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Everyone wakes up to something different in the morning. It could be birds chirping, an 

alarm clock, or your mom screaming at you to get out of bed. I wake up to something different 

than all of these things. I wake up to flashing lights. Flashing lights are a big part of my life. I see 

them when I get a text on phone. I see them when someone rings the doorbell. No, I’m not 

obsessed with flashing lights. I use them to help me function. My lifestyle is different from 

everyone else’s.  

 I was hearing impaired when I was born. I was hard of hearing at first, but by the time I 

was three years old, I was completely deaf. I had to have sign language lessons for an hour three 

times a week. My parents wanted to get me learning as fast as they could. My whole family had 

to contribute to help me. My parents and my brother, Mike, went to the lessons with me. Without 

sign language, I wouldn’t be able to communicate with anyone.  

 When I was younger, I didn't understand it. I didn’t understand deafness. I didn’t 

understand being different from everyone else. I didn’t have any feelings about being deaf. I was 

just confused. As I got older, I started to understand. I felt like an outsider. Everywhere I went, 

people stared. They thought that something was wrong with me because of the way I talked.  

 I soon turned five years old. I needed to start school. My whole family was in a rough 

time. I was starting to realize that I was different. My parents looked for a nearby deaf school 

every day. They didn’t want me going to a hearing school. Five-year-olds don’t understand that I 

was just a kid who couldn’t hear. They were afraid to be around me. They thought that I was 

contagious or that I was an alien. They don’t know what sign language is and they would 

question the interpreter that followed me around.   
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 School was now a month away. The only deaf school my parents could find was over an 

hour away. They enrolled me in a hearing school in our town. I needed an interpreter to follow 

me around wherever I went. My interpreter was in college. She hadn’t been taking ASL for a 

long time. She didn’t know a lot of signs. I couldn’t understand what my teacher was saying 

because the interpreter only signed a few things.  

 I dreaded going to school every day. It was a place where I felt lost. I was an outsider 

there. I never understood what was going on. I couldn’t read lips yet and my interpreter barely 

signed anything. I didn't even bother paying attention to the interpreter. I just looked around at 

what everyone was doing and tried to guess what was happening. I didn’t like it, but it was the 

best method that worked for me. My principal referred to me as “handicapped”. I don’t feel like 

I’m “handicapped”. I don’t feel disabled. I just can’t hear. I believed that didn’t make me 

disabled.  

 As I got older, school seemed to be harder and easier at the same time. The other kids 

started to understand who I was. I was deaf. They understood what it meant to be deaf. They also 

understood that I wasn’t anything to be afraid of. They understood that I wasn’t a bad person. 

That’s what everyone thought when I was younger. Later, they realized that I’m just different. 

Not in a bad way, just different.  

 Making friends was harder. The only person in my school who knew any ASL was my 

interpreter. School was boring with no friends and no one to talk to. I tried seeing if anyone 

wanted to learn ASL, but no one seemed to care. No one wanted to be friends with the deaf girl. 

They didn’t want to be friends with someone who was different. No one bothered to learn ASL, 
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so I had no one to talk to. Every day when I went to school, I hoped that someone would at least 

learn how to say hello to me.  

 Once in sixth grade, there was a girl named Lisa who knew a little bit of sign language. 

We talked a little bit and we hung out a few times. Lisa wasn’t very nice. She would never listen 

to me and she always thought that she was better than me because she was hearing. She always 

exaggerated her lip movements, which made lip-reading a lot harder. Lisa was the only person 

that could have a conversation with me, so I felt like I was forced to be her friend. We were 

friends for a little while, but then I just stopped hanging out with her.  

 During middle school, I would sit with Lisa at lunch. We didn’t hang out after school a 

lot, but we talked in school. Eventually, I got over the things that I didn’t like about her. I was 

happy to have someone to talk to, so I enjoyed my time in school with her.  

 I had a few deaf friends. They didn’t go to my school, but they went to some deaf 

organizations that I go to. I didn’t really have any friends in school. At lunch, I just had normal 

conversations with Lisa and then moved on with the rest of my day in school. 

 I tried convincing my parents if I can go to the deaf school that we found (despite the 

distance) more than anyone could imagine. None of my attempts worked. My parents said it was 

too far. I tried my best to see my deaf friends as much as I could because I never saw them in 

school. I tried day after day to make a new friend, but no one wanted to be friends with the deaf 

girl. I just had to be happy for having Lisa, even if she annoyed me sometimes. 

 Seventh grade was almost over. It was the middle of May when I was walking to English 

when someone at the school door caught my eye. It was a girl. She was tall and had red hair and 

lots of freckles. She was wearing a floral silk blouse with beach washed jeans and white 
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converse. She looked like she was my age. I wondered if she was in seventh grade. I wondered if 

she was coming to this school. I continued admiring her outfit when something else caught my 

eye. I looked up at her ears and saw two purple and silver hearing aids. I looked around for an 

interpreter, but I didn’t see one anywhere. Momentarily, someone came rushing through the door 

apologizing in ASL. She told the girl that she was stuck in traffic. Could this be her interpreter? 

Is she deaf? Is she hard of hearing? Is that why she has a hearing aid? Is she coming to this 

school? A yes to any of these questions would be a good sign for me. If she was deaf, or even 

hard of hearing, that meant I could finally make a friend that I could talk to.  

 I saw the principal point over at me. My eyes grew big and my face froze. I wondered 

why she pointed to me. Is it because I’m deaf? Maybe she pointed to me because we are both 

deaf. My eyes were glued to the interpreter’s hands, following every movement. The interpreter 

was saying that the girl would be in all the same classes with me. She said that it was because the 

principal thought it would be easier to be in a class with another deaf girl. When I heard that I 

would have every class with another deaf girl, my face lit up like a fire. The principal started 

walking towards me with the interpreter. She asked me to help the girl get set-up and walk her to 

her classes. I nodded right away. The principal said her name was Amy.  

 Amy came over and I waved hello. I introduced myself and told her how excited I was 

that she was here. I knew that I wouldn’t be dreading school anymore. I would be excited to see 

Amy every day, and have someone to talk to at lunch. I walked her to her classes with the 

interpreter. I was so excited to finally have someone who understands me.  

 Amy and I soon became close friends. School was always fun with her. We would have 

conversations at lunch and no one would understand what we were saying. If the teacher was 
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being boring, we would just turn off our hearing aids. We never heard what other people were 

saying about us. We never wanted to and we never needed to. School became much easier with 

Amy. She made being deaf enjoyable.  

 I always thought that being deaf was a bad thing. My thoughts changed when I met Amy. 

I realized that being deaf has its advantages. I can have secret conversations with my friends. I 

can tune out any time I want. I don’t have to hear what other people are saying about me. 

Everyone who is deaf is different. Some wish that they could hear. Others are fine without being 

able to hear. If I had to chance to be hearing, I would not take it. My deafness defines who I am. 

I would not be who I am if I were hearing. Being deaf isn’t a bad thing. I wouldn’t change who I 

am in any way. 
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