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ESKIMO

Polarcap is pleased to present its third exhibition and publication, ‘Eskimo’.

The artists were selected in anticipation of their response to the new gallery space at Eskmills.  We were fortunate at 

this time to be able to also use the former net factory part of the building, which has been compared to the Arsenale 

buildings at the Venice Biennale in its layout and scale.  It is, in part, this air of grandeur as well as the history and the 

location of the venue, which has been a key factor in the artists response in producing their works and in the eventual 

form of the exhibition.  As always, Polarcap allows the artists the maximum freedom possible in the eventual making of 

their work and we are proud to present another rich and varied output.

Polarcap would like to thank the following: 

Malcolm Gillies, ELC, Lesley Smith, Sarah Lee, Brigitte Weiss, Josh Christopherson, Emma McDonald, 

Christopher Welton, Rachel Menzies, Duncan Bremner, Amber Roome, Amanda Catto, Stephen Palmer, 

Joanne Brown, ECA, Natalie McGowan, Mark Gardener at The Glasshouse, Michael Windle, Herman Blount, 

Alan Rankin, the Bird and all the Eskimo artists and writers. 

  

‘Willingly we impart our things, not not willingly we accept better ones’.  

Liz Adamson and Graeme Todd

And know that we love you... 

Polarcap Ltd



A shaman in a !shing net.

In Canada and Greenland, the term ‘Eskimo’ is now 

perceived to be derogatory, mainly down to the false 

perception that it means “eaters of raw meat”. 

In these areas, it has been commonly replaced by ‘Inuit’.  

However, the former term continues to be used in 

Alaska and Siberia.   Etymologists have identi!ed two 

different origins of the word ‘Eskimo’.  The most 

well-known translates it as “snowshoe netters”; the 

other being “people who speak a different language”.  

Just like artists, in a way.

Eskimos and artists: exotic, mysterious and challenging 

a conventional way of life.  While the Eskimo has to 

conquer the circumpolar spaces, the artist endeavours 

to !ll it with their creative footprints; striving to melt 

through the ice of metaphors, to see the various colours 

in white, to breathe a warm breath to the cold founda-

tion of a concept.

Artists like to have their own rituals and often seek to 

examine the spiritual strata of a human soul. They look 

at things until they see them, taking refuge from an 

oppressive reality in the worlds only they can access.  

I have met people who describe them as shamans.

Ola Wojtkiewicz

While the origins of the word ‘shaman’ are debated, 

one explanation of its meaning is “the one who knows”.  

As well as music and dance, they also use mantric 

recitation and ritual objects to interact with other 

realms.  Through their mystical journeys, they take the 

earthly predicaments of mere mortals and bring back 

remedies for them.  Within most Eskimo groups, there 

exist those who have such a mediator role.

The shaman amongst artists is more likely to search for 

the knowledge, ask questions; and only suggest answers.  

This is needed more than ever in an uncertain and com-

plex modern era.  The artist plays the mediatory role in 

society, offering hand-made antidotes to omnipresent 

synthetic solutions.

In 1812, James Paterson from Musselburgh invented and 

patented the !rst machine capable of tying knots for the 

manufacture of !shing nets.  When he died, his company 

was taken over by J. W. Stuart who established a new 

factory for the manufacture of !shing nets on the banks 

of the River Esk.  His business rapidly expanded into a 

world-leader within the industry.   At the height of their 

success, Esk Net Mills employed over eight hundred 

people in both cotton processing and rope manufactur-

ing.  The mills played a major role in the local economy, 

dominating the net manufacturing industry for decades.  

Its slow decline began when man-made materials such as 

nylon were introduced to the industry.  These stronger 

and cheaper innovations inevitably brought about its 

eventual closure.

Eskmills renders the past through its vast, elongated 

body, where the twine of !shing nets was once knotted.  

Its sturdy stone silhouette encapsulates an airy interior 

that sieves the light into rope-coloured shafts.  Framed 

with bones of wooden beams it is a harbour for those 

who speak the language of art "uently.  Fourteen of them 

have hand-knotted their ideas into the nets of their art. 

The arrangement of symbolic hooks, needles of thought 

and sinkers of colour results in a labyrynth of creativity, 

which responds to the unique space of the venue.

As a foreign Art Historian based in Scotland, I am 

moved by the way places determine peoples’ creativity 

and thinking - in both global and local ways (with local 

always being my favourite).  A never-ending search for 

the provincial traditions, rustic outposts and islands of 

untainted beliefs help to assuage the longing for my 

homeland. Eskmills convinced me that there are more 

places called “home”.

The needles hold the meshes, while the hooks seize 

the lower part of each and twist it into a loop.   Through 

the series of loops so formed a steel wire is shot, carrying 

with it twine for the next range of loops.  This twine the 

sinkers successively catch and depress suf!ciently to form 

the two sides and loop of the next mesh to be formed. 

The knot formed by threading the loops is now tightened 

up, the last formed mesh is freed from the sinkers and 

transferred to the hooks, and the process of looping, 

threading and knotting thus continues. 

It is art in itself to be the Eskimo in the world once 

conquered by nylon. The netter must avoid losing the 

thread of their thought when passing it through the 

eye of their chosen media.  On the polar cap of Eskmills 

one can venture to a former factory, where the drone 

of machines has been replaced with the voices of images 

and objects conversing with the vast space, in many 

languages at one time.



Alexander Guy

Deluxe Jumbo Dolphin Rider 2007

Randy Nelson, a local from the Roxsburghshire town, took one 54 year old for a dance then plunged his hand down her top.  

She explained  “I was wearing a basque, a black strapless top and trousers.  He asked me what held it up and I said bones which 

make it keep its shape.  He then said he wanted to see what they were like and put his hand down my top, grabbing my breasts.  

I said, that’s enough of that, and just walked away.”

 

The woman, who had been drinking vodka and cokes, !nally plucked up the courage to tell her husband what had happened 

!ve hours later#

 

Meanwhile Nelson, 64, proved a Man’s a Man Fir A’ That by pawing another woman...while she was bouncing on his knee.  

The married 46 year old admitted they had been talking about sex AND THAT SHE HAD FLASHED HER BOOBS.  

But she was appalled, when he touched her up when she sat on his lap.  The victim, who had been guzzling Smirnoff Ices, 

yelled “F*** Off Jimmy you dirty Fing Bastard.”  She said Nelson - stripped of the club Presidency three weeks ago, told her 

he hadn’t had sex for four years.  She added, “I am ashamed at what I done, but he should not have touched me.  I felt disgusted.”

 

The !rst victim called the cops when she got home, and the second told the club Secretary, who said it was a police matter.

 

At Jedburgh Sheriff Court on Friday, the retired Shop Manager claimed the women were drunk and had only made up the 

claims following a row at the club.  But Sheriff Colin Miller found him guilty of both assaults.  He will be sentenced next month.

No one from Hawick Burns Club was available for comment.



Dean Hughes

4 boxes, 
23cmx15x6cm, 

2008, 
Image courtesy of the Artist and Dicksmith Gallery



Gareth Fisher

Alp 2008 Baroque 2008 Heads 2008 Sprouting Column 2008



Graeme Todd

On a summer day in 1969, ladies and gentlemen, shortly after the spaceship Apollo 11, in elliptical orbit around the moon, released the 

lunar module Eagle and in it the two men in their enormous suits with their offerings, something happened that no newspaper saw !t 

to report.  Even television hid behind the excuse of ‘static’ when the two astronauts - immediately after landing the plaque, the "ag and 

the sensitive instruments - unpacked archaic household utensils.  Edwin Aldrin set up the scales, the hourglass and the bell, laid down 

the magic number square and struck the open compass, which cast a normal shadow, into the ground.   With his gloved !nger Neil 

Amstrong traced, large and as though for eternity, the initials of the Nuremberg master: between outstretched legs the A took the D 

under its protection in the moon dust.   All this happened on 21 July in the Sea of Tranquillity.  Here at home people were talking about 

the war experiences of the suffragan bishop Defregger.  The Deutschmark was/wasn’t going to be revalued.  Saturn looked on and was 

well pleased with his children.

On Stasis in Progress: Variations on Albrecht Durer’s Engraving Melencolia 1. By Gunter Grass.

A.D. 2008, Acrylic & varnish on canvas, 105 x 120cm, 2008



Graham Fagen

West Coast Looking West (Caribbean)  2007, 98.5 x 144 cm, Edition of 3 + 2AP, Colour photograph

Image Courtesy of the artist and dogger!sher, Edinburgh

West Coast Looking West (Atlantic)  2006,  Edition of 3 + 2AP, 98.5 x 144 cm, Colour photograph

Image Courtesy of the artist and dogger!sher, Edinburgh



Ian Hamilton Finlay

Ian Hamilton Finlay (1925 - 2006).

I !rst met Ian at the Fettes Row, Edinburgh "at of a bookseller colleague Cyril Barrow in late 1964.  On inviting me to meet 

a friend, Cyril opened the door of a large cupboard in which I saw the extremities encased in worn desert boots and standing 

on a wooden platform a !gure who appeared to be sawing vigorously at some object.  This, it emerged, was Ian Hamilton Finlay, 

engaged in toy-making.

With a mutual interest in football and poetry (but mostly football) I spent many happy hours in Ian’s "at in Fettes Row where he 

and his band of willing helpers (including an Edinburgh Academy student who eventually became lead singer with Manfred Mann) 

were planning, editing and distributing numbers of his seminal magazine “Poor.Old.Tired.Horse”. Ian had no television so on each 

Wednesday and Saturday he would come to my "at to watch football.  I had only vaguely heard of the condition agrophobia but 

was very struck by its effect on Ian who until then rarely, if ever, left his familiar surroundings, so the journeys from Fettes Row 

to my "at 300 yards distant were very fraught.

In the 1960’s, as he put it he felt “an absolute need to turn from the rhythmic to the static” and turned towards making little 

toys - things of no account in themselves, yet true to [his] inspiration, which was away from syntax toward ‘pure’.

I was the very grateful recipient of this example.

Alan Rankin

Toy Fish, painted wood, 1965



Iain Patterson’s work has an emphasis and improvisation around technical means which are deliberately formalist and limited. 

The work aims to be as inventive as possible around these traditional structures. 

Though abstract in appearance, his work has a strong organic presence.

“The artist seeks to express something within him through real and imagined physicality.”

Iain Patterson

“All the Munroes”  280 porcelain sculptures.



in The Forest of Pretty Things

  for EO

“With a little bit of grace.” 
  Andrew Shandro, in Seasons

“There is the Sun and Beetlejuice and Taurus,
  who gets angry when he sees red.”

  Wheest, nou, till I spier o ye
  will ye haud wi me?
  Kathleen Jamie, Speirin  

Kevin Henderson

‘The Forest of Pretty Things’
Neon, 2008



San Keller
DEEPER DEPRESSION 

On the last night of his stay in Teheran, San Keller went to a bakery and carved a laughing face into one of its "at breads.

DEEPER DEPRESSION Video 2006 still DVD, 8 minutes
photo courtesy of Giovanni Carmine



Hendrikje Küehne / Beat Klein 

Painting a Pond Collage, 70 x 100 cm, 2008

By cutting postcards of landscape pictures into pieces, 

kuehne/klein fabricate their own pallete, using the individual 

elements as paint. Merging styles and centuries, individual 

strokes and fashion, they cross the border of the media to 

create a new variety of painting as such.



Liz Adamson

In earlier portrait painting Liz Adamson always produced direct, eye-to-eye contact between viewer and subject. Now in recent 

work we are denied facial contact, but the human presence, the connection with the viewer is palpable.

“I am here and so are you” was originated by Liz Adamson in response to the impact the gallery space at Eskmills made on initial 

viewing.  An arrangement of painted black mirrors, from a distance appears to swarm around the nucleus, which on closer examination 

is two mirrors, placed to resemble eyes. These invite the viewer to seek out their own “portrait”.   The black mirrors extend and 

retract, their positioning reminds us of cctv cameras. Blank lenses. The multiple black eyes of a spider. Ideas are insects.  The familiar 

made unfamiliar. “I am here and so are you” 30 extending mirrors and black car enamel 2008

Black mirrors were originally referred to as “scrying” mirrors. In earliest times made from polished slate, replaced by the painted 

mirror glass: they were used to divine the viewer’s future. The hopeful but perhaps fearful looked deep into the blackness to see 

what the future might bring.  Are these scrying mirrors? Perhaps they echo the missing eyes, veiled by hair in Liz Adamson’s recent 

work Spoon, they deny the expected re"ection. 

We cannot see ourselves and perhaps we don’t want to see our future, but we know there is a mirror beneath the black lacquer. 

The metaphoric suggestions are endless.





Norman Shaw

Shaman Fishing
The Salmon of Wisdom reaches the Well at the World’s End 

and swallows the Nuts of Knowledge that drop from the nine 

holy hazel trees. 

He who eats The Salmon of Wisdom gains divine knowledge. 

Finally, Finnécas the druid caught The Salmon after seven years 

of trying. His young apprentice Finn MacCool was given the 

task of cooking this magical !sh, but was forbidden to eat it. 

Finn, however, burned his thumb on the !sh whilst cooking it 

and instinctively thrust it into his mouth. Finnécas saw the holy 

!re blazing in Finn’s eyes and knew he now had The Knowledge. 

Secret sperm of Solomon swerving to the shining egg; in the 

belly of the gully, in the grip of the chasm, in the sorrowed 

deeps of the abyss; under the branchy starréd gloom, in the 

woody boughs. Wrapt in the creeping outlands of inner wood-

land, burrowing upriver’s winding stretch.

Against straining solstice tides swelling with dusk-trimmed for-

eign bodies; serpent’s delight, or the limbless dragon, now edges 

thinly over estuary silts and shelves under sweating shoals the 

shivering sea servants of the silent throngs, singing returning 

salmon under shimmering star-maps (the swimming sweeps of 

sunward spawn).

One autumn night in an arc of landscape remote, near the 

source of the braided channel; over the gravelly redds shud-

dering knightly out on the moor under the glisten-bounded 

deep blue studded circle of sky, with stone circle visible on the 

hill.  Near where you stand, at the river’s edge, peering into the 

weaving shallows in the cold she-breath of moonwaters.

There, under a terrible and so apparent clash of tender 

forces, the moor seems to tilt, "ex and curve in blanket ripple. 

Drenched a few feet from the folds, at this point where I hunch 

over the lipping current at the pool’s elbow, a new army of skin 

and organ battalions fused into one writhing organic ribbon 

has poured over the brink; edging veinlike in quartzing gneiss.  

Ancient charméd tree-wrapper; old goat-eyed pattern-forger 

painting "uid white whorls on this deep striated path for !ns. 

In the slowsliding silence of the peaty river gliding irreverent, 

malevolent silence. Pale stranger unannounced, The Kelt of 

Wisdom drifts spent and perishing in pure black breath-stream. 

Upriver glides The Serpent.

“salmon !ssion’
2008



Trine Pederson

When the leopard explodes the owl moves. Lights are cast into the brigs. I turn and look at the depth of the earth. 

A choir of butter"ies are climbing the stone walls. I am walking in the silent sand. Walking with diamonds in my hands.

Painting : “Volcanic moment”
Sculptures : “Rain stones”

All works from 2008



Over !ve hundred men and women work in Eskmills 

today.  Twenty years ago the buildings were derelict and 

falling into ruin.  Piece by piece Eskmills has slowly been 

brought back to life.  Business, environment, food and art, 

woven together to create an exciting, vibrant community.

Eskmills is a magical space, a beautiful secret, hidden on 

the banks of the Esk, close to the sea.  Magni!cent stone 

buildings line a large paved piazza with re"ecting pool.  

Sunshine "oods the space by day and vivid lighting 

creates drama at night.

The mill buildings were built to be worked in.  And they 

are still working buildings.  They were an industrial space, 

part of Scotland’s manufacturing heritage. Today that 

legacy is honoured by providing high quality of!ce space 

to a myriad of public and private sector businesses.

But commerce is only part of the Eskmills story.  Art, 

food and environment are the elements needed to make 

Eskmills whole.  At the heart of Eskmills sits the former 

mill owner’s of!ce, a grand building, designed in the Vic-

torian Egyptian Pavilion style.  Today, a dazzling glass cube 

structure segues with the original architecture to create 

award winning restaurant, The Glasshouse at Eskmills.

THE GALLERY AT ESKMILLS

Eskmills has held the internationally recognised envi-

ronmental accreditation of ISO14001 since 2004 and is 

Green Tourism Business Scheme Silver accredited. The 

philosophy of Eskmills is to respect the environment and 

to add to the wider community. From waste recycling 

and using renewable energy, to landscaping the grounds 

and improving the area to encourage wildlife, Eskmills 

is an active steward of its environment.

Art is the !nal thread to complete the fabric of Eskmills 

and Summer 2008 sees The Gallery at Eskmills open 

with ESKIMO. This is the !rst exhibition in an ongoing 

programme of contemporary art curated by independ-

ent curators as well as public and private galleries. 

The Gallery at Eskmills is a bold and forward thinking 

initiative to create a new space for the visual and per-

forming arts. It is the product of the collective enthusi-

asm and commitment of those who have worked in and 

visited Eskmills.  It is an honest response to the space 

historically, culturally and emotionally.



Kevin Henderson

From Basecamp

“You must not come to the dark conclusion that every-

thing in the world is hard, false, and wicked.  But come 

often to us; the forest likes you. In its company you will 

!nd health and good spirits again, and entertain more 

lofty and beautiful thoughts.”

Robert Walser, Frau Wilke

‘[A]nd critical shell of in"exible lust, only / in the perma-

frost / is the new home of the Children / of the Sun in 

whose nakedness / is the desire not desire / in whose 

beauty is the "ame of red / permafrost a thousand feet 

deep in whose / frail buildings / the shudder of total 

winter in whose / misshapened sun the Children bathe’

Edward Dorn, Thesis

‘It goes that the three of them walked off the forest-road 

into the shade of some trees, each in turn transforming 

himself into a deer. At the place where they are said to 

have left the track, three buttons from a child’s cardigan 

were found pressed into the dirt, and on a nearby boulder 

a line was scratched in tiny letters: euc-ecc / ove / o’  

Mary Cassidy, Winter Sleep

Light, as it rises over the crinkled edge of the tops of 

trees: space promises to be enterable, consciousness in 

revelation; for each pious ear this version of an incandes-

cent season curing in the glow of an abandoned sun.

There is more than one tap here for washing the steel: 

one camped, a handful to the weak sun. Another, after 

Prévert, stock-still on a leg of plaster: faith in a faultless 

light keeping the going on time.  And a paper-blue leaf 

of animal troubled by the dazzle of its journey: it only 

became clear through art that your heart was my heart 

too, in shrinking orbit; life held in place by a hair-pin of 

joy, grandchildren too, somehow, and monsters, more 

crippled in this summer clag.  Ash, larvae rebounding, 

strangely at eye level - All linen, Mondsée my buddy, 

yellowed by the howling of a clotted consciousness 

as everything exudes a paste of sorts, cascades a new 

health: the gallons of muck drunk as a blast of snowfall 

appears reason enough; security amuck somewhere 

likely in a twisted wreckage of shattered knee gristle. 

But there it is, the kitchen to cross to be nice to the cat, 

the !rst frame of elation slowly working alone, lifting the 

edge of the tops of trees into space.

The seaboard gives a coherence to beginnings: mysteri-

ous cool mornings, veils of slowly lowering cloud, bright 

clean ground as far as the eye can see: the soil erosion 

of gambling with vision, history rooted in a splash of 

remote material; the mass spawning of glass.  A coher-

ence to form, new generations: a single stream, a small 

wood - stories told, and retold: of a ship and a dearly 

beloved island; of a cruci!ed God - and sunshine and 

birds.

Ha’Carmel in every colour, sweetening in the midday 

sun. Bauhaus, the city; cats asleep on a wall of heat thick 

as a bowl of hummus. “I drive for Hadar,” she said “You 

want, I take you trip”- con!dante to my journey’s unholy 

desire, envoi, at its end; the street, Kikarsion, quiet too 

at its end. “If I was in the wrong place, and stupid and 

bumbling, forgive me, I wanted only to pray as one, and 

for one, who could not be here;” the truth in a position, 

painted Mary, somewhere between tempera and the 

mirror, as if we could look straight into the mind of God.

Like this forever: scattered patches of mirror in the drills, 

the dirt holding up repetitions of passing cloud; white, 

suf!cient: six short and two tall (gap) nine tall (small gap) 

and two others (gap) tiny one (gap) three evenly spaced 

(gap) a white house (gap) one tall (gap) two tall (long 

gap) one small (large gap) four tall and two short (gap) a 

berried lobster (gap) knotted and serrated wracks (gap) 

an armada (gap) etc., etc. 

A soft edge of shade runs the length of the world, a 

breeze feathers the tops of trees:  strong enough, our 

sky long-lasting enough; morning shivers to the history 

of colour in search of the place of its own resurrection; 

wakefulness happens this way true, with light, as it rises 

over the crinkled edge of the tops of trees - Love too, 

peacefully. 

Mondsée would have conjured some tall story about 

frosted linoleum, about how the moonlight crossed his 

chest four times before rising as the winter sun but 

there is no due season, so let’s not hang around unduly: 

it’s uncommonly cold, that’s all there is to remember. 

From Basecamp Catalogue text, 2008.



Biographies

Alexander Guy
Born 1962 St Andrews, Fife. Studied Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art, Dundee and Royal College, London. Recent solo shows include 
“Panties and Portraits’ Galerie Horst Schuller, Dusseldorf, 2004 “ La Nou”, Barcelona 2005, Galleria Little Italy, Milano 2008 with forthcoming 
shows at Galerie Horst Schuller “El Paso” 2008 and The Grand Ole Oprey, Glasgow “ El Pas Vs El Paso” 2008 (music available on Fife-Ville 
Records). Lives and works in Europe, Glasgow, London and Torino. 

Dean Hughes
Born in Salford in 1974. He studied at Chelsea College of Art and Design 1993-96. Recent exhibitions include ‘Presque Rein’ Laure Genillard 
Gallery, London, and ‘Schwarz weiss ausstellung’ at Neau Alte Brucke, Frankfurt and a solo exhibition at Dicksmith Gallery, London. He lives 
in Edinburgh.

Gareth Fisher
Gareth Fisher was born in the English Lake District.  He studied sculpture at the Edinburgh College of Art. His sculpture was prominent 
in Edinburgh during the eighties with a Fruitmarket Exhibition, selection for the second British art show and major international exhibitions 
in New York and Toronto. In the nineties he had one person shows in Prague and Milan. More recently his sculpture and drawing have been 
seen regularly in Northern Italy. He is professor of sculpture at Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art in Dundee.

Graeme Todd
Born 1962 Glasgow. Studied Fine Art at Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art, Dundee. Has exhibited extensively including solo shows 
at the Fruitmarket Gallery, Edinburgh, Kunsthaus Glarus, Switzerland, Leeds Metropolitan University and Osaka Contemporary Arts Centre. 
Co-founder and curator of POLARCAP Contemporary Art Projects Ltd. He lives and works in East Lothian and is a lecturer in Drawing 
and Painting at ECA.

Graham Fagen
Fagen has exhibited extensively within the UK including solo exhibitions at The Fruitmarket, Edinburgh; Imperial War Museum, London; 
Tramway, Glasgow and Gallery of Modern Art, Glasgow. In 2006 Fagen began collaboration with Graham Eatough, creative director of 
Suspect Culture Theatre Company, and worked together on an ambitious solo project; Killing Time at Dundee Contemporary Arts, Dundee.
Upcoming exhibitions include; What is Life? Royal Botanics, Edinburgh and a solo show at Matt’s Gallery, London.Graham Fagen lives and 

Ian Hamilton Finlay
Ian Hamilton Finlay, born in Nassau, Bahamas 1925. Died Edinburgh 2006.  He brie"y attended Glasgow School of Art before being called 
up for National Service.

Eskimo Installation, Eskmills July 2008

Iain Patterson
Born 1946 Ayr Scotland, 1977-2008 Lecturer in Drawing and Painting at Edinburgh College of Art. Since 1970 has travelled extensively 
and exhibited in Eastern Europe, most notably Hungry and Poland where he has had many solo exhibitions.  Founder member and former 
chairman of the Collective Gallery, Edinburgh. Solo exhibitions include Richard Demarco and Graeme Murray Gallery, in 2000 he featured 
in “Lost” at the Ikon Gallery, Birmingham. He has works in many private and public collections, including the Museum of Modern Art, Kodz 
Poland and The Museum of Modern Art New York.

Kevin Henderson
Kevin Henderson was educated in Scotland, studying art at Grays School of Art in Aberdeen. His practice has since covered some twenty 
years of work in drawing & painting, sculpture, installation art, performance art, video, poetry, critical writing and collaborative projects, 
including curated events. He currently teaches in the School of Fine Art at Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art & Design, and lives in 
rural Perthshire.



Küehne and Klein
Hendrikje Küehne (1962) and Beat Klein (1956) sarted their collaboration at the Artists’ Work Programme at IMMA, Dublin 1998. 
They have shown extensively in Great Britain, Ireland and Europe including Gasworks Gallery, London; Temple Bar Gallery, Dublin; 
Fotomuseum Winterthur Switzerland; Preview, Berlin and M’ARS, Centre for Contemporary Arts, Moscow.

San Keller
Born 1971, Bern, Switzerland.  Lives and works in Zurich, Switzerland. Exhibited widely including Gallerie Brigitte Weiss, Kunst Museum 
Bern, Centre for Fine Arts Brussels. P.S.1 Contemporary Art Centre, New York.

Liz Adamson
Born Boness (1959) studied Drawing and Painting at Edinburgh College  of Art. Has shown extensively in the UK and abroad including 
Gallerie  Weissraum, Kyoto, Japan Round Room ,Talbot Rice, Edinburgh,  Frontstore, Basel, Switzerland, La Cajachina Gallery, Seville, Spain. 
In 2007 formed organization POLARCAP Ltd with partner Graeme Todd. Co-curated international exhibition 2007 “You Do Voodoo” 
and Edinburgh Art Festival 2007 exhibition ”No More Stars”. Liz Adamson lives and works in East Lothian. She is a lecturer in the School 
of Drawing and Painting, ECA

Michael Windle
Born 1958, studied painting at Duncan of Jordanstone before taking up residence at Del!na Studios in the East End of London in the early 
nineties. Currently his work is more focused on video and multimedia. Recent commissions have been in collaborarion with composer Brian 
Cope, who has helped score Weltanschauungskrieg. Mike is a lecturer in digital art at Edinburgh College of Art. 

www.porty.net/eskimo

Norman Shaw
Born Ullapool 1970.  MA, Mphil, MFA (Edinburgh); PhD (Dundee). Recent exhibitions include a solo show Infernal Methods at Generator, 
Dundee in 2006, and Highland at the RSA in 2007. Recent performances include Nob at Your Words and My Mouth, Hospital!eld House, 
Arbroath, in 2007, and on The Druid’s Hill on the Isle of Iona in 2008. His writing appears in the May 2008 issue of the Scottish art maga-
zineYucknYum (www.yucknyum.com). He is a lecturer in Fine Art at the University of Dundee, and a member of  the Window to the West 
research team, run jointly with Sabhal Mòr Ostaig college on the Isle of Skye. His current project, Nemeton, is a collaborative intermedial 
exploration of the contemporary highland landscape.

Trine Pederson
Trine Pedersen.  Born in Roskilde Denmark 1978. BA in Painting at Edinburgh College of Art + MFA in Art Space and Nature at Edinburgh 
College of Art.  Selected exhibitions: ‘Total Kunst’ Edinburgh, Copenhagen Alternative Artfair, Caledonian Hall Royal Botanic Garden, ‘Über 
mn "uss’ Cologne Germany, ‘Freshly Squeezed’ Piran Slovenia, Annual Exhibition RSA. Recieved the RSA Guthrie award and Medal for the 
most outstanding work by a young artist.

Eskimo Installation, Eskmills July 2008



East Lothian Council aims to provide an effective, high quality arts service, giving priority to social inclusion, lifelong 

learning and active citizenship while meeting the needs of the widest range of service users in all parts of the county. 

To achieve this aim, the council’s Arts Service facilitates access to arts experiences that stimulate the creative potential 

of individuals, groups and communities and develop the role of the arts in relation to corporate objectives and the 

Community Planning process.  The Arts Service works with a wide range of partners to ensure that the greatest bene!t 

can be achieved. 

In pursuit of the commitment to support the presentation of contemporary visual art in East Lothian and to extend 

the range of arts opportunities for local residents and visitors, East Lothian Council‘s Arts Service is delighted to 

support Polarcap in their presentation of ESKIMO at the new Gallery at Eskmills.  

Councillor Stuart Currie
Deputy Leader
East Lothian Council

POLARCAP

East Lothian Arts Service



Graham Fagen

San Keller

Iain Patterson

Hendrikje Küehne and Beat Klein

Graeme Todd

Dean Hughes

Ian Hamilton Finlay

Alexander Guy

Gareth Fisher

Kevin Henderson

Norman Shaw

Michael Windle

Liz Adamson

Trine Pederson


