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PEAKING ABOUT HER BOOK, Glitch Feminism:

A Manifesto, curator Legacy Russell reminds usabout the dif-
ferent existing versions of ‘body’. “When someone says to you
‘body’, what comes to mind?” she rhetorically asks critic Ben
Davis during hisinterview with her. “So many people bring
veryrealand devastating biasinto shaping this ‘body’ and
shaping howit should work, whoit should serve,” she says.
Thesearticulations served asa promising gateway through
which toaccess Seeds Are Being Sown, curated by Shaunak
Mahbubani (they/them),at Shrine Empire Gallery, Delhi. Rus-
sellremindsus that the violence that inflects our present, es-
peciallyin connection to Black livesand translives, connects,
quiteliterally to the notion of who does and doesnot fit,and
whoisandisnot defined orread ashuman. “Those decisions
areactuallya determining factor formaking decisions about
whohastheright tolive,” she says, thusraising the question
of whoisandisnot visible. Russell would like us torecognise
that the term ‘body’ is entangled with a discussion of what
isandisnot ‘human’, which isitself gendered and racialised,
notingthat, too often, itis Black bodies, femme bodies, queer
bodiesthatarerenderedinvisible.

Mahbubani’sshowis poised within the threat of the continu-
ingerasure of non-white, non-heteronormative subjectivities
and livesthrough the intersecting forces of capitalism, racism
and patriarchy. Mahbubani writes, ‘As the colonial project
continuesto veeritshead throughneo-liberalismandsectarian
politics, thescars of violence and repression get passed down
familytrees withoutspace ortime for healing. These inter-
generational faultlineshave been continually entrenched by
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politicalactors, bringing ustoa point when these memories
havesedimentedinto the stonesthatare beingused tobuild the
towerwalls of upper-caste majoritarianism.’ Mahbubani ‘seeds’
theexhibition within thisravaged terrain ‘betweenbodyand
belonging, faith and free will’,connectingtheartistic labour
performed by feminist, femme, queerand transbodiesacross
India, Afghanistan, Brazil, Colombia, Albaniaand Germany.

The exhibitionis the result of Mahbubani being awarded
the Prameya Art Foundation’s Art Scribes Award 20182019,
thoughitiscrouched within theirselfinitiated ‘open-ended’
series, Allies for the Uncertain Futures, initiated in 2016. The
previoustwoiterations, Towards Resistanceand Saavdhaan: The
Regimes of Truth, were mounted at TIFA, Punein May 2017 and
KalakarTheatre, Delhiin October 2018. ‘With this exhibi-
tionIstarttheactof turning,lookingat antidotesto current
anxieties through an organicmetaphor, they tell Openinan
email, anticipating that the next offering will likely probe the
nuances of the ecological.

WhenIencounterthe term ‘digital dualism’ that Russell
plays with,Iam drawn toits possible use asa tool by which to
navigate the strangeness of art spectatorship in a pandemic-
altered world, where the boundaries between the real and the
virtual are dissipating even more eerily than when she pro-
posed the term, in her 2012 essay, ‘Digital Dualism And the Glitch
Manifesto’. In herjust released book, she apparently prefers the
term AFK (Away from Keyboard)instead of IRL (In Real Life). I
type anemail to Mahbubani from my work tablein Italy. They
graciously acquiesce tomy request fora digital walk through.
Ireceive a Google drivelink. I click itand Mahbubani appears
onmyscreen. They arealone, in the white-cube, talkingtoan
absent-present me about their curatorial methodology.

Soon enough, Shrine Empire Gallery’s viewing room goes
live, allowing me to move closer to the artworks, affordingme
theluxury of a virtual experience that isbynomeans glitch-
less. The page often takes time toload, or myimmediate im-
pression of the work’s materiality isinterrupted by my having
toenlarge theimage, orIfindacertain videois notavailable for
viewingonline. Imust therefore consult the Google drive link
Mahbubani had sent me before. Yet, Iderive immense pleasure
inthe non-immediacy of my struggle foraccess. ‘The glitch is
the digital orgasm, where the machine takesasigh, ashudder,
and with ajerk,spasms, Russell had writtenin heressay.

Like Russell’stheory, Mahbubani’s show derives its
current from being positioned within the liminal field of
desire; from the radicality of coveting that which hasbeen
historically denied to the vocalising of suffering without the
apologia of victimhood. Seeds Are Being Sown platforms the
subjectivities of glitched bodies; those typically relegated to
the margins of mainstream discourse, or rendered invisible,
erased, or disembodied, dis-enfranchised, those that have
hadtosufferthe tyranny of not being spoken to and not being
heard, those that defy the constructed ideal of the ‘national’ or
the socially desirable body. Mahbubani contextualises forus
aselection of such subversive artistic practices, daring us to

SHAUNAK MAHBUBANI’S SHOW IS POISED
OF NON-WHITE, NON-HETERONORMATIVE
INTERSECTING FORCES OF CAPITALISM,

question who gets to speak, whose speech becomes audible, to
whom, and why; and how to decipher what is made inaudible
through the violence of heteronormativity, patriarchy and
state-sponsored censorship. In doing so, Mahbubani asserts
the pivotal potential of the curatorassomeone inhabiting the
power torender audible the politics of dissent.

NDIGENOUS BRAZILIAN URBAN anthropologistand

performer, Pédra Costa (they/she) configures decolonisa-
tionas ‘averbinscribed in bodies, tongues,and orifices as
portals’. Their video, De-colon-ization VI, queers the term,
suggestingits profane link with the body’s ‘colon’ aswell asits
syntactical connotations asa punctuation mark. In hovering
over the trans body’s topography, the camera re-appropriates
itfrom the colonising gaze responsible forits aesthetic
othering. The performative video’s disturbing profundity is
amplifiedin the polyphonous voice-over text, ‘The Southern
Butthole Manifesto’, which calls for an expurgation of colo-
nialist discourse and positions crouched within itsexploit-
ativeideological framework. Itisread in arange of languages,
sometimes one superimposed upon the other, beginning
with the soundtrack of the ‘dial-up’internet connection. ‘We
arealways collective, neverindividual, the textsays. ‘Our
knowledge would never be recognised if they were not appro-
priated by white and/or Europeanised knowledge and bodies.
Our voices are not audible. Thus, we have all the autonomy
and authority to found such studies. Try as we might, we will
never beauthorised asafield of knowledge by whiteness. We
donotneeditsapproval!’ It’safitting, anti-colonial way of undo-
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the show is her documentation of her work which travels
andsituatesitselfas piquantly in Delhi, where many Muslim
women have, in the last year, performed innumerable acts of
activistandartistic labour that will be known only to them.

HE TONGUE AS abodily weaponisevokedina

remarkable watercolour painting by Khushbu Patel
inwhich themuscularorganisrendered topographically,
performing asimaginative landscape full of utopic possibil-
ity; while the Blood Bookseries by ArshiIrshad Ahmadzai
claimsthebodily ritual of menstruation, tappingintoitasa
window for dramatic creativity. All the worksin the series are

(FROM LEFT) THE DESTINED
LEAD BY RUPALI PATIL;
POSTCARD FROM KABUL BY
FALANI; DO YOU SMELL THE
RAIN, DROPLETS OF MY

%ﬂgﬁggﬁgiﬁ,@; ED done by her during hermenstrual cycle, deﬁfantly exercising
SOIL BY KHUSHBU PATEL heragency toallow for art to emerge from thisstate of body,

and announcing the alternative nature of such an organic
subjectivity. Aqui Thami re-presents disappeared bodies, rein-
stituting them within publicdiscourse and archives through
the Gorkhaland Picture Archive,a collection of images from
newspaper archivesrecounting the indigenous movement for

WITHIN THE THREAT OF THE ERASURE
SUBJECTIVITIES AND LIVES THROUGH THE
RACISM AND PATRIARCHY

ingthehorrors of such ‘civilising’ philosophies as propagated
under theracist guise of Enlightenment. Costadarestoimag-
ineafutureasone whichisnotcentered on the mainstream
becoming more inclusive of marginalised voices, but rather
involvesacomplete dismantling of the prevailing white-male/
caste-ridden narratives.

Similarly, Rupali Patil conjures the potency of the finger
asabodily appendage capable of demanding accountability.
Her mixed-media collage on cutting board pays tribute to the
Sudanese activist Alaa Salah, who played an instrumental
rolein fuelling the revolution that ousted President Omar
al-Bashirfrom 3oyears of authoritarian rule. The image of
herbyLanaHaroun leadinga crowd of protestersinachant
becameiconicin April 2019. However, expectedly, six months
later,in an interview with Time, she spoke candidly about
howwomen were being excluded from the attemptsto
form ademocratic government. Hersis a familiarnarrative.
Womxn'’s bodies often perform the labour of dissent only to
berewarded with marginalisation when the desired outcome
hasmaterialised. Patil reminds us of the role of womxn on the
frontlines of historical battles against fascist, authoritarian
governments.

The contribution by the anonymousKabul-based artist
who goes by the name Falani reveals her complex navigation
ofartisticagency asastreetartistin aregion where accessto
publicspaceis extremely gendered. We see her pink Dadaist
graffitiframed in the backgroundasshe posesagainstitin
aflowingblack burkha. Falaniseemsto take refugein the
anonymity that the gendered garment affords and reclaims
war-torn territory by taggingit with herassumed name. In

autonomy for Gorkhaland and by using the gallery as asite for
commemoration. Every day of the exhibition, Thamiinstructs
the gallery toadd anewname to a wall of missing protestors
andactivistsin the Gorkhaland struggle. Daily, the ceremonial
herb-mixture, tite-patiis burned in memory of the rituals of
people fighting for theirright tolive on theirancestral land.

Evennailsarenotspared from conveying political resis-
tance. Mahbubani includes NxA+IF+LxS hacks factsfictionsin the
exhibition, a collective Berlin-based publication thatbrings
together stories of migration while examining thelabour that
supports the beauty industry andisin turn exploited by it.
‘Nails, the corneous membrane between a self and others. The
‘interface’between the inner—blemished, mogul nailsasa
sign of adeficit oranillnessin abody, bitten nails orsmooth
healthy nails—and the outside. A surface,a projection screen
forboth, reads the introductory ‘Nailstories’ by Katja Kobolt.

Seeds Are Being Sownrevelsin reminding usthateven the
actofhopingisaform oflabour performed by non-main-
stream bodies that must constantly play killjoy tomainland
narratives. Two text-based pieces,an Urdu poem by Sabika
Abbas Naqviand aletter from Sabina Yasmin Rehman,an
indigenous Muslim from Assam, dwell on whatit means to
inhabit an othered body and subjectivity inanation thatison
theverge of declaring foritselfa homogenousidentity.
Between theirinterventionsand Parmita Mukherjee’s
fabulistlandscapes, it’s possible to find comfortin the task
ofimagining futurity. The vieweris entrusted with the
responsibility of radically listening to both the spoken and
theinaudible, the visible and the yet-to-be-imagined, thus
performingasally and witness, thusinvestingin the call to
dream together,asacollective.m

Seeds Are Being Sown, curated By Shaunak Mahbubani,
runstill October 24th, at Shrine Empire Gallery, Delhi

12 OCTOBER 2020

www.openthemagazine.com 61 [OIZ3Y]



