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            Foreword

            Caitlin Moran

         

         It was a miserable January afternoon – it wasn’t yet dark, but then, it had never really got light in the first place. I was on my way home from a meeting where I’d just got a new, thrilling job, and, despite the gloom, I felt that fizzing, almost-drunken joy of good news.

         Ebullient, and on a whim, I turned down a street in Soho I’d never been down before. That day was so grey, and miserable – it was full mid-winter bleakness – so that’s probably why I could see it from fifty yards away.

         It was a painting, in a shop window, and it radiated so hard, it was like it called out. It glowed in the rain. I had to cross the street to look at it. My eyes were full of it.

         The painting was of spring; the spring I was longing for. A cloud-puff of white plumblossom, a thousand narcissi frothing through the grass and the sky that perfect enamelling of peach-through-to- pink you get during the first, intoxicatingly long April sunsets.

         But the thing that meant I stood there for a good, long five minutes, staring, was all the people. All the gossip.

         This bright window was chatty window: the spring it painted might be heartbreakingly lovely, but it was the stories that made it hum. The jogger, striking out across the green. The man texting as his dog trails behind. A fox, standing in the middle of the path, startled and staring at the painter. At me.

         I wanted to walk down the path in the centre of the canvas. I wanted to follow the jogger across the green, to the village in the distance. I wanted to pat the dog. This was a painting that talked so lovingly about a particular, beautiful evening that I did something I had never done before.

         I walked into that shop and I bought my first ever piece of art. I knew I had to own that minute – that perfect minute – in that painting. I wanted to be able to step into that world and that spring, whenever I wanted. It would be necessary. It would be the only thing that could get me through the winter. All my winters.

         Emma Haworth was the first artist I fell so in love with that I knew I had to take her home. I wanted her world in my house.

         The true magic of certain artists is that they don’t ‘just’ paint beautiful pictures; they also become a meeting-place, where like-minded souls will, eventually, bump into each other.

         Two years later, two friends of mine announced their engagement. They had no wedding list, they explained, but if anyone would like to contribute, the one thing they wanted was … a painting by Emma Haworth.

         I called Bonnie instantly, on FaceTime.

         ‘LOOK!’ I said, and swung the camera so she could see my little, nascent gallery of Haworths on the wall. By this time, I had three. A spring, and two winters. I’d started a collection. ‘I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU LOVE EMMA HAWORTH TOO! THIS IS NUTS!’

         She and her future wife, Beanie, also wanted one of Emma Haworth’s springs: this one in Regent’s Park, with daffodils and more perfect pink sunset. Friends having their first, hopeful picnic of the year; joggers, smokers, pugs.

         Beanie and Bonnie had fallen in love in London, and wanted to have this minute of it on their wall in their new home in New York.

         ‘But we’ll need to have one of her summers next,’ Bonnie said, longingly.

         ‘I want a summer, too!’ I said. ‘I have to have a whole year on my wall! I’ve come to believe that, ultimately, a beautiful day hasn’t happened unless Emma Haworth painted it.’

         Bonnie nodded. ‘I know exactly what you mean.’ By the time you’ve finished this book, I suspect you will believe this, too. 8

         
            
[image: ]To everything there is a season 2024

               

            

         

         9

         
            
[image: ]Night seasons 2024

               

            

         

         10

         
            [image: ]

         

      



OEBPS/images/a006_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a001_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a009_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a008_online.jpg
. A.. AM‘H (3
e

T
s






OEBPS/images/9781916846876_cover_epub.jpg
\The art of Emma Haworth

(.






OEBPS/images/a010_online.jpg
s

e

e






