
Instructions for Experiencing The Piece as a Transcript:

Movement Instructions will be in PINK.

Begin at the opening to Point Pleasant Park that is at Sailor’s Memorial Way. Stand anywhere
you like. Read the following as you stand:

A soft synth sound begins. It is the sound of a sunrise.

A calming soft voice begins to hum a sweet and simple tune. The tune is curious. It is hopeful. It
beckons.

A friendly voice:

Hey.
Thanks for meeting me.
We may not know each other that well
Or, maybe we do.
I don’t know exactly who you are.
Since I am not physically there with you.

Another hummed melody comes in. It’s the same melody but this time several voices are
humming it together, in a harmony that is so perfect it doesn’t sound completely human.

I brought us here to go for a wander.
A wander in search of
something.

This past summer went by in a blink.
Didn’t it?
It feels like things are going by faster and faster every day.
Does it feel like that for you?

Let’s set off hey?

Start moving along Sailo’s Memorial way. However fast or slow you’d like.

Begin to walk down Sailors Memorial Way. Stop somewhere before the waterfront to read the
next couple paragraphs.

You can stop wherever, or whenever you like. But, I would say to focus on moving, keep
moving.

I’ll stay with you. But I won’t tell you where to go. That’s up to you. Personally, I like to stick by
the water, make my way through that way.

Walk to the opening of Black Rock Beach. Go and sit by the water. You can sit wherever you
like, just somewhere along the beach. Read the next section. Take your time and alternate
between reading and looking out at the water.

I think it’s because



Being by the ocean
Makes me feel small in a good way.
I like the small feeling
Since
I’ve been thinking about a lot of “big” questions lately.

The sound of the humming comes back in, multiple voices, but now they sound far off, perhaps
even like they are singing from under the water.

Things that feel really dramatic.

The humming continues.

Things like:

Are you afraid of the end?

The humming continues

When I say the end, what do you think of?

The humming continues

Maybe it’s obvious

The humming continues, and finally, subsides.

But there are many different kinds of endings.

Think of a recent ending that’s happened in your life.
What came out of it?
Did something new begin in that ending?
What changed?
What stayed?

It’s easy to feel powerless
When you’re close to an ending
Like there will never be a beginning again.
It’s hard to imagine
beginnings after the kind of endings
We have seen
And will see.

But time will tell you something
In the creak of its passage
A different kind of language unfolds
One that we have to really listen for,
To understand.

That’s why I brought you here
To listen with me.



Stand up

If time could speak
What would it say?

Think about the previous question. As you keep thinking about it, walk along the water’s edge,
all the way to the corner of the park, the best place to see the open ocean in the city. Take a
seat somewhere.

An ancient voice, voluminous, cascading, dark but somehow warm. Full of knowing:

I was at the beginning
Even before the beginning
I was.
Waiting.
I am a question
Waiting for an answer.

I will have no end
But you will know many

Come with me
Into this moment
Notice me
Notice my soft
Seconds
On your skin

What do they feel like
coiling rapidly around you?
Becoming minutes
Hours
Days
Weeks
Months
Years

Does it make you afraid, how fast it goes?
Like I don’t give you enough?

What if I told you
The things you do create ripples
That circle out and out and out
Continuing well beyond
your lifetime?
Do you know where they end?
When they end?



What if I told you they never would?
What if I told you I will always keep them alive?

The past flows through me
Into the present

You are a conduit.
Between us there’s a back and forth.

The things I give you
From the past
The things you give me
For the future.

I can only take what you give me.
Even after you go
I will remain
I will be here still
With all the things you leave me.

Look around you,
Take a mental photograph
Of this landscape.
Do you know what was here a year ago? ten years ago? fifty? a hundred? a thousand? A
million? a billion?
And where were you then?

Maybe you were stardust
Leaves
Water
Maybe that’s why
You all have
Knowledge in your bodies
you cannot name
So you call it instinct.
Instinct
Intuition
De ja vu
The feeling that someone else is there
When you are all alone
A feeling you cannot name
But somehow it feels eternal
All of that
Is me.
I am always here with you.
Giving you the past
Waiting for the future.

The present is where we meet
Where we can just be.
Come into it.



Be here with me.
Look around you.
Take it all in.
What has happened here
In your lifetime?
What will it be like in the future?
What do you want it to be like?
What will you give to me, to try and make that possible?

There is an ending on its way.
There always will be.
Saying goodbye is hard.
But remember
Beginnings and endings
Don’t reside on a line
They live
On a circle
Constantly meeting itself.

Another world is coming.
It is our shared task
To dream it into existence.
Can you spend your life
Living
Like you know that?

Answering my question

What will you leave to me when you go?

Sit with this question as long as you need. Before you get up, go to the next page to say
goodbye.



A friendly voice:

So
It’s up to us which path we take
I mean…
Metaphorically
But also just out of the park.
If you keep going and follow the water, it's about 15-20 minutes to the top of the hill where point
pleasant drive meets tower road.
If you turn back it’s about 10-15 to get to the bottom of it.
Then where you go after that
Is up to you.

I’ll see you round.

Leave the park, in whatever way you like.


