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Brothers, Fathers
& Uncles by
Devi Seetharam

The purpose of this series is to visually narrate the
tales of my culture, the historical context and current
realities. As communities move towards gender equality,
I draw from my own cultural heritage and its need to
recognise the shortcomings in this aspect.
This series reflects a world where men wield the authority
to occupy public space, wrapped in their traditional white
mundu, a symbol of their purity, that legitimises their selfgranted sense of status and privilege. Women in their world
are reduced to symbolic figures of beauty and desire. Objects
that can be undermined with impunity.

Plates
please don't pinch my
cheeks by Celine Saoud

This series is anchored in a vibrant, humid, evergreen
landscape that I have omitted and instead portrayed a public
space, that is tired, weathered and worn. I’ve depicted the
men with dark skin, contrasting their valued beauty standard.
The ground is littered with different culturally tied details
expressing the passing of time as their dominance weighs on
their communities. It is this cultural psyche that I am trying to
explore in my work.
My series ‘Brothers, Fathers and Uncles’ illustrates a world
where the postures and the remnants at the feet speak louder
than the unseen and unheard conversations beyond the
frames.
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48 × 72 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

Kanikonna (Indian Laburnum) VI
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Karikku (Tender Coconut) VI

36 × 66 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

2021

30 × 40 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

2022
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48 × 48 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

Kanikonna (Indian Laburnum) V
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48 × 156 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Mulla Poov (Jasmine) V

20 × 20 inches (each)
Acrylic on Canvas
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Untitled
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Untitled

20 × 20 inches (each)
Acrylic on Canvas

Untitled

2018

48 × 132 inches
(Panels: 48 × 24, 48 × 36, 48 × 48, 48 × 24)
Acrylic on Canvas

2021
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Karikku (Tender Coconut) V – Set
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72 × 48 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

48 × 72 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Mulla Poov (Jasmine) V

48 × 72 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

2020
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Mulla Poov (Jasmine) IV
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48 × 72 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

24 × 20 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Pookkaran (Temple Flower Vendors)

18 × 24 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

2019
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Pichi (Jasmine) II

20 × 30 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Kanakambaram (Crossandra)

18 × 18 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Karikku (Tender Coconut)

48 × 24 inches (each)
Acrylic on Canvas

Manjadikuru (Lucky Red
Seeds of the Coralwood)

2019

48 × 36 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Kanikonna (Indian Laburnum)
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36 × 48 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Karikku (Tender Coconut) IV

47 × 67 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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45 × 67 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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36 × 24 inches
Acrylic on Canvas

36 × 36 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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48 × 48 inches
Acrylic on Canvas
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Kanikonna (Indian Laburnum) IV

Celine Saoud
PLEASE DON'T PINCH
MY CHEEKS

said hello while they pinched my cheeks and ruffled my hair and squeezed the
nape of my neck. They circled a small table in the formal living room I was
never allowed in, playing cards or backgammon and yelling about Lebanon and
politics and their wives and the games they played.
Their voices seeped through the two doors, five rooms, and twenty-one steps
that separated them from the four walls of my bedroom where I kept quiet.
Through each crack in the wall, through each gap in the door, through each
vent in the ceiling, their laughter, their words, their politics echoed in my
room—as if my bedroom was not my bedroom, as if my home was not my
home, as if their thoughts could be mine. My father now wonders why my
politics about the country I’m so far from sound so close to his.

When I was eighteen,

I had a gap as big as twice stacked two-dollar coins in place of where my two
front teeth should have been. I remember this vividly, because of course you’d
remember the time you could fit your tongue through the top of your teeth
to lick the inside of your own lips, but also because of all the photos of my
toothless grin on the day of my cousin’s wedding.
He was married under the sweltering heat of the mid-summer sun almost
hot enough to seal my mouth shut so I couldn’t show everybody the void of
where my teeth once were. We women and girls and wives and mothers and
daughters waited in the courtyard after the ceremony, crowded in small circles
with our backs against the brick wall of the church, exchanging polite hellos
and questions of ‘how are the family?’
It was hot and I was starting to feel faint as I stood between the full skirts
of women and looked into a sea of legs in the centre of the courtyard. Like
tuna fish in a net, my father and uncles and the random men who pinched
my cheeks and ruffled my hair and squeezed the nape of my neck wriggled
around one another, with their boisterous back-slapping and exclamations in
bits of Arabic I couldn’t piece together. The sweat on my neck became droplets
running down to the middle of my back. I needed an out, further from the
wall, away from the heated bricks, to the centre, sprinting to the voice of my
father, who could hoist me on his shoulders so I could catch air. But I knew
where I had to stand, and I wasn’t allowed to run in my new dress.

When I was twelve,
and the beginning of the winter months would come about, the fireplace in
our living room would crackle and cover our clothes in the smell of wood and
fire and roasted potatoes wrapped in foil. Our home was old and cold, and
the ceiling was more than three meters high, but the fire heated the white and
brown brick from the inside out and turned the living room into what I had
imagined the inside of the oven to feel like after dinner had been cooked.
The kettle steamed and the stove clicked in the evenings when we poured fresh
cups of tea for the fathers and uncles and distant relatives who visited and

Raindrops rolled off my umbrella to a pool around my feet, and the split in the
sole of my left shoe turned my socks into mush and my toes numb. I stood
face-to-back with the passenger who stood in front of me, who stood face-toshoulder with the person in front of them, who stood crotch-to-face with a
man sitting on the aisle, his backpack occupying the only seat remaining. I was
wet and cold and had been on my feet for twelve hours, and when the man
got up to exit, I ran for the window seat where the backpack was just before.
A hundred passengers dwindle to forty to fifteen, until it’s just me and three
others sprawled out throughout the tram. Six stops from home, a man standing
at the back of the tram walks past thirty rows of empty seats without a glance
and targets the seat to my left. I’m tense and cold and tired and make myself
small as I dig my nails into the palms of my hands to distract myself from the
pounding in my ears and the raindrops turned sweat at the collar of my shirt.
He doesn’t pinch my cheeks or ruffle my hair or squeeze the nape of my neck,
but he spreads his legs wide so that his right knee touches my left, and I can
feel the toe of his sneaker scratching against the heel of mine. Maybe it’s time I
learn to drive.

I am twenty-two,
And this is to be continued.
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When I was six,

the freezing rain of July soaked through my coat and to my thermals as I
waited to catch the tram home. It was just past six in the evening and we
passengers stood like packed sardines in a can as the tram hurled us through
the city. My legs carried me strong and my feet held me upright through the
sharp turns and sudden halts and raging arguments between tram and car
drivers.

Devi Seetharam is an artist from Kerala, currently practicing
in Bangalore, India.
She completed her BFA—Painting from LASALLE College
of the Arts, Singapore 2011. Before moving back to India
in 2021, Devi lived in China, Cambodia, South Africa, India,
Switzerland, Thailand, Taiwan, Singapore, Mauritius, UAE and
Australia.
Primarily a painter, she currently works with acrylic on
canvas, using reductive techniques to create grain, texture
and form. Thematically, Devi explores her responses as a
minority in the spaces she occupies.
Devi has recently been shortlisted for the Incinerator
and Darebin art prize (Naarm/Melbourne), participated
in Lokame Tharavadu (Alappuzha, India) curated by Bose
Krishnamachari and her most notable exhibition was as part
of a three-person show at Galerie Mirchandani + Steinruecke
in 2020.

Celine Saoud is a second-generation Lebanese-Australian
writer, arts worker and emerging curator based in Naarm.
Her practice is centred around resituating cultural and
familial traditions within a modern framework, particularly
through a feminist lens.
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Established in 2003, KINGS
Artist-Run provides a location
for contemporary art practice,
supporting distinctive
experimental projects by artists
at all stages of their careers.
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