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“She was sixteen. She had glossy leaves and bursting buds and she 
wanted to struggle with life but it seemed to elude her.”
            —!Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God

“HEY
C’MON

COME OUT

WHEREVER YOU ARE

WE NEED TO HAVE THIS MEETING
AT THIS TREE

AIN’ EVEN BEEN
PLANTED

YET”
—!June Jordan, Calling on All Silent Minorities

“If someone touches me, I am brought back to my bodily and 
terrestrial existence, with sometimes an additional aquatic 
perception, particularly if I am touched through words.” 
                        —!Luce Irigaray, Through Vegetal Being

“The world is not about to end; we are already living with a 
di"erent World.”
      —!Bayo Akomaolafe

 “Fire in Squirrels for the Trees in Sun on Earth”
—!Unanimous dreamers
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I was in a rush, crouched over, on my bike, cycling into town 
when it dawned on me that the shadows were o". As I refocused, 
I saw that all the trees and the understory of the trees along the 
route I traveled had been razed on one side of the roadway. All 
that remained was the stubble of dead growth—the trunks and 
crowns had been removed and a strong light shone on dry dirt and 
debris. The denudedness went on like this for miles. There was 
hardly any tra#c so I could glide along, looking at the fallout of 
the destruction, and wonder out loud what had happened and why 
it had happened and ponder as to how much of the floral growth 
along the thoroughfare had been sacrificed.

The sun felt ferocious, its radiant tentacles like sharp swords slash-
ing at my skin, but probably this was my own myopic personifica-
tion of that star; the sun didn’t have an opinion of my existence 
and it definitely wasn’t targeting its attacks on me. I continued 
mobilizing, parched by the glare of solar radiation and desert-like 
heat. What I didn’t notice were the white airborne follicles lunging 
in the wind—various seeds and cones of di"erent weights, shapes, 
and densities.

Seed 1: …
Seed 2: // .
Seed 3: /. /. /. /////.

And also,
Goose: (wings spreading, wings folding)

The whole of life as somehow constrained through only a few 
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channels, then refocusing and widening the apertures. The leaves 
have known such radical permeability all along. And all the world 
contained in a seed, all that knowledge, which is growth, which is 
atmosphere, which is breath, which is flight, which is the cosmos, 
which is the origin of the world.

As if waking up, I disembarked from my bike and stood beside it 
for a moment, my limbs shaking—I was covered in light, powdery 
dust-pollen; every hair on my forearms was flu"y with airy, downy 
material that clung to my body, clung to the electrical charge my 
body generated. Seeds of all sorts had become attached to me. Ini-
tially I shook myself in an e"ort to dislodge them. Then I haltingly 
stopped. The seeds refused to detach; the pollen also. My ratio-
nal mind demanded a reason. I promptly shut down that line of 
inquiry and realized “rationality” is a system of logic that is too 
restrictive. My interpretations were led to wander—to free up in 
the anomaly, to be for once fully immersed in the atmosphere: the 
total ecological surround that is also in and through me, what I 
consist of and what has generated me. 

The seeds were of many genuses: long tendrilled seeds, seeds short 
and thorny, seeds attached to silken threads. My body could feel 
their potentiality. I could feel my body respond as an incubator, a 
surrogate somehow making myself available as host and protector. 
Was I to travel with the seeds somewhere? Was the intention that 
I bury myself somewhere with the seeds still attached to me? The 
seeds hummed. The seeds emitted a frequency that I was able to 
hear—the hearing was a feeling that radiated throughout my body. 
I felt the presence of the seeds intensely on my person. 
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I felt the seeds worlding. Making space anew. I wanted reason but 
reason was already present, through the reaching of flowers, the 
plurality of being, and the breakdown of my unique “I”—at least 
the way in which one has been trained to believe in the structure 
of personhood; these seeds hold expansive knowledge of the world, 
having created the world already, and all of this is contained inside 
me, as it always had been.

What was the real fear I had? What was my body reacting to? What 
was my shaking a reaction to? Were these important questions to 
ask?

Seed 1: [insert movement diagram]

Seed 2: [insert movement diagram]

Seed 3: [insert movement diagram]

Had I been granted a divergent new role by the seeds? I felt like I 
had been elected to do something of which I wasn’t sure—such 
is the demeanor of sentient life, new interactions and demands 
appearing on an ongoing basis. Questions abounding. Relations 
creating divergent pathways for experience. Between me and 
the seeds, our mutual opportunism united in a flurry of feelings. 
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Intense emotion prickled my entire body—an alternative body 
ideal, a being-together in complexity. This assemblage of seed, 
pollen, and person produced a plural “I.” We were entangled in 
a rhythm. An arc of being. I wanted earnestly to be with them. 
They decided I should dedicate my life to their well-being. Said 
in another way: we as a plural matrix came to an unspoken deci-
sion to fruit together. The seeds buzzed and agitated my epider-
mal layer. We will circulate and spread, we will grow together. Fear 
dissipated and was replaced by elation. I rolled around in the dirt 
where the trees and underbrush had been growing and then had 
been felled. I rolled around to pick up more seeds, to make contact 
with the soil, the ground. Maybe more seeds would attach, would 
be attracted to this “I” that was becoming plural. Incompleteness 
begs coming together. A gathering has occurred. New possibilities 
make complacency obsolete. 

[Insert: image of seeds and bodies rolling]

We—the seeds and myself and the seeds and myself and the rest 
of the world—hurtle through the air. Because everything is in 
everything. I must find myself in the seeds, and the seeds within 
me. Because we are in the air and this climate together, we must 
be as compassionate as we are intertwined. I must encourage the 
seeds and pollen to penetrate my being, only, I trampled the seeds 
just moments ago because seeds contain our freedom. I too must 
contain the liberation of us all—because the seed is; I will be.
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[Insert: image of burning bushes]

It made total sense that the seeds saw my torso as a trunk. I now 
understand how I resembled a tree. I am a tree. Recently I have 
thought deeply of being rooted. I was actively looking for a place to 
anchor myself. No longer did I want to feel wayward and unsettled. 
My move to this new locale was mostly about finding a place to 
habituate. The town I entered had emptied out. Humans evidently 
found the town undesirable. Humans had vacated the region. As I 
cycled around, I found myself immersing myself. I found that the 
welcome committee was flora, fauna, and minerals. Covered with 
seeds and pollen, an ecosystem clung to my being. 

A squirrel scurrying up an old moss-covered wall. Another squir-
rel digging in the tall, dry grass. I extend my arms out like rigid 
branches. I ground myself, trying to project my energy downward 
like roots that descend into the center of the earth, energy shoot-
ing out from the base of my forehead to create a line of connection 
with the sky, my arms mixing with the air, an attempt at stability, 
an attempt at interchange and osmosis, and at the moment I find 
my breath, an even inhale and exhale, I feel a thonk on my right 
arm. A squirrel has landed on my arm-branch, has mistaken me 
for a tree, and has decided to trust my foundation in this landscape. 
I turn my head to meet the squirrel’s gaze, careful not to move 
my arm, to steady myself in the posture of a sessile being. Does 
he wonder why this tree has eyes? Or does he see the di"erence 
between trees and other-than-tree people at all?
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The squirrel began eating the seeds in my hair. I could hear him, 
his low murmur echoed through my cranium as I adjusted my con-
centration. My focus was his voice. His chewing was active as his 
thinking was simultaneous. Images entered my thought-stream 
that were his. His projections, his observations, they coursed 
through my consciousness. I was looking down from a towering 
redwood. 

I’m searching for seeds. The tree has not produced seeds. I, the 
squirrel, realize I must descend from the tree’s crown, find a dif-
ferent tree, and continue my search for seeds elsewhere. My sense 
of being up in a tree, at its highest boughs, where my weight as a 
human would have caused me to lose balance was casual, normal. 
I feel no fear around scaling a tree and wandering far out onto the 
thinning branches. 

The squirrel’s hunger is my hunger as an impulse to climb and for-
age. While being the squirrel, I am a tree. I am a duality triplicating 
and then multiplying further in fractals of persons and ambient 
conditions. I am a morphing simultaneity, curiously. The flicker-
ing di"erences awaken me to place and space and time and being. 
I regurgitate and relive life. 

I, as the squirrel, look back at the tree, who I still am also. But I am 
also the seeds in my hair, I am also my hair, I am also the space 
between entities, energies. My teeth grind together momentarily. I 
run over the dirt and stop briefly on my hind legs to scan the area 
around me. I am looking for seeds, for nuts. I remember a spot 
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where one may be buried. I remember a spot I may have staked out 
to bury a nut in the future. What has happened already or, what 
has yet to occur? I clasp my paws together and I smell something 
burning or it has burned already and I am smelling an aftermath 
of an occurrence.

I erode in the wind and grow a tail as my torso becomes a trunk. 
My relationship to the world is reverential and sticky. A glue that 
sticks me to others is also what makes me whole. As a tree, fire 
becomes threatening. As a squirrel, a forest fire may threaten my 
kin. As a human, I understand fire is more than the sum of its parts. 
Fire, chemical reactions: combustion, conflagration. Making of 
materiality, dust. When fire is introduced, seeds are prompted to 
grow. Heat activates cells. I jump on my bike with the squirrel in 
my hair with my body covered in seeds with my consciousness 
swelling in floral and faunal becoming. Sweating, I pedal toward 
the smoke.

I’m on the bike riding toward the plumes of burnt matter. I’m 
losing leaves, furling o" my branches due to the speed. I’m not 
used to movement in this manner. I’m grasping onto the human’s 
shoulder with my claws, the hair in clumps shielding my face from 
the wind. I feel the squirrel’s claws digging into my flesh but the 
pain is negligible. My bark is thick and solid and it has felt the feet 
of countless squirrels before. I am breathing. I am breathing. I, too, 
am breathing.

Breathing sucks the wind into the lungs, sucks oxygen into the 
ventricles. Breathing brings smoke, the human, myself, and the 
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tree together, as atmosphere: we draw in smoke and smoke acti-
vates us in catastrophe. Catastrophe is engendering us to what 
was pronounced previously, to what was summoned—interior 
subjectivity, inside as around. Thickness—thick directions. Thick, 
myriad forms. Countless. Squirrels. Our hunger. Our reimagining 
as if moving like neon blurs in a video installation. Our host, the 
rider, pulls us toward genre to showcase to the public our myriad 
attitudes, our complicated expressions as it all becomes fused into 
personhood or prose or skyline breathline or smoke. Who lit the 
forest, the town? What was the consortium of wind, of bark, of 
seeds, of smoke drawing out as fuel for an ecological meltdown? 
We move toward the atmospheric changes as atmospheric change. 
We feel the metal from the deep earth where our roots channel, to 
those depths—the depths of the skies should not be overlooked.

I inhale again, deeply, following the breath, intermingled with the 
smoke and ashes and dust, following it down into my belly, the 
ashes from the fire out there feeding the fire in my belly, and I am 
the breath too, I am the smoke, and the skin of my body, like the 
leaves of the trees as permeable and open, mediating the climate of 
the world. I am tired. I want to sleep. We are weary.

The squirrel indicates, then gesticulates to me that the Brute 
caused the fire. The squirrel adamantly repeats “Brute.” “The 
Brute.” The Brute caused the fire. Who is the Brute? I ask, as an 
act of mental telepathy rather than as an actual sentence that for-
mulates on my lips. I want to be brought into awareness of the 
Brute. Who? I ask, is the Brute and where are they now? The squirrel, 
without hesitation looks at me and says definitively, You— you are 


