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The picture the editor
sticks above this plece shows
a hefty pair of framed milk
bottle bottoms. They're not
there to create an intellectual
image. I need them if I want
to cross a busy street safely
on a cloudy day.

With glasses, I make my
living by working with small
type, proofreading and doing
other detail work. I take
glasses for granted. I've worn
them since I was 12. I prob
ably could have used
when I was five. .

EYFESIGHT wasn't a prob
lem to me when I was a
small boy. At least I never
thought about it My as-
sumption was that I saw as
well as anyone. Sure, I was
clumsy. Sure, I got a little
dizzy at times. (No one had
ever discussed eyestraln with
me.) Sure, I couldn't hit a
baseball. When you've gone
for years in elementary school
without once hitting a base-
ball, THAT'S A PROBLEM.

But eyesight? No.

I criticized magazines. They:
weren't true-tolife. “Life”
carried pictures so sharp and
colorfully bright that they:
were untrue to the “real”
world. At least I thought|
that the world was the way I
saw it, and was badly dis-
torted by magazines which
showed it overbright and
over-sharp. :

Then the day came. Mother
sald, "Tell me what time it {s.”
I loocked at the clock across
the room. It was normal
That Is, it was a blur. No
one else could see the time of
day on a clock face 10 feet
away either, could they?

We went to the optometrist's
office. There were those
darned distorted magazines in
the walting room, so unreal-
istic—so much sharper and
clearer than real life,

I SAT IN the front window,
casually noted the dull red
and yellow blur of the Na-
tional Dollar Stores sign
across the street.

shiny and sharp.
I was 12. The' memory is
vivid. The es were




