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AS  I  F IND MY WAY IN THE WORLD,  I create phantom women and girls who undergo parallel investigations 

of  the self. These inner expeditions take place in cosmic coming-of-age narratives told through images and 

objects, the playgrounds where my subjects gradually crawl out of  their cocoons, unfurl, and blossom. They often 

begin their wanderings lost and alone, Bambies blinded by headlights and babes in the woods. They stumble 

into predicaments and compromising situations, stymied by labyrinths, sinkholes, and unsavory characters. 

Male/female power plays, the desire for rescue, the quest for true love, and ultimately the search for the self, 

these fraught scenarios are the prisms through which my heroines view their world, searching far and wide for 

the crumbs littered along the path. Equal parts Dr. Freud and Dr. Frankenstein, fragments of  the psyche are 

collected and reassembled in new combinations with new capabilities. Moments of  illumination and even happy 

endings appear as urchins morph into Amazonian creatures of  female prowess, capable of  vanquishing their 

foes and seizing their hearts’ desires.

S T A T E M E N T  B Y  T H E  A R T I S T

“Find her, free her, love her.” – clarissa pinkola estés 

I come to an end of my battles and bruises, 2008
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A DV EN T U R ES  U N DERGROU N D
B Y  K A T I E  R O I P H E

1 .  F E A R

M Y  F I R S T  F E E L I N G  in the presence of  Meghan Boody’s work is 

fear. The work seems to be looking at, examining me, which is not the 

way it’s supposed to go. 

 Take Psyche tumbling into a cavelike underworld, her Alice in 

Wonderland dress replaced by spangly gypsy clothes, discovering she 

has grown a tail while her masked twin lies on the ground, watching, 

surrounded by garbage, a broken bicycle, a chicken. 

 The images feel familiar but just out of  reach, like 

dreams I have forgotten but not entirely shaken off. I 

am disturbed by them but I am not exactly sure why. 

My impulse is to take the giant pieces off  the walls 

and bring them home where I can look at them by 

myself  in a room.   

 I once wrote a novel about a girl in Victorian 

England who had been in a confusing situation 

with an older man: “That was the pain, the 

wrenching of  who you were into who you 

will be. The tearing apart of  one being into 

another. The force and violence of  that change 

was making her cry.” When I wrote those lines I 

did not feel I had any relation to them. I was trying to 

conjure my character’s feelings, but they had nothing to do  

with me.  

 When I left Meghan’s studio I went home and waited until everyone 

was asleep and climbed under the covers to stare at Psyche and Smut and 

The Lighthouse Project and Glass Worlds on my laptop in the dark. It’s 

hard to explain what happened next. If  I were inside one of  Meghan’s 

lavish, mythological tableaux, a portal would have opened and ragged 

acolytes would be dancing around me with giant frogs and concubines; 

in my tin-ceilinged bedroom in Brooklyn, some old feelings returned 

to me. 

 There was a night I couldn’t stop crying. I cried on the Persian rug 

by the fire in the much older man’s apartment, in the street, in the taxi 

home, in my bed. The man, who I loved and trusted, had told 

me that he had sexual feelings for me. 

      In the years that followed I developed a cool narrative 

about this man. It had become a sort of  cocktail 

party conversation story, a story in which I am, by 

implication, some version of  a sophisticated gamine.

      The raw fear I felt was totally lost to me. The 

mourning which was overwhelming, drowning 

me: I had lost that. 

      I found the passages in my journals where 

I described having sex with the man and was 

surprised to see that I had blacked them out with a 

marker. Who was the girl who had crossed out those 

passages? She couldn’t bear to read them. She had 

refused to go into a bedroom with him because anything 

that happened on a living room couch didn’t count.

      Meghan refers once to her work as “a call to adventure.”  

I wonder if  this could be the adventure she is talking about: the former 

selves are unloosed suddenly, they are unfixed. Who knows what will 

happen? They are running wild. One of  them may grow a tail. 

 This is what I am trying to say about how the art was looking at me.

2 . V I O L E N T  T R A N S F O R M AT I O N S

Metamorphosis is everywhere, overwhelming, dizzying: the girl whose 

skin turns into the mottled skin of  a frog, the iridescent frogs eggs; 

it spills out of  the work onto the frames, which are carved with larva 

multiplying, tadpoles, fossils; this is evolution on speed, it’s like a science 

lab of  becoming something else. 

 Meghan’s work is unusually attuned to subterranean moments  

of  violent change. When everything 

you love is at risk, everything you  

know might be wrong, every 

structure you have slips away. There 

is a vividness, a searing intensity to 

these moments. You are torn out 

of  your old self, and the world is 

demanding that you replace it with 

a new one. 

 Meghan puts it this way: “When 

you go through these heart-

wrenching experiences you have 

to reinvent yourself. People don’t 

normally change unless they are 

pushed to the precipice of  disaster. 

I am thankful I’ve had these 

experiences because they connect 

me to other people and give me a cut to quick spirituality that grows in 

the place of  the discarded deadwood. There is also a resoluteness that 

comes out of  the depths, out of  necessity, of  not caring what other 

people think.”  

 What does it mean to see life as a series of  violent transformations? 

To be viscerally alert to those harrowing moments when you burn 

yourself  down and build yourself  up again. Many people will not 

recognize this narrative. They live more blithely, or change comes 

more slowly and peaceably, or they anesthetize themselves, or they 

don’t get into situations where they risk losing everything. 

 Mostly we drape these times 

with terms like “growing up” or 

“recovery” or “a hard time” and 

the strangeness and otherworld-

liness and beauty and breathtak-

ing loss are tamed by memory,  

played down. 

 And yet secret stories of  rad-

ical transformation obsess us. I  

remember seeing the great grouchy 

Tenniel drawing in Alice’s Adven-

tures in Wonderland where she drinks 

the potion and grows enormous, 

and bends her head cramped into 

the house (fig. 2). This is how bi-

zarre and sudden and out of  con-

trol it felt, the total disorientation 

of  one’s body changing. When the caterpillar asks Alice who she is 

she says: “I hardly know sir just at present – at least I know who I was 

when I woke up this morning, but I think I must have been changed 

several times since then.” 

Figure 2. John Tenniel, “Alice Overgrowing the Room,” illustration for Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, 1865Figure 1. The artist at age eight
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OU T SI DE  OF  T I M E
B Y  S U E  S C O T T

W H E N  M E G H A N  B O O DY  F I R S T  I N V I T E D  M E  to her studio, 

almost two decades ago, I was completely fascinated by her sculpture 

Deluxe Suicide Service, 1996. This working pinball machine was encased 

in concrete on a hydraulic stretcher and retrofitted as a reliquary to 

keep its inhabitant – a photographic image of  a young woman – in a 

suspended state. Were we in the future looking back or was she looking 

out from the future? The sculpture-game hybrid lit up and bells rang as 

it was played, leading one to speculate about the correlation between 

the goal of  the game – preventing the metal ball from going down the 

hole – and the fate of  the young girl trapped below. There simply was 

nothing like it being done at the time.

 Over the years, I’ve watched Boody’s work evolve and change, the 

product of  a fertile if  not a little demented imagination. Compare 

the pinball machine with her Mice and Me made twenty years later. 

A casket-like structure of  stainless steel and chickenwire, the work 

holds a lifelike sculpture of  the artist as a young girl, reclining in the 

grass, an adolescent Snow White tended to by live white and grey mice. 

Though one may feel squeamish about, even repulsed by, the scene of  

a young girl sharing a cage with rodents, the creatures are, after all, the 

minions of  magic in fairy tales. Who is to say she won’t wake up one 

day? Freud called this the uncanny – the simultaneous attraction and 

repulsion experienced around something that is strangely familiar, but 

not quite right – an effect that Boody produces throughout her work 

with enormous power.

 Boody’s early sculptures look like remnants from an archeological 

dig. Reliquaries, tombs, and derelict image banks, the contraptions 

serve as elaborate housings for her photographs. Over time, the 

photographs grew and took over, pushing the sculptural element to 

the edge of  the image – which became, in essence, frames. Encrusted 

with mythic creatures, embedded with eyeballs and wrapped in silk, 

her frames seem sentient, as if  imbued with protective spirits. Like a 

window or a portal to another world, they provide the anchor for the 

complication of  her vision.

 I’ve come to think of  Boody as the Wes Anderson of  the art world. 

Not that her work resembles Anderson’s aesthetic; instead, she shares 

a whimsical approach to storytelling whose veneer of  childlike naiveté 

belies a conceptual sophistication and concern with the difficult 

lessons of  adulthood. Like Anderson, she occupies a place in the art 

world that is both insider and outlier. As a photographer and sculptor, 

she freely engages in fantasy and narrative, creating work that recalls 

another time, acknowledges art-historical precedent and yet is squarely 

situated in the present. She embraces narrative – albeit an elliptical  

one – in an art world that views narrative with suspicion. 

 What stories does Boody tell and why? The narrative-driven 

photographic work to which she has mainly devoted herself  in the past 

twenty years is a mash-up of  classic myths, remnants of  stories that have 

been part of  the collective unconscious for centuries: Bluebeard, Beauty 

and the Beast, Persephone, Psyche and Cupid, and Hansel and Gretel. 

She is particularly drawn to tales that offer models of  behavior as well as 

scenarios of  transformation. Can art inspire deep psychological change 

and, if  so, what would it look like? Boody’s heroic tableaux and derelict 

objects wonder aloud about such possibilities. The title of  this book,  

We Are Gods in the Chrysalis, offers an answer.  

 Boody’s work unlocks a door into her own inner shape-shifting. 

Each series addresses a different phase of  her psychic evolution, serving 

as pictorial guides during periods of  personal crisis. The markings of  

transformation, birthings and corpses appear throughout her work, 

along with womblike spaces, ovum, and fetal ooze. Women incubate and 

then emerge. Ultimately, the potent symbol of  the chrysalis surfaces as 

the thread that holds the oeuvre together. As her heroines become more-

powerful selves, Boody’s hope is that “viewers will hear the fairy tale 

knock on the door of  their own psyches.”

 Although her proclivities toward art were apparent from an early 

age, Boody studied philosophy and French at Georgetown University, 

intending to be a writer. After graduation, she enrolled at Parsons in 

Paris to study fashion design, where she took a photography class that 

would change the direction of  her life. She quickly discovered a love for 

and ease with the medium, shifting her focus from fashion and writing.  

Figure 1. Oscar Gustav Rejlander, The Two Ways of Life, 1857. Carbon print, 16 1/8 x 31 in. (41 x 79 cm)



The Lighthouse
 A ND HOW SHE GOT THER E 
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T H E  L I G H T H OUS E  P RO J EC T  takes place in a 19th-century Anglo world of  Dickensian institutions and 

vast moorlands where urchins and strays struggle to find their way. The series begins with the dormitory 

of  an asylum, a group of  young girls, and a far off  lighthouse. After a catastrophic fire destroys the 

asylum, one lone survivor wanders through barren countryside where bogs threaten to swallow her whole 

and sheer cliffs impede her progress. The pictures are titled after the opening lines of  Victorian novels 

and stories with orphan protagonists, from Jane Eyre to Adam Bede to The Little Mermaid, illuminating the 

experience of  the girl star who narrowly escapes disaster and soldiers on.

 Each photograph portrays a suspenseful moment in the shape-shifting narrative, which entangles the 

viewer with the fate of  the orphaned child. Resonating with the glass eyeball embedded in the picture 

frame, the girl relentlessly pursues her search for an intact “I,” doggedly picking up the pieces of  her 

shattered self  and gluing them back together and sweeping us along in the universal yearning for belonging 

and home.

Night is generally my time for walking , 2006

(previous) There was no possibilty of taking a walk that day, 2006
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PsycheSuper Sta r
P S YC H ES U P E RS TA R is a cosmic coming-of-age tale of  an adolescent girl’s quest 
for selfhood and true love. This epic story, told in two photographic series, explores 
the emotional turmoil of  a misfit girl in her privileged life and her journey to  
unchain herself  in a fantastical underworld. A combination self-help primer,  
David Lynchian odyssey, and Judy-Blume-on-crack fairy tale, this psychologi-
cally driven “double feature” tracks the metamorphosis of  a hapless child into 
the ultimate female heroine. She arises, PsycheSuperStar, slayer of  her own 
dragons and pursuer of  dreams.
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T H E  F I R S T  S E R I E S,  Psyche and Smut, follows wide-eyed and innocent Psyche as she falls into a subterranean 

realm ruled by frogs and concubines. There she becomes fatefully transformed by one of  its fiercest inmates – her 

deviant twin sister, Smut. Psyche endures many trials of  initiation as she grapples with her sister, all part of  her 

journey toward her dark inner core. At one point, a cocoon forms around Psyche and she emerges from it with a 

rat’s tail. At another, Smut reveals a grotesque deformity and Psyche flees in revulsion. In the end, the twins reunite, 

generating an energy field that fuses them into one. PsycheSuperStar is born, but she has yet to live up to her name.

 Psyche’s is not the only drama of  the underworld, for other peculiar residents appear equally embroiled. 

Boody arranges their subplots and cameo appearances along the lower edge of  each piece, like filmstrips, the 

predella of  an altarpiece, or the factions of  a chaotic mind in revolution.



Psyche Enters, 2000

Psyche Enters, 2000

(opposite) Psyche Enters, detail, 2000
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B O O DY  P I C K S  U P  T H E  S T O RY T E N  Y E A R S  L AT E R with the subterranean romance Psyche and the Beast. 

A teenage PsycheSuperStar finds herself  in thrall to the newest ruler of  the Underworld, a ravishing werewolfian 

creature. Great success and tragedy befall this entwined pair as they struggle with the bindings of  obsession and 

possession. Only at the explosive ending do we know whether the Beast can shed his skin and become worthy of  

Psyche’s love. 

 Especially in this series is Boody inspired by the age-old power of  storytelling, weaving familiar symbols 

(the winged white horse, the Beast, the imprisoned damsel) into her personal myth and leaving the viewer to fill 

in the narrative blanks between images. Endowing her tale with the trappings of  a commercial industry geared 

to enthrall, Boody has selected the names of  leading perfumes as titles for the series: Magie Noire, Black Orchid,  

Wind Song. These words of  seduction serve as mating calls, attracting her viewer further into her land of  

enchantment, danger, and transcendence.
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Magie Noire (Of her dainty flesh they did declare a common feast), 2012

(previous) Angélique Encens (And all the Graces rockt her cradle being borne), 2012
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Flowerbomb (Of her love he was entirely seized), 2014

(previous) Opening Night (But mine is not, quoth she, like others wound), 2014


