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PrincessPea is a Gurgaon based visual and performance artist, 
her way of  critiquing norms of  society is through disguising 
herself  into a anima character. While its impossible to live inside 
the plastic huge head, she finds her comfort in that small element 
of  surprise and teases the senses of  audiences, as living human toy.

With her latest project she started building her family, Continuing 
her explorations about her mental space and disconnection from 
the real world, she would disguise her self  as abnormal human, 
and would live in a prefect Geodesic structure, which is inspired 
by a utopian dream! 
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Life: This world of  PrincessPea treads a fine line between the world of  fairytale 
and the mundane.  The broad scope of  art challenges perceptions about our conceived 
notions of  the self. As Princess Pea, the artist presents to the world her alter ego in the 
form of  a ‘living doll’ an anime style figure that can neither talk, smell nor hear, its a 
fictional world and she is far away from this world. 

PrincessPea practice revolves around the ideas of  identity, notions of  perfection, 
self  worth, the conflict between traditional and contemporary roles of  women in Indian 
society initially through the ever prevalent issues raised by the cult of  the celebrity both 

in India and abroad. 

“- Angst always stayed with me from my child-
hood as I was persistently told that I was too thin 
and my arms too skinny or ‘her head is too big’. 
The work’s create a contemporary dialogue with 
the past and everything is possible in the imagi-
nary world so I turned the world on its head 
(literally) and made head enlargements the most 
desired of  cosmetic surgeries! Silly I know but a 
wish fulfillment of  sorts and equally at an artistic 
level it offered me a new tool to explore my envi-
ronment in a way that worked for me…”
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Part 1: Genesis

To create her I must plow the land, the anonymous male narrator in Clarice 
Lispector’s A Breath of  Life, decides. And so follows his invention of  Angela, 
the motive behind which is the same that sparked the creation of  Eve—
the need for a facsimile of  dialogue.

Unlike with Pygmallion’s Galatea, it isn’t obsessive love but breath that ani-
mates his creation, transforming it from a lifeless assembly of  clay to living be-
ing. Here, Lispector echoes Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. I had worked hard for 
nearly two years, for the sole purpose of  infusing life into an inanimate body. 

But are he and Angela fruit of  the same tree, he asks himself. No—Angela is 
everything I wanted to be and never was… Angela is my vertigo. Angela is my 
reverberation, being an emanation of  mine, she is I. I, the author: the un-
known. It’s by mere coincidence that I am I. 

He denies her existence as a mere character and confirms her being as the 
evolution of  a feeling, an idea incarnated into being. In the beginning there 
was only the idea. Then the word came in contact with the idea. And then the 
word was no longer mine: it transcended me, it was everyone’s, it was Angela’s. 
He wonders if  he had not in fact invented Angela to satisfy his need to invent 
himself ? 

Like him, the anonymous female artist who invented Princess Pea plowed the 
land to gather the clay that would compose her inanimate head. A combination 
of  different kinds of  clay were used in the dough, and when the prototype of  
the giant, hollow, quasi-female head was first sculpted and left to set, something 
serendipitous transpired. A fresh wild shoot sprouted from within through the 
texture of  the scalp. This almost accidental birth, the fortuitous yet unintended 
byproduct of  the loam’s fertility, animated the sculpture, transforming it from 
a non-living, representational structure to a corporeal entity suddenly infested 
with life. 
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The ceremonial act of  naming this new being was the final ritual in this pro-
cess of  creation. Princess Pea, she came to be called, a portmanteau of  our 
anonymous artist’s two central thematic concerns— the mythical category of  
Princess-hood and the imagining of  the shoot as a specimen of  the Pea family. 
This was her authorial intervention—inventing a being that was at once her 
reverberation and her emanation, that stemmed from her and was yet unique, 
signaling the birth of  her Other I, her Second Self. Princess Pea is to our 
anonymous female artist what Angela was to Lispector’s anonymous male nar-
rator: an alter ego. The wearing of  the oversized head signals her transforma-
tion from “real” self  to her imaginative other. 

The immediacy of  this creative alteration, however, doesn’t preclude the fact of  
Princess Pea’s ancestry. For nothing comes of  nothing. All ideas are the off-
spring of  past ideas and the generation of  ideas that came before. Princess Pea’s 
etymological beginnings can be legitimately traced to Hans Christian’s An-
derson’s fairytale of  The Princess and the Pea and Simone de Beauvoir’s 1949 
dictum—One is not born a woman, one becomes one. 

We remember the fairytale of  The Princess and the Pea as a young Prince’s 
desperate quest to marry a “real princess”. In Anderson’s story, the only quali-
fication for what constitutes such a being is her “delicate” nature that is suppos-
edly the result of  her luxurious upbringing. When one such princess ends up 
at the Prince’s castle on a rain-drenched night seeking temporary shelter, the 
Queen tests the authenticity of  her claims to being “real” by stripping away the 
sheets covering what will be the alleged Princess’ bed, planting a pea at its bot-
tom, then layering it with twenty mattresses upon which she then piles twenty 
eiderdown feather beds. Up on top of  all these the Princess was to spend the 
night. The next morning she is asked for a review of  her experience of  sleeping 
on this elevated bed. “Oh! said the Princess. “No. I scarcely slept at all.  Heaven 
knows what’s in that bed. I lay on something so hard that I’m black and blue 
all over. It was terrible. This critical appraisal is viewed by the Queen as proof  
of  her princess-hood. They could see she was a real Princess and no question 
about it, now that she had felt one pea all the way through twenty mattresses 
and twenty more feather beds. Nobody but a Princess could be so delicate. 

Our anonymous female artist picks up on the pea as an irritant, a malaise, and 
asks us to reimagine the real princess as an artist or a humanist, someone who is 
almost abnormally sensitive to that which causes suffering; a nuance that artist 
Ranbir Kaleka recently picked up on and articulated in an open letter to Prin-
cess Pea. Being in a state of  extreme sensitivity lies in the realm of  the artist/
poet/musician/writer. The artist differs in feeling, and by inference empathy, 
than the crassness of  the daily grind allows. That is the significance of  the ‘pea’. 
It is the humanizing factor, the empathy of  the artist… she feels the slightest 
discomfort of  the ‘other’ and you are expanding on the myth to say ‘I feel the 
‘pea’ under your mattress. I feel the ‘pain’ of  the ‘other’.

Princess Pea’s feminist leanings can be said to be influenced in part by Simone 
de Beauvoir, who argued that the very concept of  ‘woman’ is framed by the 
male gaze. Woman is always the ‘other’ because the male is the ‘seer’: he is the 
subject and she the object, what it is to be a woman is a framework described 
in relation to men. It is no wonder, then, that women’s perceptions of  their own 
bodies are negatively constructed, that the ideals to which they aspire continue 
to be dictated by patriarchy, that the pressure to conform to these oppressive 
ideals is only accentuated as one passes from girlhood to womanhood. The 
female body continues to be a site of  constant contestation. Her being contin-
ues to be defined by a series of  struggles that are unique to her gender, to her 
status as a member of  the second sex. Women are pecked, jostled, and teased. 
And if  Woman is to exonerate herself  from the clutches of  patriarchy, she must 
reinvent herself. Her redemption must emanate from her. 

Princess Pea’s existence can be explained as a potential antidote to the pressures 
of  conformity, a force that is opposed to the absurd yet unquestioned standards 
of  beauty to which women must aspire. “Princess” has dual significance, as a 
humanizing, subversive presence, and as a reference to the historical oppression 
of  women by encouraging little girls to want to be princesses waiting eagerly for 
their elusive Prince Charming; to be damsels in distress waiting to be rescued; 
by socializing them to be precious and delicate, to be seen but not heard, to 
be obedient and subservient, to not upset the order of  things, to not question 
authority, to perform the roles expected of  them, to be daughters and mothers 
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and grandmothers, all the while repressing their sexuality for the greater good 
of  society, and most of  all, to let their destinies be governed entirely by the 
powers that be.  

Through her carefully constructed alter ego, our anonymous female artist seeks 
to challenge our conception of  what constitutes femininity and womanhood. 
Born out of  her childhood insecurities, being continually pecked about being 
abnormally underweight while hearing her sister being chided for the opposite, 
and her failed artistic encounters with the concept of  perfection, the giant, 
destabilizing head that is Princess Pea is an act of  creative resistance.  

Part II: Pecked, Jostled and Teased

The parameters of  Princess Pea’s imaginative universe are not static. They are 
neither restricted by reality nor bound by its bylaws. They have their foundation 
in the dimension of  the animated and are peopled by fictional characters who 
have been visually brought to life through timed movement like The Powerpuff  
girls, Marjane Satrapi of  Persepolis, Pac Man, and the boys of  South Park. Her 
own outwardly appearance is like that of  a living doll, a genetic cross between 
Max Fleischer’s Betty Boop, the world’s first female flapper cartoon, and a 
Japanese anime character. 

Like a doll, her senses are redundant. But unlike a doll, she is inhabited by the 
conscious mind of  her creator. When she isn’t present on silk paintings, she 
appears to audiences in a large geodesic dome through which she allows you to 
peep into her world and even drop her a letter or pick up a cupcake. Princess 
Pea’s strategy relies on tapping into the world of  play, thereby referencing the 
very activity that plays a formative role in the process of  socialization and gen-
der normativity: toy dolls and animated cartoons. She subversively reimagines 
both categories and reinvents the computer-generated imagery of  the video-
game, and conveniently inserts herself  into the mis-en-scene.

Pecked, Jostled, and Teased, her India debut solo derives its title from the Hans 
Christian Anderson fairytale, The Ugly Duckling, about a little bird born in 
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a barnyard, the youngest of  his siblings, whose purported ugliness stems from 
his evaluation of  the world’s reaction to his appearance. His lineage is doubted 
when the other ducks glance at the stubbornly un-hatched egg. It’s a turkey 
egg, and you can take my word for it. I was fooled like that once myself. What 
trouble and care I had with those turkey children, for I may as well tell you, 
they are afraid of  the water. But our protagonist loves water, and is in fact a 
better swimmer than the rest of  the brood. His abnormally large size outs him 
as not just an oddity, but also a freak. He is pecked and pushed about and made 
fun of  by the ducks and the chickens as well. “He’s too big,” said they all.

One evening, during the splendor of  a sunset, this duckling first spots a great 
flock of  swans, dazzling white with long graceful necks. They went up so high, 
so very high, that the ugly little duckling felt a strange uneasiness come over 
him as he watched them. He went around and round in the water, like a wheel. 
He craned his neck to follow their course, and gave a cry so shrill and strange 
that he frightened himself. Oh! He could not forget them—those splendid, 
happy birds. The uneasy feeling the duckling encounters is an unconscious 
knowledge of  belonging to the species, of  witnessing for the first time the com-
munity with whom he shared a genetic affinity. But he must be excused for not 
knowing, for he was brought up as a duckling, unaware of  his royal lineage. He 
did not know what birds they were or whither they were bound, yet he loved 
them more than anything he had ever loved before. 

The duckling’s lack of  knowledge leads to suffering. He doesn’t know that come 
winter, he ought to be migrating to warmer climes. He doesn’t understand that 
the flock of  swans he had spotted were, in fact, in the process of  doing exactly 
that. He paddles continuously to keep the crackling ice from closing in upon 
him. Finally, the exhausted duckling is frozen in that very ice until one morning 
he is rescued by a farmer.

One spring day, quite suddenly, he lifted his wings. They swept through the air 
much more strongly than before, and their powerful strokes carried him far. 
This gravity-defying surprise is reminiscent of  Kate Chopin’s 1899 novella, 
The Awakening, in which her lead protagonist, Edna, a wife and mother who 
finds herself  a prisoner to social expectations, and who, tired of  always sacrific-
ing her needs and desires for the happiness of  others, decides to reassess her 
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priorities and be in control of  her own narrative. A bird that would soar above 
the level plain of  tradition and prejudice must have strong wings. This is just 
one example of  Chopin’s incessant referencing of  avian metaphors to suggest 
freedom and escape. 

In Anderson’s fairytale, this sweeping of  wings through air heralds a singular 
moment of  transformation from repulsive ugliness to unprecedented beauty. It 
is the moment when the duckling has yet not discovered his reflection but feels a 
physical lightness of  being. He spots three lovely swans and feels a sadness come 
upon him. Melancholy notwithstanding, the duckling summons the courage to 
approach his kind. I shall fly near these royal birds, and they will peck me to 
bits because I, who am so very ugly, dare to go near them. But I don’t care. Bet-
ter be killed by them than to be nipped by the ducks, pecked by the hens, kicked 
about by the hen-yard girl, or suffer such misery in winter. When he does ap-
proach them and almost shouts out to them, “Kill Me,” he bows his head down 
over the water to wait for death. But what did he see there, mirrored in the 
clear stream? He beheld his own image, and it was no longer the reflection of  a 
clumsy, dirty, grey bird, ugly and offensive. He himself  was a swan! Being born 
in a duck yard does not matter, if  only you are hatched from a swan’s egg.

Our anonymous female artist draws from this classic tale of  redemption and 
transformation by the discovery of  one’s beauty and self  worth that can tran-
spire when one ceases to look at oneself  through the prism of  another’s gaze 
and prefer instead to behold one’s own image in all its distorted glory. She casts 
her alter ego Princess Pea as the protagonist of  her own fantasy world and 
through the appropriation of  elements of  play, asks her viewers to reexamine 
the absurdity of  the norms of  beauty to which we have been irrationally sub-
jected to aspire.

Her series Missing Toys has her adopting seven found stuffed toys and redesign-
ing them with oversized white round heads devoid of  any features. By poising 
them in the gallery in all their flawed glory she redeems them from their handi-
caps, which can range from a missing ear to an absent tail. These found stuffed 
animals may be inanimate, but their previously-owned, lost-and-found status 
reminds us of  their past lives as objects of  comfort for their owners, cushioned 
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beings children caress at night when they sleep, who are like first pets, with for-
mer names, who inhabited the same fantasy world as their juvenile possessors. 

She extends the toy theme with a set of  eight wooden toy dolls that are figural 
replicas of  Princess Pea’s body type rendered distinctive with their unique, 
individual features that are representative of  their iconic personalities. These 
eight female figurines illustrate eight characters derived from the world of  fic-
tion, myth, and reality, including Draupadi, Marjane Satrapi, The Red Queen, 
Mary Kom, Yoko Ono, Anya, Barbara Thornson, and Ottoline. Displayed 
preciously in individual glass vitrines, these dolls instate these women into a 
kind of  pantheon and celebrate their quirks, strengths, accomplishments, and 
the enduring power of  their personalities. 

With her Mundane/Fairytale series, she once again reminds us of  the power 
of  the imagination to transform the everyday and imbue it with fantastic pos-
sibilities. Here, random utilitarian objects are inscribed with clusters of  Prin-
cess Pea’s curls, which animate and elevate their status. A pillow, a toaster, and 
an HP printer are conveniently transformed through this imposition and as 
they meet the viewer’s gaze, they ask us to question their inbuilt quasi-magical 
properties. Retrospectively, they can be seen as the embodiments of  objects 
that once existed purely as ideas until they were invented to fulfill functional 
purposes: respectively; to ensure its user a good night’s sleep and the possibility 
of  dreaming; to insert bread and watch its texture change from soft and doughy 
to firm and toasted; and finally, to facilitate the materiality of  the written word 
by allowing it to be scripted upon paper through a technological intervention. 
These mundane objects, she assures us, are in fact fantastical. Their familiarity 
compels us to take them for granted. But they are indeed members of  a grow-
ing tribe of  innovations that are designed for our convenience, but had their 
origins as ideas.  

The series of  silk paintings, however, are the most dramatic reenactments of  
fragments of  Princess Pea’s lived reality, populated with fictional characters 
that seem to almost crawl out of  the woodworks. The Ugly Duckling thematic 
resonates most vociferously in the paintings, most notably in “The Duck is Not 
a Duck” featuring graceful swans that swim in flocks. The anonymous female 
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artist’s affinity towards the miniature tradition is most obvious in these two-
dimensional, highly symmetrical silk paintings which place Princess Pea as the 
lead protagonist amid imagery that resembles some of  the familiar scenery of  
the miniature such as royalty basking in leisure or preparing for battle. 

Of  particular importance among these silk paintings is one titled “How Loud 
Should You be?” featuring circular mouths that are not agape but engaged in 
the act of  screaming. This work represents the artist’s growing interest in vocal 
catharsis, an idea she has decided to experiment with by converting her geo-
desic dome that functioned at the India Art Fair 2014 as a Pea O Box into a 
screaming chamber and inviting female visitors to let go and let it all out and 
scream. 

The inquisitive title of  the painting forms the premise of  this exercise. How 
loud should you be? Women are often berated if  they are loud, or are made 
to appear cantankerous and lacking in grace if  they speak too passionately or 
demonstrate an overflow of  emotion. The artist would, however, like to docu-
ment what happens when there is a safe, soundproofed zone that encourages 
women to forget convention and manners and simply allow their bodies to 
produce high decibels in form of  an unabashed scream. 

The result of  this documentation will mostly likely assume the form of  a 
future artwork, much like “The Pea Family,” in which the sketches made by 
participants of  her Pea O Box enterprise that had them childishly draw what 
they imagined their alter ego to look like are animated. This piece is more of  
a gesture than an artwork. It demonstrates aptly that one doesn’t have to have 
been initiated into the world of  art in order to be an artist. The febrility of  the 
imagination is the most exigent quality required in order to access the greater 
universe of  ideas. While this gift is latently present in anything that has life it is 
up to us to evolve into greater self-awareness so that we can tap into the living 
sap of  creativity. For that is where true happiness lies.

Madame Sosostris
September 2014



Pecked, Jostled and Teased
went for a walk, 
picking berries, and nits.
Said Pecked “Say, Jostled, 
did Teased, ask for it?’
“I daresay, Pecked,”
said Jostled,
“Indeed, she did,
She always does. 
That Teased, 
always wants
more of it.”

The tables turn, 
and this time its Jostled
telling Teased in hushed tones --
“Erm, Teased, is it true, 
that Pecked always does?
“Shh… always did, always does!
Gets trussed up,
like a sack of potatoes
always deserves it
every last bit of it.”

The wind heads East
and two of them 
head beyond 
the third’s earshot --
“Tell me, Pecked,” 
says Teased
“Didya know
that Jostled, right there --
‘twas his fault, all along?

“Of course it was, 
of course it was,”
said Pecked
“I knew it all along.” 
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by Lijjat papad rabbit, 2014

PrincessPea -“Anya Ghost” , 2014
Wooden Toy Sculptures



“Missing”- 8 toys, 2014
Dimensions, variable - Found toys, resin

“The Balancing Act”- 2014
108x18inches - fabric and found toy scooter 
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“The Pea Family”- 
introducing, 100 new 
family members, 2014 - 
Animation projection

“The Duck is not 
a Duck”- 72x48 inches,
Natural Pigment on 
Cotton, 2014 
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“Draupadi”, “Yoko Ono”“Mary Kom”, “Ottoline” wooden toy sculptures”, 2014, wood, pigment paint lacquer - 13x6x6 inches
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“No more an object”- Colleague, 2014, Printer, resin - 26x9x15 inches

“You’re worth it”, 2014, Found Bridal Jewellery, resin - 18x86x8 inches“Marjane Satrapi”, “Barbara Thorson”, “The Red Queen” 
“wooden toy sculptures” 2014, pigment paint, lacquer - 13x6x6 inches

“Draupadi”, “Yoko Ono”

28



30



32



34



“In a society that looked down its patrician nose on anything except 
milk-and-almond hues, being dark-skinned was considered most unfor-
tunate, especially for a girl.” - Palace of  Illusions

A new body of  work by Princess Pea, including the perfor-
mance piece Born Out of  Fire, is a continuation of  previ-
ously explored ideas weaving together narratives of  contem-
porary gender stereotypes with mythologies of  the feminine. 
This creates an as yet, untold story of  the ‘woman’. A 
continuation of  the series ‘Pecked Jostled and Teased’, the 
installation and performance in this chapter uses specific 
elements such as Turmeric, that have cultural and socio-
political connotations, in the telling of  this tale of  the ‘ideal’ 
feminine. 

In this chapter, Princess Pea reinstates herself  as Princess 
Draupadi, the Ágnijyotsana. Using turmeric, a household 
staple that cures and purifies, Princess Pea alludes to the 
symbolic birth of  Draupadi from Fire - an element, that re-
flects the warrior princesses character as all-consuming and 
never stagnant. Fire is also Gold and so Princess Pea, em-
bodies the idea of  ‘Soney ki Chidiya’, the golden daughter. 
Juxtaposed with ‘Neel’- the Blue pigment, Princess Pea also 
illustrates the relationship between Draupadi and Krishna. 

‘Blue’ is all pervasive and omni-potent instilling Princess 
Draupadi with confidence as she forges ahead as 

her fierce self.  Neel is also used here to suggest a way of  
measuring and enhancing her purity.

36



‘Soney ki Chidiya ,
used bridal jewlery - 48 x48 inches 2015  
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Balancing Act 2 
metal buckect, weight, thread, resin, paint  
variable domensions, 22x22 + 36x24 inches, 201526



installation image - Born Out Of Fire, 2015 “Describing draupadi” - text on used mirrors 
44x22 inches x2
2015 42


