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Growing Like A Tree: Sent A Letter takes its title from a citation
presented by Sohrab Hura in the first iteration of this exhibition
that he curated in Dubai in 2021. Placing an unopened photobook
of Dayanita Singh’s Sent A Letter, the gesture referenced the
support he received from her while he had been a young artist.
This is one among many instances of the fragile but resilient
networks of interdependence among practitioners that this show
attempts to stage.   

Bunu Dhungana, a participating artist in the previous two
iterations (Growing Like A Tree & Growing Like A Tree: Static in the
Air), and Sadia Marium Rupa, a member of the Kaali Collective that
was highlighted in Hura’s Map of Interconnectedness, have come
together to curate this exhibition. Marking the third of a growing
series of shows, the curation proposes to view images as modes of
address, inviting viewers to listen to the stories that emerge from
clusters of visual, textual and aural expressions.

Through voices predominantly of women, visitors are invited to
experience the many lives of images as they pass through cycles of
decay, nurture, pollination, seasons, desire and memory-making.



Gallery 1 

Sea of Vapors celebrates a feminine sensibility within a cinematic space. The
images, cut frame-by-frame, are interwoven and flow into one another to
evoke what seems like a private ritual that a woman performs. Whereas
Schedelbauer’s work mostly deals with history, memory and cultural identity,
Sea of Vapors is largely stripped of these denominators. The film is also about
a heightened awareness of the present moment, at once presenting intro-
and extrospective views, and a sense of self-awareness and becoming in the
here and now. 

Sylvia Schedelbauer
Sea of Vapors (2014) 
Short/experimental film
15 minutes



Gallery 2 

How I Like It is a rare insight into the sexual exploits of Pakistani women, who
share their secret and intimate experiences as anonymous voices. In stark
contrast, public life in a large Pakistani metropolis exposes how men act like
kings in what they consider their terrain. 

Nida Mehboob
How I Like It (2021)  
Film
19 minutes

Disclaimer
This video contains adult language and content and is not suitable for anyone
under the age of 18. Viewers discretion and parental guidance are strictly advised.



“There is a fish tank in my house. Whenever I happen to see the fish, I know I
am looking at myself.

How do I know that I am a fishbowl fish? The fish can see that there is a
world beyond the bowl. But every time it tries to touch that world, beyond
the one deemed appropriate for it to exist within, a wall appears. People
think they can see into its reality, they seem to believe they have the right to
watch it. But they come and go from its life when they please. And for the
fish to leave the bowl alive, miracles have to happen. 

The caste system creates many such fishbowls. And the lower your caste, the
smaller your bowl. 

My grandmother is from Usilampatti, a small village close to Madurai in Tamil
Nadu. In Usilampatti, they wouldn’t let her break her bowl. So she moved to
Vadipatti, where she founded the Ponnuthai Amma Gandhiji Primary School.
She was our first miracle. 

When I decided to become a photographer, I thought the only way for me to
leave my caste behind, to forget my Dalit-ness, would be to leave for the city.
My father warned me that discrimination would follow me. For a long time, I
thought I was the second miracle. I’ve moved from one cosmopolitan city to
another, photographed celebrities and pursued a career in film. But
atrocities followed me. And the more images I took, the more I realized that
Dalits were practically nonexistent in the visual consciousness of India. 

Unexpectedly, a severe illness brought me home, and soon my money
disappeared. I was faced yet again with the reality that there was no one to
protect me but my family. After I recovered, I was due to head back to
Bombay, to the film-city, to make the money I so desperately needed. But the
coronavirus pandemic brought me back home yet again. 

This time, my health and will are with me. I see the beauty of the place where
I grew up and feel an intimacy with, which has eluded me my entire
photographic career. I now know that the two things I will lose last in this
world are family and home.” - Jaisingh Nageswaran

Jaisingh Nageswaran 
I Feel Like a Fish (2020)
Archival pigment print
24” x 18”



When a community loses land to mining, there is an immediately discernible
destruction of a place and a loss of livelihood. Entwined with these are
deeper losses, such as those of culture, mythology and identity that are
intangible and arguably more valuable. Using photography and bookmaking,
ka Dingiei allegorically explores repercussions of the loss of habitat,
environmental extraction and indigenous issues in Lama Punji, a Khasi village
situated at the border of India and Bangladesh that is a site of significant
sand and stone mining.

Produced in grayscale, the work interweaves mythological and documentary
narratives while reinterpreting local oral histories and Khasi myth. The
narrative takes the thread of the quest of a child, Arlangki, who searches for
ka Dingiei, an ancient mythical creature rumoured to hold lessons about
restoring balance in nature. 

Created through research, systematic collecting and image-making, ka Dingiei
is an ongoing longterm collaboration with Lama Punji. Supported by the
Umrao Singh Sher-Gil Grant for Photography 2019, SSAF

Aishwarya Arumbakkam
ka Dingiei (2016-2019)
Archival pigment prints 
24” x 24”, 20” x 20”

Dolly Devi
Untitled, (2020)
Archival pigment print
Dimensions variable

“Often untold because of the uncharismatic
plot, I started my photographic journey with
self-portraits because of my conservative
upbringing and the regular confinement to my
room. As an introvert, it was unnerving to
photograph myself so I started experimenting
with different ways of taking photos without
revealing my complete face. This image
represents an approach that uses the same
medium of point and shoot, but is distorted
using collages, plain weave and the ever
accessible bond papers.” – Dolly Devi 



“Town Boy is a collection of ordinary moments plucked from the flow of time,
sensitive to the slow pulses and rhythms of everyday life in South India. From
as early as my teens to this day, I have been recording the essence of every
new experience - roaming around the neighborhood, meeting old friends
and many a times, making new ones. 

At some point, like many others, I had to leave my hometown to move to a
large city in search of new opportunities. As my life in a large city got
suffocating, I began to seek relief by going back to photograph my
hometown, or by going on treks. In this constant movement that is part of
human existence, we leave behind the humbleness of our beginnings, losing
our innocence in small ways. Recording this movement of life and connecting
back with nature and my roots has been a way to reconcile with the sudden
shift of environment in my life. 

I believe this world is a series of chain reactions and it is becoming clearer
that every life on this planet is interrelated and every piece of life affects
another, mildly or strongly, like the butterfly effect. Town Boy is about
boyhood, an observation of the gradual transformation of my life from a
small town to a cosmopolitan city.” – Sathish Kumar 

Sathish Kumar
Town Boy (2011-2020)
Archival pigment print
13.5” x 11.5” each

The annual famine in the north of Bangladesh forces farmers Kholil and
Gadu to leave their homeland along with many of their relatives. They hire
themselves out as seasonal labourers at the ship-breaking yards in the south
of the country. 

In the yards that line the beaches of Chittagong, they dismantle the debris of
the Western World by hand: oil tankers and vast container ships. Director
Shaheen Dill-Riaz is witness to the systematic exploitation, which only very
few of the workers can escape. These seasonal workers from the poverty-
stricken north not only do the most dangerous work in the yard, but they are
also trapped into inescapable debt. 

Shaheen Dill-Riaz
�লাহােখার  Ironeaters (2008)
Film 
90 minutes



“I was confined for twelve days, restricted from going out into the sunlight,
from seeing any male family members. Filled with fear and uncertainty, I still
remember those days and nights, with my eyes fixed on the ceiling while rays
of light came and went. This was my first period. 

It took time to grasp the taboo surrounding menstruation. I am still trying to
understand it. Despite being outlawed, Chhaupadi is still widely practiced in
Western Nepal. 

Each month, women are subjected to a ritual of isolation. Elsewhere in the
country, this oppression takes on other forms. Deemed impure, they are
forced to stay in cowsheds. In my previous work Our Songs from the Forest, an
old woman sings, ‘Stay home, sisters’ in Achhami dialect. 

It infuriates me how my mother treats me as someone who herself suffered
the same patriarchal oppression. It infuriates me to see other girls subjected
to the same dark rooms. The fear is so deeply rooted, it upholds these
harmful beliefs. In every household, we have to fight with the older
generation. We are told that while we may enjoy our freedoms outside
home, we must follow these rules and restrictions inside. But I ask, ‘Where is
outside? Who are the outsiders?’ 

When we get cramps, we can take medicines to ease the pain. But what do
we do about the psychological trauma, inherited and passed down through
generations?” - Uma Bista

Uma Bista
Stay Home, Sisters (2020)
Archival pigment print
Dimensions variable



When the only neighbour in the entire village leaves for good, Atimaley and
Devi Damai are left to their own devices. Will they leave, or keep living in an
empty village riddled with memories? 

The filmmakers wish to acknowledge the leads in Dadyaa – Parimal Badda
and Chhamkala Baddi, a real life couple. Parimal is a tailor and a musician
while Chhamkala is a sorceress. Dadyaa is produced by Marie Legrand, Rani
Massalha (Les Films du Tambour, France), Prajjwal S.J.B. Rana (Eyecord Films,
Nepal)

Gallery 3

Pooja Gurung & Bibhusan Basnet
Dadyaa (2016)
Film
17 minutes



Gallery 4

I wrote a letter today. After a very long time. It was the closest I came to
seeing myself. Reaching out as a human tendency for most of us is a
vulnerability veiled in silences and awkward confrontations. When you can't
think straight, you try to put your thoughts in line. Writing seemed like the
immediate way from your heart onto the abyss that the digital white screen
provides. So connected, no intimacy. It printed out as scratches, dots and
static from the printer. I cut sheets of metal and welded the letter into its
metal case. It sat there cold, bruised and waiting to be read, to be
understood. There lie words that didn’t see daylight…covered always in a
plume of darkness, dust and weight. 

Today I wrote a letter and I couldn’t stop writing. Defined to form points to a
very particular point in my life. I read it out and in trying to understand it I
recorded the words while breaking them down via granular synthesis. In the
process of revisiting the words my speakers broke down. Articulating the
ambience with a distinct sound of a heartbeat. The speaker resuscitating
itself as it breathed my words into sounds. Moments of silences nurtured the
ambience in contemplation, building up to a resurgence of the sonic
textures. After all a microphone is a speaker in reverse and information
speaks its own language. The installation pulses with the sporadic heart beat
like pulse of the speaker that was dead. It's cables overflowing across the
gallery space on the walls and on the ground surface resembling aerial roots
and clusters of wires on power grids. Entangled in the anatomical root like
forms of information carrying cables, reaching out in an attempt to
communicate. In this attempt to reach out, the installation uses sounds as a
language of information that may or may not be lost in translations.
 - Farah Mulla, 2022 

Farah Mulla
Adventitious (2022)
Amplifier, cables, speaker drums,
speaker cones Multi-channel



“My brother and I have not spoken to each other in many years now, for
reasons I am beginning to forget. As the distance between us keeps growing,
I find myself confronting the fragility of blood ties. The tear is threatening to
expand, and the longings tender. I photograph to probe deeper without
severing more chords. In making these images I am able to see the
complexity of sibling relationships for what they are, without guilt or
despair.” - Priyadarshini Ravichandran 

Priyadarshini Ravichandran
Surge (2019)
Archival pigment print
14” x 21”



Gallery 5

“The settlement of Susta was once perched firmly on the west bank of the
Narayani River, long considered the border between Nepal and India. But the
river has changed course, cutting persistently into Nepali territory. Susta
today finds itself on the east bank of the Narayani. India maintains that the
new course of the river is the international boundary while Nepal disagrees.
Susta, thus, remains contested – claimed by Nepal, hemmed in on three
sides by India and on the other by the Narayani.

I have been visiting Susta for a couple of years now, and every single year,
I’ve heard of a couple of hundred hectares being eroded by the river. Every
year, someone or the other loses their farmland, their livelihood. Now,
however, retaining walls have been put up along the banks in preparation for
a bridge that was supposed to be built a few years ago.

Good signs are few when it comes to Susta’s volatile politics. In spite of
persisting problems, locals are hopeful. I, however, am inclined to be a little
more skeptical. If there is anything Susta’s history has shown us, it is that
hope is best leavened by caution, but it is also necessary and in the case of
Susta, even powerful. The dummy book was produced during Photo Book
101, a workshop with Alex Bocchetto and Valentina Abenavoli in 2017.” 
- Prasiit Sthapit

Prasiit Sthapit
Change of Course (2017)
Handmade book 
6.89” x 4”



The heavy weight of tiny little things strings together a series of observations
into a single stream of paper emitted from a dot matrix printer. As a site-
specific sculptural installation, the work creates a mound of traces left by
each artist from The Packet collective. First presented at the Ishara
Foundation in the exhibition ‘Growing Like A Tree’, the printer adds a sonic
dimension with its distinct screeching sound as it operates, interacting with
the soundscape created by other works in the space. Contributors to the
work include Abdul Halik Azeez, Sandev Handy, Cassie Machado, Imaad
Majeed and Sharika Navamani. 

Avani Tanya
For a Language to Come (2022)
Porcelain
Dimensions variable

Zainab 
Untitled (2022)
Archival pigment print
10”x 15”

The Packet 
The heavy weight of tiny little things (2021)
Dot matrix printer, paper, ink, laptop
Dimensions variable

“Sometimes when you look at something and
then quickly look away, there is an after-image
left behind. For a Language to Come is an
ongoing body of work that is an exploration of
forms made in porcelain, which attempt to
explore the making of personal memorials.
The point of departure for this work was a set
of tiles I made to commemorate the naming of
tropical cyclones in the Indian Ocean. The
installation consists of fragile forms, made
from memory, in the absence of language.”
– Avani Tanya

“Then three gunshots echoed across the orchards-even before Zuhr Azaan
would be heard in Turkawangan, Shopian, And soon rumours and snapped
internet fuelled fears.”



Gallery 6

Comprising of a projection and sound in altering spaces, Origin hovers
between the corporeal and the metaphysical. The work uses light as its
protagonist, combined in monochromatic arrangements. The distorted
soundscape is rooted in classical compositions while seeming instinctual and
formless. Producing an atmospheric quality, one witnesses an infinite
transition of the slow movement of red light across night skies. Akin to the
slow dissolve of breath, each inhale and exhale guides the rhythm of the
viewers presence in the room through a hypnotic lulling of the senses.

Sarker Protick
�লািহত / Lohit / Origin (2016) 
Single channel video
07:07 minutes



Gallery 7

The constant ricocheting between hopelessness and optimism contaminates
the ordinariness of the everyday. Barretto focuses on the aftermath of her
father having been diagnosed with depression and bipolar disorder some
years prior. In the early years, her mother had taken on the role of being the
primary caregiver and, thereby, also taken on the burden of shielding others
in the family from the fallout of this illness. But now having grown up, the
responsibility of caring is expected to be shifted on to the daughter, the only
other woman in the family. The long monotonous days of waiting through
unending Goan monsoons give way only briefly to sudden bursts of light
through the canopy of a forest. The companionship with household cats and
dogs or even the simple brushing and knotting of her daughter’s hair by the
mother reveals moments of empathy in the Barretto household. But calm is
only an illusion, or so it seems, as the artist begins to come to terms with the
sharp realisation of a daughter slowly growing into her mother.

Vinita Barretto
KNOTTED (2022)
Short experimental film (work in progress)
07-10 minutes



Courtyard

Ali Monis Naqvi
Jahan (2022)
Archival pigment print
16.5” x 22”

“Our Chamanganj is very different now. There are many old beautiful
buildings that are gone and several new ugly ones that have replaced them.
The one in front of ours blocks the road and even the light now. I remember
that you used to stand in the balcony to listen to Jumma (Friday) prayers, but
now they have removed the loudspeakers and won’t even let us pray outside
or in the park. You’d be angry and sad to see what they have been doing
here. I regularly receive news of the presence of bulldozers entering our
neighbourhood. It would have broken your heart to see how they picked
some of the people we know just because they were protesting against this
systematic oppression. 

It is ironic that our area is called Chamanganj because there is nothing left of
the beautiful garden to look even close to a Chaman. I find it hard to go back
home now, and I can’t imagine how Amma and Abba continue to live there.
Maybe it is because so many people from the neighbourhood and even
strangers come looking for you every Eid and Bakr-Eid. They say that they
miss you.” – Ali Monis Naqvi 

Jahan invokes the artist’s search for home beyond a physical location. In Goa,
that is his current location, as well as in his other travels, he continues to look
for traces of memories of a home in Chamanganj that he left at the age of 17.
Jahan is a tribute to his grandmother who passed away in the winter of 2020
due to the Covid-19 virus. It is in remembering her that Ali realises that home
is neither situated in a location or a physical structure, but in the people who
fill up those spaces.



Ipshita Maitra
Once Was Home (2018)
Hand peeled photo emulsion lifts with hard backing, fitted in sculptural
wire mesh
Dimensions variable

“What is the weight of familiarity? Is it marked by its tenderness, its inherent
fragility that can be easily displaced by the transitory nature of time? Or, by
its resolute memory that inhabits the inner recesses even when everything
known has dissolved and been cast away into a cold looming distance? 

These works, that began as a way of archiving my neighbourhood, were
largely a response to the loss I felt seeing it transform from a quiet suburban
corner bearing markings of a village into a coveted piece of real estate,
discovered now by the hipsters & bling bearers. 

Who and where was I, within this changing landscape, that no longer bears
the same cues of association? Groping within the dark holes of anonymity,
taking photos seemed to be the only way of holding on to a crumbling visual
tapestry. I was quite consciously scratching at memory and loss, time and its
passage, at the irony of something that is in passing but is also something
that is imprinted in the consciousness. While working with prints, I wanted
them to feel harsh and fragile at the same time, as if they had been violated
and yet preserved for posterity, as if one had managed to re-assemble all the
fragmented bits, but the cracks were still gaping. 

The hand peeled photo emulsion gives the originally glossy images a faded
feeling of belonging to another time. The inherent fragility and malleability of
the material conveys a further transitory sense of time. The act of extracting
a print by peeling it off its back feels like peeling skin. Cutting up the works is
to re-enact, even re-live feelings of being brutally ravaged inside. The wire
mesh they are mounted on conveys the systemic gentrification. The works
bear an interactivity where one is tempted to pick them up, place them as
one likes, remove the structure, dis-assemble it, reassemble it, throw out
bits, or keep it all intact. This inherently transformative aspect reminds me of
the constant state of flux, much like our relationship with the places we call
home.” - Ipshita Maitra 



Cups of Nun Chai is a search for meaning in the face of something so brutal, it
appears absurd. It is an absurd gesture when meaning itself becomes too
much to bear. It is also a memorial, grounded in the killing of at least 118
people during protests that roiled Indian-controlled Kashmir during the
summer of 2010. 

The work unfolded over two years of tea and conversations that accumulated
on a website, appeared in occasional exhibitions and was serialised in the
newspaper Kashmir Reader throughout 2016-17 (in the midst of a difficult
period that saw the newspaper itself banned for three months). Cups of nun
Chai was published by Yaarbal Books in 2020 (reprinted 2021).

Cups of Nun Chai records the sharing of one hundred and eighteen cups of
nun chai, and around as many conversations. In the exchanges, the political
unfolds through a profoundly personal experience where events, places and
sentiments that are often obscured from view are given a space to breathe.
People, homes, memory and flavour combine to make tangible what so
many outside Kashmir do not know. 

This is an archive of small moments, marking each loss and moving against
the normalisation of political violence and death. Spanning the spheres of
contemporary art, literature, social-science and journalism, Cups of nun chai
is a poignant act of memorialisation—a means of remembering, reading and
reminding. 

Adroit, and shot through with an extraordinary, even stubborn, compassion,
Cups of nun chai reflects on Kashmir, but also on nation-making and
colonisation, and on power and violence. The histories, political forces and
grief behind this work emerge gradually but with heightened sensitivity, and
eventually, with an unexpected degree of ferocity. 

Alana Hunt
Cups of Nun Chai (2020) 
Book 
9” x 0.8” x 6.61”



Gallery 8

What is liberation when so much has already been taken? Who has come for
more? Golden Jubilee is the third film in a series of works about memory,
diaspora and decoloniality. 

It takes as its starting point scenes of the filmmaker’s father navigating a
virtual rendering of their ancestral home in Goa, created using the same
technologies of surveillance that mining companies use to map locations for
iron-ore in the region. The very same tools used for extraction and
exploitation become a method for preservation. 

The father, sparked by a memory of the film-maker’s encounter as a child,
inhabits the voice of a spirit known locally as Devchar, whose task is to
protect the workers, farmers and the once communal lands of Goa.
‘Protection from what?’, the filmmaker asks. Sanzgiri’s signature blend of
16mm sequences, 3D renderings, direct animation and desktop aesthetics
are vividly employed in this lush and ghostly look at questions of heritage,
culture and the remnants of history.

Suneil Sanzgiri
Golden Jubilee (2021)
Film
19 minutes



Residency Room

Irani Bag is part of Monographs, a series of essays on Asian cinema
commissioned by the Asian Film Archive (AFA). Using excerpts of films
produced between 1990 and 2018, Irani Bag is a split-screen video essay
questioning the innocence of bags in post-revolution Iranian cinema. 

Awarded runner-up for the Best UK Short Film as part of the London Short
Film Festival, “Irani Bag not only exposes a codified vocabulary, it also invites
the spectator to reconsider the relationship to (and between) sight and
touch.” 

Maryam Tafakory 
Irani Bag – Iran/Singapore/UK (2021)
Video Essay
08:39 minutes 



Workshop Studio

“In a small and remote hamlet, a young girl develops a curious friendship
with a spirit that lives in an abandoned house. This film was shot in my
mother's village in Southern Sri Lanka, shortly after the civil war in 2010.
Collaboratively developed with members of my family there, a narrative was
improvised around an investigation into my mother's interactions with spirits
in the community during her childhood. Landing somewhere between horror
fiction and ‘spectral’ ethnography, the film describes a population reeling
from devastations of the past, where distinctions between the living and the
dead are thinning.” - Rajee Samarasinghe

Rajee Samarasinghe
The Eyes of Summer (2020)
Film
15 minutes



Open Air Platform

“In 1510, the Portugese had invaded Chandrapur (Chandor), the capital of
Kadamba Dynasty in the region recognized as Goa today, killing the Kadamba
king Harihar. There is a superstition where it is believed that the queen
cursed the citizens for having acquiesced without putting up much of a
resistance against the invaders. The curse was that any woman in that
kingdom that married would immediately lose her husband and turn into a
widow, just like her. Scared of this, the youth started to migrate to other
towns like Margaon and Panjim over time. What was once a port of
international repute where trade and commerce flourished alongside the
Kushavati river, slowly faded into memory. 

Having grown up close to the village of Chandor, I often wonder about the
legacy of this curse. Does the perpetuity of this myth continue to leave its
imprint even on the dilapidated architecture of abandoned homes
generously dotting this landscape? Does the myth of that curse reflect itself
in a lack of opportunities, economic and otherwise, in villages that force
people to migrate to bigger cities? Partially damaged roofs, some covered
with blue tarpaulin and others bare, strive to draw back the stubborn green
foliage that is telling of the season of monsoon. On these abandoned roofs,
algae invades what had once been smooth terracotta – a household’s proud
display of means. Each roof speaks its own story of the lives that had once
lived beneath it.

In the work Remains, I have collected old roof tiles as well as weathered
wood from broken abandoned houses to reassemble fragments of
memories of people who have left the region to find a better life elsewhere.”
- Gaurang Naik 

Gaurang Naik
Remains (2022)
Used terracotta tiles, used wood, drawings on algae, watercolour on paper
31.3” x 13.3” x 4.5” x 10” x 8.3”



Ishara Art Foundation was founded in 2019 as a non-profit organisation
dedicated to presenting contemporary art of South Asia. Located in Dubai, the
Foundation supports emerging and established practices that advance critical

dialogue and explore global interconnections.
 

Guided by a research-led approach, Ishara realises its mission through
exhibitions, onsite and online programmes, education initiatives and

collaborations in the UAE and internationally. The Foundation facilitates
exchange between South Asian and international artistic networks that
include museums, foundations, institutions, galleries and individuals.

Sunaparanta Goa Centre for the Arts is a not-for-profit, process-based arts
initiative founded by Dipti and Dattaraj V Salgaocar. It encourages creation,

learning, understanding, appreciation and enjoyment of the multi-disciplinary
art forms through outreach and dialogue in Goa.

FOLLOW US ON
Visit: www.sgcfa.org | Email: info@sgcfa.org
Sunaparanta Goa Centre for the Arts, 63/C-8, Near Army House, Altinho, Panaji - Goa 403 001

https://www.sgcfa.org/

