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When I get a chance, I dance and 
when the music continues, I dance some 
more. Dance is one of the most impor-
tant factors in my life and in my memo-
ries. For me, dance is both a professional 
calling and a personal obsession.  
 
A Love Affair with Dance is Born
My love for feeling the beat began when 
I was three, shortly after we realized that 
I had a severe hearing loss. I went with 
my parents to a Latin dinner club that 
featured a live orchestra, and to their 
surprise—and mine—I was lured to the 
dance floor by the beat of the drum. As 
I danced my parents watched, and later 
said that I appeared to be in my own 
private world, oblivious to everything 
except the beat of the drums.  
 Soon after that demonstration, 
although I was only three years old, my 
mother fought successfully to enroll me 
in a dance class in the private school 
I attended, and following a brief trial 
period the teacher allowed me to stay. 
Apparently she realized that dancing 
was a great outlet for me, an activity 
that would help me socialize and lessen 
worries about my speech impediment 
caused by the hearing loss. My mom 
was a drama major and taught me to 
speak from my diaphragm, and that’s 
how I learned to project my lowered 
voice without screaming. 

Hearing Loss—The Early Years
None of our family photographs ever 
show my two hearing aids, body-worn 
with the long cord that got tangled up 
in trees while playing. I was different—
and back in those days it was not gener-
ally accepted in most families to have a 
child who was different from the others.
 At age six I was participating in 
ballroom dance at school and at the 
school proms. From the first grade 

through the twelfth grade, everyone  
was required to learn the cha-cha and 
the waltz, and to wear evening gowns 
and behave properly.
 I seemed to be a natural in the art 
of dance, yet I participated very little 
in class—the teacher and the other 
students rarely heard a peep from  
me because of my hearing loss. Some-
times my failure to answer a question 
from the teacher in class earned me a 
slap. I had not ignored her question— 
I simply did not hear it.
 When I was nine years old I 
changed to a public school and was 
shocked and disappointed to find that 
it had no dance classes, only chorus. 
Without dance to showcase my talent, 
my prior self-confidence was stripped 
away. I became a loner, and because of 
that the pre-teen years were tough.

Almost Famous—My Big Break
When I was fifteen I learned about an 
audition for a spot as a go-go dancer 
on a television show in Miami. I audi-
tioned along with 100 other hopefuls 
and I was one of three girls chosen to 
perform every Saturday on the Rick 
Shaw Show and the Saturday Hop Show. 
 Although I was almost famous, 
both in school and in Hollywood, 
Florida, my fame failed to flood my 
world with invitations to parties and 
school clubs because of my hearing 
loss. I had no clue to what anyone 
was saying, in or out of class. My best 
friends were my teachers, and some 
actually wrote this in my yearbook:  
To the quietest student in class.
 Despite the difficulties of having a 
hearing loss, I was happy. I could still 
feel the beat and still be a part of that 
which I enjoyed more than anything 
else—dancing. I was fortunate enough 
to perform at legendary hotels along 
Miami Beach with luminaries such as 
Paul Newman in the audience, and  
my first television show was with  
Paul Revere & the Raiders, Simon &  
Garfunkel and Neil Diamond. 

Bluffing, Faking, Adapting
I never told choreographers that I had 
a hearing loss. I could read lips well 
enough in the mirrored wall to know 

what they expected next. To a signifi-
cant degree I faked my way through 
the teen years. I know now that faking 
it is not the best way to handle things. 
Teens and young adults with hearing 
loss are now able to converse through 
today’s wonderful technology. I believe 
that I was well liked because I was a 
good listener. I suppose they felt that I 
was really interested in what they were 
saying, when in fact I knew little of 
what they were discussing.
 And now on to college, an all-girl’s 
school where it was necessary to take a 
taxi to the nearest ballet dance studio 
in town. The dormitory rules were 
strict—we were required to sign out of 
the dorm in the evening, and we had 
to sign back in when we returned; no 
later than 10 p.m. When my great-aunt 
learned that we were allowed to leave 
the campus even under those restric-
tions, she decided that I should not be 
out at night. She was a friend of the 
college president, so I was then forbid-
den to leave campus in the evening.
 I accepted those restrictions and 
made them work for me. I talked to 
the Physical Education teacher and 
convinced her that I could teach a 
class on coordination, a form of dance 
in contemporary form. Since I was 
restricted to campus on weekends,  
I turned to the theater and learned 
theatrical makeup. 
 My drama teacher soon learned 
that I danced and I was thrilled when 
she asked me to do the lead role in a 
stage play, Yerma. There was no talking, 
just dancing with a boy from another 
college. It was a Latin-style dance and 
I wore a Flamenco costume. The boy 
and I never touched, not even with 
our hands. I learned later that it was a 
Latin-style fertility dance!

Hooray for Hollywood  
(Florida, That Is!)
At home I was fortunate enough to be 
given small parts in various movies that 
were shot in downtown Hollywood, 
including Smokey and the Bandit with 
Burt Reynolds and Jackie Gleason.  
 On just a few occasions I danced 
with the June Taylor dancers, a very 
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There is a song by The Whispers— 
The Beat Goes On—and the notes of 
their music tell my story far better 
than I can. The beat has been an all-
important factor in my dancing career 
and in my life, and as the title of this 
article declares, the beat goes on.  
This is a capsule of my life. 

continued on page 12
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tall and beautiful group of talented 
women. When I danced with them 
I was a standout because I certainly 
didn’t match that description. I was 
indifferent to our differences because I 
always danced to the beat of my heart, 
synchronizing it with the beat of the  
music and the steps of the dance.

Meeting the Love of My Life
At that time I was unsure of which 
direction to take in my life. My fam-
ily was protective and understanding 
about my hearing loss. Then I met 
Joel, my husband of 40 years. We met 
on the beach and I pretended to be an 
exotic person from another country 
with a cute accent, rather than be hon-
est about my hearing loss. This back-
fired because he is from France and 
has an accent himself! Joel was always 
protective of me. A Marine, he had just 
returned from Vietnam and he told me 
that no one was ever going to laugh at 
my speech again—or he would deck 
them! He felt that I could do anything 
that I willed my mind and heart to ac-
complish. His faith in me helped me to 
be more aggressive and outspoken. 
 After we got married he bought me 
a new hearing aid—now that is love! 
When my hearing aid stopped work-
ing, I couldn’t afford a new one, so I 
went for long periods of time without 
one. I learned about assistive listen-
ing devices when I became a member 
of the Hearing Loss Association of 
America. I used a pocket talker and was 
finally able to buy really good hearing 
aids five years ago. 

Back to College
During the time I went back to college 
at age 40-ish, I met Dr. Patricia Kricos 
and was introduced to the Learning to 
Live with Hearing Loss Program and 
SHHH (the name of HLAA at the 
time). I credit Dr. Kricos for opening 
my eyes and ears to the possibilities 
of hearing better and getting more in-
volved. I started the Gainesville HLAA 
Chapter in 1994 in the basement of 
the University of Florida audiology 
department with Tara Farone, a student 

at the time. I love helping others and 
hope that I have made a difference in 
people’s lives. I have learned a lot about 
hearing assistive technology training, 
hearing loops and much more. I have 
gained confidence and can speak before 
groups now and belong to several advi-
sory boards. 
 My biggest challenge came when 
we moved from Hollywood to Gaines-
ville, Florida, to a new town where I 
was unknown; but this new town had 
a dance studio that welcomed adults, 
and that meant that I could dance 
again. My husband was concerned that 
I would be driving in an unsafe section 
of town. He was so protective of me 
that he put one of those fake dummies 
in the front seat of the car with me. 

Back to Dance Class
I took dance classes at Broadway 
Dance studio with Frank Hatchett, a 
master jazz teacher. On my first day I 
strode up to him, told him that I had 
a hearing loss and asked him to please 
understand if I started late or started 
off on the wrong foot. Frank is an 
understanding and caring professional, 
just as most true professionals are, 
provided that students return the same 
understanding and caring to them, and 
not demand special treatment. 
 Of all the instructors with whom I 
worked, Jacques d’Amboise, founder of 
the National Dance Institute, was the 
nicest. Ballet dancer, choreographer, 
instructor and movie actor, Jacques 
has received many honors and awards 
for his contributions to the arts and to 
dance education. Jacques is a wonder-
ful dancer and choreographer, and a 
delightful human being. He knows sign 
language and has a brother who has a 
hearing loss. He works with disadvan-
taged children as well. 
 For the first few months I stud-
ied at her studio, Nina Cameron, the 
owner of Danscompany, probably won-
dered who and where Lynn Rousseau 
was. I didn’t answer my name at roll 
call because I rarely heard it. I strived 
to win everyone’s approval because I 
felt that I had to win it in everything I 
did. Soon I was again dancing and pac-
ing my life to the beat of the drums. 

 I was happy because I had a great 
husband, three beautiful children 
(Todd, Joey and Jennifer), and a new 
outlet that allowed me to be a part of 
society. My days were reserved for the 
children’s activities and chores, and 
my nights were reserved for the dance 
studio and doing the books for our 
businesses, early for the studio and late 
for the bookkeeping and housekeep-
ing—some very busy days and nights.

Gaining Confidence,  
Getting Involved 
My attendance at the dance studio  
gave me the opportunity to dance, 
and I made new friends. I became a 
volunteer, and my reluctance to share 
the fact of my hearing loss with others 
lessened. I found it much easier to 
live my life as it should be lived, even 
though I had to remove the taps on my 
shoes when I danced. The sound of the 
taps seemed to corrupt the sound of 
the beat—the beat that I could feel as  
I danced on the wooden floor.
 I learned late in my life that to 
not speak up is to accept the situation. 
With children in various schools I had 
to speak up for them when necessary, 
even though I was sadly handicapped 
because of my hearing loss. Often in 
sessions my husband and I had with 
school administrators, I met opposition 
when I asked a question of a teacher, 
and the teacher addressed an answer 
to my husband. In such situations, my 
wonderful husband would say, “My 
wife asked the question, so please  
address your answer to her.”
 I was invited to become involved 
with the county’s Equal Rights Advi-
sory Committee. I applied myself to 
that involvement industriously and was 
soon awarded the coveted Advocacy 
Award by the Florida Commission on 
Human Relations and Civil Rights. I 
was just speaking up for others, always 
and adamantly, just as I hoped they 
would do for me should I find myself 
in similar circumstances. 

Life Lessons Learned
An adage often found posted in office 
cubicles reads, Do a little more each day, 
and pretty soon you will be expected to 

Lynn Rousseau from page 11
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do a little more each day. I applied that 
maxim to my everyday activities, and 
my new home in Gainesville in time 
became my new hometown. I was born 
in Florida and brought up in Florida, 
and I love the state and my city and its 
people. The best thing that I can do is 
to share my hearing loss experiences 
with others, especially those who may 
have hearing loss, to help them meld 
into society with little or no depen-
dence on others.
 I have learned that a sense of  
humor goes a long way toward accept-
ing yourself and being accepted by 
others. Another maxim applies here—
laugh and the world laughs with you;  
cry and you cry alone. 
 Take seemingly impossible situa-
tions and make them possible. Infuse 
a liberal dose of humor and laughter, 
and others will laugh with you. Your 
acknowledgment of your hearing loss 
helps others understand how to com-
municate with you and yes, to laugh 
with you rather than laugh at you. 
 A friendly smile can open many 
opportunities to initiate or join a 
conversation. Even your feet can help 
out. In one situation in my life, far 
back in the past on a special television 
show, I was noticed and remembered 
by my feet alone. While another girl 
lip-synched the words, I danced to the 
beat of Nancy Sinatra’s recording of 
These Boots Are Made For Walking.

Blessed with Memories
People I’ve met briefly and have not 
seen or heard of since that meeting are 
just as intense in my memory as yes-
terday evening’s meal, and places that 
I’ve been to only once can be recalled 
in detail.
 I am blessed, or perhaps cursed, 
with an excellent memory. People I’ve 
met over the years, schools attended, 
trips made, performances and events 
attended still reside in my memo-
ries—stored alongside a kaleidoscope 
of blunders and gaffes, some major and 
others minor, some serious and others 
hilarious.
 For an actor or performer, the 
words It’s a wrap are always welcomed. 
Some of the filming sessions are long 

and tedious, and one’s appetite must 
be put on hold throughout the session. 
Early in my acting career, in a scene for 
the movie, Doc Hollywood, we were told 
to stand down for a few minutes, and 
during the stand down I was given a 
bottle of soda and a bag of chips, both of 
which I consumed immediately because 
I was ravenous. Later I was asked what 
I had done with the soda and chips and 
I answered truthfully. I said that I ate 
them, and that’s when I learned that 
they were props for the commercial that 
was being filmed. I thought it was funny, 
but the prop man did not.
 We shot that scene about 15 times. 
This began at around four in the morn-
ing, and the temperature was freezing. 
That continued until noon, then an all 
too short break and back to the filming. 
Eating and drinking the props they gave 
me was not the most embarrassing part. 
That part was eclipsed by the sound of 
my stomach growling and being heard 
on the overhanging boom.

 My husband and children have al-
ways been supportive, except for some 
instances when the kids were young. 
On one occasion at McDonald’s, one 
of them asked me a question and I 
asked that the question be repeated. 
 Instead of repeating the question, 
my son said “just say yes,” and we soon 
had a second order of food—more 
hamburgers, fries and milkshakes—
food that we did not need, that I did 
not want and did not knowingly order. 
I simply said yes when I was told to say 
yes, thinking that the yes referred to 
something else.
 On another memorable occasion, 
I was en route to the studio costumed 
for my part in a dance production of 
Thriller. My poor kids, then aged eight, 
ten and thirteen years, were forced to 
ride in a car chauffeured by a zombie.
 Backstage is never a completely 
safe place to be, and it is dangerous 
for someone who has a hearing loss. 
On one occasion I was backstage in a 
darkened area waiting for the curtain 
to rise to make my entrance, and one 
of the stagehands said something to me 
that sounded like a compliment. While 
I stood there savoring what I thought 
was a compliment, a second stagehand 
pushed me aside to prevent me from 
being struck by the counterweights 
that come down as the curtain rises. 
 I recently took my third class at 
Taekwondo/Karate. The instructor has 
a heavy Spanish accent, and sometimes 
I don’t understand what he is saying. 
He was coming toward me and said 
what sounded like kick, so I kicked 

Right: Lynn’s family helps 
her celebrate her college 
graduation—from left:  
son Todd, husband Joel, 
son Joey, and daughter 
Jennifer.

Below: Grandma Lynn in a 
portrait for GrandParents 
magazine with six of her 
grandchildren: Riley Anne, 
Lillian, Haven Lynn, Reed 
James, Ryan Yves and 
Rhett. Not pictured are 
Robert Joel, and Brody.
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him right between his legs, but it didn’t 
hurt him. When the instructor says 
kick, he expects the kick and moves 
backward. I wondered why he kept 
coming forward. After I kicked him, I 
felt an urge to hug him!

Never a Dull Moment 
My husband Joel is a special man—very 
caring and sensitive to my hearing loss 
and my needs. He’s also a fun guy with 
a host of tricks that were played on me 
everywhere I went, and I almost always 
fell into his traps. My first cell phone 
was the size of a regular phone, and one 
day when I was mall shopping I called 
my husband and when we finished 
talking I placed it in my purse without 
turning it off. It was on as I walked the 
mall, but I didn’t know it. My husband 
could hear everything I said to every 
storekeeper, and when a salesperson 
mentioned a product he would say 
“don’t buy those shoes,” or “that blouse is 
ugly,” or “that costs too much,” and the 
sound came from my purse. 
 Several people told me politely 
that they believed my phone was on, 
and each time I would take the phone 
out and say “Hello?” Of course I didn’t 
get an answer because my husband 
remained silent. He made all sorts of 
comments that only the sales people 
could hear. As one might expect, I 
arrived home empty-handed. I also 
came home to see my grown children 
laughing hysterically from listening as 
the shopping drama unfolded.  
 Joel was always trying to devise 
something to help me hear. Our house 
was the only one with lights that started 
blinking when the phone rang and 
blinked until the call was answered. The 

phone rang at all hours, morning, noon 
and night, with the lights blinking on 
and off around the clock. Joel worked 
two jobs and frequently called us just 
to see if we were okay. I’m sure the 
neighbors wondered what in the world 
was going on in our house! 

Bright Lights, Big City  
and Hearing Loss
The first trip I ever took without Joel 
was with my mom to New York City 
more than ten years ago. We made a 
perfect pair. She could neither see well 
nor walk well, but her hearing was 
good. I could not hear but I had excel-
lent eyesight, so between the two of us 
we overcame most obstacles.
 We took a taxi to our hotel, and 
our driver said he had never heard an 
accent like mine and asked me where 
I was from. I made up some exotic 
location and he nodded his head. My 
mom, listening to our conversation, 
could not believe her quiet, shy daugh-
ter had that much spunk.  
 I told our driver to take us to 
the St. Moritz hotel, and he mistak-
enly took us to the St. Regis. I looked 
around and asked him how to get to 
Central Park, telling him I had reserved 
a room overlooking Central Park for 
my mom’s birthday. He told us that 
if our room at the St. Regis was high 
enough, we might be able to see the 
park from there.
 When I gave him directions in  
my mysteriously exotic voice, he inter-
preted it as Take us to the St. Regis. 
I was thankful that he did not dump us 
and our luggage at the St. Regis, espe-
cially because my mother could hardly 
walk. Soon we were safely ensconced  
at the St. Moritz, enjoying our view  
of Central Park.

New Life Challenges
In December 2008 I was diagnosed 
with breast cancer. There is a history of 
breast cancer in my family and I was 
fortunate to catch it at an early stage. 
I discovered it during our wedding  
anniversary cruise a month earlier—
that’s one way to put a damper on 
a vacation! I had a mastectomy on 
December 31—New Year’s Eve—what 

a way to ring in a new year, right? It is 
all a blur now, but I remember insisting 
on wearing a party hat to lighten the 
mood in the recovery room. 
 I was determined to attend the 
HLAA Convention in Nashville, 
despite still undergoing chemotherapy 
and not feeling well. Being with my 
friends was just the right therapy I 
needed to get back to “normal.” 

And the Beat Goes On…
I have worked hard to improve the 
abilities and positive attributes life has 
given me, and to abandon or at least to 
diminish the negative attributes. I will 
forever be indebted to my family mem-
bers and to my friends, professional 
and otherwise that have contributed so 
warmly and so freely to assist me in my 
travels and travails through life. And 
the beat goes on!

Hershel M. Dyer, 
aka The King of 
Texas, is a military 
retiree with combat 
tours in Korea and 
Vietnam, a U.S. 
Customs Service 
retiree and a U.S. 
Social Security 
recipient. The beneficent king fulfills  
his royal responsibilities and bestows 
kingly dispensations without compensa-
tion from his castle in San Antonio.  
He dips not into the State Treasury for 
sustenance—he is quite content with his 
triple dipping from the U.S. Treasury—
what a country! 
  Holder of bachelor degrees from 
Nebraska and Texas, the King relates, 
rambles, rants and rebukes incessantly 
with his biographical postings and cogent 
articles on city, state, national and world 
events and narratives on communication, 
politics, military service, federal civil ser-
vice and education—especially grammar. 
He now posts his royal reflections and 
edicts for the pleasure and edification  
of his loyal subjects on his blog at  
www.thekingoftexas.wordpress.com. 
 Full disclosure includes the fact that 
the designer of this magazine is the King’s 
daughter, the middle one in age of three 
beautiful princesses.
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