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The initial ideas for this exhibition developed out of 
us watching the mockumentary Best in Show (2000) 
together and thinking “could we do an exhibition 
about dogs?” Both of us love dogs and Sophia 
recently became an unapologetic dog mum to Rosie 
the rescue greyhound (@rosiethegreyt). We were 
also really taken by the concept behind Big Cheese, 
an exhibition held at Contemporary Art Tasmania in 
2016 which asked the question: Why is there always 
cheese at exhibition openings? We had wanted to 
work together on a project for some time, especially 
something light-hearted and fun. 

The theme of our show is immediately playful; 
interestingly though, this allows each work a little 
more conceptual space of its own without the 
constraints of a rigorous and didactic thematic 
interpretation being forced upon it. After recently 
visiting a number of exhibitions at large institutions 
and being left wondering if it is the art work or the 
curatorial premise on show, we decided to take a 
step in the opposite direction and do something a bit 
different. 



The resulting exhibition brings together ten 
contemporary Australian artists to form an 
exploration of human and animal connections, non-
verbal companionship, allegory and ritual. We left 
it to the artists to respond to the theme as they 
saw fit, and a number have created new works 
for the show. The exhibition also connects with 
Casula Powerhouse’s permanent collection, which 
surprisingly contains a number of dog-themed works. 
Dogs inhabit so many different roles and spaces 
in our everyday life, and this exhibition showcases 
some of these interactions.

From Dion Beasley’s drawings of camp dogs to 
Danielle Reynold’s post-internet painting that 
references the proliferation of dog memes online, 
the exhibition showcases a multitude of approaches 
and relationships with dogs. Dogs can be pets, but 
they can also play a more symbolic role in cultural 
narratives and storytelling. A comparison between 
the very different dog sculptures of Abdul-Rahman 
Abdullah and Natalie Thomas makes this contrast 
clear. 



Another strong thread that emerged in the works 
is the role of the dog as an artistic muse and 
collaborator, as seen in the drawings by Anastasia 
Klose and David Capra. Clare Peake’s two-channel 
video of her tap dancing with her canine companion 
further extends this theme. While the exhibition 
includes many portraits of individual dogs, such 
as the paintings by Noel McKenna and Adrian 
Stojkovich, it also includes non-figurative depictions. 
Kenny Pittock’s ceramic receipt rolls and book 
suggest, rather than show, dogs. 

As research for the show, Sophia visited the ‘Dog 
Lovers Show’ in Melbourne and Kathleen read 
up about Laurie Anderson’s concerts for dogs, 
that incorporate a low-frequency element to the 
performance that can only be heard by canine ears. 
We are both eagerly awaiting the release of Eileen 
Myles’ Afterglow (A Dog Memoir) in September. 
Some recent dog-themed exhibitions including 
Best in Show (2016) at Orange Regional Gallery, 
Dog Days (2017) at Jan Murphy Gallery and the 
forthcoming dOGUMENTA (I) in New York provided 
some further inspiration, and prompted us to think 
about the enduring connection people have with 
dogs, and also how it relates to contemporary art 
practice. 



The formative experiences we have with animals in 
our childhoods - long hours spent with family pets 
or our encounters with wild animals - are memories 
we can reconnect with later in life whether they are 
happy or naive, frightful or wary. In putting together 
the materials for this exhibition catalogue, we 
decided to reflect on these experiences and asked 
all the artists to provide an anecdote about dogs 
in their life. In lieu of artist statements about the 
works in the exhibition, we found that asking for 
these personal stories provided a much more ‘real’ 
and sincere conversation with the artists and their 
works. We hope it also makes for interesting reading 
alongside the exhibition. 

Lots of people have asked us whether our next 
exhibition will be a cat show. Who knows? 

Kathleen Linn & Sophia Cai
June 2017 





When I was about five years old there was a jet black 
dog called Bandit who lived over the road. One day I was 
riding my red tricycle along the footpath when he bolted 
through the open gate and started chasing after me. I’d 
never peddled so fast in my life, I remember looking down 
at my bare feet furiously pumping away on the pedals 
and wetting myself in fear. I ran through the front door of 
my house leaving wet footprints up the hallway. My older 
brother still had scars near his eye from where a dog had 
dragged him by the face and I was determined to never let 
it happen to me. 



Everyday I ride my black scooter down to Mulga Camp 
where I love to feed and watch all my favourite dogs. Lots 
of dogs live at House 3 and House 4. They get angry and 
race up and down their side of the fence, barking and 
snapping their teeth. Sometimes you can’t see the dogs 
because they make big clouds of dust. You can only see 
legs, tails and heads. It is exciting to see them chasing 
each other. Who is the fastest?



Teena is my six-year-old chocolate-and-tan dachshund. 
She is named after a Tena Pad, a Swedish based urinary 
incontinence product. She was christened with this name 
for two reasons – her shape is not unlike one of those 
great inventions of absorbency with a comfortable fit. The 
other being– Teena often greets strangers with a rolling 
operation, landing on her back to present a memento of 
the happy occasion– a small tinkle.
 
Teena was gifted to me at just 8 weeks old.  She came 
from the regional New South Wales town of Nyngan, part of 
the Bogan Shire. Rescued from a deep muddy pool, under 
a house on a farm, Teena came just at the right time.
 
I had been looking for an artistic collaborator to join 
my practice. I was also obsessed with owning a pet 
dachshund. I had never imagined the two things I was 
looking for would arrive in the one package. I use to dream 
about what it was like to have my own sausage dog. I went 
as far as to make a kinetic sculpture Prayers for a Sausage 
Dog. I use to turn it periodically like a Tibetan prayer drum; 



taking hold of its tail and watching its head spin out of 
control. Prayers for a Sausage Dog II was a similar topsy-
turvy effigy, this time fashioned with three heads, like 
Cerberus the multi-headed guard dog that prevented evil 
spirits escaping Hades.
 
I fondly remember Teena as a pup; ears that moved like 
an elephant’s, a small seal jolting head and the feet of 
a platypus pitter-pattering along, trying to get hold of my 
laces. Two Easters ago I took Teena to visit her mother 
Sophie. Teena didn’t want a bar of her, so much so that 
I concluded she must have suffered some serious womb 
trauma. After a seven-hour drive anticipating the reunion, 
we left in a huff.
 
A few weeks ago I returned to visit Teena’s mum during 
the Nyngan county fair weekend. Knocking on their door, I 
asked the owners if this was still the residence of Sophie 
the dachshund. Not remembering me and spotting my 
just-for-the-occasion Peter Alexander purchase of oversized 
sausage dog slippers, they replied from their window, “This 
is not. You certainly have the wrong address.” Coupled 
with sheer excitement and two matching dachshunds 
dancing at my feet, I must have looked unstable. With 
some convincing, they finally allowed me to hold Sophie in 
my longing arms. Looking into her eyes, it was comforting 
to see that same familiar world-fearing expression far away 
from home.



Dogs are like children. They have the 
intelligence of a 3 year old, according 
to animal behaviourists. Dogs study us. 
They watch everything we do to try and 
understand us - constantly. Often dogs 
don’t understand what we want. That 
is why they are surrendered to shelters 
and pounds. It is our job to kindly teach 
dogs what we expect of them. When 
they are puppies, they need to be 
introduced to other dogs and strangers. 
They need to feel comfortable in the 
world we humans inhabit. They need to 
become partly human, and we need to 
become partly dog. I work at an animal 
shelter. As I type this, I can hear a few 
dogs barking in the kennels outside. 
They are bored. They are asking for 
attention. All they want is human 
companionship. We need to extend our 
imagination to the point where we see 
animals as equals who can feel love 
and who can suffer like us, rather than 
possessions.



We had a small Fox Terrier cross called Spot. 
On a moonless night on Rose Beach Spot 
went in the water after some ducks and did 
not return. I went knocking on some houses 
to ring home, Margaret rang the Water 
Police and to our surprise they had a boat 
in the harbour nearby and would look for 
Spot. We got a call from them quite soon, 
Spot had been located in front of Strickland 
House about a 2 km dog paddle from where 
she went in the water, a very big distance 
for a small dog. We met the Police Launch 
at Rose Bay pier and they took us to the 
shoreline where Spot was seen, she had 
run up into some trees, so I had to call out 
and she came running down and jumped in 
the water and swam out to the boat and I 
scooped her up.



Brown and spotty and a little bit dotty,
On occasions somewhat naughty.
Regularly hungry,
Is very snugly.
So often needs to go potty. 



When I was in grade four everyone in 
my class had to give a five minute talk, 
we could talk about anything we liked 
but it couldn’t be the same topic as 
anyone else. My best friend Ben and I 
both wanted to talk about Star Wars but 
eventually compromised that he’d talk 
about Star Wars and I’d talk about Star 
Wars toys. Turns out our decision didn’t 
matter though because our teacher 
Mrs. Nelson put everyone’s topics into a 
hat and we all had to pick out someone 
else’s topic and give our talk about that 
instead. I got “Staffys”. I can’t remember 
what I said about Staffys, or who got to 
talk about Star Wars toys, all I remember 
is the traumatising feeling of being 
tricked by the teacher and I think of that 
feeling every time I see a staffy.



An electric door extends on a Winnebago which has a 
number plate that reads DGS RUS. Pet Psychic Sonia 
Fitzpatrick is seated inside the vehicle with another 
person and four poodles. The dogs have had their hair 
straightened, fluffed and had pink bows placed around 
their crowns. Sonia is talking about grief and how one of 
the poodles - named Champion Remington Steals Hearts 
- has been so sad since recently losing his best friend. 
Sonia pats the poodle and explains, “So I have to let him 
understand that the physical body is something we travel 
in and that when he feels and senses Flert around him 
[…] she’s there, but the physical body is no more… and 
that […] she’s with him in a different way - this really helps 
them when they know that.” 
I look at Champion Remington Steals Hearts and wonder 
whether he feels any better.



I bought Emily when I was 14. 

She was the largest dog I was allowed, but she was always 
very small. I would lift her through my bedroom window at 
night so she could sleep in my room. 

She used to run circles in the grass, and as she ran her 
whole body would lean into a turn, and the circle she was 
running would become tighter and tighter, until she was 
completely on her side, rolling in the grass. But that was 
play, and she was always gentle, with people and other 
dogs.

We had Emily put down last month. I wrapped her body in 
a towel and carried her to the car in my arms. The sheets 
parted just enough that I could see her face. It looked as if 
she were sleeping. She was so old, but she looked just like 
a pup. 

There are no words for that sadness.



Soxy was a great dog. We grew up together. She was an 
energetic terrier mixed with god knows what, famed for her 
enthusiasm in fetching the stick. She never didn’t go get 
the stick. Once, on a particularly hot day on the beach at 
Mooloolaba my brother Jason and I threw the stick once 
too often and she ended up packed in ice at the vets, 
suffering from heat stroke. 

Soxy lived with us till I was 9. When she died Mum paid 
the next door neighbour to bury her in our backyard. We 
all missed Soxy but Mum said to remembered the good 
times we’d shared together. Soxy’s death helped prepare 
us for the grieving when my Dad died the following year. 
Even now when I think of my Dad, I also think of Soxy, my 
favourite dog ever. Soxy was my friend and she was also 
my first experience of loss, of longing and of mortality. 





All my childhood I begged my parents for a dog. The only 
pets I was ever granted were a pair of turtles who I called 
Funny and Bunny. When my family and I moved to Australia 
when I was eight I was heartbroken to leave them behind 
with some friends. Last I heard, Bunny had passed away 
but Funny now lives in the zoo (or was it the other way 
around?).

My parents finally got a dog after I moved out of home. 
Buckley is eight years old now which is also how long I 
have been with my partner. In my mind when I forget our 
anniversary I just have to remember how old Buckley is 
and vice versa. 

Sometimes my dad accidentally calls me ‘Buckley’ but he 
never calls him ‘Sophia’. 



My mum got Kimba from the pound after I had left home - 
there were bad bush fires in the Blue Mountains one year 
and the local pound asked people if they could look after 
a dog until the danger had passed. Needless to say Kimba 
never went back to the pound. We were told that Kimba 
was a Kelpie and Rottweiler cross which we believed for 
many years, although it never really suited him. A few 
months ago a neighbour (who had known Kimba the entire 
time we had him!) randomly told us that he was a Belgian 
Shepherd - we googled it and were met by image after 
image of Kimba’s relatives. At least we found out his true 
identity, even if it was a bit late.





Artists are at the heart of what we do, and we would like to thank 
Abdul, Dion, David, Anastasia, Noel, Clare, Kenny, Danielle, Adrian 
and Natalie for being part of the show. Thank you also for sharing 
your personal stories with us in this catalogue. 

Many thanks to the team at Casula Powerhouse Arts Centre, who 
supported this exhibition from day one. Particular thanks to Adam 
Porter, Semi Ozacardi, Cara Lopez, Hamish Ta-me and everyone else 
who helped make this show a reality, and also letting us get away 
with a dog-friendly opening. 

We would like to thank Ashley Ronning at Helio Press for her design 
work and printing the beautiful risograph cover - the catalogue 
wouldn’t be possible without your illustrations and contributions. 
Thank you also to artist David Capra for providing the artworks for 
this publication. 

We would also like to thank our family, friends, colleagues and 
mentors who have supported us along the way. 

This exhibition is dedicated to Rosie, Buckley, Kimba, Meg, Sandy 
and all our favourite canine pals.

Kathleen Linn & Sophia Cai
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