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Morning Magic

Morning Magic
     On one quiet morning in 2011, something magical happened to me. The power was out in our neighborhood,
which meant our house was eerily still. No refrigerator hum or washing machine whirring added to the usual dense
layer of droning background noise that surrounds us constantly. This quietness was not just in my house, but
extended to the rest of our street like a thick, muting fog. Tracy, the man who lived next door to us, had an
obsession with mowing his lawn. Seriously, this man would mow his lawn every day for eight months straight, rain or
shine. On this particular morning, the electrical mechanism that opened his garage door could not work due to the
power outage, thus barring his access to his prized John Deere lawnmower. This put a temporary pause in his
habitual lawn mowing. Jerry, the man who lived across the street and four houses down from us, had a strange habit
of vacuuming his driveway. He did this fairly often, and sometimes his cleanliness extended to the trees in his side
yard. He, too, was robbed of his routine by the power outage. Even the gaggle of continuously unsupervised children
who lived at the end of the cul-de-sac could not produce their usual ruckus, given the fact their bikes and hula-hoops
were safely locked away in garages that could not open. 
     Our kitchen table was located right next to a large sliding glass door that led out to our crumbling wooden deck.
This door let anyone seated at the table enjoy the unique view. Our backyard was neatly divided into two parts, split
down the middle by a clear and decisive line. On the left, there was a vast prairie field with tall golden grasses that
rippled in the wind, home to a faded red barn that looked tiny in the distance. The land was surrounded by a rusted
barbed wire fence, and a “no trespassing” sign secured haphazardly to a post. Somewhere in the field, far from our
little neighborhood, lived cows. I never saw them, but my dad assured me they were there. On the right, a dense
forest of tall, thin trees that was marked as protected land owned by the state. The park was not to be tampered
with, except for the few short weeks in which hunters were allowed to terrorize the wildlife. All kinds of wild animals
lived in the state park. Wild turkeys, turtles, deer, bobcats, foxes, owls, raccoons, and all kinds of other critters
called the forest their home. Tracy, the lawn mowing neighbor, had cleared out a few trees, right on the edge of the
forest. I believe he worked in a grocery store of some kind because he often took home huge bags of corn. He made
a point of dumping this corn in the clearing every day. Very quickly, deer began to expect this offering and would
come in herds. Dozens of them, including sets of tiny spotted twins, huge eight-point bucks, and graceful mothers
would come every day around six o’clock, expecting their buffet. Tracy once told me he did this because someday,
he wanted to be able to pet them. This sounded like some kind of Disney princess fantasy to me, until I peeked
inside his garage and discovered dozens of mounted deer heads adorning the walls. 
     On this particular morning, I had been sitting at our breakfast table, facing the window so I could enjoy the view.
A bowl of soymilk-soggy fruity pebbles sat in front of me. My mother had opened the sliding door to let the breeze
in. Morning air has this particular smell to it. In my opinion, it is one of the best smells in the world. This is curious,
considering I rarely get to enjoy it given I am not a morning person. Still, morning air smells exciting, like waiting for
your dad to put suitcases in the car before a trip, or walking to the bus stop on your own for the very first time. It
smells like waiting for your parents to pick you up after a sleepover at your best friend’s house or lining up for a field
trip to the science museum with your fourth-grade class. It was there, at our kitchen table, with my hello kitty bowl
of Crayola-colored fruity pebbles and sweet morning air that I experienced magic. 

I heard birds for the first time. 
     This magic might not be the wild and fantastical magic you were hoping for, and for that, I do apologize.
However, it was magic to me. I was eight years old when I first heard the sound of birds. No, I did not live in some
distant underwater research center prior to moving to our quaint little neighborhood, nor did I live on a remote
desert island that birds have yet to discover. The reason behind my birdsong-less existence is actually quite simple
(and much less exciting). To put it plainly: I don’t hear very well. The actual diagnosis for my particular brand of not-



hearing-very-well is called Central Auditory Processing Disorder. This is a hearing impairment that affects how one’s
brain processes sound. Now, I know the question on your mind is: “What exactly do you hear?” That’s a hard
question. I’ve lived my whole life with this, so I can’t explain the differences between what I hear and what someone
else hears, because, well, I have no idea what other people hear. The best way I can describe it is that everything is
sort of the same volume. Sounds get mixed together at the same level in my head, making it nearly impossible to
separate them. Now, this isn’t exactly the most accurate way to describe things, but it is the best description I can
produce. I had never heard birds before, simply because there were always other sounds competing for attention in
my brain. 
     When I heard a beautiful, staccato sound coming from right outside, I didn’t know what it was at first. I did what
any confused elementary schooler does, and asked my mom. She informed me that it was the sound birds made in
the morning. Of course, theoretically, I knew birds made sounds. I had seen plenty of PBS Kids programming and
was at some point informed that birds say “cheep cheep.” This knowledge lived in my head, yet up until that point I
had assumed birds making sounds was not a common occurrence. Perhaps only domesticated birds, like the kind
they sold at pet stores, sang. Or maybe, it was simply a myth birds chirped. After all, many pirate cartoons tried to
convince me that parrots could speak in perfect, grammatically correct sentences, only for my brother to ruin that
particular fantasy with facts he learned from a National Geographic magazine. All in all, I just assumed that maybe
birds making noise was one of those things that only happened on really special occasions. This theory, however,
was proven wrong when my mother informed me they did this every day. 
     My neighborhood was acutely aware of my less-than-optimal hearing capabilities due to the bright yellow,
diamond-shaped, “Deaf Child Area” sign at the top of the road that warned people to drive carefully, as I couldn’t
hear cars coming. Because of this, consciously or not, my neighbors adjusted. The man who lived diagonally from me
stopped calling out to ask how my day was and instead would wave as I got off the bus. Bill, the man who lived
directly across the street from me, would put up special icicle Christmas lights every year because he knew I loved
to watch them “melt.” Before he’d turn them on he’d call my mom so I could run to our front room, press my nose
against the window, and watch them blink on for the very first time that year. He’d stand proudly in the middle of his
driveway, under the glow of the colored lights, and smile towards the darkened windows that he knew framed my
brother and me. I no longer live in that neighborhood, or even in that state, but I will always remember the people
who lived around me and their easy acceptance of who I was.
      I don’t know anyone else who can remember the first time they heard birds. Most people take their songs for
granted, as part of the symphony of sounds that make up their personal daily soundtrack. Although many things have
changed since I was eight, one thing remains the same. On quiet, still, mornings, when the rest of the world is still
brewing their coffee or scrolling through social media in their bed, I open my window, breathe in the morning air, and
listen for magic.


