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I’m in my happy place, it’s a friday night, dancing to music in my head and making my world famous
brownies for my friend’s birthday. All of a sudden my mum is screaming and waving her arms, but I can’t
hear her, I don’t have my Cochlears on. Mum hates it when I take them off, but hearing is exhausting. I
put them back on and suddenly her rant becomes audible“ Coral how many times have I told you? Clean
up, I’ll get inner edie”. I don’t get the end of her sentence, but I assume she meant she’ll get dinner
ready as it’s 5:30 pm. I love my family, but they don’t get me. My family heavily rely on hearing, it’s their
whole life. I’ve just learned to adapt, I know they mean well, they don’t mean to leave me out on
purpose, it’s just how it is I guess.

My older brother Noah, drops me off at my friend’s house for her birthday party. We can hear the music
in our car. “It’s okay Coral. You don’t have to stay for long, Mum will pick you up soon.” That makes me
feel better. Erika greets me at the door and I give her the brownies. I spot my friends in the corner and
greet them. As I predicted the lights were low and the music was loud, great. I try to join the
conversation, I think they’re talking about a boy? Now they’re laughing, huh? I nudged Amy and asked
her what was funny, “I’ll tell you later”. Great, that means she can’t be bothered explaining it to me. It’s
too dark and noisy to understand. Ugh I feel so alone even though I’m in a room full of people. I checked
the time, counting down the minutes until I could leave. “I’m just gonna go to the bathroom”. I head out
into the hall for a breather. I take my processors off, ahh at last silence. I can still feel the vibrations of
the music but at least I can give my brain a break. I close my eyes when all of a sudden I feel someone
tapping my shoulder.

I put my processors back on and turned. A girl started gesturing and moving her hands at me. “I’m
sorry? I’m Coral, you are?”, she smiles. “My name is Harlow, you're deaf right?” I was shocked. “I’m hard
of hearing, how did you know?” I query.“Your processors? I’m deaf too. Hiding out here because it’s too
noisy right?” She continues using her hands as she talks. “Yeah, it was too loud, I just wanted a break.
What are you doing with your hands?” She laughs, “It’s Auslan. I’m guessing you're not familiar with the
deaf community?” I shake my head sheepishly, she continues. “My family is deaf, Auslan is my first
language.” I’m intrigued,“Can you teach me?” She smiles. We spend the night in Erika's room and she
teaches me the basics, which I pick up quickly. I get a text from my mum, “I’m sorry I have to go, it was
really nice meeting you.” We exchange numbers and I leave.

I messaged her all week asking a million questions and she’s so patient with me. She tells me all about
different technologies that can help, like a vibrating alarm clock and captions on the TV. I learned about
how there are different dialects and sign languages. I’m so glad I’ve met Harlow, she’s pretty incredible.
She introduced me to her deaf friends. I was surprised to meet so many deaf teenagers. I realised I’m
not alone in this. I learned about deaf people like Marlee Matlin and  Shaheem Sanchez. She continued
teaching me Auslan, however I didn’t fully understand it and it created a barrier between me and the
deaf community. I don’t feel like I’m deaf enough, I’m in this inbetween bit where I don’t feel a part of the
deaf community yet I also don’t belong in the hearing world. I thought I knew who I was but now I’m not
so sure.

I was in my room chilling when Mum came in and I guess she’d been talking for a bit before she realised
I couldn’t hear her. She gestures to put the processor's back on. I do and she starts yelling at me about
how frustrating it is trying to communicate with me and I snap.``You don’t know how hard it is for me,
because I’m coping in your eyes. You wanted the easy way out so I got Cochlears and years of speech
therapy so that I could communicate in your language. Make your life easier! You put me in a
mainstream school, because you wanted me to be ‘normal’. I’m drowning at school. Do you know how
isolating it feels? To be the only deaf person? When your own family doesn’t understand you? I’m
exhausted. I’ve met this amazing girl, Harlow who has shown me the incredible deaf community. How I
can be anything I want, how I can be proud of my deafness. I’m done with being ashamed of it. ” I didn’t
realise how I was feeling. I look at mum and she’s bawling, saying “I’m so sorry”. I sigh “I know mum,



you did the best you could with the information you had. Can we learn Auslan, please?” She nods, “Mum
I’m really struggling at school, there’s these cool deaf and bilingual schools that I feel will really help me,
make school just that little bit easier and be surrounded by other deaf teenagers?”

My parents have a discussion and I end up moving to Harlow’s school. My whole family started learning
Auslan and I’ve been getting more involved in the deaf community. Life is better now and I’m forever
grateful I went to that party or I would never have met Harlow. Now I wonder what I will be in the future,
the possibilities are endless.


