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			Dedication

			
		
    To the wonderful doctors and staff at Basingstoke and North Hampshire Hospital—This book is for all of you.
You are not only incredibly skilled, but also some of the kindest people I have ever met. Your kindness isn't limited to me—it extends to everyone who walks through your doors. You treat every patient, every visitor, every curious young person like me with warmth, dignity, and care. That kind of kindness stays with people forever.
You have helped me follow my dreams, even when they felt far away. You've answered my questions, encouraged my curiosity, and supported me in ways you might not even realise.
And to this one ENT doctor I met last year—She is the reason this book exists. Her support lit a spark that turned into this entire journey. She believed in me from the beginning, and her encouragement gave me the courage to share my love for ENT with the world. I will always be grateful for her. She has changed my life just by being herself.
Thank you all for helping me believe that dreams—especially ENT dreams—can come true.
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Preface
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This is not just a book.

It’s a sound.

A sound made not with lips or lungs, but with love. With curiosity. With a question whispered into the ear of the universe: what is the story behind every breath, every echo, every voice?

CLEAR was born in that question.

It began as a flicker in the dark, a pulse behind the eardrum, a thought while staring at the ceiling late at night. It started in the silence before speech and grew in the quiet moments between curiosity and understanding.

This is not a book full of characters.

It is a world full of sensations. Of tubes and tissues and tunnels that swirl and sing and spiral in ways so mysterious, so delicate, that even the finest scientists are still unravelling their secrets.

It was imagined by someone very small, in size—but not in spirit.

Someone who doesn’t wear a white coat yet but is already called “Doctor” more times than they can count.

Someone who hears the world differently—not louder, but deeper. Who listens with wonder. Who believes that inside every ear, every nose, every throat, there is a story waiting to be told.

This book is not about having all the answers.

It’s about learning how to ask the questions.

It’s about walking through the maze of sound and shadow, balancing on the curved bones of the middle ear, tiptoeing along nerves, and laughing through larynges.

It is ENT, reimagined.

For children.

For the curious.

For the explorers who dream of otoscopes and endoscopes, who doodle cochleae and conchae on napkins, who press their palms to their necks just to feel the hum of their own voice.

And for someone very special, somewhere in the world, who still misses a grandparent every single day—but knows that sound can carry memory, too.

So take a deep breath.

Step into the quiet.

And listen.

What you hear might change everything.

This is CLEAR.
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Prologue
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I don’t think people realize how loud silence is until their ears ring.

It starts as a faint whistle. A hiss. Sometimes like wind, sometimes like a machine that shouldn’t be running, but is. And yet, when I bring it up, people say, “Oh, I don’t notice it.” But it’s there. It’s always there. Background hum of the world inside. I think maybe that’s when I started getting obsessed—with ears, with throats, with noses. With the stuff people don’t usually think about unless something goes wrong.

You live your whole life inside a body you never learned to read. This book isn’t about characters. There are no doctors or patients here. No plots. Just passageways. Spaces. Tunnels. Bones thinner than paper. Glands, folds, valves, vibration. The architecture of being alive.

It might sound weird, but to me, the ear is kind of like a diary. The throat is an engine. The nose is a gatekeeper, quietly decoding the outside world. Each part works alone, but together, they build something. They build experience.

This isn’t a textbook. It’s a map I made, tracing the secret pathways from the world outside to the world inside. Some pages are simple—about sneezes and swallowing. Others get weird—pressure systems in your head, the little muscles that change how you hear your own voice, the way one broken nerve can ruin a whole life. But they’re all connected.

I’m not a doctor. I’m just someone who listens too hard, breathes too carefully, and googles way too much. And once I started noticing these systems, I couldn’t unnotice them.

Maybe you’ll start hearing it too—the quietest room in the world. It’s in your head.

Welcome in.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Hole in the Head
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You don’t have to go very deep to find something profound.
Sometimes all it takes is a hole in the side of your head.
Ears. I don’t even know where to begin with ears. Maybe with the fact that we all have them, but almost nobody seems to respect them. The average person thinks their ear is just... there. Something that holds up glasses. A place for piercings. Occasionally, if you’re very unlucky or very foolish, a home for an AirPod that slips out and disappears forever into a drain.

But an ear isn’t an ornament. It’s a system. A machine. A myth.

It starts simple enough—an outer curve, called the pinna. (Which sounds like pasta, but no, it's cartilage.) The pinna is what people draw when they try to sketch a face and don’t know what ears actually look like. It's the part kids twist when they're trying to prove they’re listening. But the pinna does more than just sit there. It funnels. It filters. It tells you where a sound is coming from just based on the angle it hits the folds of your skin. Try making a sound behind your head. Now in front. Hear the difference? That’s the pinna, baby.

But this is just the entrance.

The external auditory canal—that's the tunnel. About 2.5 centimetres long, and shaped like an S. Not a straight path, which is probably nature’s way of saying, “Let’s make it harder for bugs to crawl in here.” (Spoiler alert: they still do.) And somewhere in that S-curve, between air and bone, is where the weirdness begins.

This is where people start getting... itchy.

Let’s talk about earwax. Technically called cerumen, which sounds elegant until you realize it’s made of shed skin cells, fatty secretions, and a bit of bacterial backwash. Delicious. It’s supposed to be there. It traps dirt. It moisturizes. It has antimicrobial properties. It’s basically your ear’s built-in self-cleaning oven.

But people don’t trust their own bodies. They bring in Q-tips. Bobby pins. Keys, sometimes. I watched a guy clean his ears with a car key in the back of chemistry class. I have never recovered. The more you poke, the more your ear panics and produces more wax. The cycle begins.

Q-tip Rule #1: Never put anything smaller than your elbow in your ear.
Which is anatomically impossible, and therefore, perfect.
But let’s move deeper.

Past the wax. Past the curve. Right up to the tympanic membrane—the eardrum. A thin, pearlescent disc stretched tighter than any drumskin you’ve ever seen. And behind it? The middle ear: a tiny, air-filled cavity that houses the three smallest bones in the human body. I call them the Bone Royalty.

	The malleus (hammer)

	The incus (anvil)

	The stapes (stirrup)


They’re not just small—they’re delicate. The stapes is about the size of a grain of rice. And it moves. It vibrates, passing sound from air to fluid. That transfer is everything. Without it, you might hear a muffled world, like trying to listen through a pillow soaked in fog.

But you’re not done yet. No way.

The inner ear is where things get properly cosmic. You’ve made it from the outside world to a chamber of fluid and nerve endings so precise, they can detect a vibration smaller than the width of a hydrogen atom.

Enter: the cochlea. It’s shaped like a snail shell, but it’s more like a music box. Inside, hair cells—tiny, sensitive structures—convert sound waves into electrical signals. Like translators decoding vibrations into meaning. There are thousands of them. And once they’re gone, they don’t come back. This is why rock concerts are not a joke. This is why earbuds should come with warnings.

These hair cells send signals down the auditory nerve, straight into the brain. And somewhere in that electric highway, you hear the world. Not the sound, but the meaning of sound. A laugh. A name. A doorbell. The click of a fan when everything else is silent.

Sometimes, I think the ear is the body’s most honest organ. You can close your eyes. You can stop breathing. But you can’t stop hearing. Even in sleep, the ears stay open, eavesdropping on the night. They were designed to be vigilant.

Even now, while you read this, your ears are catching things. The air conditioning. A far-off conversation. The faint hum of electricity running through your environment. You’re filtering them out, but they’re still there. Your brain just doesn’t let them through. It's a kind of mercy.

Let’s pause here for a moment and ask something no one ever asks:
What is sound, really?
It’s pressure. Just pressure. Ripples through molecules. Air vibrating against air, bumping into your eardrum like invisible waves tapping at a closed door.

It’s not the wave that matters. It’s the interpretation.

And interpretation lives in the layers.

Layers of skin. Layers of bone. Layers of understanding. You can study the anatomy all day and still not understand why one person’s voice can make you cry, or how one wrong frequency can trigger a panic attack. This is the part science doesn’t always explain. The emotional resonance of vibration.

When I first saw a diagram of the cochlea, I remember thinking: this can’t be real. Something so small, so curled up, so symmetrical—it looked designed. Like nature had gone to extra lengths to hide beauty inside the skull. And no one talks about it.

If you opened someone’s head and saw the cochlea glowing, you wouldn’t know what you were looking at. You’d think it was a fossil. Or jewellery. Or alien tech.

But it’s not.
It’s just how we hear each other.
There’s more, of course. There’s the Eustachian tube—a pressure valve that connects the middle ear to the back of the throat. It opens when you yawn or swallow, which is why your ears pop on airplanes. It’s also why ear infections are common in kids—their tubes are shorter and more horizontal, making them a perfect highway for bacteria.

But we’ll get to that. Infection, inflammation, imbalance—that’s all later.

This chapter? This is about awe.
The kind of awe that sneaks up on you when you realize you’ve been carrying an instrument in your head this whole time. A biological microphone. A living sonar. A sound trap.
And you didn’t even notice.
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Chapter 2: The Singer in Black
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There is a part of the body that moves when you sing, even though most people don’t know it exists. It does not ask for attention. It does not glow or clatter. It hangs in the dark like a question mark.

You cannot see it unless you go looking for it. You do not feel it unless something goes wrong. But every time you laugh, or cry, or call someone from the next room, it is there. Moving. Lifting. Catching. Adjusting.

It is called the uvula.

It sounds like a riddle, or a lullaby, or maybe a lost city. If someone whispered “uvula” in the middle of a dream, you’d believe it meant something magical. And maybe it does. Because even though it’s small—just a few centimetres long—it knows how to sing.

Not like a voice.
Not like a song.
But like a structure tuned for vibration, for shape, for making air become music.
People talk about lungs when they talk about singing. About vocal cords and breath and pitch. But very few talk about the soft ceiling of the mouth. And fewer still talk about what hangs at the end of it: one small, muscular drop of tissue that helps create the shape of sound.

It does not create the note.
It creates the world the note travels through.
The uvula is made of soft tissue, muscle fibres, glands, and a slippery layer that keeps it moist. It moves like a curtain in the wind. It rises when you swallow, sealing off the nose so your juice doesn’t go backward. It dances when you laugh. And when you sing—especially when you sing with real force—it lifts, to help open the space in your throat and nose, and lets the sound swell like a room being filled with light.

No one ever gives it credit. But it’s there, in the background of every song you’ve ever heard. The singer in the dark.

It doesn’t look like much. Doctors describe it in flat language. They call it a soft tissue projection. A midline elongation. A mucosal outgrowth. And yet, none of those words explain what it feels like when it moves. Or how essential it is to the sound of language. Or how the shape of a word is partly carved by that soft flicker, suspended at the edge of silence.

In many languages, the uvula is needed for certain sounds—deep, rolled r’s, soft back-of-the-throat hums, warm nasal tones. Remove it, and some of those sounds disappear. Not always entirely. But they thin out. They flatten. The echo changes.

That’s why some singers, especially in classical music, train their soft palate and uvula to respond like dancers—moving with air, arching and relaxing, giving shape to vowels like sculptors of tone.

And yet, there are surgeries where the uvula is removed. Not out of cruelty. Out of necessity. People with obstructive sleep apnoea—where the airway collapses during sleep—sometimes need their uvula removed to help them breathe freely again. It’s called a uvulopalatopharyngoplasty. The word itself feels like someone trying to sleep with a full mouth.

But even after it’s gone, something strange remains. People describe it: a missing echo. A faint difference in voice. Like a corner of a painting was gently erased.

There’s still no full agreement on what the uvula actually does. Scientists have theories. That it helps with speech. That it moisturizes the throat. That it blocks food and drink from entering the nose when we swallow. That it contains sensors. That it acts like a windshield wiper, spreading mucus to keep the throat wet and slippery and safe.

It does not seem essential, and yet it is only found in humans. Most animals have no uvula at all. Not dogs. Not cats. Not monkeys. Not even whales. We are, as far as anyone can tell, the only species with this little hanging pendulum of flesh in the throat.

Which makes the question louder: why?

Why would humans be given something so oddly specific? So silent and yet so crucial?

Maybe it is because we speak. Because we sing lullabies and shout across mountains and whisper bedtime stories and give speeches that shake the walls of history. Maybe the uvula evolved not just to keep things out of our nose, but to shape the vibrations of meaning.

It’s strange that something so tiny is wrapped in so much mystery. If it were a star, astronomers would fight over it. If it were a fossil, palaeontologists would name a museum after it. But because it is inside the human mouth—wet and red and wobbly—it gets ignored.

That’s the problem with body parts. If they aren’t beautiful, they get forgotten. If they aren’t visible, they get misunderstood. And if they don’t scream for attention, they are assumed to be silent.

But the uvula is not silent. It is a part of the instrument.
It is a part of the human echo.
There are children who grow up with long uvulas that make them gag. There are adults who snore because their uvulas slap the back of their throats like a soft drum. There are cultures with lullabies and letters that require the uvula to function properly. And there are ancient drawings of people singing—with their mouths open wide, showing the shape of the throat, and there it is: drawn like a dot, a shadow, a note left hanging.

When you close your eyes and hum, you might feel a tingling in the back of your head, or in the soft roof of your mouth. That’s not just imagination. That’s resonance. That’s space. That’s air becoming shape.

And in that shape:
a little singer,
in the dark.
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