
EXTRACT: MIKEY CUDDIHY 

 

The room was wood panelled, right up to the blown plaster of the tall ceilings, the 

panelling painted in burnt sienna. The two best paintings (even the empty room 

recognised they were the best ones) were placed in separate recesses, side by side. 

You had to open a latch on each panel and pull back a panelled door. It reminded 

her of the Soane in London. She looked closely. White writing, vermillion on 

mauve, with lime or mustard. A black outline on the right hand one, black ovals or 

openings or portals on the left. Pastels, sour colours, pink on black ovals again, a 

kind of writing. One ovoid circle on right hand one, with a loopy loop encircling. 

Actually, the loopy loop is painted first, then the black filled in. The black outline 

on a big off-centre double pod shape. A dirty lime green. One interior line is 

simply a dash. On the left-hand wall: two more paintings, the same panels and 

doors. Terracotta grounds. There are similar colours, but no black lines. Spirals 

and circles, and a flower on the left hand one, flowers and a balloon-like flower on 

the other. The paintings all appear to be on paper mounted on canvas. Simple 

wooden frames. The colour is scrubbed into the paper; the paper absorbs the 

paint. In some places the paper has wrinkled. 

 

	


