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gives, 
God 
takes  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Matthew 6:23 – But if thine eye be evil, thy whole body shall be full of darkness. If therefore the 
light that is in thee be darkness, how great is that  

darkness!  



Once upon a time there was a woman born with no eyes. She was also very beautiful. Her hair was  

dark and thick, her lips full and red. Her beauty was such that despite her blindness, in her youth both  

men and women tried to win her love. Not one succeeded.  

The old people talked. They said it was a curse. That it was God’s revenge for her father  

having killed a man, or because her mother had slept with too many. Her parents were rich and used  

their wealth to hide her, keeping her within the compound of their large house on Dunearn Road  

sheltered behind tall palms and banana trees. But they died young, and the woman continued to live to  

a great age. Her house grew old around her, the palms rotting around her into skeletal stalks, but she  

remained beautiful. Her hair was dark and thick, her lips full and red. Only the spots where her eyes  

would have been had begun to age, wrinkling and sinking into her face.  

Her house overlooked a road leading to a school. Every day children walked up and down  

next to the canal, filled with green reeds and tiny silver fish. Every day she would sit on her porch  

under the shade, smoking as the children walked by if only to hear their voices, and feel their faint  

shapes.  

One day as a group of them walked by, the woman saw for the very first time. A soft light  

moving across a field of dark. The light had a voice. It was a child. She felt the instant and unshakable  

need to possess him. To consume him.  



She laid a trap for the child, waiting by the gate of her house when she knew he would be  

finished with school. She could not shake the image of the light. She wanted it inside of her.  

After waiting for hours, finally she sees him walking down the narrow road. She feels herself  

tense as he grows closer and closer. She drops something in his path. She reaches out to grab him. He  

is so close, so very, very close. Suddenly the light is huge and overwhelming, and painful. He resists,  

and she grabs hold of his arm. She pulls and he falls, and the light spills out of his tiny form. The light  

is leaking and she cannot stop it. She pushes her hands against the wound, trying to keep it in but it  

will not stop, flowing faster and faster onto the floor. The woman sobs. But when she stops crying for  

the first time in her life she feels tears in her hands, and opens her new eyes to the body of a child,  

bright red blood drying on warm dark road.  
 


