
 

 

 

 
 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cass’s Corner 

Dust in the Wind .  . . 
The earlier hours, days and weeks, even the months and years after  

acquiring a brain injury (ABII) can be very confusing times. 
We are enmeshed in the world of the intensive-care unit (ICU), perhaps  

with entirely unfamiliar noises coming from medical machinery that may be  
keeping us alive and breathing. 

Worried family and friends may mill about, in the hospital hallways, devastated, not only at 
your current state of being, but, as well, at their inability to do anything to help. 

In as much as they all love you, want to communicate with you and receive words, in return, 
they cannot.  They are nothing, it seems . . .  all they are is dust in the wind . . . 

I find myself extremely fortunately to have discovered the Hamilton Brain Injury Association. 
The group is wonderful at providing.  It gives me a place to go, 

each Monday through Friday.  An opportunity to get out of the house, to            
co-mingle with others who have been through misfortunes similar to my 
own. 

Each person who participates in HBIA activities is as similar and as 
different from each of the others as can be. 

We have all suffered brain trauma, with its varying effects on each 
of our selves, and on our respective futures;  many of us have been in 
automobile accidents.  Others have suffered stroke, or perhaps even a 
mishap as seemingly mundane and innocent as a sledding accident.  The  

wide range in 'what happened to each of us' may, by its very nature, seem to have divided us, 
unimaginably. 

Instead, our group activities bring us together, allowing us to participate, co-operatively, in 
our common interests. 

Rather than worrying or concerning ourselves with challenges ranging from laundry and 
banking, taking care of small children, the car, our lawn or pets, we sing!  

Up to this point, I look back on our sundry Glee group meetings  
and certain things, certain members, even, spring to mind, immediately: 

I would like, here, to speak of Andrew. 
Andrew is a gentle soul, a young man who has been active in our  

meetings for a longer time than I have, absolutely. 
Margarita is good enough to accompany Andrew to group, and  

we always see Andrew, seated at the head of the table, rather, I'd  
suggest, like the Emperor, in the Star Wars films we recall, from the 1970s and 1980s. 
 



 

 

 

 
 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It is not merely his placement at the head of the table that brings the Emperor to 
mind, however.  There is generally a fair bit of jabber around the table, even as we take our 
individual turns and make our own contributions to group meetings.   

Once Andrew begins typing into his keyboard what it 
is he wants to say, however, silence overtakes the room.  All 
respect is directed to Andrew, as he types in precisely what 
it is he wants to contribute to group.  All hail Andrew, as he 
pushes his button and we hear about his plans for the week 
ahead.  The excitement he shares, at the fact he is going to be 
able to travel home and spend time with his family.  Yes, we 
'hear' Andrew, but it is not his actual voice that we hear. 

Until Glee meetings, that is!  We will have requested tunes played for us by our good 
group co-ordinator, Adria, or perhaps, Jeff, as they input the next song we want to hear 
and take joy in singing, ourselves.  Any of a number of selections from Creedence 
Clearwater Revival, and we'll all but have Andrew onstage, singing and performing, for 
each of us . . . 

YES, everybody, we DO get to hear Andrew!  His VOICE takes over the room, as we 
hear lyrics from rock band Kansas emanating from the speakers.  As Creedence tunes fill 
the room, we not only are fortunate enough to hear the Fogerty brothers performing, but 
we hear ANDREW!!!  The excitement that fills us, collectively,  
is, honestly, more than can properly be described in words! 

Lisa joins us in Glee meetings, too.  Not one to generally  
share all that she is thinking, aloud, she is one more who finds  
her place in our collective singing gatherings.   

The tunes play on and there are those of us who generally  
always sing along, participating in full in each of our musical  
gatherings.  Suddenly, we 'hear excitement' from Jan, or perhaps,  
from Annie:  "Did you see that?!!  Lisa is MOUTHING THE WORDS!!!" 

Music, or the memories of tunes from our respective pasts, provides a therapy 
beyond compare. 

I don't know the medical explanation behind it, nor do I know if it even is a medical 
phenomenon, as it were. 

I DO, however, know the joy each and all of us feel, when we hear one another 
taking joy in sharing tunes from our past.  The joy, the ecstasy we feel, at blurting out these 
lyrics and tunes from earlier, fill us with a joy that can hardly be described.  It has to be 
seen (heard. . .?). 

A younger and newer participant, Dean, is always a joy to have in our Glee meetings, 
as well.  We are happy, in recent weeks, to have Dean joining us, more often, at regular 
group meetings on Thursdays, but Dean's start was in our singing sessions. 
 



 

 

 

 
 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I acknowledge that I do not remember a fair number of the musical groups that Dean 
requests to hear songs from, but this is an illustration of the  
beauty of our group.  We each have favourite songs that  
we wish to request, to hear, or even to sing.  Dean provides  
'the youth vote' for our groups.  I cannot stop there,  
however, because Dean also provides voice to Glee, a  
greater and more resounding voice than many others  
participating are necessarily inclined to share, themselves. 

Ada and husband Luigi join us, too.  We may be  
hearing favourite selections from this good couple, songs that they want to hear, or we may 
be fortunate enough to receive something even more appreciated.  We get to feel the 
appreciation and respect offered by Ada and Luigi as we each belt out our own favourites. 

More recently, we have been lucky enough to add Rachael to our 'board of 
voice.'  Good and lovely Rachael makes her own requests, too, adding, again, to the variety 
of tunes we are lucky enough to hear and experience, in Glee, each week.  (and even if she is 
not a fan of Psychedelic Furs, she certainly was a joy to have with me, at their Festival of 
Friends concert, several months back. . .!) 

We each have our chosen and favourite selections in music.  Me, I generally prefer and 
am knowledgeable about tunes from the 1980s.  Andrew's choices tend from a decade 
earlier, perhaps, but his song choices, too, are songs that we all appreciate and enjoy 
recalling, as well as singing.  Dean's selections derive from more recent years, but that, too, is 
OK.  Adria may choose a song for herself and, at times, we get the joy of hearing tunes that 
Ada and Luigi enjoy.  I like to sing, a whole lot.  We hear Lisa's “voice,” too. 

I hope and trust that everybody is able to see, 
through what I have shared, that each of our 
contributions is as important as each of the other 
preferences.  From rock 'n' roll to country, from tunes 
deriving from the 1950s and earlier, to songs that may 
have been or are still popular, even just last week. 

Each one of our preferences is of equal 
importance.  We are all important, and our preferences in 
music, as well, are all so.   

Every one of us is important.  Each of us has equal contributions to offer.  Each of us.   
Well, we are more than merely 'dust in the wind. . .' 
Hopefully, too, now, I might add, we will be lucky enough to hear the contributions 

Myles has to our efforts at performance.  Welcome to Glee, Myles!  Your contributions and 
presence are absolutely welcomed . . . 


