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The Silent Labyrinth

Redefining identity in the wake of hearing loss
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WERE 8 A roioTo of e past ot the mormenit a Laded
Sack newsbeoy hat shades my Goe. leaving ondy 3 half
moon of viuble chin, perched on fwo eprn hands
Lytrag oo rry stoenach, ve pansed the book open with
my elbows Owe Musdred Yoars of Solitade. | wear 3 Nue feece
saciort the qoler of 3 Muppet and yoga pests that are 3 little bon
beight. The prousd sreund me i satered with Dowg fir cones
ard yellowming puew needles Besude me 3 steeam throws jteel(
owrr a litthe <BE craskung and surgmg. The light is dusky —a
Monlana red-orasge  Shouldens slumped intn 3 wide U head
bearityg in wward the page. | am obloious 10 the camera. AR |
bear s the water (abling
I reeneenber the wund of the water remaining in my beft rae
even aliwr | tursed sway. pouring over itaell, Bl kang out 4l
other sounds. Later, | would tell my frends: “We were just ha
g out of the backrountry. | could bear all day bong | ek Bre ”
Then, suddenly, there wan 3 waterfall in my car. Humimingburd
6 my eit. OF | wis devp wndersea. | bept bouching that leftead It
even thowgh | cosld
fewl the warm wkin of it. Wy wree unconorrmed at first
“Muybe you it have 5 bot of wan®” Alex sugpested
“Maybe a bug crawied in” | jolied
Bt later that night, whem | Liy down %o sleep, the whole
world began 1o lurn clockwise, When | stood again, it el 39

fedt plryscally ahered — dead in somme way

of wates were shoshing from one side of my head 10 the other.
Saoming moe oM balince The fouir erdes blie o the Tadhead began
0 seern impossshly fa3 | longed for nothng more than the irmade

el OCRIDN

of a car and the comforting burz of hospital fluorescence

The next merning Alex plied me with grancla ban and
almends, but the wrtigo made the o nameous o cat. We
strapped o onst Dackpacks and slowly crept across the streams
om 3 nosched log brdge The first part of the trald was cut into
shale and prrched over 3 ciff Landaiides had made the wren
narrow sed unuable | was dizry snd sbow ddmging o ey walk
ing sncks as we begam the hule. | trind not 10 ook down at the
treetops s3md broad bike below. The world spun. | span, the forest
wa foo quict. | planted ane Bact in Broed of the nest. Alex brpt on
edging oul %o the diffy sade of the tradl. as il w0 cach me when |
bost rory bakance

“Fou're goung o BIl° | wid, imagmeng his heavy hackpack
tpping him ever the precipur. Fer onee, B seemed that Ales
my foeever wnruflled Abew felt rmore worry than | The spinning
had revnoved e — | expenescnd the day frem somewhere deep
and far yway

Alex diew back ssd graiped a loop s miy pack We both
oherrved my show steps Late season huckleberres backening
o theer stalkn, the dark green lobes of kinndennick, tamarscka
shuffling oll thew yellow serdles — everythmg was vibwant and
surreal. My good car pached up e hard edges of sound shril
robum's cheep. cradile of she plastc vnack bag. the unceanng rus
the of wind through beavws. When we Soally resched e 1raiiead
atwd Called sy parenits and drove @00 sown, | thought this other
wir by leelong would subside Bt i fedlowed. fuiming every
thing silem and wtrasgr




I save oxey been really deunk once in my life. It wan 2 night
in Japan: Opelki One Cup sake. then spiled shushies, then lara
oke. then 3n empty. early moming stieet Stumbling home in
the predawr, | paveed 2 man, bas back turned 3o the wast-high
bushes Nearing. | sw that he wan cither poessg o jerking off. |
didet stop w chedk but ram down the hill under the beidge. past
the farmens’ market. Stop ugns. fence posts. and mailboses all
sermed b seep away from their forma, the colon runsesg each
o e pext. | couldnt seem 0 fcus on sy oze thing. The
workd spun when | sopped for beeath — shifting snd recondigur
g, oven 3 | stood atill, gazing into =y litthe apartmest

Baca niosn st s level, nothing has chunged.

*1 feed like I'm drank.” | tell my friends shen they ask how
lam.

s nol funny really. but we laugh. And | think:  only | coeld
be down again on those ttami mats and eep the stramgeness
away.

1 siave s x dlagnosed with “sudden hearing loss.” 2 condision
what iw past what it sounds ke, Suddenly. one day. my beft car
wend silent. 1t could hune huppened carr the coune of bourn, e
from cme second 1o the sext = gone. The ENT doctor b booest
but umbelplul: “We dont really know what caues it W dom't
know haw o cure it. Sometimes it past gets betier on [ty own,”
| ipend & wetsd of fificen mimates with De. ENT. He poers into
oy ears, sose. and throat. He Bstens 1o the brief story of my
backpacking trp. And then be sends me 10 2 lab where 3 woman
plave & serarn of oooln and akhs that burz agasest my bad me
| razse my hand randomly, desperately willing mysell to beas
something

Back in his office, Dr. ENT given e 3 proscription for sie-
toids. “To be honew, strecids are what decrors give patients
when they're wrriuse of what ddie 1 d0.° he says. “Bat you hawe
% know, you meght lose the ear”

Will ia fulll off7 | weeder, before realizing that be s saying that
| may lowe sy beating ahogether. | feed 3 cold Bush move from
mry Chest out 0 ooy arms. The 1est of bis words seem %o come
from the end of a losg temael. Thee bt revsdts are dimal begally
dead, no word recognition, 6o pasiive respotive.

"Uis soery,” says De. ENT. This ks rmy cue i leave,

Distendiveg Ak, T0TA. fend snd urdved porcelan papes (. hand.
made paper. orgarie material, b B s 19 fewt [Detak of #un srtaont

a8 Whowwn 0 the [0 eeins ared Soliomyer Gy )
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Wurnns pass. | take the full course of steroids and some i
oticn, but the heaning in my befi car does not rrtumn. | brpa o
wrurve & seceet bear What i | go dead in my raght eae oo What of
the sounsd | just Beard was the Laet sound Ul ever heae?

When the Sorgrating diseane hits Macondo in Owe Hamdrnd
Yoars of Solitude. Aurchane pepprin hin howe with noles o
reeminsd Bien of who and what everything is: “This bs the com
b mreds 0 be milked every mornng * 1 bawe begun 3
sumist proces.

Sownd e losing

H bappess in two wequenital poisves: frvt the bamp of
fthe mhetal D sgainat the doorframe, excrpt it doewn't sound
Bhe evetal, but woed, thes the Larger thud of the door on the
frame and that wagclibe 95 of der knob, shding imo it snug.
umrlding hitthe cave

Sound Oyean

1 i the theshu of 3 mother hudhing her baby. No .. . moes
e 2 sedrct-condraling “Shhh — © utered at the brink of disdle
sare. A secret that backed sway lnto silence. “Shhh.” soothed.
tossed. smoothed against the wad. Lulleg. shythmic. the Atlan
i’y shallow song to the shore. But what do you do when the
ouean rres up ke foods pour car?

Fas & rew sosents each day, | bt the fear Bood 10 with all
# punicky questiosn. [f my heanag can Enappear wo wuddenly.

whal elee coubd | lowe? | bhad adwgys thought that | could comtend
vy body, | est well, | cuercise, | meditate, | do everything right.
But now ey car, ee me in the form of cat. bus reveaded its own
rebwllacnss myssery Tubes and koo seaahell amd driam. hamamer
and anwil, round and oval windows — g inner rar weema oo
e st 1o fundion. Cryatals. hiny Busis. ochors airoms waler —if
is 80 (ragie and precanoss. Who thought up this system? How
S0 we hear a1 all? My body that | thought was so solid, so e
freds Bhe 3 collection of riddies. This workd that | thought was
real shifls wish my sbaftang senves

When Alex comes horme From work, | embrace i His body
feebs solid. an anchor for my fuzzy head. U'm dizzy when | stand
The workd spins when | be down. | rememsber 2 carmival tide
resn when | was 3 ki, e Tadtling Strawberry — 2 huge plass
strawberry carmage turning ciwches within aecles. | imagee | am
hack there, sy beether tursang the whierl huod 1o mabe us spes
lastey and faster | am thrdled. | beg him 10 stop

Acconnine To Chinese modcime, the kadneys wepport hearing
and allow the cars o funiBon. They also are the botme of anssety
and fear. | don't thimk of eryseld as 2 poarticularly feasful person
st whem the siupunctunst presses hes thumb o my s and
asks, “Have you had any sirong emetions Laaely ™ | think sbout
thene days i the backosuntry right before | was struck deaf
That first aflernoon @ the backcousary. we were up hagh and
| heard a constant low roar that | thought was airplases pass-
ing overhead., but was schually wind pusheng theough the rdpges

Up there the bones of the mountains showed themsebws. A
white strut angled right o the thore. Wi thought sbout setting
canp, but the wind bicw us into e fonea

The mext morming. as we hiked along a narrow cusp of Land
abowe the Like, we found bear priste. The trad had dried down
1o a dual thal paekded cauly 1o her paw. | brought my cwn hinger
dose, tracing e traangulie pad the See-finger dents crowned
ecach wth gosges: beer claws. Her prine was larper than my ot
sttt bed hund. but oedy pust Was 11 s griesly? We (oBowed bey
prints eo o high basin thut cepped 20 oval of water, On my hp
vaung 2 holoser of bear spray 1 imagined her a1 every rwist in
the trail: utting wp, eary prrked, neaing the ais between wn. of
crouching in the huckledetries, bet Cinnamon buck jus visible
among the trunks of Deug hir and tumasack | called aut 10 het
o0 oftem. gratng the smoky air againat my vocal conds. Always
our vaxes wrrr ke rovoys, raveling ot threugh the ravines
and basins and Mushing sdret | shouted until my wonds tursed
barsh and rough and far sway rom the woeder | really did feel
brlow the frae

That aftrrncoon | Sell o in oy chesl pat bemrath sy slermum
a buirmning. tightening sensation tha triggered plts of adrenalse
The fear made me want W run of show!, but inssesd 1 drank e
e water. | batreed for the rustle of beave 3 Large body o the
undergrowth. | livtened for 2 buff ber waming ressrenbering
the mews story. Just before we beft for Montana, 2 man in Yellow
wone was killed | wanted 1o write i off as some stuped tourst
trying W0 foed the bears. but be wain'l. He had beem an capets
enced outdooesman. He was hiking in the backoowntne like us,
and 3 mother grazzly aacked him. They found his body days
Larr half eaten and bl bured.

Thut night, | wole W footsteps right newt 0 our tent. Eah
of myy sevacs paqued and togled | katened as the siéps came
closrt — heavy againat the paked dint of the traal Twags saapped
Sornething snuflled In 2 moment. | recograred the seund =
a deee It smiffed asound our camp and domped off, b | lay
for hours in that sudden fear, Now § am haunted by garstions
Could | have couned this? Did | peison ey body with fess? I i
wrry Eoudt aftey all?

| am oaar. Not deal. But my lef® car smgs with a miusic of i own
O & @ wailmg? Or am | now seased o higher frequence —
the samosplerre. Calling®

This merning Al dhouts o oy befi ear “1iella!

Thes “1 bowr you!”

Then a whasper. “The ocean is everywhere ”

I hear it ricochet theough my head and pack it up with my
good et

Somnd MK machiu

A sod ke the industrial revelution. from the depths, 2 pro-
logue of beats, ldie two almest.vynchronised drummers. “pack
pack” of mallet on bamboo branch, twice, faster. Then the whole
machine burers, 3 low mechanical malice, It will pever end
Then it endx: high whine_ anothet low wiamper, and sibenor

Somnd commvrastons owrhrard

Burble ldr o steram renning sgamnast that umooth s rock
Sometimes ome volor ek sbhowe the et And you wosldin 1
think that Cuban kad going on about selfies and makeup would
ever be 2 thing %o mina. But theer 5 0 much humanity * Vs
poia Let me sew yout cyes pa’ ponlario ”

Who knew that the body could die
in stages, in small deaths? What else
is death than silence?

Sound Alex's woser

A Bitde monstone, mad-regivier, pausing st every couple of
words when be is trytng 1o say something imspertant. v sounds
b Scamday afternoon. live wand tracked through the howe and
132 crytals draed an my eyelathes Show. bikr bood skows = the
sum His voioe — the air of that afternoon, thick e my Beost. Hn
voice, remember, bie the afiermoon’s bumished lighe

| 50 nor 1811 syone sbout three notes — # weerrs Soo Sramatk
oo fearfud, and | want more than anything, 10 b brave. In the
silence of my dave. my values seemn % be seondering themsebves
What i il most Emportand 0 rernember? [n One Handred Yean of
Solitude, the endranoe of the lown 1 murked with 2 sgn that wy
MAConDO, aid i the maln stieel. another Coo EXIIT

Wio ey rw that the body could die in stages, in small desthn?
What elee o death than silence? Sdesce. which is 3 pant of the
baondy breaking dowm. not pespondirg. 17 my beft ear has begome
a doorway to death, then what bes beyond?

I nesirmmne our last afermoon in the dackoountry. It was gusct
wave for the squirrels rattle. aave for that wind rurmang wp gliner
e swatha of Lake skin, A Steller’s jay beat her wingy, and then |
heand the call of that berd — that gray bodied. white headed bird
we had seem on the trail the first &3y, 11 had Sdlomed us from tree
o trew, as if m welcome
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