


ollaborative artistic partnerships are increasingly common in the visual arts, although usually in terms of artists who

waork within a shared discipline. Gilbert & George in London, like Walker & Walker in Dublin, sing from the same
hymn sheet. The work in this exhibition grew out of a different kind of collaboration, a cross-disciplinary collaboration,
one that had to do with each artist finding echoes and correspondences in what the other was making. The aim was
not to produce a hybrid, but to create something that Is Informed by and mindful of the other's practice. There is a
close, respectful regard between these bodies of work. To draw a musical analogy; it is not so much a case of composer
and lyricist, more a couple of jazz musicians who have worked together for many years. They are alert to each other,
recognise aspects of themselves in each other, and are tactful enough to allow each other breathing space: the best
kind of collaboration. To say that Maria Simonds-Gooding is an artist whose subject is landscape is merely to state the
obvious. But she is not a landscape painter in the obvious sense of the term. For one thing, she is not simply a painter.
She is also a printmaker and a sculptor, and all these qualities come into play in what she does. For another thing, her
work is more often than not defined by what is left out rather than by what is put in. Most of the conventional
trappings of landscape are dispensed with, including the things that link it to leisure, amenity, indulgence. She doesn't
make images of pastoral idylls.

In keeping with the nature of her subject matter, her artistic language is suitably pared down as well, pruned of lush
colour and pretty much any hint of luxuriance. Often the plaster or paper reliefs, the etchings or carborundum prints
she makes are monochromatic, even starkly monochromatic. Yet through some magical process it is as if they are
infused with colour and light. Colour seems to come through in the soft, rich tonality of printing inks, and in the subtle
inflections of whites, creams, pale ochres and greys in the paper works. These latter sometimes recall the glare of
sunlight on rock; the preciousness of water and irrigation in parched terrain, as opposed to, elsewhere, the shifting
atmospherics of Atlantic rain-clouds.

Cathal, a lyric poet, doesn’t do idylls either. While much of his work is steeped in a sense of landscape, it is never senti-
mentalised. There is an abiding awareness of the precariousness and limitations of human tenure on the land, of the
histories of human potential contained and perhaps unrealised in the traces that remain and fade. Yet for all the
feelings unexpressed, the paths not taken, the promise of a nutritive sensuality is always there, reflected in the colours
and textures of a familiar if sometimes unrecognised world. Cathal writes in long-hand, not mechanically on the
depthless space of a computer screen, and there is a feeling that the physicality of the act is important, as definite and
real as cutting into the soil, as the marks evoked in Maria's sculptural Images.

The world she describes is scoured by the weather, eroded by the waves, worn by the endless, incremental passing of
time. Shaped, in other words, by harsh forces, indifferent to our imperatives. It is a recognisable world, in the sense
that we can identify places, including her native Kerry, its sea cliffs, the Blasket Islands. But it is also recognisable in a
wider sense, in relation to the whole Western Seaboard, and indeed much further afield, to the Mediterranean, to






