THE DAY MY EYES SPILLED OUT LIKE CANDY

I fell asleep on the porch in the middle of the day and the sun burned holes in my head where my eyes should be. Somebody had warned me this would happen or at least that I should wear sun screen, but I fell asleep out there anyway because I was already tired and all the little animals were casting spells on me. I had been warned about that too, or at least been told that it is nice to fall asleep with headphones on.

When I woke up, my eyeballs were in puddles like drool next to my face. They had spilled out of their sockets in the form of warm, liquid candy. The sweet odor curled in my nostrils, made me thirsty. There were several squirrels standing around, licking up the mess. They were not afraid of me, although they should have been because I am always afraid of myself and I am much bigger than they are.

I moved around the neighborhood like a blind giant, tromping along the center of the road, guided by constellations of potholes I could feel with my bare feet. Where had my shoes gone while I slept? I imagined animals inside of them, moles maybe, and their proprietorship made as much sense as my feet ever had.

I imagined my shoes walking underground.

I was still very thirsty. There must be a lemonade stand around, I thought, because it’s summer. I imagined a lemonade stand and there was one. I heard somebody say Lemonade, but could not see them. I took the lemonade from a tiny hand and dumped it on my face. Then I asked for another.

Several lemonade stands later, I was drunk on sugar and my esophagus burned, awash in citric acid. One child gave me all of his money, without even being asked. I would never have had the nerve to ask, but he just gave me the money and a pitcher of lemonade and ran off on feet that took rapid baby steps, padding along like a wind-up toy. The cash was a nice gesture. Possibly enough to purchase a pair of sunglasses. I couldn’t tell how much it was. The bills were just blank paper to me.

There was nothing life-affirming about being blind. My eye sockets were like little round portholes. I could feel the wind on my brain. The world around me was numb and loud. I realized that blind people must wonder if the world will ever be silent for a second and just disappear, leaving them all alone. I wondered that myself. It might happen just because I was thinking about it. Nothing disappeared. It was just like there had never been anything there to begin with. There had never been anything to go away.

The neighborhood was glowing, I imagined. The world was whatever I pretended it was, but it was getting harder to picture anything at all.

I could tell I was on the other side of the neighborhood because I could hear a girls’ field hockey camp in session at the school. I walked toward the sound. I stumbled down a grassy hill, onto the field. A wooden ball hit me in the head and bounced off. I scored a goal. At least I think I did. That’s what it felt like but nobody clapped. Instead, there were gasps. I believe they thought they had knocked my eyes out. I imagined a little girl in tears and there she was. I retraced my steps, crawled back up the hill like a bad puppy, ashamed. People were shouting things after me, but they were so loud I couldn’t hear them.

I tried to make my way back home. I kept stubbing my toes. I could tell they were bloody, but I was afraid to touch them and find out how bad. There was some part of me that thought if I went back to sleep, my eyes would grow back in place. When I got home, I lied down on the couch in the living room, away from the sun. Imagined my eyes growing back as I slept, and then I was asleep, and there they were.

When I woke up, the porch looked different than I remembered it. It looked more like home.

