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LUKE SCIBERRAS

THE CLOSER | GOT TO THE OLD GOLD
RUSH TOWN IN COUNTRY NEW SOUTH
WALES, THE MORE | STARTED TO HEAR
THE NAME OF ARTIST LUKE SCIBERRAS.

Down as far as the Southern Highlands, then back up in Sydney
i]l]d out to tl]e west, p(—:()ple W()u]d say (]]e same [l]]ng. ‘AI’C y[)u
going to photograph Luke Sciberras’ house? You would love it,’
then they would pause and smile, ‘He is very charming, he will

probably try to seduce you.’

I remember being stopped in my tracks by an article on him in
Fogue Living about fourteen years ago. He was wearing a Panama
hat and entertaining in his rambling backyard. The scene was
intoxicating: a long table, a lunch thrown together, and a small
group of artistic types, effortlessly enjoying each other’s company.
I had never seen the bush look so stylish and I certainly had never
read about a man quite like Luke Sciberras. Whatever I absorbed

from those pages stayed with me for years.

I had planned to visit a couple of people in the small village

and Luke Sciberras was not on my list. By coincidence, or rather
because that’s how things happen in the country, his neighbour
insisted I go and knock on his door, so 1 did. There was no

answer. ‘Ah, that’s right,” he said. ‘I think L2’s gone canoeing.’

I checked into the pub, paying $40 a night for a room upstairs with
a veranda. It looked just as you would imagine. The local bushies,
all wearing well-worn hats as the last rays of light disappeared,
had just started singing songs out the front of the old pub when the
silhouette of a car with a canoe strapped to the roof slowly pulled
up. Well, T reckon T know who this might be. Sure enough, a rugged

man in a navy blue jumper appeared.

Inside the pub, I suddenly felt a woollen jumper brushing against
my back as someone leaned in close from behind. “Whooo are you?’
a voice said, just like when Alice met the caterpillar in Wonderland.
Surprised and matching his tone, I replied," Whooo are you?’
knowing exactly who it was. With the widest of smiles he said,

‘I'm Luke. What brings you to my town?” So I told him.

‘Oh, a photographer. You must come to my house then,” he said
jovially. He had the confidence of someone accustomed to getting
his own way, so I replied, *Actually, T already visited your house this
afternoon and you weren’t home, you were out canoeing. Honestly,
I’m not sure if I'm going to waste the petrol going back’. This turned

out to be the ‘best worst’ thing I could have said, igniting a spark.

Page 7: Luke’s studio is located
in an old stone church filled with
lavers ol curiosities: lowers from

his garden. exotic Turkish kilims
from his rravels, and mismatched

pieces of furniture, all with their

own stories ro tell of how they
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