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Westwood, loading dock

This loading dock has a roof and its carved deep into the side of a building. Every sound is soaked in this kind of cavernous reverberation that slurs all its noises together. The overwhelming sound of the dock is that of ventilation. Air pours in through the holes in the walls, scraping against the slits of a metal grate. Its accompanied by a very warm, totally anonymous mechanical hum, that again, seems only to be augmented by the muffled whir of passing cars. The light fixtures in the dock give out a very stale, buzzing/crackling, which for some reason reminds me of the elderly. Sound leaks from an assortment of pipes that seem as if they were whispering. I could not identify the source of an extremely musical creaking noise, which sounded much like a rusty swing-set. It operated in a very distinct four note melody, appearing and disappearing sporadically.

Hitch Suites, Parking Lot 11

The sound of wind is one of those noises that’s almost impossible to describe without likening it to another. It’s like an audible nothingness—a sort of silence you can hear. I can sense cars in the distance that seem to amplify this nothing-noise as they approach. Their sound recedes in the wind’s blur as they move away. The noise is almost identical. It’s a very picturesque Californian afternoon and everyone seems to be wearing flip flops. Their feet work in a sort of alternating clomp-scrape pattern. I’m sitting on a concrete bench that lets out a pathetic squeal when I shift my weight, almost as if it were sighing. I think the bench makes the birds chirp. There are some staccato whistle-chirps from smaller birds. Every once in a while a crow will chime in with a throaty “caw.” Chirps come in neurotic, almost “conversational” little bursts.

Laundry Room

Nobody remembers to take the coins out of their pockets. From the dryers comes an assortment of irregularly paced clanks and metallic snaps. They sound like they’re groaning, constantly shifting their weight and rumbling to and fro. This little room is blanketed in a noise that sounds like a blow dryer on full-blast. I’m getting strange looks from the girl washing her hands under the faucet in the corner. She didn’t realize how strong the faucet was. It started with a very violent hissing smack which she met with a frightened squawk. Water can be heard pouring and gushing throughout the room, but not seen. The liquidy slurp of the laundry machines is filtered through the spinning mechanism of the basin which makes the quality of the sound change in a very cyclical manner. 

