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The deaf room 
 

Lying in bed, Tamara pulled the covers up over her head. With earplugs 

in, she listened to the high frequency hum of her nervous system. 

Dzzzzz... If you are in a quiet enough place and inside enough, you'll hear 

it. The nervous system making static noise. Tamara first found out about 

this when she was ten, at the Croatian Radio studios where her father 

worked as a sound engineer. 

 "The deep whoosh you hear is the sound of your blood flow, and 

the high dzzzz is the sound your nerves make," her father said after they 

had entered what he called the deaf room. 

 It was a windowless little room, and the walls, floor and door were 

lined with thick, yellow foam. In the middle of the room stood a 

microphone, also packed in foam. The deaf room really was deaf. She 

heard nothing. 
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 "No one can stand it in here for more than half an hour," said her 

father. 

 "Why?" 

 "Do you sense the pressure? The silence presses down… The noise 

is what's heavy. Can you hear it?" 

 "Like the sea," said Tamara. 

 "Yes, just like the sea." 

 "... and electrical current," said Tamara, "The deep sound is the 

sea, and the high one is electricity." 

 Tamara remembered the day. She'd been wearing an orange dress 

with a tulip design she'd been given for her tenth birthday. While 

listening to the deep whoosh and the high dzzzz that her body made she 

stared at the tips of the yellow, red and blue tulips. There was something 

creepy about that. 

 "We have gotten used to hearing things all the time, but this room 

is fully soundproof, there is no chance any sound will penetrate. 

Everything you hear comes from within. But that isn't the worst of it..." 

 "What's worse, then?" asked Tamara, clinging to his leg. "When 

someone locks you in here?" 

 "Oh, don't worry about that…" laughed her father, "No one can lock 

us in, the door doesn't lock. The worst is the absence of echo." 

 "So why's that so bad?" 
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 "Can you hear how flat your voice is? Can you hear how the sound 

stops as soon as you finish your sentence, as if someone snipped it off 

with scissors? When you are in the kitchen your voice bounces off the 

walls, the ceiling, the shelves, the glasses, off all the things that are 

there. When you are out on a street, your voice bounces off the cars, the 

road, the posts... off all the hard surfaces. See? But there are no hard 

surfaces here in the deaf room. Everything is lined with foam, and the 

foam absorbs all the sound. Everything is soft... the sound vanishes 

instead of coming back to you. That is somehow... disturbing," her father 

said scratching his pear-shaped, balding pate.  

 He was dressed in his favorite combo: a plaid shirt and gray 

corduroys. He smelled of his favorite herb: oregano. 

 "You don't notice the echo your voice usually has because you are 

so used to it," he said, "It is not like the echo in the mountains, but it is 

there…  it never leaves you, like a shadow. As soon as there is light there 

is shadow. As soon as there is sound there is echo. Except in a place like 

this, of course..." 

 "But, Dad..." 

 "Yes, Tammi?" 

 "Is there any such thing as a blind room?" 

 "I've never heard of one. . . I guess that would be a room so dark 

that no light could get in." 

 "And in a room like that would you see the light inside?" 
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 In her father’s green eyes the tulips grew. 

 "You know, hon. . . I don't believe there is such a thing," he said 

putting his hand over his mouth as if he'd said something he shouldn't 

have, "but that's the best idea I've heard." 

 

 

 


