Introduction Forewords

The canines behind the art

Foreword
Ten years ago, I was walking my dogs in an idyllic
country park. Admiring my surroundings, I was
distracted by another stunning sight: a flame-haired
beauty approaching from the opposite direction.
Her lovely locks blended with the
autumnal scene, a breathtaking
myriad of wonder in one
location.
As she noticed my
companions and I, her eyes
widened and twinkled. She
picked up the pace until
her initial casual saunter
became a steady jog, then
a run, then a full sprint. Such
energy. Such tenacity. This was
Heidi, a beautiful, cheeky Border
Terrier.
But enough about Heidi …
Another radiant redhead walked alongside Heidi: this
was Stephanie, who cared for Heidi.
Over the years, I have admired Stephanie’s
incredible artistry and talent for so accurately
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capturing her creation’s character and life essence.
This collection of images of her amazing models is
testament to Stephanie’s imagination and skill.
Adorable, charismatic, enchanting …
But, again, enough about Heidi!
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Heidi
Border Terrier

Heart-felt dogs

Commissioned by Christian Cowburn

My ideal job would be
a ‘professional biscuit
tester,’ but I’d be happy
to extend the role to
cover just ‘food,’ and even ‘non
food’ stuff! I’ll eat almost anything
– or at least give it a try. After
‘food tester’ my next job choice
would be ‘professional toy tester.’
To date, my record for destroying
a toy is within two minutes: desqueaking it in under 30 seconds,
and leaving the stuffing strewn
across the floor for the servants
to clear up. I am a legend!
For relaxation I
like to cuddle
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up with my Mum on the sofa,
though she does have a habit of
sneaking off when my eyes are
closed; sometimes even to the
kitchen where tasty things are
kept on high shelves and in the
fridge. To try and prevent this from
happening, I either lay on top of
her or keep one paw touching her
at all times so that she can’t get
away without me noticing … and I
can follow her like a furry shadow
to monitor her snack
intake, and remind her
that mine is low!

Jackie
Greyhound

Heart-felt dogs

Commissioned by Elizabeth Hill

I have a history of
racing, which I really
hated, so I plotted to
get out of the industry
by coming last in all my races. My
plan worked like a dream, and I
was sent to a rescue centre before
being rehomed.
My Mum says I’m part-monkey
and part-cat because I climb up
on top of things to sit down. I
can’t see the point of standing
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up longer than is completely
necessary, and the more reclined I
am, the better!
When I’m at the park I make
sure everyone knows that although
I’m only small, I’m the one in
charge, and that excessive revelry
in my company is frowned upon. If
I’m not behaving in an excitable
manner, then no one
should overstep the
mark.

Boue
Spaniel

Heart-felt dogs

A gift to Jo Douthwaite

My people
are multilingual,
and thought that
it would be funny
to call me Boue (which is
French for ‘mud) because,
apparently, I’m the colour
of mud.
I think, however, that I
have the last laugh because,
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as it turns out, I do really love a
nice, muddy puddle, and adore
swimming in murky rivers. When I
walk muddy pawprints around the
house, I keep hearing “Oh, Boue!”
Roughly translated
this means ‘Oh, mud!’
Which is exactly what
it is!

Heinz

Heart-felt dogs

German Shepherd

Commissioned by Stephanie Aldag

G’day, mate.
Do you mind if I
give you the once
over? As head
of security in New South
Wales, Australia, I love
being intimidating and
scary. I find it works well
as visitors are pretty
wary of calling, so my
job of protecting my
Mum and the family is
a cinch. Little do these
people know, however, I’m
a big-hearted softy … but
don’t tell anyone as my
reputation will be shot!
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Once, we adopted a fledgling
Magpie called Trulla. We were the
best of buddies and, just for laughs,
Trulla and I would spook the
neighbour’s dogs. I’d bark really
loudly whilst Trulla ambushed
them from overhead – ha ha – how
we laughed!
Eventually, Trulla found her
wings and flew away, so to speak
… no worries … I know she’s having
fun, I miss her but I’m laidback
about it, and the Aussie sun always
puts me in a good
mood.
Good on ya,
Trulla!

