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A1 z6u_G ,udai éd

It has not been easy putting together this i€sué¢he personal front, it has besm
emotionally draining past three months since we received the diagnosis that our beloved dog has
a form of bladder cancer that is inoperable. Ealga came into com iMelnuar017 and
since thershe has taught me what no human has been able to teach me, just by being who she is.
Those of you who haykad)the privilege dbondingwith an animal mighie able to understand
what | 6m r ef er r i ncgived this devastating sew®ctobegitncanve @s ar e
hugeblow. | was in the thick of erygar markingnd found it hard to concentraéend then it
wasoneliterary event after anothbty debut poetry bodRed Eartivas launched and soon after,
Making KinEcofeminist Essays from Sindapd®ok launches and various panels that | was
involved in soon led t® wave oeémotional fatigudt was bittersweet for me tddow could |
truycel ebrate on the back of Ealgads condition

| found myself wanting to focus my attention inwards ameha: caring for Ealga and
myself, which involved grounding practices, meditation and finding lkad@mgeforThe Tiger
Moth Revigaok a backseat and | even contemplated putting this issue drfdwid. myself
wondering what to write forthe Enlit 6 s Pr ef ac e, and even toyed
preface altogether (after all, how many peupteead the preface?). Before sitting down to write
this, | had to spend some time meditating to ground myself and find thionibidgssue.

What used to sustain and nourish me spiritually now seemed like a burden to bear. Instead,
| found myself desiring solitudad reclusiarWWhen you live with a loved one who has cancer,
you beginto seethings with a renewed perspectivh. &\reallgimportant starts to come into
focus and everything else becomes a blurry haze.

So, it has not been easy editing this issue. But, like everytHiagneliseling in me the
strength and courage and power to continue thehaonkinding in me #astrength and courage
and power tdocus on life against the backdrop of déatthile back, | was drawn tblemalayan
yak bone prayer mdlaead thathe yak is a power animal that you can call on in times of scarcity,
when your resources, energystrehgth have dwindled and you need additional support. | have
been calling on yak to support mebeing supported, Have beemble to persevere with the
work that is putting Issue 7 out into the warldpite of my grief

Issue 7 isncidentallyone of our more spiritual issudkature and earth arevered as
Spirit Sourcend sustenandé/e are guided by turdev e r 0 a n avithdim tModpraweh s 6
meditate over the rivaith Preeth GanapathyWe bear witness, we partake in ritWédscast
too-lateprotection charm¥Ve speak in ancienttongd®¥® 0 e nt e rin spite & ounfeat e r 6
of diving with sharks o0 st i | | [ our ] b o d Rafricia DawsMuffete Wel er t o
observe theudfering and strength afomen and the MekomgOre Huyingd \work, we conjure
and imagine and remember ghasts familiarsWe are the loons Aaron Magloired s p o0 e m,
fucking and paying our bills. And we are the wild pigatteadeathreborn in deathbecause
we too are spirit,ted wal k i nto the worl d/ again, again, a

Esther Vincent Xueming
The Tiger Moth Review


https://bluecactuspress.com/product/red-earth/
https://www.ethosbooks.com.sg/products/making-kin

Ameek
Tim Moder

What calls thpainted turtle calls me. | watch her

nose into the slow road, over hogbacks

on the Lake Ameek trail. | see her drag her lethargic shell
to soft sand where she buries three eggs.

Later that day two giant snapping turtles
with angry eyes approach me witlh@sitation,
stiff necks taut in a slow motion charge.
They are covered in dusty green tiles.

Two False Map Turtles follow ancient paths,

their backs a living globe, wet with scent and slime,
they take all day to move back and forth

across the unmaukevay.

I may find a hazelnut bush if the logging trucks
missed any, having grated both the sides

and the surface of this remote country road

in the course of their relentless trek across this land.



Boat Safari
Preeth Ganapathy

The longendless rodd
unpeopled, holds the weight of the sky
and the scent of the mountains.

Ponds emerge unexpectedly on the sides,
green and brown,
turn blue, tinged with the colour of dawn.

The temple glows
in the calm light of its reflection
on the backwats.

The clouds smoke up in the mist,
the music of crickets
ring through halformed dreams.

The gossip of ten ashy woodswallows
settles on the wingspan of silence.

The lake is sprinkled

with barren leafless trées

their tips housintamilies

of Indian cormorants

that spread out their black feathers
under a nevorn sun.

The conversations of a lonely hill mynah
echo through the islands,

the jungle,

the water,

the wind.

The ripples peter out

and calm settles on the waters
like mist thawing

in tune with the sloywaced music
of the crocodile bark tree.



Forest over limestone
Bryan Joel Mariano

Along the trails,
| found your sacred ground.
Beneath the calcite rocks there lies

algae on the surface of calm emerald waters,
forminglike a godrick map of a forest cover.
Contiguous yet continuously rearranged

by the movement of cold winds.

An hour of trek,
of treading through the rocky path
does not seem enough
to make sense of a billion years of your submergence.

Our encounter mimics the precarious sprouting
of plants in interstitial spaces.
Unexpected and weathered.
We do not mind the disturbances
for they amplify our desire for survival.



Urban natures
Bryan Joel Mariano

Plants will continue to thrive, but wiifl we let them. They resist and adapt because of
external forces, including those that are exerted by humans. City life attests to constant
renegotiations of ecological relationships. Depending on where and how wefloak at it
birdds or wanraradase oébrutalistvarclatacture or through a glass wall,
closer or farthéi there will always be a connection through the art of noticing, where we

will come to realize the multifarious ways that boundaries, rather than being discrete lines,
becone porous and transversal. In the time of the pandemic, we can learn from nature in
cities as they continue to thrive and reclaim themselves. We can reflect on the forces that
we humans exert to assert our ddesjlkees t o
dreams, are made of desires and fears, even if the thread of their discourse is secret, their
rules are absurd, their perspectiviees dece
collective desires and fears, both of humans and planteanifested in this series of
diptychs.Urban naturegends to capture a representation of different meshworks of
everyday life and the relentless desire of thriving in times of crisis.
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to escape and grow

sire
© Bryan Joel Mariano

De
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On remnants and boundaries
© Bryan Joel Mamo
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Cemented territorialities

© Bryan Jel Mariano
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Have you seen?
Christine Oberas Aurelio

Have you seen?

The vivacity in between

Clear blue sky so deep

And birds that peep

Glorious sun that starts the day
Flowers along the way

The rhythm of the sea so sweet
The cool wind to beat
Mountains have grace

Fresh air on your face

Stars twinkling in the quiet night
And moon that glows so bright
Trees all around

Rainfall on the ground

Animal life who all have their tribe
People should imbibe

Mother earth is so graceful
Godds cruywdndeduh i s tr
Life is so beautiful

Earth has its charm

Keep it safe and do not harm

Have you seen?

Cities hit by floods

Humans are crying in the form of blood
Forests hit by fire

Storms are getting higher

Let's stay away from trouble

Families scream atrdmble

Everyone should cooperate

Before it's too late

Let the children run and play in rich land
The future of the world is in our hands

14



Giants
lzzy Martens

| stand in my underwear in the forest and | inhale deeply, stretching my arms in the
morning sun. The air smells like pine sap and the 100 degree day ahead. Weeks ago, | stooc
in a forest similar to this one, a familiar scene behind me: our minivan parked with the
doors open to let in the breeze, the sheets of the bed we built pokireyinsohaifull

bag of coffee on the blue table, Kyle drawing in one of our camp chairs.

The difference between this forest and that one, is this forest still appears mostly whole.
Wedre surrounded by bushy gr egearslovtcomwses an
up their bark. This forest hasnodot yet ex|
can no longer see the signs.

~

n

A drought assumes that an abnormality is occurring. That there is something that should

be happeningthatiso | onger happening. We say itods
lower than average. But we also assume that next year, perhaps, we will get more rain than
usuall and the average wil/|l bal ance again

andis cousin ounusual 6.

We also assume that a drought will end. But when do we admit that what we are perceiving
as ounusual o6 is actually a new reality?

When do we admit that we are no longer in a drought, but a desert?

~

n

The forest from weeks ago was blackened. With scorched earth and burnt orange pine
needles. The fire left trees standing, but standing as dark black ghosts, ashy reminders of
what they once were. That forest was still hospitable. Still possilvie tlorduigh, still

possible to sleep in for a night. Different, haunting, but still there.

On this new morning, I wonder , sl eepily,
standing in burns. | wonder, as | feel the sun work up to a boilihgfgbm heat wave
we are experiencing were to be paired wi
make it out . I &m 45 minutes from the nea
service.
| yawn, and with half my mind | wonder if | couldeed, make it out at all.

f

On the surface, Giant Sequoias, the largest trees on earth, are fire resistant. Their sap
contains tannic acid, a chemical we now use in fire extinguishers. The Giant Sequoias shield
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themselves from fire and yet they ne@dpropagate. In the flames, heat forces seeds to
pop out of the waxy cones that have dropped to the earth.

Of the thousands of seeds that a Giant Sequoia releases, only one in a billion will survive
to become a sapling. The saplings that survive fprowthe ashes of a burned forest.

~

n

Kyl e and | run over something in the roaft
a few miles we hear our minivan groaning as it tries to chug up a mountain pass.

We pull off the highway and open tio®d of the car. We forgot to bring the metal pole

t hat props the hood open, so | stand and
fruitless effort, neither of us knows wh:
ONothing is smoking,o6 | say and give him

No smoke, no fire.
We drive on.
!

Wedre visiting my friend Casey in Hher Sa
paned window that frames the skyline of the Bay Bridge. We are standing, sipping a cocktail
made with purple gin and edible glittoking out at the city below and the water just
beyond.

oOLast

summer the sky was red for a full
sun didnot

come out at all . o6

Later in the evening, four of us sit at her small, glass kablesnsparkling water with
fresh lemon and cold white wine in our glasses. There are dirty plates in front of us and we
laugh as we brainstorm.

oWhat about Montana?déd | propose.
oOMontana?06 Casey says with a.skeptical tc¢

|ng hotter

ol f the temperatures are gett
o be |l say, dc

t o what Coloradods used t

Wedre talking about where to start our
society. Where we can raise our future families and share -theigtvesr reality of
adulthood. But really, wedre talking abo
safe from the &effect s-okng but the coaversati is hange
underlined by a dark fear.

16



ol dve heard the Great Lakes are supposed
later as wikathein a natural spring at the base of the Eastern Sierras. This statement comes
from a couple similar in age to us atidw van dwellers.

0The Great Lakes have water, 6 Kyle agree:

I n Oregon, a few weeks | ater, we chat wit

0The Pacific Northwest 'S supposed to be

picking & her ried tofu tacos. oCalifornia
il [ [ 0

f i
Nort hwest wi | become what Cal

| make a mental note to text my friends and propose Oregon as an option for our
compound.

~

g
In the forest, they namthe largest Sequoias after what sounds to me like war heroes and
old white men: General Sherman, General Grant, and the third largésiheee
President.

The President, a tree that is 3,240 years old, has 2 billion leaves.

Less than a hundred yeags, the global population was 2 billion, today our population is
7.9 billion.

A

An articl eds headline reads: owith | ow
previously submerged relics.déd The artic
protruding from the deep blue surface of the lake. When Kyle and | drive by the lake, |
dondt see the iron statue, but I sde red

rings representing past memories and cooler days.

On t he | akthbasfamiyhback their speed Waat into the water. Their young
daughters are wearing shirts that procl ai
found myself questioning in adulthood. On the water, | watch them laugh with one another
and gazeuw at the volcanic mountain range. | can hear the hiss of cans opening and the
soft blare of country music. Later, in tt
out here. o

As the family packs up to go, the girls sunburned and tiredly lmdkingt hei r phon
watch the man crush his can and toss it into the bushes, before starting his engine with a
rev and driving away.

fi
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Much like the Giant Pandas, the Giant Sequoias seem stubbornly against helping their own
species. Giar8equoias will only live in a certain climate, between 4,000 and 8,000 feet in
el evation and only on the western side of

As the climate warms, scientists predict the Seiyueties growing area will continue to
shrink.

For now, the leading cause of death in Giant Sequoias is toppling. The leading cause of
death in elderly people is the same.

A
The mechanic gives Kyle and | a repair q
that.
oWedre anbantjoé6 bfsay to him, oWedre a fe
dondét have that kind of money to spend, [
The mechanic tells us the sound wedre hec:

0ltds not a s arfiect ye xi pslsauien s6. tohBeu tmeicthad o e s
He says this with a laugh.

Kyle and | resolve to fix the issue at the midpoint of our trip, once we get out of California,
where the work would be cheaper.

| scroll through news articles as weedtitnying not to spiral into worry with each new
headline. Meanwhile, the van chugs on. We drown out the noise from the exhaust with
loud music, but the smell is harder to avoid.

~

n

Giant Sequoias can still burn. In 2020, the Castle Fire burnedtB@8%eaduoia trees it
touched. |l tds estimated that thousands of

In our van, we drive by a Sequoia. The trunk is so big that it takes up the whole view of
my front window.

I feel my breath cleforeh. |1 dve never seen

n

That blackened forest comes to my mind during random moments on the road. What was
startling to me about it was not the destruction, but the life that still persisted.

18



| find myself imagining the stories | will tell one day, seated areutdnidr table, with
a family of my own. I8l l tell tiny faces
at pictures and marvel at just how blue and green and vibrant it all was.

On our family camping trips we go into the forest, with its bkek and orange pine

needles. The kids play among the scorched rocks and dig through ash, exclaiming with glee
when they find a pair of old sunglasses, the lenses melted and warped by the flames.

19



Two poemsby Kali Norris

The Broomway

The best that cdme said for the decade is we survived it:

mar bl e floors and metal pins, knife turn
The ground used to outlive us, and now

we live a thousand lifetimes in one.

The ocean will have us back.

Our ancestors walked the floodplainthefenglish channel.

I | ove anything thatds sinking,

and time moves too quickly now.

20



Delirium on the Gulf
Kali Norris

That world was a dream:

lake or doorway,

all green and orchid pink, maypole ribbon,
enthroned on an altar tain.

There were good things even in the grave,
always something to be grateful for,
always something sweet as mangoes waiting on the doorstep.
| think a quiet life would be better.

The loudest thing the thunder over the sea.
There are plants with no raotstems.

None of us were born here, but

some deities belong to the land.

To wake with the sun,

it must rise every day of the year.

21



Living roots
Claire Champommier

| felt where | have been before while visiting
my family in thasmall town that shaped my spine
like those manipulated trees

made into bridges. Do they wish for new beginnings?
| do, not for my faults, but so | could know
where to be and where not to be

when my bodyds clock decided it was ti me
my young parts. Could you believe | was here?
Do we say we know the bent trees dondot f

SO we can cross rivers? Could | accept | am a light?
Some days, | dondot want to hear it.
My leaves take it in either way.

| just want to feel it. | have been shaped
over a river, grown to love the movement
of rebirth like the freeway bridge by my home.

Rivers hold light differently. See it on its surface.
| ask if they dug its course too. Oh girl,
what keeps your chin up? Your branches?

Dear bent tree,know my roots too.
| am the same converted light even when | am transported,
even when the soil is a vibid

| reach past my fingertips and have hope

for a rainbow to remind me
how brilliantly we can bend light.

22



Kranji
Natalie Foo MeYi

duskfebruary 2021

after oKranji woodlands cleared by mis
2021

Beware the vast field,
its shield of command,
the clearing that flanks
a green path for ghosts.

dawn, october 2021

Kranji lives in an alternate dimension. Which is to say | look at the wall in my room
sometimes and see vines snaking against cracking paint, thin nodes climbing picture frames,
springing leaves. Once in my kitchen, | heard the squeak and scamper of siparrels in
cupboards but, when | opened them, they were gone. Twice, a small green snake from that
otheruniversed woodland found its way to my front porch. The first time it happened, |
thought nothing of it. The second time though, | knew. | wonder eachhapeens if

our continuum of | ife will i n-sliegkrosteagain a n d
and stumble, palm on bark. My mother used to talk about spirits wandering among us,
drifting in the overlap of realms, leaving traces we casrhelhgnd see. | think if | close

my ears, nose and eyes tightly enough, | may one day neither remember nor imagine it.
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Two poemsby Chrystal Ho

Spring Festival

The way spring arrives in a bed of snow: a first blade of grass. Where the rains fall year
round instead, we nudge the pussy willow into a premature blooming. Despite the
number of catkins | dve witnessed split, I
morning the first fault line appears on the shell around a catkin, to the hitkerthe s

bud breaks free. How each shell, unlike the matte brown skin of a shelled peanut, falls
cleanly away without disintegrating into powdery flecks, to form a perfect case that fits
snugly back onto the buds, cloche hats made to measure.

Of the fistful of catkins | 6ve deshell ed,
stray cat, its fur was coarser than a cat
your fingers down to the firm resistance of its body. The diliskvéNVarm skinlhat

gentle pinelours after the buds elongate into their bristlier selves, the branches will be
upended from the tall painted vase. Tossed into the bin before the pollen scatters and
interferes with the cleaning in just a matter &f tlayugh a stray grain of golden pollen

mi ght jJust cliing to the vasebs | ip

sticking out

the mouth of a rubbish chute:
green blade, hint of vein.

24



On mandarins
Chrystal Ho

1. Each year there seems to be a distinct explanation for wigntterins are
sour. The incessant rains, or the frost that cuts through the orchards after a
strangely warm winter.

2. Of my childhood: misshapen, stdld mandarin peels, folded over with the
waxen side out. My father, brushing the peel against myvsyetihoa light but
firm hand.

3. To pick a box of mandarins, turn the fruit out and inspect each one for the
dimples, pockmarked faces; no open wounds, minimal dark scars. When
purchasing a box of mandarins, my father unwraps the pink paper that encases
every fruit, before holding eacleaup to the dim fluorescent light. After
requesting to switch out a few, he repacks the rest in a gradient of ripening color.

4. The season of mandarins imported from Jeju Island: always succulent.

5. If the mandarins are dried out, they say it has sonetidogyith the lunar leap
year. How the lunar calendar, charting how the moon waxes and wanes, no longer
necessarily predicts when the mandarins should be harvested.

6. Those pruned mandarin trees that come up to just past the height of my knees,
flankingdoorways and lift lobbies, each one more orange than green, with that
red satin bow tied around each pot, ends neatly tucked; alternatively, curled,
then trimmed.

7. How does one induce a tree to grow so heavily laden with fruit that ripens in
sync?

8. Perh@s one might be tempted to say that in her daily push and pull with the
waves, the moon might have miscalculated the first day of spring, except for the
leeks and the chinese cabbage and the rabbitfish and how the spinach, adapted to
withstand théreezéhaw, then freeze @igainter, continues to be at its very
sweetest.

9. To my father | give thanks for my eyebrows. To the mandarins, their
unruliness and abundance.

25



10T he way |1 d6ve | earnt to groom my eyebroa

bred forprosperity, a pair of shears: cut, clip. In the absence of available
technology to dry out a mandarin and still preserve the freshness of its original
state, one might treat each fruit with some concoction of chemicals, before using

wires to attach themmto the branches.

11.The way to eat a box of fruit deliciously from the start to the end is to eat whatever |
most delicious first. |l f you pick one
will be picking the dadistous fruits until you finish.them all

12.As for the tree with the ripened fruit that no one eats? Amidst the
pristine leaves: a forgotten mandarin, still green.
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Two poemsby Brittany Nohra

Habitat Loss

| want to know
where the wild
poppies have gone.

Pepper scented
Cyclamen

and purple irises
with metallic petals

dark as the ruby

navel

glinting in Astarteos

Lebanese Violet
as | dreamt it

was a veil of petals
in the hair

of your pilgrims.
Istandiwhat 6s | eft
1. scrub

2. clefts of ruins
3. barest earth.
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Wild Lebanese Iris
Brittany Nohra

Tissue paper skin
and violet origami heads
coaxed open by sunset

their powdery veins
dust the purple night
of a field of skulls.

Their leavestretch
from a grave of grass
at the highest altitude

rooted between cedar and rock.

Blooming
in May
to remain barren

there are few bees
left to squeeze through
fading mouths.

28



Wildness, still alive
Vanessa Hewson

From hotel windows, we marvel,weurn

the world that we created. Metal, stacked to the sky;

the earth turned inside out

like roadkill,shiny, sleek and stiff. Cement, the glue of cities
holds lonely trees in place, creates-aigkyhome

for a peregrine falcon pair.

From acomputer screen, | watch them brooding
enveloped by sirens and screeching.

Untamed

the fledglings fly from their concrete ledge
confident in their wildness.

*kk

It was from the window of a plane that | saw

my cultivated mind; fragments of wildains clinging

to riverbanks, all other land stark, subdued, cleared and culled,
segment ed. My brainds soil sown
with monocultured seeds.

We tuck our children under stories of our success.
We send their minds to school to be enriched:

but the systens now deplete.

| stand before a row of students, their faces
turned up as if for sunshine. | begin the cultivation.

In the greying stiliness of a retreating day
| meet a kangaroo. Body mute

| fall into his eyes; deep pools of time.

He thumps his teand bounds away.
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Two poemsby Justin Groppus€ook

No Need for Artificial Light

We bear witness to this night

where all creation surrounding us

Is lucid, lit up in the slightest.

Meteors shower us; they leave their signatures in the
puddles that form

in our footprinté the space

we leave behind to reach

a clearing. Walk light, speak soft.

The rift of our Milky Way

lies like a spine fossilized

in the quarry overhead. We gather

tinder, kindling dead cholla.

Build a leadto in thepit. Get down on hands &
knees, spark it

with flint. Add splintered logs

& birth a well of flames

to burn our clothes, these rags.

Circle the flurry of ashes, rub it into our skin. The fire
sinks into a state

of smolder. We play the embers

with our fingertips & tease

a little glow: a sprinkle building steam. Rain clouds
unthread & weave

into volcanic peaks; darkness

IS simply when the eyes are shut.
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Terrestrial Meditation
Justin Groppus€ook

A raven leads me to the west, her black featidrs

to earth as grains of yellow & magenta gypsum

kick up in a whirlwind. My eyes water from theidsst

far from source yet so close to the other. Two legs
carry me to the peak, hopping from edge to edge, cliff
to cliff, followed through with forward momentum

& a little faith. Rock cuts my palms as my blood
coagulates with sand; lightning splits open the distance.
There is no refuge, no savior: onlysidif my keep. |

push up the steep to a clearing, a portal: a world
unfurling with rainstorms & surfacing light that fills

the ridges, the curvature of mesas. A landscape
sculpted by ancient tides, erosion, monsoon seasons, &
trickling white gypsum: ather that shaped epochs

& eras of this body, glimmering; shaped life through

the Paleozoic, Mesozoic, the primordial periods

of flowering plants. The pifion, juniper, & sagebrush
twist together before me like fingers in a ritual.
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<earth, land, skyand sea as palimpsest>
by Zarina Muhammad and Zachary Chan

"Whispering Secrets into Tredfie Poetics of Moving Earth, Terra as Palimpsest" are
starting points and the first iteratiorefrth, land, sky and sea as palimpsestter body

of work and londerm collaborative research project looking into environmental histories,
infrastructures overlaid on spirit paths, interspecies ecologies, extractive capitalist
urbanization, archival fragments, moving, shapeshifting walking paths thmaungbuiilt
landscapes alongside what lies below and above these trails and coordinates.

<earth, land, sky and sea as palimpsémtina Muhammad and Zachary Chan are
invitations and invocations to see with skin, hear with our feet, feel our waysiratab
interruptions and somatically attend to sound at points of transit, change and-threshold
crossing.

How are we listening to each other, to our surroundings, our environments, our bodies,
our breath, our organs, to creaturely companions, tafiggced rhythms of time and
disembodied sounds from virtual realms? How are we unlearningnegatieging our
relationship to time, to routines, to spatiality, presence and sentience in space? What
invocatory technologies of the present are lendingsé¢thees to these new planetary
guestions and shapeshifting worlds we are building, sensing and mapping?

Each cumulative form of this leteym project is an invitation to reframe hegemonic
cartographies, to conjure the ecologies of selves withinrthendeenseen, and make
memory maps from meandering through the homely and strange, the uninhabitable, the
chthonic, the otherworlds and mtiianhuman worlds that we share habits and habitats
with.

<earth, land, sky and sea as palimpsest2021
Single kbannel video, 17.37 minutes
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Additional Notes about the Work

For the first incarnation of this work, my collaborators and | were responding to the prompt of
how the pandemic had reframed the forest andspalties entanglements, if it didll& While

we can argue that computation systems have enabled forests and ecologies to be made legible in
new ways, we had unanswered questions on the unofficial uses and memories of green spaces
within an island city state like Singapore, and the natiipbgoad breadth of intelligences that

mark and shape these spaces.

Through this work, we were keen to engage more closely with worldmaking practices, practices
framed as traditional, accessing embodied memory as archive, paying attention to the sound of
ants, the sacred meanings of earth mounds, soil as a system @fbartomnelgrees as vessels

and nodes, terra as palimpsest and (exhumed) chthonic worlds. We also wish to acknowledge,
credit and give thanks to all Fmmman, creaturely companions and guardians of spirit paths who

are ceauthors of this work. Thisork has also examined ways to experience space/site in
polysensorial ways, across and beyond the 5
smell, taste, touch, and hearingd. Weyare ir
and culturally conceived and how this presents expanded divergent modes of relating to the vast
ecologies of selves that attempt to thrive and survive in any given space.

In addition, these questions have prompted cgomy research:

What is our preent day relationship to the land, the earth, solil, to creaturely forms in all of their
guises, to the seen and unseen, to habitats that we deem peculiar? What are the entry points from
which we can talk through and listen to the ways knowledge is prvdunsedtted, consumed,
perpetuated, handed down orally, documented, decontextualized, stolen?

How do we make sense of the ever expansive realms, worlds, layers of accumulated data,
information that is beyond human comprehension? How perceptiblécatizese energy flows,

both quantifiable and instinctively, intuitively, viscerally felt and sensed through our ecosystems,
machines, selves and spaces? How do we imagine these future worlds we would like to breathe
into and walk with? How can we contitiusustain and create practices of care for, remember,
echolocate, distanesense, give attention to and speak with the myriad forms, shapes, guises of
northuman worlds, the spirit loci, tutelary spirits, the creatures and trees that are older than our
bui l dings? When weodore wal king through compac:Ht
through, inhabit and share spaces with the whole body listening?

Excerpt from Script

Where was the first forest where you met your first rgigsatweelsraggiessa reticulated pythons, whip
shakes, black spitting cobras, iguanas, fire ants, millipedes, centipedes, phasmids, arachnids and ¢
When was your first memory of crossiegtedrttanesholds? Where might you hasedsraspther

other keepers of théftnestnes who perch on trees or sit on park benches, and disappear when you
What i s your first memory of a forest, a tre
no concreta® gou say the names, see, hear, smell, sense all the bodies and beings who have resid
moved through, been displaced, rehomed, rerouted, uprooted in this exact spot where you stand?
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