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beat the iris

SOPHIE GORMAN

he eyes certainly have it
— particularly when
they’re as intense and
 identifiable as this foot-

who they belonged to, the title
| ofthis palntlng by Dermot Sey-

- mour will give you your final
confirmation — “Cork eyed”.

- Thissearing stare does of course

- belong to the man responsible
for Ireland’s own Dlana

_moment, Keano himself.

“eyed’; Seymour’s \new'exh1b1-

Gallery (WWW. kevmk
| galleryie), features a sel
~ familiar frowns, gazes and ogles,
- all of them unsmiling and, most
- disturbing, unblinking. We've
~ looked at them and now it’s

~ their turn to look back at us.

& ThlS Belfast painter has a
soarmg reputatlon for hlS ab%l

Eye Keano: detail from ‘Cork eyed’ by Dermot Seymour, atthe Kevin Kavanagh _Galléry‘unti‘l_ ddober 26 o

balhng pair. In case you
were left in any doubt about

. tionat Dublin’s Kevin Kavanagh _

ity to capture reality and enrich
it with his own ominous and
often edgy twist.

He came to nationwide
prominence with his paintings
that combined figures with mil-

; 1tary and para-military symbol-

ism. Early paintings such as
“Don’t be vague shoot a taig”
reflect his experiences in the
Ulster of the Troubles.

Inthe 19905, he strayed away
from humans in favour of ani-
but mamtamed his trademark
theme of displacerment.

With this new exhibition,

there is a unifying sense of

melancholic anticipation. These
are not portraits that were hap-
p11y posed: these are stares that -
are watching and waiting. In
this case, the gallery walls may
not have ears but they really

do hayp. eyes, if you will.




