
2024/25 3/5

Still Wearing this Damn Ring 4 / Flowers Not Delivered 12 
 



Content Editor
Harismita Govindaraj

Assistant content editor
Radhika Sood 

Design Editor
Zala Reberc 

Assistant Design Editor
Katharina Lutz

the.dodo@rca.ac.uk
@thedodo.rca

Editor’s Note 

veil (n.)
c. 1200, head covering, usually for the forehead, sides, and back of the head, falling 
to the shoulders; often a distinctive headdress, as worn by nuns or women in certain 
cultural contexts. Also refers to any cloth, typically light and transparent, used 
to conceal the face or parts of the body. Derived from the Anglo-French and Old North 
French veil (12c.), meaning “head-covering,” and also “a sail” or “curtain,” from the 
Latin vela, plural of velum, meaning “sail,” “curtain,” or “covering,” which traces back 
to the Proto-Indo-European root weg- “to weave a web.” The veil, in its most literal 
sense, is both a physical object and a symbolic tool—one that shields, transforms, or 
obscures what lies behind it. 

veil (v.)
Late 14c., veilen, “to cover or conceal with a veil” (of the face, body, or part 
thereof), from Old French veler, voiller (12c.), from Latin velare, “to cover, veil,” 
from velum “a cloth, covering, curtain, veil,” or literally “a sail.” In its figurative 
sense, to veil means to conceal or mask something immaterial, a transformation of 
meaning that emerges in the 1530s. The act of veiling is no longer limited to cloth 
alone; it extends to anything that is hidden, disguised, or rendered indistinct. 

The veil, then, is more than a mere physical barrier—it 
is a concept that has woven its way into the fabric of 
human experience. As both a noun and a verb, it evokes 
ideas of secrecy, revelation, and the tension between what 
is concealed and what is exposed. From the literal cloth 
that shields one’s face to the metaphors that obscure our 
perceptions of truth, the veil is a tool of transformation 
and intrigue. In the wake of the second term, we aim to 
peel back the layers of uncertainty and step into  
a clearer understanding.
In this issue of The Dodo, we invite you to peer beyond 
the veils of tradition, culture, and self, to consider 
what remains hidden, and to explore the act of unveiling—
whether it’s a thought, an emotion, or a story waiting  
to be told.

 
— Keeping curious, 
Harismita Govindaraj
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Beneath the veil lies a tapestry 
of complexities, where femininity 
is both celebrated and scrutinized. 
The artist’s work unravels the 
dualities women navigate today, 
blending visual allure with raw, 
uncomfortable truths. It reflects 
the cyclical nature of societal 
expectations and constraints, 
confronting deeply ingrained 
clichés. Themes of mental health, 
aging, sexuality, self-worth, 
and domestic inequality emerge, 
exposing the silent weight of 
biases and imposed ideals. These 
pieces serve as a mirror, inviting 
viewers to peer beyond the surface 
and engage with the layered reali-
ties of identity, resilience, and 
the evolving role of women in a 
constrained yet transformative world.

Lola Luk, MA Sculpture

→→ →→
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LOLA LUK, You should never meet your heroes
Ceramic, blown glass, resin 
60cm x 25cm x 25cm 
2024

LOLA LUK, Dig In
Ceramic, blown glass, resin 
60cm x 25cm x 25cm 
2024
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LOLA LUK, Mind the trap
Ceramic, blown glass, resin 
60cm x 25cm x 25cm 
2024

LOLA LUK, What is eating you up?
Ceramic, blown glass, resin 
60cm x 25cm x 25cm 
2024
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Feathered spaces, Tethered  
to the lost,
Longing for the in between,  
Stay,
	 Stop,
		  Freeze.
		   
		  The ache.  
		  The pull. 

	 The failure of the 
	 impossible, Flickering 
	 lights into the cave,
	 Clenching toward the old  
	 friend,
	 Who are we to stay?
		  Or shall we just  
		  pretend?

FLOWERS NOT DELIVERED
Cheshta Kela, MA Interior design

TETHERED

Blurring the stitches on my
	 sleeves, I don’t feel alright,
		  Gnawing, leeching on my
		  throat,
			   Tying together,
			   Weathered
		  ways, Quenching the
		  thirst: Desperation.

 
 
 
 
What is this all for?
Let me go.
 
	 Ants crawling up my
	 skirt,
		  Please,
			   open the door.

OPEN THE DOOR
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CHESTA KELA, Tethered 
Personal archive

CHESTA KELA, Open the door 
Personal archive
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Harismita Govindaraj, MA Digital Direction
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A place alive in those hidden corners,
A lonely space dwells it festers it streams:
We stumble on it only in our dreams,
That which reflects all our own brokenness.
One unseen brings out our fears to confess,
One blameless comes to contemplate our screams,
One lithe, and swift – every corner seems
To screen the one, to strengthen and caress.
It sweeps down to revel amidst the fight,
And we the victims so bent by its whim,
Feel calm as our fate and free of all spite:
Not lost in scathing, not scared of the din; 
Not as we are, but altered by the sight; 
Not as we were, but captured in its gleam.

IN THE AFTERGLOW
Stacy Roibal, MA Writing

JOANNE YANG, The Veiled Night
Oil painting
30cm x 40cm
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White stands in full glory,
A fleeting beauty,
Here as a guest,
For a season maybe.
A moment’s reign before the fall,
Yielding to the embrace of green,
But that season waits its turn,
A journey of months, of melting.
For now, the world is draped,
In white and It’s only January,
With longer nights than days.
Mornings are kissed with snowflakes,
Slow dances, some swirls, some twirls
And nights softly shimmer,
With the lights above,
Blinking and winking.
The stars in secret conversations,
Hiding in the moon’s cloak.
The canvas—unfurling in front,
Touched by only a handful of hues,
As though the creator,
Sparingly, chose his palette—
Whites, blues, pinks, and oranges,
Each shade a whisper,
Each a muted tone.
The white of the snow was different,
Than that of the moon or the stars,
It was one colour but it wasn’t,
A single hue, yet never the same.
It melts into pinks, into blues,
It sparkles like diamonds kissed by light,
Then rests—silent, serene,
As if the earth itself sleeps.
Beneath the stillness, you can hear,
The breath of the earth,
Steady and slow,
Meditative, as if pausing,
Taking a moment to breathe in the quiet,
Resigning for a while.
Everything exists,
But it doesn’t.
A space held in the delicate balance,
Of presence and absence.
The beauty humbles,
The silence overwhelms.
The dichotomy of the space,
Duality and awareness of its existence,
By forging odds together is humbling. 
It’s magnificent beauty walks hand in hand,
With the frightening surroundings. 
In this endless oscillation,
You carry awe and fear in conjunction.
And I stand, breathless,
Transformed by the sight,
watching the world unfold,
in raw wonder,
Its beauty, its wildness,
A love letter from the earth,
Written in winter’s veil.

White stands in full glory,
A fleeting beauty,
Here as a guest,
For a season maybe.
A moment’s reign before the fall,
Yielding to the embrace of green,
But that season waits its turn,
A journey of months, of melting.
For now, the world is draped,
In white and It’s only January,
With longer nights than days.
Mornings are kissed with snowflakes,
Slow dances, some swirls, some twirls
And nights softly shimmer,
With the lights above,
Blinking and winking.
The stars in secret conversations,
Hiding in the moon’s cloak.
The canvas—unfurling in front,
Touched by only a handful of hues,
As though the creator,
Sparingly, chose his palette—
Whites, blues, pinks, and oranges,
Each shade a whisper,
Each a muted tone.
The white of the snow was different,
Than that of the moon or the stars,
It was one colour but it wasn’t,
A single hue, yet never the same.
It melts into pinks, into blues,
It sparkles like diamonds kissed by light,
Then rests—silent, serene,
As if the earth itself sleeps.
Beneath the stillness, you can hear,
The breath of the earth,
Steady and slow,
Meditative, as if pausing,
Taking a moment to breathe in the quiet,
Resigning for a while.
Everything exists,
But it doesn’t.
A space held in the delicate balance,
Of presence and absence.
The beauty humbles,
The silence overwhelms.
The dichotomy of the space,
Duality and awareness of its existence,
By forging odds together is humbling. 
It’s magnificent beauty walks hand in hand,
With the frightening surroundings. 
In this endless oscillation,
You carry awe and fear in conjunction.
And I stand, breathless,
Transformed by the sight,
watching the world unfold,
in raw wonder,
Its beauty, its wildness,
A love letter from the earth,
Written in winter’s veil.

WINTER’S VEIL
Shubhangi Pandey, MA Service Design

White stands in full glory,a
A fleeting beauty,
Here as a guest,
For a season maybe.
A moment’s reign before the fall,
Yielding to the embrace of green,
But that season waits its turn,
A journey of months, of melting.
For now, the world is draped,
In white and It’s only January,
With longer nights than days.
Mornings are kissed with snowflakes,
Slow dances, some swirls, some twirls
And nights softly shimmer,
With the lights above,
Blinking and winking.
The stars in secret conversations,
Hiding in the moon’s cloak.
The canvas—unfurling in front,
Touched by only a handful of hues,
As though the creator,
Sparingly, chose his palette—
Whites, blues, pinks, and oranges,
Each shade a whisper,
Each a muted tone.
The white of the snow was different,
Than that of the moon or the stars,
It was one colour but it wasn’t,
A single hue, yet never the same.
It melts into pinks, into blues,
It sparkles like diamonds kissed by light,
Then rests—silent, serene,
As if the earth itself sleeps.
Beneath the stillness, you can hear,
The breath of the earth,
Steady and slow,
Meditative, as if pausing,
Taking a moment to breathe in the quiet,
Resigning for a while.
Everything exists,
But it doesn’t.
A space held in the delicate balance,
Of presence and absence.
The beauty humbles,
The silence overwhelms.
The dichotomy of the space,
Duality and awareness of its existence,
By forging odds together is humbling. 
It’s magnificent beauty walks hand in hand,
With the frightening surroundings. 
In this endless oscillation,
You carry awe and fear in conjunction.
And I stand, breathless,
Transformed by the sight,
watching the world unfold,
in raw wonder,
Its beauty, its wildness,
A love letter from the earth,
Written in winter’s veil.

SHUBANGI PADNEY 



Event: Innovation RCA

Lucy Harold, a leading legal expert in the 
field of Intellectual Property and a partner 
at Keystone Law discusses the impact of AI 
on the Creative Worlds. 

Date: 4 February 2025
Time: 11am - 1pm
Location: 7th Floor RCA Battersea

Book tickets online at Innovation RCA

Event: The Big Student Lock In presented by 
Native

Meet 100’s of your favourite brands up close 
and personal at one of London’s most iconic 
venues. Think exclusive product giveaways, 
immersive activations, discount codes 
galore, live demonstrations and influencer 
meet and greets just to name a few.

Date: 22 February 2025
Time: 10am - 4pm
Location: Business Design Centre 

Event: Brown Skinned Girls

Two Evenings Of Short Plays. Over two 
evenings, the Hepburn Hooks Theatre Company 
will take you on a tender and thrilling 
journey that explores BIPOC femininity and 
creativity in all its beauty, struggles and 
challenges, with humour and panache.  

Date: 1st February 2025
Time: 7:30 pm
Location: 269, Westferry Road

Tickets are available on a "pay what you 
can" basis 15£, 19£ or 25£ 

Event: Student Life Spa Day @USS

Feeling stressed from all the deadlines 
you have to hit and the papers you have to 
write? We've got you covered!

Date: 11th February 2025
Time: 10am - 4pm
Location: University of East London 
(University Square Stratford)
Event: Rhythm & Resilience for Student Minds

A fun event to boost your mental strength! 

Date: 3rd April 2025
Time: 19:30 - 23:00
Location: Cecil Sharp House

Tickets on Eventbrite

Event:  Pizza and beers: Student Night

Come and meet architects from the WCCA, with 
a chance to network and hear about some of 
the architects’ work and their journey into 
architecture. With complimentary pizzas, 
beer, wine and soft drinks and three talks 
of 15 minutes each.

Date: 25th February 2025
Time: 6:30 - 9pm
Location: Temple Bar  

Tickets on Eventbrite 

Electric Dreams: Art and Technology  
Before the Internet 

Explore how artists experimented with technology 
before the rise of the internet. A must-see for 
those interested in the intersection of art and early 
digital culture.

Duration: Until June 1st
Location: Tate Modern 
 
What is it Like? 

Curated by Helen Starr, this exhibition delves 
into immersive and digital storytelling, bringing 
together a range of contemporary artists working with 
technology. 
 
Duration: February 28 - May 4
Location: Arebyte Gallery
 
Digital and Immersive Art (Permanent Exhibition) 

A newly established postmodern art museum showcasing 
cutting-edge digital and immersive works.

Location: Moco Museum, London
 
Digital Art Week 

A city-wide celebration of digital art, featuring 
exhibitions, talks, and interactive experiences. 
Sign up at https://www.digitalartweek.io/artists for 
updates to stay informed.

Duration: April 21 - 27
Location: Across London

Events Upcoming Digital & Immersive Art Exhibitions in London


