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| How Sleeping Beauty touched my ‘art
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How to
cope with
life in the
emotional

jungle

CIARA
FERGUSON notices. But now that we are coming back to Ireland it's all
supposed to be about consolidation. And that means faciog up
ta the colourful, strange, and sometimes disturbing truth. Cops.

ONE of the handy things about having walls is that you can
| hang paintings on them. My husband Mr C says | am not a
gready person, except when it comes b

got from my father, like an abstract gift. and one 1 can get
awdy with as long as, well, | spread things around $0 no one

Just yesterday at a gafiery n Shanghai, my heart started
beating faster, the adrenaiine pumping, butterfles in the tum
was it perhaps a kiss from my beloved” Alas no,
painting to rescue. This one was a painting of a httle girl

wh happened to be in a coffin, mummified actualty. [ didnt let
the placing flowers and lighting candles sideshow put me off. It

wasn't creepy. She was a perfect, tiny Sleeping Beauty
The gailery owner told me 3 young Chinese artist had
painted her from a photograph in Nationa! Geographc. In an

mspired touch of Blarney, 1 was also told the wee one was from

Trefand and died during the Famine. Weil, of course | had to
bring her home then. Later, cofine, | found the photo and
discoverad she was [talian, her name was Rosalia, she died in

1920 when she was two, and she resides in a ghass box in the
catacombs of Palermo. She is also the most perfect example of
embaiming in the world, and the doctor who did it died without

ever recording how

Next stop Sicily then. Not so much wherever I hang my hat

as my Wart

0 art. Something happens
tome, he says, like Tm possessed and insatiable. He induiges. e
because he's kind and he understands. It's a kind of madness. |

t was another

Ages later, I'm back to telling fibs

WHEN | was about
iying is re

that b
4 out. 1 told

ELEANOR
GOGGIN

reputable school wou
school where 1 was
They gave me nu

14 1 made the gr
iy not the way to go.

parents | was playing ll\\\n ma
when in reality | was meeting a fella and we were off to Kin: \.v‘
for the day He was a few years older than me and | knew his

g0 down well with my pare
w it 1 came home later than
d have refeased us, especially the convent

pposed to have been

s. Hence the
any

SCANLON

rous chances to come clean but 1 stood

my ground. My mother became quite menacing. *I'll ring the
school!™ She won't, 1 thought, there's no way she would ring a
| convent at this hour of the night, and | continued to face them

down. But she called my biutf, gra
sweet voice checked the validity
nun answered And that's why

ot the ¢

bed the phone and in a sickly
my story with whichever
atter of the wooden

hanger. So I've never really been a liar. There's been the odd

white

younger..

he. 1f [ ever do tell a lie | ¢
truth by the end of the comver

But the whole ageing thing is ge
walking the dogs the
dog the same as mine
when she said s
1 found myself saying “so have |
was 30 recently is definitely taking its toll
queue In Tesco yesterday told me she h
and yet again I found myseif telling b
just hope my mother isn't kooking down from above

1 up by ted
a

We chat
ad th

The fact

brandishing a wooden hanger

that my daug
A woman in the
girls in their
mine were much

nQ the person the

ing to me. and when | was
other day, | met a youngish woman with a

d
xd him,
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ANNE MARIE

was barely two months old. “You

force of wild horses to separate
on, things have changed mightik

AN American friend of mine gave birth to her only child around
the same time that | had the young master. Maternity leave in
the US s paltry, and she had to return to work when

7 baby
i must be missing the baba,” I

commiserated In a phone call “Not at all* she replied cheerfully
*It's great being around other grown-ups.
1 was shocked because at that point it would have taken a

me from my son. Four years
and I've just spent a week §

apart from the young master. Far from fretting about my
child, I really enjoyed the fact that T could spend time
around other adults without being constantly vigilant in case
my son was in the process of destroying himself/another

child/his immediate <

urroundings. In fact

within hours of

saying goodbye to the young master and all the responsibility

being a mothe
setting — pampered only child
own universe.

entails, [ had reverted to my default
and very much centre of my

1 have always been very independent, but I've realised that
since I had a child of my own and [ was no longer my own
priority, that I've always enjoyed being spoilt as well. And o,

huk

S princess, a princess

How do you do that?” one of my cc
“How do you get peof
for you all the time?” I said it was a ta
not. 1t's very simpl
viously, dorit forget M

bewilderment.

children. It's
ask. Ask properly ot
vsk Simple

hild to distract me from being me,

1 resumed my
tinue of helpers.

wsked in

)ly do stuff

e to only

mething —

anners, but just

with a willing

BONDINGS

It’s a creative kind of love

Caroline Hubner
and Scott Redden
tell Andrea Smith
why the Atlantic
was no barrier to
being together
after meeting at an
artists’ retreat

Tetreat Cill
alalx in Kerry

fseems to have

some falling-in-love

magic. Many peo-

ple have been known to {a].l in
love with one another while
staying there. Just ask Bel-
gian divorcee and mother-of-
two, Caroline Hubner, 43, who
‘:rccnt.ly fell for single New
orker,

Scott and Caroline are
clearly besotted with one
mhgr‘ holding hands and
interview. Then again, they
have been a couple for only a
few months, and have spent
mauch of that time living on
different continents.

Having both been drawn
to Cill Rialaig after hearing
so much about it from other
artists, the pair met while stay-
ing there for two weeks in
October.

tain from the Skelligs range,
and even though they didn't
speak until they were finished,
they felt a blossoming con-
nection.

“When we came down
from the high of painting, we
Just looked at one another,”
says Scott. “We started talking
about literature and painting
and discovered that we had
a lot in common, and it felt
natural and real and honest.
Caroline is amazing and 1
was drawn to her on every-
thing from the physical to
what she was reading to what
she was talking about. I think
being in Cill Rialaig opens up
that side of you quite natural-
1y, because it's such a beautiful,
romantic landscape, where
you find yourself philosophis-

SEA OF LOVE: After falling in love with Caroline Hubner, Scott Redden is leaving New York to join her in Antwerp. Photo: Tony Gavin

ing and looking at nature.”
“Getting to know someone
like that is so different,” adds
ly when you
start seemg someone you
dress up and wear lipstick,
but here you're paint-spat-
tered and wearing no make-
up, 8o it’s very pure”
Caroline lives near
Antwerp in Belgium, and she
grew up as the only child of

whenever I could.”

‘It is very nice
to have
someone who
doesn't get

Rolf, a professional pianist,
. apeiesicnalbel- | (InSet because
away ontour, shespentalotof YOLI have to

time with her grandparents,
but wasn't encouraged to
follow in either of her par-
ents’ footsteps.

“1 wasn't allowed to take
ballet classes or learn an
instrument, because my dad
thought that the artistic life
wasn't stable” she says. “He
was keen for me to have a
proper education. I had a nice

sit on your
own island’

Ing lar

childhood and was loved, and
I went on tour with my par-
ents during the holidays and

After studying language and
literature at college, Caroline
worked in a bank for 13 years.
But while it may have glad-
dened her stability-loving dad’s

heart, she says that it was “so
not me” and she studied paint-
mg and drawmg on the side.

She was also interested in writ-
ing, and once she left the bank,
she embarked on a dual writ-
ing and painting career.

Her art is influenced by
growing up in opera houses

in Cork, where Scott spent his
Jjunior year at university.
Here he met his great
friend Rod Coyne from Dun
Laoghaire in Dublin, with
whom he is now exhibiting.
Having studied art at college
in Syracuse Unviversity and
Hunter College, New York,he
started L“hlbllll\g and sclllng

and theatres, so it's figurative
with and

featuring throughout. She also
has an interesting career in
writing for funerals, where
she composes and reads prose
and poetry eulogies to cap-
ture the spirit of the deceased.
Having married very young
and divorced 10 years ago,
Caroline has two children,
Laura, 19, and Daan, 17.
Meanwhile, Seott grew up
in New Jersey. His mum Deb-
bie worked as an artist and art
teacher, and his uncle, Geof-
frey Steiner Scott, was princi-
pal of Crawford College of Art

his work i ly and has
a studio in New York.

He and Rod applied to stay
at Cill Rialaig — which was
founded by Noelle Campbell
Sharp —and once there, the
other artists present began to
pick up on the chemistry
between Scott and Caroline.

“Iwas drawn to the fact that
Scott was very attentive to me
and is always into the moment,”
she says. “I like his state of
being because he is generally
very calm and thoughtful.
We can be quiet together
and can communicate without

talking, which is nice”

en one night towards |
the end of their stay, they were

sitting in front of a turf fire

talking together, when their

first kiss took place. It

confirmed to the pair that
something special was devel-

oping between them.

When the day came to leave
Cill Rialaig, Scott and Caroline
admit that they were equally
devastated at leaving the
“fantasy land” behind them,
and also at parting from each
other. They drove out with |
one car behind the other
] into reali d when
one car turned left and the |
other right they felt the loss
immediately. |

Once back home, they kept |
the communication going
through phone and Skype, and
in carly December, Caroline |
hopped on a plane and went to
New York. Scott then went to |
Antwerp for New Year, and
they both came to Ireland this |
month for the opening of
Scott’s joint exhibition with |
his friend Rod.

As being apart was unbear-
s made a major
decision in relation to their
future, and is in the process of
moving his life and studio to |
Antwerp from New York, |
where he has lived for the past |
20 years. ‘

While Caroline is already a
mother, Scott has never t
a fath nd he says that this [
isn't an issue for him Lmr\\
and Daan are already there |
and he is developing a good |
relationship with them. He [
and Caroline plan to take their |
relationship one day at a time,
and as both are artists, they
appreciate being with some-
one who understands the cre- |
ative impetus.

“It is very nice to have |
someone who doesn't get |
upset because you have to sit |
on your own island and crawl
into your own world some-
i . “I havetogoto |
a creative zone at times, and
other girlfriends haven't
always understood my need to
separate to gv.l my head into |

Skellig Brothers, featuring the
paintings of Scott Redden and
Rod Coyne, is now showing at
Urban Retreat Gallery, HQ |
Building, Dublin 2. Visit

www.scottredden.com and |
www.carolinehubner.com

WORKING IT OUT

All atwitter at

starting

my day

with Yoko Ono

John Masterson is
now totally hooked

| on social networking,

| but doesn’t feel like
complete tweet

THINK it was George
Illx'rn.ml Shaw who wrote
a letter to a friend apolo-
gising for not sending a post-
card and explaining that he
didn't have tin; v
lot more though!
communications than the
longer ones. He would haye
loved Twitter — 140 characters
is plenty for most things.

Some weeks ago, | lost my
Twitter virginity and since
then have assisted others to
lose theirs. We have all taken
the same path from not real-
ly getting it, to wondering how
we ever did without it. And it
comes without an ann

factor, unlike the first days of

texting when w 1 got the
same bad joke 10 times.

I never got into Facebook
or any of its earlier incarna-
tions. I watched the film and
that was plenty. I did once
dabble very briefly, and set up
a trial account with a name
| that was not mine. To my
horror, my computer geek
family had it figured out in
half an hour and I was getting
messages about becoming
friends. I do not want elec-
tronic friends.

1did the obligatory scarch
for people that I had long lost
track of and soon got fed up.
It felt intrusive, like opening
the drawers in a friend’s
house, even if they had given
you the key. I quickly decided
that most of what was going
on was boring rubbish if you
were not a teenager. Sadly, I
am not.

T'was horrified to discover,
on a rare visit back to my
dummy page, a photo of me
asleep posted by a relation
who will not be getting a birth-
day present. Recently, I tried
to léave Facebook but because
1 could not remember m
password I am still lurking in
cyberspace as a ninetysome-
thin ar-old with no friends.

Twitter appeals to me
because you are not so much
talking to a person as to a

Artists intere in Cill Riakig ’
can call (066) 96:9)07

ity. The group who
read what I say bears little

a vl
overlap with the people I
follow. I have a window into
the world getting the views of
people who would not take
my phone calls. If someone
bores me, I stop following
them. I have ended up with a
group who say interestin
things and I have ne
eyes on many of them. Some,
I'do know,
along time, and it is fascinat
ing to see what they say
because in a busy world you
often do not get the opportu-
nity to chat. Before Chel-
tenham, I had no idea hoyw
many were closet punters. Or
that they watched so much
television.
Twitter has completely
changed my television view:
ing. People watch and tweet,

hhh~ uring lo see
someone else writing exactly
what I was thinking. It
improved the election beyond
measure. And rugby matches.
It is a good way to learn that
there is something actually
worth watching on another
channel. People tweet things
that they think will interest
other people, and apart from
the occasional show-offs who
are only interested in their
own asinine views, you can
begin to feel like part of a
conversation. I enjoy watching
the personalities emerge. [ do
tend to follow people who take
something of a fun outlook to
life. There are those seldom
tweeters who, when they do,
alw say something fasci-
nating. There are those who
take you through their quirky
day. There are those who give
you the feeling they are talk-
ing directly to you.

1 like to begin my day
knowing that Yoko Ono has
something to say to me. And
the days are gone when you
watch the golf and wait to see
what Rory Mcllroy says in the
interview: Now you read what
he tweets as well.

The icing on the cake is
that you do not have anyone
requesting to be your “friend”

SMUG MARRIED

When being liked is

M the time Number
F ‘Two was a baby, I've
mzonlmkknnu.

Absence makes the
heart grow fonder but
it can also divide our
children’s affections,
says Aine 0’Connor

and afternoons to be head. (In case you're
covered, but otherwise worried about nim, Beloved

steps | travels and socialises a lot
Beautifully. It's great, but for work, he and the lads
frankly I think that a man | also take off on little “golf”
m leaves his woman to outings — “we'll rent the

10 a messy clubs over there”)

bmuemdpnaolhundry If Beloved and I both go
needs a good kick in the away, | pine for the children

o ®
)

more flattering than being

more. Even though they're
in the loving care of my
parents, | worry that they
are finding it hard out of
their comfort zone, for very
often all my presence
actually means is constancy,
routine, a touch point.
When they are at home
with their father their touch
points remain much the
same and I pine less,
Recently, however, I was
away for a full'week — my
longest trip in a long time,
Beloved was at home with
them, all was well but I got
these little tragic texts from

our 10-year-old, “I'm
missing you so much my
heart is sore, in fact I think
it's ripping”

And it dawned on me
that for the first time she
actually missed me. Not
having me around, or
having me pick her up from
school, but me as an actual
person. When they were
very little, they would
punish any absence, either
through dirty looks and
distance or slightly brattish
behaviour. I'd so lool
forward to seeing them but
instead of big cuddles

they'd be a right pain in the
face. It was my punishment
for upsetting normal.

When bigger, they would
both profess acute suffering
in my absence, but upon my
return look expectantly at
my suitcase for gifts and
promptly toddle back to
whatever more interesting
thing they were doing.

When Number One was
around 10 and his sister
five, there was a stark
contrast between them for
he seemed to have started
to genuinely miss my
presence, while she still

0 O
‘

hadn't got there. Now
pushing 15, Number One
says he misses having me
around because me being
around is comfortable,
normal, safe, but he has lots
of his own stuff on so the
heartache doesn't exactly
keep him awake.

Number Two, though, has
entered the zone of actually
missing me. Another of her
tragic texts announced
that she had had “a little
weep® for me one night
(1 said “weep” because [
thought it sounded less
sad than “cry™).

loved

Its funny to see how
the relationship evolves )
from need-love to
conscious-love. Or is it
simply “like", that
underrated but vital
ingredient? In lots of
ways a child’s “like” is
much more flattering than
its love. Unfettered by
convention, they either do ¢
or they don't, as their '
parent they will love you ¢
even in extremis, but they .
won't necessarily like you, 1.
and as the relationship
evolves perhaps that's the e
most important par, M



