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Aaditi Joshi, Abir Karmakar, Abul Hisham, Amitesh Shrivastava, Anant Joshi,
Anupam Roy, Asim Waqif, Atul Dodiya, B V Doshi, Bhuvanesh Gowda,
Dhruvi Acharya, G R Iranna, Gieve Patel, H G Arunkumar, Jitish Kallat,
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Parul Thacker, Prashant Pandey, Probir Gupta, Ravi Agarwal, Ravinder Reddy,
Reena Saini Kallat, Rekha Rodwittiya, Riyas Komu | Sunil Nampu, Sakshi Gupta,
Saubiya Chasmawala, Shakuntala Kulkarni, Shezad Dawood, Siji Krishnan,
Simryn Gill, Sosa Joseph, Subodh Gupta, T V Santosh, T Venkanna, Tanya Goel,
Vibha Galhotra, Vinu V V, Waswo X. Waswo | R Vijay, Yardena Kurulkar

A project by Birgid Uccia

"Those collecting our works
are very special to us,
because they travel with us
in a specially designed spacecraft
with the same creative spirit and
speed."
- P R Satheesh

"Artists are best equipped
to deal with solitude,
a sequestered life,
unscheduled time."
- Sohrab Mohebbi

‘Notes from the Studio’
On 24 March 2020, when the nationwide lockdown was announced in
India, we were all of a sudden faced with the challenge of waking up in
the morning having to reinvent our lives. Under these unprecedented
circumstances, I was wondering how artists ― even though used to fill
‘unscheduled time’ and lead a ‘sequestered life’ in their studios ― would
cope with this imposed confinement. It was no surprise to discover their
uncompromising will to create, irrespective of whether they were being
able to attend their studio, having to work from their kitchen table or
bedroom, or facing a difficulty in procuring material due to the disruptive
supply chain.
Simultaneously, there was the wish to continue to nourish the relationship
with those collectors who have been passionately supporting these
artists and acquiring their works. Visiting studios with them used to be
part of a recurring, delightful ritual, and I was pondering how these visits
could be continued under the changed circumstances of the lockdown.
This was when the idea for ‘Notes from the Studio’ was born.
Artists were asked to allow a glimpse into their current practice by
contributing with a note. There were no specifications made, except
for the immediacy and directness of expression that would somehow
convey the experimental ambience of the studio. Upon editing, one note

would be sent out daily to a designated number of collectors, allowing
them to enter the vast arena of unbridled, artistic imagination in this
time of enforced quietude. While some artists would dig deep into their
archives, notebooks, and diaries, or re-interpret earlier works in the
light of the current circumstances, others would simply experiment with
the material at hand, working on a long-postponed cookbook, writing
poems, or responding directly to the crisis.
Straddling a wide range of mediums, the notes offer a kaleidoscopic view
of a time marked by instability, disruption and the unfamiliar. I am very
grateful to the participating artists for their spontaneous willingness to
contribute, their encouragement, and engagement.
The daily contributions from 50 artists covering 56 days of the lockdown
met with an enthusiastic response from the collectors. It is to them that
the compilation ‘Notes from the Studio’, containing all 56 notes in an
alphabetical order, is dedicated.
Birgid Uccia

AADITI JOSHI
(born 1980, lives and works in Mumbai)

Based on the revisiting of sculptures and paintings left behind in the studio
when the lockdown began, the sketches emphasise particular areas of these
works in single black lines. While drawings often have a preparatory character,
the process here is reversed. The spontaneous strokes and their monochromatic
quality reveal the underpinned structures of the revisited works, lending the
breathing immediacy and distinctive looseness inherent in the drawing process.

Drawings, no title yet, March 2020 ongoing, ink and pen on paper

AADITI JOSHI
Drawings, no title yet, March 2020 ongoing, ink and pen on paper

ABIR KARMAKAR
(born 1977, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

Even though Abir Karmakar’s home doubles as his studio, the unavailability
of stretchers for his large-scale canvases during the lockdown necessitated a
change in his practice. In contrast to the large formats for which he is known,
he now works on small-scale paintings that witness the current health crisis by
looking back in history, when devastating epidemics ravaged the globe. Drawing
on news from local Gujarati channels, the artist offers a synthetic view of human
life abandoned to the inescapability of the situation.

Studio-shot, ‘History Paintings’, mid-March 2020, ongoing series, oil on canvas on plywood

ABUL HISHAM
(born 1987, lives and works in Thrissur, Kerala)

The figure of a young man carrying a black stone symbolising good luck is made
apparent through both words and expression. While a tragedy looms large on
the horizon, the work is also underpinned by an element of humour. The red
colour of the man’s undergarment is an indication of imminent danger, and the
black stone ― according to an age-old Indian custom ― wields the power of
warding off evil.

‘Man with the Fortune Stone’, 2019, acrylic on paper

AMITESH SHRIVASTAVA
(born 1975, lives and works in Mumbai)

Unlike most of the artists who are cut off from their studios during the ongoing
lockdown, Amitesh Shrivastava finds himself stranded in his studio. As his
residential building is sealed off to contain the spread of the coronavirus, he
indulges in the leisure to revisit his earlier works. Coming across a series of
drawings of a childhood scene in his natal village in Chhattisgarh, he discovers
a striking resemblance of this intimate memory to the current situation. Just like
the protagonist of his drawings, a librarian, we find ourselves helpless witnesses
of an aggressive invasion. While the protagonist imagines how he could be
rescued from his plight by a giant anteater, we are equally eager to be liberated
from our predicament.

‘Librarian’, 2016, series of 11 drawings, ink on paper

“As far as I can remember, the librarian was a restless soul who was well-versed
with every corner of the library. He would be busy managing, rearranging and
sorting out books, and correcting and silencing readers. It was more than
just a job for him ― a passion, rather, that got him involved. The meticulous
arrangement that he tried to maintain in the library, day in and day out, was, for
him, his biggest achievement as a librarian.
One day, his hegemony was challenged, forcing him to encounter an unpleasant
situation. He had yearned for the time he had slept in the comfort and warm
smell of the bookshelves. Now he noticed termites on a pile of books.
He immediately tried to exterminate the hungry colony, but they were already too
many to be defeated.
Little did he know that the termites were multiplying exponentially, wreaking
havoc in different parts of the library. He tried to use some disinfectant but to
no avail ― the spread of the termites was uncontrollable, and he felt helpless.
While sitting at his table in a state of desperation, he imagined a giant anteater
coming to his rescue, eating all the termites and saving his books from being
destroyed.”

AMITESH SHRIVASTAVA
‘Librarian’, 2016, series of 11 drawings, ink on paper

AMITESH SHRIVASTAVA
‘Librarian’, 2016, series of 11 drawings, ink on paper

AMITESH SHRIVASTAVA
‘Librarian’, 2016, acrylic on canvas

ANANT JOSHI
(born 1969, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

After making primary drawings in the notebook, Anant Joshi revises them on
the computer. ‘Failing Needles’ evokes how arbitrary time is during this period
of lockdown. Conditioned from an early age to cling to the notion of linear time,
we are now caught in a maze of hours, minutes, seconds that run into days ― it
seems that we are starring at an imploding black hole engulfing our certainties.
Representing the hands of a clock as well as the dial of a compass, the failing
needles move of their own volition. Freed from their usual function, they revel in
the pleasure of mischief.

‘Upright Needles in Sourdough’

From the series ‘Failing Needles’, 6 to 14 April, 2020 ongoing, screenshots from home

‘Upright Needle Cutting
Tenebrous Clutter’

‘Stand-Up Needle
to Keep Up the Roar’

‘Needle Nest on Unique Golden Teapoy’

‘Failing Needles Tumbling Down
the Staircase of Ivory Tower’
ANANT JOSHI
From the series ‘Failing Needles’, 6 to 14 April, 2020 ongoing, screenshots from home

‘Tête à Tête Moment Porcupine
and Pangalin’

ANUPAM ROY
(born 1985, currently lives in London, pursuing his second MA in Fine Art at De
Montfort University, Leicester, UK)

‘Precarious collage’ is a photographic medley in response to films made by
or about marginalised communities who are the most vulnerable during a
lockdown.
“I capture stills from these movies with my mobile phone camera. Through
editing and manipulating their original potentiality, I add different layers of
meaning. I see this as a creative act of mediation between struggle and
resistance, between being apart and yet together.”

‘We are not allowed to play with you any more’ from the series ‘Precarious Collage’,
April 2020 ongoing, digital collage

A Dystopian Pause
ASIM WAQIF
(born 1978, lives and works in New Delhi)

Shots from the temporarily closed studio in Tughlakabad, New Delhi, 6 to 12 April, 2020,
sculptures and photographic works in progress, mixed media

ATUL DODIYA
(born 1959, lives and works in Mumbai)

Being captivated by world cinema since his late teens, movie posters and
cinema stills are key sources and points of reference for Atul Dodiya's artistic
trajectory. Film as the projection of collective fantasies, anxieties and desires,
acts as an inexhaustible reservoir of vocabulary he can draw from.
“Just to say that during this lockdown I have been doing some small-scale
watercolour paintings and listening to Hindi film songs from the ‘40s to the ‘60s
― which is considered the Golden Era of Hindi Cinema. In the evenings I watch
European Cinema, again mostly from the same period ― the ‘40s, ‘50s
and ‘60s. Also a little bit of reading, mostly spiritual texts.”

Film still from ‘La Notte’, 1961 by Michelangelo Antonioni, starring Marcello Mastroianni and Jeanne Moreau

B V DOSHI
(born 1927, lives and works in Ahmedabad, Gujarat)

‘Togetherness’, March 2020, watercolour on paper with hand-written text

BHUVANESH GOWDA
(born 1976, lives and works in Mumbai)

These sculptures hold the idea of bringing out the ‘like-mindedness’ among
human beings. Comprising more than 12 sculptures, the series is growing.
Each piece ― while raw in its form ― is covered with engraved patterns,
circumscribing it horizontally at different levels. While individually distinct, the
sculptures are interrelated, with one or more patterns matching at equal heights.
“The basic idea of creating this series was to make each piece collected by
different collectors from across the world, drawing parallels between them
despite their unique personalities. I was inspired by the dynamism of the
gopurams* of the temples in South India, which were believed to receive positive
energy from the universe. As all of humanity is currently plagued by anxiety,
which I hope we will overcome soon, there is a need to nourish empathy among
us for the sake of our common good.”
*The entrance gateway to a Hindu temple, with the exterior walls being covered
with sculpture.

Studio-shots, ’Synchronicities’, 2019 ongoing, sculpture series, recycled wood, Plaster of Paris

BHUVANESH GOWDA
Studio-shots, ’Synchronicities’, 2019 ongoing, sculpture series, recycled wood, Plaster of Paris

DHRUVI ACHARYA
(born 1971, lives and works in Mumbai)

“On the day of the Junta Curfew*, I went to my studio ― which is another
apartment in my residential building ― and decided to paint about whatever
was on my mind. This, I guess, for the privileged among us, is the coronavirus
(versus hunger, poverty, illness or death for so many others). Since then I have
been painting daily as it helps me to not worry excessively about things I
have no control over. The paintings are about loneliness, the fear of touching
anyone or anything, about social distancing, and the fear of the disease itself.
We humans have been abusing all the other species on earth for far too long,
and I hope during this lockdown we will think of better ways of living.”
*The nationwide Junta Curfew was announced in India on 22 March, 2020, as
a preventive measure against the coronavirus.

From the series ‘Painting in the Time of Corona’, 2020, watercolour on paper

DHRUVI ACHARYA
From the series ‘Painting in the Time of Corona’, 2020, watercolour on paper

DHRUVI ACHARYA
From the series ‘Painting in the Time of Corona’, 2020, watercolour on paper

G R IRANNA
(born 1970, lives and works in New Delhi)

This painting, currently in progress, features a piano player in solitude. While
the chandelier hanging from an invisible ceiling is evocative of a concert hall
brimming with people, the piano player faces a silent forest. A symbol of
fertility and evolution, the many worlds-within-worlds of a forest easily mutate
into new forms of life. Other than dark, deep and impenetrable, the arboreal
community here is distinguished by filtered sunlight and the subtle colours and
elusive shades of its foliage. Exuding an all-pervading stillness, the forest is not
only inspirational to the piano player, but simultaneously represents a devoted
audience that echoes the sounds of his play.

Studio-shot, painting in progress, no title yet, April 2020, acrylic on canvas

GIEVE PATEL
(born 1940, lives and works in Mumbai)

This painting belongs to a series of ongoing ‘well paintings’ that dates
back to the 1990s. Completed during the course of the current lockdown, it
describes the universal experience of isolation with empathetic sensitivity. The
action of looking into the well invites us to undertake a journey into the vastness
of the skyscape, reflected in a range of subtle colors and abstract shapes. While
eliminating the encounter of one’s own face that would mirror from the surface
of the water, the boundaries of material existence are transcended.

‘Looking into a Well: Variegated Skies’, 2020, acrylic on canvas

H G ARUNKUMAR
(born 1968, lives and works in New Delhi)

Dear Birgid,
Thank you for the lovely mail in one of the most challenging times of our lifetime.
I hope we overcome this and correct the course of our lifestyle. This time and its
effects only suggest that we had been too far greedier than any other being on
this earth.
It is indeed a brilliant thought to keep us connected in this way. Here I have
a piece of memory, of meeting beautiful minds at my studio early last year. I
cherished the time I spent with the Duncans, and I had never met someone
like them, so passionate about art and life. My warm greetings to them! At the
moment, my studio is out of action but I am very much active ― reflecting upon
the times and thinking about a positive tomorrow.
Thank you for this great gesture.
With warm wishes,
Arunkumar

21 April, 2020

Karen and Robert Duncan at the studio, New Delhi, February 2019

JITISH KALLAT
(born 1974, lives and works in Mumbai)

“This particular drawing is a coming together of several image-notations and
materials –watercolour along with pencil, plaster, paper and pastels began to
forge new relationships while I was drawing. This is by no means a complete
work. In fact, I may never aim to complete it. At best, I may revisit and re-arrange it.”

Drawing in progress, no title yet, 18 April, 2020, mixed media

“The opportunity
to understand people through my lens
is how I define ‘photography’.”
- K R Sunil

K R SUNIL
(born 1975, lives and works in Kodungallur, Kerala)

This moving portrait is of a girl living on the margins of society. Her lifetime is
crystallised in a juxtaposition of image and text, based on close observation and
the ‘secret of deep human sympathy’ so indicative of K R Sunil’s photographic
journey.
“Kolkata has always reminded me of old black-and-white movies. With its bare
and faded structures, rickshaws pulled by hand, the streets that served tea in
terracotta cups, the trams that rattled along its path...
Kalighat was where our pursuit for photographs ended. The place was
uncharacteristic from the other temples around, lacking the usual calm one
would expect at a place of worship. There were workers removing the carcass
of an animal sacrificed to appease Goddess Kali ― reminiscent of the bygone
tradition of laying human lives instead. There were devotees from all over,
rushing through the compound.
Beyond the line of old, rusty buildings, the slim river Adi Ganga glided forward,
burdened by the city’s garbage. And just ahead was the alternate façade of
Kolkata ― the Red-light Street.
By the river, outside a typically ordinary house, sat a girl. She instantly reminded
me of the faces seen in Bengali movies. As I readied my camera with an inherent
apprehension, her face had the composure of having faced countless cameras...
If I drew a line from the temple to the Red-light Street, she was right at the
centre of it.”

‘Untitled’, 2008, black-and-white photograph on Canson Photo Rag archival paper, text

“[India] is a myth and an idea, a dream and a vision, and yet very real and
present and pervasive. There are terrifying glimpses of dark corridors which
seem to lead back to primeval night, but also there is the fullness and warmth
of the day about her.”1
1 Jawaharlal Nehru, ‘The Discovery of India’, Penguin Books India, Haryana, 2010, p. 627.

K R SUNIL ‘Untitled’, 2012, pigment print on Hahnemühle Photo Rag archival paper

Visiting one of the last remaining Vedic schools in the world in Thrissur (Kerala),
K R Sunil was astounded by the shade-filled class rooms, where children
between the ages of 7-12 years study the ancient scriptures. In the absence
of notebooks and blackboards, the students learn to recite the Rigveda*,
consisting of more than a thousand poems, through oral transmission. This is
in accordance with the bygone tradition of relying on oral means for passing on
texts to posterity. The photograph exudes an atmosphere of togetherness and
calm, of a dignified sense of simplicity and devotion, of enveloping stillness.
*The Rigveda is one the oldest of the sacred books of Hinduism.

K R SUNIL ‘Untitled’, 2016, black-and-white photograph on Canson Photo Rag archival paper

KARL ANTAO
(born 1966, lives and works in Ahmedabad, Gujarat)

‘A tourist visited a Sufi. He was astonished to see that the Sufi’s home was
merely a simple room. The only pieces of furniture were a mat and a kerosene
lamp.
Tourist: “Sufi, where’s your furniture?”
Sufi: “Where’s yours?”
Tourist: “Mine? But I am only a visitor here.”
Sufi: “So am I.”
For the past year-and-a-half, my concerns have largely been the
commodification of nature and the disrespect towards that which isn’t financially
profitable or otherwise. Currently the world is under lockdown on account of
a phenomenon that is unseen to the human eye, dictating and freezing every
human activity, only to cleanse the earth and perhaps the human mind too.
This has made me listen to my own breath in silence, to the sound of the beats
pushing the flow within me, making me respect this magic called life. After all,
we are only visitors on earth.’

‘Me – Raaj’, 2019, chair sculpture in collaboration with Gurjit Matharoo, fibre optics and glass beads

KAUSHIK SAHA
(born 1989, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

As an artist whose living space has always doubled as the studio, this period
of quarantine seems quite familiar to Kaushik Saha. He is currently exploring
new methods of painting, using materials such as discarded cycle tubes, iron
nails and old tin sheets once used for hoardings. He experiments with inlaying
of enamel paint and copper sheets into the surface to which a final layer of nails
will be added. Preliminary drawings and sketches decide upon the composition.

Studio-shots from ‘A day in my studio’, 9 April, 2020, drawing book, painting in progress, various materials

L N TALLUR
(born 1971, lives and works in Tallur, Karnataka and Daegu, South Korea)

L N Tallur has developed a contraption that can effectively manage anger, the
‘Anger Therapy Machine (ATM)’. Anger is a universal human emotion and a
natural response to a wide range of triggers such as frustration and stress. Its
expression is a healthy manifestation as long as it does not escalate and take
a destructive turn. Conversely, the denial and suppression of angry emotions
inevitably have harmful consequences.
Anger can be fuelled by uncertainty, instability and loss — prevailing facets of
the current lockdown. L N Tallur invites people to sit under his punkah* and
take a pause. The activity of manually operating the large fan at a meditative
rhythm evokes a calm that mellows anger and cultivates inner peace.
*Used in India, the punkah is a large fan that consists of a frame covered with
cloth. It is suspended from the ceiling and operated by ropes.
‘Anger Therapy Machine (ATM)’, 2012, wood, bronze, textile, sculptural installation,
Dr. Bhau Daji Lad Museum, Mumbai, 2017

L N TALLUR
‘Anger Therapy Machine (ATM)’, 2012, wood, bronze, textile, sculptural installation,
Dr. Bhau Daji Lad Museum, Mumbai, 2017

MANISH NAI
(born 1980, lives and works in Mumbai)

“The beginning of the lockdown period was frustrating. Then I picked up my
son Deep’s watercolours and paper and began to draw his eyes, as well as my
wife Aaditi’s and my mother’s beautiful eyes. Throughout my art-school days, I
would obsessively focus on facial studies. The ongoing, forced downtime, away
from the studio, made me return to it. I have changed workplaces several times
in the course of my career. Each time I felt I had established a permanent space,
my work developed in a way that forced a change in location. Today, I know that
I carry the studio within myself, as the artistic quest knows no spatial limits.”

Drawings, no title yet, March-April 2020, watercolour on paper

MANISH NAI
Drawings, no title yet, March-April 2020, watercolour on paper

MITHU SEN
(born 1971, lives and works in New Delhi)

‘Unlockdown’ is a strikingly intuitive collage of video and performative works by
Mithu Sen. A tapestry of loose conversations on social media along with digital
graphics and computational interactivity, it takes us to the shifting, lapsing and
looping of the virtual world, while the real world seems to fall apart. Composed
in Sen’s signature style ― partly sourced through data generated online ―
‘Unlockdown’ is informed by the quest for self-identity and the role the artist
assumes in society. It is made at a time when she finds herself overwhelmed
with the public’s relentless demand to create works that speak about or
‘illuminate’ the current crisis. No wonder that in the frenzy of these almost
implicit obligations to create or comment, crammed with specifications of
deadlines and formats, an angel pops up on the screen whose name is DENIAL.
Refusing to surrender to the diktat of consumerism and market demands,
‘Unlockdown’ ironically points to the future of the artist with a manifesto-like
declaration: ‘POST-PAST CORONA MY ART WILL BE ONLY MY HOBBY.’

‘Unlockdown’, April 2020 ongoing, video, work in progress

to view the video please double click on the arrow

NALINI MALANI
(born 1946 in Karachi, Pre-Partition India, lives and works in Mumbai)

Teaching herself the medium of iPad animation in 2015, Nalini Malani has been
making ‘moving drawings’, including sound, ever since. It is through them
that the daily inner urge to examine the absurd, the abject, and the comic of
mundane circumstances is reflected. Removing the Apple Pencil, Nalini Malani
uses her index finger to draw, as there is a ‘sensitivity of fingertip on plate that
is so direct and has its own inner workings. This is totally different from using a
pencil. There is something more erotic, something very raw and direct about the
process of drawing, rubbing, scratching and erasing, to do with messing around
in one’s mind, which then comes out at the tip of one’s finger.’2

2 Nalini Malani, ‘Can You Hear Me?’, Goethe-Institut | Max Mueller Bhavan, Mumbai, 2019-20, p. 21.

to view the video please double click on the arrow

‘I am not bored as I am reading Proust’, 2020, iPad animation

"If a little dreaming is dangerous,
the cure for it is not to dream less, but to dream
more, to dream all the time."
- Marcel Proust

to view the video please double click on the arrow

NALINI MALANI
‘Reading Proust’, 2020, iPad animation

to view the video please double click on the arrow

NALINI MALANI
‘People Come and Go’, 2019, iPad animation

P R SATHEESH
(born 1970, lives and works in Munnar and Kochi, Kerala)

Separated from his family and far from his village in the peaceful Bison Valley
in Kerala, this painting was made at a time, when the artist lived in the crowded
city of Bengaluru. Now destroyed, the painting reveals a sense of suffocation, of
anonymously being caged in an undefined space which allows for no escape.
The artist seems to anticipate the gut-wrenching reality of the lockdown that
confronts those who live on the margins of society helplessly cramped in their
confinement zones.

Untitled, 2006-07, acrylic on canvas

1. Bhopal Gas Tragedy, Madhya Pradesh, 1984
2. Hospital, Surat Plague, Gujarat, 1994
3. Railway Station, Surat, Gujarat, 1994

“Our unease
inspires our creativity”

PARAG SONARGHARE
(born 1987, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

Studio-shots, ‘Untitled’, paintings, 2015-2018, acrylic on canvas, recent quotes by the artist

“I am interested in
the abstract of the known”

PARAG SONARGHARE
Studio-shots, ‘Untitled’, paintings, 2015-2018, acrylic on canvas, recent quotes by the artist

PARUL THACKER
(born 1973, lives and works in Mumbai)

Representing the notion of our journey in time — sacred or profane — the
sculptures bear an intrinsic connection with the substance of life or prima
materia. Elemental materials such as gold, minerals and fire form a language
that explores both the physicality of matter as well as its symbolic essence.
While the sculptures evoke uncharted landscapes, alternating between
geometry and gravitational spaces, the hand-spun cotton threads represent
the coordinates of time.

From the series ‘Decimals of Time’, 2018, 24k gold leaf, gilded 24k gold brass tubes, camphor soot pigments,
minerals, brass, cotton thread, charcoal wooden ledge, fire

PRASHANT PANDEY
(born 1984, lives and works in Jaipur, Rajasthan)

“Someone’s loss is someone else’s gain.
We take so much from the earth, and we seldom think about giving back.
The work I have been doing for the past six months has unintended meaning in
these uncertain times. We are forced to go back to the basics, back to the roots.
We are learning to live with the bare essentials, forgoing excess, treading ever so
lightly, allowing the earth to regenerate and breathe.
My new sculptural installation takes the form of a leaf from which Tobacco is
processed into cigarettes. Though pleasurable for smokers and profitable for
manufacturers, smoking is inarguably harmful ― for the labourer, the consumer,
and the environment. I interlace used cigarette butts that litter our planet through
a delicate organic form ― the leaf grows, serves its purpose and falls back to
the earth, mimicking our own perennial circle of life.”

Studio-shots, sculptures in progress, no title yet, April 2020, used and discarded cigarette butts, cane

PROBIR GUPTA
(born 1960, lives and works in New Delhi)

‘teeth’: poem from the series
‘will dictators ever be extinct’, 2020

teeth
a hanging saw
with an army of teeth
a spring of blaring dental grinding
resonant unwashed
psychoacoustics
a notorious lamp in melancholic
theatrics
instantly sharp
assorted canine
was once a promised god
immense jagged
an evolving mountain
of speeches in carnivorous appetite
teeth owns army
teeth owns judiciary
teeth owns media
claustrophobia in
adjectives of teeth
our hands and feet are dirty
throttled behind this tale

‘Teeth, Stone Age Now’, 14 May, 2020, drawing and collage, ink on paper

RAVI AGARWAL
(born 1958, lives and works in New Delhi)

Forming and performing nature
As it forms and performs us.
Desecrate it –
It challenges us.
As it does now…
To rise higher, evolve further
No escape
From the dance of life.
The eternal question remains
Who are we? – if not nature.

‘Forest Walk’, 2012, variable grid of 12 ink digital prints on archival paper with text, poem
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G RAVINDER REDDY
(born 1956, lives and works in Visakhapatnam, Andhra Pradesh)

Studio-shots, head sculptures in progress, 2020, Polyester resin, fiberglass, unpainted

REENA SAINI KALLAT
(born 1973, lives and works in Mumbai)

In ‘Siamese Trees’, electrical wires have been woven into inverted trees that
conjoin to form human lungs. National trees of countries that share a conflicted
border unify symbolically. Disregarding man-made borders, they claim an
integrated natural habitat. The electrical cable ― a recurrent motif in Reena’s
work ― is used as a conduit for energy and ideas. As a symbol of contact,
it reflects the subterranean channels of communication that belong to trees,
sustaining one another through a web of roots.

’Siamese Trees’, 2018-19, electric wires, metal, circuit boards, fittings

REENA SAINI KALLAT
’Siamese Trees’, 2018-19, electric wires, metal, circuit boards, fittings

REKHA RODWITTIYA
(born 1958, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

“I grew up in the midnight hours of my own discoveries of life, where personal
experiences mingled with lessons from the outside world. Engulfed within the
stories of the universe, I have been like the proverbial rag picker who knows
how to find what she is looking for, amidst a tumultuous ever-changing world
that overflows with everything and nothing, simultaneously. In this strange new
environment where fear and the unknown rub shoulders menacingly, it is the
hours in my studio that still open up the world to me, and purpose and belief
continue to anchor my daily existence.”

‘Travelling tales: A postcard for a friend’, 12 April, 2020, digital postcard

RIYAS KOMU
(born 1971, lives and works in Mumbai)

Reworked image taken at the Perm Museum, Perm, Russia, September, 2018

Self-portrait as a Mask(rx)ist, 15 April, 2020, black-and-white photograph

RIYAS KOMU | SUNIL NAMPU
Riyas Komu (born 1971, lives and works in Mumbai) in collaboration with
Sunil Nampu (born 1972, lives and works in Pune, Maharashtra) @KOMPU channel, 2020
‘Untitled’, March-April, 2020, animation

to view the video please double click on the arrow

to view the video please double click on the arrow
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SAKSHI GUPTA
(born 1979, lives and works in Mumbai)

‘What should I say about your tendency to doubt your struggle or to harmonize
your inner and outer life? My wish is ever strong that you find enough patience
within you and enough simplicity to have faith. May you gain more and more
trust in what is challenging, and confidence in the solitude you bear. Let life
happen to you. Believe me: life is in the right in any case.’
Excerpt from ‘Letters to a Young Poet’ by Rainer Maria Rilke

Drawings, no title yet, 2020, watercolour on paper

SAKSHI GUPTA
Drawing, no title yet, 2020, watercolour on paper

SAUBIYA CHASMAWALA
(born 1990, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

‘Images from the family archive of my visits to various places of pilgrimage around
the world with my family between 1994 to 1999.’
Text opposite page: Excerpt from a poem by Mirza Ghalib written while he was in
jail in 1847, translated by Ralph Russell.

SHAKUNTALA KULKARNI
(born 1950, lives and works in Mumbai)

The protagonist of ‘Kitchen War’ is a woman in a dynamic warrior pose, wielding
a mighty sword that attacks vegetables like enemies. It is no other than the artist
herself, whose daily chores during the lockdown include cooking. Her armourlike attire is a reminder of the famous cane sculptures by Shakuntala Kulkarni
— armour that simultaneously protects and traps the female warrior when
wearing it. Referring to the plight of women who are still held back by patriarchal
constraints, there is an explosive energy pervading the kitchen — a space of
confinement and domesticity. The drawings, full of rebellious humour, are made
on ply board that serves as a personal journal to the artist. These drawings can
be easily erased or reworked, thus pointing to the impermanence of emotions
and human actions.

‘Kitchen War’, 8 to 9 April, 2020, charcoal drawings on ply board

SHEZAD DAWOOD
(born 1974, lives and works in London)

To all those of you whom I know, and equally to those of you I haven’t yet met.
Firstly I hope you and those close to you are safe and well in these difficult
times. I wanted to take the time to thank you for all the passionate support for
my work, and at Birgid’s kind request, I thought to show you a little window into
the studio. It’s actually very nice to have visitors ― even in this way ― at a time
like this.
When I am not teaching my kids at home, I have been working in isolation on a
number of things: the new colour field paintings based on the architectural work
of Tropical Modernist Muzharul Islam, where you can see me standing. For those
who don’t know, I usually work on the floor ― first stitching and then painting
into a lot of my compositions. I have also been returning to work in oil paints,
combined with my usual acrylics in the small book paintings. The paintings you
see on the walls of my studio (all based on some of my favourite Urdu-language
paperbacks of the 20th century) have all been completed since the lockdown
began!
I have also given you a sneak peek into my textile cupboard, where I store my
constantly evolving collection of textiles which either find their way into my
paintings or into my home.
Thank you for your ongoing support and enthusiasm; stay safe and well.
Shezad Dawood

SHEZAD DAWOOD
Studio-shots, April 2020, paintings from the series ‘Urdu Book Covers’, oil and acrylic on canvas
Opposite page: textile cupboard, paintings in progress

SIJI KRISHNAN
(born 1983, lives and works in Chottanikkar, Ernakulum, Kerala)

“I travel through my paintings on an unknown path, with the colours getting
paler and lighter. I call them ‘my mind colours’. The brushstrokes heal the
wounds that the edges of colours and contours have created.”

Studio-shots, paintings, no title yet, April 2020, watercolour on rice paper, oil on canvas

Day at a time
The keyboard on my computer had given up. I’d kept it going these last few
months with various external aids and extensions, but the final collapse had
come, and the timing was not good. I‘d called my computer-whisperer yesterday;
it was Sunday but these were difficult times, and everything was having to be
done outside of the usual order.
‘I’ll be in tomorrow at ten,’ he said. ‘Just bring it ‘round.’
‘Are you allowed to come in?’ I was anxious that he shouldn’t get caught
doing the wrong thing, but maybe more anxious that the machine wouldn’t get
fixed and then what would I do.
‘I’m an essential service,’ he said. I could hear the chuckle.
I drank my coffee the next morning, beating the pavement out the front of
the house. Around me, windows open to the still dazzling light of late summer,
telephone conversations thrumming the air in the new work-from-home
economy, competing with a gaggle of argumentative mynahs ― avian fish-wives,
you might call them ― and a lone industrious wattle-bird perched inside my red
grevillea and raspily calling her patch.
Normally I love my kitchen at that time of day.
Normally I would walk to H’s (the computer chap’s) hole-in-the-wall
repair-shop, next to the barber, and at the dead-end of the lane that runs
alongside the fresh juice and coffee bar which also specialises in garishly
colourful Vietnamese confectionary drinks.
‘Get some apples while you’re out,’ C says to me, and an afterthought,
‘maybe a couple of bananas’. The fruit bowl has never felt so empty.

SIMRYN GILL
(born 1959, lives and works between Port Dickson,
Malaysia and Sydney, Australia)

‘Day at a time’, essay, April 2020

So I drive to the shops, mask in my pocket. All the stools in the Vietnamese café
have been placed legs-in-the-air on the tables, a sign at the counter saying
‘takeaway only’.
H’s door is shut. I call him. ‘When will you get here?’ I insist.
‘I’m at my supplier’s warehouse. It’s hard to get any parts at the moment,’
he says. ‘Come in an hour.’
‘But I’m here already,’ I complain, and I hear that chuckle.
In the small supermarket across the road from the café, I collect my bits
and pieces, all the time avoiding people avoiding me. There’s not too many of us.
After the supermarket I drive to the Greek deli up the road to get a loaf of good
bread. Fruit safely in bowl, bread in bin, I celebrate with another coffee, this time
at the kitchen table. A little bit later I set off again, on foot, with my computer
bundled in my backpack.
‘Come in, come in,’ H says as I hesitate at his threshold. ‘Don’t be scared. I
read about a 103-year-old woman who has fully recovered.’ Chuckle.
His father named him for that highest mountain range to make him aim
high, he once told me. Perhaps this was a straightforward appeal to sympathetic
magic, or was his father nudging him toward the forces that must surely

accompany discomfort. Before we get down to the business of my ailing
keyboard, we talk (rant, you might call it) for a few minutes about the hasty
lockdown in India a few days ago.
‘Can you imagine,’ he was yelling by then, ‘they gave people only four,
five, hours’ notice. People who have come to work in the big cities are going to
be starving very soon. Some of them are even trying to walk all the way to their
villages. And what about the poor people who live in the bastis?’ He looked at
me. ‘And don’t even think of sending any money over there, Simryn,’ he said. ‘The
only way you can safely give something to someone in India is to put it directly
in their hands.’ He jabbed at his left palm with the gathered fingers of his right
hand.
‘Anyway,’ he looks at me again. ‘Do you think you can wait till Wednesday?
I have a shipment of parts from China that’s stuck in Singapore.’
I knew all about this. I’d sent a package to Phnom Penh about a week
ago, foolishly late in the scheme of things, which was also sitting in a depot in
Singapore. Waiting for a flight to Cambodia, or anywhere in the vicinity: Thailand,
Vietnam.
‘Why Wednesday?’ I asked him.
‘By then I can let you know how long it will take.’
I walked back through suburban streets so that I could keep away from the main
drag which was still surprisingly buzzy and arrived home with a bouquet of
pilfered blossoms. I’d been spotted as I tugged at an overhanging hibiscus flower
by a man sitting on a neighbouring verandah, but his body (I couldn’t see his
eyes) didn’t seem to express an opinion either-way, so I’d kept going with my
only-very-faintly reckless enterprise. This wasn’t idle plucking, I told myself.
There were two packages waiting for me in the hallway when I got home.
A large flat Kodak box from S, my long-time photographic printer, and a larger
carton of paper I’d panic-ordered from a supplier a few days before. The paper
was for my present obsession ― an old Ricoh black-and-white photocopier I’d
acquired not very long ago on Gumtree for a mere fifty dollars. [ref: between the
cracks…]. If asked I would have said I bought it because I wanted to check my
claim to my young friend and collaborator, T, that these machines were the best,
but I reckon the purchase was mostly about a memory ― of that aimless pleasure
of feeding coins into slots in libraries: enlarging, contracting, erasing, combining,
a piece of that, a fragment of this; early adventures in liberating pages from
books. There is no coin slot this time ― I am the adult and I own the machine and
I can’t say if this condition of being in charge makes me more free or less free in
the order of things.

The phone was vibrating demandingly in my pocket. It was S.
‘Did you get the prints?’ she wants to know. ‘Have you had a look?”
‘Um, I’ve been a bit busy,” I find myself saying. ‘I’ve been working on
something. I’ll open the box later.’
‘I was just tidying up and found some negatives from the last job. They’re
in the box, can you file them?’ We’ve had a few altercations about lost negatives
over the years. Mostly they’ve been resolved, but some mysteries remain.
‘Yes. Yes, I will, when I get to them.’ I promise her. I’m impatient to get
back to the glass surface of my Ricoh, and my contraband posy.
‘There’s something else.’ She hesitates. ‘P’s shutting down his Lambda
machine. He’ll keep it going for two more weeks. Um, so I’m going to move to
light-jet jobs…need to get ‘em done while I can.’
‘For good?’ I ask S.
‘For good,’ she replies. ‘He wasn’t getting many jobs for it anyway, and
now it’s truly over.’
Even digital processes are already becoming obsolete.
‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Let me know.’
We keep trying to start the printing of a somewhat numerous series
of photos I took some time ago ― a record of coloured inks applied onto tiled
surfaces in all the bathrooms of an abandoned hotel. The process for the photos
has been over for some years. The paper and chemicals are hoarded old stock,
most of them quite severely out of date. The machine tenderly held together in
S’s industrial workshop, has just been coaxed into functioning after a long layoff. Now I’m scared this general lockdown will be a delay we won’t be able to
overcome. The final in a long line of events that have stopped us from getting
started on this series of photos at all.
‘Maybe they don’t need to exist,’ I hear myself thinking.
As I hung up I saw a missed call on my phone. I rang M. She’d not been allowed
on her flight out of Bali the previous day, she told me. She’d been on her way
home (to Kuala Lumpur, or more precisely, Kuala Kubu Bharu, an hour or so
north of the city) after visiting a friend who lived outside Ubud and had recently
returned from seeing his parents in France. The airline staff wouldn’t check her
in, she said, because they couldn’t find a resident visa in her passport. M has a
permanent resident identity card for Malaysia (her passport’s British), which she
showed them, but they would have none of that.
‘In Indonesia, we use visas stuck inside the passport for permanent
residents,’ they told her, and that’s what they wanted to see.
‘But we don’t use sticker-visas any more in Malaysia,’ M kept saying.
And again, they would remind her that Malaysian authorities have
declared only citizens and permanent residents can enter the country now. M is
six feet tall, and formidable in ire.
‘There was nothing I could do to make them see I had the papers. I
reasoned, I begged, I shouted.’ They were not going to let her on that plane.
‘The next flights out will probably be in June.’ She was alright (now), she
said, was back at her friend’s ― has a comfortable place to stay, lots of room and
good company. Decent and safe circumstances to see out the quarantine, but she
just wanted to go home.

The phone dominates. We’re all at the end of a line, you might say, or suspended
on a wave. Not suspended, no, we’re submerged. Drowning in a sea of Gs. 3,4, and
now, 5.
Another message clinks in through my choice of sound effect. N and I
had arranged, a few days ago, to meet to talk about this and that. (‘Picking my
brain’, he calls it, and I’m flattered enough to always say yes. It’s inevitably a lot of
freewheeling fun, and I always leave having figured out something I didn’t even
know I was thinking about.)
‘Something I’d like to run past you,’ he’d said in an earlier message.
Now he’s asking if we should just speak on the phone. He’s being courteous and
cautious, and I’m glad for that.
Even so, ‘I’m sick of the phone,’ I text him. ‘Just come ‘round. I’ll leave the
side gate open.’
Promptly at three, N pops up in the backyard.
‘I came through the lepers’ entrance,’ he grins.
I throw an old tablecloth over the hard, wooden seat on the deck. N sits
outside while I sit in the kitchen and we speak across the line made by the track
for the folding doors, which have been pushed completely open. The cloth should
make his austere perch a little more comfortable, but it has another purpose:
sitting on it he won’t touch the bench, and the covering can easily be put into the
washing machine when he leaves.
The new social mores bring uncomfortable associations. I catch myself
thinking of my grandmother, and her muttered rage when her husband or one
of her sons brought the wrong kind of people into her enclosed domestic realm.
Cups and tumblers from her personal kitchen that might have been touched by
the visitors had to be washed and rewashed, and the parlour swept and aired
for a thorough psychic cleansing. Old country habits can become marooned, and
fetishised, wherever they wash up.
I did offer N tea, in part to spite the grid of lines around us. He accepted, and I
gave him his own small stool to put his cup down, on his side of the bi-fold tracks,
of course. And of course, you might say instantly, we were talking about the virus.
‘Contagion constellations,’ he says. ‘What d’you reckon? A way to organise
readings and other materials. Around a history of pandemics.’
He is persuasive and persistent, ‘If you had to chose one to think about,
which would it be? One of the Asian flus? Maybe Hong Kong flu?’
‘Maybe cholera,’ but I qualify any possible role I may have in his scheme.
‘I’m a lousy sorter or organiser of anything.’
‘My mother had it as a young woman, in the fifties sometime, in Punjab.’ I
tell him also that I think there is cholera described in [George] Orwell’s Burmese
Days (I was wrong). And I remember a story I read (but I can’t remember where),
about an English child in India who dies of cholera she gets from chocolate
pudding from the servants’ kitchen, smuggled into the nursery by her doting
ayah.
‘You can get it from melons, and cucumbers, you know.’ I would be told by
relatives when I’d visit there in the hot months. ‘Their stems are like unfiltered
pipes, drawing in dirty water.” You’d think they’d be pure on the inside ― it’s
enclosed and unexposed ― but they’re not.

And I remembered that photograph from the Bangladesh war, of a man
carrying his wife who had died of cholera. I saw it when it was published, in
Time or Newsweek or one of those magazines. It took up an entire page; the man
looked straight at the lens, through it, with his dead wife in his arms. I think that
was in 1971, my last year at primary school ― and I remember being intensely
aware of being safe and comfortable.
I asked N if the Nipah Virus is on his list, or maybe it’s called something else now.
‘Is that what they call swine flu?’ I wondered aloud to myself. ‘It was carried by
pigs, and passed to humans’.
I describe that thing that happened about 20 years ago, just north of
the town where I grew up, in a place called Sungai Nipah. Incredibly dense pig
farms ― the biggest pork production in the region, was the local boast ― nestled,
nay, crammed, in concrete pens which had been laid out between the cracks,
and spilling through the understory, of the extreme mono-culture of oil palm
plantations that carpet, more or less, this place of once-upon-a-time jungles
and rainforests. And when a sick breeding boar was dispatched from a smaller
establishment in a northern town (the farmer in a hurry to send it far away from
his own herd), it brought with it a bug that had jumped from bats ― abundant
in the local limestone hills. And thrown into this unimaginably jam-packed
situation, the bug was to the pigs, as a lit cigarette would be to a forest of parched
Australian gumtrees. Woosh. First pigs, and then people. What was that? It wasn’t
swine flu, and it’s still swirling around; now it’s own nation in the virus-world,
not as important as it once was, but it still has a seat at the table of the pandemic
consortium.
Just before N left (by the side gate), we admired the bright red spires of a
flowering amaranth in my backyard, briefly abandoning the distancing rules in
our shared pleasure at soaring nature.

SOSA JOSEPH
(born 1971, lives and works in Kochi, Kerala)

A glimpse into Sosa Joseph’s vast archive of drawings and notebooks is
akin to entering her personal diary. Each page breathes the unruliness of her
imagination and expressive power. Intimate in character and poetic in diction,
the intermingling of handwritten entries and poignant drawings mirrors the inner
self. It reflects Sosa Jospeh’s innate temperament to explore the potential of
artistic expression to embody life in its exuberance and myriad forms.

From the personal archive of drawings and notebooks, April 2020, watercolor on paper, ink and pen

SOSA JOSEPH
From the personal archive of drawings and notebooks, April 2020, watercolor on paper, ink and pen

DESSERT
BANANA AND YOGHURT

Serves 4-5
Ingredients:
Ripe bananas …………………………1 large or 2 small
Dark grapes ………………………......6 pieces
Yoghurt ………………………….….....500g
Sugar (preferably powdered) ………..5 tbsp
Saffron ………………………………....½ tsp
Lukewarm water less than ½ cup

SUBODH GUPTA
(born 1964, lives and works in New Delhi)

Illustrated recipe from the upcoming cookbook Subodh Gupta is working on
from home, while his studio is shut during the period of lockdown, 15 April, 2020.

Method:
Peel and chop the banana and place in a bowl.
Dice the grapes finely, de-seed them, and keep aside.
In a separate bowl, put the yoghurt, lukewarm water and sugar and mix well.
Place 4-5 serving cups of your choice on a tray.
Divide the chopped banana equally into the cups, depending upon the quantity.
Similarly, divide the yoghurt and sugar mixture into the cups.
To decorate, add the diced grapes, followed by a little sprinkle of saffron.
Freeze for about six hours, preferably overnight. Serve chilled, it is ready to eat.

T V SANTOSH
(born 1968, lives and works in Mumbai)

This black-and-white photograph is a reworked version of the artist’s
watercolour diptych ‘The Protagonist and His Empty Rat Trap’ from 2019.
The protagonist, lying in state, seems to be holding a rat trap like an insignia
of power. Drawing parallels with a rat trapped in physical confinement, we
are currently enmeshed in our fears and anxieties. The LED that projects into
the image counts the days, hours, minutes and seconds of a global lockdown
whose end is shadowed by instability and the unknown. In contrast, the
abundant foliage that serves as a backdrop alludes to the exuberance of nature
as a perennial force of vitality, holding the seeds of renewal.

‘Untitled’, 26 April 2020, black-and-white photograph

T VENKANNA
(born 1980, lives and works in Baroda, Gujarat)

Unable to attend his studio during this period of lockdown, T Venkanna
established his own small-scale karkhana* in his bedroom. Confined to a
little corner, he engages in the immediacy of the act of drawing ― writing a
quarantine journal with his uncompromising visual language. Depicting the
delight of the senses and the bodily nature of sexual desire, the drawings
celebrate life and the unbridled force of imagination, allowing for an escape
from the harsh realities of the world.
*Karkhana is a workshop to sustain artistic practice, established by courtly
patronage during the Mughal era.

Drawings, no title yet, March 2020 ongoing, ink and watercolour on paper

T VENKANNA
Drawings, no title yet, March 2020 ongoing, ink and watercolour on paper

‘The virus in the air,
is abstract’

TANYA GOEL
(born 1985, lives and works in New Delhi)

Notes from ‘Spring in Curfew, Sounds in Spring’
‘During my state-imposed quarantine, I am biding time, making ‘video stills’,
as the disease is sublime*, and art is just the passing of time. These video stills
of nature** chronicle time, while together with spring, we are mutating into
something we do not know yet.
These video stills begin as an ode to Tarkovsky but slowly ― through the
passing of time and prolonged looking, but also, mostly by chance ― capture
the surrounding sounds; the sound of trains, airplanes, and conversations that
document the current state of our lives in a strange, abstract and inexplicable
state of suspension while I am longing for equilibrium.’

to view the videos please double click on the arrow

*Sublime, here, refers to a subjective reading of ideas of the Sublime as
suggested by Kant, Longinus, and Costa.
**Nature, here, refers to the ideas propagated by Hegel, Marx, and Darwin.

‘Basanti’ and ‘Rituals’, 2020, videos

VIBHA GALHOTRA
(born 1978, lives and works in New Delhi)

“In isolation under national lockdown with limited means to make art away
from my studio, I decided to try out the chemicals used for cyanotypes which
my friend brought from Baroda some time ago. Along with my daily chores ―
reading, researching, and cooking ― I started trials with cyanotype, fulfilling
my desire to create something tangible. I experiment with light and the ratio
of chemicals for exposure and printing on different surfaces. The images were
randomly chosen from my personal and news archives. This is just the beginning
of what will later take shape in ‘Lockdown Diaries’.”

Experiments with cyanotype in preparation of ‘Lockdown Diaries’, April 2020, paper and fabric

VIBHA GALHOTRA
Experiments with cyanotype in preparation of ‘Lockdown Diaries’, April 2020, paper and fabric

VINU V V
(born 1974, lives and works in Alappuzha, Kerala)

“Since the lockdown began, I have been spending a lot of time with my
three-year-old son at home, cutting and colouring birds for him out of cartons.
While making them, I was simultaneously thinking about the possibilities of
intersecting these cut-outs with a series of sculptures I have been working on for
some time. Negotiating the shifting and positioning of objects and images, I was
guided by the idea of life ‘resprouting’, and how the everyday can also be an
abundant source of inspiration.”

Assemblages, no title yet, work in progress, March 2020 ongoing, various materials

WASWO X. WASWO

(born 1953, lives and works in Udaipur, Rajasthan) in collaboration with
R Vijay (born 1970, lives and works in Udaipur, Rajasthan)

The video reveals the most recent project realised during the lockdown by
Waswo X. Waswo with his long-time collaborator R Vijay. A subversive
approach, ‘Waswo X. Waswo reacts to Curry & Rice’ offers a fascinating
glimpse into the satirical observations of the same title by G F Atkinson3 on the
social life of the British colonialists in India.

to view the video please double click on the arrow

3 ‘Curry and Rice on Forty Plates or the Ingredients of Social Life at “Our Station” in India’, 1854

‘Waswo X. Waswo Reacts to Curry & Rice’, April 2020, video

The quiet dust stays in its place,
not moving, never shifting.

Images have never seemed
still
than
seem today...
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YARDENA KURULKAR
(born 1971, lives and works in Mumbai)
‘From my studio at home’, 13 April, 2020, black-and-white photographs, text

Only thoughts can fly now.
They seem more tangible…

Copyrights of the images lie with the respective artists.
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