
The Myth of  

Ecca Echo 
The Ecosexual Pop Star



Raised as an only child in Jupiter, 
Florida, USA, Earth. Earth baby Ecca Echo 
is a strong swimmer with a deep lung 
capacity.  

Capacity aboard the cruise ship breached 
the legal limit as unlimited beef cutlets 
rode the conveyer of dinner plates. 
Plates full of schoolwork, Ecca and her 
mamma took a nautical vacation, 
celebrating their 13th and 53rd birthdays 
on the open seas. Seas surged as category 
4 Hurricane Frances hit. Hit by forceful 
winds during the emergency evacuation, 
the dingy holding Ecca and her 
siblingchild Newme capsized. Cap sized 
and plastic, Newme is a babydoll Ecca has 
had since she was 6 months old.



Old crewmen frantically bailed water 
from the tipped vessel as mean winds and 
rains pelted their heads. Head barely 
above water, Ecca tread diligently and 
sang aloud to keep herself pacific. 
Specific notes skipped across the 
Atlantic water’s surface; for such a 
young singer, Ecca had cultivated a 
mature mezzo soprano register. 
Registered only by a nearby dolphin, the 
timbre of her high notes attracted the 
smooth mammal. Mamma squinted through 
the storm to see the dolphin swim 
between her daughter’s legs and carry 
her away. A ways Northwest from the 
Bahamas, Ecca and Newme landed on a 
sparse island where they were stranded 
for their formative pubescent years. 



Earth as soft wet lover,  committed but non-monogamous



Years or days passed, time collapsed, Ecca 
spent her moments singing in circles, 
fondling palm fronds, and starting fires. 
Fires flickered within as her rapidly 
changing teenage body became synced with 
the gushing of the waves and the passion of 
the hot sand. Sandy shores kept Newme 
beached, leeching endocrine disrupters into 
the island. Island topology informed Ecca’s 
early conceptions of gender and sexuality. 
Sex was a spectrum of sensory pleasure, 
creation, and labor, a mutual and loving 
relationship with the island’s soft wet 
surfaces. Surfacing on the shore were piles 
of hard plastics, of which Ecca became a 
scavenger and collector.  

Collecting washed up Bic lighters, 
cigarette butts, Applebee gift cards, water 
bottles, pacifiers and polyester pjs became 
a practice. Practicing first by building 
Newme a shelter from bits of her polymer 
kin, these durable oddities soon became the 
backbone of a buoyant raft. Rafting toward 
the mainland, Ecca and Newme paddled the 
perimeter of their island home, surprised 
to distantly spot a group of people. 
People, indigenous to the land, had been 
living in finely tuned harmony with the 
winds for generations, yet Ecca naively 
assumed she had discovered that plot. 



Is she adrift or making  her way back to mother?



Plotting towards Florida, strong, warm 
currents pulled the salty duo to Palm 
Beach. Beached up on the private shore of 
the Estate of Donald J. Trump and seasick 
from the expedition, Ecca promptly vomited 
on the Mar-a-Lago pool deck. Deck hands 
ran to cover the mess in plush towels. 
Toweling off in the lavish air conditioned 
bathroom, Ecca felt less ill. “I’ll lower 
my arm into this plastic crevice and see 
what I find,” she mused with glee. Greeted 
by an assertive stream of heat, the Dyson 
Air Blade titillated her skin. Skimming 
her fingertips under the automated sink 
stream to cool down, Ecca curiously 
flirted with modern conveniences. 

Conveniently, Mamma was bird watching and 
spotted her Ecca washing ashore. The shore 
was to the East as she zipped her little 
hybrid vehicle down US-1 with little 
impact. Impacted by their temporary 
separation, mamma and daughter 
ecstatically reunited in the road, 
intertwined and wailing like two elephant 
trunks, Newme wedged in between their 
fervent embrace. Embracing their newfound 
togetherness, Ecca and Mamma vowed to 
never leave each other’s sides. 



Deciding that a change of location would 
aid in their healing, the trio promptly 
moved to Los Angeles, California to break 
into the biz! Busy performing at local 
outdoor venues, Ecca quickly developed a 
rare breathing disorder due to an influx 
of hot smog and “cool” secondhand smoke. 
Smoke was impossible to avoid, so Mamma 
checked her daughter into a windowless 
leisure compound in Koreatown called 
WiSpa. Spa saunas made of jade, clay, and 
salt detoxified her lungs and the non-
stop whirlpool jets eased her exhaustion. 
Exhaust met her nose and the breeze of a 
passing express bus tickled her leg hairs 
the second she emerged. 



Emerging as a healthy young woman, men 
became invested in laying claim on 
Ecca’s fame. Fame rang through the 
phone line when Lenny Kravitz called 
to collaborate. Collaborating with 
Angelinos often proved complicated, 
however she deeply enjoyed improvising 
with ecosystems who matched her level 
of endurance. Enduring unfortunate 
encounters with smarmy misogynistic 
agents led to years of gendered 
setbacks. Set back on the closet shelf 
was Ecca’s old genderfluid polymer 
pal; in a moment of clarity, Ecca 
hired Newme as her manager. Managing 
Ecca Echo tested Newme, their limited 
verbal skills posed professional 
challenges. Challengers attempted to 
oust Newme from the position, but 
their immortal plasticity ensured that 
they would be dedicated to Ecca’s 
success forever. Forever is hard to 
come by. By the time Ecca turned 21, 
she had been approached by many 
labels, but Ecca Echo strives to be a 
fiercely independent popular artist 
and remains self-represented. 



Representing herself online became the 
key to spreading her eco message widely. 
Wide open fields surrounded data centers 
churning water and energy to store mega 
mounds of meta information. Informing 
her audiences about oil dependance and 
plastic pervasiveness through her 
enthralling music videos only fed their 
internet addictions. Addictions to 
cigarettes, however, decreased as Ecca 
Echo rose to pop stardom, promoting 
radical self-love and awareness to toxic 
non-biodegradable litter. Literally 
having sex with plants was something 
falsely fabricated by the tabloids; Ecca 
Echo came out as “ecosexual,” defined as 
a wildly inclusive and queer form of 
sensuality with and commitment to 
nature. Nature was her mother, her 
lover, and her own being. Being born and 
raised by water it was only fitting that 
Ecca Echo move to Minneapolis, the land 
of lakes. Lakes became friends, but the 
Mississippi River became Ecca’s main 
squeeze. Main stream radio stations 
picked up her Mississippi disco love jam 
“Froth Forth” in which she admits to 
being “moved by the river” and asks 
others, “are you moved?”



           Demi Bod 

Moving to the midwest was a significant 
adjustment. Just as her first winter hit 
and her vitamin D levels plummeted, Ecca 
encountered an energy boost! Boots scuffed 
but bob shiny, this extremely low frequency 
human being turned up the heat on even the 
most frigid nights. Nightly the burgeoning 
collaborative duo would laugh and sing 
together and move their bodies. Body-like, 
mind-ful, and bass-heavy Demi Bod became 
Ecca’s other half. Half Ecca Echo’s voice, 
half Demi Bod’s beats, dynamic tracks (in 
friction with the off-set seasons) were 
born. Born in Wisconsin to conspiracy 
theorists, Demi and their parents moved to 
an off-grid trailer home in Clam Lake, WI 
in the early 90s to keep a close ear on 
mega Military transmission. Transmission 
cables spanning 2,500 square miles 
underground have turned the bedrock of this 
region into the world’s largest antenna. At 
ten years old Demi started playing the Bass 
Cello, inspired by the low frequencies 
emanating from beneath their home. Home, to 
Demi, was something that could be built on 
wheels. Unwieldy yet self-sustaining, Ecca 
and Demi currently live in a homemade 
trailer made of found scraps. Scrapping the 
cello for the bass guitar and later 
electronic beats, Demi continues to employ 
the power of bass tones to spread Ecca 
Echo’s message of Eco-love far and wide.


