George Michael Brower

Desma 162a – “Sound Memory”

I’m sorry that this story sounds so made up. When I was maybe three or four years old, my mom fell over while she was carrying me out of a restaurant. My head hit the floor and I suffered a mild concussion. This was in a sleazy kind of restaurant slash diner named the “Ground Round” in Yonkers, New York. They had one of those “guess your weight” scales in that little glass room diners have for entrances. My mom says it was out in the middle of the floor and that’s why she tripped over it. 

I distinctly remember feeling my face against a tile floor, I remember all the sounds around me dropping out entirely and I remember a very violent, high-pitched hissing and buzzing in my head. My mom is going berserk in front of me. She’s a very loud woman from the Bronx. Let’s say that lesser events have called for some pretty extreme hysterics on her part. Her mouth is moving, but everything is just this kind of metallic screech.

I remember being in a doctor’s office. This noise blankets all the little memory vignettes I have for the event. There’s a doctor who’s pushing a little Tupperware-like jar against my chin, and I’m puking in the jar. I feel totally disoriented and nauseous. That’s as far as my memory will take me. I have a really awful memory so I’ve always been surprised at how old and lucid this one is. I’ve always noticed that very shrill noises do more than just send “shivers” down my spine—not to say that anyone really enjoys them. Nails on a chalkboard, squeaky hinges … 
they can make me feel kind of seasick and anxious. I swear they put a very subtle hint of vomit in my mouth. 

