
 1 



 2 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Noise Gate 1 & 2 
 

originally published in zine form 
by Mia

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 ©2008 by Rebecca K Wright. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted 
in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written 
permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses 
permitted by copyright law. 
 



 3 

Table	  of	  Contents	  

Introduction	  #1	  (Officially	  Awkward	  Zine	  Intro)	   5	  
As	  loud	  as	  any	  noise	  you’ve	  heard	   7	  
As	  quiet	  as	  a	  whispered	  word	   7	  
Meningitis	   9	  
This	  is	  how	  you	  hear.	   10	  
September	  something	   12	  
Hospital	   12	  
Anyone	  Can	  Play	  Guitar	   15	  
Back	  Home	   16	  
Igor	  Stravinsky	  was	  a	  Punk	  Rocker	   18	  
February	  2003	   20	  
Can	  you	  hear	  the	  sound	  of	  youth	  negated?	   23	  
Miscellany	   24	  
All	  the	  Songs	  Left	  on	  the	  Floors,	  in	  the	  Closets	  of	  Our	  Minds	   25	  
First	  Day	  of	  School	  and	  I’m	  Already	  Failing	   26	  
The	  Revolution	  Will	  Not	  be	  on	  the	  Internet	   28	  
Bad	  Mouth	   29	  
A	  Flash	  of	  Clean	  White	  Hope	   31	  
From	  the	  Desk	  of	  Ludwig	  van	  Beethoven	   36	  
I’m	  Unconsoled,	  I’m	  Lonely,	  I	  Am	  So	  Much	  Better	  Than	  I	  Used	  To	  Be.	   40	  
It’s	  the	  Noise	  We	  Love	  to	  Make,	  and	  for	  Years	  We	  Have	  Been	  Making	   41	  
I’m	  a	  Bubble	  in	  a	  Sound	  Wave,	  A	  Sonic	  Push	  for	  Energy	   44	  
Missing	  Words,	  It’s	  Just	  Missing	  Words	  It’s	  Just	   46	  
We	  Owe	  You	  Nothing	   49	  
Let	  Me	  Rant	  and	  Let	  Me	  Ramble	   51	  
Don’t	  Keep	  Sweatin’	  What	  I	  Do,	  ‘Cuz	  I’m	  Gonna	  Be	  Just	  Fine	   53	  
Until	  the	  Darkness	  was	  Gone	   54	  
Afterword	   57	  



 4 

If something doesn’t break this silence in my head, I’m going to bash my brains against a wall and let the sound 
in with the daylight. 



 
May 8, 2008 
June 1, 2008 
Oct. 1st, 2008 
 
Introduction #1 (Officially Awkward Zine Intro) 
  
I don’t know how to start. I’ve been thinking about doing this for awhile, and suddenly I don’t know how to 
start. I thought I had the whole thing in my head, but I guess I forgot it. Or never had it in the first place. I 
always get kind of annoyed at zines (not annoyed at the individual zine, but at the sheer quantity of zines) that 
start out saying, “This is my zine. It’s about such and such. And I’m scared to write it. But here it is, please don’t 
hurt me.” I want to be less inclined to point out the obvious. I mean, duh, of course it’s a zine. But I’m a direct 
person, not subtle at all, so here I am, making exactly the type of introduction I would love to excise from all 
personal zines everywhere. 
  
My name is Amelia. Mia. It was my grandmother’s name, which is the only reason I like it, because my 
grandma was the most punk rock woman ever, and I’m happy to think I have a piece of her with me. Originally 
I planned to cut and paste in journal entries from the last six years of my life to make this, but then while I was 
re-reading them, I realized that my journal really makes no sense to anyone but me, because I can’t be bothered 
with things like description and context when I’m processing. So I’m starting more or less from scratch, which 
brings us to the Official Regulation Self-Conscious and Awkward Zine Introduction (patent pending). 
  
Please don’t hurt me.  
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Introduction #2 (Essential Facts) 
  
I’m in a band. Is it necessary to say punk band? Do you just assume that because you’re reading about me in a 
zine and not in Rolling Stone? It’s me and four guys. We’re not a total goofball drunken party band, and we’re 
not really political, and we’re not sad about having broken up with our girlfriends (well, they’re not sad about 
their girlfriends; I’m not sad about my boyfriend, or lack thereof). Lyrically, we’re kinda all over the place. 
Probably the most intellectual thing we ever did was name ourselves after a Kurt Vonnegut book, which lasted 
for about two weeks, then we changed it to something more punk rock. My bandmates are Toby, Joe, Johnny, 
and Bryan. Their names will come up again. I play rhythm guitar. Toby’s the lead guitar. I’m kind of a born 
second guitarist. I love to play, but I’m not super flashy and have no interest in showing off my chops with solos. 
And I’m not really a songwriter. But I don’t mind playing the same three chords over and over, because then I 
can watch what other people are doing. 
 
My favorite bands are the Mighty Mighty Bosstones and the Clash. I can do a pretty badass cover of “Pissing in 
a River” by Patti Smith. Cargo pants are my most favorite item of clothing ever. I’ve been a roadie and a band 
member, and discovered pretty early that as a girl, the first thing you do is go grab the heaviest piece of 
equipment there is because otherwise, no one takes you seriously or assumes you can’t lift the heavy shit. I’m 
vegetarian (vegan when we’re not on tour), and straight edge, and a red belt in tae kwon do.  And I love punk. I 
fucking love it. With every possible part of my soul. Punk was the first place I ever felt safe, ever felt accepted. 
I’d give my life for it. I have given my life to it. I don’t want anything more from life than to be part of it, and 
find more lost kids, and let them be part of it.  
  
It sounds dumb and corny, but then, I can be pretty damn corny. I have a decidedly un-punk sentimental 
streak. 
  
So maybe you can understand, to a certain extent, how I felt when I woke up in 2002 and realized I was deaf. 
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As loud as any noise you’ve heard  
As quiet as a whispered word 
 
We were on tour, in 2002, in Texas. We’d just gotten done with a show in Austin and were driving to Dallas in 
the middle of the night, big black Texas sky all around us, headlights illuminating the blacktop right in front of 
us but not much else. I love driving at night, watching the white dashed line of the lane divider flash by, listening 
to music down low so that people in the back can sleep, stopping at gas stations that are isolated oases of light in 
a big black desert.  
 
The show in Austin had been incredibly awesome. The pit was enthusiastic, kids picked each other up when 
they fell over, there were girls in the pit, people were singing along (people were singing along! There’s nothing 
like noticing that people are singing along to your songs. So cool). Everyone remembered to catch stage divers. 
Our sound guy was both friendly and competent and made sure we could both hear and be heard. If there was 
a formula to make a show perfect, we had hit upon it. Everyone seemed to be smiling and happy, at least, that’s 
how I remember it, though I’m sure my recollection is colored. It was only our second national tour. A few 
people knew us, most didn’t, or they knew us just well enough to make us feel welcome. 
  
I may have felt a little sick when we were packing up the van to drive on to Dallas. If I did, I put it down to 
exhaustion and dehydration and didn’t think much of it. We didn’t leave Austin till late because Bryan and 
Toby were tearing up shit in the pit of the headliners. Joey and me were talking to Sarah, this girl Joey went to 
high school with who moved to Austin and got married when she was 19. I wasn’t drinking because I don’t 
drink, and Johnny wasn’t drinking because he had to drive, but everyone else was pretty hammered. 
  
When we finally piled into the van and left, somebody put London Calling on the tape deck. I dozed in and out, 
feeling worse, now worried that I was really getting sick and not just tired or motion sick. Johnny and Toby were 
in the front, I remember. They were talking. I stretched out on the seat and the last song I remember hearing is 
“Rudie Can’t Fail.” 
  
Am I explaining in too much detail? Maybe you don’t really care. Maybe it’s not important. But I start writing 
about this night and I can’t stop. For the past two years, I’ve been trying to figure out If I can remember the 
exact moment when it all went away. 
  
I got really sick really fast. Johnny was driving, so he was the only one who knew how bad I felt at first. It was 
like I had enough flu for three people. My head hurt like my brains were going to start leaking out of my ears, 
and so did my neck, and headlights—thank god it wasn’t daylight—started hurting my eyes, and a little less than 
halfway to Dallas, I started to barf. Johnny, bless his heart, pulled over so fast and opened the passenger door 
that I didn’t even get any in the van. That was about when everyone else woke up and realized something was 
wrong. Puking always makes me cry, and in between heaves I managed to answer questions about what was 
wrong, and say that I really needed to go to the hospital because I felt like I was dying. Bryan, who was holding 
my hair back, said I was really hot. They moved me to the front seat where I huddled, miserable, and tried to 
sleep, and hoped that Johnny would drive really fast till I got somewhere I could sleep. 
  
My sense of time is all fucked up. The others tell me it was hours before we got to a hospital but it doesn’t feel 
like that. I don’t remember much about the hospital except feeling very, very bad, and I guess I was drifting in 
and out of consciousness—one of the doctors told me it was surprising that I was conscious at all when I got 
there. Toby tells me that I asked one of the nurses if she would shoot me in the head, that it would be okay 
because I’d sign a medical release saying that death was the best thing for me. They did a spinal tap, and I was 
so terrified that it was going to hurt—and I was so out of it that I didn’t understand half of what was going on, 
anyway—that three nurses had to hold me down. My fever swung between 104 and 106, and I was sweating 
through the bed sheets. They didn’t even wait for the results of the tests, but started me on drugs for meningitis 
(turned out that’s exactly what I had). Toby says it was hours before they brought me to ICU, but it didn’t feel 
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like that long. I was having seizures—caused by the high fever, they said, and by the swelling around my 
brain—but I don’t remember any of them. I guess I’d already checked out. The nurses said I stopped 
responding to verbal cues sometime in Emergency, but there was so much going on that they didn’t worry about 
it right then, just wrote it on my chart as something that had happened, something that could be related to how 
incredibly bad I was feeling. 
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Meningitis 
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Meningitis - mw-headhttp://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Meningitis - p-search 
 
Meningitis (from Greek μῆνιγξ méninx, "membrane"[1] and the medical suffix -itis, "inflammation") is 
an acuteinflammation of the protective membranes covering the brain and spinal cord, known 
collectively as themeninges.[2] The inflammation may be caused by infection with viruses, bacteria, or 
other microorganisms, and less commonly by certain drugs.[3] Meningitis can be life-threatening 
because of the inflammation's proximity to the brain and spinal cord; therefore, the condition is 
classified as a medical emergency.[2][4] 
The most common symptoms of meningitis are headache and neck stiffness associated 
with fever, confusion or altered consciousness, vomiting, and an inability to tolerate light 
(photophobia) or loud noises (phonophobia). Children often exhibit only nonspecific symptoms, such 
as irritability and drowsiness. If a rash is present, it may indicate a particular cause of meningitis; for 
instance, meningitis caused by meningococcal bacteria may be accompanied by a characteristic 
rash.[2][5] 
A lumbar puncture diagnoses or excludes meningitis. A needle is inserted into the spinal canal to 
extract a sample of cerebrospinal fluid (CSF), that envelops the brain and spinal cord. The CSF is 
examined in a medical laboratory.[4] The first treatment in acute meningitis consists of promptly 
administered antibiotics and sometimesantiviral drugs. Corticosteroids can also be used to prevent 
complications from excessive inflammation.[4][5]Meningitis can lead to serious long-term 
consequences such as deafness, epilepsy, hydrocephalus andcognitive deficits, especially if not 
treated quickly.[2][5] Some forms of meningitis (such as those associated 
withmeningococci, Haemophilus influenzae type B, pneumococci or mumps virus infections) may be 
prevented byimmunization.[2] 
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This is how you hear. 
  
Moving atoms hit your ears. They’re funneled down your pinnae, that’s the outside part of your ear (the part 
that’s so much fun to kiss), and collide with your eardrum. The eardrum is a thin membrane separating the 
inside of your head from the outside world. The vibration of the eardrum in turn makes the bones of the ear (the 
hammer, anvil and stirrup1; the three smallest bones in your body) vibrate, which in turn causes the fluid inside 
the cochlea to quiver, which bends little hairs, and at the roots of these little hairs are neurons. (This is why I 
believe in evolution: surely a god could have come up with a more efficient mechanism of getting sound into our 
heads? If I’m going to believe that God created the universe, I have to also believe that God has no mechanical, 
engineering, or design skills, which is just kinda silly.) These neurons (along with the hairs attached to them) are 
transducers. The same way a microphone takes acoustic energy and turns it into electrical energy that can travel 
across a wire, the neurons take acoustic energy and turn it into an electrical impulse that the brain can receive. 
Your brain takes the electrical signals and interpret them into something that makes sense, the sound of a voice, 
or a car backfiring, or a C-Major chord played by a Les Paul standard with modified pickups through a Mesa 
DC-10 amp. Only when a sound has found its way deep inside your brain do you hear it. 
 
The cochlea has 16,000 neurons. Per ear. They are so sensitive that they respond to Brownian motion (the 
random jostling of atoms in the universe). And they’re arranged like the keys on a piano—or rather, the keys on 
the piano are arranged like your cochlea. The hair cells at the cochlea’s broad base are tuned to respond to bass 
sounds, and to high pitches at the cone end. Not all neurons are equally bent by all sounds. 
  
Your brain’s quest to make sense of the auditory world, to not be overwhelmed by constant noise, begins with 
these neurons. One scientist has devised a way to actually listen to the noise that the cells make as they 
transduce an acoustic action into an electrical pattern. Sound, when it’s entering the brain, makes a sound. And 
for noises that are consonant, noises that strike us as pleasing, like music, the cells fire in a very regular way, in a 
way that allows the brain to easily perceive a pattern. We like regular sounds. We like pretty noises. We like 
regularity. But when the meter of the nerve’s pulsing is irregular, jagged, not a pattern—that’s a harsh noise, a 
noise our brains can’t reconcile or make sense of. We don’t like those noises. They’re chaotic. There’s a 
relationship between the kind of electricity a sound produces and how we feel about that sound. 
  
But it’s malleable. Noises that make you wince, that assault you, that don’t make sense—like the Augers section 
of Stravinsky’s Rite of Spring, or the beginning of Fugazi’s Red Medicine—don’t always have that effect on you. 
Your brain gets used to them. Your brain’s chemistry—or, I guess, electricity—is literally changed by music, 
and what once make you feel edgy and assaulted your senses is now beautiful. 
  
I wonder what my ears and my brain do, now that they can’t talk to each other. The fever I had dried up the 
hair cells in my cochlea, so my eardrum and the bones in my ear are still hearing, still vibrating, still conducting 
sound, but my cochlea doesn’t respond. Do they get frustrated, talking all this time to their neighbor, who isn’t 
answering the door? And is my brain, getting no more acoustical signals, not being changed by music anymore? 
Is my brain still changing, or has it stopped? If the ear is talking but the brain can’t hear it, is there still sound? 
And if the brain is so flexible, if sound can constantly adjust the composition of my brain, will my brain adapt a 
way out of this mess? Can I evolve a way to hear with my optic nerve, say? If I live to be 90 years old, will 
scientists and doctors find a way to remap my brain to make my anatomical shortcomings moot, to work around 
them, to find some part of my brain that’s not being used and use it for this instead? 
  
And forget, for a moment, whether a deaf kid can be a punk—can a 90 yr old be punk? Because if I ever get my 
hearing back, you can be damn sure I’m joining a band, even if I break an arthritic hip. 
 
 
                                                
1 The Latin names for these are the malleus, the incus, and the stapes.  I like the sound of Latin. 
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“Nothing is sacred. Nature is noise.  
Music is nothing but a sliver of sound that we have learned how to hear.” 

--Jonah Lehrer 
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September something 
Hospital 
 
Go away. Just go away. I don’t want to talk to any of you. I don’t want you to give me that look like you’re 
really really sorry and don’t know what to say. I don’t want fucking sympathy cards or for you to write on this 
pad of paper they’ve left me about how if there’s anything you can do, I should just ask. 
 
I want you all to go away and come back at a time when conversation doesn’t take three times longer than it 
used to. You can’t make me feel less alone. Stop trying. 
 
I understand from the long, sympathetic note that this doctor gave me that my brain has melted and I need to 
start learning to lip read. But I really don’t want to. I still think this will go away. So just…go away. And I’ll wait 
for this other thing to go away too, and then I’ll come find you all, and let you know that I’m fine now, and we 
should go back to having band practice every Tuesday and Thursday. 
 
Thanks. 
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Part of me has the guitar part from that one Radiohead song stuck in my head. I think it’s called “Street Spirit.” 
I wonder how much music will be stuck in my head. I wonder if I’ll forget it. I wonder how long until I do. I 
wonder if I’ll be upset or relieved when that happens. 
  

Rows of houses are bearing down on me, 
I can feel their blue hands touching me. 

All these things into position,  
all these things you’ll one day swallow whole, 

And fade out again. And fade out… 
 

This machine will, will not communicate 
These thoughts and the strain I am under. 

Be a world child, form a circle 
Before we all go under. 

And fade out again. And fade out… 
 

Cracked eggs, dead birds 
Scream as they fight for life. 

I can feel death, can see its beady eyes 
All these things into position,  

all these things you’ll one day swallow whole, 
And fade out again. And fade out again. 

 
Immerse yourself in love. 
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September 8, 2002 
Hospital 
 
I keep trying to fill in the empty space around me. That, that’s a heart monitor, there has to be a beep coming 
from that. The nurses all wear sneakers but I imagine that their footsteps are heavy and clunky. All of the carts 
and stretchers the orderlies push around need WD40. It’s like trying to fill in the soundtrack to a silent movie, 
and I don’t know if I’m adding in too much sound or not enough. I never got a chance to hear this space. I’m 
already forgetting what I’m missing. 
 
I’m too drugged out and crappy and foggy. Things evaporate straight out of my head. I forget peoples’ names, 
phone numbers, street names, entire countries. It’s scary because it takes so long to ask for clarification on 
anything that by the time we get to whatever I was trying to remember, I’ve forgotten where we started. Easier 
not to ask. 
 
In a weird, removed-from-myself sort of way, it feels like I should be panicking more than I am. I think at first I 
was just too sick—I would wake up, notice that I couldn’t hear, notice that I still felt very bad, and then try to 
fall asleep again, because when I was sleeping I didn’t feel so crappy. I remember asking a nurse, “What’s going 
on?” and not hearing her reply, repeating myself, not hearing her, over and over, eventually starting to cry 
because I thought she was ignoring me. I think that was before I understood what had happened. I keep saying 
things out loud before I remember I can’t hear the answers. I never realized how much I talk out of habit. 
 
Now I’m more resigned. It’s too much trouble to panic. The time to panic is past. 
 
Have you ever been in a place so quiet you can feel the silence pressing in around your ears? So quiet that 
maybe your ears start to ring a little with tinnitus, just to stay occupied? It’s like that, only all the time. They 
took me in for an audiology exam and my hearing is basically wiped out. No low frequencies or high ones, and 
what I have left in the middle is less by 80+ dB. Fabulous. 
 
I remember in the hospital, my mom asked, via pen and paper, if I was aware that I was humming to myself. 
And I hadn’t been. I’d had no idea I was doing it, but after she said it, I caught myself doing it more and more. 
I’d realize that my throat was vibrating and then stop. Then, minutes later, I’d realize I was doing it again. I 
don’t know if I was humming tunes or just long notes. I think my brain was convinced that the problem was not 
in my ears, but in my environment, and it was trying to break the silence. 
  
It seems so absurd. That meningitis, this super contagious virus, only got me, and not any of the other guys that 
I was living in a van with. That I would get hit with a pretty rare side effect, and that it would be so severe that I 
wouldn’t be helped by hearing aids or cochlear implants. That’s just too many levels of absurd to me. The God 
that I don’t believe in is clearly punishing me for something. 
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Anyone Can Play Guitar 
 
I was sixteen before I joined a band, which felt really late at the time, but in retrospect probably wasn’t. We 
called ourselves The Fuck Ups, and we were bad. Fantastically, gloriously bad. We had six songs, plus eight or 
nine covers. We played basement parties and things. The one time we played in a place with a marquis, the 
manager of the place changed our named to The Total Idiots, which pissed off Charlie, the lead singer, but 
which I thought was brilliant. 
  
The whole idea was to be loud. We couldn’t play in time, the bass wasn’t in tune, and you couldn’t hear the 
vocals because Charlie’s amp was smaller than mine. I turned up so loud that the sound vibrations made my 
pants quiver. After twenty minutes, my ears would be ringing, my fingers aching, Charlie would be covered in 
sweat (and half-naked and/or bleeding). Even when you suck—and even back then we knew how bad we 
were—there’s something about making a gloriously loud noise, about watching kids hurl their bodies around, 
that makes me feel alive. More than alive. Hyper-alive. Playing guitar—playing it loud—made me feel powerful. 
Like the first time I kissed a boy, and I felt him get a hard-on, it was both scary and powerful. I have the power 
to do this. I made this happen. Playing in a band and watching the crowd go nuts gives me the same heady, 
powerful, grinning-inside sort of feeling. 
  
But don’t worry. I resolve to use my powers only for good, not evil. 
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September 30, 2002 
Back Home 
 
Back home, one way on American Airlines from Dallas to Boston. My mom came with me to make sure I didn’t 
get totally lost, though I gotta say, the airport is actually less aggravating when you don’t know what’s going on. 
I generally hate airports—thousands of people, babies screaming, “Mr. Bozo, Mr. Hank Bozo. Please proceed 
to an airport information booth or white courtesy telephone.” “The alert level has been raised to ORANGE. 
Please report any suspicious activity to airport security.” Not hearing any of that was weirdly relaxing.  
  
I feel really separate from everything. Like I’m watching it and not really part of it. Kind of like when you’re 
watching a movie in a theater, maybe you get really absorbed and you feel like you’re part of the movie but at 
the same time you know you’re not. I kind of feel like that. I keep having to remind myself that I’m still part of 
it, one way or another. 
  
The guys went back on tour. There wasn’t much else they could do. They looked really guilty about going, but 
if it was me, I would’ve gone too. I told them to go. Or rather, I wrote it. I’ll see them when they get home next 
month, I guess. I don’t know what I’ll say to them or how I’ll say it. I wonder who they’ll get for a new guitar 
player. 
  
When I got home, Ben [my roommate] was there. He knew what had happened, and waved hello and gave me 
a hug when I came in. He didn’t say anything verbally either, as far as I could tell, which I appreciated. 
  
He beckoned me down the hall to my room, and pointed at a new button on the wall outside my room. He 
pointed at his eye and then at the button, telling me to look. (He had clearly rehearsed his improvised sign 
language, which was actually kinda cute.) He held down the button, then opened the door to my room and 
pointed. I leaned in. There was a light above my door, flashing on and off. It was practically a strobe light. Even 
if I was asleep it would wake me up. My own visual door knocker. I looked back at Ben and smiled in a way that 
I hope said thank you. 
  
We had to go to pen and paper at that point, having exhausted the possibilities of pointing and meaningful 
glances. I asked if he’d done the light. He said mostly Noah did it. “It’s bright,” I wrote. He shrugged and 
smiled. If Ben wasn’t a fag I’d probably have a crush on him. 
  
I went to sleep as soon as I could after I got home. Asleep, people don’t feel guilty when they try to attract my 
attention and can’t. Asleep, I don’t have to pretend I know what’s going on. I can be all the way out of the 
world, instead of halfway. 
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Fuck. Do you know how much cochlear implants cost? Do you? Up to $30,000. Per ear. And that doesn’t even 
include the activation and mapping. It wouldn’t matter if it did. 
  
I did find a non-profit group whose mission it is to help people with no insurance get CI’s. They pay for the 
device and the mapping and all I have to cover is the surgery, a mere $10,000. Still more than I make in a year. 
It would take me forever to save up that much money. And that’s assuming that the CI’s would work, because if 
my cochlear nerve is damaged, they won’t. 
  
Oh, and fantastically enough, cochlear implants put you at a higher risk for meningitis. Just what I need. 
  
Fuck. 
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Igor Stravinsky was a Punk Rocker 
 
My dad used to play cello in the local symphony orchestra (he’s a music therapist now). My mom’s a nurse and 
worked a lot of nights, and when I was little, my dad used to take me to symphony performances instead of 
calling a babysitter. One time, when I was maybe five or six, he took me to a performance they were doing of 
the Rite of Spring by Stravinsky. There was this old usher, Lawrence, who had worked for the Hall forever and 
who was always stationed on the side of the stage by where the musicians entered and exited. I hated waiting in 
my dad’s dressing room all night, and if I went to Lawrence’s spot right before the music started but before the 
lights went out, he’d point me to an empty seat near him and let me watch. 
 
The Rite of Spring, for those who don’t know, is probably the most important piece of music of the 20th century. 
(It’s also the music that is used in the scene with the dinosaurs fighting in the Disney movie Fantasia.) It’s 
centered around this dissonant, harsh chord that’s repeated over and over across the entire thing (called the 
Augurs). Rite starts out nice—this solo oboe that fades in all quiet-like, and makes you think of springtime, of 
things growing. And then, just a couple minutes in, this bad chord happens. It attacks you, it disrupts the music, 
and it doesn’t stop. Sometimes the timpani crashes in and stops everything, and the brass and the woodwinds 
are playing different and contradictory melodies and you don’t know which to listen to. And it’s loud. You never 
do get back to that nice oboe. The first time I heard the Augurs, it made me cry. It’s like thunder or a volcano 
exploding or something (I think in the Disney movie they actually have volcanoes exploding). I curled up in the 
concert seat and covered my ears and bawled. 
  
Lawrence came over. He wasn’t a bad old guy, but he wasn’t Santa Claus, either. “Young lady, you know the 
rules of the Symphony,” he whispered. “You must be quiet.” So I tried to be quiet. But that music made me feel 
anxious and scared and unsafe. 
  
Years later, I found out I wasn’t the only one jarred by Stravinsky. In 1913, when it premiered in Paris, it 
caused a riot. The screaming was so loud that the conductor couldn’t hear the orchestra, and neither could the 
ballet dancers (Rite was originally a ballet, depicting the sacrifice of a young virgin to the pagan gods). Stravinsky 
ran out of the hall in tears. He had violated all the rules of classical music, especially Rule #1, which is that 
classical music is supposed to be flawless and beautiful. It developed out of the Catholic Church’s tradition of 
music made to the glory of God. Rite is not harmonious or about harmony—it’s about disruption. About the 
fracturing of harmony. About the destruction of all the beautiful stuff that came before (and you can take the 
short view on that, the destruction of the oboe by this demonic chord; or the long view, about either the death of 
innocence or the death of the long tradition of classical music, take your pick). People didn’t like it. It was like 
John Williams on crack; it was worse than when Dylan went electric. 
  
But when the ballet was performed again a year later, again in Paris, probably with a lot of the same people 
attending, there was no riot. This time, Stravinsky was lauded as a hero. He actually had to get police protection 
to keep well-meaning and adoring fans from hurting him. He was a fucking rock star. A similar kind of thing 
happened to me when it came to the Rite. I was so miserable and scared that night, stuck in a situation that I 
couldn’t get out of, but after the concert I made my dad buy me a copy of it on vinyl. And I listened to it 
constantly. My parents eventually bought me my first set of headphones so that they could get away from it. It 
stopped overwhelming me, of course, but it never quite stopped jarring me and making me uncomfortable. I 
think it got me out of myself. You can’t just go about your business when Stravinsky’s playing. You have to pay 
attention to it. And pay attention to yourself. You just have to. 
  
Fast forward ten years. I hated high school. I had given up trying to fit in. I had given up figuring out who I was 
or what the fuck I had gotten myself into when I signed up to be born in this fucking world. I had given up on 
Stravinsky. And then my friend Anna, who had an older brother who was all kinds of hooligan, played me a 
tape of Operation Ivy. And it blew me away (doesn’t everyone in punk have the story of the first band they ever 
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heard that blew them away?). Here were guys who didn’t care about sounding pretty. Armstrong’s guitar sound 
and the low quality of the recording took care of that. They weren’t interested in impressing you with their skills 
or spreading peace and light. They wanted to shock you out of yourself, they wanted to show how fucked up 
culture and art is by showing you something different. Like, look who you can be if you stop worrying about 
being pretty all the time and just be a person. I worry way too much about acting a certain way that doesn’t piss 
people off or draw attention. Op Ivy reminded me there were more important things to worry about. 
  
Oh, and their lyrics fucking ruled. Still rule. 
  
And, just like that, before I was even done listening to the album, before I knew more than five of the words in 
any of the songs, I knew who and what I was. Or I knew one little part of it, and that’s that I was this. I wanted 
to be part of this world that Jesse Michaels, Tim Armstrong, and Igor Stravinsky had broken down the doors 
into. As for the rest, I was somehow okay with waiting to figure out. 
  
I played violin all through my childhood. I was actually pretty good. But that summer, I gave it up and got a 
guitar. My dad asked me why—I think he was disappointed and a little hurt—and I tried to tell him it was 
because of Stravinsky. I didn’t know how to explain it then. I didn’t really know why myself. I don’t think he 
understood, but he did try to understand, which was nice of him. 
 
Even more than losing my hearing, more than losing music, I am terrified of losing punk rock. I don’t know how 
to enter into, or remain in, this community without the music as the door we walk through to get into all this 
other stuff. I’m scared I’m going to learn that the single pillar on which I base my faith, that punk is more than 
music, is going to come crashing down around me. I mean, yeah, I can probably hold it together for a little 
while. But a year, five years, ten years from now, when I haven’t heard any of the current bands and I’ve 
forgotten the guitar tab to “California Uber Alles”? What then? 
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February 2003 
 
I sit on the steps of my house watching the neighborhood. I can’t stop not hearing. There goes a car, slick and 
silent. A Ford F-250 diesel makes the road vibrate, and I’m surprised to realize that I can perceive a low-level 
bass rumble that sounds nothing like I remember big trucks sounding. Across the street, my neighbor is mowing 
his lawn, headphones over his ears to drown out the constant grumble of the engine and of the spinning blades 
snicking the grass. I’m sure that the dog who lives behind us, who suggers from separation anxiety or something, 
is barking, but I don’t know it (small favors). 
 
I’m in another world. A ghost in a tomb with clear walls. A visitor from another planet. All day long, I see 
people reacting to things I don’t understand, can’t react to. 
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Feb 13, 2003 
 
I went to a show last night. I probably shouldn’t have. Or at least, I should’ve known it would end like it did. 
But I had to go. I’m not ready to not be a punk kid. This is my world. It’s not just music. It’s not just bands. 
Much as I hate to think I’ll never hear Minor Threat again, I think I can handle it. But to never talk to people 
who understand how Minor Threat is fucking amazing? To never sit around talking about badass riot grrrl 
bands? To never get picked up off the ground in the pit? To never talk about how fucking arrogant it is that we 
talk about racial equality to an all-white audience; to never explain how important it is to see girls onstage every 
now and again? How am I supposed to handle that? There has to be a way for me to exist in this world. 
  
So I went to a show at the Axis. A bunch of local bands. I’m always half-dazed when I first walk into a show. 
Something about the low lights and crowds and cigarette smoke makes me walk into people. I found a corner to 
stand in and try to be inconspicuous; once the music starts we’re all deaf to conversation but until then I didn’t 
want people to see me or try to say hi.  
 
Things I still notice: the flutter of the bass in my chest and neck, the thump of the kickdrum in my belly. The 
give in the floorboards as kids jump up and down and fly into each other. I watched the kids in the pit, the one 
place in a music show where a total lack of intuitive rhythm won’t cause me any problems. The circle pit keeps 
globbing up and getting stuck at a pillar in the middle of the floor and can’t get going really fast. It’s full of big 
guys (compared to me, most guys are big guys) but everyone who hits the floor gets picked up. 
 
I hurt my back once, and had to stay out of mosh pits for almost a year. And I felt like I wasn’t part of the show. 
Part of shows is getting knocked around and sweaty and disheveled and interacting with people. Interacting with 
music. Standing in the back isn’t really being at the show for me. To watch all these people go crazy and not 
know what they’re going crazy for. (Incidentally, without any auditory cues, the Punk Rock Star God Guitar 
Poses [arm pinwheeling, extra-wide stances, devil horns, etc] look extra silly). I actually went into the pit, after 
awhile, because otherwise I would just start hitting people or beating my head against the wall. And it helped. A 
little bit. But then the first band ended, and the pit stopped, and suddenly I realized I didn’t know anyone there, 
and I backed off against the wall again, and stayed there.  
 
Covered in sweat, I watched the kids more than the bands. I tried to tap along to the rhythm I felt from the 
bass. But the longer I stood there, I felt more and more useless, more and more dumb, more and more silly. 
What am I doing? I don’t belong here. Some nights at shows, you’re just not feeling it, can’t get in the mood. 
This was like that, only worse, eight million times worse, because I’m afraid the whole rest of my life is going to 
be like this, now, forever. One big long realization that I’m not anywhere that’s helpful to me. 
 
There was no way I could hang around for hours stuck inside my own head like this. No way I could live inside 
my head for five more minutes. So I left. I was running before I was even out the door, and I kept on running. I 
didn’t even know where I was going. It didn’t help. How do you outrun yourself? How do you drown yourself 
out when there’s no music to turn up? 
  
I ended up at the river, staring down at it at its blackness. I visited Niagra Falls once, and even though I wasn’t 
remotely suicidal then, a big part of me wanted to go over the side just to see what would happen (I knew what 
would happen, of course; I would fucking die. But I wanted to find out what would happen anyway). Tonight 
was different. I knew exactly what would happen if I went over the side, and that sounded okay to me. Virginia 
Woolf put rocks in her pockets and walked into the Thames. Maybe then I would get to start over. 
  
I don’t know what made me turn around and walk away from the river, instead of into it. I just did. I was 
shaking. Staggering like a drunk. I squeezed my eyes shut, deaf and blind, managed to get a couple blocks away 
before I half-sat, half-fell on some steps. I couldn’t catch my breath. 
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I think I’ll stay away from rivers and high places for awhile. 
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Can you hear the sound of youth negated?  
 
When I was in high school, I used to burn myself with cigarettes. An odd choice considering I’ve never 
smoked—except on those nights when I needed to sizzle some flesh. I’d wait till dark, driving my car in circles, 
then park somewhere quiet where I wasn’t likely to be bothered. I’d light the cigarette, inhale, the smoke sitting 
heavy on my tongue, and go to work, inhaling whenever the cigarette was about to go out. I made designs—I 
burned X’s into the backs of my hands, once. I melted bracelets into each wrist. I drew an eye on my palm. My 
hands always got the worst of it, somehow. I always put bandages on them afterward, and none of the scars I 
have left are recognizably purposeful. I wanted people to know I was hurt but was terrified that they’d discover 
it was deliberate. 
  
I never did it very often. It never became a pathology like it does for some kids, the kids who have scars climbing 
their arms like a stepladder. For me, it was a starting place. I was hurting so much back then, in a dozen 
different ways—but nothing had happened, it wasn’t like my best friend had died or my parents had hit me or I 
was failing classes or getting raped. I wasn’t upset at a particular event, I was upset at the world in general, for 
putting me in this shitty place that was trying to put me to sleep, trying to suck out my life and creativity and 
make me happy and sterile like everyone else. School was a warehouse that did me no favors and there was 
nothing to do after school except go swing on the swings in the elementary school playground and listen to my 
friends try to find pot, until a suburban cop with nothing better to do rolled up and told us to find somewhere 
else to go. Maybe if I’d had an adult to talk to it would’ve felt different, but all I knew was that my parents were 
disappointed in me and my teachers were, well, they were teachers; their first inclination would have been to 
call my parents. And none of my friends had any more answers than I did. Some had less. 
  
So the cigarettes were a place for me to start. A way to get some of the pain out of my head and onto my body. 
A way to say, “Yes, I am in pain, and yes, everything is shitty, and I don’t know why, but this is how much.” 
Like when you were a little kid and you asked your mom how much she loved you, and she spread her arms big 
enough to hold the whole world, and she said, “This much!” Like that, only backwards. How much pain? This 
much. Enough for the whole world. Enough for me to draw it on my skin. 
  
I’ve been trying really, really hard to not fall back into it. I did buy a pack of cigarettes, and so far, that’s been 
enough, just to know they’re there. I tell myself that I don’t need to prove to myself that I’m still here, that it 
won’t help me adapt, that in the past ten years, surely I’ve learned better coping mechanisms. I tell myself all 
this, but I don’t know if I believe me. 
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Miscellany 
 
 
Music is the oldest form of memory. Way back when, before books were widely published, entire epics, codes of 
law, family trees—everything worth remembering—were set to music and entrusted to bards, who would carry 
them around in their heads. 
 
 
The path of sound vibrations, through the external ear canal & ear drum to the ossicles & cochlea was first 
worked out in the 1600s. 
 
In the 1700s, it was discovered that the spiral shape of the cochlea is differentially tuned to audible sounds. Also 
that the cochlea is filled with fluid and lined with a membrane (now known as the organ of Corti, after the guy 
who found it). 
 
It was discovered that human sound perception is electrical in nature around 1790. This discovery was made 
when Alessandro Volta (he of “high voltage”) stuck two electrified rods IN HIS EARS and heard a sound. Let’s 
have that again. He took electrical rods. And stuck them in his head. And we named a measurement after him. 
 
 
Cochlear implants were approved by the FDA in 1984. 
 
The average ear can here about 1400 discernable tones. 
 
Cortical representations of body parts/senses become smaller when that sense is lost; other cortical 
representations become larger as the brain compensates. 
 
 
A 2-yr-old learns a new word every two hours 
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All the Songs Left on the Floors, in the Closets of Our Minds 
 
So when something changes—something big, like you lose a person or a job or a body part or a sense—I guess 
it’s normal to fight it for awhile. What’s the seven stages of grief? Denial, Anger, Bargaining, something, 
something, something, Acceptance. Maybe I’ll understand the process after going through it. Maybe I’ll never 
understand it because I’ll never get to the other side. I don’t know. 
  
I woke up this morning and, somewhere in between the cereal and the coffee, started staring around the house. 
The walls that are covered with Ben’s and my posters. Between us we probably have 500 CDs and they take up 
two big bookshelves. My old amp was in the corner, acting like a table for books and CDs and old soda cans. 
And suddenly, I felt dumb. I felt like a poser. Like I was looking at all the stuff of some other person who used to 
live here and moved out without taking any of her belongings with her. I was standing in someone else’s living 
room, someone else’s life, hoping nobody would notice that I had stolen somebody else’s identity. 
  
Well, I said to myself, everyone keeps telling you that you need to work to move on and accept your situation. 
  
I added my dishes to the pile in the sink and got going. I didn’t bother to get dressed. I cleaned everything first, 
throwing away the soda cans and Dunkin Donuts coffee cups and Burger King takeout bags and broken guitar 
strings. I took all the DVDs on top of the TV and put them back in their cases, put the cases on the rack, put the 
rack in alphabetical order. I packed up all of Ben’s shit and threw it on his bed. I even cleaned the front closet 
and put my old amp up on Craigslist, so that when the guys got home from tour, I could fit my new amp and 
guitar in the closet so I wouldn’t have to look at it. 
  
I organized my and Ben’s CDs, alphabetized mine and even wiped the sticky Dr. Pepper off my Allstonians 
CDs—something I had been meaning to do for months, if not years—and found a big box for them, taped the 
bottom shut and started putting them in, spines up, so that I could see them. I couldn’t just throw them in, I put 
them in one by one, looking at each one as it slid into the box. It was my last time with them, all these guys in all 
these bands that had gotten me through so much shit, and I opened them all, reading the band thank yous and 
the lyrics. I had Pennywise stuck in my head, part of Full Circle, and I pulled out that one and started reading it 
like it was a story, hearing the guitars in my head, tapping along to remembered drums. Maybe I shouldn’t pack 
all these away, I was thinking. I was fucked up and depressed and it had been more than ten years since I’d tried 
to get through something without songs to help me define my problem and get through it. And I was seriously 
thinking of doing that now? I don’t know how they could help me and I don’t know how I could get through this 
without them, at which point I realize I’m thinking of the songs like people, like friends that were leaving me 
behind, and I start to cry. Again. 
  
And then there was a hand on my shoulder, scaring the shit out of me because, naturally, I hadn’t heard 
anybody come in. I spun and stood at the same moment, and there was Johnny, back from tour, his hands held 
wide in apology. 
 
 
 

A never-ending struggle but one day you’ll see the light 
May not think you’ll make it but don’t give up without a fight. 

Stay fast to aspirations of what you think is right 
And fight on with all your might. 

 
--Pennywise, “Get a Life” 
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First Day of School and I’m Already Failing 
March 28, 2003 
 
Slow and repetitive. Slow and repetitive. What do “slow and repetitive” look like when you say them in a 
mirror? 
 
“slgbjewujw n repetitiveienjledsfnjksie” 
 
In other words…not much. 
 
I want to learn to lipread. I need to learn to lipread if I have any hope of communicating at all, since I can 
hardly expect everyone around me to learn sign language. But still, an obstinate part of me wants to ask why I 
should be the one who has to figure out how to do this? Why do I have to be the one to adapt, when everyone 
else gets to go on exactly the same? Why can’t I learn something that is not quite so endlessly aggravating, like 
sign, and make everyone else adapt to me? 
 
But they won’t. So I sit in front of a mirror with a speech therapist. She says a word and then I say it, watching 
our mouths as carefully as I can, trying to grab at information before it slips by me. It’s like trying to grab insects 
out of the air. You think you have it, and given another half-second you’d be able to grab it, but it’s already 
somewhere else and you’re behind. Was that best or pest? Dine or time? 
 
Sounds that begin words are marginally easier, because speakers tend to enunciate them. P in Punch is easier 
than in Jeep. In lipreading, auditory dropouts become visual and cognitive blank spots, as if the conversation has 
been redacted. Was that Jeep or Gee or Jeeves? Chick or chicken or chickens? Given context, I could figure it 
out, but I’m so far behind the conversation that I haven’t even figured out if we’re talking about girls or 
barnyard fowl. It’s about this point that I stop trying. 
 
But today, a minor victory: on the T, outbound to Central, and it was crowded. I’d forgotten to bring a book so 
I was watching the city skyline crawl by—we were between the Charles and Kendall stops, where the train goes 
over the river. And I guess this guy was talking to me. I still don’t know what he was saying—asking for 
directions, commenting on the patches on my jacket, whatever. No idea. The first I knew about it was a fist on 
my sleeve pulling me around, an angry face right up in mine, smell of booze so thick I could almost see it. 
“What the hell are you, deaf?!” he ranted, mouth so wide that spit came out. And as we pulled into the station 
and the doors opened, every single word he said dropped into my brain like water in a barrel and blossomed 
there, and for a brilliant moment, I was right there on the same planet as everyone else. 
 
I pushed him so hard he staggered right off the train and fell on his ass on the platform. “Of course I’m dear!” I 
screamed as the doors shut in his face. “What the hell are you, a fucking moron?” 
 
I didn’t stop shaking until at least twenty minutes after I had gotten off the train. 
 



 27 

Deaf Cooking 
A Brief How-To 
 
1. Microwave popcorn can and does catch fire. Also, it burns in 0.2 seconds or less. When there’s no one around 
to hear the pops, best avoided. 
 
2. Unrelieved boiling water = steam. You cannot make tea or coffee from steam. Do not forget that you can’t 
hear the kettle whistling. 
 
3. Music makes cooking better. Sing some. Even just inside your own head. 
 
4. Your roommate can run the blender at 5:00am with no consequences. You cannot. Yes, life is unfair. 
 
5. Cell phone on vibrate = oven timer. 
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The Revolution Will Not be on the Internet 
 
The internet might just save my life. I spent an inordinate amount of time on the internet in high school—back 
when AOL had primacy, back before the ubiquitous behemoth of MySpace. Back when “chat rooms” were the 
coolest thing ever. 
  
These days, it’s MySpace2, FaceBook, usenet groups like alt.punk. I have enough profiles floating around in the 
nethernet to confuse myself. 
  
But here, suddenly, is a place for conversation where it doesn’t matter if I can talk or not. I can lurk, I can read, 
I can rant, and meningitis never has to come up. People who didn’t like me before still don’t like me. Trolls are 
still trolls. It’s wonderful and constant, and I am the same amorphous screen name that I ever was. 
  
I have long had a theory that the reason superhero comics are so popular and timeless is that all Americans 
secretly wish they were someone else. Mythologically, we’re a country of freedom and self-empowerment, but 
we’re also a country of obligation and work ethic and weaving your own safety net. We’re a country that defines 
ourselves by our jobs, but we all hate our jobs. We take them for reasons that have to do with fear and lack of 
security and less to do with dreams, because dreams and happiness just don’t pay the bills. Underlying all of this 
is the assumption that it’s not okay to be ourselves, that we have to be somebody else, conform to somebody 
else’s standards, if we’re going to survive. Given that, given that so many of us spend 40+ hours a week, more 
than 2,000 hours a year (god, that’s depressing) at a place that defines us and yet doesn’t reflect who we are at 
all, is it any wonder that we love stories about a guy who takes off his glasses and tie and becomes a superhero? 
We all have secret identities, dual identities, we all shed our outer skin and become ourselves at the end of the 
day. 
  
Enter the internet, a place where identity is fluid, where you can be whoever you want to be—including your 
own bad self—and reveal, or hide, as much of yourself as you want. A place where you really are self-
determined. Not quite as cool as secret underwear, but maybe as close as us non-mutant mere mortals can get to 
it. 
 
My dad used to worry about me in high school because I spent so much time on the internet and, by extension, 
less time with real people. These days, he’d probably find it promising that I’m finding ways to talk with people 
at all. Ways that are within my comfort zone, ways that don’t require me to leave the house. Ways in which 
boundaries and expectations are very clearly defined, and I choose my own level of participation. Except for the 
lack of eye contact, it’s kind of the ideal human interaction for a socially stunted person like myself. 
 

                                                
2 Note from 2015: Keep in mind I was writing this in my journal in 2003/2004. 
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Bad Mouth 
 
Because I’m a big nerd, I’ve spent a fair amount of time reading laymens’ books on neurology. Just when I think 
I’ve got it straight, I realize I don’t. I get the path of sounds from my ears to my brain just fine, until I start 
thinking about speech centers and language centers and reading centers and hearing centers and 
comprehension centers. My language center, since I was born, has been inextricably linked with my ears. Now 
I’ve lost my hearing but clearly not my language. My brain is compartmentalized, and yet it isn’t, everything 
overlapping like some mish-mashy Venn diagram. 
  
I know that, since I’ve been learning lipreading, my brain must be ever so slowly, one neuron at a time, 
rerouting my comprehension network to my visual cortex. Rewriting where my language lives. That my eyes 
can, in my brain, take the place of my ears is quite weird to me. And yet, my eyes have always done that, right? 
When you look at someone and know, by their posture and the way their back is turned, that they’re pissed off, 
your eyes are being interpretive organs. It’s an environmental cue. What is spoken language but another species 
of the same? A symbolic, random way of interpreting reality within and without and explaining it to others. A 
set of sounds that your brain has learned how to hear. 
 
They say that there’s a window for learning language. Once you’re past a certain age, your brain’s pathways 
become rutted and you can never learn a new language as well as you learned your first one. Fluency is wasted 
on the young. 
 
I don’t know if learning a new way to absorb the same old language counts as learning a new language. But I 
also don’t expect that lipreading will ever be as effortless as hearing my language. That lipreading is something I 
can ever get fluency in. If I will ever start thinking with a pair of lips moving silently, the way Deaf people must 
envision a pair of hands, the way Spaniards think in Spanish. I don’t think in text. I think in English, in that 
random mash of sounds that becomes meaningful when it reaches my brain. That’s one pathway, at least, that’s 
a well-paved four-lane highway. I never thought it would work against me like this. 
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“As far as we can tell from the evolutionary record, the oldest sense that we have is either the sense of smell or 
the sense of touch. That’s how amoebas and bacterias navigate around the world. Hearing is a very refined 
sense of touch, and…it’s the latest to be developed by living entities on earth. The paradox about hearing is that 
as the child is growing in the womb, it’s the first of the senses to get hooked up. About four and a half months 
after conception, which is to say halfway through gestation, the child begins to hear. Now the child isn’t seeing 
anything because it’s dark in there, the child isn’t tasting anything or smelling anything, but hearing, for all 
intents and purposes, the world into which the child is developing. Which is to say the mother’s middle is full of 
sound. It’s got the mother’s heartbeat twenty-four hours a day, it’s got her breathing twenty-four hours a day, 
the gurgling of her intestines at certain times of day, it’s got her voice. And remembering that the womb is pretty 
thin [and] does nothing to prevent sounds from outside—the father’s voice, music—penetrating and then being 
heard by the developing child.”  
 --Walter Murch (film editor)  
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A Flash of Clean White Hope 
July 2003 
 

I’m a textbook example of reverse psychology. For someone who has such a phobia of being left alone in the 
world, I don’t want to be around people. Not even a little bit. I feel more alone around people than I do when 
I’m by myself. And, in a gesture so stereotypically passive-aggressive that even I’m disgusted, I get angry at my 
friends for leaving me alone—even though that’s precisely what I asked them to do. Except for Johnny, who has 
known me way too long to actually take me seriously, and has taken to stalking me with dozens of text messages 
a day. And Ben, who I can’t avoid, partly because we live together, and partly because he just broke up with his 
boyfriend and is mopey. I keep catching him watching movies, and he’ll hear me coming and put on the closed 
captioning (what a weird thing, by the way: closed captioning) and wave me over. I hope he’s got somebody else 
to process with, because I’m no good for in-depth discussion but I think we both take comfort in platonic 
cuddling that has no expectation of explanation. 

  
I’ve barely talked with Joe or Bryan since they got back from tour. I’m not sure if I’m avoiding them or if 

they’re avoiding me. The couple times I’ve seen them since It happened, all was awkwardness. I knew I’d lose 
some friends, or that friendships would change, but it’s still sucky. Under other circumstances, I would fight it, 
try to keep things comfortable and the same, but I just don’t have the energy. If I were them, I would avoid me 
too. Hell, I would like very much to avoid myself right now. 

  
My dad has suggested that I see a counselor or a psychologist to help me cope. He even offered to pay for it. I 

told him I’d think about it. But the thought is like trying to cross a chasm over which there is no bridge. The 
counselor would talk to me about how deaf people all over the world lead all kinds of fulfilling lives. Deaf people 
can do whatever they want to do. I would be pointed toward deaf role models. 

  
But I’m on the other side Grand Canyon, and over here I don’t want to talk about deaf people can do. I want 

to not be deaf, and unless you can help me out on that particular problem, I don’t particularly want to talk at 
all. 

  
Let’s not even get into the issue of the Talking Solution being used on somebody who can’t hear, can barely 

lipread, and has major trouble with conversation as a result. 
  
In the meantime, I got a job at a library. My speech therapist helped me find it. A little branch with only 

about twelve employees, all middle-aged ladies. It’s very much like suddenly having twelve moms. I worked in a 
library before I moved to Boston, so I already kind of knew my way around, and the ladies know a bit about my 
situation. I may be a sympathy hire but I don’t give a shit. Somehow it’s easier to interact with people who 
didn’t know me when I could hear. I don’t feel like I have to rewrite my life. They write me notes, and I carry a 
laminated card in my back pocket that says, “I’m sorry, I am deaf and can’t help you. Please ask the librarian at 
the reference desk” to show to patrons who try to ask me questions when I’m out shelving books. It’s not so bad. 
Even if I was talking to people, I don’t think this job would provide much opportunity for in-depth conversation, 
so I don’t feel so out of place. 

  
So I’m out of the house, at least nominally, but at the same time I’m dangerously close to sinking into my 

own head. I know this, I can recognize it because it’s happened before, but the objectivity necessary to recognize 
it doesn’t translate into having the ability to stop it from happening. In the semi-metaphorical self-portrait I 
carry around in my head, I see the little threads and filaments that I have connecting me to other people curling 
in on themselves, wrapping themselves up and binding themselves around me. I see brick walls around my inner 
mini-me, the same ones I saw when I was a teenager, and I feel nothing but dull fatalism about it. 

 
So that’s where things stood until last week, when Johnny and the others chiseled their way into my little 

private well that I’ve fallen down. Johnny texted me and got me to agree to meet at one of our favorite bars—he 
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likes it because the beer is cheap; I like it because it has free pool tables and because they don’t insist that I have 
to buy alcohol to stay in there. Toby, Joe, and Bryan were there too; we took a table in the corner. I sat with my 
back to the wall. I’m like Malcolm X or Al Capone—I won’t sit with my back to a door. 

  
Joey kept forgetting to wait until I was looking at him before he started talking, and I kept getting distracted 

by the pool game that was going on next to us, so I wasn’t following the conversation much—just a word here 
and there—until Johnny leaned forward and put his elbows on the table and made sure I was looking at him. 

“We want you to stay in the band,” he said. 
I knew I had misunderstood. “What?” 
“We want you to stay in the band.” 
I shut my eyes and shook my head in confusion. When I opened them, Johnny nodded at me. 
“You want me in the band?” I said, looking at them all, and they all nodded. Even Joey. “That’s impossible.” 
“[conversation redacted] said he had an idea.” 
“Who?” 
“Noah.” 
“He says he can make a [conversation redacted] for us all to follow.” 
“A what?” He said it again, but I still couldn’t get it, and he eventually had to write it down. Metronome. A 

metronome to keep me in time. 
  
I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even know how to breathe. What Johnny was saying was impossible, even 

for an inventive guy like Noah. Playing with people, there’s a lot of visual cues going on, and there’s a lot of 
good old-fashioned telepathy, and a lot of trust, but the primary cues are always aural. How would I even know 
if I got off tune or off time? 

  
In that moment, I discovered what’s even scarier than despair, scarier than having the bottom drop out from 

under you; and that’s the possibility that it hasn’t dropped out after all. At the bottom of a well, hope is the 
scariest thing out there. There’s no possibility that despair will betray you, after all. Despair is exactly what it 
says it is; there’s no trickery about it. But hope has a nasty way of tempting you out of a golden, shining door 
only to drop you off a cliff. I had gotten used to the dark inside. I didn’t want to risk letting in anything else. I 
couldn’t say anything. To say anything, to do anything, would tip the balance of the universe. 

So Joey tipped it instead. He pulled my attention to him and said, “Try it. Just try it.” 
“But—“ 
He cut me off. “It might be impossible. It probably is. We don’t know, either. If it works, that’s awesome. But 

we’ll only know if you try.” 
“It’ll take me forever to relearn the songs.” 
  
Joe shrugged. “If you quit, the rest of the band does too. And it’ll take the same amount of forever to form 

new bands and write new songs.” 
  
That was a lie, I knew; Joe can write the musical half of a song in less than an hour. Six hours, and he’s got a 

whole album’s worth—rough and unfinished, sure, but a goodly part done, all the same. Me keeping up with a 
song, and doing it blind, was a whole nother proposition. 

  
But I nodded anyway. 
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Noise Gate Mix Tape #1 
 
Side A 
 
Street Spirit (fade out)—Radiohead 
Pissing in a River—Patti Smith 
Rudie Can’t Fail—the Clash 
Sound System—Operation Ivy 
Waiting Room—Fugazi 
Bad Mouth—Fugazi 
Resist Psychic Death—Bikini Kill 
Missing Words—the Selecter 
Bed for the Scraping—Fugazi 
Date With Destiny—Pennywise 
Can I Overcome—H2O 
I Can Hear You—They Mighty Be Giants 

Side B 
 
Damaged Goods—Gang of Four 
One Life, One Chance—H2O 
Stand By Me—Pennywise 
For All the Unheard—Bouncing Souls 
The Rite of Spring—Igor Stravinsky 
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You can’t be what you were. 
So you better start being   
Just what you are. 
 
You can’t be what you were. 
The time is now, and it’s running out, 
It’s running out, it’s running running running out. 
 
You can’t be what you were. 
So you better start living the life  
that you were talking about. 
 
You can’t be what you were. 
 
 
 -Fugazi, “Bad Mouth,” from the album 13 Songs, from Dischord Records 
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From the Desk of Ludwig van Beethoven 
Heiligenstadt, Oct. 6 1802 
 
For my brothers Carl and (Johann) Beethoven— 
 

O you men who think or say that I am malevolent, stubborn or misanthropic, how greatly do you wrong me, 
you do not know the secret causes of my seeming, from childhood my heart and mind were disposed to the 
gentle feelings of good will, I was even ever eager to accomplish great deeds, but reflect now that for six years I 
have been a hopeless case, aggravated by senseless physicians, cheated year after year in the hope of 
improvement, finally compelled to face the prospect of a lasting malady (whose cure will take years or, perhaps, 
be impossible), born with an ardent and lively temperament, even susceptible to the diversions of society, I was 
compelled to isolate myself, to live in loneliness, when I at times tried to forget this, O how harshly I was 
repulsed by the doubly sad experience of my bad hearing, and yet it was impossible for me to say to men speak 
louder, shout, for I am deaf. Ah how could I possibly admit such an infirmity in the one sense which should 
have been more perfect in me than in others, a sense which I once possessed in highest perfection, a perfection 
such as few surely in my profession enjoy or have enjoyed—O I cannot do it, therefore forgive me when you see 
me draw back when I would gladly mingle with you, my misfortune is doubly painful because it must lead to my 
being misunderstood, for me there can be no recreations in society of my fellows, refined intercourse, mutual 
exchange of thought, only just as little as the greatest needs command disposition, although I sometimes ran 
counter to it yielding to my inclination for society, but what a humiliation when one stood beside me and heard 
a flute in the distance and I heard nothing, or someone heard the shepherd singing and again I heard nothing, 
such incidents brought me to the verge of despair, but little more and I would have put an end to my life—only 
art it was that withheld me, ah it seemed impossible to leave the world until I had produced all that I felt called 
upon me to produce, so I endured this wretched existence—truly wretched, an excitable body which a sudden 
change can throw from the best into the worst state—Patience—it is said that I must now choose for my guide, I 
have done so, I hope my determination will remain firm to endure until it please the inexorable parcae to break 
the thread, perhaps I shall get better, perhaps not, I am prepared. Forced already in my 28th year to become a 
philosopher, O it is not easy, less easy for the artist than for anyone else—Divine One thou lookest into my 
inmost soul, thou knowest it, thou knowest that love of man and desire to do good lie therein. O men, when 
some day you read these words, reflect that you did me wrong and let the unfortunate one comfort himself and 
find one of his kind who despite all obstacles of nature yet did all that was in his power to be accepted among 
worthy artists and men. You my brothers Carl and (Johann) as soon as I am dead if Dr. Schmid is still alive ask 
him in my name to describe my malady and attach this document to the history of my illness so that so far as 
possible at least the world may become reconciled after my death. At the same time I declare you two to be the 
heirs to my small fortune (if so it can be called), divide it fairly, bear with and help each other, what injury you 
may have done me you know was long ago forgiven. To you brother Carl I give special thanks for the 
attachment you have displayed towards me of late. It is my wish that your lives be better and freer from care 
than I have had, recommend virtue to your children, it alone can give happiness, not money, I speak from 
experience, it was virtue that upheld me in misery, to it next to my art I owe the fact that I did not end my life 
with suicide.—Farewell and love each other—I thank all my friends, particularly Prince Lichnowsky and 
Professor Schmid—I desire that the instruments from Prince L. be preserved by one of you but let no quarrel 
result from this, so soon as they serve you better purpose sell them, how glad will I be if I can still be helpful to 
you in my grave—with joy I hasten towards death—if it comes before I shall have had an opportunity to show 
all my artistic capabilities it will still come too early for me despite my hard fate and I shall probably wish it had 
come later—but even then I am satisfied, will it not free me from my state of endless suffering? Come when thou 
will I shall meet thee bravely—Farewell and do not wholly forget me when I am dead, I deserve this of you in 
having so often in life thought of you how to make you happy, be so— 
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End Part One 
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I know exactly how Vincent Van Gogh felt when he cut off his ear. He had tinnitus, really bad tinnitus, and 
some people think that that’s what drove him crazy enough to cut off his ear in a ruthless attempt to make the 
noise stop. It didn’t work, of course, because the problem was in his inner ear. I wonder how he felt when he 
woke up to the realization that he’d mutilated himself, caused himself unimaginable pain, and gained absolutely 
nothing. That must be the height of futility, right there. 
  
I know how he felt, even if I have the opposite problem—not the inability to make a noise stop, but the inability 
to start it. And I know on an intellectual level—as Van Gogh probably knew—that cracking my own head open, 
that opening up my ear canal with a razor blade, will not make me hear. I know that when a surgeon’s fine 
blade and an audiologist’s digitally enhanced hearing aids can do nothing for me, I should not try to make 
blunt, imprecise progress with a rock. And I know that Van Gogh committed suicide when he was 37, so his 
emotional life is not something I should try to emulate or take comfort in. But sometimes it’s the only thing I 
want to do. Sometimes it seems eminently practical. And that’s when I know I better call somebody. Sit in a 
room with no sharps in it. Keep myself away from all weapons, because I can’t trust myself to not take 
advantage of opportunities. 



 40 

I’m Unconsoled, I’m Lonely, I Am So Much Better Than I Used To Be. 
 
This is the second of these zines. The first one covers more or less the first year of my deafness, and is very 
depressing. It was more depressing to live it, of course, but I reread the zine now and think maybe I should have 
livened it up a bit more. At the end of that zine, my friends that I’m in a band with—Joe, Toby, Bryan, and 
Johnny—told me that they wanted me to still be in the band with them if it could possibly work. 
  
There are bands with deaf people out there. Bands that are made up entirely of deaf people (I think one is called 
Beethoven’s 5th or something like that). But there’s two very important distinctions here: one, those bands are 
almost all active exclusively within the Deaf community. Two, being deaf isn’t all or nothing. Just because 
you’re deaf doesn’t mean you hear nothing, just like being legally blind doesn’t mean that all you see is 
blankness. Often, people who are legally blind can see enough to get by; often, people who are deaf can hear 
live music or traffic or other things that feel loud to hearing people. Also, people who can hear with cochlear 
implants are still deaf. People who are helped by hearing aids are still deaf, even when they have the hearing 
aids in, even when there’s no obvious communication barrier between them and hearing people. The Deaf 
community is much more broad and varied than simply people who use American Sign Language to 
communicate. 
  
But that’s not me. I lost my hearing as an adult, so I’m not and probably never will be part of the Deaf 
community. And my hearing loss is so severe that I’m not helped by hearing aids or a cochlear implant—for me, 
deafness is silence, and there’s no getting around it. If I go to a concert, I can hear a little bit, but it’s not like 
listening with the volume low—it’s like listening with the volume low, and with the EQ all fucked up, through 
speakers that are playing a poorly digitized song through a blown-out tweeter. It sounds nothing like the music I 
remember. I’m trying to rewrite my perceptions so that I can hear music in the midst of all the mud, but it’s 
hard and slow going. 
 
Even with powerful hearing aids that would give me a 40 dB boost (the difference between a ticking clock and 
busy traffic noise), I wouldn’t hear much. Maybe vowels, but not consonants. Maybe traffic, but not the sound 
of rain on a car roof. Maybe bass guitar or the thud of a kickdrum, but no scream of guitar feedback. Not the 
noise of a hundred voices screaming the words to the same song. 
 
And then there’s the areas of sound where my hearing is simply gone, pitches for which my hair cells have 
sizzled away and there’s nothing left. No amount of amplification will bring that world back. 
  
As far as I know, I’m the only one trying to pull off this situation. Playing in a band with hearing folks, trying to 
keep up and stay in time with shit I can’t hear. I work on this because I love it, but I have a lot of ambivalence 
about it. I’ve gotten used to being deaf over the past four or so years, but it’s still not part of my identity. It’s not 
me. I have all sorts of coping strategies, and I’ve learned to lip read, but I still don’t think of myself as a deaf 
person. I’m a punk kid. There’s no room in my head for “punk kid” and “deaf kid” to go together. 
 
I forgot to say this in the last zine, but it’s worth mentioning that I’ve changed names and such, including the 
name of my band and my bandmates. We’re not around anymore—another story for another time—but I 
didn’t want then and I don’t want now to be known as “the band with the deaf girl.” It was bad enough in 
situations where we were called out for being “the band with the girl guitarist.” We were a band. We were (are, 
sometimes) friends. That was all that was important at the time. How we worked around my deafness, well, that 
wasn’t a story to tell at the time. It wasn’t a story to tell until now. 
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It’s the Noise We Love to Make, and for Years We Have Been Making 
October 2003 
 
I don’t remember why I said I’d do this. 
  
I’ve been working for weeks with Joey and Bryan (bass and drums) and Noah (crazy inventive kid) to try and 
find a way for me to play music with the guys. The plan, so far, isn’t a half-bad one. The only problem, really, is 
me. 
  
We have this friend named Noah. Fifty years ago, he would’ve been a ham radio operator or in the ‘70s he 
would’ve been president of the audio-visual club. Instead he took his Nintendo game system apart when he was 
in third grade and built a robot for the ninth grade science fair (and then, the summer that he got into punk, he 
set it on fire). He takes guitars apart and Frankensteins them back together and taught himself how to build 
computers. He’s the one that rigged up the flashing light doorbell in my bedroom. 
  
His first draft of my metronome was another version of that—flashing lights. Which didn’t work. I’d have to stay 
in one place and stare at flashing lights, and besides, a flashing light does nothing to impart rhythm to me. 
Satan’s in the backbeat, not the strobe light. 
  
Draft two. A little box that gets strapped to my arm, just inside my elbow. Two buttons—one for the 2nd beat 
and one for the 4th—push into my arm at whatever speed I set it. Better. At least I can feel a rhythm. But Bryan 
has no way of knowing what beat I’m playing to, and we go off time almost immediately. 
  
Draft three. Noah somehow MacGyvers a wireless microphone and a beat counter together, and puts them on 
the shells of Bryan’s kick and snare. My little tactile metronome is attached to a bodypack receiver, and 
suddenly, there’s Bryan, a rhythm pushing against my pulse. 
  
So now it’s all up to me, and here’s where we really start to run into problems. Even with a timekeeper, I tend to 
play along to the music in my head, not the beat on my arm. And when I screw up, forget where I am in a song, 
play extra measures in the chorus, there’s no recovery for me. No stopping for the space of a measure and then 
picking back up when you find your place. I lose my place, and the whole things falls apart. Joe has to tell me 
when to tune my guitar. 
  
I start to seriously consider using my guitar not as an instrument, but as a prop in an angry performance art 
piece. Channel Pete Townsend and Jimi Hendrix and smash the thing while I set it on fire. That, surely, would 
add to our stage act. I can sense Joe’s bass rumble, I can feel Bryan’s rhythm, but I still can’t break through the 
glass walls between me and them. I don’t know how I sound, if I need to turn up or down, if I need to tune, if 
my amp is feeding back, if I’m playing anything that resembles music. Music is slowly getting replaced in my 
head with bars of numbers and tapping. I don’t know how I feel about this. I feel more disconnected from Joey 
and Bryan than I did before we started. 
 
The first song that I actually managed to play all the way through with the guys was “I Wanna Be Sedated” (by 
the Ramones [duh]). This is my kind of music. No tempo changes, no pedal changes, an eight-measure break in 
the middle to get re-centered, straight counting to four all the way through. That’s what I’m talking about! Now 
we’re cooking with gas! my dad used to say.  
 
The first time we make it through, I let the last chord ring out and stare at the guys. They are staring back, faces 
that must be mirror images of my own, more disbelieving than happy. “Did I do that right?” I ask, and Joe 
nods. “Really?” I made it all the way through a song, balanced on the edge of a knife the whole time, feeling like 
the string that the tightrope artist walks on, knowing I was about to break and the artist was about to tumble to 
the floor. I couldn’t relax, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t believe, even though Joey told me it was so. 
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I made the guys play it through six times in a row, just to prove it wasn’t a fluke. It finally falls apart when I lose 
the ability to count to eight for some reason, but I don’t even care anymore, because I’ve proved its possible. 
I’ve proved I’m possible. 
 
At some point, soon after we brought Toby back into the mix but before calling Johnny—Toby wanted to see if 
he could teach me “Chocolate Pudding” by Marginal Man—I realized that Joey was no longer calling me by 
my name, his lips no longer formed “Mia,” but rather a shape totally unfamiliar. I called him out on it and got 
him to write down his new name for me. 
 
Beethoven, he wrote. He’s been calling me Beethoven. A new name for this new line I’m learning to walk. 
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Miscellany 
 
(unfortunately I didn’t write down who said most of these quotes or where they can be found) 
 
“Beethoven amassed a patrimony for music that seems to be solely the result of obstinate labor. Bellini inherited 
melody without having even so much as asked for it, as if Heaven had said to him, ‘I shall give you the one thing 
Beethoven lacks.’…Sources show Beethoven’s disdain for authority, and for social rank. He stopped performing 
at the piano if the audience chatted among themselves, or afforded him less than their full attention. At soirées, 
he refused to perform if suddenly called upon to do so. Eventually, after many confrontations, the Archduke 
Rudolph decreed that the usual rules of court etiquette did not apply to Beethoven…Around 1796, Beethoven 
began to lose his hearing. He suffered from a severe tinnitus…that made it hard for him to perceive and 
appreciate music; he also avoided conversation…Over time, his hearing loss became profound: there is a well-
attested story that, at the end of the premiere of his Ninth Symphony, he had to be turned around to see the 
tumultuous applause of the audience; hearing nothing, he began to weep.” 
 
 
“Beethoven is a bit of a kick in the ass, sort of a ‘Quit your whining, you baby! You don't know sadness. THIS is 
sadness!’ that puts my life in perspective…His music speaks to us about our lives because it encompasses the 
very things that make our lives so passionate and fucked up and wonderful. Whatever hurts we might feel, 
Beethoven felt them for us almost two hundred years ago. Whenever the world goes up in flames, Beethoven 
makes perfect sense. It was true in the Second World War, when the opening notes of the Fifth Symphony were 
a code for victory, and it was true [after Sept. 11th], when the Emerson Quartet's performance of the Quartet in 
C-Sharp Minor, Opus 131, shed as much light on the reigning insanity as anything that had been heard on 
CNN…Beethoven's Quartet ceases to be cryptic when it is understood as the defiant response of a majestic 
mind to some unnamed trauma.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“…For two years I have avoided almost all social gatherings because it is impossible for me to say to people ‘I 
am deaf.’  If I belonged to any other profession it would be easier, but in my profession it is a frightful state…Of 
course, I am resolved to rise above every obstacle, but how will it be possible?”  --Ludwig van Beethoven 
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I’m a Bubble in a Sound Wave, A Sonic Push for Energy 
 
I listened to punk for almost three years before I ever picked up a guitar. I consider myself a writer before I 
consider myself a musician, and for a long time, writing was how I connected with myself, and music was how I 
connected with other people. If that makes sense. The two just didn’t overlap. And I didn’t question why. 
  
And then I went to see Sleater-Kinney in concert. I hadn’t heard many of their songs, but my best friend Robin 
loved them and thought I’d like them too. 
  
How do I describe this? My experience with female musicians generally spanned folkies like Joni Mitchell or 
Peter, Paul & Mary (who my parents listened to) and divas like Britney Spears and Celine Dion (who were 
unavoidable). The rockingest women I was exposed to were probably Grace Slick and Janis Joplin. I didn’t even 
realize how limited my exposure was. 
  
So I walked into the Sleater-Kinney concert, blissfully ignorant, and was knocked flat on my proverbial ass by 
Corin Tucker, Carrie Brownstein, and Janet Weiss. 
  
How do I even begin to explain? It’s rock music, the same family of music I’ve been listening to all my life. It’s a 
concert, I’ve been to hundreds of concerts. How do I say how completely and utterly new it felt? Watching girls 
rock out onstage is completely different than watching boys. Watching girls play punk is completely different 
than watching a girl with an acoustic guitar sing a cover of “Closer to Fine” by the Indigo Girls. Watching a 
group of ladies stand up and demand that you pay attention to them completely contradicts my general 
experience in how girls are socialized. 
  
I don’t think I picked my jaw up off the floor once during that whole set. It opened up a whole new world, made 
it spangly and new. I felt like I had been rooting around in the punk rock toy box for years and I thought I had 
found all the dust bunnies in all the corners. Then I found a false bottom, pried it out, and discovered the best 
toys ever. 
  
About a week later, I got a guitar. The first two songs I learned were “Sheena is a Punk Rocker” and “Enter 
Sandman.” I started buying albums by Sleater-Kinney, Le Tigre, Bikini Kill, Patti Smith. Started noticing that 
my music collection was filled with boys, and that while I never have and never will feel excluded because of 
that, there is an essential part of me that is not reflected in a group photo of the Bouncing Souls. I think that 
people join bands because they find something they connect with, something that reflects their inner life, and 
they want more of it. And as much as I see myself in punk rock, I also don’t. I never, ever daydreamed of myself 
on a stage until I saw Sleater-Kinney. I had to be introduced to the idea, but once I was, it was idiotically 
obvious. As if all my life I’d been believing that the Earth revolved around the Moon, until someone explained 
the obvious, and then everything clunked into place in a way that was undeniably, simply, right. 
  
I’ve never been in a band with all girls, I’ve never really participated directly in a riot grrrl scene. I volunteered 
one summer at the Girls Rock Camp in Portland. I teach private guitar lessons now. Taught. Almost all my 
students were girls. And over and over again, I see that look on their face, and I never get tired of it. That 
moment when they realize the sky is blue, the sun is bright, and they have the power to make a big and glorious 
noise and let off some energy. When they realize that all the noises they make don’t have to be pretty. When 
they understand that pretty isn’t something you achieve, but something you already are. 
  
I don’t usually make a big thing about being a girl in a punk band, but even when I’m totally absorbed in being 
onstage, part of me is always aware that I’m a minority, that maybe there’s people out there who haven’t seen 
many girls rock out, or who have crappy stereotypes in their heads, or who just don’t know how to behave. An 
essential part of punk is DIY, and an essential part of DIY is empowerment. And it’s not essential, but definitely 
important, that to be empowered you have to have examples to follow. 



 45 

 
And I’m always half-ready to fight, half-waiting for the taunts of “Show us your tits!” or whatever genius remark 
the drunks have thought of that night. And I’m always aware of the girl standing next to that moron, 
internalizing the idea that it’s okay to taunt girls, and I make sure she knows that it’s okay for girls to fight back. 
You have no right to disenfranchise me from this community full of the disenfranchised, and I will destroy you if 
you try to do that to me or to anybody else. 
 
 
 
 
“Girl’s Nite will always be precious to me because, believe it or not, it was the first time I saw women stand on a 
stage as though they truly belonged there.  The first time I had ever heard the voice of a sister proudly singing 
the rage so shamefully locked in my own heart. Until girl’s nite, I never knew that punk rock was anything but a 
phallic extension of the white middle class male’s frustrations.”  --Girl Germs #4 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I’ll resist with every inch and every breath 
I’ll resist this psychic death. 

--Bikini Kill 
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Missing Words, It’s Just Missing Words It’s Just 
 
Music—well, all sound—is, at the bottom, nothing but the movement of atoms. When I speak, I move atoms in 
the air, and those atoms settle in the folds of your clothes, and on your eyelashes, and some of them enter your 
ears and vibrate your eardrums and the pitter patter is translated by your brain into speech. Your brain can tell 
the difference between an atom moved by a car backfiring and an atom moved by speech. Atoms moved by 
angry speech are perceived differently than atoms moved by kind speech. This is how we cross space and time, 
and at the end of the day, it’s just vibrating air. 
  
I was listening to a radio show once, and they were talking about this. They said, “All sound is touch,” and, they 
talked about Motherese. Motherese is the “language” that people use when talking to babies. You’ve heard it. 
Cute, high-pitched, slow simple speech, cooing, etc. Every country, language, culture, and tribe on earth talks to 
its babies this way. It’s innate. And mothers mostly do it most often just after they’ve picked the kid up, or just 
after they’ve put it down. They do it as a way of maintaining a connection with the baby. As a way of simulating 
physical touch. And it works. Babies respond to it. 
  
Sound is touch. 
 
Studies show that screaming angrily at a person causes the same physiological response in their brain as if you’d 
hit them. Ask any woman who’s been in an abusive relationship and she’ll tell you. Getting hit is bad, feeling 
physically unsafe is one of the worst feelings there is, but you can bypass the bruises and make someone feel 
beaten and unsafe just by screaming at them. Maybe a person can block a punch or two, but you can’t block the 
abuse that comes in through your ears. Lack of respect is a poisonous seepage: if you find yourself willing to take 
it from this one person, it leeches away the respect others had for you, and what you had for yourself. And all of 
that comes in through words. But words feel intangible, because they don’t leave marks on the skin, so we have 
trouble acknowledging the damage they do, trouble acknowledging the voices that ring in our brains even years 
after the abuse stops. 
  
My world, this one without sound, feels like a bubble, even though I’m still surrounded by moving atoms all of 
the time. I’ve always been fascinated by how small Helen Keller’s world must have been—deaf and blind, if 
something was farther away than her fingertips could reach, it might as well not be there. Lots of people—
mostly Anne Sullivan and, of course, Helen herself—worked really, really fucking hard to bring her into the 
world. Back then, there wasn’t just one code for blind people to learn to read, so she learned three—Braille and 
two others. She learned fingerspelling, of course, and she tried to talk and to understand speech by putting her 
fingertips on a speaker’s throat. But still, her world was pretty small, in terms of sensory input. Smaller than 
mine. I’m in a soundproof fishbowl, able to watch but unable to interact, because so much of interaction with 
this world depends, to me, on auditory cues and input. Nobody can touch me. 
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“I’ve Got All Kinds of Rock Band in My Ear.” 
 
There is a place where my concentration whittles down to a pinpoint; a place where the flashing lights and the 
smell of smoke and sweat fall away and all I know is Bryan’s beat in my pulse, the thump of Joey’s bass, part of 
my brain watching his fingers on the fretboard—just like part of his brain is watching me for signs that the knife 
edge is about to break. 
  
When it falls away—and it does, spiraling outward, my vision growing wider until I lose track of where I am in 
time, space, and music—there’s no pretending it hasn’t, no acting like I stopped playing on purpose, no plowing 
on through to the end of the song. That’s when I feel like everyone’s staring at me and my useless ears flush red. 
That’s when Joey has to come over, makes sure I’m focused on him, makes sure I can pull it together and find 
the next song. 
  
If it falls apart once, that makes it more likely it’ll fall apart again, somewhere later in the set. 
  
I feel guilty. It must be frustrating for them, walking on this knife edge with me, never certain how well I’ll get 
through a song (even if I do get through more songs than I don’t, these days). It’d be easier on them if they 
found a second guitarist, and I’m selfish for needing to stick around. 
  
But then there’s these pinpoint moments, when even I can tell we’re all clicking, when Johnny’s got the crowd 
going and we’re all of us going off visual cues, and off being a team and working in sync. Sometimes we are in 
sync, and even I can tell, and there’s a whole world inside that pinpoint of concentration. 
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Miscellany #2 
 
 
1. Cortical representations of body parts or senses become smaller when that sense is lost; other cortical 
representations become larger as the brain compensates. 
 
2. People can hallucinate tunes that they haven’t heard or thought about for upwards of forty years. 
 
3. The vibration of the bones in the skull also conduct sound. 
 
4. A two-year-old learns a new word every two hours. 
 
5. The average human ear can hear about 1400 discernable tones. 
 
6. Imagining music can activate the auditory cortex in your brain effectively as listening to it. 
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We Owe You Nothing 
 
Since I was 13, punk has always been more than just music to me. It’s a community, it’s a way of looking at the 
world, a way of talking to and about the system and not just being talked at all day. Even the kids (and adults for 
that matter) who say that punk is nothing more than an excuse to get drunk and smash shit are (in my humble 
opinion) offering up pretty potent commentary on the empowerment of youth (or lack thereof) in our society. 
And it’s not something you have to go to college to understand. It speaks the language of the young, the 
uneducated, the angry. 
  
It’s a commentary on religious and political indoctrination; on the failure of the academic left (in spite of mighty 
efforts to deconstruct race and gender) to make any substantial difference in the lives of the lower classes they 
claim to stand up for; on the way our parents sold out their ideals once the 1960s were over; on the criminal 
arrogance of our last five presidents (except Jimmy Carter, who probably wasn’t arrogant enough). 
Commentary on the music business and the media conglomerates. All these and more. Punk is bigger than any 
one band or zine, bigger than all of them put together. 
  
When I was growing up in Denver, just about every show I went to that wasn’t a local show was promoted by 
this company called Nobody In Particular Presents. I have hundreds of ticket stubs that have “NIPP Presents” 
printed across the top. NIPP owned or rented all the small- to mid-size venues in town where touring bands 
played, most notably the Bluebird and the slightly bigger Ogden, on Colfax Avenue. If your band attracted 
anywhere from 200-1500 people, you had to deal with them. They set the rules. 
  
Eventually, NIPP went under, I think as a secondary result of suing Ticketmaster, and all their venues were 
leased by the nationwide promoter AIG. The Fillmore, Denver’s biggest non-stadium venue, is already 
managed by LiveNation. Plus, bands I had long loved, bands I used to see at the Bluebird (capacity, about 600), 
got more and more popular and now, when I go to shows in Denver, more than half the time I’m at the 
monstrosity that is the Fillmore. 
  
To me, concerts were always places for geeks and freaks to feel at home and safe. It wasn’t just the spectacle of 
watching a band, it was when the punk community got together. They were little cultural spaces we carved out 
for ourselves, with their own rules and etiquette. A place where the world of fashion and social climbing and 
high expectations were kept at bay. A bubble where we could be ourselves for three or four hours. Sure, there 
were scenesters, kids who act like they’re the punk police, but they were ignorable. 
  
So what’s it mean when that space is bought and paid for by a nationwide subsidiary of Clear Channel? When 
it’s sponsored by Toyota, and they’re handing out little glowsticks, giving away free t-shirts? When the local 
Clear Channel-owned radio station is running advertisements on a drop-down screen between sets? How can an 
alternative space truly be alternative when it’s Brought To You By These Sponsors? When the outside world 
starts leaking into our sacred space, it is no longer truly ours. 
 
Corporations want to eat my soul, destroy my dignity, cash in my humanity and deposit it in a bank. And leave 
me with what? How much is my inconvenience worth in the customer service line? Do I have to pay extra for 
eye contact? If I strip naked, will employees to talk to me in sentences, and not scripts? 
  
What evidence do we need that AC/DC is no longer (if they ever were) part of any sort of alternative culture 
when they sell their CD exclusively at Wal-Mart? How is that anything other than an embezzlement scheme on 
the part of the band/label/retailer Triad of Evil? 
  
Hey thanks, LiveNation, for “promising” to loosen up on your Just Because I Feel Like Fucking You In The Ass 
service charges. I sure am glad you hit upon the idea of inviting Toyota and Verizon to my (also supposedly 
rebellious, alternative) concert venues so they can try to sell me shit. Who buys a Rav-4 at a rock concert? I 
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mean, really? Maybe the money you get from them, LiveNation, will help you even out your balance sheets. But 
how will Toyota pay for the little Scion-logo glow sticks they hand out for free? I’m sure I’m paying for this shit 
somehow, I just don’t understand the myriad of ways in which I must be getting fucked. Does the madness ever 
end? 
  
As a member of a band (an artist, if I can be that arrogant), this is a really important question for me. What do I 
do when the only available venue is the one sponsored by Budweiser? Can I draw a boundary around my body 
and my amp, and declare it a no-sponsor zone? I managed to find spaces free of corporate bullshit when I was a 
kid, but that’s becoming successively harder for each new generation. And that’s scary. We need spaces in our 
lives where the only voice that matters is our own. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“I sought a different path than that of my parents. I totally rejected meditation and 
all the spiritual shit they built their lives on. Looking at the once idealistic hippie 

generation who had long since cut their hair, left the commune, and bought into the 
system, we saw that peace and love had failed to make any real changes in the world. 

In response, we felt despair and hopelessness, out of which came the punk rock 
movement. Seeking to rebel against our parents’ pacifism and society’s fascist system 

of oppression and capitalist-driven propaganda, we respond in our own way, different 
from those before us, creating a new revolution for a new generation. Painfully aware 
of the corruption in the government and inconsistencies in the power dynamics in our 
homes, we rebelled against our families and society in one loud and fast roar of teen 

angst. Unwilling to accept the dictates of the system, we did whatever we could to 
rebel. We wanted freedom and were willing to fight for it.” 

--Noah Levine, Dharma Punx 
 

“Punk rock isn’t a sound, punk rock isn’t a look, punk rock is about what your intent 
is for making your music…punk rock is all about believing that you can do it for 

yourself…You’re just doing it because it’s the right thing to do, or it’s an important 
thing to do.” 

--Slim Moon 
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Let Me Rant and Let Me Ramble 
January 2003 
 
Every morning when I wake up, I become deaf again. I wake up and, for thirty seconds or a minute, I can’t 
remember why it’s so quiet. Then I remember, and it’s like, “Oh yeah…that’s right. This is my life now,” and I 
get up. 
  
Part of it is that I still dream with sound. My brain recreates the same sensorinervous system it’s always had 
when I’m asleep. My dreams have gotten extra vivid, too. Or maybe I just remember them better than before. I 
started keeping a dream journal next to my bed. I’m afraid that they’ll go away or go silent. This is my life: 
clinging to scraps, holding sand in my hands, hoping it won’t blow away and leave me with nothing. I do take a 
moment to be grateful for small favors, because I’ve heard that some deaf people get really, really loud, 
perpetual tinnitus—sometimes so severe as to be classified as auditory hallucinations—and I think that would be 
even worse than silence. (I do get tinnitus in my head sometimes. In my ears? In my head? A roaring, like a 
seashell, like the ocean, like the noise floor on a speaker that’s turned up too loud. The sound of silence 
drowning out the world.) 
  
Last night I dreamed that I was at a Bosstones concert. It was big and loud, and they played all my favorites 
(which, coincidentally, sounded exactly like the studio versions), and Tim—sax player—played the entire set on 
a skateboard, coasting in circles around and around the stage, somehow not hitting Ben or Dicky. In my dream, 
I was really impressed that he could skate and play at the same time. 
 
I get little pieces of songs stuck in my head during the daytime, but it’s hard to get my brain to concentrate on a 
whole song. Usually it’s just a verse, or a chorus, or even just a riff. Unless I have lyrics in front of me, the whole 
song doesn’t show up. I can still play entire Breakout Society songs in my head, though. I probably could play 
them on guitar, too, only I haven’t tried because not being able to hear the sounds you make defeats the 
purpose. 
  
Little things get to me. Like not being able to hear popcorn in the microwave. Thunder during storms. The 
hissy, drippy noise of my coffee maker. And, (dumb as it may sound) the clicking noise that ratchet wrenches 
make. I have a really silly enjoyment for the clicking of a ratchet wrench, and now I miss it. 
  
I’m trying really hard to not make a list of sounds that I notice are gone. I could go on making that list for the 
rest of my life, and I know that someday I’m going to have to start making a list of things I’m left with, things I 
can still do, and make a life out of that. But it’s hard. There’s a stubborn, irrational part of me—a pretty big 
part, really—insists that if I can’t have the Ramones in my life, then I don’t want any life at all. And of course 
that’s not true. I am glad that I’m not dead, as I easily could be. But it’s not that I’m not willing, it’s that I don’t 
know how. That’s where I’m stuck. 
  
And, pamphlets from the doctor about the grieving process aside, I feel like I should be over it. Which is absurd, 
given the amount of time that (hasn’t) passed. But you hear about people who lose limbs, or are paralyzed, and 
never look back, just go out and climb Mt. Everest or whatever. People who have overcome insurmountable 
odds and done incredible things and kept their positive attitudes and refused to be beaten. People who get the 
shit kicked out of them but don’t seem to mourn or look back, they just keep driving forward until eventually an 
inspirational TV movie is made about them, or they get a profile in People magazine. I feel like I’m supposed to 
be one of those people, that I’m supposed to be an inspiration to others, like I’m supposed to give others 
strength. Like I’m supposed to be looking forward to the wide open future that’s waiting for me. 
  
Well, sorry, but I’m not. I lost something big and I’m pissed about it. I’m not ready to look on the happy bright 
side. I’m not about to pretend that losing my hearing isn’t a big, sucky, life-defining thing. I’m not indomitable 
like Lance Armstrong. I’m not brave like Michael J. Fox and Christopher Reeve, or like that little kid who lost 
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both his legs to bacterial meningitis and then turned around and learned how to play hockey on prosthetics (why 
couldn’t I have lost my legs? I could deal with losing my legs). I’m not Atlas, I can’t remain standing with this 
weight on my shoulders. I don’t want to be a role model. I need a role model, I need someone who can tell me 
it’ll be okay, that they went through the same thing and it turned out okay. I need to rail and scream and be 
pissed off and stay in my bed with the covers over my face and denial all around me. But none of those things is 
an option, because every time I sign onto the Internet, there’s a story about someone who’s been through worse 
shit than me but didn’t let it get him down (literally, every time—my mom’s taken to sending me email forwards 
that I’m pretty sure are straight out of Chicken Soup for the Soul.) 
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Don’t Keep Sweatin’ What I Do, ‘Cuz I’m Gonna Be Just Fine 
 
I’m walking my friend’s two dogs through the park, and we stop on the far side and wait for the traffic light to 
change. Jimbo, one of the dogs, jerks to the end of his leash going back into the park, so I turn to see what he 
sees, and there’s a dog off its leash sprinting towards us (and, far far behind, the owner trying futilely to catch 
up). 
  
The mystery dog is friendly, wants to meet my dogs, but when I bend over to grab his collar, I move too fast and 
he startles, retreating out into the busy street. This makes an unideal situation even worse, but I crouch down 
and call him softly, and he comes to me and lets me grab his collar and even pet him. He looks like a German 
shepherd mix, and is just a big puppy, gangly and floppy-eared. His fur’s downy-soft, and I was just telling him 
how soft he was and how the roads were dangerous when his owner came panting up. 
  
I saw her say, “Thank you,” and replied it was no problem, but I was distracted by three dogs and tangled 
leashes, so I missed the next thing she said. I figured it was about how he’d gotten away from her. “He’s just a 
big puppy,” I said, half to her and half to her dog, still petting him. “He doesn’t know about roads yet, do you, 
pup?” 
  
Annoyance flashed across her face. I swear I saw her eyes roll. She said goodbye, and thanks again, and left with 
the dog. I’d said the wrong thing, responded to the wrong question or not responded at all. She thought I wasn’t 
listening. Maybe she thought I was wearing invisible headphones and listening to invisible music and unaware of 
my surroundings. 
 
Don’t get pissed at me, I want to say. I’m not lazy or dumb or not paying attention, and I got your loopy dog 
out of the road. I just can’t hear you. Why do you assume the worst? Why don’t you give me the benefit of the 
doubt, why don’t you guess that I’ve got something going on, entertain the notion that I’m not rude or stupid? 
Do I really have to start out every single conversation by explaining I’m deaf? Really? 
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Until the Darkness was Gone 
 
Late at night, I go out with Johnny, armed with a backpack filled with spraypaint and stencils, camouflaged in 
black hoodies, hats, bandanas over our faces. I feel giddy and drunk, roaming the streets on foot, moon covered 
by clouds, my sneakers avoiding the yellow pools of light from the streetlamp. I am invisible and anonymous; 
this gives me the freedom to be everywhere at once. The night is as big, as open, as I make it. 
  
Johnny goes in for the skate-and-destroy ethic, his stencils are calls to Impeach Bush and Question Authority, 
visuals of an elephant humping a donkey. I’m more of a pansy, more of a Chicken Soup for the Punk Rock Soul 
bumper sticker, exhorting people to Lift Up Our Souls in Union and that We Are Not The Images We See. I 
take the chance of stepping into the light of a bus stop to spray RIOT DON’T DIET on an ad for America’s Next 
Top Anorexic Bitch and slip away like smoke, like a sprite, like Puck from Shakespeare or Peeves from Harry 
Potter. 
  
On public streets, we slip the bandanas under our hoodies and walk on the sidewalk, camouflaged as regular 
citizens on our way somewhere. In alleys and parks, we take turns on lookout. I can’t hear cars coming but I 
have Superman’s x-ray vision; I can see a cop car before it even turns onto the street I’m watching. I don’t need 
a flashlight or a streetlight; light shines out in way that only I can see, the same way I know the stars are up there 
shining even if the city smog drowns them out. 
  
The whole city is ours, ours for the taking: we detour down alleys and play on dumpsters, we climb fire escapes 
and frolic over rooftops, leave marks on water towers, skid back down to street level and disappear into storm 
drains. Nobody can follow where I can go. Going anywhere the normal way is out of the question. 
  
At the skatepark, some kids have climbed over the fence put there for their own safety and are dropping into the 
halfpipe by the light of flashlights and headlamps. We pause and watch them, still vigilant, still conscious of the 
incriminating shit in our backpacks and aware that sometime soon a patrol car will see the bobbing flashlights 
and come investigate. I spraypaint over the text of the sign that specifies the park’s open hours, and we leave. 
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Noise Gate Mix #2 
 
Side A 
 
Let Down—Radiohead 
A Single Second—AFI 
Chocolate Pudding—Marginal Man 
Sarah Saturday—Bouncing Souls 
Let Me Be--Bosstones 
 

Side B 
 
12341234—Catch 22 
I Wanna Be Sedated—Ramones 
Sad But True—Metallica 
One Beat—Sleater-Kinney 
Role Model—Sleater-Kinney 
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For All the Unheard 
 
A guitar collects dust like his heart 
Soundless and still 
A girl collapses on a bed 
Writing words she never read 
 
Troubled youth spills over into  
Troubled life and times 
We walk alone with our troubled minds 
 
A guitar strikes a chord 
Hits a misery so hard, so bold 
Sounding through this world  
Where it’s so hard to feel that gold 
It’s running through a song of beauty 
Buried deep under a river of grief 
Where the muddy waters flow and the stones don’t roll 
 
This is for all the unheard 
All the music left behind 
All the songs left on the floors 
In the closets of our minds 
 
Where’s the passion gone? In our hearts 
Lost somewhere in the grind 
It’s time to bring it back 
It’s time to unwind 
And find what we lost 
It’s time 
 
A lost soul lingers on 
Bouncing off stars on and on 
A moment gone, or is it looking for you 
To see its true? 
 

--Bouncing Souls, “For All the Unheard,” The Gold Record. ©2006 Epitaph Records. 
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Afterword 
January, 2015 
 
So…jesus. It’s been a long time since I read this zine. Or even looked at it. I hadn’t forgotten how depressed I 
was back then—it’s sort of a pothole in my psyche that I’ve learned to skirt around, and occasionally trip over 
when I’m not careful—but the exact bleeding nature of it had receded a little. Sort of how you remember your 
broken arm hurting like a bastard, but can’t recall specifically how it felt.  
 
It’s funny how the questions can change, too. Six years ago I was so scared that I couldn’t be a punk if I didn’t 
know all the words to all the songs. But these days—whether because I can’t hear the music or because people’s 
identities tend to change or fade as they grow older or because you can only spend so much time worrying about 
an impossible question before you exhaust yourself—I don’t worry about it as much. I don’t know if I’m a punk, 
really. Probably not. That’s okay. 
 
The band broke up within a year of me doing this zine. Toby moved to Portland to be a hipster and it just kind 
of fell apart. We never really were a playing-shows band again, but those guys kept me alive the only way they 
knew how, and didn’t let me be the reason why the band stopped, and I’ll be eternally grateful to them for that. 
 
Let’s see. I did end up learning sign language eventually. My lip reading is better, but still not so great, and 
signing or writing notes is just easier for most things. A couple of years after losing my hearing, I started learning 
to code, and now I’m a pretty solid web programmer. I went freelance about a year ago, so now I’m on the 
Internet all the damn time. All of my clients know to email me about everything. I also had a daughter, she’s 
coming up on her second birthday now. She knows sign—it won’t be long before she knows more than I do—
and is just starting to pick up on the fact that they way Mommy talks is different from how other people talk. 
Her verbal expression is behind, according to my mom, but once she hits school and starts hanging out with 
other kids I’m not worried about her ability to catch up. I haven’t gotten cochlear implants, but thanks to the 
Affordable Health Care Act, it’s somewhere in the realm of possibility if I want to. If I stop to think about it, I 
admit I still feel enormously hurt and angry and frustrated that my hearing is gone. But there’s a point at which 
taking Dylan Thomas’ advice about raging against the dying light starts to feel like I’m just setting myself on fire. 
And I’m tired of fire. I’m tired of burning. Energy that I spend hating myself and what happened to me is 
energy that I don’t spend watching SpongeBob with my daughter. 
 
So. Life goes forward.
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