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Thirty years ago Ned M. Stacey,
known as the artist NED, was sitting in a
Shoney’s restaurant doodling names on
a napkin for his new business. From
scribbles to brick and mortar, Cosmic
Cat Comics was born. 

With a storefront in Railroad Square,
NED eventually converted part of his
surplus space within the comic book
store into Renditions, An Art Space,
which he envisioned as both a gallery
and shared workspace for himself and
local artists. As one of the photogra-
phers included in Photofest 2017, an an-
nual exhibition presented by the Coun-
cil on Culture & Arts at the Artport Gal-
lery, NED is thrilled to show the commu-
nity the importance of the arts through
his artwork. 

“Everything is based on art in some
way,” explains NED. “Many people don’t
realize they’re looking at art every day
no matter where they’re looking. You
can’t take a brown covered book and put
it in a store and have someone buy it.” 

NED’s store shelves are well stocked
with imaginative and colorful worlds of
graphic design and storytelling, though
he prefers reading about the adventures
of everyday people versus those of
cape-clad superhumans. His first influ-
ences did come from science fiction and
fantasy however, as his paintings and
photographs sought to emulate artists
like Jeffrey Jones and Frank Frazetta. 

It was the comics’ bright colors that
kept him turning pages. With oils as his
preferred medium, NED can never get
enough of the bold cadmium red, and
relies on mixing with a basic color pal-
ette to create striking images. Whether
he’s painting in his home studio or at
Renditions, NED can take nearly 40
hours over the course of many days to
complete a work. At the end of every day
he takes a photo of his progress and
uploads it to his Facebook page — from
the first sketch to the final product —
and will use an unorthodox method to
catch his mistakes. 

“Flipping your picture upside-down

or looking at it in a mirror, will show you
things that you can’t see just by looking
at it straight on,” says NED. “If you’ve
painted something and flip it upside
down and it looks good you’ve done
something right.” 

With portrait work this is especially
pertinent, as NED focuses on getting the
small intricacies of his subjects’ faces as
accurate as possible. He’s not always
striving for perfection, however, like in
his painting “Wonderland” in which he
let go of making the Alice character look
like his reference photo. He’s also begun
focusing more on what to do with the
backgrounds of his canvases and looks
up to portrait artists like Jana Brike and
Danny Malboeuf, who provide him with
inspiration. 

“You look at [Malboeuf ’s] paintings
and you have no clue what’s going on,”
laughs NED. “There will be plastic army
men sitting on a table or watermelons in
the picture and you’ll question why they
are there. There’s so much stuff you
can’t believe how he could get it all into
one painting.” 

Like Malboeuf, NED’s portraits al-
ways feature a female character, and he

especially enjoys capturing the facial
expressions of teenagers. He always
wants the subject looking right at the
viewer, and states that there “should be
something quirky about them that you
can’t quite put your finger on.” 

His current project is painting the
children of famous international pho-
tographers, as they often take “the best
candid photos.” Adding a collage of ele-
ments in the background provides a
challenge. In his last two portraits, NED
added an element that represented
where the girls were from within the I-
Spy-esque assortment behind them. 

“I incorporated a wind-up airplane
dropping flowers, a fence with graffiti,
and a submarine with a French flag,” de-
scribes NED. “I have ideas for what cer-
tain things might mean, but it’s totally
off the wall. In a way, you’re putting to-
gether a puzzle.” 

NED enjoys exploring the relation-
ship between painting and photogra-
phy, is always looking to up the ante in
his work. He’s excited to see reactions to
his work, “Brothers” which will be on
display in Photofest 2017, and he hopes
viewers will wonder how he made the

photo. The exhibition will be on display
in the Artport Gallery through Jan. 8,
and the opening, public reception will
be held on Nov. 17. 

While it’s one of the most tweaked
photograph he’s ever produced, origi-
nally, he took the photo at a family wed-
ding. After altering it using a special
digital program, NED gave it more paint-
erly qualities by enhancing the colors
and contrast. It also captures the inno-
cence that he finds captivating in many
of his young subjects. 

“With that age group, kids still
haven’t faced the huge problems of the
world,” says NED. “They still have a
weirdness about them that I like.” 

NED also believes in the power of art
to preserve. While his portraits, in a
way, freeze his subjects in time, he finds
that painting can spark lost recollec-
tions and stories. The actual act of cre-
ating, however, provides a safe haven
within the mind that he encourages ev-
eryone to visit. 

“I always say, if you have a lot of prob-
lems, you should take up painting,” says
NED. “If you want to jog your memory,
go paint a picture of someone. Some-
times when you’re painting, euphoria
comes over you and it puts you in a real-
ly good mood. It’s total escapism.” 

Amanda Sieradzki is the feature
writer for the Council on Culture & Arts.
COCA is the capital area’s umbrella
agency for arts and culture (www.talla-
hasseearts.org).

Photofest artist drawn to bright colors 

Artist NED is one of the photographers included in Photofest 2017. NED

Amanda Sieradzki
Council on Culture & Arts

If you go
What: Photofest 2017

When: Opening reception, 6-7:30 p.m.
on Friday, Nov. 17, exhibition on display
through Jan. 8

Where: Artport Gallery, 3300 Capital
Circle SW

Cost: Free

Contact: For more information, call
850-224-2500 or visit http://coca.talla-
hasseearts.org/art-in-public-places/
artport-gallery. 

I know the exact moment when fe-
line cold season arrived at my cozy lit-
tle cottage near Midtown. It was 10:15
a.m. last Sunday. I came home from
the store and walked into a waking
nightmare.

My wife, Amy, staggered into the
kitchen from the bedroom and yelled,
“Shuggie Pop just sneezed directly
into my eyeball.”

She was referring to our youngest
Russian Blue, an impossibly cute and
impossibly bossy little fellow who
does not respect personal boundaries.
Shuggie Pop likes to use Amy as his fa-
vorite futon when she is sleeping in
bed.

“The little booger crawled up on my
chest, sat down and waited for me to
open my eyes,” she said while using
the kitchen sink to frantically wash
her face and peepers. “When I opened
my eyes, pluuugh, he got me right in
the left eye. Direct hit. Totally inten-
tional.”

“Would you like for me to pass you
the Clorox?” I offered. “Will you be re-
quiring the Hazmat portable shower
unit, madam?”

She gave me stink-eye with her one
good eye, so I stood in front of the
knife drawer to block easy access.

As if on cue, Shuggie Pop sauntered
into the kitchen and gave me his best
Steve Buscemi face, which he should
copyright. He slowly blinked his wa-
tery eyes. Amy was clearly blaming
the victim.

“It’s a good thing you’re cute, you
fuzzy little germ factory,” Amy said.

I’m pretty sure she was talking to
the cat.

And then it spread

You might think someone who got a
blast of Russian Blue nose goo in the
kisser on a Sunday morning would
banish the offending feline from the
sleeping chambers. Not so in my
house.

Shuggie Pop, who has never been
one to suffer in silence, crawled into
bed at night with his stuffy head and
whistle-snored his way to dreamland.
It sounded like someone was brewing
the world’s saddest cup of tea. Occa-
sionally, Shuggie Pop punctuated the
high-pitched nose concert with a se-
ries of three or four sneezes in quick
sequence. Hey, it still sounded better
than the last album by The Red Hot
Chili Peppers.

It didn’t take long before Pinko, our
older Russian Blue who is quite ro-
tund, caught Shuggie Pop’s cold. Evi-
dently, in the cat world, colds are
transmitted by sniffing the opposite

end of the head. That’s just a scientific
fact.

When Pinko sneezes, it’s not in lit-
tle rapid-fire misting blasts like Shug-
gie Pop’s approach. Pinko’s nasal ex-
plosions are closer to those of an ele-
phant seal. You don’t want to be any-
where downwind when it happens.

I never had the pleasure of sharing
a motel room with a drunken Ernest
Borgnine, but sleeping with Pinko
during cold season can’t be much dif-
ferent. Pinko snores with authority
way down in the basso profondo regis-
ter. The bed shakes. The mattress
springs rumble. It’s impossible to
sleep.

While I was lying awake listening to
the Pinko-Shuggie Pop symphony, my
mind wandered off to the early days of
the space race at the dawn of the ‘60s.
I thought about Félicette, a French
tuxedo cat who was strapped inside a
Véronique AG1 rocket in 1963 and
launched 130 miles into the sky. The
Russians sent a dog named Laika into
the stratosphere and the Americans
relied on Ham, a chimpanzee, to blaze
the trail for Alan Shepard. Leave it to
the French to blast a cat into space.

The very first astro-cat was sup-
posed to be Félix, another tuxedo cat
who was snatched from the streets of
Paris for a little involuntary space ex-
ploration. On the day of the big blast-
off in Algeria, Félix pulled a no-show
and escaped. He probably went off
chasing a Barbary ground squirrel, or
an Algerian dust bunny. Félicette was
second in line so she became the Jean
Glenn of French felines.

As I was trying to picture Félicette’s
little space capsule floating with para-
chutes across the Algerian desert

upon her safe return to Earth, Pinko
stirred and jumped to the floor with a
loud thud. He began making the same
noise worm-grunters make in Sop-
choppy when they are rubbing wood-
en stakes in the ground with metal
rods. Zoop, zoop, zoop. Hey, at least
Pinko was not going to hork up a hair-
ball on the bed spread. Pinko is polite
that way.

Then I wondered what happens
when cats barf in space at zero grav-
ity? Do astro-cats have to wear hel-
mets like Ham did? And what hap-
pens when a cat sneezes in space?

No wonder I can’t sleep at night.

Earning their keep

After a few days, Shuggie Pop’s cold
appeared to have lifted. He returned to
his routine of pouncing unannounced
onto my lap while I am lying on the
couch. Shuggie Pop likes to stretch out
Sphinx-style on my chest, with his
muzzle close to my chin, while I am
watching a film.

“You’re not going to sneeze on me,
are you, Shuggie?” I asked. “Please,
don’t even think about it.”

And, yes, my Russian Blue under-
stands English.

There was no preamble, prior
warning or flashing light when Shug-
gie Pop sneezed on my lips - just like
that sick monkey did in the movie
“Outbreak” and nearly killed the
world’s human population with an
Ebola-type virus. I screamed some
profanity. Shuggie bolted and left a
gash across my bellybutton with his
back claws. Bleeding and infected is
not the best way to spend a Saturday.

Maybe it was time for our cats to do
something else besides torment the
humans. Get a job or an occupation,
perhaps.

Earlier this fall, an 83-year-old
woman in Columbus, Ohio, allegedly
trained her 65 cats to roam the neigh-
borhoods and steal shiny objects, like
jewelry and dinnerware. If they didn’t
steal, they didn’t eat.

“She was like Fagin in ‘Oliver Twist,’
but she was using cats as thieves in-
stead of children,” the Columbus Po-
lice chief told Worldnewsdailyreport-
.com. “In less than three hours of sur-
veillance, the detectives saw the cats
bring home more than a hundred ob-
jects.”

The police did not answer the obvi-
ous question, though: Who in the plu-
perfect hell wants to live with 65 cats?

Shuggie Pop and Pinko are indoor-
only house guests, so that rules out
thrilling careers in the home-burglary
trade.

I wonder if France needs two more
astro-cats? The only problem is that
my astro-Franco friends will require a
self-cleaning helmet for Shuggie Pop
and a much larger rocket for Pinko.

Contact Mark Hinson at mhin-
son@tallahassee.com

In space, no one can hear a cat sneeze
Mark Hinson
Columnist

USA TODAY NETWORK – FLA.

A reflective Shuggie Pop ponders his
next sneezing fit. MARK

HINSON/DEMOCRAT

“Return with us now to those thrilling
days of yesteryear. The Lone Ranger
rides again.”

When you were a child if these words
meant Saturday mornings, you might
want to mosey on over to Monticello,
pardner. The Jefferson Arts Gallery is
showing a collection of film memorabil-
ia called Riding The Range.

Seventeen large original Western
movie posters collected by film histori-
an Ed Hurley are displayed during the
month of November. 

Hurley had asthma as a kid. In 1948
he got a toy movie projector and started
watching Westerns. He was hooked. He
began collecting original Western post-
ers.

He went on to have a career in the
U.S. Postal Service, but never quit
watching movies. He has watched
50,000 movies and television shows in
his lifetime, and westerns are still his fa-
vorites. 

Hurley retired to Monticello four and
a half years ago and has decided to dis-
play his poster collection so all you cow-
boys and cowgirls can enjoy them as
much as he does. 

The display runs through Nov. 30,
each Wednesday and Saturday. Jeffer-
son Arts Gallery is open on those days
from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m., or you may call
850-997-3311 to make an appointment. 

Jefferson Arts Gallery is located at
575 West Washington St., Monticello.
For more information visit www.jeffer-
sonatrsgallery.com or Facebook:Jeffer-
sonartsgalleryJAG

Jefferson Arts Gallery is featuring a
poster collection of Western movies.
SPECIAL TO THE DEMOCRAT

Western movie
posters ride into
Jefferson gallery
Merry Ann Frisby
Special to Tallahassee Democrat
USA TODAY NETWORK - FLORIDA


