 Humming Along
Kit Dwyer								20250205

I was lucky as a child to be taken along with my parents on many road trips. Sometimes we were moving to a new state and sometimes going to new places on vacations to see National Parks, the beaches of Florida, or visiting relatives. 
On these long car trips I sat in the long bench backseat of my dad’s tan Chevy Impala. Most of the time I had the whole backseat to myself, because my much-older sisters were not along. Mom and Dad sat in the front seats. To keep me occupied we played alphabet with the highway signs and neighboring traveler’s license plates, or guessed what each other was thinking about with Twenty Questions. After that, Dad would put on the radio. But if we traveled where there was no reception for a music station, Dad turned off the static, and the car was quiet. 
It was then that I made some music of my own.  I didn’t mean to be annoying, but I guess I was, because after a little while, Dad would ask me quietly to stop. 
You see, I loved to sit forward on my seat and place my chin on the top edge of Dad’s driver’s seat and lean my forehead on the back of his headrest. The buzzing of our car’s tires on the roadway transferred to my head. If I parted my upper and lower teeth slightly, the vibration had a soft mesmerizing tone. I used it as a background to little melodies which I hummed while feeling the vibrations under my chin. 
The bad part, my dad said, was that my tunes had no particular melody. I hummed random notes, up and down, for as long as he would let me. At the time, I was passing the time, and not really thinking that my parents would not like to hear my hums too. After an hour or so, aggravation spilled out my Dad like a volcano - “Kit, ….Stop humming!“  Then I knew it was time to sit back. I would try to nap or look out the window for a while, only to start up with the humming again a bit later. 
My sister Karen was long gone, married, so I never traveled with her. Mom and Dad told me sister Pat, never hummed. But I heard the story of when Pat learned to whistle. She could only whistle one note and she practiced her new skill while sitting on the pot.  “Little Johnny One-note”, they called her. This was funny to me, because when I learned to whistle, I was quite good at it. I could whistle along with any tune on the radio, or Christmas song, or commercial tune or TV show theme; anything like that. I prided myself on being a better whistler than my sister 
My poor parents withstood my droll humming habit until, eventually, my body grew taller and it was no longer comfortable to sit with my chin on the back of my Dad’s seat.
When I got to be a teenager, it was payback time. My mom would do the most annoying thing. She came into my room early on weekend mornings, open my curtains and letting the light shine in brightly, while loudly humming, trying to get me to wake up. She thought sleeping late was lazy. 
I wanted desperately to sleep-in like my classmates. Under her incessant humming, it was impossible to do that, even if I pulled my pillow up over my head. “Arg - Mom, please stop!” I begged. I finally understood how my own humming as a young child practically drove my parents to madness. 


