If I Could See that I Cannot See
By Jody Hoffman
I am so thankful for my eyesight - I love to see the faces of those whom I love so dearly. I love to see the beauty of the Creator. I love to see the marvelous things that man can make; I just love pretty things! I am a very visually aware person, and feel I have operated with much gratefulness for my sight. But this week, I saw something weird and realized the gift of sight left me weak in an area I had never really thought about previously.
As I was finishing praying with someone, I realized how much we as sighted people rely on our sight and not as much on our hearing. I thought of a young man, Brian, that I have seen and known since his high school days, who is blind. Brian has a keen sense of hearing - an incredible sense of hearing. I can say hello to him in a crowd of people, and he knows right away that it’s me! Out of all the voices, all the background noises, and the entire hubbub - he can distinguish my voice and say hello to me by name. And I am only a casual acquaintance in his life - not a regularly present close friend.  It always blows me away that he has such great hearing abilities.
This week I was seeing that our sight made us so dependent on what we can see that we forget that we cannot really see at all! We have become independent of God because we are dependent on ourselves. We are blind in a very real sense. Physically we get along so well that we spiritually operate as if we can see there too, when in fact we walk by faith and not by sight. We think we can figure this all out on our own: just look around, get the picture, and operate accordingly - go for it, figure out the next step, and make our own conclusions. So how well did that work for Eve? Yeah, I’m afraid that’s about all the better it works for me too. Have you heard the definition of crazy? Doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results? Seems we must all be a bit crazy...
I can easily forget to listen for God’s voice for seeing my way through situations myself. Now that is crazy! I often pray like you do too, no doubt, that my life will please God - and I mean it: I really want my life to please God. But then I think of the verse “without faith it is impossible to please God” hmmmmm; that means when I cannot see and have to trust Him, it actually pleases Him. Somehow that doesn’t feel so pleasing; it feels kinda scary. I had eye surgery a few years back and had to have my eyes covered temporarily. I could see nothing and had to trust Buddy to guide me. (I know his mischievous side and had to keep making him promise no tricks. I think he was insulted that I’d think he would do such a thing, but I couldn’t help but think back to past “humorous” schemes.) I was totally dependent on him and clung to him like a statically charged sock fresh out of the dryer. I could do nothing or get anywhere without him.
Because my blindness was only a few hours of bandaged eyes, I never developed any keenness in my hearing skills. This week, I have just mulled it over and over how unable I am to see what is really going on. Oh, I see all right, but I see through a glass darkly. I see from my eyes and not from God’s, and what I see I do not always like. Because I do not like it I automatically think of ways for me to “fix” it. Me and Eve - I relate all too well.
If I could see that I cannot see, then I would cling tightly and listen incredibly! That would be so smart. But I plunge ahead, fix things up, and wonder why it’s still a mess. I operate in the physical world all too naturally. I need to remember my blindness. I need to remember to whom I am clinging and the trust of His heart for me (for God so loved me that He gave His only begotten son that I would believe in Him...) I can totally trust Him - His heart has proven His love for me. He has no trouble seeing what is really going on. It’s our eyes that are temporarily out of order. We can do nothing without Him but make a bigger mess or run ourselves into something that can hurt us - that doesn’t seem to be a good plan to me. Our blindness is longer than a few hours, which was scary enough; we need to take time to learn to hear His voice, to recognize the voice of the world, the flesh, and the devil and how to reject their schemes to rob, kill, and destroy us. If we were to find ourselves blind, wouldn’t we learn to use our ears to guide us? It only makes sense. So it is our false sense of security in our ability to see that causes us to not hone our listening skills - that is dangerous and downright foolish once we become aware of the choice.
We need to learn to hear God; learn what He wants us to know, how He wants us to operate and carry on in our spiritual world - the kingdom world. I remember back when our kids were in high school with Brian. They were all on the same cross-country team. You may think I made some sort of an error in my wording there: did it sound like I said Brian, the blind high school student, was on a cross- country running team? He was. But you thought I said he was blind? He was. It did not stop him one step! He put his hand on the arm of the guy he was running with and ran all over the place - blind! He trusted the guy he ran with and learned to have finely tuned ears to exactly what was around him.  He ran many seasons and astonished us all.
Our blindness need not stop us one step either, but developing our ear to hear God is key. I want to run the race of life with a keen sense of hearing God.  I want to trust in His mighty arm to lead, not in just the wonderful eyesight I enjoy so immeasurably now, but also in that which I cannot see beyond this present world in which we live. If we recognize and admit our blindness, we can develop that dependence on God and an acute sense for hearing His voice. Praise God we get to enjoy our physical sight. Let us allow God to teach us how to run as blind men too - astonishing the watching world around us - giving all praise and glory to our Guide.
As I re-read this and was about to push send, I thought of the line from Forrest Gump. “Run, Forrest. Run!”  I wish I could put each of your names in that blank and tell you to run, but that is exactly the beauty of God, hearing me say it is one thing.  Hearing Him say it makes all the difference in the world! Learn to hear that voice...

