wife, put his arm around her, and read her the story, showing her how to pull the levers in the
book. When he finished, he said, “Are you going to read this book to Mark?”
“How?”
“With your fingers, the way you always do.”
“Huh?”
“Tell the story from the pictures. Put your creativity into it. Have you ever told Rumpelstiltskin
the same way twice?”
“I've never let Rumpelstiltskin get the baby.”
“Of course not, but you have your variations. They're interesting and fun, like those little songs
you sing for Mark and make up as you go along.”
“Ben!”

“Lisa, you're so natural and uninhibited when you don't know I'm listening. I wish you'd sing
songs like that for me.”
“Ben, I probably would, but . . ..”
“Lisa, don't be shy. I love it when you sing.”

That evening as Lisa undressed, Ben watched her from the bed. Instead of being shy about
her pregnant self as she generally was, she seemed to be floating. Singing in her lovely soprano
voice, she approached him. She sang, “What do you think, Ben, of our little family?”
“I think it's great,” he said.
She continued singing, “I love the books and songs and everything we do.”
“I love you too,” he said.
She wrapped him in the belt of her robe. “Ben, can I keep you, now and forever? Can we
always sing together?” She spoke quietly, “Sing with me, Ben.”
“What should I sing?” he whispered.
“What I just sang.”
She repeated the tune and words. “Ben, can I keep you, now and forever? Can we always
sing together?”
“Okay, I've got it. I'll sing 'Lisa' and you sing 'Ben',” he said.
They both jumped on the bed singing, “Ben (Lisa), can I keep you, now and forever. Can
we always sing together?”

Chapter 41.

For Christmas of 1988, Ben and Lisa stayed in Boulder, spending much of their time at
Lisa’s parents’. Lisa was in her seventh month of pregnancy and didn't feel like traveling. She
visited Ben's grandmother who was becoming more and more feeble and wasn't as fun to talk to
anymore. But Margaret Elsworth still had a good attitude about life. Ben said, “She should
have stayed in her home.” Lisa agreed partially, but she knew it was age. Few people survived
their nineties, if they made it that far.

On February fourteenth their baby was born. To her great joy, Lisa delivered a girl. She
named her Jessica, in honor of Ben's mother. Afterwards she wrote Jessica's parents, whom she
hardly knew, a special letter to announce their great-grand daughter's arrival.
“Dear Homer and Isabel Dodds,”
“I hardly know you. I'm afraid I was too caught up in my grief at Jessica's funeral to get to
know many people. I wish I could tell you how precious Jessica was and is to me. I doubt
anyone could have a greater mother-in-law. She was gracious and kind to everyone. She willed
me her clothes, and Lloyd willingly let me have them. I feel privileged to wear them. Her taste
in clothing is much more timeless than mine.”
“On Valentine's Day I gave birth to a girl and named her Jessica in honor of your daughter.
I hope she'll grow up to honor the person whose name she bears. I'll do my best to teach her.
My love to you.”
“Love, Lisa Richards.”

On Saturday, June second, Grandmother Elsworth died.

Lisa

visited her shortly

beforehand. The ninety-four year-old woman wasn't coherent; Lisa couldn't communicate with
her. Margaret's gradual decline had been difficult for her family. When she passed away, they
were relieved that she would receive her rest. She had many descendants. Being a generous
individual, she wanted to give something to everyone. Her elaborate will was laden with

special bequests.

Each grandchild received one thousand dollars.

Each great-grandchild

received one hundred dollars. She divided the rest equally among her children. Lisa and Ben's
family portion of the estate amounted to twelve hundred dollars, a generous amount to receive
from a grandparent.
True to her word, Margaret willed Ben the Italian marble statues, which were worth more
than the cash amount he received, though it wasn't likely that they could sell them. Ben enjoyed
the statues, but there were other possessions of his grandmother's that he would have liked
better. “Maybe I should have asked her for something else,” he thought to himself, “but it's too
late for that now.” Not wanting to pay for their storage cost, Ben and Lisa moved the statues to
their back yard.

Lisa spent much of the summer playing in the back yard with the children and Minnie.
Mark's first word was 'dada'. He walked around pointing to things, saying “What dat?” He
would take Lisa's hand to show her something or give her the object in question.
Ben studied outside near Lisa and the children whenever possible. They planted a simple
garden and kept the place weeded, fertilized and watered. Ben did the mowing and trimming.
Their backyard wasn't a Better Homes and Gardens showpiece, but it reflected their tender
loving care.
In July, Ben announced that he'd been accepted at the J. Reuben Clark Law School at BYU
in Provo, Utah. Surprised, Lisa had hoped he'd be going to the University of Colorado law
school at home. Ben was pleased; he wanted more contact with his brother Mark. Mark
represented what Ben wanted for himself, and Ben knew he could help him in his career. He
reasoned with Lisa and explained his career ambitions.
“I don't want to leave my parents,” Lisa objected.
“Lisa, you left your parents when you moved to California.”
“That's when I realized how much I need them.”
“Aren't your brothers going to BYU this fall?”
“Maybe, but they don’t know for sure. They can go to school here in Boulder. I like it here.
Don't you?”
“Lisa, I wish you could see things the way I do. Are you afraid of going to Provo?”

Ben agreed to wait and see if any further letters of acceptance showed up in the mail, but he'd
already made up his mind. He spent hours on the phone talking to his brother about what he'd do
should he decide to go to BYU. Lisa overheard most of his conversations and knew what he was
up to.
Lisa dreaded the thought of moving. She'd miss her parents, but that wasn't her sole concern.
She thought of the effort she'd put into learning the streets of town. Starting over again was
scary. She'd miss her ward calling. Most of all, she feared she wouldn't find a working
relationship as flexible as working with Barbara Mann. The harmony and mutual benefit Jessica
once envisioned between Barbara and Lisa had finally come to pass. Barbara was still as
unrelenting as ever, but she had great respect for Lisa and saw her as a genuine asset. But then
again, she had never changed her mind about letting her work in her booth.
Lisa tried to see things from Ben's point of view. None of Ben's family lived nearby anymore.
The Richards' old home under new ownership was falling into disrepair. That was likely nerve
racking to Ben. Perhaps Ben wanted to move on. But did it have to be Provo?
After pondering, she prayed. If God would be willing to watch over her in Provo, she could find
peace there. She received no specific answer except one: God would love her no matter where
she lived. From this she reasoned: if he loved her, he would guide her. She would find work
she enjoyed somehow. She would find her way through the streets. She could find peace and
satisfaction in her life She wanted to become one flesh with Ben, and she realized how
important this was to him. She made her decision.

Lisa prepared a special meal for Ben to make her announcement, his favorite: T-bone steaks.
She went to the grocery store by herself and asked her grocery store assistant for them. Ben
didn't know she had them sequestered away. She arranged a baby-sitter for the evening to make
the occasion more private. She dusted and vacuumed the house and arranged everything as
neatly as she could.
Lisa had managed to shed nearly all the fat she'd gained during her second pregnancy. Excited
about regaining her youthful slenderness, she dressed in the finest dress she could find, a
slenderizing, sapphire dress with a sweetheart neckline and short puffed sleeves. She applied her

makeup artfully on her sun bronzed skin. She'd even quizzed Ben earlier to be sure he had no
tests or papers due the next day, even though it was Saturday.
The stage was set. Ben returned home, amazed at the sexy, Sapphire Princess waiting for him,
smiling at him. He'd forgotten how svelte she was. He smelled the steaks already sizzling on the
outside back deck and heard “The Rose,” a song both he and Lisa loved from their high school
years.
“Lisa, this is great! Where's Mark and Jessica?”
“They're at Cindy's.”
He walked through the narrow living room and kitchen, through the patio door at the back of the
house and onto the back deck. She had an outdoor charcoal broiler set up. The coals were white
with heat. “Did you start this yourself, Lisa?”
“Yes.”
“What's the occasion? The nineteenth of July? Is this some kind of early Pioneer day or late
Fourth?”
“It's our special day, Ben.”
“What do you mean? Did we get engaged on this day?”
“Silly, Ben. We got engaged on the ninth of August.”
“You remember things like that?”
“Of course, you took me to the Garden of the Gods, and now we're together forever.”
“So what's the occasion?”
“Today we take a chance on our dreams. We're not afraid of dying. We're not afraid to live.”
She repeated the words of the song playing in the background.
“I'm not sure I know what you mean.”
“We decide to move on this day.”
“Are you serious? To Provo?” She nodded. Ben let out a whoop. “What got you to decide
this?”
“I think you had an influence.”
“Wow, Lisa. Mark's got a place already figured out where we can stay for cheap. It's a
great place, close to the school.”
“Somewhere east of campus?”

Ben took a breath. “How did you know?”
“Ben, I can hear.”
“Oh,” Ben laughed. “Of course you can. I guess you know all of our plans. All I need to
do is register then.”
“Do it soon and quickly, or I'll change my mind.”
“Lisa, I'm glad you're seeing things the way I do. I do feel badly that you'll need to leave
your parents, but you've proven you can do that.”
“Ben. I want to be with you, and I want you to be happy.” She hugged him.
“Lisa, I love you. I've been so caught up about graduating this summer. It's been very
difficult for me to finish school this quickly.”
“You've worked very hard, Ben, all summer long. You're like an ant.”
Ben smiled, remembering something.
“You accepted my challenge to graduate in three years, and you did it.” She kissed him.
He kissed her in return. So his sweating and slaving must have been worth it to her, even
though it often took his time away from her. Ben appreciated Lisa's willingness to accept
changes in her life.

Chapter 42.

Ben and Lisa packed their things in Jessica's Cadillac, rented a small U-haul trailer and
loaded it up also. Ward members helped them move. They loaded the heavy marble statues.
They loaded Uncle Mark's gym equipment and decided to not ask him if he wanted it back. He
might say yes. They discarded most of their furniture; it was already falling apart.

Organizing their possessions in their small Provo home, Lisa fought waves of homesickness.
Finding things was a constant chore. “I wonder if I'll ever be happy here,” she wondered.
“What can I do when everyone around me is so talented, so knowledgeable, so educated and so
spiritual?” Her hands sunk to her slender hips. “I'm still a model,” she thought. “Even though
I'm blind now I can still be beautiful.”

Shortly after their move, a lady in their ward called and asked to interview Lisa for the ward
newsletter.
“I avoid publicity,” said Lisa, trying to say no, without saying “no”.
“Why? You were a model. You wanted to be an actress. Actresses thrive on publicity.”
“I don't want people making a big deal about my blindness.”
“Maybe you could say something that would help someone. I'm sure people look to you for
inspiration in facing their challenges.”
“That's just the problem. I really haven't handled my challenges very well. I'm not a good
role model.”
“Lisa, I don't believe you. You have a husband and two fine children. People will want to
know how you did it.”
“I did it the ordinary way.”
The woman chuckled, “Lisa, can I please interview you?”
“I guess,” Lisa relented.

On the evening of her first swim in Provo, Lisa was apprehensive. The physical education
building, the Richards Building, was clear across campus on the west side of the university.
“The Richards Building--interesting name,” she thought. “I should consider it mine.”
She called the women's locker room to ask about her guide dog. No one was sure what to do.
Finally, a lady replied that her dog could stay on deck if she remained still. Minnie was
specifically trained to sit still for long periods and guard her, so Lisa didn't think she'd be a
problem.

Rachel and Susan, Ben's oldest nieces, walked straight down the mountain from their large home
in the foot hills, discussing how they'd divide a dog and two children between them. After
reaching an agreement, they rang Lisa's doorbell. Lisa had the children ready. Rachel carried
seven month-old Jessica and the diaper bag. Susan took Mark. Lisa had Minnie and a backpack.
“Do you have a bathing suit in there?” asked Susan.
“Of course. I always wear a bathing suit when I swim,” Lisa smiled.
“You won't need it,” said Susan. “At BYU, they have their own bathing suits.”
“Really? Like uniforms?”
“Worse,” said Rachel, “they're black and ugly, and they fit you really tight until you get in the
water, and then they're loose.”
“Oh. If that's what they do, I'll just have to go along,” Lisa said nonchalantly.
They passed the law school building on the east side of campus. “That's where our dad works.”
Rachel pointed.
“Where?”
Embarrassed, Rachel explained, “In a big white building. It looks kind of like the Temple.”
“It must be very nice,” said Lisa.
They continued. The girls described and named other buildings they passed. They descended
the long flight of steps to the Richards building and escorted Lisa to the women's locker room.
Lisa checked out a regulation suit and towels with her spouse card. The attendant asked about
her dog.
“I've already made arrangements,” Lisa stated.
“We'll take her,” said Rachel.

“No you won't,” said Lisa. “Minnie's staying with me.”
Intensely let down, Ben's nieces swallowed their disappointment. Lisa was just about to ask
them for a tour of the locker room when they offered one. The girls took Lisa through row after
long row of lockers and showed her the showers. Lisa was glad she had Minnie. “Even a
sighted person could get lost here,” she thought.
Susan pointed, “Lisa, here's where you comb your hair and put on your makeup.” She put Lisa's
hand on the low table and bench and pointed out where the electrical outlets were. Lisa touched
the mirror and smiled pensively. Her nieces weren't sure how to read her expression.
“Lisa,” asked Rachel cautiously, but boldly, “how do you feel about not being able to see?”
Lisa hesitated. How could she answer that question for two young nieces who obviously looked
up to her and admired her? If she had any doubts over being a role model, it was too late. She
already was one.
She didn't want to let them down, but she didn't want to mislead them either. How could they
possibly know how difficult it was? Yet there were unique rewards other people never received.
She would never wish blindness on herself, but now that she'd experienced it, she felt okay about
it.
She decided to talk about it, even though she wanted to jump right in the pool. If these girls were
to be a major influence on her children, they ought to understand some things. She seated herself
on the bench with her back to the mirror. Minnie sat by her feet, and Rachel and Susan sat on
either side of her, each with one of her children.
“It's been very, very hard,” Lisa began. “Sometimes I feel sad. I used to feel sorry for myself,
and I still do sometimes because there are things I'd like to do that I can't, like looking in the
mirror. I keep wondering what I look like. I've thought about how unfair it is, and I've
wondered if I did something to deserve it. But I can be very happy too, like anyone can. It's
something that happened to me, and I can't go back and change it, so I just keep living with
things as they are. I'm glad I have friends and family like you to help me, because it would be
much harder if I didn't have support. I appreciate the things you do for me and my children and
for being my friends. And,” Lisa added, “I really enjoy the privilege of keeping Minnie with me.
She's a special friend.” Minnie grinned, showing her tongue and all of her teeth.

Lisa's feelings covered a vast range of emotions. Some she couldn't describe in words. She'd
felt horror, fear, grief, frustration, loneliness, anger, self-consciousness, discomfort,
embarrassment and despair. But there were other feelings too: the feeling that she could handle
it, the joy of having a guide dog at her feet, and the love she felt for and from her family. She
felt tough, resilient, persistent, determined and lucky. She was especially proud of staying in
shape against great odds.
She was honest with her nieces, and they appreciated it. If anything changed, they admired her
all the more. “Totally awesome! Like totally,” thought Rachel. “Lisa,” she said, “I'd hate not
being able to use a mirror. But you know, you're very pretty. I don't think you really need one.”
Lisa smiled, accepting their admiration, “thank you.”

Minnie guided Lisa into the slippery tiled pool complex sporting a deep diving pool, a larger
shallow pool and a twenty-five yard lap pool. Lisa felt for the side benches, preparing to put
Minnie on “tie down”. Suddenly Minnie lunged forward, leaving Lisa nonplused. She heard
Minnie's splash as she jumped, still in harness into the shallowest pool and started swimming.
Youngsters shrieked with delight, petting and teasing Minnie, then running off. Minnie bounded
and pounced on them in friendly but rambunctious play, causing them to scream with terror and
mirth. Following the screams, Lisa crossed the deck and lowered herself into the three and a half
feet of warm water. She commanded her dog to swim to her, but Minnie, distracted by the
children, would not come. Lisa listened to the ruckus, feeling helpless, calling repeatedly to
Minnie who ignored her like a disobedient child. The lifeguard intervened and ordered the
children to be silent and get out of the pool. One by one they hoisted themselves out of the
water. Embarrassed, aware of the many young eyes fixed upon her, Lisa managed to attract
Minnie and pull her water-soaked dog onto the deck. Wringing out her fur, Lisa started crying
quietly in relief and frustration. “I should have left Minnie with Susan and Rachel,” she rued to
herself. She returned to the locker room and waited until her nieces arrived.

Some time after their arrival in Provo, Lisa wrote:
“Dear Katella,”

Please forgive me for not writing sooner. I can't give myself a good excuse, except that I’ve
been very busy. I hope everything is going well for you and Ron. I'm very happy. Ben
graduated with honors last August from the University of Colorado in English. He's now
attending law school at BYU. I know: you never thought we'd end up here. We're here, and it's
not that bad. My picture and story seem to be in every newspaper lately. Ben's making a
scrapbook for me. It reminds me of all the hoopla in California, but I feel better about it this
time. And the pictures are better too.
I miss my family a lot. Happily, David and Jonathan called yesterday to say they're planning to
attend BYU winter semester. I thought they should stay home for a while, but they wanted to
come here. They said we can be triplets again.
I miss my ward calling in Colorado. Now I teach nursery. Can you believe that, Katella? I have
trouble enough with my own children, and they ask me to do that!
I wish I had the equipment you described to me once. When Ben starts his law practice, we can
probably get some new computer equipment. It would be handy in a law office as well.
I still miss you. There's no one here I can call my best friend, a girl friend I mean. You'll have
to be my best friend for life. I'm just sorry I haven't written more letters. It's hard to keep in
touch.
Love, Lisa.”

Lisa's life wasn't as smooth as her letter implied. Except for the company of her in-laws, she was
very lonely. And she had no means of making her own money. She and Ben relied solely on his
trust account. One day she insisted that Ben tell her the details of their finances. They originally
planned to live off of only the interest, but regular expenses were too great. They were dipping
into the principal.
Ben took her to the bank that handled their account. Lisa was surprised by how much they'd
spent the last three years. Ben assured her that the money would last another three years, but she
was skeptical. If it was half gone in less than three years, the second half would disappear
sooner than the first.

One night Ben caught Lisa sliding her fingers along the vanity mirror.

“You have nice fingerprints,” he said quietly.
She turned quickly. “I didn't know you were watching.”
“You do that a lot.”
“I'm sorry.”
“It's okay.”
“Ben,” she said, changing the subject. “You need to get a job. It's obvious that your trust fund
will be more than dry by the time you graduate. What will you start your law practice with?”
“We have half of it left.”
“Ben, think. We have two children now. I don't have a job. Tuition is more. Medical insurance
is more. The account isn't earning as much interest. And your mother's car is going to die some
day. I'm concerned.”
Lisa's words echoed some of Ben's concerns, things he didn't want to admit. With a bachelor's
degree in English and his previous work record, his chances of getting a decent job in Provo
were practically nil.
“Do you want me to work for minimum wage, Lisa? I won't have as much time for my studies.
Law school’s pretty intense.” Ben was concerned. After years of effort, reading was still
difficult for him. His studies required a lot of reading. He didn't want to use his childhood
blindness as an excuse for failure, but it added to his challenges.
Lisa's response broke through his thoughts. “I don't know, Ben. I want you to finish school.
How can we save money?” There was little they could do that they weren't already doing. They
could cut their car usage. Jessica's car wasn't built for economy. But Lisa didn't want to cut out
their regular back packing hikes in the mountains. She was also afraid that if Ben got a job, she
and the children would have less time with him, and Ben wouldn't be available when she needed
him.

Lisa expressed her concerns to Debbie Winters, a single mother with two teenagers who worked
with her in the nursery.
“I don't know what to tell you, Lisa,” Debbie responded.
“You don't need to solve my problems. I'm just happy you're willing to listen.”
“Why don't you come over to my place tonight?” Debbie invited. “We'll talk some more.”

Lisa arranged for Rachel to look after her children that night. Once Debbie talked to Lisa
privately, she was frank and open. She'd been around the world several times. Her ex-husband
was from Hong Kong. She was born in Korea but was adopted and raised in the United States.
Debbie had written books for other people as a ghost writer. She planned to write a book with
her own name and subject matter. In addition to books, she'd written numerous articles in
magazines, newsletters and newspapers. She attended local events: lectures, forums, seminars,
and symposiums to collect information on local topics of interest to gather information for her
articles.
Lisa listened to her, fascinated. The evening blossomed into a lasting friendship.
After several weeks of working together, Lisa remarked, “Debbie, I love writing more than I
expected. I should go to some of the lectures. People seem to forget I can hear.”
“Next week there's a lecture at the hospital on depression. I'm doing an article on that. I
don't think I can make it, but if you go and tape it, I can cover more territory. What do you
think?”
“I'd love to get involved.”

Chapter 43.

For Christmas 1989, Ben and Lisa decided to meet Ben's baby half sister in Arizona. They also
wanted to introduce their daughter, Jessica to her grandfather.
It was snowing and blowing when they left Provo. Ben was anxious to get to Phoenix before too
late at night. Lisa struggled with the children who were both suffering from colds. Ben strove to
keep the car on the snow-covered freeway.

Between Beaver and Cedar City, Utah, the car lost traction with the road and fish tailed wildly
along the freeway for several dozen yards. Lisa, who was leaning over the back seat, dealing
with the children, was flung back and forth wildly. The children screamed. Ben fought panic
and attempted to regain control. He kept his foot on the accelerator and resisted the urge to
brake. The back wheels swung to the right, then in front of them, rotating the car one hundred
and eighty degrees. They veered off the road and landed in the snowy dividing area between the
opposing lanes of traffic.
Ben tried to get the car on the road, but it was too deep in the gully. “It has to be towed,” Ben
groaned. Ben slammed his fists against the steering wheel, then got out of the car. He retrieved
granola bars from their three-day pack in the trunk. He handed one to his wife and boy and ate
one himself. He looked up and down the foggy freeway. No buildings in sight. He got back in
the car.
“Ben, what are we going to do? Is the car okay?” asked Lisa.
“I think so.”
“Look at it, okay?” she insisted.
Ben inspected the car. “It doesn't look damaged,” he reported.
“Thank goodness. What are we going to do?”
“Be patient, Lisa. Someone will come along.”
Several cars drove by without stopping. Several minutes passed in silence. Lisa handed the
baby to Ben and got out of the car. She called Minnie, zipped up her coat and started walking
along the road against the direction of traffic.

“What do you think you're doing, Lisa?” demanded Ben.
“I'm presenting a situation that a tender hearted motorist couldn't pass up.”
“Lisa, you're crazy. Get back here!” Ben yelled hoarsely. He wished he could command Minnie
and have her obey him.
Lisa continued, thinking “A damsel in distress will get picked up much more quickly than a man
and a woman together.” She'd had trouble on the road before, with and without dates, and knew
the odds. She invariably got help easier and faster when she was alone. If she remained with
Ben, the wait could be long. She decided her actions were worth the risk. It was very cold.
Ben watched her disappear into the winter fog. He considered grabbing the children and running
after her, but the children weren't dressed properly for the cold. He wasn't sure he could overtake
her. He sometimes had difficulty keeping up with Lisa when she walked with Minnie.
Not long after, a motorist stopped next to Lisa. Lisa 'looked' back, hoping her gesture would be
visible to Ben. The motorist agreed to drive her a few miles to the nearest gas station where she
could enlist a tow truck. When she got in his pickup, she told the driver that her husband and
family were in the car ahead. “Can you fit everyone in? How big is your car?” she asked.
“This is a pickup, ma'am! Hey, is that a seeing eye dog?”
“Will you stop at the car and let my husband and children in your pickup?”
“Down there?” The motorist could barely see Ben's dim lights. “I guess so.”
Lisa knew he'd rather drive just her. “Too bad,” she thought.
Ben watched the pickup come in view, moving slowly because of the fog and slippery road. He
spotted Lisa in the pickup and nearly fainted. “He could have driven off with Lisa. I couldn't
have stopped him,” thought Ben in panic.
Ben bundled the children in blankets and loaded them in the back of the pickup. It wasn't any
warmer there than outside, but he didn't have much of a choice. He wasn't going to let Lisa get
the tow truck alone. Over an hour later, with their car towed in and thawed out, they continued
on their way to Phoenix.
After they had the children settled and quiet, Ben said, “Lisa, it's time for a talk about the risks
you take.”
Lisa was quiet. She was afraid he'd be upset.

Ben continued, “I keep putting off this discussion because I don't want you to feel inhibited.
That would make me very unhappy. I want you to have all the freedom you can possibly handle.
But, Lisa please, there's one thing you should never forget: you are BLIND.”
“Ben, do you think I don't know?” Her voice broke. Ben had never been so harsh.
“Lisa, you get caught up in your own little world. Everyone is nice to you. The big wide world
isn't like that. You might think L.A. is the only place with crime, but you of all people ought to
know better. What was that article you wrote and showed me? 'Crime Increasing on the
Wasatch Front'? Pregnant women are getting murdered right in front of their children; little girls
are being raped and killed; grandmothers are being attacked brutally by their neighbors in their
own homes. I don't want you injured any more than you already are. I don't want to lose you,
Lisa.”
Lisa was sobbing.
“Lisa, I know it hurts you when you cry. Do you have your drops?” Ben was determined to
continue, even knowing that Lisa would be hurt.
“Yes, in my purse.”
“Get them out.”
She did so and lubricated her dry, scratchy eyes.
Satisfied that he wouldn't have a medical emergency on his hands, Ben continued. “Lisa, I don't
want you alarmed more than what's good for you, but you don't have any defenses, babe. What
are you going to do if you get mugged? Run away? What if Minnie gets kidnaped? She might
even get tortured. If you get killed, how will your children feel? Lisa, we only have one mother
in life, and when she's gone, there just isn't a replacement.” Ben's voice broke. Lisa knew he
was thinking of Jessica.
“Sometimes I wish you had a dog trained to kill on command, but I'm afraid you wouldn't have it
in you to kill. You're too nice. Minnie is loyal, sweet-tempered and gentle. She's a golden
retriever, Lisa; she's not a killer.”
“Ben.”
“I haven’t finished, Lisa. I've been wondering what I should teach you about self-defense.”
“I keep a knife on my key ring.”

“Lisa, I don't want you carrying a weapon. It could be used against you.” Ben paused and
started thinking. What should Lisa do to protect herself? “Lisa, you think you can get around
with Minnie, but you might not even have her with you when you need her most. She could
already be dead. Have you considered blinding your attacker with your fingernails?”
“Ben, you know I could never . . .”
“That might sound abhorrent to you, but think about it. See if you have it in you to do it, if you
ever need to.
Lisa's sobs had subsided. She listened intently to Ben, wondering if she had it in her to do what
he suggested. It would require some mental preparation. It wasn't something she could practice.
Lisa believed her mother-in-law, Jessica, watched her from heaven, like a guardian angel. She
thought of the scripture about Jesus being tempted by Satan after fasting in the desert. He
refused to tempt the angels for his protection. That made sense.
“Ben,” she said calmly.
“Yes,” he returned in his usual gentle tone.
“I'm going to be more responsible about my safety.”
“And take reasonable precautions?”
“Yes.”

Ben and Lisa arrived in Phoenix before midnight. Carla was a different woman, as if she was
totally reborn when she became a mother. She dashed around the house to make everyone
comfortable. She fed them even when they weren't hungry. She showed off her little daughter
Kathy every chance she could find.
Lloyd seemed happier too. He was still stern, but he was gentler. He enjoyed being a father all
over again. This time he was more indulgent than he was with his sons. Kathy was already
spoiled.
“Ben,” said Lloyd, late one evening when the other members of the household had retired.
“Congratulations on your daughter, Dad.”
“Congratulations on yours.”
They each smiled. “So Lisa named your daughter Jessica,” Lloyd remarked.

“After Mom. What do you think?”
“I think you have a wife who would be as dedicated as Ruth.”
“I've thought of that.”
“We all miss her, son, but life goes on. I'm happy again. I'm developing a new talent. Follow
me.” Lloyd directed his son to a small family room at the back of the town home. He opened a
cupboard and showed Ben several architectural sketches.
“These are great, Dad.”
“Carla wants to display them in her school show, but they don't have a category for over
seventy.”
“Is she still teaching?”
“She took a leave-of-absence when Kathy was born. From the way she is with her, I think
it'll be permanent. She's doing some artwork of her own. We might be able to do shows
together. Come up to our studio.” They walked upstairs to a roomy studio. The walls were
lined with colorful architectural paintings. “I did this wall. Carla did the paintings over there.”
“Has she been teaching you? Carla does masterful interiors. I love your landscapes.”
“You always did love plants, Ben. Do you have a garden?”
“Not much of one now.”
“I suggest you change that. Don't forget where man came from: the Garden of Eden. God
put man in the Garden for a purpose, son, to dress it, make it even more beautiful, cultivate it,
arrange things and apply a finish.”
“You've always insisted on a good finish, Dad.”
“Don't let things just happen. You're in charge: the master of your vineyard. Don't forget
that.”
“I’m nearly through law school.”
“That’s not quite what I meant.”
Ben felt his throat tightening. He had tried to stay on excellent terms with his father. He
was beginning to feel pressured again to be something he wasn’t. Lloyd didn’t like lawyers.
He slighted them whenever he could. And sometimes he talked as if Ben wasn’t cut out to be
one anyway. He enjoyed gardening but couldn’t see himself making a living at it.
“What should I do, Dad? Be a gardener?”

“I was speaking allegorically.”
“I know.” Ben’s eyes dropped. Finally he said, “I think Lisa needs me.”

Chapter 44.

The next summer, Ben got the opportunity to do a summer internship in Washington, D.C.
Lisa said she'd go with him to see the sights but flatly refused to stay with him the whole
summer.
“Why, Lisa? It won't be long. This is a chance for me to earn some money. And get some
experience in Washington.”
“I'm working on two major articles, and we're in the middle of a book. I can't leave right
now.”
“You can work on your writing in Washington.”
“I need to talk to Debbie every day.”
“Lisa, that's not the real reason.”
“No, it isn't, Ben.” Lisa didn't savor discussing the real reason. Most of Ben's family was
comfortable with Lisa, but not all.
Ben knew the real reason and couldn't blame Lisa. Nancy and Christine, the wives of his
two brothers in Washington, were snobs. Their attitude wasn't likely to change. At one time he
tried to make excuses for them, but it was more complicated than that. Most of the problem was
downright bitter jealousy. Lisa was gorgeous, and she got special attention from his mother that
they never received. Lisa had moved into their husbands' bedrooms; the will was rewritten
because of her; she had a beautiful, trained dog, and all of the grandchildren loved her.
Lisa was not only envied by them but pitied. Ben didn't want his wife subjected to snide
remarks about what she was and wasn't capable of. They'd either make her feel guilty for not
doing things she could technically do, but didn't feel comfortable doing, at least not in their
presence; or keep her from doing things she was able and willing to do but might be slower at
than they were.

To place Lisa in their domain would put everyone involved in an

uncomfortable position.
He finally said, “Lisa, I promised myself I'd never do this, but would it be okay if I went to
Washington alone? If you change your mind, you can still meet me there.”

“Ben, I wouldn't normally agree, but we need the money, and you need the experience. Go
ahead.”

Ben missed Lisa during the ten weeks in Washington, but the chance to be with his brothers and
their families helped make up for it. He showed them pictures of his family as they gathered
around the table after a Sunday meal.
“Your children are so cute!” said Nancy in a saccharine voice.
“Mark's blond like his mother, but Jessica's dark like you,” said Jason.
“They both have blue eyes,” said Ben.
“Like yours and Lisa's,” Clyde remarked.
Ben thought of saying something about Lisa’s eyes but decided not to. It wouldn't improve his
chances of getting his brother's wives to change their attitude about Lisa “I think Lisa's the
cutest person in the photograph,” he said instead.
“She's okay,” said Nancy.
“I think she looks strange,” said Christine. “Look at her eyes.”
“I don't see anything wrong with them,” Ben countered.
“I don't like the way they look. It doesn't look natural,” said Christine.
“She stares all the time,” said Nancy. “Or she blinks. It's creepy.”
“It's no use trying to argue,” thought Ben. “Maybe it's better that Lisa's in Provo.”
Throughout the summer, Lisa's writing ability improved. Debbie liked it more and more and
started sharing the money she made with Lisa. Debbie challenged Lisa to start doing interviews.
Lisa was frightened but excited. She blossomed under Debbie's confidence in her. She called
the BYU Handicapped Services for help getting embossed maps and a tutor to help her read
them.
Lisa showed Sandra Cramer, her tutor, her map of Boulder. “My husband made this as a child,”
she said proudly.
“Wow!”
“He was blind himself.”
“You didn't tell me your husband is blind too.”
“He was born blind, but he's been cured.”

Sandra laughed at how Lisa worded it. “How well can he see?”
“Well enough to read and drive.”
“My husband would love to talk to him. He's curious about people like that.” She was too but
didn’t admit it. She said to Lisa, “The psychological literature describes people who were blind
at birth and then receive their sight. They never get used to being able to see and never really
take advantage of it. The world seems ugly. They're disillusioned.”
“That's not Ben at all. He's proof that isn't always true.” Lisa responded. “Ben's quite okay, but
I had no idea the odds were stacked against him.” Lisa remembered Ben's struggle during their
courtship, engagement and early marriage.
“What is he like?” asked Sandra.
“Like any other married, male, law student on BYU campus--pretty normal, except he's my
buddy. We've known each other since high school.”
“You went to the same high school?”
“Yes.”
“Amazing. When did he receive his sight?”
“At thirteen.”
“That's nearly miraculous. He must be a genius. Do you have any idea how difficult that would
be?”
“No. Sandra, he's very normal. I'd never consider him a genius.”
“I think he is. This map is elaborate. It looks good too. Did you know that? My husband Doug
has collected a few tactile maps. He's even made a few himself. He doesn't have anything like
this.”
“Ben put hours and hours into it. His father insisted. If you knew his father you'd understand.
Ben’s in Washington, D.C. right now doing an internship.”
“And you're here by yourself? You're amazing too. Have you thought of going to college?”
“I went to modeling school and worked as a model when I got out of high school.”
“Oh?”
“ I did quite well.”
“Oh.”
“I could see then.”

“Oh, it's not that. It's just that girls dream about modeling, but you actually did it. Were you in
an accident?”
“I'm a crime victim.” Lisa explained how she lost her sight. Sandra listened spellbound.
“I had a teacher who said there are no victims in life,” Sandra responded. “I'd like to try him on
you. You not only lost your sight; you lost your livelihood.”
“I have my children and my writing now.” Lisa was coming to terms with her lost career. She
was even grateful that she no longer worked for Barbara Mann. She'd almost forgotten how dull
and repetitive taking orders had become compared to her new opportunity, which was catching
her interest and imagination.
“You should meet my husband Doug, Lisa. He's awesome. Come over to our apartment tonight.
I'll pick you up. Will seven be okay?”
“Sure.”
“I don't think you should be left out just because you're not a student. And bring your children.”

Doug Cramer was an organist and very talented. He showed Lisa the braille notation for music.
“Do you play, Lisa?”
“No. I did for a while as a child, but I quit.”
“That's okay, Lisa. Playing music isn't as natural as some people think. You can't read braille
music and play at the same time, at least not with both hands. You have to memorize. But don't
take me wrong. I wouldn't want to live without music.”
“How do you memorize music?”
“Practice helps. Relaxing helps me. Then I can hear the patterns and repetition. Maybe it's just
having to do it. If I could sight read, I'd depend on it. I'm not really conscious of how I do it. I
guess if I were, I could teach it, and I'd find myself out of a job,” he laughed.
“You said you can't read and play with both hands at the same time.”
“I know. You're curious. Let me give you a demonstration.” Doug sat at his synthesizer and
placed a sheet of music in front of him. “The right hand part is transcribed first, then the left
hand part.” He encouraged Lisa to put her hands on his, so she could see what he was doing. He
played the right hand part while reading it with his left. Then he played the left hand part while

reading it with his right. “Not really elegant, but it helps me get it in my head, so I can memorize
it.”
“So you still have to memorize?”
“There's no getting around that, except for things I make up as I go along or just play by ear.”
“Do that.”
“Okay.” Doug improvised for several minutes.
“I love it!” Lisa exclaimed.
“Like Francesco Landino,” he said with a flourish. “Improvisation is almost forgotten anymore,
but it's very important. Try it yourself sometime. Just play whatever sounds good and
experiment. It can be really fun.”
“Who did you say?”
“Fancesco Landino, a Florentine musician with a prodigious memory and skill in improvisation.
He also happened to be blind.”
“Oh. Ben doesn't play a musical instrument either. I think he regrets that sometimes.”
“What is your husband studying?”
“Law.”
“That's a good field. You encourage him to do what he enjoys. It doesn't really matter what you
do as long as you enjoy it.”
Doug asked Lisa more about Ben. She also told him how she lost her sight.
“I hope you don’t think I’m nosey,” said Doug, but do you feel the shooting was totally out-ofthe blue or was it set up some how?”
“I think the man followed me for a time. I had no idea he had a gun.”
“Did you do anything that could have set him off?”
“He may have noticed that I was pretty.”
Doug chuckled. “What a modest statement from a former model! I’m sorry, Lisa. I lost my
sight in an accident as a child,” Doug explained. “I must confess, I was doing something stupid
at the time.”
“What happened?”
“I’ll tell you when it happened and let you guess. July fourth.”
“No,” she exclaimed.

“My friends brought some firecrackers down from Wyoming and decided to see what would
happen if they set them all off at once. I was elected to start them. My hands were badly
damaged too, but miraculously they healed completely.”
“How do you forgive yourself?” asked Lisa.
“It was tough. I didn't have any comprehension of the risk I was taking. A lot of things are like
that. Unknown consequences are down the road whether we like it or not. It looks like you got
yourself in a blind alley.”
Lisa chuckled. “If you weren't blind, I'd slap you.”
“Go ahead anyway,” Doug said laughing, “but I'll slap you back.” Instead of slapping him, Lisa
felt his face, curious about his appearance. She found a large pair of glasses covering his eyes.
“Wondering what someone blinded in an explosion looks like? I'm no ogre, but I have some
scars. Sandra married me anyway, as long as I agreed to wear shades. What do you think?”
“Doug, I think it was easier for my husband. He didn't have to blame himself for his blindness.
There wasn't anything he could have done to prevent it.”
“Lisa, you have to look at what you have. I have wife Sandra, my daughter, my music, my
family, my hearing, my job and most of all, my hands. I can't complain. I even have Frank.”
“Who's Frank?”
“My cane.” They both laughed.
“Lisa, I know it's tough to accept things we don't like about ourselves, but I think you've done
that already. I challenge you to be grateful for it.”
“Grateful for being blind?”
“Sometimes God gives us challenges we didn't ask for that stretch us, and afterwards we realize
that we can be grateful. Can you look for ways to do that?”
“I think so.”
Lisa found Doug's words comforting. She'd been aching to share her experience with someone
who would understand the pain. They continued talking for some time. Doug showed her an
embossed map of Colorado Springs.
“It's not as elegant as your husband's, but it gives you an idea. Can you see the wishbone shape,
Lisa?”
“Yes.”

“Here's the mountains on the left, the Black Forest on the right. The Air Force Academy is up
here, and here's where my parents live. I marked that myself.”
“You're from Colorado Springs? I'm from Boulder. We're neighbors.”
“I know. Sandra told me.”
“Where's the Garden of the Gods?”
“Right here.”
“That's where Ben proposed to me.”
“I'll remember that. When you become rich and famous, I can say I know that about you.”
Lisa laughed. “Rich and famous? Not me.”
“Do you doubt me?”
Lisa wished she could see his expression.
Sandra broke into the conversation, “You mean rich, but not famous. I have more fame than I
need, but I'm never rich enough.”
Doug said, “Sandra's studying to become a psychiatrist.”
“A psychologist,” Sandra countered.
“Whatever. She plans to have an obscure, elite practice and make lots of money.”
“What do you plan to do?” asked Lisa.
“There aren't many paid organists in the Church. I may need to play for another church,” he
replied.
“You should be the Tabernacle organist.” said Lisa.
“I wish,” said Doug glumly.
Lisa didn't pursue the question further. Obviously, Doug wasn't sure what he'd be doing down
the road. “It must be hard for him,” she thought. “He already has a child, and he's not sure if he
can make a living at what he wants to do.” What would she do if she had to support her family?
She didn't like thinking about it. It was hard for anyone to make a living. Being blind didn't
make it easier.
“Doug, if you're from Colorado Springs, you must know my husband.”
“Did he go to the Colorado School for the Deaf and Blind?”
“Yes.”

“I never did. I was a main streamer. My parents wanted me to tough it out with the sighted
kids.” Doug paused, “My parents wanted me to fit in with sighted people, even though I'm
different. They wanted me to compete with my sighted peers and take whatever guff they gave
me for being blind. It wasn't easy.”
“Which way is better?”
“We could have a good discussion on that. Come over again some time, and we'll talk about
it. And bring your husband.”
Doug liked joking a lot. Lisa said he should be a stand-up comedian. He said he did
monologues sometimes. Lisa was happy for the opportunity to introduce her children to other
blind people. She didn't want to be the only example of a blind person they knew. The Cramers
knew a number of blind students at BYU and introduced them to Lisa. Being with the Cramers
and their friends gave her a feeling of belonging.

Lisa wrote to Ben in Washington:
“Dear Ben,”
“I hope you don't feel bad if I say I'm glad you're gone, but these last few weeks have been a
tremendous experience for me.

You won't believe what I've been doing this summer:

interviewing, person-to-person, not on the phone. You must be surprised. Believe me, I was
afraid at first. People don't normally receive a call from a blind person, asking if they can be
interviewed.”
“I'm finally learning how to deal appropriately with the shock people go through when they
find out I'm blind. You must know what I mean, having dealt with it yourself. You didn't seem
shocked when we first met after my injury. Maybe you don't get shocked about things like
that.”
“I don't always tell the interviewee beforehand that I'm blind. Sometimes I let it be a
surprise. I'm not sure if people are more shocked if they learn beforehand, or if they learn when
they meet me. I think they prefer knowing beforehand, but I want them to think. Is it necessary
for them to know? Is blindness an essential fact about me or just an attribute? What do you
think, Ben?”

“I'm glad you're getting experience in your field. You've had so little work experience.
That's been a concern for me. You can't believe how much I want you to do this. I look
forward to the day you'll graduate and become a professional. I'm very proud of you.”
“Love, Lisa.”

By the time Ben returned from his summer post in Washington, Lisa was as excited about
her career as he was about his. He resumed school, working as diligently as ever at his studies.
Lisa was excited about the summer's events, especially her interviews. She thought of
telling Ben about Doug and Sandra but couldn't bring herself to do it. She felt embarrassed
about being interested in Doug. She wondered why she enjoyed his company so much. She
shared something with Doug and loved him with deep compassion, but since they were both
married, she was concerned that her feelings weren't always appropriate. She hoped Ben would
never see how she felt. Doug obviously felt compassion for her. He had lost both eyes, as she
had. She wondered if his face was badly disfigured and if he suffered because of it. She
wanted to alleviate whatever suffering he might have.

Chapter 45.

One Sunday evening in mid April, Ben turned off the television the children were watching,
and set aside his homework. “Lisa.”
“Yes, Ben.” Lisa was working at the computer with a tape recorder.
“Can we talk a minute?”
Lisa shut off the tape.
“Do you remember that when we first moved here we went up in the mountains or canyons
at least every month?” he asked.
“Yes, it was fun.”
“And then we did it about every other month?”
“Yes, it was still fun every two months.”
“Do you realize we haven't been anywhere this whole semester?”
“I thought you were busy with school.”
“Lisa, you're always on the bus.”
“Ben, I'm always on the bus because I can't drive. Do you have a solution to that?” Lisa
raised her voice.
Ben's voice remained calm. “Do you enjoy getting around town as much as you enjoy
getting up in the mountains? If you do, I understand. Maybe it's all the same to you.”
“Ben.”
“Lisa, I've forgotten what it's like to not be able to see.” He touched her shoulder gently.
“I don't think so,” Lisa replied, calming a bit. “You've been as understanding as anyone I could
have married.”
“Do you think our mountain trips should still have priority?” Ben pulled his fingers through his
wife's long hair. “That's what I'm really asking.”
“You know I love the mountains. I've lived in Colorado and Utah. What mystique do they have
in common?” asked Lisa somewhat playfully.
“You're not answering my question.”
“Do you enjoy them?” asked Lisa.

“I need to get away once in a while. I need the fresh air.”.
“I need that too. Maybe I just forget the mountains are there sometimes. I know this sounds
strange. I used to always have them in the back of my mind. Now it's almost like they're gone.”
“Everyone around here is big on skiing,” Ben thought aloud.
“Are you?” asked Lisa. “If you are, it's a little late. The ski season is over.”
“You'd be cute using ski poles for a cane, Lisa.”
“Ben, don't tease me.”
“You could get killed on the slopes. But anyone could.” Ben was a bit ticked that Lisa was still
touchy about her blindness. He thought by now she'd have a sense of humor about it. “She'd be
a lot more fun to tease,” he thought. “Lisa, you're pushing yourself too hard in your work and
not taking time for recreation. You're too serious. You need to have fun.”
“I swim regularly.”
“That's routine. I'm talking about getting out and doing something different.”
Lisa thought a few seconds. “Does your dad still have his boat?”
“I'm sure he does. Even if he sold his old one, I'm sure he'd have a new one. My dad loves
boating.”
“Why don't we meet him at Lake Powell and have a family reunion?”
“Sure,” Ben liked the idea immediately. He had enjoyed water-skiing with his family as a
teenager.
“I'm game. Let's go for it,” she exclaimed with mounting excitement.
“Lisa,” Ben paused, afraid to ask. “Will you water-ski?”
“Blind people can do it, Ben. It takes guts.”
“You have guts, Lisa.”
“I'll think about it.”
“Have you water-skied before?”
“Yes.”
“Good. That'll be to your advantage.”
Lisa knew Ben expected her to water-ski.

They planned their trip around the Memorial Day holiday. Lake Powell, a long narrow lake
between Arizona and Utah, was an ideal place for the Richards of Utah to rendezvous with the
Richards of Arizona. Ben invited Mark, his wife Caroline and their seven children to come with
them. Lisa invited her twin brothers.
Mark Richards had long considered buying a boat himself. With the prospect of having a family
reunion, he started shopping around for one, so they'd have two water vehicles and more room
for everyone involved. One day he called Ben and Lisa to announce that he'd found a boat he
liked and wanted their opinion on it. Lisa said, “Ben, just go,” thinking she would just be in the
way.
“No Lisa, you come too. I'll help get the kids ready.”
The four of them went to look at the boat. Mark and Jessica loved it. They played around in it
and bounced up and down. “Are you sure this is big enough?” Ben asked his brother.
“I'm sure it's not,” said Mark, “but I'm not ready to blow all of my money on a boat.” Mark was
well-to-do but not a spendthrift.
“What did your family think of it?” asked Lisa.
“They like it. Of course, they'd prefer a much bigger, fancier model. I wanted to ask you if it’s
adequate.”
“It would be more than ample for a family of our size,” said Ben.
“Bingo,” said Mark.
“Do I detect a win?” asked Ben suspiciously. “By the way, we've had your gymnasium
equipment for years. Do you still consider it yours, or is it ours now?” Lisa pulled on Ben’s
arm, then realized why Ben had brought up the subject. If Mark was feeling generous, this was a
good time to ask.
“It's yours Ben. Lisa looks like she makes much better use of it than Caroline ever would. But
what about the boat? Would you be happy with it?”
“Sure, but it's yours.”
“Only until I'm ready to buy my family a bigger one.” Mark bought the boat. It was a good buy.

Before leaving Provo, Lisa had made up her mind. She would water-ski, but she kept her resolve
a secret. David and Jonathan went with them to Lake Powell. The car was crowded. “Lisa,
you're an acrobat,” Jonathan remarked to Lisa. “You'll be up and flying in no time at all.”
The morning of the reunion was clear, calm and mild. It was a happy family occasion. Carla
was thrilled to see Lisa again and commented on how her children had grown.
David and Jonathan started off the water-skiing. Their daring tricks nearly panicked Lloyd. He
was about to insist that Mark drive to shore. “I'm next,” said Ben. He was soon up and loving it,
sailing over the water. He looked over the lake and at the boat ahead. Lisa waved at him. He
waved back, his heart thumping.
Then it was Lisa's turn. Ben's heart felt like it was getting trampled on as he watched her get
ready. David and Jonathan called directions and encouragement from the rear of the boat. Like
a natural bird, Lisa was flying the first time. Lisa felt the surge of the water rushing under her
skis. With the rope in her hands and the skis on her feet, the pressure of the rope pulled hard on
her limbs, but they were strong from regular work outs.
She enjoyed the sensation of being in motion and in contact with water, the handle and skis. It
gave her the pleasure of using her muscles and sense of touch. As Mark, Ben's brother, turned
the motor boat, she crossed the choppy wake. She expected that and made an adjustment. Ben
gazed at her intensely. Another turn churned the wake. The waves interacted, causing a squall
Lisa wasn't able to maneuver. A windy storm was kicking up. Lisa’s feet slipped out of the toe
and heel pieces, and she landed in the water, still holding the tow bar.
Ben debated over whether to dive overboard or yell at Mark, who was driving. Before he had a
chance to make a decision, Lisa surfaced. With her life belt, she had little chance of drowning.
She playfully enjoyed herself in the water. Mark drove the boat toward her. Suddenly, Lisa
disappeared.
In panic, Ben imagined her being pulled under the boat. Mark shut off the engine. The children
stopped chattering. All was silent.
Lisa felt the prow of the boat before she heard it, which startled her.

In alarm Mark realized

Lisa was in front of him. “Lisa!” he yelled. Lisa pushed herself from starboard to port then
away from the boat without being harmed. But no one in the boat could see her.
Mark and Ben panicked. “Did she go under the boat?” asked Ben.

Marked shook his head, “I don’t know. I don’t know where she is.”
Mark started the engine again to distance the boat from Lisa so he wouldn’t run over her.
Suddenly she was too far from the boat to find it. “Lisa!” Ben called as soon as he saw her
bouncing in the choppy waves of the coming storm.
“Ben!” she returned. She could just hear him over the noise of the wind.
Ben jumped overboard and swam out to Lisa. He swam back to the boat bringing Lisa beneath
him with the tired swimmer’s carry. He hoisted her out of the water as if she'd just escaped the
jaws of death. “That was fun,” said Lisa as she came on board. “Let me do it again.”
Ben didn’t laugh. The storm made it impossible to do anymore water-skiing that day. As Mark
drove back to shore, waves splashed up over the sides of the boat. The children had lost their
former excitement and were as unsettled as the surface of the lake.
Ben and Lisa returned from the trip safe, tired, sunburned and happy.

Ben drove the car to Washington that summer instead of flying. Two other students who
advertised through BYU's Share-the-Ride board went with him. The car gave him more freedom
to see the sights. He didn't feel guilty about not leaving the car at home. Lisa could manage
very well without it.
Ben enjoyed the time spent with his adoring nephews. They rough housed with Ben, went
bicycling with him, jumped on his back and played other games with him.
Ben's letters home were frequent, nearly daily and very descriptive. He used the old brailler his
mother had used to write him letters when he was in grade school. He was grateful his bulky
letters to Lisa were postage free. He described the Smithsonian galleries, works of art he saw in
museums, the monuments, Mount Vernon, Monticello, the White House, the Capitol and the
Washington Temple. He described historical treasures, architecture, the subway, the Arlington
cemetery and the Potomac River. Brochures supplied him with words, but many were his own.
He wrote with tenderness and affection. His letters made his Washington experience more
meaningful to him. Sometimes he sent her tapes.
Lisa rejoiced each time she discovered a thick stack of sturdy pages embossed with small bumps
or a tape from Ben in the mail. She missed him but didn't regret her decision to stay home. Her
projects kept her going, and she spent more time with her children than she did previously. Mark

was nearly four. Jessica was almost two and a half. Jessica was quieter than her brother, but she
talked. Lisa hiked and fished with her children and twin brothers in Provo Canyon, Timpanogos
Mountain and Cascade Springs. Sometimes the twins brought dates.
She also spent time with her friends, Sandra and Doug Cramer and people they associated with.
They attended musical performances with her and helped her arrange baby-sitting. Lisa wanted
to tell Ben about the Cramers but still couldn't.

When she was first injured, she had no desire to meet other blind people. Now she wanted to
know everything about them and learn all of the possibilities open to her in life. There were
many rewarding ones she hadn't thought of. She even considered going to college herself when
the children were older. She knew she was capable. She wrote to Ben, asking him to take her
cross country skiing the next winter.

Ben returned, ready to finish law school and anxious to start a professional practice. Unlike
many people who finish law school unsure of whether they really want to practice law, he had no
doubt. Mark's help had been a great asset, and his experience in Washington was enabling. His
grades his final year were the best of his three years.
A phenomenal change came over Ben. The shyness and awkwardness that had accompanied him
through his teenage years and beyond disappeared entirely. He associated with peers in the
Family Law Society. He greeted and smiled at people, even complete strangers, as they walked
by. He talked to more people than he ever had in his life and developed a broad range of
acquaintances and friends.
He wasn't shy about having Lisa with him either. He introduced her to his friends and
acquaintances and sometimes invited them to dinner--not too often though, because when he did,
Lisa made him help her with the meal. Many of his new acquaintances started their conversation
with something like, “I think your wife is unbelievable. I love her dog. What is it like to have a
wife like her?” Ben would tell them the multifarious things she could do and amazed his friends
nearly to tears.

For Christmas 1991, Ben and Lisa decided to make up for their honeymoon that got cut short.
They drove to Colorado, left the children with their grandparents and rented a snowmobile and
tiny mountain cabin from a work associate of Jeff's.
Before the trip, Jeff called Ben down to talk with him in his den. Ben was nervous. He still
didn't know his father-in-law very well.
“Did Mike get everything arranged at the cabin?” asked Jeff.
“Yes, he was very reasonable with his price. That's lucky for us since I'm still in school.”
“When will you graduate?”
“This spring.”
“I hope you aren't like young men who marry girls long enough to get them through school and
then dump them. That's all too common in the professions.”
“I hope you know me better than that.”
“I do. I wanted to ask anyway. I hope you'll leave me with no doubt.”
“If you're concerned about how I feel about Lisa's handicap, I've come to terms with it. I admit
that I had some trouble adjusting at first, but it's okay now. I think I'm handling it very well.”
“Give me some evidence.”
“Has she complained to you?”
“She mostly mentions the children and her work in her family letters. It does sound like you've
had fun together. I'm concerned that you left her alone for ten weeks, twice.”
“We agreed to that. I needed experience in my field.”
“I hope your profession doesn't go to your head.”
“If you don't like lawyers, I understand. My father doesn't like them either. Law just happens to
be the field I'm most interested in. I don't regret my career decision.” Ben didn't expect to be on
the defensive. Maybe he should have asked for Lisa's hand according to chivalric code. He
probably would have, but when he got engaged, he was nervous about his ability to provide for
her. That would be changing soon. Maybe it still wasn't too late.
“Jeff, I apologize that I never did this sooner, but I hope I can do it now in all sincerity.”
Silence. Ben studied his father-in-law's handsome, but sun-etched face, topped with silverstreaked blond hair.

Ben asked formally, “May I please have Lisa's hand in marriage? I want to be her protector,
her husband, her lover, her bosom buddy and her friend. I'll also provide for her to the best of
my ability and never leave her without support. Will you accept my offer?”
Jeff shook his hand, “My wife's always had a great deal of confidence in you, Ben. Now I
see why. I hope you consider yourself my son. Can I do anything for you?”
“Could you give me some pointers on how to drive a snowmobile?
“I'll give you a lesson,” Jeff offered.

After graduating from law school and passing the bar exam, Ben joined a Provo law firm that
handled family matters: wills, estates, trusts, probate, divorce, adoptions, child support, child
custody, visitation rights, etc. The firm also did corporate, criminal and personal injury law
which Ben could also do, but he concentrated on family law. He quickly developed the ability to
handle his clients well.
The Richards opted to remain in their rented home until Ben was more established in his
practice. Financial reasons were secondary; Lisa needed time to get oriented in a new location.

One evening in June, Ben and Lisa went to a play and then for a walk. The day had been hot, but
the air was cooling quickly. Ben led Lisa and Minnie through the residential streets on Provo's
east bench. Homes were built so high on the slope that their west-facing yards were cliffs. Rock
gardens and terraces with flowers adorned many of them.
“How far up shall we go?” asked Ben.
“How about to the 'Y'?”
“In the dark?”
“That doesn't stop me. Katie's got the kids. It's Friday. She won't mind the extra money.”
“Lisa, my night vision's not that great, never has been.”
“It's still better than mine. Why don't you get a flashlight?”
“I'll get one out of the car.” Ben retrieved a flashlight and a few other items from the car.
“Okay, Lisa. If we can't do this, it's too bad.” They went in the house, changed their clothes and
informed the babysitter they'd be gone awhile. The children were already asleep.

“This is an adventure,” said Ben. “I'm glad you feel up to it.” They started hiking up the trail to
the 'Y'. The moonlight was bright, and the temperature was ideal. There was no wind. “How
did you enjoy the play, Lisa?”
“For a Mormon play, it wasn't bad.”
“That doesn't sound like a compliment. For a Mormon play?” he teased. “Don't you like
Mormons?”
“Ben, aren't we just the stereotypical Utah Mormon couple? You're a lawyer. I'm a housewife-the perfect couple.” Lisa spoke with an overtone of irony.
“Isn't that what you want?”
“I do. I think. I have most of what I want. I think about Katella sometimes. Her life seems so
exciting, but she almost seems jealous of me. If I weren’t blind, I think she would be.”
“If you weren't blind, both of our lives would be very different. But if Katella prefers your life, I
understand. I don't think I'd be too happy living with Ron.”
Lisa paused a few seconds. “Ron is a fine person and absolutely brilliant, but he relies too
heavily on the intellect and not enough on the Spirit.”
“And I'm not that way?”
“I hope you never will be.”
“Are you worried?”
“Maybe a little.”
“I'm glad you said something. I plan to work on some things. I've neglected the children. I'm
sorry about that.” Ben tried not to lose his concentration on the trail. Even with a flashlight, it
was easy to twist his foot on a rock. It wasn't even completely dark yet. How did his wife ever
manage?
“I'm glad you'll be here this summer. Mark wants to play baseball. You could play with him.”
“I'll do that.”
“And Jessica needs someone to look at her drawings, maybe even critique them. You could do
that too.”
“I'm sorry I haven't done it already. Lisa, can I describe the lake? It's incredible.”
“Is the sun setting?”

Ben put an arm around Lisa. “It set a while ago, but a few rays of light are glimpsing over the
edge. They'll be gone soon.” They continued their hike. “How are you doing, Lisa? How's
Minnie?”
“The question is, 'How are you doing, Ben?'”
“I'm fine. I've twisted my ankle a couple of times, but I haven't sprained it yet.”
“Do you think it's foolish to hike in the dark?”
“It's cooler. If you're game, I am.”
“You know I am.”
“We work all day indoors and only have time to play when it's dark. Maybe we should switch
things around,” Ben mused.
“Maybe. Ben, Katella still doesn't have any children, and she and Ron have been married almost
six years.”
“How long has this been on your mind?” asked Ben, surprised by her sudden topic shift.
“I keep wondering why.”
“Maybe she doesn't want any. They're a handful. Many apartment complexes in California don't
even allow children.”
“I thought it was money, but Ron has his Ph.D. now and a good job. It's not that.”
“Maybe it's infertility.”
“I'd suspect that, but she would have told me. We're very close.”
“Obviously there's something she hasn't told you. Maybe you're not as close as you think.”
“She thinks we have the perfect marriage.”
“Don't we?” asked Ben with only a trace of irony.
“I didn't think so. I thought we needed seven children for that.”
“Like my brother Mark?” Ben chuckled. “Mark loves having a big family. It's his life. If you
want more children, I'd love it, but I know what you go through. One's relatively easy, two's
hard, and three's . . . who knows?”
“Caroline's tired a lot. Do I need to be like her to be righteous?”
“Lisa, you're getting caught in a trap. Don't compare yourself to my sister-in-law.”
“I'm getting used to just having Mark and Jessica. Are we being selfish?”

“Do you think so? Some people think having more than two children is selfish. Children are a
sacrifice, but there are rewards that don't come any other way. Children are the most just
blessing the Lord has to offer. If people think they'll be rewarded for having a child, they should
think again. Their reward is the child. If you expect more than that, Lisa, maybe you are being
selfish.”
“Maybe I'm not. I just don't want to be overwhelmed.”
“Maybe we shouldn't have had Mark and Jessica so close together. I think you panicked.”
“How did my mother ever handle twins?”
“Lisa, don't compare yourself to your mother either, okay? Don't compare yourself to anyone. I
had a friend in law school who used to quote from Psalms, “Children are an heritage of the Lord:
and the fruit of the womb is his reward. As arrows are in the hand of a mighty man; so are the
children of the youth. Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of them.” He pointed out that a
quiver holds eight arrows, so eight is the ideal number of children.”
“And he had eight?” asked Lisa.
“Of course.”
“A whole quiver full,” Lisa said pensively.
Ben stopped a moment, and drew Lisa close to him. “We're still young, Lisa. Maybe next year,
but don't pressure yourself. I know you don't like being reminded, but you're blind, Princess.
Don't measure yourself with an unrealistic yardstick. Recognize your limitations. Everyone is
different. I don't believe the Lord issues quivers in regulation size. Don't think you need to do
something just because you technically can. Let's not have any more children than we can care
for. I want you and the children to be happy.”
“Ben, I think we do have the ideal marriage. We have fun. The water-skiing trip this year was
even more fun than last.”
Ben started hiking again. Minnie guided Lisa to Ben's lead. “I love water-skiing too,” he said.
“We should go to Lake Powell every year and make it a family tradition.”
“Let’s do. I think we have a strong marriage also. Now that the pressure of school is off, I want
to improve it even more. Let's visit your parents this summer and go camping in Rocky
Mountain National Park. I could teach Mark how to start a fire or at least how to respect one.
We could go fishing. What do you think?”

“Keep thinking, Ben. You have some good ideas.”
“You said you don't like figuring it out by yourself all the time.”
“If I could read a regular map, it wouldn't be so hard.”
“I'm sorry, Lisa. That's what I mean about wanting to improve.”
“Ben, I met a couple two summers ago, the Cramers.”
“You mean Doug and Sandra?”
“How did you know?”
“Doug's a good friend of mine,” said Ben.
“Oh, he is? When did you meet him?”
“He spotted me on campus and invited me to chat with him.”
“And how did Doug spot you?”
“How would you spot a person?”
“Ben.”
“Let's have them over, Lisa. We could talk about educating the youth.”
“And other things.”
“Oh, yes, we could discuss . . . blindness.”
“I'd rather not.”
“I went to a residential school; he was strictly a main streamer. I'd like to pit my braille skills
against his.”
“Ben, Doug's a good friend of mine, the first blind friend I've had.”
“Is that why you didn't tell me about him?”
“Ben.” Lisa decided to change the subject. “My mother said you asked my father for my hand.”
Ben was silent.
“Thank you for asking.”
“It was a little late to ask.”
“No, it wasn't. I'm glad you still want it.”
“Of course, I do.” Ben took Lisa’s hand. “Some things will never change.”
The way was steep. They approached their destination.

They reached the top of the lighted 'Y' and sat on the right branch. Ben looked down upon the
valley that was twinkling like Christmas with lights, row upon row, cluster upon cluster. “I'm
glad you talked me into this, Lisa.”
“Why?”
“For perspective. Sometimes I need to see things from a distance. They seem more manageable,
less foreboding. I've been too serious about myself. I want to be more fun loving, more like
you.”
“Do you think I'm still fun loving, Ben? I thought that went away when I was injured. You even
say I’m too serious.”
“You're more serious, but you're still a great deal of fun. I don't want you to ever lose that.”
Lisa kissed Ben and massaged his back. “Ben, I've been asked to teach a community education
class on journalism this fall. Debbie says I've published more articles than most journalism
graduates in this area.”
“If you want to, go ahead. We can make arrangements for the children, or I'll watch them
myself.”
“Will you?”
“I need to do it more often. Lisa, if and when you go to college, I think you should major in
journalism.”
“It does seem to be my thing. Tell me what you see, Ben.”
“I see a valley surrounded by mountains. It's too dark to see much.”
“Keep talking.”
“There's row upon row of lights. I see the physical plant, the Kimball Tower, the Wilkensen
Center.” Ben continued to mention landmarks he saw only indistinctly.
Lisa interrupted him, “Ben, I'm twenty-seven years old, and the only distinguishing feature I
have is my blindness. I haven't done or said anything worth remembering.”
“What about your articles?”
“I write what people expect, whatever sells. I don't feel like I'm saying what I really want to
say.”
“If you could tell the whole world anything, what would it be?”

Lisa paused a moment, collecting her thoughts. “I believe I'd encourage people to value their
individuality and their uniqueness more.”
“Lisa, you always talk about wanting to fit in and wanting to be treated like everyone else. I see
a contradiction.”
“I suppose I really want both.”
“We want to be special, but then we don't want to be--a dichotomy within the human heart.”
Ben mused.
“It's important to recognize our desire to be special,” said Lisa.
“Do you value your blindness, Lisa? You said that's what's unique about you.”
“I never thought I'd say this, but in a way I do. But blindness is a horrible price to pay for
being unique.”
“True, but that shows what uniqueness is worth. People ought to value the things that set
them apart.”
“Doug said I should be grateful for it.”
“Are you?”
“Just a bit.”
Ben smiled. His wife was on the verge of discovering something that attracted him to her in
the first place--her uniqueness. The light of twilight was fading. The pathway down seemed
ominous, but with the help of his wife and his flashlight, it would be okay.
As Ben helped Lisa up from the rock they were sitting on, she said, “Ben, you worry a lot
about something. I know what it is.”
Ben gulped and caught his footing. He was afraid she did know what it was. But he didn’t
want to talk about it. “We need to concentrate on getting off the mountain right now,” he said.

Chapter 46.

September brought almost instant relief from the heat of summer. The children were in
preschool. Lisa sat at her computer, thinking of what to write Katella. She usually wrote her
this time of year to catch up on the summer's events, but every word seemed boastful about Ben.
The summer had been great, especially the camping trip in Colorado. Ben had sprained his
ankle while looking for the children when they wandered off, but he had not complained much
about it. He was more of a family man than he had ever been.

Katella never wrote her. She sent tapes but rarely. Her music was great, but her message
was always brief. She wished Katella would call. Why did she need to keep the friendship
going? She wanted to call her but stopped herself. She was concerned about the budget. One
call would lead to another. Starting a law practice was more costly than she thought. She
considered asking Katella to write. She wouldn't mind anymore if Ben read Katella's letters to
her. She and Ben were close and trusted each other. But maybe Katella would mind.
What did she and Katella have in common any more? Katella was a world traveler now.
She'd even had a job assignment in Japan and could speak some Japanese, in addition to English
and Italian. She was multilingual and a jet setter.
Lisa tore up her letter to Katella and walked into the backyard. The wind was blowing,
unusual for Provo. She could hear leaves being tossed around. She found a rake and attempted
to gather them. The afternoon sunshine mocked her blindness which seemed heavier than ever.
And just this summer she had told Ben she valued it! What was she thinking? Ben must really
have the wrong impression.
If only she could see . . . wait, she'd trained herself to not think that way. There was a poem
titled “If Only”. It was for dreamers and lost souls, not go-getters like herself. But maybe it
would be okay to think that way, just this once. If she were sighted she'd likely be . . . married.
But she wouldn't have Ben! She couldn't delude herself into thinking they'd be married anyway.
How would she ever find another man like him? Was it all worth it just for Ben? She could
never say for sure, but maybe it was. Did that mean she valued her blindness after all? She
touched a tiny cluster of leaves at her feet. It didn't make it any less hard.

Where would she be if she still had her sight? New York? California? Would she be a
disillusioned Hollywood actress? Or would she be a model getting too old for the job? It
sounded like sour grapes, but maybe it was realistic. Even if she had all the trappings of
stardom: money, fame and glory, would she trade that for her life with Ben? She'd never
realized how profoundly she loved him.
“Having trouble raking leaves, Lisa?”
“Ben! Why are you home so early?”
“I arranged to take the rest of the afternoon off. This yard needs some attention.”
“How's your foot?”
“Better all the time.”
“Ben, I wish I could help you more.”
“Hand me that rake. You don't need to do this. There aren't enough leaves to justify raking
them yet.”
Lisa held out the rake. Ben looked at her despondent face.
“What's the matter, Lisa? You look like you wish you were crying.”
“How do you keep in contact with old friends?”
“It's hard. I don't write many people.”
“I don't either, but some friends are special. It’s horrible to lose them.”
“Are you thinking about Katella again?”
“How did you know?”
“Lisa, she's a nice girl, but she has her own life. She's probably very busy.”
“I need to talk to her.”
“Why don't you call her?”
“Should I?”
“Yes.”

Lisa called that evening. Ron answered.
“Ron. Hi. This is Lisa, Lisa Richards. Can I speak to Katella?”
“She's not here.”
“Is she on a trip?”

“No. She's not here.”
“When will she be home?”
“I don't know. That's the truth.”
“How can I contact her?”
“You can't. Lisa, I need to go.”
“Ron, what's going on?”
“Good-bye, Lisa.”
He hung up. Lisa was stunned.
That night Lisa prayed silently. “Father, what could have happened to Katella? I know
she'd never leave Ron. Did Ron kick her out? I hope she isn't sick. Please, Lord, make sure
she's okay. I don't know what I can do. She's been such a good friend to me, but she hasn't
written me for so long, over a year. She must have forgotten me. I've sent her several letters,
but she never writes back. Did I do something to make her angry? Maybe she hates Ben. He
isn't perfect, but I love him. I wish she could see how wonderful he is. Please, Lord, help her to
be okay.”

The tiny seclusion room was hot. Like a caged feline, Katella Peterson paced and circled
the carpeted excuse for a bed that commanded the center of the room. She scraped her clawlike fingernails against the carpeted walls, screamed then cried. Her throat gagged with dryness.
Prostrating her sweating body on the floor, she lay several minutes, swallowing as if trying to
find a drink within herself.
She stood up and looked out a barred window into a California courtyard below. It was
showered with the rays of a sunny September afternoon. Her fervent desire to be free consumed
her, causing her intermittent moments of panic. Like a majestic, restless cat caged in a zoo, she
couldn’t reconcile herself to captivity.
Moments later it seemed, but it was actually hours later, the courtyard looked dark and
foreboding. Katella’s mind had blanked out everything that occurred within those hours.
Exhausted, she plopped on the hard bed, stirring restlessly, fighting a single sheet and a tiny

pillow which offered no comfort. Confined within the stuffy room, she felt like a fugitive, like
she’d been running all her life from the images that ravaged her mind. More detailed than a
cinematic production, colorful images swarmed her consciousness, acting a plot that raced
through her brain, a plot that demanded her participation. Benign at first, the story had become
violent and disturbing. She had believed there were more spirits than one inhabiting her body.
One would leave from time to time, becoming her ‘helper’. She had conversed with him aloud
late into the night. For days she’d gone without food or sleep and was now beginning to
succumb to exhaustion.
Feeling suddenly endowed with power, Katella wearily but restlessly stood up again and
peered through the window in the door. Her view was blocked. The door to the hospital
corridor was locked. Katella screamed again and resumed her sobs.
Her confused sense of time and space made both seem irrelevant. “If only I could get out of
here,” Katella groaned within. Real time and space didn’t exist for her. Her future, past and
present were scrambled together. Her internal map of the world was scrambled too. Dropping
to her knees, Katella prayed she would die.

Chapter 47.

, the day following Mark's fifth birthday, Lisa was folding clothes in the basement. The
washer was filling with water. Jessica was asleep, and Mark was playing in his room.
Doing laundry, though time consuming, wasn't difficult. She insisted that Ben sort his own
clothes because she was never sure which of his shirts and socks were dark and which were
light. When his favorite white shirt, the one he wore to the temple, came out an ugly blue, he
became more conscientious. Being a methodical person, he worked out a system with two
laundry hampers.
Their rented home had a master bedroom, two tiny children's bedrooms, a bathroom, a
living room and a kitchen on the main level. The basement had a cold storage room, another
storage room and a laundry room. There was also an unfinished, long narrow room where the
children liked to play. In one end they crowded the exercise equipment they brought with them
from Colorado.
Lisa was relieved that her children no longer needed diapers. She wasn't tempted to have
another child, at least not right now, but she was grateful she'd borne the two children she had
and didn't regret they were so close in age. She enjoyed them more and more as they grew
older.
She heard Mark coming down the uncarpeted stairway into the basement. She knew it was
Mark by the sound of his footsteps.
Lisa tried to imagine what her five year-old son looked like: a blond, blue-eyed child,
someone who looked much like she did as a youngster but was a boy instead of a girl.
“It's dark down here, Mommy.”
“Turn on a light, Mark.”
“I can't reach it.”
He was right. The laundry room light was a bare bulb and was turned on by a short
drawstring at the top. Lisa reached to locate it. She'd have to put a longer cord on it for her son.
“Is that better?”

“Uh huh.”
“Will you help me fold clothes?”
“Uh huh.”
She gave him a pile of wash cloths and showed him how to fold them. As they folded, they
talked.
“How did you like your birthday party, Mark? Did you have fun?”
“Uh huh.”
“What was your favorite present?”
“My bat.”
“Your baseball bat? That's nice. Did you play baseball with Daddy outside?”
“No.”
“Ask him to do it some time.”
“Mom.”
“Yes, Mark.”
“Play baseball with me.”
“I would, but I'm very busy.”
“Mommy, you can't catch a ball.”
“Why do you think that? Of course I can.” Lisa had played catch with Mark since he was
three. She wondered what he meant.
“You can't see it.”
“Oh really, what gives you that idea?”
“Mom.”
Lisa knew she'd have to talk with her son about this some day. He wasn't precocious, but he
liked to talk. He always seemed to be asking questions. Lisa put down her laundry. She took
Mark into the gym, switched on a light and handed him a one pound dumbbell.
“See this? Is it heavy?” she asked.
He took it and hoisted it, imitating the way his parents did it. She showed him how to lift it
with his biceps and then over his shoulders and across his chest. He was clumsy with it but
seemed to enjoy having his mother teach him how to lift a weight. It made him feel big; lifting
weights was something grownups did, not little kids.

“Mommy, why can't you see?”
“Some people can't,” she said slowly. “They're called blind people. I'm one of them.”
“Oh.”
“But I still love you, even though I can't see you.”
“Does it hurt?”
“When I run into things it does.” She felt him touching her face. He nearly touched her
eyes. “Does it hurt?”
“Not any more. It did once.”
“Why?”
Lisa bit her lip. He was her son, and she was nervous about talking to him! He would have
to live with this for a lifetime. “I was injured. Like when you fall down and hurt yourself, only
worse.”
Mark showed Lisa a scrape on his elbow. It had a Band-Aid on it.
“Like that, Mark, only I got hurt by a gun. It went BANG.”
“Oh.”
“Do you know what a gun is?”
“Uh huh.”
“Guns can be very dangerous. You should never play around with them. They can hurt
people, even kill them. Do you understand?”
“Uh huh. Mom, Daddy can see.”
“He's very lucky he can. Did you know that?”
“I can see.”
“You're lucky too.”
“Jessica can see.”
“She's lucky too.” Lisa started laughing.
“Why are you laughing?”
“You're cute, Mark, very handsome too.” She rubbed his hair. “Are your arms getting
sore?”
“No.”
“If you do this a lot, you'll have big, strong muscles when you get older.”

“Like Daddy?”
Lisa gulped. “Yes, Mark,” she said, “like your dad.” She stopped talking to Mark a
moment and thought of Ben. She hadn't thought about it much, but he was a muscular man.
The weight training class lasted almost an hour. By then, Mark was in danger of getting
sore. He'd likely be hurting a few days, but she felt she'd accomplished something with him she
couldn't do with a baseball and bat.

One day Ben noticed his son working out with weights.
“Mark, who taught you how to do that?”
“Mommy.”
“She did?” Ben was surprised but not surprised.
“Can I show you a few things?”
“Uh huh.”
“Now look. A woman does it this way, but a man,” Ben deepened his voice. “A man does
it like this. Can you do that?”
“Uh huh.”
“Try it.”
Mark imitated his father's actions. Ben spent over half an hour with him.

Chapter 48.

Saturday, Halloween Day 1992, Lisa had decided to finally do something about her aging
wardrobe. And she wanted a costume to wear to the ward Halloween party. She wanted to be a
Sapphire Princess.
For a party outfit she needed a talking mirror she could trust. Not being able to judge
herself was a constant irritation.
“Lisa, I love that outfit on you,” Ben said, “but it's starting to look like you got it at DI.”
Deseret Industries was a local thrift store.
“Ben must be getting concerned about his image,” Lisa thought. “He seems changed.”
Aloud she said, “I love new clothes, Ben. We just haven't had the money to buy them.”
“Things are going to change for us. I'm not making much now, but within twelve months,
we'll be able to buy a home. How does that sound? On top of that, you're making more money
too. You should spend some of it on clothes. What do you think?”
“Sounds exciting. I wondered when you'd ever say this.”
“Lisa, you look great,” Ben continued, noticing her delight. “It's time I thanked you for the
effort you put in to keeping yourself in shape, doing your makeup and keeping your hair nice.
Can I take you shopping?”

They arranged for someone to watch the children. As Ben drove Lisa to the mall, he said,
“This car's getting old. We need a new one.”
“Don't spend yourself into trouble, Ben.”
“We've had this car six years. Shall we get a new one? For Christmas?”
“And buy new clothes too?”
“Of course.”
Lisa feared Ben would be uncomfortable waiting in a woman's clothing store, but he wasn't.
Ben was so self-confident these days. “What does Ben look like now that he's a professional?”
Lisa wondered.

Ben helped her select clothing to try on. He explained why he chose the colors and
described how the clothing was constructed with descriptive words that flowed spontaneously
from him any more. He seemed to have the knack for knowing what looked good on her.
“Lisa, you need some new jewelry too.”
“I didn't think men knew anything about jewelry.”
“How did you get that ring on your finger, Sapphire Princess?”
Lisa smiled at him coquettishly.
“You need earrings to match.” They entered a costume jewelry store. Ben looked for
earrings. “Why aren't fake sapphires ever the same color as real ones?”
“I don't know,” she smiled.
“I wish I could afford a pair of real ones for you. Let's go look.”
“Ben, let's don't. I think the car's more important.”
Ben looked at his wife's face in the wall length mirror of the store. “You like cars?” he
asked.
“Of course..”
“If I didn't have a car when we met, would you have gone out with me?”
“Ben, don't ask questions like that. The important thing is that you had one.”
“You married me for a chauffeur?”
“You're a safe driver, Ben. I appreciate that.”
“Thank you. I've never had a ticket or accident in my life.”
“Except for driving off the road?”
Ben laughed. “Here's a nice pair of earrings, not exactly what I had in mind, but they'll look
good with your costume. What do you think?”
“Lovely, where's the mirror?” Ben showed her.
She smiled into the mirror, “What do you think?”
“They're blue.” Ben laughed again, amused by his own face in the mirror. “Blue's pretty
non-descriptive, isn't it?”

By the end of the trip, Lisa had several new outfits and a gown that could be used as a
costume.

“Thanks for taking me shopping, Ben,” Lisa said afterwards. “I didn't know you knew so
much about clothes.”
“How do you think we get our children clothed?”
“Oh, of course. You buy most of their clothes.” Lisa covered her mouth to hide her smile.
“Ben, you're getting a good eye for things. You can be my talking mirror.” It wasn't an honor
she bestowed lightly.
Ben laughed.

They bought a good used Subaru for Christmas, an ideal mountain vehicle, the first car
purchased with Ben's credit and money, a major achievement for him.

Chapter 49.

It was a frigid, sub-zero morning in early February, 1993. Ben noticed irritating flashes of
light as he read in his office. He checked the light fixture to be sure it wasn't malfunctioning.
Nothing was wrong. He continued his work. Later in the afternoon, he caught glimpses of
'cobwebs' in his right eye. He felt no pain. He examined his eye in the mirror. It wasn't red or
sore, but by the time he got home, he couldn't see out of it. Trying not to panic himself or his
wife, he said, “Lisa, my eye's been giving me trouble.”
“Really? I'll make a doctor's appointment tomorrow if you wish.”
Not wanting to alarm her further, he readied himself for bed, anticipating his moments with
her. He put his hand over his left eye and gasped. Bright blue fireworks filled his field of
vision. He couldn't discern where the light fixture was.
She approached him, ready for him, singing operatically in her lovely soprano voice, “What
is the matter? Tell me the problem. What ails you so tonight?”
Startled, he gazed at her with his still functioning eye. Savoring the warmth of his bed, he
was about to enjoy himself. He stopped. His sight was too important to his family to ignore his
condition. He needed medical attention, fast. He already suspected what the problem was.
He returned in tenor, “I have a problem, a very big problem.” He stopped singing and said
urgently, “Lisa, we have to go to the emergency room, now.”
“Ben, can't it wait? Do you know how cold and windy it is tonight?”
“I wish it could. Lisa, I can't see out of one eye.”
“Does it hurt?”
“No, but Lisa, it needs to be taken care of immediately.”
“Ben, why didn't you say something?”
She dressed quickly. “Can you drive, Ben?”
“Oh yes, no trouble.”
Lisa called Caroline for a babysitter. Mark and Jessica were already asleep. They drove to the
hospital. It was five degrees below zero Fahrenheit and dropping. Ben was calm. He checked
in at the emergency room. A brief examination with an ophthalmoscope confirmed Ben's

suspicion. His retina had detached in his right eye. He was scheduled for immediate surgery. A
nurse put drops in Ben's eyes to dilate them before surgery. Lisa was alarmed, but Ben remained
calm.
“Don't worry, Lisa. They have very good procedures for this. They'll seal the tear in the retina
with a laser. It'll all be over soon.”
Ben was out of surgery more quickly than Lisa expected. Lisa visited with Ben. She touched his
face, noting the bandage over one eye. “Lisa, I can see you,” said Ben in a sing-song voice,
imitating a peek-a-boo.
“Thank goodness. Can this happen to both eyes?”
“Sure, but it's not likely. I'd drive you home, but I'm forced to stay here. They have to drain
excess fluid from my eye cavity.”
“Does it hurt?”
“Not really.”
Mark Richards picked Lisa up at the hospital in the middle of the night. Lisa's teeth chattered as
Mark drove her home. Her brother-in-law was thoughtful and silent. “Mark,” asked Lisa.
“What is a detached retina? Is it related to what Ben had before?”
“No. The light sensitive cells in his eyes separated from the blood cells underneath. Ben may be
predisposed to it because the lenses of his eyes have been removed.”
“Why didn't anyone ever tell me?”
“It was just a probability. He didn't know this would happen.”
Lisa was quiet. Her worst fears were unutterable.
Two days later while Lisa was visiting with Ben, she asked, “How are you feeling?”
“I'm better. I don't have any pain.”
“Did they take the bandage off?”
“Yes.”
“Well?”
“It just needs a little more time, Lisa.”
“Can you see anything at all with that eye?”
“Not really. Lisa, don't worry, pretty woman. I love your sapphire eyes, so blue, like flowers in
a garden.”

“Ben, this isn't a good time to tease.”
“How are the children?”
“They're fine. Jessica's excited about her birthday party on Valentine’s day. Think of it, four
years old. She's having some friends over.”
“How exciting for you.”
“Ben, you know the truth. She made you a card.” She held it up and Ben gently took it from her
hands.
“How pretty: giant hearts, a nice red and pink Valentine. She'll be drawing Cupids soon. She's
a talented little lady.”
“She's so quiet.”
“Don't worry about that, Lisa. Mothers don't complain about things like that.”
“I don't know what's going on with her.”
Ben saw a 'curtain' close across Lisa's face. His wife was invisible. He raised his hand in front
of his face. He couldn't see it. Without panicking, he said, “Lisa, you're so beautiful. I love you
so much. The doctor noticed some weak spots in my left retina this morning. He thought he
should seal them surgically. What do you think?”
“Of course, Ben, if it will prevent problems later on.”
“We should let him know then. Would you ring my buzzer?”
Lisa obeyed reflexively. A nurse entered the room through the open door. No one
acknowledged her presence. She gasped in horror and called for assistance. That afternoon Ben
had surgery on his left eye. He was confident the surgery would be successful. It was, ninety to
ninety-five percent of the time. Not only were the odds in his favor, he had prayer. With his
prayers and those of his friends, he would be fine.

After a week Ben still had no usable vision, though he had random, light perception in his
periphery. The doctor suggested a second operation on each eye. After praying about it, they
went ahead. It was unsuccessful. The doctor released him, saying it was okay for him to walk
around but warned him to avoid sneezing, coughing, bending down, lifting weights, bumping
into things or rubbing his eyes. Lisa arranged for Ben's brother to take him home.

“Can you take care of him, Lisa?” asked Mark after they had assisted Ben into the master
bedroom.
“I think so.”
“Call us if you need anything. You can always do that.”
“I will.”
“Lisa, he'll be fine. Just have hope. Pray.”

As the weeks went by, Lisa waited on Ben. He said less and less and became more irritable. He
gained weight. He was extremely depressed.
“Can I turn on some music for you, Ben? You like Enja. It's relaxing.”
“No.”
“It might help you feel better.”
“Lisa, I need silence.”
Not daring to admit it but knowing she needed to, Lisa ordered a cane for him.
“Ben, here's something you need.” She placed the cane in his hands. A second later, Ben threw
the cane under his bed. “Why did you do that?” she asked.
“Lisa, would you have some patience? Who do you think I am, a blind man? Do you think the
Lord would allow that? He knows our needs. He won't let us down. Now don't give up hope.
You're the expert on hope, remember?”
“Ben, hope needs to be active. You can't lay around waiting for your sight to come back. Get up
and admit that you're blind.”
“I am NOT BLIND.”
Lisa was about ready to cry. “Ben, you can't just deny it and pretend it isn't so.”
“Lisa, it's temporary. Do you understand 'temporary'?”
“Will you please get up?” she pleaded. “The doctor said it's okay.”
“Lisa, go away.”
“Can I just take you for a walk, to the living room?”
“Lisa, no. I wouldn't think of it. Please leave.”

When Ben finally started getting up, he stayed around the house. He seemed to resent Lisa's
attention. She read him passages from her personal history, trying to lift his spirits. She read
about her first walk with a cane when he instructed her how to use it, hoping it would inspire him
to go on with his life. She reached the point where he heroically saved her from fainting when
he interrupted her, “Lisa, don't read any more.”
“Why, Ben?”
“Go play with the children. Leave me alone.” After that he was mute again. He was nearly as
dumb as he was blind. Lisa was aggravated. Nearly the only time she heard him was when he
stumbled into things and cursed.
Mark and Jessica were afraid of their father. He walked around the house, clumsily stumbling
into things. The children saw their parents bump into each other one day, hitting their foreheads
hard. They parted without apologizing to each other.

Mark watched his father shave one morning, paying close attention to the way he groped for
objects on his dressing table.
“Dad?”
“Mark, what are you doing here?”
“Dad, are you okay?”
“I'm okay, Mark.”
“What happened? Can't you see?”
“Just, go away, Mark.”
Mark left despondently.
Jessica watched her father, pondering, analyzing every move. One night she curled in her
mother's lap as Lisa read a story.
“Mommy.”
“Yes, Jessica.”
“Daddy's . . . .” she paused. She'd heard the word 'blind' but didn't feel comfortable using it.
When her cousins used it, it didn't always sound flattering.
“Yes, Jessica?”
“Daddy, he, he . . . .” She sounded frightened.

“Did he scare you? Jessica, Daddy's very sad right now. He went to the hospital to get his eyes
fixed, and it didn't work. He can't see now, but maybe later he will.” She choked on her words.
When would she accept it herself?

During a meal, Lisa passed Ben a casserole. They missed contact and accidentally dropped the
glass bowl on the floor, shattering the glass into the food. After that, Ben refused to come to the
table. He snacked from the refrigerator constantly and gained more weight. Lisa was afraid
she'd soon be married to a pig.
Ben wasn't interested in sex. He wasn't interested in anything. Lisa tried to entice him, but
nothing worked. He wouldn't read anything in braille or listen to talking books, even though he
had materials available and knew how to use them. He was nearly a vegetable. Lisa couldn't
believe he wouldn't shake out of it. “Why won't he get his act together?” she thought. “Why
can't I do for him what he did for me? Is it because I can't see either?”
Ben refused to go to church with her, Sunday after Sunday. After weeks of sitting in church
alone with the children, Lisa was frustrated and upset. How could she get it through to him that
his sight wasn't coming back?
One day in May, Lisa said, “Ben, I know you don't like being reminded, but for the last time, you
need to go to work. If you don't do it now, we're going to be in serious financial trouble.” He
nearly threw her out of the bedroom.
In desperation, she put the Subaru up for sale. This action to her was a symbol of admitting it.
She hoped Ben would have the fact shocked into him. She also needed the extra money. The
Subaru sold easily for the modest price she asked.
When Ben found out about the car, he said angrily, “Lisa, why did you sell the car?”
“What were you going to do with it, drive it to work?”
“Of course not. I was thinking of getting a chauffeur.”
“Oh, really? With what money? If you don't get out of your bed and go to work, we won't have
any money for food or medical bills, let alone a chauffeur.”
“I'm going to work.”
“Good.”

Ben went to work that day. He called his home teaching companion for a ride. After that,
he stayed late at the office nearly every night. Refusing to touch Lisa's Optacon, he bought a
state-of-the-art scanner and character recognition system for his work, equipment Lisa had long
wanted herself. Lisa visited his office for a demonstration, but Ben sent her away.
Lisa regretted the day she married Ben. She should have known this would happen; his
sight was fragile. It felt right to marry him at the time. Why was she misled?
Ben refused to let Lisa lead him, quoting the Bible scripture about the blind leading the
blind. When she wanted to go anywhere with him, he refused to have her come along. He
wouldn't take the bus. He wouldn't even walk down the street with her. He was always
irritable.
In their refusal to show sympathy for each other, Ben and Lisa forgot to even show
understanding. The next few weeks were full of one cutting and biting conversation after
another. Ben's depression weighed as heavily on Lisa's chest as it did on his. Severe, long-term
depression was new to her. She'd been sad before; she'd felt grief, frustration, despair and even
self-pity, but this wasn't the feeling that made her want to cry. It made her wish she were dead.

On Mother's Day Ben did nothing but lie in bed. The elders' quorum had asked the elders to
write their wives a letter for Mother's Day. Ben wasn't at church when this was announced, but
someone called to remind him. He managed to hang up without committing himself. Lisa
returned from church with a letter written for widows and single mothers. She started scanning
it with her Optacon and decided it was too generic to merit the effort. She entered the bedroom
where Ben was lying on the bed.
“It wasn't from you,” she said petulantly.
He was silent.
“You would have at least written it in braille.” She rubbed his shoulders.
Ben didn't respond.
“Ben, speak to me.”
“Lisa,” he said hoarsely. He was stinging from his first week at work, where he had faced
one obstacle after another in reorganizing his work to accommodate his needs.

“You can still use my computer, Ben, until yours arrives. What did you spend on your
system?”
This wasn't the first time she'd asked. Ben's computer was paid for with money he had
earmarked from his mother's estate, but he wouldn't tell Lisa that. He was ornery.
“Ben, you need to tell me where we are financially. How are we paying for everything?”
Now that he was back at work, the weight of their financial predicament seemed even greater.
Things seemed worse just as they were starting to improve.

Chapter 50.

Caroline and Mark were talking one evening in early June as they cleaned the kitchen. Most
of the children were in bed. “You look tired, Caroline,” Mark said.
“I'm totally worn out. Ben and Lisa's kids are sick. I've been wearing my hands raw trying
to nurse them. Some of our children are sick now too.”
“How are Ben and Lisa?”
“Do you need to ask? It gets worse every day. They're on the verge of divorce.”
“Their marriage is too strong for that.”
“Don't count on it. If you heard what I did today, you'd wish you didn't have Ben for a brother.”
“Do I hear resentment?”
“After what I've been through with your family and especially with Ben and Lisa, how can I be
blamed?”
“Caroline, you haven't regretted the help we've given them, have you?”
“Not until lately. They've been able to pay back their favors.”
“Do you think that's always necessary?”
“I don't believe in getting something for nothing. Ben's had it easy all his life. He got babied
from the minute he was born. Your mother modified her will with him in mind. He didn't even
have to pay for his education like you did.”
“My father helped me out.”
“He didn't pay your living expenses too. I had to work to put you through school. Lisa's had it
easy. Ben's a lawyer now, and they've never had to worry about where the rent was coming
from.”
“Caroline, let me remind you that we got a substantial sum from my mother's estate also. We
paid off nearly the entire mortgage.”
“I'm sorry, Mark. I'm just so exhausted. I'm trying to be helpful.”
“You don't have to do everything yourself, Caroline. Get some help from Ben and Lisa's ward.
They need to help them too.”
“I think I will.”

“Honey, have you ever received a gift from anyone you couldn't pay back?”
“Don't bring that up now.”
“Think about it, from an older brother perhaps?”
“Mark, for heavens sake, you're not Jesus Christ.”
Mark took his wife in his arms. “I know that, but I can't forget who my example is. I keep
asking myself what He'd do in my shoes. I'm Ben's oldest brother. That's a constant reminder to
me that I am my brother's keeper. Ben loves me unconditionally.”
“He ignores all your faults, as if he can't see them. He is blind.”
“Caroline, can you look at things through Ben and Lisa's eyes? Put on a blindfold and leave it on
for twenty-four hours. Can you do that?”
“You mean starting now?”
“Sure.”
“Mark, you're crazy. You have no idea what I have to do. I've got meetings, visiting teaching. I
have that lesson. I can't possibly get ready for that and give it if I . . . .”
“Caroline, what are you saying?”
“Don't you even dare suggest it.”
“Okay then, I'm challenging you. Think of whatever you want for keeping on the blindfold,
without cheating, for twenty-four hours, and that means not hiding in your room. Be sure it's
something you really want. Let me know what it is. If I agree to give it to you, you're
committed.”
“Mark, I'd rather go twenty-four hours without food.”
“I expected even that, Caroline. Anything. Name your price.”

That night, Caroline wondered what she could possibly want that would be worth going through
it. The thought of doing what Mark suggested sounded downright irrational. She couldn't face
the public with a blindfold on. They'd ask her why she was doing it, and it would sound absurd
trying to explain it. And it wouldn't be safe. She could get run over by a truck. How would
Mark live with that? She could do it if she stayed in her room all day, but that wasn't the
agreement. That would be cheating.

She considered doing it if Mark did it too. But the thought of them both doing it at the same time
caused further upset in her stomach. She considered agreeing to do it if he would, maybe at
different times. But what if he agreed? She'd have to do it herself. She couldn't take the chance.
At breakfast the next day, Mark said, “Okay, Caroline, what's your price? Ask for anything you
want. You might get it. I want to see you do this.”
“I can't even consider it.”
“That's not being a very good sport, is it?”
“Mark, this is not to say that I would, but if I did it, would you do it too?” She was afraid he'd
say, “Sure.”
But he didn't. Mark became very serious. “Honey, the main reason I gave myself an out was so
if you asked me to do it too, I could refuse. I've thought about this before. I can't even bring
myself to do it.”
“That's a relief.”
“Caroline, guide dog trainers burn out very easily. Do you know why?”
“It must be tiring.”
“That's not all. They're required to take a two week blindfold test with a guide dog to prove they
can train one properly. That's extremely hard for a sighted person to do.”
“Lisa thinks nothing of having a dog guiding her.”
“That should give you some appreciation for how secure she feels without a dog leading her.”
Caroline was shaking. “I've never thought of it that way.”
“Even if you're not willing to do it, I wanted you to go through the mental exercise to appreciate
what Ben and Lisa are going through. They don't have a choice. We do.”
Caroline hugged her husband in relief. She'd been on a guilt trip about her unwillingness to do it
for even twenty-four hours. At least her husband was willing to admit he couldn't do it either.
“Maybe we should have a celebration,” she suggested, “for the blessings we take for granted.”
“I know,” said Mark. “Our family needs a larger motor boat for the summer. Let's go boat
shopping.”
“Then Ben and Lisa will get ours. What do you think they'll do with it?”
“When they're ready for it, they can claim it.”

Unfortunately, circumstances didn't improve for Lisa and Ben. One day, Ben kicked Minnie
during an argument. For Lisa, that was the last straw. He could have just as well kicked Lisa in
the face. She insisted Ben move out of the house. Not wanting to confront her, he did.
A law firm in Salt Lake, closely associated with Ben's firm in Provo, offered to have him. Lisa
said that they offered because of his equipment more than any other reason, making Ben feel hurt
and rejected. Lisa felt shocked that Ben left without confronting their problems.

Ben moved to Salt Lake. Shortly after his move, he wrote her a letter in braille with his new
computer system.
“Lisa,”
“I'm here. I'm okay. They like my work. Enclosed is a check for one thousand dollars. I wrote
it myself. I'll send money when I can. If you need money, call. Here's my office number and
home address.”
“Ben.”
Though grateful for the money, Lisa was hurt by his terse style. She couldn't bring herself to
write a reply.

One night in July, Lisa heard a loud crash in the living room. She rushed into the front room
from the kitchen. “What happened?”
“Mark did it,” said Jessica.
“Mark did what? Mark, what are you doing?” No response, except a tiny whimper. Lisa found
Mark doubled over. “Mark, what's the matter?” his mother asked.
Searching, she found that the television set had crashed nearby. Lisa took Mark into his
bedroom to get him ready for bed. She removed his shoes, and he started groaning loudly.
Touching his socks, she found they were sticky. She withdrew her hand. Not daring to remove
his socks, she grabbed a towel from the bathroom and tightly wrapped his foot. Then she hastily
grabbed the telephone. Fortunately Caroline was home.
“He's got blood all over his foot. The television must have landed on it. I'm afraid his foot's
been severed.” She attempted to keep her voice calm but couldn’t.

“I'll be right there.”
Mark was howling by the time Caroline arrived. She drove Lisa and the children to the
emergency room. Mark immediately went into surgery. His foot had nearly been severed.

Caroline found Lisa crying in the waiting room. She touched Lisa's shoulder with her hand,
trying to reassure her. “I had no idea what to do,” cried Lisa.
“You did the right thing. Just call when something like that happens.”
“What can I do? What can I do? What can I do?”
“Just do what you did. Don't feel bad, Lisa.” Caroline placed a handkerchief in her hand.
“Thank you, but I don't really cry much.”
“Just take it anyway.”

After midnight that night, Lisa called Doug Cramer.
“Lisa, I haven't heard from you in awhile.” Doug worked late at a radio station and had just
returned from work.
“I need to talk to you.”
“How's Ben?”
“He's blind again, Doug.” Lisa's voice was heavy with distress.
“No! How?”
“It's been so awful. My son dropped the television on his foot. He nearly cut it off. Doug, I'm
so depressed. How do you protect your children?”
“We have to rely on other people, Lisa. I'm sure Mark will be fine.”
“I'm not so worried about Mark. It's Ben.”
“You learned to accept it. He can too.”
“I don't think he wants to. His sight was a special gift.”
“Maybe it was.”
“Then why did he lose it?”
“Why did we?”
“Doug.”
“No really. Think about it. Everyone's sight is a special gift.”

“But Ben's . . . .”
“Was extra special. I understand. The Lord giveth. The Lord taketh away. Or so Job said.
Have you considered reading Job?”
“It's so depressing.”
“I don't think so.”
“Will you talk to Ben?”
“Sure. I'll wait if you want to get him.”
“He doesn't live here anymore. We're separated.”
“Oh, I'm so sorry.”
“I have his number.” Lisa gave him Ben's office number. “Tell him my brother's getting
married, and I'd like to see him there.”

On Saturday, August twenty-first, David Hansen did the unthinkable. He married Charlene
Hicks of Salt Lake City without Jonathon getting married the same time. Charlene wasn't even
a twin. She was a gorgeous, tall brunette with short, sassy hair. She joked that she would have
married Jonathan, but she didn't know German. Having served a mission in France, she knew
French.
Lisa liked her almost immediately. She rode with Charlene, David and Jonathan to Salt
Lake City for the wedding and reception. Charlene and David rode in the back seat with the
children and read them stories. Lisa sat in the passenger seat and asked Jonathan, who was
driving, “Did you send an invitation to Ben?”
“Of course, Lisa. He's family.”
“A separate one?”
“Of course, but sorry, we didn't print any in braille.”
Lisa knew that didn't matter. Ben had people around him who would be willing to read the
invitation for him. Throughout the ceremonies she hoped he'd show up. She had several spies
watching for her. Ben did not attend. Lisa returned home that night and cried until she no
longer could.

Chapter 51.
One Sunday evening in August, Lisa received a phone call. “Lisa, it's Katella Peterson. Do
you remember me?”
“Katella! Of course. You silly. I'd never forget you. I haven't heard from you in years.
What's going on in your life?”
“I'm in town.”
“You mean Provo? Come over now and visit me.”
“I'm planning to.”
“Do you have a baby with you?”
“Lisa, don't be funny. If I had a baby, you'd already know. I'll be right there.”
Lisa hung up the phone and panicked. Her house was a mess. She wanted to present herself as
being happy and contented. She began straightening the house, but it was hopeless. There
wasn't much she could do on such short notice. And Katella would miss nothing. By the time
Katella rang the doorbell, Lisa was at least satisfied she could get in the door.
“Katella, you look splendid. It's so good to see you.”
“Thank you. You look quite . . . trim yourself,” Katella said slowly.
“Have a seat,” Lisa offered.
Seated in the small living room, Lisa and Katella continued their conversation. “How are your
children, Lisa?”
“They're wonderful.”
“Do they help you?”
“They really do. I'm very lucky.”
“How old are they now?”
“Mark's five, nearly six. Jessica will be five in February. Where's Ron, Katella?”
“In California.”
“Does he like his job?”
“He's been discouraged with it. He wants to do so much good, but there's so much politics going
on. Sometimes he can't get anything done.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. His work is so important.”
“I should appreciate it more. I keep thinking it's futile to even try mapping every strand of DNA
in the human genes. All that work for an endless string of A's, C's, G's and T's. It's gibberish.”
Katella's words sounded odd to Lisa. Katella had always been an enthusiastic supporter of Ron's
work. What had happened? Lisa said slowly, “That reminds me of something Ben said about
being able to see for the first time. He said letters looked as foreign to him as Russian or Hebrew
letters look to us, even though he already knew how to form the alphabet. Maybe science is
starting to see the alphabet of life, but we don't fully understand the language yet. I think we can
eventually.”
“That would be a miracle,” said Katella. “Ron's work could be the key to curing and preventing
many horrible diseases, but I get impatient. It doesn't seem like the benefits will be soon
enough.”
“What are you working on now, Katella?”
“My music. I want to get some songs recorded.”
“I'd love to hear you play again. Stay a while. I need to get my children fed.” Lisa stood up.
“I'll help you, Lisa.”
Katella was impressed by Lisa's rapport with her children. Lisa instructed them to set the table
and explained what she wanted on the table and where to get it. They busily hurried to obey her.
“Your children are wonderful, Lisa. I admire you for having the courage to have children.”
“Katella, I wouldn't call it courage. It just worked out that way.”
“But didn't you ever have second thoughts about having children?”
“Sure. Second, third, fourth, . . . it gets better all the time.”
“Lisa, does Ben usually come home this late?”
“No,” Lisa shook.
Katella was silent.
“Ben doesn't live here anymore.” The expression on Lisa's face prompted Katella to take her in
her arms and hug her.
“Lisa, what happened? That isn't Ben. Did he desert you?” Lisa shook her head and kept
shaking it. “Did his success go to his head?”
“No, Katella, I kicked him out.”

That didn't sound like Lisa. Katella felt she was holding something back. She hugged her again,
trying to reassure her.
“Lisa, I know how you feel. Ron and I are divorced.”
Lisa pulled away from Katella's hug, “No. You are perfect for each other.”
“I'm afraid he doesn't think so anymore. He filed for divorce when I was in the hospital. I was
in no state of mind to contest it.”
“Katella, you didn't tell me you were in the hospital.”
“I think Ron just got fed up with it all. I can't really blame him.”
“What are you saying, Katella? Do you have some dread disease I don't know about?”
“Let's talk in the living room,” said Katella, leading Lisa back to the front room. The children
were still eating in the dining area, quietly listening. When Lisa was calmer, Katella continued.
“Have you heard of the term 'bipolar disorder'?”
Lisa knew about it through her writing. “You mean a chemical imbalance? That's totally
treatable, Katella. I was afraid you had something serious.”
Katella smiled. How could she refute that, coming from Lisa? She didn't want to make light of
Lisa's trials, but she wanted her to understand without milking her sympathy. “Lisa, you've been
my inspiration. Remember your fireside speech? It seemed like you gave it just for me.”
“You mean my speech about hope?”
“And other things, especially about it not being forever. I get so depressed sometimes I wish I
could die, but then I remember what you said about hope and the resurrection, and I know it'll be
over. I wish I had the courage to face up to my problems the way you do. If I was only willing
to take my medication, for instance.”
“You have a problem with that? If there was a pill that could let me see, even just a little, even
just light, I'd take it without fail.”
“I know you would, Lisa.” Katella paused then said, “This disorder is so strange. It creeps up
on me. Suddenly I'm happy and contented then going crazy with exhilaration and euphoria.”
“So you enjoy it. Is that why you don't like taking your medicine?”
“I do enjoy it, for awhile, but then I lose control. Getting my senses knocked back into me is
devastating. The hospital used so many tranquilizers I was nearly unconscious. I don't
remember what happened most of the time I was there. It was like a nightmare.”

“When was this, Katella?”
“About a year ago.”
“Why didn't you tell me?”
“I've been trying to get my life back together. You have no idea what I've been through.”
“What happened?”
“Before I went in the hospital, I ran around the house day and night without sleeping or eating. I
was singing and dancing, thinking up all kinds of grandiose ideas and projects. The whole world
was an orchestra, and I was the conductor. Every part of the house was a different string on a
huge orchestra. I believed if I tied everything up right, it would sing a song to make everything
better, so I actually went around tying strings and elastic bands on things. It was bizarre. I
started throwing things away too. When I started throwing out Ron's lab papers, he caught me
just in time. I drew crazy pictures all over them, but luckily they were salvageable.”
“That doesn't sound like you. If I were you, I'd just take your medication and not worry about
it.”
“I'd think nothing of it, except for the side effects: the weight gain, the terrible thirst. She
paused. And also, I can't have children when I'm taking it.”
“Why not? Does it cause birth defects?”
“It can.”
“But that's just a probability, right? My step mother-in-law had her first baby at forty-two. She
decided it was worth the risk.”
“I've been advised not to chance it, Lisa.”
“What's the alternative, Katella? What kind of birth defect is it? Is it something you and the
child could live with?”
“It's a congenital heart defect.”
“Does it always happen?”
“No, usually it doesn’t, but the chance is many times greater with lithium than without.”
“But there’s a good chance your child would be okay.”
“That's what makes the decision so difficult. A mother told me she took lithium all through her
pregnancy except the last month and during delivery, and her child was fine. I really don't want
to chance it, Lisa. I know people do, and sometimes I feel like I'm a coward or lacking in faith.”

“When I was pregnant with Mark my doctor asked me what caused my blindness. He wondered
if it was genetic. I told him no, but I wondered about Ben’s condition.”
“Ben had congenital cataracts, didn’t he? That can be genetic.”
“I don’t know if it was in Ben’s case. Neither Jessica or Mark have had it, so I guess we’re
lucky. I would feel sad if they had the condition, but I’m glad they’re here anyway, with or
without it.”
Lisa left to check on the children where they were eating. Katella watched her orient herself by
gracefully touching familiar spots on the wall. Katella felt bruised emotionally, partly over
losing her marriage, partly over leaving her home in California. Now she was turning to an old
friend and dumping on her all at once. She had an admiration for Lisa but knew Lisa didn’t like
being put on a pedestal; she wanted to be treated normally. How would she feel about this? She
hadn’t written Lisa for a long time, partly because she couldn’t bring herself to explain the
devastating effect her illness was having on her life. Maybe Lisa would be understanding.
Lisa stumbled slightly on a box of paper as she returned to the sofa. She moved it aside, saying,
“Sorry things are such a mess here.”
“It’s okay,” Katella said. “My life is rather messed up too.”
“Tell me more,” Lisa said sitting beside her.
“Do you know what lithium is?” Katella asked. She turned to a periodic table in her planner.
“It's a chemical element, here on the left of the table.” She placed Lisa's finger on the chart. “It's
element number three on the first column, just under hydrogen. It's chemically related to sodium
and potassium.”
Lisa smiled. “Katella is scientific to the core,” she thought. Aloud she said, “I've heard of
sodium and potassium. Do you need lithium because your body doesn't have enough naturally?”
“No. That's a common misconception. No one knows exactly why lithium works, but it does. It
keeps neurotransmitters from getting too excited.”
“So, how does lithium cause heart defects in babies?”
“I have no idea, but there's evidence that it does.”
“So what do you do if you want a child?”
“I could stop my medicine temporarily to get pregnant, but I'd risk having another psychotic
episode.”

“And you'd be in the hospital again.”
“Yes.”
“I wish I could help you,” Lisa said.
“There's not much use worrying about it now that I'm divorced.” Katella turned her face from
Lisa, as if ready to close off the discussion. She was afraid to continue. Lisa’s presence had
stirred up some old feelings in her. Katella’s world of depression was often dark and confining.
Lisa had no light at all in her world, yet she no longer seemed depressed about it.
Lisa said, “You've been worried about this for years, haven't you? Even when I was pregnant,
you didn't want to discuss it, remember?”
“I thought it was nice that you were pregnant, but honestly I was glad I wasn't. I wanted Ron to
finish school first.”
“So it was money.”
“Partly.”
“But later you thought about having a child.”
“Of course. I'm a woman.”
“If you really wanted a child, you could have one.”
“Lisa, that's very true. I was afraid you'd say that.”
Mark and Jessica came in from the dining room and tried to interrupt Lisa. She restrained them.
“Don't get defensive, Katella. I want to understand. You're not sure you want the risks your
situation offers. Am I right? There are always risks. You could die from having a child.”
“I realize that.”
“So what's stopping you?” Lisa hoisted Jessica onto her lap.
“It must be plain lack of courage.”
“Or maybe it's a healthy regard for your safety and the safety of your children. I tend to err on
the courage side myself. Ben's always after me about that.”
“Lisa, it's good to have courage. Look what you can do. I couldn't bring myself to walk a
tightrope.”
“Excuse me a minute, Katella.” I need to get the children to bed. Katella helped Lisa get her
children ready for bed. They continued to interrupt her occasionally.

When she had a moment free Lisa said, “I've learned something about life, Katella. The Lord
won't bail us out of situations we get ourselves in. He lets us suffer the consequences.”
“Maybe I've gone overboard on being safe, but I need to be willing to accept the risks that result
from my decisions. Do you think the Lord requires us to take risks we're uncomfortable with?”
“He seemed to with Jonah the prophet, but Jonah found it was riskier to not do what he was told.
I believe the Lord teaches us what we should do through our experience.”
“I keep thinking of Nephi when he was asked to get the brass plates,” said Katella. “He said, 'I
will go and do the things which the Lord hath commanded, for I know that the Lord giveth no
commandments unto the children of men, save he shall prepare a way for them that they may
accomplish the thing which he commandeth them.' Why don't I have faith like that?”
“Do you feel you've been commanded to have children?”
“Since my marriage, I've felt the commandment 'multiply and replenish the earth' applied to me,
not just Adam and Eve.”
“You've been troubled about this for a long time, haven't you?”
“Greatly. I feel that no one understands. You have no idea how much I fear losing the ability to
care for myself. If I had another episode, I might not come out of it. I could be hospitalized
indefinitely. Each time's been worse than the last. Last year I lost my job. Ron panicked when
he found out, and I lost my marriage. My only hope now is staying on my medicine for life, but
you see what that means about children. I can't even consider getting remarried and bringing a
man into this situation,” Katella sobbed. “It wouldn't be fair to him.”
Lisa was silent for awhile. The air was heavy with emotion. She silently prayed for a consoling
word to say. “Maybe there is a way. Take comfort from what the Saints in Missouri went
through. The Lord gave them many commandments they never accomplished. Many were
disillusioned and wanted to give up entirely. The Lord said the redemption of Zion was deferred
because they needed to be more humble and obedient and become stronger, but he promised that
Zion would be redeemed in his own due time. No matter what you do, Katella, you can't
frustrate God's plan. Maybe your trials with your illness are like what the Saints in Missouri
went through with their enemies.”

“I've always had a hard time understanding that experience. I don't know if I'm more upset at the
Saints for not accomplishing what they were commanded or at God for not providing for them
better.”
“The Lord knows we're human, Katella, and he allows for that. Even the stupid things we do
play right into his plan.”
“Very true.”
“Ben said children are the most just blessings God has to offer.”
“I believe I know what Ben meant. Eternity is a long time, Lisa. I won't always have this
disorder.”
“So you believe in eternal procreation?”
“Sure, don't you?”
Lisa chuckled. “Are you afraid if you don't have children now, you'll never be able to?”
“Some people seem to believe that, but it seems logical to me that I'll have those powers. Not
one hair of our heads will be lost, and our bodies will be restored to their proper and perfect
frame in the resurrection. Why would we lose our procreative powers?”
“We can't lose faith or hope, Katella. The Lord said to hope for a better world. Remember that
scripture?”
“Why do you think I wanted to be your friend?” Katella smiled through her tears. Lisa sensed
her smile. Katella continued, “I had a dream once that I had a baby who talked to me. I've never
forgotten the comfort of that dream.”
Lisa smiled. “What did your baby say?”
“I don't remember, but it was wonderful. In the scriptures it mentions that babes talked in the
presence of Christ.”
“So you’re thinking of the Second Coming.”
“Yes.”
“I wouldn't lose hope, Katella. You have more faith than you give yourself credit for. Maybe
something will happen: a new drug, a scientific breakthrough . . . .”
“You know I'm not placing all my hopes in science.”
“I know that.”

“Lisa, it would be especially bad if I had an episode while I was pregnant. I could lose custody
of the child. In a mental hospital, a patient doesn't have any rights. I could even be forced to
have an abortion so doctors could start my treatment without damaging the child. It sounds
illogical, but that's how some people think these days. I wouldn't have a choice.”
“That's unthinkable, Katella.”
“I heard of a case where a woman was nearly forced to have an abortion. Her parents went to
court to prevent it. The legal move delayed her treatment, and it took her over a year to recover.
Her parents took care of her baby.”
“She couldn’t do it?”
“She was incompetent. When you're manic, you're so distracted you can't take care of yourself,
let alone a family. If we would have had children, Ron would likely have them now.”
“But you could prevent an episode from happening if you always take your medication.”
“Unfortunately I can't anymore. My medicine makes them less severe, but it doesn't prevent
them entirely. Lisa, I can't chance it with my medicine. I hate taking it, but now I'm willing.
After being hospitalized three times, I'm afraid of being locked up again. A psychiatric ward's
like a prison.”
“Did they put you in a strait jacket?”
“No, but they locked me in a padded room more than once, especially when I was screaming,
which I did a lot.”
“I had no idea.”
“Lisa, I didn't tell you this for sympathy. I hoped you'd understand.”
“I wish I did. I'm afraid I'm too involved in my own problems sometimes.”
“It's hard for me to talk about this. Most people don't know I have this. I don't want to be
ashamed of it, but I don't want to be prejudged either. I'm never sure how people will react.
Most people just don’t know how to react. Sometimes I regret it after I've told someone.”
“Like Ben,” said Lisa, “he never told me he was born blind until I was blind myself. I wondered
why, but I think I understand now. He wanted to be treated normally.”
“Lisa, there's something you're not telling me. What possessed you to kick Ben out?”
“I still don't understand why Ron divorced you. That's not like him.”

“Ron has a very hard time around bizarre behavior. What I did to his lab notes was the last
straw. He protects them like the Crown Jewels. I don't know what got into me to do that. There
was a story going on in my head, like Alice and Wonderland, and I was acting it out. I could
hear things, see things and feel things that weren't there, like hallucinations, but I wasn't on
drugs. Every concept in my mind had a twisted meaning.”
“I see what you mean about a nightmare.”
“Ron wants to fix genetic problems. I gave him a hard time about his work, and when I found
out what he was doing, I felt terrible. He was reviewing the genetic studies on bipolar disorder.”

Lisa remembered how Ron once expressed a wish to find a way for her to see. Ron was like
that: intelligent and philanthropic. She wasn't sure what to think or say. Katella's description
was more lurid than the clinical reports she'd heard. No one had given her a first hand account of
a manic experience. She suspected that Katella had understated it.
Katella continued, “Scientists have long known it's genetic. Ron wants to find a cure, not just a
treatment. He's frustrated that science can't do it yet, even though they're getting closer. My
symptoms really upset him.”
“If he understands your problem and sympathizes, things should have worked out.”
“I don't think it works that way. Our divorce is final.” Katella paused then asked, “Lisa, are you
divorced yet, or are you still married?”
“We're just separated.” Lisa's lips quivered.
Katella was relieved she wasn't divorced. Lisa didn't seem to want to talk about it. “Lisa, what
possessed you to kick Ben out? Can you just give me a clue?”
Lisa stood up slowly and picked up a braille law volume from a nearby bookcase. She opened it
in front of her friend. Katella couldn't read it, but she read the clue from context. Lisa put the
book away without a word. As Lisa stood up, Katella noticed the title printed on the spine. She
stood up for a closer look, which left her without doubt. Lisa bumped into her on her return to
the sofa. Katella put her arms around her tall friend, holding her even tighter than usual. Lisa
trembled.

“Lisa, can I tell you one more thing? I don't want to leave you the impression I feel cheated in
life. Many people with manic-depression are very creative and ambitious. I'm not saying I want
to go through a manic experience again, but it's okay that it happened. It fits my personality.”
“Thanks for telling me. Katella, you've been so good to me ever since we met. I feel bad we lost
contact for so long. What happened?”
“I didn't know how to tell you about these things. I suppose I distanced myself from you because
of it. I have from everyone. I didn't think you'd understand. “
”I want to. I had a hard time having a family too. I didn't know if my children would want a
blind mother.”
“How do they feel about it?”
“They're very normal. I haven't asked them directly how they feel, but they seem to have a good
attitude about it. I believe they both understand now that I'm blind. Children don't comprehend
that until they're about five.”
“I'm surprised. I thought they would understand much earlier.”
“They accommodated it, but they didn't really know.”
“I suppose many people will never understand what I have. Unfortunately, it's often
misdiagnosed, even by experts. It took me years to accept it.”
Lisa said, “I hope I've become more understanding of the trials other people go through.”
“Lisa, I didn't want to tell you because I was afraid you'd think I was trying to compare your trial
to mine. It's subtle sometimes. I can make myself believe I'm cured. But it can be a dark, dreary
world. I’ve looked to you as an example.”
“Katella, you're worried about something else, aren't you? You said it's genetic. Can you give it
to your children?”
“Yes. There's about a twenty-five percent chance that any child of mine would get it. Ron said
if I was pregnant with a fetus that tested positive for the disorder, he'd want to abort.”
“I can't believe that. Why?”
“Ron says if you can't cure it, prevent it. That's generally how the current practice of genetic
counseling works. It's been hard to even consider a family when Ron feels the way he does.”
“No wonder, Katella. You're lucky you're not married to him anymore. What if you weren't
around? What if your parents would have done that?”

“I keep wondering how I'd feel if I gave it to a child. We wouldn't likely know until
adolescence, though some professionals claim they can detect it in babies. The strange thing is
that not everyone who's genetically predisposed to bipolar disorder gets it, so I would wonder
what I did to my children to set it off. I keep thinking: if I can just handle this myself, I wouldn't
feel so bad. I'd be an example for my children. But sometimes it's so horrible I can't handle it
myself. Then I'm glad I'm not a mother. Even though I'm not always sick enough to be in the
hospital, I can't always manage my life very well. I'd also hate to put my children through
scrutiny when they're young, with experts examining them. I don't think I could have handled
that.”
“Did your parents have it?”
“My mother didn't. My father . . . ?” Katella paused abruptly. Thinking of her mysterious real
father brought a tightness in her throat. She continued, “Lisa, you can't just hand a person
medication and say, 'Take this and this illness will be prevented.' If a person doesn't know they
need it, they won't be motivated to take it. It's very hard on the body.”
“There must be people with bipolar who have families.”
“There are. But many of them are broken families. Scientists have done studies to determine if
people with bipolar regret having a family. Only five percent of the patients do but about fifty
percent of the spouses do. Apparently spouses suffer more than the patient.”
“Some marriages must survive.”
“Many do.”
“Maybe you're being too scientific about it, Katella. Why don't you pray about it instead of
getting caught up in facts and figures?”
“I have prayed about it, many times. I felt it would be okay to wait to have a child.”
“So you felt good about not doing it?”
“For a time, yes.”
“But then it plagued you again?”
“Over time it didn't as much. I feel grateful I received the answer I did, about waiting, because
shortly afterwards I was hospitalized. If I would have been pregnant, it would have been
devastating.”
“So you feel you were protected?”

“I know God's there, Lisa, without question. I've suffered a lot this past year, sorting my life out.
When I'm manic, I have intense feelings that feel like the Spirit. It can be misleading.”
“How do you tell the difference?”
“A counselor said to rely on whether I feel calm and peaceful about my decisions. Lisa, mania
can be devastating to the spiritual self. Some people become atheists. I've chosen not to, but I
know where people are coming from. You start wondering what's chemical and what's God. But
when people deny God, they surrender their hope. I never want to do that.”
“I'm glad I gave that speech, if it helped you.”
Katella hesitated before continuing. Lisa seemed more mature than ever; she was calm and
accepting. Katella had never felt so good in her presence. She wanted to divulge more keys of
understanding. Without them, her fears would seem more like mere phobias.
“Lisa, mania can lead people into extramarital affairs they regret all their lives. I've been spared
that, but I've had feelings that embarrassed both myself and Ron. That's hard to get over even
now.”
“Do you think people would still be responsible for their behavior in that situation?”
“I don't know, Lisa. I'm just glad there’s Christ and repentance.”
“And forgiveness,” Lisa added.
“You may have heard jokes about a mental ward where a patient sits up and says he's God.”
“You were never like that, were you, Katella? Please tell me you were never like that.”
“Is your mature mind prepared to handle it or would you rather be shielded from the harsh
realities of life?”
“Katella, please!”
Katella was silent, remembering something Lisa told her many years before.
“It's true then,” said Lisa, astonished.
“I've told you.”
“Did you think you were God himself?”
“God herself. I protect my femininity to the hilt.”
“How could you? Did this happen more than once?”
“Once I believed I was Mother Nature and Mother Earth.”
“You mean the earth itself?”

“I believed I was the embodiment of the earth.”
“Incomprehensible!”
“Not in the manic state.” Katella decided not to reveal things she did to herself in private to cure
the earth's woes and ills.”
“Katella, did you believe you were some kind of voodoo doll for the earth?”
“That's a very good analogy.” Katella thought to herself, “Lisa's amazingly perceptive.”
“With pin and needle tricks?”
“Yes, but I used nails.”
“Oh, I hope you didn't hurt yourself.”
“Don't worry. I didn't go that far. I was very careful.”
“I see what you mean about not being able to care for a family.”
“Lisa, I've only been like that for a few days. I can't comprehend what would happen if it
extended to weeks, months or years. I'm only telling you the tip of the iceberg. My delusions of
grandeur were all encompassing.”
Lisa thought to herself. “I was right. She was understating it.” Aloud she said, “I see why you
wouldn't want to delay treatment.”
“I'd be in agony if my baby's life hung in the balance over it.”
“What would you do?”
“I likely wouldn't have the option of deciding. When I'm manic I'm not capable of making
rational decisions.”
“Maybe you should make a living will to state what you'd want done in a situation like that.”
“That's a good idea. It's a hard decision even when I'm rational, but I'll think about it. If there
were other rights I could protect, I'd be grateful. When I'm in the hospital, I feel like I'm treated
more like a criminal than a patient. I especially disliked doctors I didn't even choose keeping me
hospitalized as long as they saw fit, at my expense. I never knew if or when I was going home
until the day I was released.”
Lisa was pensive. Katella was usually a tad shy. Exaggerated, bold behavior seemed out-ofcharacter. But Katella wouldn't lie about something like this. She wouldn't exaggerate either.
“Katella,” Lisa said, “your situation about children is rather precarious. I'd be hesitant in your
situation.”

“Would you do it anyway?”
“I love my children as much as life itself. I've always wanted to be a mother. Have you prayed
about this?”
“Yes, I didn't feel I should go ahead.”
“Perhaps that was wise, considering what happened to your marriage.”
“Maybe you do understand.”
“I want to. Katella, I don't want us to lose contact again. We need each other.” She seemed sad.
“Do you have a problem with my blindness?” she asked.
“I sometimes feel like I'm taking advantage of you, Lisa. Remember when I bought you the
word processor? And then I talked you into getting married with Ron and me? I was rather
pushy. I wanted a friend. I needed a friend. I felt I was buying you, and I felt guilty about it.”
“You can just get over that, okay? No more guilt trips over me, or you'll make me feel guilty
too. Can we toast to the beginning of a renewed friendship?” Lisa drew toward Katella, about to
hug her. Katella almost missed her gesture because of the tears in her eyes. They embraced
warmly.
“How do you toast, Lisa?”
“Come in the kitchen. I'll show you.”

Katella helped Lisa clean the kitchen and living room. What had Lisa been through?
“Lisa, I'm attending BYU this fall. I've been accepted in the master's program for electrical
engineering. I know, you never thought I'd go to BYU. I'm just going part-time, so I can work
on my music. I can afford it with the alimony Ron's paying me.”
“Good for him.”
“I need a place to stay, some place small and not too expensive. Do you know of anywhere near
here?”
Lisa's face brightened. “I'd love to have you in my ward again.”
“That's what I was thinking.”
“Katella, rents in this area have gone sky high. Luckily my landlord hasn't raised my rent, at
least not yet. Why don’t you stay here?”
“Do you have room?”

“Sure we do. Ben was here. Now he's not. There's room for you.”
“I need a place for my synthesizer and computer equipment.”
“Just put them in the living room by my computer.”
“No, your living room's too small.”
“Come down in the basement. Check out the playroom.”
Katella followed Lisa into the basement. The playroom was more than adequate. “Are you
sure your children won't mind me invading their playroom?”
“As long as you let them watch what you're doing.”
“I wouldn't mind.”
“Will you stay here please?”
“You don't have an extra bedroom.”
“You can move into mine. We'll take out the double bed and put in twins.”
Katella hesitated to take space that was rightfully Ben's, but she decided to move in. With
her love and prayers, maybe she could help Lisa.
As Lisa dropped off to sleep that night she thought, “I hope I can help Katella.”

Chapter 52.

Katella worked in Lisa's basement, next to the weight room, adjusting her music and
computer equipment. Jessica watched her intently. Mark lifted weights. Katella noticed that he
lifted them purposefully, not playfully like a child ordinarily would. “Interesting,” she thought.
“He'll be muscle bound before he’s twelve.”
She watched him and he watched her. Finally he said, “Do you have any children?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“I just don't. I don't have a husband.”
“You don't have a dad?”
Katella paused. The comment surprised her. At first she thought of the father she never knew,
but realized that he must be referring to her husband. She'd never thought of Ron as a dad. “My
husband and I don't live together any more,” she said.
“My mommy kicked Daddy out.”
“Oh? Why?”
“Daddy kicked Minnie. She cried.”
“That's sad.”
“He didn't mean to. He couldn't see her.”
“Then why did your mother kick him out?”
“She was mad at him.”
“Oh?”
“Mommy doesn't like Daddy 'cause he can't see.”
“She can't see either. Maybe your dad doesn't like that.”
“Daddy married her that way.”
“How do you know? You weren't there.”
“How do you know I wasn't there?” Mark asked defiantly.
Katella smiled. “Because I was there, and I noticed you weren't around.”
“You were there?” asked Mark.

“Your mother and I were married in the same room, almost the same time.”
“Oh.”
“Do you still care about your father, Mark?”
He nodded his head. “Interesting,” thought Katella. “The child has two blind parents, and he
nods his head.”
“What happened to him?”
“He went to the hospital and after he came home, he couldn't see.”
“Did he have an accident?”
“Huh uh.” He shook his head.
“Did he have surgery?”
“Huh?”
“An operation.”
“Uh huh. They bandaged his eyes.” Mark covered his eyes.
“Did you see them?”
“Uh huh.”
“What did he look like?”
“Very sad.”
“Did he have pain in his eyes before he went to the hospital?”
“I don't know. I don't think so.”
“Can he see a little bit, Mark?”
“Huh uh. He bumps into things.”
“Ouch. What did he do?”
“He cried.”
“Really?”
“He sent me away.”
“Do you know why?”
“He didn't want me to see him.”
Katella was amazed at his insight. He understood that Ben was frustrated. Who could
blame him? Maybe Lisa. But she should be the most understanding. Maybe she'd forgotten

what a difficult adjustment it was. It was easy for her to face the public; at least she was used to
it. For Ben, it wouldn't be easy.
Katella looked at Jessica who stared at her intently. “What an adorable child!” she thought
as she looked at the soft, dark brown curls, pink lips, rounded cheeks and baby blue eyes.
“Hello, Jessica.”
“Hi.”
“Are you in school?”
She nodded. She wasn't in kindergarten yet. She must be referring to her preschool.
“Can you show me what you do there?”
Jessica brought her a drawing. Katella was surprised. It was a family: a father, a mother, a
son, a daughter and a dog. The father had a long stick in his hand. Ben must have been around
long enough to make an impression on her. Lisa didn't kick him out simply because he lost his
sight, even though she implied it.

Katella soon became busy with her studies, spending many hours on campus doing
electronics labs. Between classes, Katella found a few minutes here and there to scrub the
Richards' home. It needed it. While she cleaned, her mind focused on the Richards' problems.
It seemed to relieve her from the grief and bitterness she felt over her hospitalization and
divorce.
What was going on between Ben and Lisa? Lisa didn't require a sighted husband. She'd
proven she could get along by herself. There might be a clue in the reason Ben married Lisa in
the first place. Why did he marry her? Lisa was gorgeous. That was a factor. Now that he
couldn't see her, was he simply not attracted to her anymore? Katella knew Ben better than that.
There was something else.
Ben must feel inadequate. Lisa seemed almost superhuman in her ability to cope with her
handicap. Ben must have felt he couldn't measure up to the standard set by his wife.
Katella thought, “It's no accident that Ben's a lawyer. Law is a field blind people can
succeed in.” That gave her an eerie feeling. If Ben ever doubted the future of his eyesight, he
apparently never told Lisa, but he covered himself, just in case. Sometimes a person has to bet
on the odds. Odds were he'd be okay--no need to alarm his wife. If Ben succeeded in his law

practice, he'd overcome his feelings of inadequacy. He had the determination and persistence
necessary. Katella prayed Lisa would hang in long enough for him. She also prayed Ben would
be successful.

One evening Katella prayed about her concerns and discovered profound love in her heart
for both Lisa and Ben. She received a witness through the Spirit that they still loved each other
deeply.

Chapter 53.

Earlier that summer, in June, Ben moved to Salt Lake City. He went through a major
personal crisis. His first reaction was remorse for not seeking medical attention sooner. His
efforts to avoid alarming his wife might have been fatal to his sight. He'd never know for sure.
He overlooked the fact that his second eye was operated on nearly immediately and didn't heal
either. He chastised himself for being stupid enough to marry a blind person. He should have
listened to his father who fully warned him of the risk.
His image of himself as a seeing eye husband was shot. He agonized over the loss of his
ability to protect Lisa. His refusal to let her lead him originated from gut level fear, for his own
safety and hers. He regretted letting her take the bus so frequently. He should have gone out of
his way to drive her places. He could no longer do that.
Ben decided the most caring thing he could do for Lisa and the children was to give Lisa the
freedom to divorce him. What she needed most from him, his sight, was gone.

Work wasn't as dreadful as Ben feared. His colleagues helped him find a basement apartment
not far from work and oriented him so he could get to work by himself. Their helpfulness helped
Ben jam down the fear of being watched.
He walked about a mile to work each day. Though he was aware of daylight, his world was like
a dense, patchy fog on a dark night. It wasn't the absolute absence of light that surrounded Lisa.
It changed slightly between night and day. He saw patterns that varied randomly. He couldn't
focus or discern objects. His sight was considerably less than what he had as a child. It was
startlingly more difficult to navigate.
With the help of a legal secretary, he learned what ward he was in and telephoned the bishop.
The bishop said, “We'll see you at church Sunday morning, nine o'clock sharp.”
“Bishop, would you send someone over to take me to church?”
“Sure, where do you live?”
Ben gave him his address.
“You're only three blocks from church. You can walk that.”

“Thank you, Bishop.” Ben was about to hang up but couldn't. The bishop had to know
sometime. He couldn't believe how difficult it was to let someone know he was blind. “Bishop,
I, I have to tell you something.”
“Yes?”
“I'm, I'm separated. I'm still married, but my wife and I just separated.”
“I understand. What did you say your name was? Ben Richards? We'll get together and talk
about that if you wish.”
“Of course. Thanks.”
Ben hung up, grinding his teeth. He got up and started hacking things around the room with his
cane. Terrified that he'd done some awful damage without knowing it, he threw his cane across
the room and retreated into the apartment's single bedroom.
Lying on the bed, he fought the urge to cry. He was afraid he'd damaged his cane. He thought
of everything he'd seen while he was with Lisa. She was spared seeing people's reactions, but he
was not. He couldn't attend church with Lisa. People would be morbidly shocked to see them
struggling together.
Ben's heart was full of self-hatred over what he'd done to his family. Just when he was on the
verge of success, his had world caved in on him. He'd been sour, ornery and irritable. His
children must hate him! What a coward he was! He wanted to cry, but he couldn't force tears
from his eyes. The unresolved mist before him was eerie, upsetting him further.
Another troubling, irrational thought pestered him. What if he'd incurred God's wrath? His sight
was a special gift, and what had he done with it? Used it for himself. Whatever great thing he
was supposed to do for mankind wasn't done, and now he'd never get the chance.
Ben returned to the kitchen, got on his hands and knees and searched for his cane. Tracing it, he
found it was undamaged. He returned to his bedroom, knelt at his bedside and poured out his
soul in humble prayer.
“Father in Heaven,”
“Forgive me. Let Lisa be okay. Comfort her. Help her find many friends. Help Mark and
Jessica to have good teachers. And Father, help me know what I should do for my clients. They
tell me their problems, and I don't feel inspired. And thanks for getting me here, getting me

through school. I have much to be grateful for. My co-workers support me. They give me more
respect than I deserve.”
“Help me endure my afflictions with patience. I'm so lost, so lost, so lost.” By now Ben was
shedding tears profusely, easily. It was comforting. The sorrow was sweeter. “Comfort Lisa
when she cries. Her tear glands are damaged. I'm so grateful I can cry, Lord.” Words of
comfort filled Ben's mind. “He shall consecrate thine afflictions for thy gain.” “. . . then will I
make weak things become strong unto them.” Ben's prayer continued for hours into the evening.

A friend from work took Ben to church and left him in the foyer at the entrance to the chapel.
Chagrined that he couldn't find a building only three blocks away, Ben couldn't bear the thought
of getting lost in front of ward members. The bishop stood at the door of the chapel, greeting
people. He recognized Ben's name.
“You didn't tell me you were blind, Brother Richards. Did you get here okay?”
“I did, thank you.” Ben entered the chapel, insecure about being alone in a strange place. He
located a pew in the back with his cane and sat down. No one spoke to him. He heard people
making comments about him as if he couldn't hear. He regretted teasing Lisa so mercilessly
when she first lost her sight. Every comment he heard cut him to the core.
The Father's Day songs and speeches stabbed his heart like darts. The coming Tuesday was
Lisa's birthday, her twenty-eighth. Ever since his first flop, he had remembered her birthday and
always did something special for her, but this year, he couldn't. “Lisa has plenty of money,” he
thought, “I hope she'll buy herself a gift.”
Ben stayed in the chapel all three meeting sessions, not daring to move. Afterwards he walked
out the front door, not sure of his directions. He wished his friend would have walked him to
church instead of driving him. It would be easier for him to get home. His scattered light
perception obscured which direction the sun was in. He heard someone walking by. He
expected the stranger to walk past him, but the person stopped.
“Are you lost?” asked a young man.
“Yes,” answered Ben, facing him.
“Can I help you?”

Ben gave him his address. The man lent him an arm and walked him home. “I'm Tony
Thomas,” he said introducing himself.
“I'm Ben Richards.”
“Good to meet you, Ben.”
After getting to know Ben a bit, Tony asked, “Do you enjoy concerts? I have Utah Symphony
tickets. Are you interested?”
“Yes.”

The next weekend, Tony took Ben to the performance. He parked at Crossroads Mall and led
him across the street.
“Ever been to Abravanel Hall?” asked Tony.
“I don't believe so,” Ben responded. “Will you describe it for me?”
As they crossed the street, Ben's ears distinguished an unexpected sound. “Do I hear horses?” he
asked his friend.
“Carriages,” Tony replied. “They'll be lined up for customers after the performance.”
“Lisa would love that,” Ben thought to himself. Why was she always on his mind? “A
fountain,” he said aloud. “I like that.” Inside he thought, “Lisa loves fountains.” They
approached the colossal entrance.
“It's like a palace in here, Ben. The carpet is bluish green; the railings and balconies are gold.”
“Where are we sitting?”
“In the highest balcony.”
“Can you see okay from there?” asked Ben.
“Sure. Will you be okay?”
“I can see fine from anywhere,” said Ben.
Tony placed Ben's hand on a polished stairway railing. “We could take the elevator, but it might
be slower.”
“I'll be fine,” said Ben mounting a large, carpeted staircase. He stumbled without falling.
“This stairway is at an odd angle from the railing. It's tricky,” Tony remarked.
“I'll be fine,” said Ben. “Should I use my cane?” He wondered if Tony would be offended. “No
vanity,” Ben teased himself as he drew it out and ascended the stairs easily.

“Expert,” commented Tony, noting Ben's urbanity.
They reached the topmost gallery level. Ben folded his cane and politely took Tony's arm. They
entered the grand symphonic hall. Three steps into the room, Ben slipped and fell hard to the
floor, landing on his seat. Embarrassed he picked himself up.
“I should have warned you.” Tony helped him up.
Stunned, Ben was speechless. He retraced his steps and detected a steep, curved slope with his
cane before folding it again. “No wonder,” he thought. Tony guided him to his seat. Relieved,
Ben sat down in a single file column of chairs.
Tony whispered in his ear from behind him, “The main hall is four stories below. Don't drop
your program over the railing.”
“I'll remember that.”
They continued talking until the music started. Ben enjoyed the performance. He was happy to
get out and socialize. Afterwards Tony drove him home and helped him to his door.
Before letting him in, Tony sexually propositioned Ben. Shocked, Ben could hardly believe his
blindness had been taken advantage of this way. Contrary to what he thought, he couldn't always
spot a homosexual from his voice. “I'm not interested,” he said flatly.
“You're strictly heterosexual then.”
“I'm strictly monogamous.”
“You're married?”
“Yes.”
“I was once. I respect your preferences. I hope you'll still be my friend. I need a friend, and I'll
be a good one to you.”
Ben was about to write him off but thought twice. Maybe he should give him a chance. He
seemed sincere.
Tony was sincere. He never made advances on Ben again, and he was a fiercely loyal
friend. Whenever Ben got lost or in trouble, he knew he could call Tony, no matter what time
of day it was, at home or at his office. He could leave messages on his answering machine
whenever Tony was out. The calls were promptly returned. If he needed something at the store
and couldn't find anyone to help him, Tony was there.

Tony introduced Ben to his friends associated with the Utah Symphony. Ben invited Tony
to attend church with him, and Tony came. Tony was a Mormon but hadn't been active in the
Church for years.

As the weeks went by, daily tasks became easier for Ben. With his computer equipment, he
could access virtually any document he needed. His computer was over a hundred times faster
than Lisa's and had over fifty times the memory and infinitely more storage space. In seven
years, computer technology had come a long way.
A page feeder auto-fed a multi-paged document into a legal sized scanner a page at a time.
The scanner transferred the image to the computer.

Optical character recognition (OCR)

software automatically computed the margins, columns, and paragraphs and adjusted for the
variable width and length of his forms. The OCR program converted scanned text into ASCII
characters and automatically embedded formatting characters to make his documents print like
the original from his word processor. The program handled a wide variety of fonts with a high
degree of accuracy. He could even use material printed on colored paper.

Ben was separating colored sheets of paper in his office when a secretary dropped in.
“Good morning, Ben.”
“Good morning, Mary Ann.” He returned the greeting.
“Ben, you have such a neat scanner. Does it tell you what color the paper is?”
“It sure does. It tells me everything on the page.” Ben smiled broadly. He wondered if she'd
make him prove it.
“Do you need any help with that will?”
“Not at all. I could use help, but I don't need it.”
“Is that so?”
“It's elementary, Mary Ann.”
“The blind detective! You're such a tease,” said Mary Ann. She shook her head, smiled and
walked off.
Ben had two kinds of compact optical disk drives, read only and writeable optical CDR’s. The
latter provided virtually limitless storage, ideal for archiving sensitive documents that needed

protection against tampering. He kept working copies of his documents on hard disk and saved
permanent versions on optical disk. Character for character, optical CDR’s were much cheaper
than paper and infinitely cheaper than Braille.
In addition to editing features, his word processor had a powerful built-in search and retrieval
capability to help him locate files without having to see them, either by the name or by any text
string in the contents.
A feature Ben didn't know the value of at first was the indexing capability. He indexed his
documents by key word, i.e. every word in the document was referenced in the index. This
allowed him to retrieve any document very quickly by entering a word or set of words.

In July, Ben received a phone call at his office from Doug Cramer.
“Hello, Ben, it's Doug.”
“Doug, ya ole' buddy you.”
“You sound great, Ben, What's up?”
“My practice is booming. How about yourself? Have you graduated yet?”
“Yes. I'm working on my master's.”
“In music?”
“Of course.”
“When will you finish school and get a real job? What are you doing now anyway?
“Still working for the radio station. I enjoy it.”
“Good. What can I do for you? Can I help you with your will?”
“No, I'm calling about your wife.”
“You mean Lisa?”
“Yes, Lisa. Do you have a different wife now?”
“No.”
“You're a divorce lawyer. Does the divorce bug infect your personal life too?”
Ben stiffened. “I'd rather not discuss it.”
“Ben, you need to straighten out your marriage. Lisa misses you.”
“Good.”
“Ben.”

Ben decided not to explain that Lisa kicked him out. It was too painful to talk about.
“Ben, your wife's brother David is getting married.”
“I know. I have the invitation.”
“Are you going?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Why should I? So all of Lisa's relatives can see that I'm blind now? So they can call it justice
for all the torture I've given her?”
“Ben, they know anyway. And get over this justice notion. We talked about that, remember?
We got Lisa straightened out. She knows it's not her fault. Don't you?”
“I'd rather not talk about it. I'm not like you. I'm a sighted person inside.”
“I am too. I could see until I was a teenager. I was a spoiled, bratty kid, just like you.”
“Thanks,” said Ben sarcastically.
“What about the wedding, Ben? Lisa would love to have you there.”
“So she can watch me stride in?”
“Ben, take it like a duck. Let the water run off your back. Don't sob over it.”
“I don't anymore.”
“I think you do. Otherwise, you'd be back with Lisa.”
“Call me some other time, Doug.”
“Sure thing, Ben.”

After getting information in his word processor from any of several channels, Ben's speech
synthesizer could read it for him. The voice chip on his computer was better at pronouncing
English words than Lisa's computer and had more realistic speech inflections, even though it still
wasn't perfect. He could choose how much to read at once. It wasn't as fast as sight reading, but
it was adequate for his needs. He could speed it up and still understand it, making it faster than
using human readers.
Ben was also able to obtain materials in Braille with many more available if he needed them, but
he didn't have to depend on them as heavily as he originally thought he would.

Ben hoped software developers would observe the needs of the disabled when they assembled
their computer features. Some systems were great except for a few things that were very hard or
impossible to do without sight. The trend toward visually oriented programs sometimes left him
without options. He thought, “Even though most people are sighted, consideration can and
should be taken for those who aren’t.”
Ben had his own office, so he was able to read in privacy most of the time. Sometimes he used
headphones, especially if others were around. He could print a document or portion of it in
Braille and read it that way, but this was slower than using the speech synthesizer.

Lisa was right about the Salt Lake office. Everyone was drooling over Ben's equipment and
software. But they soon liked Ben so well that their initial motives for having him took on
secondary importance. He became a respected associate. Ben needed help getting everything set
up. During the process, nearly everyone learned how to use his equipment.
The telephone was indispensable. “Over a century from its invention, it's still chiefly an audio
instrument. Thank you, Alexander Graham Bell,” thought Ben.
Ben was especially pleased that his clients were rarely bothered that he was blind. Many of them
seemed to prefer it, supposing that it protected their anonymity. They were very open with Ben,
making his work much easier. Considering everything, he had made an excellent career choice
for himself.
Though he was quite independent, Ben still needed help. He needed guides and readers
occasionally. He was more oriented than he was at first, but he still got lost occasionally,
sometimes in embarrassing places like the ladies' room. Something was permanently lost for
him, like it was for Lisa. Thinking of her made tears sting in his eyes.
His personal life distressed him. Mark was in kindergarten with no one at home to help him with
his reading and no one to play softball with. He knew Lisa would do what she could. Jessica
reminded him of his own mother Jessica and not just because of her name. His daughter was
quiet but crafty and always full of tricks. He saw things she did under Lisa's nose that made him
shudder when he thought of what she would do to him.

There was the issue of the car: a major milestone in his life. But Lisa sold it. He still wasn't
sure how she did it legally. They must have written up the title in both names. Funny how
things like that didn't matter until they did. He didn't want her to feel left out just because she
couldn't drive. Someone else had the car now, and there wasn't much use fighting for it.
Lisa once had a Corvette, a high powered, sexy-looking sports car that fit Lisa's personality. If
Lisa hadn't been injured, she would have never married him. He knew that for sure. He didn't
want to admit what it meant about both her and himself. Losing his sight had unsettled a tricky
balance between them. He wondered why people felt they couldn't be married to each other
unless they were equal according to a social arithmetic. He'd already seen clients through
enough divorces to know the social arithmetic was very real.
Then something clicked for Ben. He resolved then and there that he wouldn't consider his
handicap a social liability. He vowed he'd turn it into an asset. He remembered how confident
he'd become since his final year of law school. Having Lisa at his side was like having so much
treasure. At first he told himself that it was because she was beautiful. Perplexed, he admitted it
was also because she was handicapped. Once he became self-confident himself, being at her
side made him feel special.
Ben began to see himself as debonair, enigmatic, even sexy, not in a stuck up way, but in a selfassured way that helped him face the shocked reactions, teasing and practical jokes he often
faced in a good-natured manner instead of feeling hurt or defensive. It didn't matter how anyone
else rated him on the social scale. The important thing was how he saw himself. A quiet new
confidence developed in him.
Women dropped in on him at work to chat. He was surprised by how interested he was in the
way they talked. He almost forgot to imagine what they looked like. Sometimes they called him
at home, often about a personal problem. They confided in him as if he were a confidant and an
expert on social matters. To avoid letting them down, he pretended to be.

In September, Tony Thomas introduced Ben to an affable, talented man named Marco who was
also blind who lived in a condominium in West Valley City with a pool and weight room.
Marco didn't swim, but Ben did. They worked out, wrestled together and talked.
“What do you like in women, Marco?” Ben asked after losing a wrestling match to his friend.

“Honesty.”
“You think you like that. Honesty can be brutal.”
“I like it anyway. Ben, are you Mormon?”
“Yes, are you?”
“No.”
“What religion are you?”
“Officially? Catholic.”
“But you're not sure what you are in your heart.”
“I'm a Christian in my heart.”
“I am too. I believe in Jesus Christ.”
“Did you go on a mission?”
“Yes, I did,” said Ben. “To Tokyo, Japan.”
“I've been there too.”
“Really?”
They each related their experiences in Japan. In response to Ben's comments about his
missionary endeavors, Marco said, “I hear that Mormons have more scriptures than the Bible.”
“We do. We have the Book of Mormon, the Doctrine and Covenants and the Pearl of Great
Price.”
“I'm interested in reading your Book of Mormon, the Pearl too. I love the Bible, especially
the Old Testament. I've read it faithfully since I was a child.”
Ben could hardly believe it, a Golden Contact! He hadn't done missionary work since his
mission. Marco seemed to memorize the Book of Mormon the first time he read it. Ben was
amazed by his solid grasp of the scriptures. Marco persuaded Ben to get a new lease on life,
throw off his imaginary chains and be happy.

Chapter 54.

After having no contact with Ben since June except for receiving his checks, Lisa got the
opportunity to interview a lawyer, Noel Ripton, who worked in the same law firm as Ben. She
took the express bus to Salt Lake with Minnie one mid-October Thursday to interview him.
By the conclusion of their interview, they were laughing and making jokes with each other. Lisa
shut off her tape recorder. Her face became serious. The lawyer sensed her next question.
“If you're wondering about Ben, Lisa.”
“I'm not.”
“You're not very good at lying. It's all over your face.”
She swallowed. “How is he?”
“He comes to work every day.”
“How? Does someone drive him?”
“No, he walks.”
“Oh. With a cane?”
“How else?”
“I just wondered if he got a dog.”
“He seems to think a cane is just fine.”
“Oh,” said Lisa nonchalantly, thinking, “That's no surprise. He never liked Minnie.” Aloud she
asked, “Noel, has Ben mentioned his political ambitions?”
Noel laughed, “Not really, but Ben's capable of anything. I've really enjoyed having Ben with
us. He's thorough. He's persistent. He always finishes the job. And we've given him the scum
jobs sometimes. He never complains. He improves on the situation. We couldn't ask for a
better man.”
“I'm not surprised. That's how I'd expect him to be,” Lisa's tone was even cooler.
“You sound as if you don't appreciate it.”
“It's a personal matter,” said Lisa, her voice fading. “What does he look like?”
Noel laughed, “Ben! I guess you haven't seen him for a while. He's handsome, at least all the
women think so. He's getting a few gray streaks in his hair. The women say it makes him look

distinctive. He fills out his suits. I think he works out with a friend. Several girls in the office
are dying, I should say chomping at the bit, to take him out, but he's thinking of someone else,
someone named Lisa.”
“I doubt it.”
“I have proof. He has a photograph of you in his office.”
“I hope you realize why that isn't proof,” Lisa gulped. “What photograph is it?”
“I'll show it to you.”
“Please, just describe it.”
“It's a wedding picture of you in your lovely white gown and veil. You're gazing at your
wedding ring, that exquisite sapphire you have that matches your eyes. I can just imagine you
picking out that photograph with Ben when you got married. I'm sorry you can no longer see it.”
“Ben never mentioned my handicap to you?”
“I must say I was shocked when you showed up with a guide dog. I didn't expect you to be blind
too. How did it happen?”
“Would you show me that picture after all?”
“Sure, it's a large one. Let me show you Ben's office.”
Lisa hesitated. “Does he know I'm here?”
“Ben said he wasn't feeling well today. He went home early.”
Noel introduced his interviewer to Ben's office. He placed her hand on the frame of the
photograph mounted on the wall. A quick tracing of the frame confirmed Lisa's suspicions. It
was the large photograph from their wall. She hadn't even noticed that Ben took it with him.
She wondered if he hung it there because he cared about her or because he wanted to show her
off like a trophy. What he had said about it was apparently true. It didn't reveal her blindness.
“Everyone's been teasing Ben about getting that photograph done in Braille,” said Noel.
Lisa dropped Minnie's harness and cautiously but boldly explored the room. It was larger than
she expected and smelled clean. Everything was orderly. Noel watched, fascinated by her otherworld-like beauty. No wonder Ben took his blindness so hard. He could no longer see her. Lisa
examined Ben's comfortable ergonomic office chair. She found a hat and coat rack, empty. She
discovered his computer equipment and traced over it piece by piece, reading the braille labels
that identified the components. It was the first time she'd touched any of it.

“He has quite a system, Lisa. We've all taken advantage of it. It's made his capabilities
comparable to a sighted person.”
“Come, Minnie,” Lisa commanded, preparing to leave.
“Lisa,” Noel urged, “why don't you visit Ben? You have his address I presume.”
“I have his address, but Ben and I won't be seeing each other again.” Her face was nearly
expressionless.
Noel sorrowed in his heart for the misfortune of this exceptional couple. He wanted to see them
back together but saw the overwhelming obstacles they faced. If only they could both find
happiness. They couldn't go on as they were. Both were obviously suffering grief over the loss
of the other.
“I should laugh when you say that, but I can't. It underscores the tragedy of your situation. I'm
very sorry,” he said.
“Please.”
“Mrs. Richards, you can't leave your marriage in limbo forever. If you're afraid of being left in
the cold when you sue Ben for divorce, don't be. You'll be well provided for. Ben is an honest,
caring man. He won't try to cheat you. Besides, you're an attractive, slender, vivacious, young
woman. You're every bit as lovely now as you were in that photograph. I don't see any reason
why you couldn't find another worthy man to marry you. You certainly deserve it.”
“Thank you, Mr. Ripton.”
Just before leaving, Lisa took another look at the photograph. Her hands traced all the way
around it. Just below the frame, she discovered an unobtrusive braille label. It read, “Sapphire
Queen.” Lisa was nearly crying by the time she left the room.
Lisa rode the bus home, crying. How could she divorce such an honest, caring man?

Jenna Bright was spirited, attractive, energetic and ambitious. Her experience as a paralegal
made her a reliable resource for Ben. She was also experienced at working with the blind.
That night she paid Ben a surprise visit to the small basement apartment he occupied,
accessed through the back yard. She brought chicken soup and assorted snacks. He'd indicated

at the office that he wasn't feeling well. He answered the door and greeted her warmly. He
wasn't terribly sick, but he was very lonely and appreciated the company.
Jenna warmed the soup and served it with milk, cheese and crackers. They seated
themselves on a broken down sofa. The apartment had only three rooms, a kitchen/living room
area, a bedroom and a bathroom.
“You've been a great help to me, Jenna,” Ben said. “I'm very pleased you've found so many
materials.”
“You're lucky you're in the profession you are, Ben. Many blind lawyers have paved the
way before you.”
“Yes. I thought about that before I even started my schooling.”
“What? You thought this would happen to you? That's tempting fate, isn't it? I say people
who do that deserve what they get.”
“It's not that. I was visually impaired as a child.”
“Really?”
“I couldn't rule out the possibility that this would happen to me.”
“I see. You must feel at home with it then.”
“I feel like a wanderer in a strange land.”
“Ben, you have your eye on the state legislature.”
Ben raised his brows. “Who told you that?”
“I can help you, Ben. I know people.”
“Jenna, I hate to say this, but my political ambitions are on hold right now.”
“Why?”
“I'm separated. My life's a mess.”
“You need to finalize your divorce, Ben and get on with your life.”
“I can't do that.”
“Of course you can. You're a divorce lawyer.”
“Don't remind me.”
“Don't forget the saying, 'You gotta to have a dream. If you don't have a dream. How are
you going to make a dream come true?'”
“Dreams, visions,” said Ben glumly.

“Don't lose sight of your dreams, Ben.”
“I've lost sight of everything.”
“Don't do that. You must miss your children,” she said. “Do you have pictures of them?”
Ben pulled out his billfold photos and handed them to her. “The little boy's Mark, and the
little girl's Jessica,” he said.
“How sweet.” Jenna flipped past the pictures of Mark and Jessica to see a family photo with
Ben, Lisa, Mark and Jessica. Turning away she looked at the picture again. “You never told
me your wife is blind too.”
“No.”
“She is, isn't she.” It wasn’t a question.
“She wouldn't appreciate knowing you can tell from a photograph.”
“This photograph isn't like the one in your office. I'm afraid I have even less sympathy for
her now. She knows what it's like for you and doesn't even care. That's hard hearted to the
core. But now I see why you're hesitating to divorce her. You're afraid the court will
sympathize with her and take you to the cleaners. I know ways you can get around that, Ben.”
“I don't want her to be without support.”
“Give her a modest sum. Let her live comfortably. What can she really want anyway?”
“I love her.”
“You only think so. You feel sorry for her. That can feel like love, but it's not. Don't get
caught in that trap.”
Ben was hardly listening. With his mind's eye, he saw a tall, beautiful woman, running at
top speed, following a golden dog through the clouds. Her long, wavy hair sailed in the breeze,
like a cascade of sunshine. The dog had no harness. The woman could see him with her pale
blue eyes. She looked sidelong at him, smiling brightly, communicating with him with
flirtatious winks and smiles. He smiled brightly at her. She responded joyously by leaping
forward. Sailing toward him like a gymnast in slow motion, she reached her arms forward and
wrapped them around his shoulders. She pulled her graceful body into his lap. Her eyes
glanced up at his. Lisa. He thanked the Lord he could envision such beauty.

After Jenna left, Ben walked to his office. He completed a document he'd left unfinished
that day and then wrote:
“Dear Lisa,”
The recollection of the late nights alone in Washington, D.C., writing Lisa, suddenly
overcame him. Tears dropping, he visualized the Potomac and the spires of the Washington
temple.
“Lisa, I love you. I regret that I didn't write you for Mother's Day. Can I do so now? You
are the sweetest mother I have ever known. I love the way you read to Mark and Jessica, tell
them fairy tales and sing them songs. You take the children on long walks and hikes. You talk
to them. They couldn't ask for a finer mother.”
“I love the way you let the children share Minnie with you as a pet. They love her almost as
much as you do. I've never told you this, but I know that you first taught Mark how to lift
weights. He'll be a strong, confident, handsome man when he matures. You encourage Jessica
with her art, even though you can't see it.”
“Lisa, your beauty is astounding. Your grace and talent in athletics is as great today as
when I first met you. The way you water-ski is an inspiration. Your confidence is greater than
a professional's. Your grace is unparalleled. I regret that I can no longer see it, but in many
ways I can, Lisa. I can see you in my mind every day. For that, I am grateful.”
“Lisa, please accept my apologies for being unkind. I haven't taken the loss of my sight as
gracefully as you. I've been hung up about what I went through as a child. I thought I was over
that, but I wasn't. I believe I'm making a solid breakthrough now, however. My friend Marco is
an inspiration to me. He's been totally blind his entire life. There's no cure for him, yet he is
the happiest friend I have. He can't see with his eyes, but he can see with his heart. I want to be
like that.”
“I hope you will accept me at home once again because I love you all the more. I will strive
every day to be kinder and appreciate you and the children more. I resolve to do all I can to
strengthen our marriage. My most sincere wish is that you will forgive me of what I have ever
done to hurt you.”
“Love, Ben.”

Ben printed his letter in braille and read it tactually. Tears filled his eyes as he shredded the
sheets and deposited them in his wastebasket.
Ben switched off his computer and walked home. The streets were still. His cane contacted
piles of dead leaves. His heart ached. What if Lisa no longer loved him? He couldn't persuade
himself to send the letter.
That same night Lisa invited Debbie Winters over to spend the evening with her and
Katella. They sat in the living room, gossiped and chattered. Katella braided Jessica's hair in a
French braid. Mark played with his trucks in the hallway nearby. Debbie sorted through the
pages of a book nearing completion.
“I think we should ask people over and have political discussions here,” said Debbie.
“And invite the Relief Society sisters?” said Lisa. “I don't know if they'd be interested.”
“Why not?” asked Katella. “We need to broaden our horizons and find new friends, both
male and female. Otherwise, we're just a clique.”
“True,” said Debbie. “A coterie is the concept we're looking for.”
“Politics!” thought Lisa. Why did everything remind her of Ben? Here she was, the odd
ball with two friends who were divorced. What was stopping her from divorcing Ben? Was it
money? That wasn't a major concern. Noel's words reassured her on that. Was it family
support? Her ties to Ben's family were pretty deep. She doubted she'd lose them, at least not
entirely. She thought of her sisters-in-law in Washington. Admittedly, some ties were worth
shedding.
A foremost concern was the prospect of remarriage. She was twenty-eight, she had two
children and she was blind, a situation unlikely to attract many dates. But after today, she
realized that even this consideration was in question. She excused herself to use the bathroom.
She washed her hands at the sink and dried them. Touching the mirror with her hands, she
wondered what it reflected. She was as slender as ever. She had good color. Her hair was as
full, soft and wavy as ever. Her nose was perfectly shaped. Her skin had no pimples or
blemishes. And Ben couldn't appreciate it.
She visualized Ben with dark glasses dressed in a trench coat, walking hesitantly in the rain,
with his cane moving back and forth, back and forth. Mesmerized by the tapping sound of a
cane in her mind's ear, she returned to the living room.

“What do you say? Should I file my divorce papers tomorrow?” asked Lisa.
“Lisa,” exclaimed Debbie. “I hope you know what you're doing.”
“I can't go on like this,” Lisa wailed. “I need to make a decision.”
“You need to be sure your decision is final,” said Katella.
“Yes,” said Debbie. “The hardest thing I went through after my divorce was admitting it
was my own fault.”
“Debbie!” cried Lisa.
“I mean it. Our marriage really ended when we started working in separate cities. And I
never gave Joseph credit for what he did.”
“Like what I did with Ben,” Lisa exclaimed.
“Lisa,” said Katella, “I should warn you. Divorce is much harder than anyone admits.
Lisa,” she added earnestly, “it's heartbreak.” Lisa's lips quivered. Katella put her hand on
Lisa's arm to settle her. Katella had a mental picture fixed indelibly in her mind: the expression
on Ben's face when she first brought Lisa to him--the look of utmost caring. Nothing she had
learned since about Ben could erase that image.
“I need to be getting home,” said Debbie, packing her things. Before leaving, she whispered
privately to Katella, “She really loves him, Katella. Don't let her do anything rash.”
“I know. I won't,” Katella whispered back.
Debbie said good-bye and left.
Lisa sat almost expressionless on the sofa. Her eyes were fixed on an empty spot on the
wall.
“Lisa, you're tired. Go to bed.”
“I can't stop thinking about Ben.”
“Lisa, you love him. Admit it to yourself.”
“We'd do each other a favor by getting divorced. We could each find someone else.”
“You mean a sighted person? Just anyone? Lisa, you're managing quite well by yourself.
Are you sure you really need that?”
“He needs it, Katella. What can I do for him?”
“Why did he marry you? You're gorgeous.”
“Does that matter now?”

“Considering the type of relationship you have, I should think so.”
“But what good am I besides that? I can't give him what he needs, Katella. Every woman
in his office could.”
“He needs the mother of his children; he needs his children. And your children miss their
father.”
“I can't live with Ben just for the sake of the children. Besides he'd never come back now.”
Katella said emphatically, “Lisa, I know that Ben still loves you.”
“You're only saying that because you still love Ron.”
“I do, Lisa. I can't deny that. I tried to get myself to hate him for months. I was hurt that he
divorced me, but I can't deny that I love him. I always will. But that's not how I know about
Ben. I can't explain it, but there are things in my heart I know for sure. That's one of them.”
“Why didn't it work out for you and Ron? I don't understand.”
“Lisa, it takes more than love to make a marriage work. It takes commitment. I can't make
Ron do what he doesn't want to do. He decided there are some things about me he can't handle.
I can't change that. Lisa, are you still concerned about Washington, D.C.?”
“I don't know.”
“I don't think it has anything to do with your problems. You kept in touch, didn't you.”
“Ben wrote me nearly every day while he was in Washington: long, elaborate letters. We
were never closer than after that.”
“There's no reason to give up hope on your marriage, Lisa.”
“What about you? You said you were in the hospital three times. After you were married?”
“The first time was before I married.”
“So Ron knew you had a problem.”
“Yes, but I didn't have many symptoms. We talked about having children, and we decided
to see how I'd do without my medication. I believed I was cured. We prayed constantly that I
would be, and then boom, I was in the hospital a second time.”
“And then it happened again?”
“The third time I was taking my medication, but even my doctor didn't know the right level
for me.”
“How can you forgive Ron for divorcing you like that?”

“I've asked myself that question. But first I asked myself, what I would do if Ron went
through what I did. I dated a man when I was twenty-one. I was just out of college and living
in my own apartment in Toronto. He was kind and gentle and treated me like a queen. He was
a talented singer and composer and encouraged me in my composition. I talked to his mother
for hours on end. But he was going through a major personal crisis. He'd been in the hospital,
he was on medication and he was living at home. He'd lost his job, his marriage and his
children. He didn't tell me his diagnosis, but he described his symptoms, and they sounded like
some I'd had. I don't think I ever told you this, but I tried to commit suicide when I was
nineteen.”
“You never told me that.”
“My step-father got me arrested. I was angry, but afterwards I was grateful to him for my
life. Later he got me interested in the Church and our whole family was baptized. My
depression came back a lot. I was afraid I'd end up in the hospital too. Later I did. At the time,
I didn't know if I had the same illness as my friend. Later I found out from his mother that we
did.”
“Katella, I don't think you need to feel bad about him. You didn't love him, did you?”
“No, I cared about him, but I didn't love him. He liked me a lot. But I wouldn't allow
myself to love him. I couldn't accept his problems. They seemed too big for me to handle.
They were hard for him too. He was suffering. Lisa, I hope you understand why I can't blame
Ron. He's too much like I would be in his shoes.”
Katella confessed something she had a hard time admitting, on purpose, hoping Lisa would
see something she wouldn't admit herself.
“Katella, please come downstairs. There's something I've never shown you before.” Katella
followed Lisa downstairs, switching on lights behind her. Lisa entered the storage room and
located the map Ben made as a youth. Katella watched her open the two-by-one foot panels to
show the wire, wooden pegs, string, sandpaper and tiny airplane.
“Ah!” The audible intake of air betrayed Katella's amazement. “It's so beautiful, so
detailed. Can I touch it?”
“Of course, it's meant to be touched.”

Katella fingered the map in admiration. “Whoever made this must have spent hours and
hours. It must be worth a fortune. Where did you ever get it?”
“Ben made it, when he was blind. His mother gave it to me.”
“As a wedding gift?”
“No, she gave it to me before Ben and I even got serious, when she didn't even want me to
have anything to do with Ben. I wonder why she gave this to me then. I can't imagine her
daring to let something like this out of the family.”
“Lisa, maybe it was the Spirit. She must have known you and Ben were right for each
other.”
“I don't know.”
“Lisa, I know something. You need to see Ben. I'll take you there tomorrow. Shall we
go?”
Lisa was on the verge of tears again. “Katella, you're such a devoted friend. Will you pray
for me?”
“I do all the time, but I'll offer a special prayer for you.” To herself Katella added, “For you
and Ben.”

Chapter 55.

That night Lisa had trouble falling asleep. What Katella said disturbed her. She had always
admired Katella. Now she felt let down by what Katella admitted about herself. “Why couldn't
she accept her disorder in someone else?” she wondered. “Katella is too sensitive and caring to
be like that. Katella said her disorder is sometimes harder on the spouse than the patient. Why?
She's forgiving toward Ron. That's admirable.” Lisa kept pondering. “If Katella's disorder
breaks up marriages, it is serious.” She regretted her remark that implied she didn't think it was.
It was based on scanty information. “Losing her husband must be traumatic!” she thought.
“Ron isn't perfect, but he's a nice man. Katella's suffering a real loss. How can she avoid being
bitter over being rejected, especially when it wasn't her fault? Love! Katella didn't want Ron to
suffer the trials she put him through.”
Lisa knew Ron well enough to agree that Ron would consider an attack on his lab notes
criminal. Katella had described behavior she wouldn't do under normal circumstances.
Couldn't she control it? How could she 'forget' the importance of Ron's notes? She said her
thinking was altered--spooky. Lisa clung to her belief in the agency of man: all actions are
self-controlled. Then she thought of the 'annoying little habits' she couldn't control that once
bothered Ben. Luckily he got over it. Katella had tremendous respect for Ron's work; she
married him to be a part of his cause. How did she feel when she realized what she did? She
must have regretted it. Katella wasn't one to excuse herself on the grounds of psychological
incompetency. She was responsible and trustworthy. It must be excruciating to know that in
certain circumstances she wasn't.
At one moment Katella sounded as if she'd accepted her disorder, even valued it, but in the
next she acted as if she hadn't accepted it at all, and it would always be a big deal to her-vaguely familiar. After years of sightlessness, Lisa felt she ought to think nothing of it. It just
wasn't so.
“At least Katella didn't commit suicide,” thought Lisa. For a moment, she ached to see her
friend nearby, but quieting herself, she heard Katella's gentle breathing. “She must be at risk.
She would know the statistics. If Katella was ecstatically high enough to believe she was a

Supreme Being, how low would an opposing low be? Ouch! Knowing Katella, she'd take
precautions against suicide. She has to take her medication. No wonder she's uncomfortable
risking it! She could lose her life!”
Lisa didn't want to use the word 'insanity'; it had frightful connotations. Besides, people
didn't use the term anymore; they said 'chemical imbalance', a kinder way of putting it. But that
term obscured the behavior it evoked. Mania was insane. That wasn't a judgment; it was
simply a statement of fact. She hoped Katella would forgive her for being curious about her
problems. For years, she'd been wondering what was going on with her. Katella kept it a
secret. Why? It had to be the stigma attached to mental illness. Katella was so talented, so
normal. Lisa would have never guessed she had such a bizarre, disturbing problem.
Lisa was nearly asleep now, eagerly awaiting a dream where she could see. Dreams like
that were getting further apart anymore. The canvas of her mind saw a patchy fog on a thick
night, whitish and blackish, not a deep cave, but a visible wasteland: Ben's world, harsher than
her own in some ways. There was no outline of anything. Could she see anything through his
eyes? What did she look like to him? What had she done? She'd rejected him in her own way.
Her tears stung. She reached for her lubricant on the night table. Katella heard her stirring.
“Are you okay, Lisa?”
“I'm having trouble falling asleep.”
“Worried about tomorrow?”
“I haven't been fair to Ben.”
“Why do you say that?”
“I haven't considered him my equal,” she added to herself privately, “now that we're both
blind.” She continued aloud, “I feel like a real witch. I should use a broomstick.”
“Lisa, you're only human like the rest of us. We delude ourselves into thinking we're great
from time to time. I'm an expert on that myself.”
“Ben is great.”
“Of course he is. If he wasn't too young for me, I would have wanted to marry him myself,
but he only had eyes for you.”
“Katella, I can't believe you ever looked at my husband.”

“Don't get me wrong, Lisa. I'm not an adulterous woman, but he's very attractive. I love his
dark hair and muscular build, and that smile of his. He has very nice teeth. Did you know
that?”
“You used to watch him?”
“Whenever I could, but I think it bothered him, so I tried to be discreet.”
“Ben said you're as watchful as a cat.”
Katella laughed. “I think of myself as a cat; I consider that a compliment. Besides, I can
see in the dark.”
“I can too.”
“Not as well as I can.”
“Good night, Katella.”
“Good night, Lisa.”
Lisa pondered what Katella said about Ben. Katella said she liked the way he looked. No
one said much about Ben's appearance, even Ben.
She thought, “Katella must know by now that Ben is blind.” Lisa still couldn't talk about it
openly, and Katella had never pried it out of her. Would Katella like him now? Maybe she
would. Maybe a lot of women would. Besides being a professional, Ben had a lot of things
going for him. He had character, strong moral character. He was physically strong. He had
personality. He was a tease. He was honest. Caring. Handsome. Intelligent. Girls liked those
things. If she divorced him, he wouldn't be around long. She wouldn't get a second chance for
him. Noel Ripton said women were chomping at the bit to take him out. The thought of Ben
being caressed in another woman's arms was almost more than she could bear.
She thought of the things Ben did for her and with her, going on mountain hikes, going to
museums, concerts, movies, and plays, buying clothes for her, reading to her, describing things
for her, brailling books for her, leaving notes around, writing her long flowery letters in braille,
being her mirror, thinking up little surprises for her. Ben loved her. She prayed desperately that
it wasn't too late.
Without getting out of bed, she murmured a prayer in her heart. The words were indistinct,
mostly a moving feeling. “Father,” she opened. The words blurred. She felt, almost tangibly,
Ben's hand over hers, sweeping her cane. She felt his letters from Washington, “. . . I am

forever reminded of our brief mortal sojourn by these stone statues. I wish you were here to
press your fingers against them. Lisa, if I were blind, I could still see you. Don't forget that.
You would still be unutterably gorgeous both inside and out.” She felt Ben as he was the first
day he visited her, shrinking at first, then delighting in her bold curiosity. He was handsome.
She mentally caressed him in her mind, savoring the details.
She continued her prayer, “Forgive my unforgiving heart. Help me to see my husband's
heart.” She felt, almost heard a heartbeat. The rhythm put her to sleep before she said, 'Amen'.
For several hours she slept without dreaming, then her dream began. The landscape of her
dream was colored and well-lighted. A long, sandy trail stretched ahead, lined with trees. Ben,
dressed in a trench coat, swept his cane along the deserted trail. He was jaunty and selfconfident. As a sighted person she sauntered up to him, “Ben, where are you going with that
cane?”
He turned to her. “If I could see better, I'd tell you.” he teased with a charming smile. His
teeth were even and white.
“Don't I know you? We took biology together in high school.”
“What do you look like?”
“A Sapphire Princess.”
Ben stopped. “You must be very good-looking. What is a Sapphire Princess?” His face
expressed extreme interest.
“She sings in a tall tower to attract princes who wander aimlessly through the forest.”
“Does she let down her hair to the most lucky one? I know you from somewhere.” He
reached out his hand. Lisa took it and shook it. Ben raised his hands and felt her long locks.
“You can see me, can't you?”
“Yes.”
“Then you must not be the person I thought you were. The person I know wouldn't be
interested in me, especially if she could see.”
Lisa felt cut. She was having a fabulous, romantic conversation, and he suddenly said this!
Was Ben insecure, or was he testing her?
“O Father,” she prayed in her heart, “help me to love Ben, no matter what our
circumstances. Help him to see that I love him the way he is, whether I'm blind or not.”

Ben left his footprints behind him. Her heart ached. “Turn around!” she called. He
continued walking. His rejection was so cold it stung.
“Ben!” she called. He turned around and stared at her coldly with his sightless, blue eyes.
She moved closer to him. “Ben, I'm Lisa.”
“Lisa who?” His face looked puzzled.
“Lisa Richards, your wife.”
“You mean the woman who kicked me out? I don't know you.”
“Look at me, Ben.” Lisa drew near. Ben examined her face and form. “It is you Lisa, but
you can see. Why are you following me?”
“Because I love you. You loved me when I was blind. Would you still love me if I could
see?”
Ben's face remained puzzled. “I don't have anything against people who can see.”
“You didn't answer my question.”
“I suppose I could, but what if you didn't love me?”
“Suppose I did.”
“Why would you?”
“Why did you love me?”
“You were cute.”
“And?”
“Vulnerable.”
“Is that why you loved me?”
“I loved you in many ways. I liked your independent and determined personality. I wanted
to help you. I thought I could.”
“Can I help you?”
“I don't need it, Lisa.” He started walking again, brushing the sand with his cane.
Lisa remained behind. The obstinacy of her past swirled before her. How could she blame
him? She rushed to catch him. “Can I be your friend?” She hugged him from behind, reaching
her arms around his arms and under his chin.
He stopped and turned around. “We've always been friends.”
“I mean your best friend.”

“Like a wife?”
“Yes.”
“Lisa, are you sure? Let me tell you what you're getting into.”
“I have some idea.”
“You'd do it anyway?”
“Yes.”
Ben stood facing Lisa. He seemed incredibly mature. He said slowly, seriously and calmly,
“Lisa, I would never ask it of you.”
Lisa was stunned. Ben seemed so imposing. His cane lent a distinguished air. She was
awed by his comeliness. She had never realized Ben was so physically attractive. She asked
softly, “Ben, is that why you left without fighting? I didn't think you'd leave so suddenly.”
“Lisa, can I show you something?” Ben asked meekly. He curled his arm around her and
took her into his past. He took her into his bedroom and handed her a blanket to keep warm.
Lisa curled in a chair. Ben as a six-year old boy was in bed. Jessica, Ben's mother, entered the
room.
“Ben,” she said softly.
Ben sat up and opened his eyes. Lisa grasped her throat. “Mom,” said Ben.
“Take this.” Jessica handed him a glass, touching his hands with it.
“What's this?” Ben's hands were trembling.
“It's freshly squeezed orange juice. It won't hurt your stomach. It's early. Your bags are
packed. We’re leaving for the school.”
“Do I have to go?”
“Ben, they'll teach you how to read with your fingers.”
“I want to read the way you do.”
“I can read with my fingers too.”
“Mom.”
“It's not far away, Ben. You can come home on the weekends.”
Ben dropped his chin. He was unutterably despondent. Lisa watched him painstakingly
make his bed then drop to his knees in prayer. The adult Ben ushered Lisa from the room. A

long time passed during which Lisa's sleep was uninterrupted by dreams. Then she dreamed
again. They were in a darkened dormitory. Young Ben was sleeping.
“I don't like this place,” Lisa whispered. “It's old. It seems lifeless, so cold.”
“I never liked it either.”
“You need to get over this, Ben. You're disturbed about it.”
“I'm getting over it. I wanted to show you. Is that okay?”
“Sure, but what purpose does it serve?”
“You wanted to see it, didn't you?”
“I've wondered about it. You said you weren't happy here.”
“I never felt so alone.”
“You must have had friends.”
“I did. But Lisa do you understand?” She understood. He missed his family. Having to
leave home to attend school meant he was different from his brothers and different from other
people. That was hard to accept. Ben didn't want her sympathy; he wanted her understanding.
“Let me show you something, Ben.” She took him to a Denver hospital, gliding over
Colorado by instant air travel, possible in dreams. She led him to the operating room where the
surgeon was opening her eyelids with a scalpel. “You can't see this,” she moaned.
“Yes, I can,” he said. He looked at her. He could see.
“How did you do that?” She could hardly contain herself. Ben could see.
“I thought you wanted me to see this.”
They examined the form on the table. Ben explained each step of the procedure as it was
performed.
Afterwards, Lisa and Ben looked intently at each other. “We haven't done this since high
school graduation, Ben.”
“Too long ago.” Ben's face beamed. His eyes were warm, sparkling and radiant. “I see you
better than I ever have, Lisa. You are indeed very beautiful.”
“We should have gotten together when we graduated. Maybe blindness wouldn't have
happened to either of us.”
“Lisa, things only happen the way they happen. I have no regrets.” Once again, he was
blind. He extended his cane.

“Ben.” Her heart was pounding. Her love was unabated.
“Lisa, would you help me find a bus stop? I'll never make it to Boulder without some
assistance.”
“I'll go with you. Will you let me? Why are you going to Boulder?”
“I'm supposed to meet Lisa Hansen.”
Lisa's consciousness grasped for a time sense. She became aware that she'd been dreaming
but was unaware that she still was, an odd transition into partial awakening. “She doesn't live
there anymore. Can I help you find her?”
“Are you truly a Sapphire Princess?”
“Do I have to be blind to be one?”
“You don't have to be blind to be my Sapphire Princess,” Ben whispered, “but if you are, it's
okay.” He placed his hand on her arm, as blind people touch their sighted guides. Suddenly
Lisa realized she couldn't see either. She murmured her discomfort.
“Are you okay, Lisa?” Katella's voice broke through her dream.
“Is it morning?”
“A gorgeous one. The sun's shining brightly.”
“I had a terrible, sensational dream.”
“Tell me about it.”
“Katella, I have to see Ben.”

Chapter 56.

Katella and Lisa arrived in Salt Lake late Friday afternoon. The wind was blustery and the skies
overcast. Katella parked the car across the street from Ben's apartment in an established but
crumbling part of Salt Lake. Katella recalled doing this with Lisa before. This time, watching
for lights wasn't going to help. The presence of a car was no clue either.
“Did you say he has a basement apartment, Lisa?”
“Yes.”
Katella thought to herself, “I guess a blind man wouldn't care about the lack of light.” She
looked for a basement entrance but saw none. “I wonder if we have to go inside first,” she said.
“Let's go around the back,” Lisa suggested.
“Good idea.” Katella found a back entrance through the empty car port on the side of the house.
She directed Lisa through the door. The back yard was overgrown with ugly weeds and
sprinkled with dead leaves and branches. “Lisa would never let things get this way,” she
thought. “Should I check if the door's unlocked?” she whispered.
“Sure,” Lisa breathed.
Katella crept to the back door, leaving Lisa behind with her dog. The door was locked. She
returned, “It's locked. Should I knock on the door?”
“No, just wait.”
They waited fifteen interminable minutes. They both heard it at the same time and fell into an
even deeper stillness. Lisa heard the rhythm of a cane and the sound of footsteps. A rattling
jangle of keys sounded.
Ben swept his cane in a pattern similar to Lisa's but distinctly his own. Even though he wore a
coat and hat, Katella could see that he'd gained weight. He didn't look bad though. He was still
handsome. He walked slowly, but he was erect. He opened the door and went through it,
shutting it behind him.
“See if he left the door unlocked,” whispered Lisa.
Katella tried the door. It was locked. She rang the doorbell. Ben answered, opening the door a
crack.

“Sir, I'm doing a political survey about tax initiatives. I'd like to know your opinion.”
“Tax initiatives?” Ben opened the door wider. “I do have an opinion on that.”
“Will you please tell me what it is?” said Katella, noticing that Ben's blue eyes looked like they
did before his surgeries, except that he no longer wore glasses.
Ben was practically outside; the door was open. He held it in his hand. “What initiatives were
you thinking of specifically?”
Katella racked her brain. Her knowledge of Utah politics was skimpy. “I'm asking about tax
initiatives in general.”
Ben opened the door wider. Katella held it in case he let go. “In general? There's a whole range
of issues to consider.” Ben went on, discussing the pros and cons of various proposals. Katella
wasn't about to stop him. She became genuinely interested in his opinion. He was more amiable
and talkative than she expected, though she wondered why she thought he'd be any different.
She wondered if he'd consider trading his voice for his sight. “He'd be crazy to,” she thought.
His voice was an asset to him. If she ever got the nerve, she'd have to ask him about it. She
wondered if Ben would use his voice in behalf of those who couldn't speak. He was capable of
exerting a lot of influence if he chose to.
Twenty minutes later, Ben concluded, saying, “I'm happy we have the initiative process, and that
people are concerned about high taxes and willing to work through the system to do something
about it. Even if I vote against them, I appreciate the freedom of choice.”
“Thank you for your opinion, sir.”
“Good evening to you,” Ben said amiably and went back inside.
Katella sighed. Minnie let out a soft whimper.

Ben entered his apartment and set his coat, hat and folded cane on the table. He switched on the
television for the evening news and collapsed on the sofa. He loosened his tie, relaxed, reclined
and rubbed his hands on his face to warm them. The television turned off.
“Power must be off,” he murmured. He heard the hum of the refrigerator starting. It wasn't the
power. “Who's there?” he called.
Long silken strands stroked his cheeks. He took them in his hands. They were indescribably
soft. He followed the locks to her face as she drew nearer. As lightly as an acrobat, she

suspended herself over him, supporting herself with the back of the sofa, and descending until
she was on top of him, facing him. The scent of her perfume wafted down and teased his
nostrils. Her hands found his and crossed them over his chest. His hand touched her ring,
fingering the blue central stone and the circle of diamonds around it.
Three fingers of each of her hands played an interesting rhythm with his. She repeated it like a
song. Several iterations later Ben realized it was a braille message. These were the words. “I
need you. I want you. I love you,” repeated again and again.
Ben wrote back, “Lisa, I love you,” repeatedly. She received his message. Her hands slid
around his neck. His lips met hers. His arms wrapped her firm, slender waist. No audible words
had been exchanged. She pulled out of their embrace. Ben spoke slowly in a calm, resonating,
mature voice, almost like a different person from the man she'd lived with just months ago.
“Lisa, does it still bother you that I'm blind?”
Lisa didn't answer. She hugged him again and brushed his lips with hers.
Ben continued. “Would it help you to know that it doesn't bother me anymore?” He could sense
her nodding head against his cheek. Ben rubbed his hands lightly against Lisa's cheeks.
“Lisa, I wish I could touch your eyes with my finger, like the Lord touched the stones of light for
the Jaredites and magically make them seeing eyes for you.”
She broke her silence. “Ben, God could give us the power to do that some day.”
“On Resurrection Morning when we wake up and see the light?”
“Any time and in any way the Lord sees fit.”
“Lisa, I thought you accepted being blind for life long ago.”
“I have. You still don't understand what I mean about hope, Ben.”
“Maybe not. Do you mean you believe in miracles?”
“Of course. Look at the New Testament.”
“Then what reason does God have for what we've been through?”
“Ben, the important thing to me is that some day I'll see again, with my own eyes.”
Lisa's statement reminded Ben of Job, “And though after my skin worms destroy this body, yet
in my flesh shall I see God: whom I shall see for myself and mine eyes shall behold, and not
another.” He was angry when Lisa pressed a cane in his hand. To him it showed lack of hope
and faith that he'd be healed. But that wasn't lack in faith in God. Perhaps nothing could be

done by medical science. If a future possibility presented itself, it could be evaluated. He
couldn't forget the lesson his parents learned. Yet, he could accept being blind and so could she,
even for life.
Paramountly, he could never abandon hope in Christ. Like a burst of light, he saw it. His hopes
should have been placed in Christ all along. Some day they'd both see again. This was most
precious. It made sightlessness more bearable to know it wouldn't be forever. And finally, as
Lisa reminded him, God was capable of restoring sight to either of them any time, in any
manner. The possibility that he'd do it couldn't be ruled out, but it couldn't be predicted either.
That was the nature of miracles.
“Ben, I'm sorry for the trials I've put you through. I should have been more understanding. You
lost your sight for both of us.”
“I've been an irritable pig. I'm sorry.” He paused for almost a minute, then said earnestly, “Lisa,
can we work things out?”
“That's why I came, Ben.”
“You love me Lisa, don’t you? I love you too.”
“Will you forgive me for kicking you out?”
“Will you forgive me for being so obnoxious?”
“I want to, Ben.” Lisa stroked him. “Do you promise you won't be so irritable?”
“I'll make every attempt. I have changed, Lisa.”
“I'm glad. I have too. A friend of mine taught me to love someone even when they reject you
and to always be forgiving.”
“Sounds like a nice friend. A friend of mine taught me that part of life is to have fun. Did you
know my brother Mark bought himself a boat? That means we can have his now, if we claim it.
What do you think of that?”
“I think it's superb. Who's going to drive it?”
“We have friends, Lisa. Likely several of them would take us water-skiing. We just need to ask
them.”
“Are you going to water-ski too?” asked Lisa.
“Of course. Do you think I want you to outdo me?”
“Ben, let's go somewhere, right now.”

“Where?”
“I have an idea. Minnie's hungry. Let me feed her first. Do you have anything in your
refrigerator?”
“Take a peek.”
“I will.” Ben's freezer was stocked with frozen dinners and some frozen ground beef.
“Where's your microwave, Ben?”
“On the counter, to the right of the refrigerator.”
“Oh. Okay. I'm glad you have this labeled.”
Ben got up from the sofa, walked into the kitchen and stood near his wife.
“Are you going to watch me cook, Ben?”
“How can I help?”
“Open the door and call Minnie.”
Ben went to the door. “Come, Minnie,” he called gently. Katella poked her head through the
doorway as the dog came through. “Atta, girl,” said Ben, stroking the golden retriever.
“Hi, Lisa, Ben,” Katella said cheerfully.
“Katella,” said Lisa. “We're feeding Minnie and ourselves too. Would you like a bite?”
“Sure,” said Katella.
“Katella,” said Ben, “when did you start doing political surveys?”
They ate a simple meal at Ben's table.
“I want to go somewhere,” Lisa announced.
“That's Lisa,” said Ben, swallowing a mouthful. “She's never happy staying in one place.
“Where?” asked Katella.
“Temple Square,” said Lisa. “We haven't been there in ages.”

Katella insisted that Ben and Lisa sit together in the back seat as she drove them to Temple
Square. They kissed and whispered quietly together. Katella took them to the North Visitor's
Center and excused herself to leave them in privacy, saying she'd meet them at the top of the
escalator in two hours. She walked to the Tabernacle. Someone was playing the organ, Bach's
Jesu, Joy Of Man's Desiring, a song with a building, repeating rhythm that inspires hope and

confidence. She sat on a bench and gazed at the majestic organ pipes. The music triggered
another song in her mind, an original one that blended harmoniously with the one she heard.
This song was especially for Ben and Lisa. She closed her moistening eyes and prayed in their
behalf. Her creative song played in her mind.
Ben and Lisa followed a tour group up the ramp to a large chamber surrounded by vistas of the
solar system and universe. In the center of the room stood a larger than life white statue of Jesus
Christ. They sat together on a cushioned bench, silently contemplating the Savior. They
exchanged words again in braille.
“Love,” spelled Lisa in this manner.
“Charity,” Ben's fingers pressed into Lisa's.
“Compassion,” Lisa suggested.
“Forgiveness,” returned Ben.
“Mercy,” urged Lisa.
“Tenderness,” Ben returned gently.
“Hope,” reminded Lisa.
“Faith,” Ben added.
“Love,” Lisa spelled again.
Their hands were silent for several minutes as they contemplated the heights and depths of the
universe in quiet meditation.
Lisa said aloud, “I am the light of the world: he that followeth me shall not walk in darkness, but
shall have the light of life.”
“Does that comfort you, Lisa?”
“Yes. I like that scripture.”
“Do you think it applies to us, even now?”
“I think so. I had a dream last night, Ben. At first I was sighted, and you weren't. Then we both
were. I learned that I love you not matter what.”
“I love you unconditionally also, Sapphire Princess.”
“Ben, will you let me lead you? I get terribly hurt when you refuse to let me lead you.” Ben
tenderly stroked her cheek. “Lisa, please forgive me. Can I explain something?”
“Go ahead.”

“I want to protect you. I feel defenseless. What would I do if you were ever assaulted?”
Lisa was impressed by what it required from him to admit his fears to her. As always, he was
overwhelmingly concerned about her. Trying to console him, she said, “I'm no less safe with
you than I am by myself. I'm not afraid to be by myself.”
“Where do you want to take me?” he asked. He took Lisa's arm and folded his cane.
Lisa knew what courage and humility it required for Ben to say that. She had a fairly good idea
of the terrain ahead. With Minnie's help, she walked through the displays without getting lost.
The dioramas behind glass and paintings on flat surfaces were like an invitation to a banquet
without being invited to eat.
Ben disposed of his urge to hide. Their blindness was on public display, like being in a fish
bowl. To strangers, it might seem foolish for him to have a blind wife. It wasn't to him. Lisa
was the most beautiful woman in the world. He was committed to her; he even promised her
father. He'd find a way to protect her; he'd find a way to provide for her. He was a lawyer. He
could do it. He wouldn't break his promise, not this one. This was the one that mattered. He
straightened himself, loosened his stride and basked in the joy of being with Lisa. It felt like
sunlight. He thought of things he could do with her: talk, water-ski, study, learn, listen to music,
teach their children. Life was full of opportunities!
Lisa delighted in having Ben near. It felt odd to lead him, but she enjoyed it. She liked his witty
company and delightful teasing. Life could be joyful! Ben's hesitant stride lengthened to
accommodate Minnie's pace. Lisa thought, “He let me lead him, in public. He's not
embarrassed.” She felt like crying for joy. “He loves me,” she thought. For the first time, her
love for him overpowered her, nearly consuming her strength. She would never let him go
again.
“How are you, Ben? Do you feel lost?”
“Not when I'm with you. How do you keep track of where you are so well?”
“Practice.”
“Everyone must be looking at us,” he said.
“So?”
“That's right, so . . . .”
“It's like starring in the movies. You can be the hero, Ben.”

“And you're the beautiful heroine. Every man here must be jealous of me.”
“And every woman must be jealous of me for having a husband who is such a successful,
handsome lawyer. You'll be famous by next week.”
“I told you I'd be a famous lawyer.”
They kissed, unaware of the small crowd watching them, smiling at their affection for each other.
“Ben, what large arms you have!”
“All the better to hold you with, my dear,” growled Ben, imitating a famous wolf.

Katella met them promptly in two hours. She spied on them briefly before announcing her
presence. She rejoiced to see the couple deeply in love.
While driving them home, Katella heard the Richards talking in the back seat.
“Lisa, move to Salt Lake with me. We can buy a house here. We'll get a small one. It won't be
too expensive.”
“Will you let me use your computer if I do?”
“I'll buy you a new one. Yours is seven years old.”
“Who'll baby-sit the children when we go out?”
“Susan and Rachel want to attend the U, but their parents think they should stay home to save
money. That’s an insupportable argument. Tuition is less at the U than at BYU. We'll solve
their problem. They can stay with us.”
“Do you think they would?”
“Sure, they need to leave the nest some time. We'll offer them a good opportunity.”
“What will our families think of the way we take advantage of them?”
“We'll give them free braille lessons,” Ben said in jest.
“I'm sure we can offer them something they need.”
“We'll give them our love and friendship, Lisa.”
“Why didn't I think of that?”
“Let's get a car, Lisa. What kind should it be?”
“Who's going to test drive it?”

“Mark can. He loves cars. He probably knows where we can get one for a good price.
Lisa, I'm coming to Provo tomorrow to look at cars with you. I'll call Mark tonight to let him
know when I'm coming.”
“How will you get to Provo, Ben? Will Mark drive you?”
“No. I'll take the bus.”
“Really, Ben? What a novel idea!”
“But soon we'll have a car and a chauffeur, and we can go anywhere we want.”
“We need to make sure the car has a comfortable back seat,” said Lisa, “with lots of leg
room.”
“I agree. Should we test drive Katella's car to see if it passes inspection?”
Katella heard little more except for sounds of long repeated kisses. “Success!” she rejoiced
inside.

By Christmas, Ben and Lisa Richards purchased a home together in the Salt Lake area and
moved in. They bought a van and hired a chauffeur who became a hard-working, loyal friend.
True to his word, Ben surprised Lisa with a new computer system with capabilities greater than
the one he used at work. Within a year, Ben became a partner in the law firm Baker, Dodds,
Richards and Ripton through his dedicated efforts.

The End

