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S E E I N G  W H A T  Y O U  H A V E 

רּוְך ה בָּ עֹולָּם ֶמֶלְך ֱאֹלֵהינּו ה ַאתָּ  ִעְוִרים ּפֹוֵקחַַ הָּ

Blessed are you Hashem our God, King of the universe who gives sight to the blind. 

 I AM NOT BLIND, WHAT DOES THIS BLESSING HAVE TO DO WITH ME?  

 BLIND PEOPLE CAN’T SEE, WHAT DOES IT MEAN THAT GOD GIVES 

SIGHT TO THE BLIND? 

What I learned by going blind 
I was terrified I wouldn't see my girls grow up. But as I lost my sight, I began to focus on what really mattered 

RICKS INGRID BY 

Going blind sucks. So does walking into an eye doctor’s office for the first time in your life with 

trendy red cat-eye frames already picked out, only to be told that you’ve got a serious problem that 

no glasses — regardless of how good they look on you — are going to fix. 

I was 37 when I was diagnosed with retinitis pigmentosa, a degenerative eye disease that first 

steals your night vision, then knocks out your peripheral vision, then usually takes what’s left. The 

eye doctor gazed into the back of my eyes and quietly informed me that what he saw resembled a 

rare degenerative eye disease. I knew it was serious when I saw a nurse whispering about me to the 

retina specialist my eye doctor had recommended, and then heard my name called ahead of a whole 

roomful of patients with scary-looking eye patches, walkers and canes. 

 “I’ve yet to discover a vitamin or anything else that’s made any real difference with RP. Medical 

help is at least 20 years out and it’s not likely to benefit you anyway. I’m sorry,”  he said. 

“What about driving?” I pleaded, sucking in my breath like a 2-year-old.   

“You seem like an intelligent woman,” he said, already turning toward the door. “What do you 

think?” 

I spent the next week huddled in my basement sobbing. I mourned the vision I had lost, but mostly I 

cried because I was terrified about what awaited me. I cried out of fear I wouldn’t see my two 

daughters, barely 5 and 2, grow up. I cried about lost future candlelight dinners with my husband 

and about the burden I feared I would become to him. I cried because I couldn’t drive anymore and 

because I was scared I wouldn’t be able to work. I cried over lost sunsets and ocean views and any 

http://www.salon.com/2011/02/19/going_blind_at_37_open2011/
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other beautiful scenery I would miss out on. I cried until finally it occurred to me that I could still 

see and that maybe, instead of mourning the unknown future, I should concentrate on Now. 

It’s been seven years since I discovered that my tunnel-vision eyesight wasn’t merely a reflection of 

what friends have often joked is my tunnel-focused personality. In that time, my vision has shrunk 

from a 10-degree to 5-degree visual field — fueling a determined quest to halt the progression of 

the disease and preserve what precious eyesight I still have.  

In a world of fading vision, I’ve encountered plenty of things to avoid. They include coffee shops 

that allow dogs (one belly flop onto a hard cement floor amid a Saturday morning coffee crowd is 

enough), treadmills (flying off of one at six miles an hour hurts), stairs without rails, crowds, 

darkness and negative people.   

But I’ve also discovered plenty to 

embrace. Every day I look at my two 

daughters, now 12 and 9, and soak in 

their amazing beauty, their smiles and 

their zest for life. I walk a lot, which 

means I’ve gotten to know my Seattle 

neighborhood and the neighbors in it, 

and I’m in good shape as a result. I eat 

better, have grown to love spinach and 

even have my 9-year-old daughter 

craving salmon and salad. I’ve learned to 

accept help from people who extend an 

arm when it’s dark, that I have a husband who doesn’t shy from adversity, and that living fully in 

the moment is the best defense against fear. 

I’m still feeling my way around this world of semi-darkness. During an evening party a month ago, I 

spent an hour talking with a woman, only to introduce myself to her a few minutes after we had 

parted ways. The next night, after tucking my daughters into bed and making myself some tea, I 

went searching the house for my latest issue of the New Yorker. I rounded a dark corner too 

sharply, smashed into the divider wall, and cracked open my forehead — leaving an inch-long 

vertical gash extending mid-forehead to my eyebrow. My husband cleaned up the blood and 

cinched up the wound as tight as he could with a bandage, then warned me I might not want to look 

in the mirror. 

Gazing at my reflection the other day, I found myself lamenting over the fact that the new scar on 

my face wasn’t going away. Then it occurred to me that the alternative was not seeing the scar at all. 

That’s when I discovered something new to embrace. Because every time I see the scar, I’m 

reminded to stay vigilant about doing everything I can to save my remaining eyesight. But I’m also 

reminded to focus on what matters in life — my family, my friends, this moment. I try never to lose 

sight of that.  
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 DO YOU THINK IT IS BETTER TO BE BORN BLIND OR TO LOSE 

YOUR VISION? WHY? 

 WHAT INSPIRED YOU ABOUT INGRID’S STORY? 

 

DAYS 3 JUST 

I have often thought it would be a blessing if 
each human being were stricken blind and 
deaf for a few days at some time during his 
early adult life. Darkness would make him 

appreciative of sight; silence would more 
teach him the joys of sound. 

Set your mind to work on the problem of 
how you would use your own eyes if you 
had only three more days to see. If with the 
oncoming darkness of the third night you 

never rise for you knew that the sun would 
again, how would you spend those three 
precious intervening days? What would you 

 most want to let your gaze rest upon? 

I who am blind can give one hint to those 
ight: Use your eyes as if one admonition to those who would make full use of the gift of s --who see 

tomorrow you would be stricken blind. And the same method can be applied to the other senses. 
Hear the music of voices, the song of a bird, the mighty strains of an orchestra, as if you would be 

object you want to touch as if tomorrow your tactile sense stricken deaf tomorrow. Touch each 
would fail. Smell the perfume of flowers, taste with relish each morsel, as if tomorrow you could 
never smell and taste again. Make the most of every sense; glory in all the facets of pleasure and 
beauty which the world reveals to you through the several means of contact which Nature provides. 
But of all the senses, I am sure that sight must be the most delightful. 

Excerpts from the article “Three Days to see” by Hellen Keller 

 BASED ON THE ABOVE ARTICLES, WHY DO YOU THINK THE 

BRACHA BLESSES FOR GIVING SIGHT TO THE BLIND RATHER 

THAN FOR GIVING ME SIGHT? 

 WHAT WOULD YOU WANT TO SEE IF YOU ONLY HAD 3 DAYS 

OF SIGHT LEFT? 

 WHAT IS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL THING YOU HAVE EVER 

SEEN? 
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I SEE 

Yishmael was the son of Avraham and Hagar (Avraham’s second wife). The Torah tells the story about 
when they are stranded in the desert and Yishmael is dying of thirst. 

Bereishis 21:19 בראשיתַפרשתַויראַפרקַכא 
And God opened her (Hagar’s)eyes and she 
saw the well of water 

 

ִים ַַוֵתֶראְַבֵארַמָּ  ַוִיְפַקחֱַאֹלִקיםֶַאתֵַעיֶניהָּ

Seforna explains: ַספורנו 
“And God opened her eyes” 
He gave her the ability to recognize the place 
where the water was, because she was not 
blind before this. 

 עיניה את אלהים ויפקח
  כי שם שהיה מים מקום להכיר דעת בה נתן
 :לכן קודם סומא היתה לא

 

 HOW DOES THE SEFORNA UNDERSTAND THE WORDַפקח?  

 BASED ON THE UNDERSTANDING OF THE WORD PEKACH 

HOW CAN WE UNDERSTAND A DEEPER MEANING OF THE 

BLESSING POKEACH IVRIM? 

Pokeach is a form of Pikeach, clever, intelligent, of sound mind. 
Intelligence turns a signal into a message.  
This blessing can be looked metaphorically.  
My “eyes been opened” is a metaphor, it means to understand 
something.  

Giving sight to the blind can mean revealing something that was 
previously not understood or appreciated. 

A second level of this blessing is to thank God for giving us clarity 
when we need it. We thank him (and ask him) for helping us remove blindness in our 
understanding. 

CONCLUDING THOUGHTS 

 Sometimes to appreciate something we need to imagine life without it.  Before this blessing- 
close your eyes – then open them and enjoy the colors and beauty around you. 
 

 “Hindsight is 20:20” – another aspect of this blessing is to be able to understand something. 
Seeing is a typical metaphor for understanding.  When we say this blessing we should have the 
intention that God helps us get through the blind moments, it is He who will guide us and help 
us “see” why certain things happen. 


