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Q uiet, a sense of calm…I remove my hearing aids 
for the evening. The only sounds I hear are 
muted in the distance. It is peaceful. I’ve begun 

to accept this over time. It was not like that before—I 
would feel the anxiety growing into a sheer panic attack, 
not being able to hear the sounds more completely 
around me. I remember the spring of 2012. I would go 
for a walk and could not hear the birds singing. I was 
missing dates of events. In groups all voices were saying 
the same thing: blah, blah, blah. I would come home 
and tell my husband that no one seems to speak up, 
or the sound in the room was very bad. I thought my 
husband had developed a mumbling problem! It was so 
annoying. One night we went to a lecture and I was not 
able to understand the speaker. My husband mumbled 
something about calling a hearing doctor the next day.
 I’ll never forget that day at the ENT’s office. 
There I was tested in a little booth, where I used the 
clicker to mark the sounds of words and sentences. When 
I left the booth, the audiologist was mumbling to me. 
(Everybody was mumbling.) She said, “You have senso-
rineural hearing loss.” Then came her explanation and 
her recommendation that I needed hearing aids. I was 
in my 50s at the time. Up to that point I thought I had 
excellent hearing, so it was hard to grasp.
 They gave me a pair of hearing aids to try. The 
next day I went outside and could hear the birds and 
wind in the trees. It was magical! I began to adjust to 
my new way of life, but as time went on my hearing took 
a drastic turn. I wanted to join the community theatre, 
get a part-time job, but words went into my ears and not 
to my brain. My husband was very supportive. I was an-
noying to family and friends. No one wanted to keep re-
peating things to me. I became very anxious at events, in 
groups and with friends. It was too exhausting trying to 
hear. I made mistakes on sentences, dates— everything. 
The more anxious I became, the more I could not hear.  
I was too exhausted, embarrassed, and yes, ashamed.  
 And then it all became too much to handle and  
I spiraled into a deep depression. I would not go out.  

My aids were programmed to work with my phone, but  
I would not talk. Texting seemed exhausting. In fact,  
everything was. I would stay in my night clothes and 
stare at a TV with no sound. When I was alone, no one 
knew the horrible things that went through my mind. 
My sweet dog was my only friend, and I couldn’t even 
walk him in case someone saw me and wanted to talk.  
 The anxiety and depression sent me into almost 
total agoraphobia. I felt worthless and withdrew from  
society. Of course, it only made my situation worse.  
I went to a therapist and began to work on a new life—
one in which I could start liking myself for who I am and 
not be ashamed when someone walks away when I say, 
“Pardon me, I have hearing loss.” 
 I’m accepting it now after so many years. I spend 
my time with my husband and dogs. That’s where I  
feel comfortable now—and I like myself. I have many 
projects and each day I broaden my horizons a little 
farther. I’ve attended a couple gatherings and did not 
have a fear of being rejected. I love the quiet now and  
am becoming more at peace with myself.   
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