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Devi is in the Detail 
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This is the exhilarating and unfathomably complex universe of the 
Goddesses appearing as they do, in various avatars in Hindu 
mythology. An exploration not just of duality but of multiplicity. A 
probe - compelling, uncompromising, and fearless ς like women 
themselves.  
 
The Devi in us is the Woman in all goddesses.  



SMRUTHI GARGI ESWAR 



The difference is a subtle one, but it changes 
everything - it lies in the way we are seen. 
Shakti does not reserve a special consideration 
just for us. We are seen as part of all creation. 
And she in turn is not affected by our gaze. Her 
allies lie in nature. 
Durga, also a goddess from the forest, has one 
foot past our door ς in our homes. Invoked by 
warriors and worshiped for an alliance, she 
shows a tenderness, that leads to battling for 
us. A warrior mother, who indulges our 
notions of good and bad, and of bravery and 
virtues. 
Shakti can surprise us, with her disregard of 
our perceptions. Her justice is that of the wild. 
She has the power to confirm our ignorance 
and fear. Destroying our illusions of 
conquering nature ς not regarding us either 
positively or negatively. They seem to run on 
parallel lines, converging now and again, as 
part of a larger pattern we ŎŀƴΩǘ see or 
understand, seeming as one and then as two , 
again and again and again.   
 
Durga and Shakti, K3 pigment print on archival 
paper, 36έ x 60έΣ 2022, Edition ς 1/10,  
INR 45,000 



Fortune and Knowledge ŘƻƴΩǘ 
always go together, for they are 
wanted so differently. Lakshmi the 
goddess of fortune, comes and 
goes as she likes. Changing lives 
on a whim, she is more desired 
than enjoyed. Nervous gods and 
humans wait for her to favor them 
and she completely aware of her 
agency, has a light hearted spirit 
only the opulent can have. 
Saraswati on the other hand, like 
knowledge is very hard to get. But 
when she arrives she stays. She 
ŎŀƴΩǘ be spent but can only be 
earned, Deep and evasive, and 
solid as a rock. In unison they give 
the world so much texture and 
color, filling our universe with 
everything we so desire. 
 
Lakshmi and Saraswati, K3 
pigment print on archival paper, 
26έ x 43έΣ 2022, Edition ς 1/10, 
INR 35,000 



The serene visual tone of this 
composition is in keeping with one who 
thought herself to be without corporeal 
form. As natural as the flowers and 
animals of the forest with only her hair to 
cover her. She is the devotee of Shiva, 
the beautiful 12th century mystic, Akka 
Mahadevi. She seems to be a part of the 
blossoms that frame her. The personality 
emerging from her poetry - passionate, 
candid, strong minded and fearless has a 
strong feminist appeal as does her 
contribution to the Lingayat tradition 
where, remarkably, daughters have the 
same rights as sons. But aŀƘŀŘŜǾƛΩǎ 
power goes beyond the earthly. Her 
transcendence and union with the divine 
is so direct and pure it is described in 
simple and evocative words: άǿƘƛǘŜ as a 
ƧŀǎƳƛƴŜέ. She is worshiped and respected 
for her devotion and the path she made 
for women to access the divine as men 
do. 
 
Akka Mahadevi, K3 pigment print on 
archival paper, 35έ x 13έΣ 2018, 
Edition ς 6/10, INR 25,000 



The oldest hymns were composed on her 
banks, a glorious beauty with her lilies 
and swans flowing through Punjab, Sindh 
and Rajasthan. A river of language, 
imagination and music she is Shatarupa ς 
the goddess of infinite forms. All 
addressing the conception of creation ς 
the one question ς Who am I? In taking 
that step, from being wakeful to 
understanding, her unblinking eyes 
gather as her mind absorbs. For she, is 
the goddess, of all that is known and 
understood. She is knowledge. Immersed 
in music and texts, she remains aloof, 
claiming the sovereignty of the mind over 
every other reality. Watching syllable by 
syllable appear she witnesses the 
construction of knowledge. Interested in 
wisdom alone, calm and content in 
isolation, her journey was a solitary 
one.  As a river ς she shatters the 
separation between Purusha and Prakriti, 
mind and matter, body and soul, and the 
strange belief that nothing in nature leads 
to the mind. 
 
Saraswati, K3 pigment print on archival 
paper, 36έ x 27έΣ 2020, Edition ς Artist 
Print, INR 1,05,000 



We leap into life, hoping to find the world, as 
she holds our hands, and helps us find 
ourselves. She is the Northern Star ς a 
goddess for travellers, a leader for caravans in 
the literal. In the metaphorical, she navigates 
us through an ocean of existence. She warms 
our heart through the friends we make and 
fuels our courage to take unknown paths. A 
traveller between faiths, from Hinduism to 
Buddhism or the other way around, she 
crosses borders of every kind. We watch her 
light, travelling through diverse lands and 
various lives, as we hold on to a river of 
voices, with numerous stories of her origin. In 
one, she is born out of YŀƭƛΩǎ third eye, a 
goddess for justice, in another she comes 
from a .ƻŘƘƛǎŀǘǾŀΩǎ teardrop ς so filled with 
pain, it created a goddess of empathy and 
compassion. In the white snows of Tibet, she 
is reborn as a princess from the vastness of 
China, and still another from the mountains of 
Nepal. She appears and reappears, always 
with the perfected wisdom to guide, and to 
eventually, be the mother of all Buddhas. 
 
Tara, K3 pigment print on archival paper,  
36έ x 27έΣ 2020, Edition ς 7/10, INR 45,000 



Without desire all of creation loses its 
fragrance and the god of desire himself was 
enchanting. In YŀƳŀΩǎ hands the sugarcane 
bow and flowered arrows are merely 
mischievous. And he paid with his life for 
playing with these wonderful weapons of 
desire. When he took aim, their effects were 
limited to passion, a trap that one falls into. In 
YŀƳŀƪǎƘƛΩǎ hands, desire is expansive. A 
landscape to walk in, eyes wide open, a 
choice that feels like destiny. A desire for the 
world and the pleasure of being part of it. 
In sunshine and starlight, laughter and pain it 
grows, changing how we feel, what we see 
and the taste of everything we touch. Red is 
no longer alarming and blood changes 
meaning. In 5ǊŀǳǇŀŘƛΩǎ hands it is revenge, in 
YŀƭƛΩǎ it is destruction, and in YŀƳŀƪǎƘƛΩǎ, it is 
life. We are not hunted but adored by the 
flowered archer. For some she is a fertile 
womb, a cleft in a rock that bleeds, marking 
the coming of monsoon. A season for desire, 
wisdom and experience - only a life well lived 
can know. 
 
Kamakshi, K3 pigment print on archival paper, 
36έ x 27έΣ 2020, Edition ς 4/10, INR 35,000 



A head sitting upright on the ground, under a 
tree, outside, at the edge of a village. Her 
eyes appear through a coat of vermillion. Her 
body, (underground we assume), is the village 
- with its houses, fields and pastures, and her 
fertility, keeping them abundant. With no 
temple or priest, the goddess is only tended 
to by the women. A sisterhood that 
celebrates their mother every day. She is not 
universal, but local, she is specific and 
personal. She is yours and she is mine and she 
lives outside our village. But once a year she 
comes undone, for her forests have been 
burnt, to sow again, her weeds uprooted and 
body fenced up and owned. Wild and hungry 
she demands blood, and the village rushes to 
ease, quenching her thirst she is made whole 
again. Feasts are cooked and sacrifices made 
to replenish her wildness. Gestures repeated 
year after year to make her strong and 
blossom. An apology for killing her forest, and 
gratitude, for the gift she has given. A process 
by which we rewild our mother year after 
year after year. 
 
Gramadevi, K3 pigment print on archival 
paper, 36έ x 27έΣ 2021, Edition ς 3/10,  
INR 25,000 



Gentle and limpid, like a ǊƛǾŜǊǎΩ flow, this 
languid female form is none other than the 
most masculine of gods: Siva, appearing here 
as Gopika or divine milk maid, ready to take 
part in KrishnasΩ famed raas lila.The sublime 
strains of KrishnasΩ flute stir Siva into joining 
the raas lila or dance that Krishna, the god of 
love, enjoys with his bevy of Gopis in 
Vrindavan. As no male can enter Vrindavan, 
Siva dips himself into the waters of the 
Yamuna and emerges a beautiful maiden and 
the two gods dance. Radha points out a subtle 
otherness in the atmosphere and is told by 
Krishna who the new dancer is ς άIŜ is Lord 
Siva, says YǊƛǎƘƴŀέΣ my teacher. You ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
want me to ask him to leave, would ȅƻǳΚέ! 
wonderful world of variation and abundance - 
for that is what Vrindavan means ς a fluid, 
flowing where gods slip in and out of different 
sexual forms, dance, love, celebrate pleasure, 
enjoy beauty. Here Siva the Nataraj, the 
supreme dancer who dances the cosmos into 
existence, plays with the god of love, and the 
cosmos is animated into being. 
 
Gopeshwar(Shiva), K3 pigment print on 
archival paper, 36έ x 27έΣ 2020,  
Edition ς 8/10, INR 50,000 



How clean the goddess of pollution looks. The 
origins of this goddess and what she stands for, 
was at a time, recognized for traveling far 
beyond the shackles of the cast system and was 
not reduced to the pollution identity. Everything 
about this rendition speaks of purity ς the 
simplicity of the stance, the youthful innocence, 
the honest, open gaze, even the light 
ornamentation of the crescent moon. Through 
penance to the goddess Ambaal, an avatar of 
Lakshmi, the άƭƻǿ ŎŀǎǘŜέ sage, Matang, seeks 
elevation to Brahma Rishi. When the boon 
cannot be granted he asks instead that he be 
recognized as !ƳōŀŀƭΩǎ father. Ambaal is reborn 
to Matang as a primal form of Saraswati: the 
goddess Matangi. She who kindles knowledge 
born of contemplation, also refers to our ability 
to listen, the origin of true understanding. 
Matangi is accessible to all as no vows or 
ceremonies are needed to ask for her blessing. 
She welcomes offerings of leftovers by 
unwashed hands. Caste thus becomes irrelevant 
to the seeker of enlightenment.Life cannot 
thrive in a sterile environment. And Matangi 
ushers us out, Offering us instead the throb of 
life; an open landscape of darkness and 
radiance. 
 
Matangi, K3 pigment print on archival paper, 
36έ x 27έΣ 2018, Edition ς Final Artist Print,  
INR 75,000 



With muted tones, controlled shading and the 
blotting out of any light the artist wants us to 
appreciate the implicit: the power of love. We 
are to engage with the goddess with 
comprehension, and joy. And the concept of the 
Whole is put before us at all times. So here is 
Radha, childhood friend and lover of Krishna, in 
a fuller form as Earth Mother ς slightly paunchy, 
full breasted, a milky cow by her side. It is a 
voluptuous image, inherently and powerfully 
erotic. The faint outline of a peacock feather is 
the only sign of Krishna. But the focus is Radha. 
Radha is woman in her entirety ς lover, friend, 
sister, daughter, mother. She is also a wife but 
not YǊƛǎƘƴŀΩǎ. The power and purity of her love 
is such that it transcends both social 
requirements and human frailties such as 
marriage or jealousy. Radha is complete unto 
herself. And the love that radiates from her is 
equally complete. It is, in fact, a celebration ς in 
this case, of Krishna, asking nothing from him, 
not marriage nor fidelity. It is love that is 
spiritually and physically full: unconditional, 
eternal and liberating. 
 
Radha, K3 pigment print on archival paper, 
42.4έ x 36έΣ 2018, Edition ς 5/10, INR 50,000 


