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It is after a week with my family in a rented summer house in 
Mols that I arrive at Brandts in Odense.

Mols with the hills at Trehøje smelling of sweaty heather. With 
the greedy bushes, whose branches with unripe cranberries and 
blackberries are heavy with the coming harvest.

With the ground paved with cow boxes on the windswept Kalø 
Castle ruin, this is the Danish Île Saint-Louis.

Everything in the storage room-like exhibition by British artist 
Cathie Pilkington (b. 1968) reminds me of the soft landscape I 
have just left.

We are on the top floor of the museum complex. Up in the attic. 
Up in the attic. With exposed beams and a view to the ceiling. 
The storage room …

Here you enter what in artistic terms would probably be called 
a total installation. Something that looks like a mess. But which, 
if you invest your time, gives so much in return.

Here hang soft layers of textiles – some painted with something 
that could be waves or soft hills, and others with the shape that 
is common to the exhibition: a stylized horse or a fallow deer or 
a goat.

These are probably different animals. But they are related to 
each other.

Some animals in plaster, others sewn from fabric like soft 
pillows that have collapsed on the floor next to peeled fir trees 
that were once someone's Christmas trees. These next to a 
metal stand that supports a collection of footballs sewn 
together from pentagons of colored leather.

Censorship or protection?

The materials are accumulated in a kind of infinite spatial 
collage.

Here and there with a fixed point that grabs your attention, like 
a chorus in a pop song that you hang your ear on: A sculpture of 
an owl, but with a delicate doll face. Eyes that look back at you.
A thick stack of gray-mottled scout blankets is folded over a 
piece of furniture like a geological meeting between materials 
that layer and fold one after another.

Behind thin walls of covering plastic: A group of sculptures of 
surreal doll-like dancers as erotic greetings to Edgar Degas' 
dancers. 'Degas' Dolls' they are called.

It looks like a mess. But it hides both beauty and horror
It immediately reminds you of a chaotic mess in line with your attic. But if you look closer, the exhibition 
hides works that look as if they were pulled up from a well full of repressions 
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They dance with their heads out of joint. Not immediately 
classical ballet.

Is the semi-transparent wall of plastic a protection? Or a 
censorship? Does it protect the dancers who in Degas’s 
universe were just little girls?

Here and there is a sculpture borrowed from Brandts’ 
collection, like Axel Poulsen’s tender ‘First Love’ (1912-13), a 
sculpture of a young man and a young woman, kissing, here 
placed behind a disco curtain of shimmering, iridescent tinsel.
Again as a shielding, a censorship. A stage or a protection.

But then also Pilkington’s anti-tender and lustful sculpture of 
copulating people with animal heads.

And as a farewell, a smashed bear in black glue, holding a 
writhing child close to it. An act of violence?

Pilkington’s sculptures appear as if they were pulled up from 
deep wells full of repression.

No sublime masterpieces

It is a difficult exhibition that demands its share of the visitor.
And this is partly because Pilkington forces the work-ness out 
of his objects, so that they do not – as we are used to – stand on 
their pedestals or in a room as actors removed from the rest of 
the world's junk.

Here there are no solemn work signs with titles or exalted 
masterpieces, but rather parts that are inseparable from all the 
other parts: Art and all the rags and scrap that the exhibition 
title, 'Rag and Bone', refers to, exist simultaneously. Dependent 
on each other.

Here the individual work is no longer a singular statement.
It all breathes together, as if it were a lancape outside a society 
outside a city outside you and me.

Perhaps that was what reminded me of the soft mountains on 
Mols and of this, of wandering around and breathing in a world 
that also breathes. Full of clutter.

With buzzing insects, a hare across the road, a bird of prey in the 
sky and the clouds that gather and turn into rain.


