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I. The Figure in Torsion
The wings of the angel of catastrophe beat silently in the sumptuously empty backgrounds of Praneet Soi’s paintings. They provide the accompanying score to Soi’s personae, who traverse the minefields of recent history: the shocked woman who has survived a terror attack; the hooded victim of humiliation and torture; the mujahid guerrilla as executioner; the refugee huddled in a bivouac, asleep or dead in a rock desert; the involuntary athlete retreating from a scene of disaster, carrying a wounded friend on his back. Soi is an empathetic yet unruffled recorder of the panic that can surge into global public life without warning, as train stations are blown up or commuters stunned with nerve gas, airplanes are piloted into skyscrapers, or subversives hold a city’s most opulent hotels hostage. Doubtless we must learn to accept, as Susan Sontag counselled, that peace is an aberration, and not war: small comfort in an epoch during which war has assumed the proportions of a global epidemic, and emergency is the only normality that millions of people recognise. [1]
Transiting through Soi’s aubades and nocturnes, his miniatures, large canvases and sculptures, we are seized by the sometimes impossible conditions of torsion in which he casts his figures. They are intercut or wrapped around one another, moulded together, folded into and out of one another. The destinies of Soi’s personae are as inextricably bound together as their bodies, overlapping and interlocked in a manner at once erotic and expressive of extreme vulnerability. The artist records his deep interest in “squeezing narratives” from everyday media images as well as images from the canon of art history, which, no matter how compelling or memorable they may be, compress the horror of war and the trauma of violence into stenographic flashes. [2]
Soi’s recent works have been dominated by the twinned figures of survivors, one carrying the other piggyback. These may remind us of Aeneas fleeing the sack of Troy with his crippled father Anchises on his back, aristocratic past and nomad future fused in a moment of chaos, prelude to a distant restoration of glory. Or they may recall to mind images of Christopher carrying the Infant Jesus across a river, or newspaper photographs showing the survivors of the 7 July 2008 suicide bombing of the Indian embassy in Kabul. Soi’s figures, memorialised in postures of alarm, fear and shock, play their roles in an epic choreography. Yet, stylised as their appearance and gestures seem, they are not insulated within mythic time. These people could be us. They are us: identifiably contemporary, presented in muted grey-blues and reds, costumed in sweatshirts and jackets that could easily belong in our own wardrobes. The cadences of myth become eerily available as podcast and web update, the hymnal recitations of the Gilgamesh, Iliad and Mahabharata narratives translated into news of drone attacks, shrapnel casualties and remote-guided bomb explosions: no one is a civilian anymore, the vicarious is as visceral as the actual, we experience all this as the thrum of war in our ears.

Soi has developed his artistic practice around the effects wrought by this situation on the individual. With unemotional reportage having yielded place to shockwave editorial treatments in the media, our knowledge of the brutalising nuances of confinement, torture and military assault is no longer remote and juridical. Rather, it is so physically immediate as to be almost carnal; so invasively and insistently presented as to be pornographic. In these circumstances, how does an artist meditate on the erosion of the spirit by violence; to the stripping-down of the human being, by ideology and contingency, to a machine designed to suffer and enact violation? How does he calibrate his own degree of detachment or involvement from the historical and psychological processes that he investigates? How does he offer testimony, as a participant in global society, to the devastating crises that have afflicted the seemingly utopian ideas of global citizenship, of belonging to an enlightened human ecumene rather than an ethnic splinter group, and of free utterance unhampered by censorship, at the dawn of the 21st century?
In answering these questions, the Amsterdam-based Soi does not simply telegraph his preoccupations through a series of exhausted variants on media footage, as some of his coevals on the Indian art scene are prone to do. The key question, for him, is how to imagine the bodied self at a time when it is being restricted by securitisation, mutilated by terrorism, distorted by media and communications technology, and reduced to a cipher in a bureaucratic labyrinth of data. This loss of corporeal sanctity has resulted from the rise of a globally pervasive and insidious emergency State, which has reduced the individual to a nullity through its pathologies of control: through surveillance, the circumscription of rights, and the practice of total if often undeclared war. [3]
And worse, as Soi demonstrates through his painterly and sculptural disclosures based on contemporary visual accounts of military and quasi-military atrocities, the enemy is not always out there. Often, he is already inside us: we can diminish our human potential by internalising the mandates of oppressive systems, recruiting ourselves as sadistic dummy-robots for ventriloquist manipulators, enacting violence upon ourselves and others by passing, in the totalitarian psychologist B F Skinner’s chilling phrase, ‘beyond freedom and dignity’. As when, finding ourselves beneficiaries in a power asymmetry, we abandon the autonomy of individual reason, affection and compassion for the behavioural repertoires of the body, which are no more than reflexes programmed into it by disciplinary regimes in the name of ‘behavioural modification’. [4]
Soi responds with considerable imaginative power and courage to the challenges of such a historical juncture. Addressing the complexities of a bodied self held in the interplay between oppression, suffering and resistance, he deploys the figure as the icon of human resilience. In Soi’s handling, it is luminous despite being, or perhaps precisely because it is, shattered and flawed. An amalgam of heroic, vulnerable, stoic and fiercely expressive stances, the figure speaks even when the speaking animal has been silenced.
II. A Detour through the Archive
Soi begins work on a painting or sculpture with a quiet, private performance. His research involves the compilation of an archive of media and other popular images collected in India and Europe, as well as cutouts made from photo-shoots held at his studio, with ‘models’ – usually friends and colleagues – posing on a revolving stage that the artist describes as an “oversize Lazy Susan”. [5] Going through his archive, he chooses a set of cutout images, tears them, crushes and throws them at a wall. He sees how they fall, traces the relationships that have formed among them at random. Reflecting on the alignments that have emerged by these aleatory means, he works out a rough map of their mutual dynamics. Soi translates these impressions into drawings, in the spirit of a Renaissance muralist preparing his cartoons. In these drawings, humans, animals and elements of architecture are brought together to form an intersecting and kaleidoscopic totality of fragments.

Such a detour through the archive provides Soi with unpredictable entry-points into the phenomenology of the everyday. In his works, the key emphasis could be on any one of the countless micro-events that make up the tissues and textures of our daily mental and physical lives. His eye might fasten on a man sleeping; on an emphatic Modernist building standing out in a sedate neighbourhood; or on the satellite orbiting the earth of three decades ago on a faded red two-rupee currency note, symbolising 1970s India’s vision of scientific progress. The alienating effect of glass architecture is particularly important for Soi, as is its relationship with wounded human beings who have suffered terror. His gaze rips or re-scales traditional architecture as well, sometimes crossing it with the figure to generate vertiginous perspectives, disorienting shifts of gravity, that invite us into a space of idiosyncratic documentary.
Soi’s archival detour also enables him to uncover connections between the vocabulary of contemporary images and the domain of classical or traditional iconographies. In the editorial and advertising images of today – and the two are now intimately related rather than, as formerly,  polarised – we may discern the persistence of the Pieta or the Deposition, of Botticelli’s ‘Venus’ or Caravaggio’s ‘Judith and Holofernes’. We see in action, here, the principle to which the German cultural historian Anton Springer assigned the term, ‘das Nachleben des Antike’, the afterlife of classical antiquity as it manifests itself in chance echoes and deliberate patterns in later centuries. Of course, the term is now associated with Springer’s student, the charismatic and influential Aby Warburg, who used it as a basis for the development of an entire art-historical method.

As Frank Kermode notes, Warburg was convinced that artists in every age worked over the legacy of images that encoded potentially disruptive archaic energies and reclaimed them as occasions of self-insight. Adapting Richard Semon’s 1921 work on engrams in the individual psyche, Warburg extended it to “think of recurrent forms and symbols as engrams or traces in the memory of a culture. Artists make contact with these mnemic energies, and the history of art can be seen as a history of reinterpretations, updatings of these symbols, in the course of which they are purged of their original ecstasy and terror. In this way, he said, ‘humanity’s holdings in suffering become the possessions of the humane.’ ” [6]
I am tempted to regard Soi’s vibrant retrieval of the classicism indwelling within the contemporary in this light. Through the process of research and preparation that underwrites his paintings, the artist invests his art with the richness of multiple and concentric contexts. Soi’s artistic procedures do more than simply proposing a strengthening of our humane impulses (as I will argue, later in this essay, they also oblige us to interrogate our motives as viewers and citizens). At a formal level, they endorse a ‘re-insurance’, to deploy a favourite term of George Steiner’s, against cultural amnesia and the consequent debilitation of the sensuous intelligence that underwrites cultural activity and indeed, gives it character and purpose.

Soi was socialised early into the enigmatic ways in which the persistence of iconography registers itself. Born in 1971 in Calcutta, he was brought up in Bengal, with its annual Durga Puja festival, which surrounds the icons of the Mother Goddess with the loquacious evocation of social and political upheaval, and its demotic legacy of Kalighat patta image-making, which would vein its sacred images with subversive and satirical contemporary comment. Soi later moved to Baroda, to study art at the fine arts faculty of the M S University, an institution intimately associated with the alternately playful and sombre narrative-allegorical idioms of Gulammohammed Sheikh and Bhupen Khakhar. [7] Given these formative environments, the artist is at home with the spirit and technologies of Nachleben, with the modulation of codified image into explosive surprise. From the same sources, Bengal and Baroda, comes Soi’s propelling interest in what I have described above as idiosyncratic documentary, a form calibrated adroitly between reportage and phantasmagoria.
In the present exhibition, ‘Still, Life’ (held at the Vadehra Art Gallery’s Okhla space in New Delhi, April 2009), the artist juxtaposed his compilation of source images with the artistic outcomes to which they led. The lower floor of the gallery housed the archive, presented on four temporary walls; each wall held a grid of 30 A3-sized prints. Soi worked with a graphic designer, to “transform the images in scale, arrangement and in relationship to each other. Each grid became a tablet of information, revealing a world of imagery, as well as its translation to drawing and sculpture, some of which were placed strategically in the space alongside the walls.” [8] As viewers gravitated towards the works displayed on the upper floor, the artist hoped they would carry with them the memory of this lexicon of poses and gestures.
III. The Subject of Punitive Attention
The title of Soi’s April 2009 exhibition in New Delhi, ‘Still, Life’, effects a simple but remarkable dislocation. The comma submerges the academic category of representation implied by the words, and brings to the surface an existential manifesto. Menaced on all hands, the speaking animal nevertheless voices the will to survive. Allowing my mind to wander along the track of allusion, I find the title – with its paradoxically understated declarative emphasis – forming affinities with the cry of the dying woman protagonist of Ritwik Ghatak’s cinematic masterpiece, ‘Meghe Dhaka Tara’ (1960); with the scream of Francis Bacon’s self-imprisoned popes and papal-chimerical heads of the late 1940s and early 1950s; and with the silent muscular resistance of the torture victims in Leon Golub’s paintings. Parenthetically, it occurs to me that Bacon and Golub seem the appropriate exemplars to invoke in sketching a figurative lineage for Soi. Both artists considered the body under attack, from very different viewpoints, and sustained their distinctive painterly practices by building up large genizas of media and art-historical imagery, ranging from images of Renaissance and Baroque art and sports photo-reportage (Bacon), to Greek, Etruscan and Roman art, gay porn and athletics photo-reportage (Golub).
In the sculptures and several suites of paintings that comprise ‘Still, Life’, we may discern the transition of the figure into a still life, in the original genre sense of Stilleben, nature morte, or vanitas: a symbol of vitality struck by the innate and opposite tendency towards mortality planted in its heart; a token that reminds us of the extinction that awaits all created beings. This awareness is strongly present in Soi’s sculpture, ‘Prometheus’, a composite formed from a falling figure, a raven and an airplane, executed in fibreglass. The work evinces a density of its mythic texture that is held admirably in counterpoint by a minimal cleanness of form.
In Greek myth, Prometheus, who stole the life-giving fire from the gods to give it to the humans, was punished for his transgression: he was chained to a rock while a vulture gnawed away at his vitals. The raven recalls Poe, and is the sleepless poet’s companion, austere and minatory, the voice at once of illumination and doom; but it is also the bird that brought an Old Testament prophet his daily bread, keeping him alive in the cave to which he had retreated. And the airplane: once the embodiment of heroic purpose, whether for Modernist poets like Yeats or Modernist painters like Delaunay, it is today regarded with some horror, as the vehicle that brought jihad from the wastelands of West Asia and North Africa to the heart of the Western imperium. Read in this way, ‘Prometheus’ keeps in play a number of associations, each connected with a myth of overreaching and downfall, of wrongful punishment, inscrutable justice and uncertain revelation.
But look, now, at the surface of this sculpture: bare, minimal, it is the naked skin of the gods before they have been deified. Over the last few years, Soi has worked with traditional sculptors from Calcutta’s Kumartulli district, who shape the figures of the goddess Durga for the city’s grandest annual festivity, the Durga Puja. ‘Prometheus’ is the figure before it has been anointed, the mortal flesh before it assumes iconic infallibility: unpainted and unadorned, not yet the focus of the spectacle.
In ‘Prometheus’, Soi delineates the gladiatorial predicament: the Titan pays for being a pioneer, a rebel and a democratiser. In his preoccupation with the abjected figures of the victim and the scapegoat, as in his formal preference for falling and interlocking composite figures, Soi actively engages with the oeuvre of Tyeb Mehta, one of the doyens of the first generation of postcolonial Indian artists, and an associate of the Progressive Artists Group, formed in Bombay during the late 1940s. [9]
The figure subjected to punitive attention stands – or rather, lies – at the core of Soi’s imaginative universe. Consider, especially, his ongoing series, ‘Disasters of War’. These miniature-scale paintings, rendered meticulously in acrylic on linen, began to unfold almost fortuitously some years ago, while the artist was attempting to develop an art-work in scroll format, projecting slides onto a scroll and drawing over the projections. Soi had aimed to infuse this project with the spirit of the Mughal-atelier miniature (he has long been interested in its ability to convey epic-scale energy in a small compass) while also paying homage to Goya’s legendary series of etchings, ‘The Disasters of War’, made in horrified reaction to the French invasion of Spain during the Peninsular War of 1808-1814. Intending it to be an open-ended sequence of annotations to the present, Soi has so far painted about 35 works in this series. They mark the telescoping of diverse source images, historical and geographic settings, and studio practices, into the medium of drawing.
Soi has based many of these meditations on human cruelty and moral degradation on the hair-raising brutalities of Taliban rule in Afghanistan, as well as on the images of vicious prisoner abuse at Baghdad’s Abu Ghraib prison by US military personnel. [10] Shockingly, even surreally reminiscent of the dehumanising forms of torture and humiliation that Goya depicted, the photographs of Iraqi captives humiliated and tortured by their US captors came to light during 2004-2005. They soon entered the global flow of images, and were circulated over the internet, television, print media and cellphones. Originally enacted in secret, these vile acts soon became so public and available that no private space could be secured against their impact. All of us remember the hooded, caped and wired Iraqi prisoner with his arms splayed out, balancing on an unsteady stool; the detainees forced to form naked human pyramids or crushed beneath panels and sat upon. These photographs were taken, at first for private amusement by the perpetrators, later by conscientious objectors who blew the whistle, and were finally relayed to the US authorities, and to the countless members of a global public who found themselves granted voyeuristic access to these mementos of cruel degradation. Eventually, these photographs attained the status of the most iconic media images of the early 21st century, memos from a millennium that couldn’t have opened more brutally.
In ‘Still, Life’, Soi has added four paintings to this expanding corpus: these respond to media images emerging from the demolition attack launched by Israeli forces against Gaza during the winter of 2008/ 2009. Kabul, Kandahar, Herat, Bamiyan, Baghdad and Gaza haunt this series: these are the key and punctuating recurrences of our time, contemporary embodiments of the same monsters that Goya saw emerging from the sleep of reason. Soi accounts unflinchingly for a violence that is inflicted upon body as well as spirit, economy as well as culture, by the forces of unreason, hatred and intolerance. Tending to subtle variations on monochrome, demanding our attention with their fine brush-strokes, Soi’s ‘Disasters of War’ remind us of the polychromy that is lost when colour-blind tyrannies climb to power, whether in the liberal democracies of the West or in the House of Islam, or indeed, anywhere else on the planet.
IV. Torture, Exorcism and Self-implication 
Exquisitely rendered as they are, balanced between the beauty of their conception and execution and the violence of their content and import, do the miniatures that comprise Soi’s ‘Disasters of War’ aestheticise terror, anguish, slaughter and infamy? I am reminded, while engaging with Soi’s homage to Goya, of Susan Sontag’s observation: “Images have been reproached for being a way of watching suffering at a distance, as if there were some other way of watching. But watching up close – without the mediation of an image – is still just watching.” [11] And watching up close, through the mediation of a precisely shaped and viscerally convincing image, is an activity that can pull you out of yourself, out of your rutted attitudes, reflexes and habits of thought, and into an awareness of self and others that is potentially illuminating, disruptive, and transformative when its effects have been grasped and integrated. This is what makes the activity of looking at art a practice vital and crucial to the hygiene of the self – its pleasures mingled with its demands – and not merely a connoisseurial distraction or academic pursuit.
Soi’s negotiations with the miniature do not mark the facile retrieval of a tradition for its own sake. Rather, the format is deliberately chosen to underline, in its delicacy and compression, the inexhaustible horror that Soi depicts. It contrasts deliberately with the flamboyant, high-decibel manner that is all too often the preferred vehicle of an art of protest and comment. And the artist also politicises the act of viewing in these works. The very fact that they are so exquisite, that we take pleasure in regarding them, makes the act of receiving and consuming them unstable, piquantly compromised and self-interrogative.
Looking closely at Soi’s image archive in ‘Still, Life’, as well as his sculptures and his seven new canvases, we find that he now overtly presents self-portraiture. This is a shift in his work, which has so far observed others, the Other, from a slight distance. It is surprising to encounter the artist’s own image among the actors who perform complex situations for him, involved in the lila of a complicated lifeworld. Soi implicates the self in the historical processes of transformation and transmogrification: it is not a distant witness or commentator. Its performative gestures mimic, enact and assimilate the fates of various sharers of the planet, those intimately familiar and also those known only from media representations, those with whom the self empathises and also those towards whom its feelings are hostile.

As Soi is clearly aware, such self-portraiture is not without its searing costs. How does one participate in the dramas of sadism, for instance, and exhibitionism, and remain unscathed? Soi takes considerable risks in these images. In replaying the stances, attitudes and predicaments of unknown others, he elaborates a yoga compounded in equal parts from empathy and dangerous eroticism, narcissistic role-playing and a sensuously relayed self-criticality; he proposes a critical response to horror while playing out horror, teasing out its compressed meanings like a man opening a zip file and releasing its contents while figuring out how to deal with what might spill out. The self is in relay here, in interplay, divided in its loyalties and switching among diverse visual regimes that take the captive, embattled or subjugated body as its subject: war reportage, fantasy, comment, and porn.
Are these works, then, performative acts of exorcism, ‘expulsions’ in Baudrillard’s sense. In the essay, ‘The Horizon of Disappearance’, Baudrillard writes: “Man is constantly expelling what he is, what he experiences, what he means to himself. Either through language, which has an exorcistic function, or through all the technical artefacts he has invented and over whose horizon he is currently disappearing in an irreversible process of transference and substitution. … This kind of energy, which tends to get rid of something – beginning, no doubt, with itself – is best encapsulated in the term ‘acting-out’. Ridding yourself of your phantasies by having them pass into reality – and yet, for all that, they do not actually become real: the ‘acting-out’ merely expresses the impossibility of the phantasy remaining a phantasy.” [12]
These works may well mark expulsions of being, exorcisms of the possessive spectres of history, and performative recursions of necessary and animating phantasy contents. But they are not evacuations of responsibility. Rather, I would argue that Soi’s paintings are expressions of an intimate spectacle. We tend to think of the spectacle as an event mobilised on a grand scale, with effects that overawe and overwhelm the beholder, evacuate normality and alienate the beholder. But, as Soi knows from his experience of growing up in a transitional society such as India, and from his first-hand knowledge of the Durga Puja, the spectacle can also be a cauldron of public energies, producing a mystique of participation that enables rather than alienating its celebrants.
And the spectacle can also be performed on an intimate scale – as a psychic event articulating a productive aberration, a gash through the pieties and civilities of normal life, a sudden expansion of self to include the stories, the destinies, the burden and the lightness of others. Soi’s ‘Disasters of War’ can bear much speculation and reflection: they are neither exotic departures from morality nor do they offer a retreat from public questions. Rather, through these paintings, Soi implicates both himself and us in the shared crisis of defining what it means to be human at this vexed moment, and acting on it. Neither history nor language will permit us to escape. The etymology of ‘crisis’ returns us to the Greek word ‘krinein’: to make a choice.
V. Notes on a Transcultural Life
Soi’s basic condition is transcultural: his life choices have been shaped in and through travel, in and through the experience of living in several societies. He has lived and worked in India, the USA and West Europe, often shuttling among these locations, negotiating disparate educational and economic models. He has worked with several mentor figures, and is emotionally and intellectually sustained by conversations and collaborations with several sets of friends, associates and interlocutors.
Thus, the ‘global’ has a specific cluster of private meanings for Soi, and is expressed through a web of relationships, affinities, and correspondences. A recent expression of this was an exhibition of his works along with those of the 1970-born Mexican artist Carlos Amorales (‘Bird in Hand’, held at Project 88 in Bombay, November 2008). Soi and Amorales first met and collaborated in Amsterdam, and have known one another’s studio practice for a number of years.

“Geographical shifts affect me,” Soi observes. “My art practice breaks down in a new place.” With each move, he must reconstitute his visual and conceptual interests in relation to his changed context, its languages of image-making and its conditions of reception. “In California, I had to leave Baroda behind,” he says. “My concern was with how to be less exotic, not decorative, and with getting a sense of the landscapes of California.” Indeed, in California, years before grappling with the figure, he engaged with the possibility of recovering the meanings of landscape in an epoch characterised by the fragmentation of sensory experience, media saturation, and data overload. [13]
In California, also, Jean-Pierre Gorin became Soi’s mentor. The 1943-born French filmmaker, who studied with Althusser, Foucault and Lacan, and was an associate of Godard in the mid-1960s, has taught for many years at the University of California, San Diego. Under his tutelage, Soi began to register an intense response to documentary; while studying in the USA, too, he found his interest in war and combat kindled by the events surrounding 9/11 and their resonances in Afghanistan, Pakistan and Iraq. With the question of identity suddenly emphasised to the point of life-and-death seriousness (among the questions that many people of South Asian origin in the USA, even citizens by birth or naturalisation, report having faced during that tense period are these: Are you Muslim? Are you Arab? Are you an American citizen? Why are you taking those photographs?), he began to reflect on the question of how to construct the world as a migrant, and began to experiment with images culled from the mediascape.

When he moved to Amsterdam, Soi recalls, his practice broke down again. In the Netherlands, as in Europe generally, he found himself confronting the shock of the conservative response towards dissidence and difference, towards cultures marked under the ethnographic rubric of the Other. But he also imbibed the resonances of the Dutch tradition of image reportage. In Amsterdam, he embarked on collaborations with other artists, working on drawings, slide shows, among other media; he also stretched himself by taking up large murals. [14]
Travel is a complex experience for the transcultural self: the contents of memory are constantly being transformed into the objects of imagination; one place can remind you of another, instead of yielding up its mysteries for decipherment; you must switch among customs, manners and perspectives; at length, having mapped out heterotopias in several regions, you arrive at a distributed sense of belonging, constrained neither by the dogma of nationalism nor the superficiality of airport-lounge cosmopolitanism.

For Soi, as for many artists, the studio is now mobile; the conception, planning and fabrication of his work across disparate economies of making is now a basic feature of his practice. He works between Amsterdam and Calcutta; between conceptually oriented painting on the one hand, and sculpture made together with sculptors who make sacred images in Kumartulli, on the other; between research that processes media materials, and execution that engages his energies in a classical studio setting. Such energy-giving paradoxes account for the concerted energy and cogency of Soi’s work. His art expresses the energies of what I have elsewhere called the ‘dividual’ self, in describing figures such as Rabindranath Tagore, C G Jung, J Krishnamurti and Agehananda Bharati/ Leopold Fischer: a self in transit between continents, societies and cultures.
In my reading, a dividual self is one that is aware of the multiple and contending histories, ancestries and choices from which it is composed. Such a self chooses its identity by engaging with these – rather than by asserting itself as an in-dividual identity, which turns out finally to be a delusion produced by the limiting and controlling narratives of class, race, ethnicity or region. The in-dividual self must deny, suppress or abolish the multiplicities of which it is made, in the name of a self-validating and absolute identity. By contrast, the dividual self enacts itself, not through the claim of identity, but through tactical performances designed to emancipate it from all essentialisms. Having formed its transcultural affinities and allegiances, the dividual self attends to these, not only through the mode of pleasure and discovery, but also through that of responsible engagement. In Praneet Soi’s art, we see the lineaments of such a productive dividuality in assured and astute play. [15]
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