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Imagine you are strolling along 
a street of the city centre.

Suddenly, you are under a strange spell.

All at once, the illuminated parts of the street and 
those in the shade seem to separate distinctly - on 
one side, light is refracted and a blinding reflection 
appears; on the other side, details disappear under 

a thick and dull darkness.

You meet people walking in the opposite direction – 
they ignore you, they try to avoid you.

You realise that your senses are becoming stronger 
– your hearing is more and more selective, it grasps 
the direction and distance of every sound. Your skin 

perceives and records every slight movement of 
the air. Your smell is now prodigious, it is aware of 
all the changes in humidity and temperature. Your 
feet are planted on the ground, attracted by such a 
gravity and a magnetism that make you afraid of 

moving them to continue your journey.

It is magic. Throughout this walk, your eyes will 
see the things the people you are meeting see. The 

same people wanted to propose you this adventure.
They are part of the Italian Union of the Blind and 

Partially Sighted in Forlì-Cesena. These people 
together with the workers operating in the Regional 
Centre for Visual impairment at the Bufalini Hospital 

in Cesena wanted to show you their world.



It is as if I saw through satin glass, a transparent though opaque veil, slightly 
cold. You can see but at the same time you cannot see. It is like the rough 
part of the bathroom glasses. It is blurred and uniform.
I cannot distinguish the expression of the mouth, I guess the hair colour, I can 
see but I cannot see...
I can recognise the people I meet only if they have familiar features.
Everything is simple, like a child’s drawing.
I can recognise green, but for me purple is black, fuchsia is red, blue is 
purple. I can distinguish contrasts, but I confuse a grey pole with the asphalt 
and run into it.
I was born like this. When I was young I could read, now I am getting worse.
My eyes become less reactive as time passes.
When the sun shines and I walk into a café, suddenly I am surrounded by 
darkness. Only after a few minutes, I begin to make out something.







While in the past I could see, now I cannot see much.
I managed to adapt myself to this new situation and I found out that I feel 
good with this group. I know that there are beautiful girls around me, but... I 
cannot even see them...
If I meet you, the only thing I can see is a dark shadow, a person that is 
moving, but I cannot understand if it is a man or a woman. As I get closer, I 
begin to understand. When I am close, I can see a face.
When I am at the café and my friends touch my shoulder and call me, I can 
see them. When they move they disappear, but maybe they are coming 
back. If I could not distinguish between colours, I could not take the bus… I 
have to stop every bus, because I cannot see their number. Someone helps 
you, but you have to ask. Sometimes even bus drivers are not very kind.
You always have to ask. Sight loss is a severe loss. Sighted people cannot 
understand it…

It is like watching a film at the cinema. It begins with a blurred dot that 
progressively widens making the image sharper. That is what I see: a dot 

where everything is blurred.
When there is too much light, I am blinded, it is as if there were fog. The 

more the light shines, the more the fog thickens creating a reflection. 
I confuse blue with green, if I look in front of me I cannot watch my step, if I 

watch my step I cannot see where I am going. 
If I meet someone, I can see a figure, but I cannot see if it is a man or a 

woman. As far as the face is concerned, I can make out the hair, maybe the 
nose because it is illuminated, but I cannot understand whether the lips are 

red or pink, whether the person is smiling or not.
Under the face there is nothing, everything is dark.

Where there is light, there is colour and nothing else around it. I can 
recognise the colour of the skin and of the hair... I prefer the light.

When I was young, I could read and study, I also rode a motorbike and tried 
to drive the car. Then I had to switch to the bike, but now even riding a bike 

represents a problem.
As time passes, it is harder to adapt to light.







When I am walking, I can see the people even if they are very far from me, 
I can distinguish the shapes, but I cannot recognise them. Only by hearing 
voices or seeing familiar figures I start to understand.
It is as if my eyes were always dilated. My sight improves in the evening, 
when darkness helps me to concentrate on details.

My eyes feel better in darkness. During the day, I have to protect them, 
because light is reflected and everything is full of fog.
Light-coloured cars make me afraid of crossing the road, as I only perceive 
them when they are too close. If cars are darker, it gets better...
When I am close to a person, the face I see is very dim and blurred. I can 
see the shape, the nose, the mouth, but I cannot identify the details and I 
forget everything.

Where I live, I can walk alone up and down 
the cycle lane for about 100 mt, because I know it.

When I walk I can see my feet, but beyond my feet, there is nothing else.
When I meet someone, I begin to see something when the person is 30-40 

cm away from me. I can see the face, it is a little dark... 
However, if the person is a few more centimetres 

away from me, everything disappears again.

I can see a complete figure, but the face is blurred. The eyes are white spots.
I cannot perceive the nose and the mouth, the face is dark. I can see under 

the neck, I can see the colour of the clothes, but there is nothing else behind. 
When people open their hands, I can see them for a while before they 

disappear.
I cannot stand the sunlight. When it is sunny, it is as if it were dark. Light is 

my darkness. I feel better in darkness, as my eyes are not stinging.

When I was able to see, I lived another life... Now I am resigned.







When I meet you, I can see you from the stomach down. I can see the sides, 
but I cannot recognise you.

Your face is replaced by nothing... Neither white, nor black, nor grey.

Your face is not there, the street seems to continue through it.

You look like a ghost without head. From the head down I can make you out, 
even though I cannot see perfectly.

When I look at my feet, I can only see one of them.

Everything began five years ago. Reading the newspaper, I had the 
impression that the lines went upwards. I realised that, to my eye, everything 
was deformed.
Now, things are not deformed any more. They have completely 
disappeared...

Five years ago I could drive and I managed to see everything on the street – 
a lorry, for example. As time passed, a light was missing. Then other pieces 
were missing too. Until everything disappeared... 

The lorry was replaced by an indefinite grey street, continuing in front of me. 
I still could see the trees on both sides, while the centre was not there any 
more. The traffic disappeared…







When I walk, I have to look upwards to distinguish the things further down. 
that is how I can see if the street is clear. I am able to see the white line, but 
I cannot see the borders of the street. I can see it for 4 or 5 meters in front of 
me, I can also make out the figure of the people I meet at the same distance. 
Further, I cannot see anything else, everything evaporates and disappears.

That is what I see – an irregular stain, with a white center and a black 
outline, which gradually becomes blurred as a misted up glass. The white 
stain in the center takes the shades of the things I am looking at – if such 
thing is white, the stain remains white; if the thing is red, the stain gets darker 
tending to a shade of red. These stains are always moving. The white stain 
can become bigger and often intertwines with the black outline, as if it were 
a broken glass filling the black part with splinters. It is like a kaleidoscope. 
The lights I see are similar to small white worms that flash.
They surround the stain and they become more numerous proceeding towards 
the center. The ones that I see on the side resemble the waves of the sea, 
although they are faster. They look like lightnings, with the shape of a curved 
thumb, and they move in circles until they disappear.

The stain takes up the upper part of my field of vision, 
rather than the lower one.
It is expanding horizontally and looks like Saturn, 
a sphere surrounded by a band.

If I look in front of me, I cannot see anything, I crash into the things I 
encounter. I turn my eyes upwards, because otherwise I can only see the 
things that are down. I know I look dazed, but that is the only way I can use 
my best sight. 
I look upwards, my eyes cannot move, I try to grasp everything, but the only 
thing that I get is a rough sketch of reality – I can make out the tree, the wall, 
the building, the car, but the details are invisible to me...
I cannot distinguish blue from black; from a distance, I cannot see white and 
all the other light colors. Getting closer, these colors become more definite 
and vivid; only when I stick to the objects, I can distinguish their colors...



My world is indefinite, neither black, nor white. Something seems to be in 
front of me, but I cannot understand. It is like a thin veil, it is as I lived in milk.

In the past, I could see colours and I can remember them. However, what my 
eyes can see now is an indefinite colour.
Neither white, nor black, nor grey... It is softened, evanescent, and delicate.

This light remains even when I close my eyes. 
Open or closed eyes – it makes no difference to me. in both cases, I am 
surrounded by light.

My eyes cannot stand the sunlight; it is not a problem for my skin. When 
the sun shines, the veil before my eyes becomes lighter in colour, while its 
consistency does not change radically.







The small portion I can see is not sharp. I see many lights in it, a reflection produced 
by small sparks always moving. It looks like a psychedelic effect. I have to move to 
see your face, to find you. I cannot see the whole. I can see a dark eye; I can see its 
socket. However, I can only see one eye at a time. There is nothing around you, only 
light that enters... There is always something moving. When I move my head, I am 
able to recreate the environment. Colors mix producing a sort of trail.
I can see the mouth of a person. When light surrounds the figure, I can see a 
glimmer. however, in the shadow, I cannot distinguish the elements any more.
I can notice bodies thanks to contrast. When contrast disappears, everything else 
disappears too.
I have learnt to feel certain obstacles, because I have understood that the eyes are 
not the only way to see. I can feel the white line with my feet, it is smooth. I am used 
to walking next to manholes, because they are elements that make me distinguish 
between pavements and asphalt.
I touch everything, I touch the traffic signs even if I do not know what they mean. 
I feel the air. if someone stops between me and the door, I cannot feel the air any 
more and all my points of reference disappear.
In my right eye, I always see a central, dark stain, while in my left eye, I always 
perceive a flutter...

Since I am often alone at home, I also lost part of my power of speech… When I 
had contact with the people, I did not stammer much… But, well... That is reality…

The first years have been hard... When I walked, I had to lean on the banister. Then 
I had to remove a cataract and well… Now my points of reference are the joints 

between the tiles, the tiles themselves...
During a period, I “crashed” against everything I encountered… Sometimes I go to 
the market alone, I walk slowly. I do not want to annoy and oblige people to take 

me where I need to go. I try to be careful...
When I am standing at the door, I am not able to recognise people walking six/

seven metres far from me. That is why I greet everyone.
When people stand a metre and a half far from me, I cannot see their eyes, their 
nose, their mouth... When they are illuminated, I can make out the outline of the 

nose and a slight outline of the head... The eyes are replaced by a brown stain... A 
blurred stain. The less illuminated portion of the face mixes with the background…
It was the same when I could use my camera... A close-up made the subject look 

beautiful and sharp, but the further the subject was, the more indefinite it became...







I cannot see any more. I am surrounded by a fog becoming lighter or darker 
depending on sunlight.

Light intensity changes when I keep my eyes open or closed. Even though such 
variation is slight, I can perceive it.

When I stand in a room, I can feel the origin of the light entering from the window. 
Unfortunately, this feeling is disappearing too.

At night, I can feel a source of light if I look for it – a street lamp, for example, and, 
until a few years ago, even the moonlight...

At night, I can feel the presence of light, it goes away and then comes back. It is just 
a moment... Inside the white.

I walk in a foggy world.
When I walk in my fog, I feel calm if I am with people or in places I know.

I have developed some strategies. I snap my fingers to feel the void and to make me 
heard. I pay attention to the puffs of wind, in order to grasp the end of a corridor.
When I find myself in a new place, I build a mental map through the touch. I try to 
remember where the furniture is and what I have to do to move, helped by other 
people. I do not use a stick.

I guess the colours of the objects, thanks to my visual memory. I am very interested 
in colours and I always ask the people helping me to describe me the colours of the 
things surrounding me.

I live in a softened and three-dimensional world… Three-dimensional tending to 
infinite. My three dimensions do not have limits, my horizon is not scientific. I enjoy 
feeling the space, in front of me, behind me, next to me.

I enjoy feeling sounds and scents...

I love music, I play the guitar. I enjoy listening to people reading, listening to voices. 
The voice of a person makes me imagine his/her personality and features.

On holiday, I love going to the mountains... Because of the scents... I am almost 
afraid of touching and breaking something, especially plants. During a visit to the 
botanical garden, I had the possibility to touch flowers and leaves. Scents can make 
up for the lack of the dominant sense.



At the end of this enchanted journey, we come back 
to reality and everyday life... Now, when you meet 
a white cane, a strange pair of glasses, a cap on 
someone’s eyes, a person walking next to his/her 

bike, keep in mind that behind it, under it or next to 
it there may be a visually impaired or blind person. 
This person cannot see, but he/she is able to hear. 

That is why you should not stop talking when he/
she is coming closer – silence makes him/her lose 
important points of reference. That is the reason 

why you must make yourself heard! 

If you know this person, say hello first, make 
yourself recognised. Visually impaired and blind 
people have a memory linked to hearing rather 

than to sight and they recognize people thanks to 
their voices. 

Do not be amazed by the fact that this person walks 
calmly avoiding obstacles, going up and down the 
pavement confidently and so on – the places he/
she is used to frequent have no secrets, they are 
recorded in a mental map comprising even the 

smallest manhole. Lampposts, rubbish skips and 
parked cars have no secret, provided they are in 

the right place. However, just one metre further, the 
world becomes a dark wood where every way has 

been missed… 


