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SUMMER NIGHTS
Shoalhaven Regional Gallery After Hours 25 January 2024

During this after hours program, guests are gathered in courtyard and offered
refreshments.

Natalie McDonagh invites groups of 10 to 15 for a tour of the Death Love Art
Exhibition. Giving general information about the art and the exhibition in general.
As the group arrives at specific points within the exhibition, Max Dingle, “appears”
and performs a particular role:

1. Nest — Katthy Cavaliere
- As himself, an acquaintance of the artist, talking about her life, art, and death.

2. Captain Moonlite and Jim Nesbitt
Reading Captain Moonlite’s final letter to Jim Nesbitt’s mother.

3. Ned Kelly
Reads excerpts from Ned Kelly’s 1879 Jerilderie Letter.

4. Day of the Dead
As himself speaks about Lady Death and Day of Dead activities

5. Arthur Streeton
Reads excerpts from a Streeton letter to his artist friend Tom Roberts

The group returns to courtyard and the next group starts their tour



NEST - Katthy Cavaliere

I first met Katthy Cavaliere in 1997, through artist Grace Burzese. (Who also has a
work within the exhibition.) They were two young artists trying to make it in the
Sydney Art world.

Throughout her career Katthy Cavaliere worked with focused intensity to try to
understand herself and the world around her, taking shelter in her art to deal with
painful parts of her life.

Katthy's mother died on 8 December 2008.

The three years following her mother's death comprised the final dramatic chapter of
Katthy's art and life. Consumed by her grief, the last works were made in tribute to
her mother. What her mother left behind became the raw material used to reattach the
umbilical cord. All the symbolic or literal imagery of the 'home' that had accumulated
so far in Katthy's practice was distilled in the end in a 'nest' created from her mother's
clothes. Documented here via an old standard family super 8 film camera.

In July 2011 Katthy was diagnosed with ovarian cancer the same disease that claimed
her Mother.

The works Day Dreams — Camera Obscura positive and negative are from a residence
at Hill End. Katthy started work on a new work which involved the burning of a lot of
her personal possessions. It was planned for a performance at Hill End, It was never
completed ...

Following a stroke on New Year's eve she died on 23 January 2012 at St Georges
Hospital in Sydney at the age of thirty-nine. .... Her ashes were interred alongside her
mother's.



Captain Moonlite and Jim Nesbitt

DHC2023.02 Captain Moonlite ( c. 1875) DHC2023.03 James Nesbitt ( c. 1875)

2023 Inkjet Prints, (digitally adjusted found images). Natlaie McDonagh and Max Dingle.

Bushranger Captain Moonlite aka Andrew George Scott was executed in
Darlinghurst Gaol in 1880.

James Nesbitt, his lover and gang member had been killed in a police shoot-out a few
weeks before.

On the night before he was executed Captain Moonlite wrote a letter to Mrs Nesbitt,

Darlinghurst Gaol
19th January 1880

My dearest Mrs Nesbitt,
To the mother of Jim, no colder address would be true.

My heart to you is the same as to my own dearest Mother. Jim’s sisters are my sisters,
his friends my friends, his hopes were my hopes.

His grave will be my resting place and I trust I may be worthy to be with him, when
we shall all meet to part no more. When an all-seeing God who

can read all hearts will be the judge. When intentions will be known and judged.

As to my dearest Jim, I have felt that love and friendship — true, pure and real
friendship that blessed our union — demands that I should defend his name to the last.
My efforts are but weak, yet in time it will be known that he was an honour to all

connected with him.

I have won thy fame from the breath of wrong;,
My soul hath risen for thy glory strong;

Now call me hence by thy side to be;

The world thou leav’st has no place for me.
Give me my home on thy noble heart,

Well have we loved — let us both depart.



These lines speak to you from my heart. I know that before long his memory will be
blessed, his bright example pointed to. I will not be long before I am with him and in
his grave.

Mprs Nesbitt, Mother of my Jim, may the Great God enable you to bear the great loss
you have suffered.

1 send you some of his hair and will try to send you any thing else of his I can get.

Give the love of a brother to dearest Jim’s sisters and to his father.
Farewell my dearest Mrs Nesbitt.
I am ever to you a loving son in spirit.

A.G. Scott

The Police never sent the letter to Mrs Nesbitt, and his last wish was not granted.
Captain Moonlite was buried in Rookwood Cemetery in Sydney, 375 km from Jim,

who had been buried in Gundagai.

Some 115 years after Captain Moonlite’s death, following much petitioning,
Gundagai locals, Christine Ferguson and Samantha Asimus, finally got permission to
take his remains back to Gundagai.

On 13 January 1995, a funeral procession followed a horse draw carriage carrying
Scott’s remains from Gundagai’s old gaol to North Gundagai Cemetery, where he was
buried close to James Nesbitt under the shade of a eucalypt.



Ned Kelly

Ned Kelly Death Mask 1880 plaster - National Museum of Australia Collection

Ned Kelly’s Jerilderie Letter 1879

“He said no they did not come to shoot me, they came to apprehend me. I asked him
why they carried, spencer rifles and breech loading fowling pieces, and so much
ammunition. As the police was only supposed to carry one revolver and six
cartridges, but they each had eighteen rounds of revolver cartridges, three dozen for
the fowling piece and twenty one Spencer rifle cartridges. This looked as if they
meant not only to shoot me, but to riddle me.”

“I could not suffer them blowing me to pieces in my own native land.”

“This cannot be called wilful murder for [ was compelled to shoot them or lie down
and let them shoot me. It would not be called wilful murder if they sent our remains,
shattered into a mass of animated gore, back to Mansfield. They would have got great
praise and credit as well as promotion but I am recorded a horrid brute because I had
not been cowardly enough to lie down for them. Remember those men came into the
bush with the intention of scattering pieces of me and my brother all over the bush
and yet they know and acknowledge I have been wronged.

And my mother, along with five men, lagged innocent.

Are my brothers, sisters and my mother not to be pitied also. They who had no
alternative but to put up with the brutal and cowardly conduct of a parcel of big,

ugly, fat necked, wombat headed, big bellied, magpie legged, narrow hipped, splaw-
footed sons of Irish bailiffs or English landlords, better known as officers of justice or
Victorian police.

Who some calls honest gentlemen.

Either ways a policeman is a disgrace to his country his ancestors and his religion.”



Day of the Dead

Comparsa 1996, T Cézak. etching on paper

Mexican Day of the Dead

The Lady of Death, guards the bones of the dead until they can be reused in another
life. As well, once a year, she allows the spirits of the dead to rejoin the living, to
remember the departed loved ones and remind us all that death is a part of life. Lady
Death and her ceremonies were a part of indigenous Aztec culture. After the Spanish
invasion, the Catholic religion failed in their attempts to totally destroy that culture
and Lady Death resurrected herself in the Day of the Dead Celebrations now held on
the Catholic feast days of All Saints and All Souls.

November 1 is the Day of the Little Angels, when the spirits of departed children visit
their families. All children are considered innocent and ascend into heaven at death to
become angels and the souls of children are so eager to return they arrive a whole day
ahead of the adults. They are welcomed with lots of candies, sugar skulls and their
beloved toys.

The spirits of departed adults return on 2™ November and as with the little angels,
their spirits are welcomed in family homes and at grave sites with small altars
decorated with photographs of the dead, lighted candles, food that the person loved
and enjoyed when they were alive, such as corn, tamales, chocolate, caramel flan and
specially baked bread, Pan de Muerto, flavoured with sugar, anise seeds and orange
zest. The food and bread is an offering made to the departed loved one, whose spirit is
nourished by the “essence” of the offerings, while the family members are physically
nourished by eating the bread and other food.

The colour for festivities is orange and the flowers of marigolds abound, forming
garlands and decorations for people, food, altars, graves and streets.

The public celebrations include street parades, with participants in elaborate costumes
wearing make-up or masks in the form of grinning skulls, the symbol of Lady Death,
attending and cleaning of graves and family sharing of food at the grave site.

Ultimately the celebration is a happy one, for while a departed child is a sad loss, the
family has gained an angel and the adult departed remain a part of the family, as they
are only truly dead when they are forgotten.



Arthur Streeton

Fire’s On, Lapstone Tunnel — Video 1984 National Film and Sound Archive

The death of a workman during blasting of the railway tunnel at Lapstone in the NSW
Blue Mountains in 1891 was Arthur Streeton’s inspiration for this painting.

Streeton’s vivid description of the accident in a letter to his artist friend Tom Roberts :

“This morning, hot, windy, and warm, as I travel down the line, and the mirage
sizzling and jiggering over the railway track. I arrive at my cutting, 'the fatal cutting’,
and inwardly rejoice at the prosperous warmth all glowing before me as I descend
and re-ascend the opposite side up to my shady, shelving sandstone rock, perched up
high. I wipe the wholesome moisture from my pale brow, and having partaken at my
billy (like a somewhat lengthy and affectionate kiss), I look up and down at my
subject: is it worth painting? Why, of course, damn it all! That is providing I'm
capable of translating my impression to the canvas.

All is serene as I work and peg away retiring under the rock a bit when they light any
shots, then, 'Up with that bloody wagon, Bill.” 11.30: The fish train struggles over the
hill and round to Glenbrook. 12 o’clock: The next shift comes toddling down the hot
track with their billies, and I commence to discuss my lunch and tea (of which I
consume over a quart every lunch), and now I hear 'Fire, fire’s on’, from the gang
close by, rest my billy on the rock, take out my pipe and listen for the shots, with my
eye watching the bright red-gum yonder. BOOM! and then rumbling of rock, the
navvy under the rock with me, and watching says, "Man killed’. He runs down the
sheltered side, and cries, 'Man killed!’. Another takes it up, and now it has run
through the camp. More shots and crashing rock, and we peep over, he lies all hidden
bar his legs — and now men, nippers and 2 women hurry down, a woman with a bottle
and rags. All the shots are gone but one and all wait and dare not go near. Then
someone says the last hole was not lit, and they raise the rock and lift him on to the
stretcher, fold his arms over his chest, and slowly six of them carry him past me. Oh,
how full of dread is the grey, mysterious expression of death — 'tis like a whirlpool
for the eyes. Blown to death twenty yards from me and, as a navvy said, it was an
“'orrible sight”. By Jove! a passing corpse does chain your eyes, and indeed all your

’

senses, just as strongly as love.’



