Inside Pike: there is only a change of worlds
In the early part of the morning on April 11, 2008 – Mother’s Day, noted – David Hearn stopped, and abruptly looked up from his Market table, laden of course with dog and cat images.

Wha?  The murmuring of the Market – the murmuring that Market connoisseurs have noted for decades, the human murmuring perpetually present and even actively cultivated by the Market’s time-honored management…grew, and moved into his body, inexplicably palpable, a resonant swarm of bees.  He shuddered softly.

He felt his right arm twitch, and lift?, and with that the rest of his body followed, what, rose and began to move out the vendor door behind his assigned table.  And, oddly, within the likes of a moving sidewalk’s eerie mechanics, David watched: watched himself glide across the Market’s historic cobblestoned street.  Transported…by sound.

He could hear everything, as if his blood had become Earth’s pooled eardrum.  The minute shiftings of the Sanitary Market building, subtle as a twinkle of water – a perfect D note – onto a copper pipe in the Corner Market’s basement, or the winded flicker of a crow’s feather on an eastern iron railing…all of these were as real for him as the buzzing within.

And he was moving, still.  Where?  Now into Victor Steinbrueck Park.

He found himself climbing.  Up, up!, over the carved faces of the Indian spirits, to the top of the park’s totem.  60 feet, where he rested.  And exploded outward.

Within his body of sound he moved through the totem and down into the earth, across the street and into the movement of the Market, the living thing.  With a rarity of sense he perceived the movements of today’s steps, and yesterday’s steps too, yes and last year’s, and he understood the weights and lives of the people who’d made them, and understood their spirits in the sounds of their passing bloods.  He expanded still more, across time now, until the wheels of the first wagons to ever set up in the “very first” Market, the Market in 1907, rolled over him, and the excitement of the first farmers spoke to the Earth in a way that the Earth loved and retained forever.

A sound is forever.

And within those sounds David…stayed.  Expanseless, at peace, his physical body later climbing down and approaching the world with renewed vigor.  Vigor for change, and for the summer.

Thank you.

“There is no death, only a change of worlds.”  Chief Seattle
