HEAR THAT?
IT'S MORE THAN
JUST MUSIC
T0 THESE EARS.

— OR THOSE first
days, when the doc-
— tors wld Jodi God-
sey there would
be an acclimation period
to her new hearing aids,
when the semis passing
by on the highway caused
her to [inch, every sound
seemed painfully loud.
She had lost her hear-

made it hard for her to chat
on the phone or listen to
music. In the car, the radin
sounded distorted, like it
mhmnzrrm:h‘lepinlrlng
up n farawny station, and
so for the past five years,
mmmma&um?
Forget it.

gy was atunning, and Gnd-
sey was ready to returnto
her extroverted self. She
had heard her 2-vear-old
grandson call her by name
over the telephone, and she
cried. T'here was so much
out there to catch up on.

}Fhm_wml&shcnm?

am guilty

ﬂmhyputhﬂ:lnﬂg]:gio‘ﬁlrxmﬂr
conversation. Without an
Pud fur six months, what
would be the first song vou
would listen to? In full em-
brace of hy perbole, delmile
the most beautiful sound
ever. For me, these are
sey, this was her life.

She watched the Gram-

chart-topping albom *21."
could only

whm:n wnnld Emg'l:'l?fm

like. She hadn't been ex-

Gnﬂssl

, me—- Adele to

zz 1op, it all
sounds sweet
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might be just: anuther pop
smger one who v&asshrﬂl
or with limited range.

But a few Wecks 1&t=

March 22, equipped wrth

‘the new hearmg aids and

confident in her acclima-

tion, she couldn’t wait any
Ionger

It was 1:30 a.m1.

"I went straight to You-
Tube and eranked up her
music videos. I was so ex-
cited,” Godsey wrote me
in a series of email infer-
vicws.

When she heard the mu-

. sic, she was impressed
by the richness of Adele’s

voice. -She described il as
“pure and easy.”

And she was hooked.

She listened to more
music, more acts, more
soundtracks. Michael
Jackson. Pa.ul. VIcCartney.

“At first, I jus t-sat and
stared at the computer
screen, tears welling up in
my eyes.”

She posted her favorites
o Eacebook, not cou‘ntmg
on her friends who were
awake in other time Zones.

Then her friends post-
ed suggestmnﬂ She looked
them up and listened.

Sometimes she would
dance. Sometimes she
would sing. Sometimes
she would cry.

Everything sounded

“"*evén

mind

lier. Evai‘:ythmgsoﬁnded

“l had absolmely noidea
htxwmuﬂh I had mjssed
& Sy

'theemaﬁonal partof it,
the way music reaches in-

s:deandtouchessomer

thing nothing else can.
The cunnéatﬁdness you

social &quct, the cultur—
ala_s;_aect the cgﬁebral as-

2 Bi"abh- Jennifer Hall.
Florence Welch. The
night was over now. It was
morning. “I was out of my
glddy .

She found a list of 150

“happy” songs and started
making her way through

‘each track.

“T could not listen fast
enough,” she wrote. “I
wanted to catéhup.”

molu;—ie more vide ag, more
music, more discoveries
and rcdlscovcnes B.B.
King. Amy Winehouse.
Duffy. Classic rock. Mo-
town.

But first she gave m 1o
exhaustion and climbed
into bed.

It was early aftf;xnouu
now, nearly 12 hours since
that first song, since she
had been re-acclmatedto
rock 'n’ roll and }azzand
pop, since she had been
reminded that the best
part of music is not how it
sounds, but how it makes
you feel.

Mike Gruss, 757-446-2277,
mike. gruss@pilutunlme.com,
PilolOnline.com/gruss



