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Summer days in Wisconsin could be as humid as a rainforest, and our small home on Second Street didn’t have air conditioning. I slept upstairs, in an attic converted into bedrooms. Ventilation came from a box fan in the hallway, drawing air from the open windows in my sister's room, through mine, and out my windows, taking advantage of the prevailing air currents outside. The fan didn’t provide much relief. Even less when my little cretin of a sister snuck into the hallway and reversed its direction.
I’d lie awake those nights on top of my covers, sweating and waiting for the sweet release of sleep to come rescue me. Outside, crickets and other night creatures who made the large unmowed lot behind the Glomstead house their home chirped and called into the night air, looking for mates, or simply announcing to the world that they were there. Even two houses away, I could still pick up their unscripted symphony, as clear as if they rested on my shoulder to sing.
The leaves on the Black Walnut tree outside my room rustled if I were lucky enough to have a breeze, but on humid nights the air was stagnant, and the tree stood silent. If I pressed my nose against the window screen, I could see a dark sky, illuminated by stars and maybe the moon. My town wasn’t big enough for its lights to outshine the heavens, not yet anyway.
On game night, a human sound drowned out the natural world. Goodland Field, home of the minor league Appleton Foxes, occupied a whole block just three streets over. Games started at 7 pm and were always well attended. I could see the glow of the bright stadium lights outside my bedroom window. Organ notes, carried on the breeze from their origin on the top row of the grandstand, entered my window and danced around my room before dissipating. I heard the National Anthem, the seventh-inning stretch song, and my favorite, the da-ta-da-da-ta-da, followed by a thousand voices yelling “Charge!” I heard all the cheers and jeers. The swell of the crowd, like a wave crashing to shore, cheering for a good catch, or the collective sigh when the opposing team made it to home plate safe. People randomly blew bullhorns. When the game ended, so did the crowd noise, replaced by the sound of cars leaving parking lots and the disembodied voices of people who were smart enough to avoid the traffic jams and walk.
It is magical how far sound travels at night, as if darkness were its superpower, a cloak of invisibility giving it the strength to ride the air for miles. I heard crickets as small as a nickel sing from halfway down the block. I heard the crowd roar three blocks away, even though the sound had to wind through an obstacle course of concrete buildings, wooden houses, and trees to reach my ear. Music floated on the night air, as light and breezy as if carried by angels.
I remember listening to those sounds as I lay flat on my back in bed, imagining myself in the tall grass with the crickets or in the stands at the game. Night magic may rob us of our sight, but it gives us something in return: the quiet to hear sounds from faraway, small and large, that are lost in the discordant crescendo of the daytime world. 
