
 

 

A Brief History On How Apple Notification Sounds Got Their Names. 

  

Circles. 

It's 12.13pm. Your meeting was scheduled for 12pm. You're in the car with a coffee stained T-shirt 

and you’re late. As much as you try to keep your eyes on the road, you can’t help but glance over at 

your phone in the passenger’s seat. The sound of the messages are constant and the frequency with 

which the phone screen lights up and then fades to black is like the eyes of a toddler trying to fight 

sleep. Opening. Closing. Opening. Closing. You’ve driven around the same roundabout 4 times. 

 

Keys. 

It’s 6.40pm. You take the keys out of the ignition and sit in your car. Lean back on the headrest, 

defeated. You’ve accumulated a few more stains on your shirt from the studio. If you’re going to 

create art, you may as well be it. You don’t want to cook dinner but the rumble you hear from your 

stomach protests. Oh shit. Your phone has been on silent ever since you entered the meeting. You 

check your notifications and much to your disappointment, no emails. Switching it back onto loud, 

you exit your car, empty the canvases from your boot and walk to your front door balancing 

everything in your arms. You drop your keys. And everything else with them. Your phone sounds a 

notification in your back pocket. Reading it your eyes grow wide and you can’t help but kick the 

door and let out a little scream. You’ve got the job.  

  

Popcorn. 

It’s 7pm. You’re cooking dinner, nay, nursing it to life. You can’t wipe the smile off your face. 

Sauce splatters everywhere, colouring the white tiled walls in the same pattern as your stained shirt. 

A notification sounds on your phone and you read the recipe you asked your friend to send you. An 

acoustic guitar can be heard from the TV because you apparently celebrate in Spanish now. Popcorn 

is ready on the table.  

 

Pulse. 

It’s 11.30pm. You’re out like a light on the couch in front of the TV, drool collecting at the side of 

your mouth. Crumbs of popcorn slowly tumble off your chest as it rises and falls with your breath. 

Your phone lights up with a notification, it makes the dark room glow and the sound falls into the 

empty space.  


