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Three travellers in Mexico 
 

Rosemary Sullivan 
 

Three monk-like, sexually ambiguous figures sit in 
castellated towers. A soft light shines in each room, focused from 
a different interior source. One figure is a painter, one is a writer, 
and one sits drinking from a cup of wine. Each is independent, 
each unaware of the other. Yet, hovering in the air, a barely 
visible spindle connects the three figures to a distant star. The 
artist described this as “a complicated machine from which come 
pulleys that wind around them and make them move (they think 
they move freely)... [but] the destiny of these people... 
unbeknownst to them, is intertwined and one day their lives  
will cross”.1  

The artist is the great Spanish-Mexican painter Remedios 
Varo, and three lives did eventually cross, pulled as if by 
synchronicity to act out the narrative of her painting, three women 
who, independently, had carved a similar artistic vision. It was a 
magic meeting, the meeting of P.K. Page, Remedios Varo, and 
Leonora Carrington in Mexico in 1960. They were antic, 
hilarious, and deeply committed to their art. 

What was that friendship like? We are so used to the 
traditional scenario of the young woman artist taken under the 
mentorship of the older male artist. Each of these women had had 
that kind of experience in their youth, when they played the muse 
at the centre of an artistic circle–Carrington and Varo for the 
surrealist circles in France; Page for the Preview poets in 
Montreal. What would it be like to glimpse inside the process of 
imaginative cross-fertilization when it is taking place entirely in 
                                                 
1In Janet Kaplan, Unexpected Journeys: The Art and Life of Remedios Varo. New York: 
Abbeville, 1988. p.181. 
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the context of female friendship? I have a reason for wanting to 
know this. P.K. Page has been one of the most important 
influences in my life. 

Page is among Canada's foremost writers: author of twelve 
books of poetry; a novel The Sun and The Moon; short stories, one 
of which, “Unless the Eye Catch Fire”, has been made into a play 
and a film; a travelogue, Brazilian Journal; and three books for 
children. But under the name of P.K. Irwin, she is also a  
painter. A number of her works can be seen in the National 
Gallery of Canada. 

I first met P.K. in 1974 when I moved to Victoria, B.C. She 
had just published an article called “Traveller, Conjuror, 
Journeyman”, in which she described art as magicianship; the 
point of art is to alter our way of seeing.2 I liked this, but it was 
her voice, so candid and playful, that made me want to seek her 
out. I still remember that first visit. Her suburban home looked 
ordinary on the outside, but entering it was like walking into an 
exotic mind: on the shelves of her living room there were 
Mexican candied skulls and gaudily painted trees of life, Mexican 
paper flowers and Australian bull roarers, and her walls were 
filled with her own paintings–one was of strange strings of 
dancing vegetation reaching towards the sun through scarlet air; 
another of stippled silver moons. We became friends after that 
visit. We used to trade our dreams. I recall her telling me of her 
dream about two dogs–they were Irish setters, but golden in 
colour. Above their eyes as they stared up at her was a third blue 
eye which was human. The thought of the dream was: if their 
third eye is human, what is our third eye? She could play 
wonderful linguistic games: “There is no difference between there 
and here except for an irrelevant, inconsequential ‘t’” Once she 
said to me: “If the world is a plant, perhaps you are a nodule of 
growth”. For me P.K. is one of the searchers, ahead of the rest of 
us, throwing back clues. She encouraged me to believe I might 
one day become a writer.  

She also introduced me to the paintings of Leonora 
Carrington and Remedios Varo and spoke of their time together in 
                                                 
2 P.K. Page, The Glass Air: Poems Selected and New. Toronto: OUP, 1991. p.208.  
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Mexico. Intrigued by that friendship, I decided to go to Mexico in 
search of them.  

Buzzed through by an attendant guard, I walked into the 
Galería Arvil in the Zona Rosa in Mexico City. For its twenty-
fifth anniversary exhibition, Arvil was featuring works by 
Carrington and Varo. I knew these paintings from books but this 
was the first time I had seen them in the flesh as it were. How to 
describe their impact on me? 

Leonora Carrington's paintings had titles like 
“Monopoteosis”, “Hierophant”, “Reflections on the Oracle”, 
“Penelope”, and “Took My Way Down, Like a Messenger, to the 
Deep”. They seemed to move in a vortex of light that pulled the 
viewer in and I had a sensation of bouleversement, being turned 
on my head–I was travelling into the paintings drawn by a will 
stronger than my own. What was she telling me about light, space, 
time? And beside her was this other strange myth-maker. Varo 
canvases were filled with complicated alchemical mechanisms, 
creatures of inverted heads and alembic bodies, heads emerging 
from walls. One painting was called “The Lovers”. A couple, 
holding hands, had faces of mirrors and they were lost in each 
other’s eyes. Their magnetic attraction was so great that it rose as 
a whirl of steam from their blue matching clothes, then condensed 
as water drowning their feet, and the space around them was 
mysterious, black and stippled with falling light. Another was 
called “Farewell”. The lovers had separated and were just visible 
disappearing down adjacent corridors, but their shadows, still tied 
to their feet, stretched back to take a last kiss. This woman was 
telling stories and she had lived deeply. 

Varo had died in 1963 at the age of fifty-five, but I was 
able to meet Leonora Carrington. Her New York and Mexican 
galleries had tried hard to discourage me, insisting that she now 
refused all interviews, but the fact that I was carrying greetings 
from Pat (as Leonora called P.K.) meant that she kindly invited 
me without hesitation to visit her. The portrait of their friendship 
was as delightful as I had expected. This is the story. 

When P.K. Page arrived in Mexico City in 1960 as the wife 
of the Canadian Ambassador, it is not likely that the Canadian 
embassy had seen her kind of woman before. She was forty-four, 
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and already a successful writer, with a novel, several books of 
poetry and a Governor General's Award behind her. Because her 
father was an army officer, she grew up in Calgary, Winnipeg, 
and Saint John, New Brunswick. Determined to be a writer, she 
set off at the age of twenty-five for Montreal, where she worked 
days as a filing clerk and nights writing. Soon she found her way 
to the Preview people, the poets and painters who collected in 
F.R. Scott's living room to put out their progressive literary 
magazine. Scott was a charismatic lawyer–he would become 
famous for single-handedly taking on the reactionary government 
of Maurice Duplessis–and the best minds collected around him. 
The wartime context of their debates gave everything an edge, 
though they were mostly young people trying to find out if they 
could write. In the early fifties, working as a scriptwriter at the 
NFB, P.K. met Arthur Irwin, a magazine editor who had been 
hired as executive director and chair of the board. Shortly after 
their marriage-she was thirty-five-he joined Foreign Affairs and 
was posted to Australia. They had just completed a four-year 
posting in Brazil before they arrived in Mexico. For P. K., Brazil 
had been a dazzling experience, a flamboyant world of Doric 
palms and flowering jungles, and she had turned for the first time 
to painting to fix the whirl of images. In Mexico, because of her, 
the ambassadorial residence on Montes Carpatos was suddenly 
filled with artists. 

One evening after a dinner party, P.K. found herself 
recounting a strange experience from her childhood. She and her 
mother were standing looking from the living room window of 
their home and suddenly found themselves staring into the eyes of 
a completely terrifying creature who was watching them. “It 
looked”, she says now, “like current descriptions of aliens: round 
dark eyes like disks, pointed chin, narrow with languorous hair, 
soft like a baby's, as if it were under water almost”.3 The creature 
was not threatening, but it frightened her. She turned to her 
mother, who had also seen it, and her mother quietly closed the 
blind. Little did she know who was in her audience as she 
recounted her story that night. Leonora Carrington approached 
                                                 
3 Interview with P.K. Page, Victoria, BC. 1994. 
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and said: “It sounds totally true”. Others would have dismissed 
the story as fantasy or eccentricity. For Leonora this was 
elementary stuff, but it had verisimilitude. They became 
immediate friends. 

Carrington was by then already famous in Mexico. She had 
just had a one-woman show that had filled the Belles Artes 
national gallery and was revered as the country's leading 
surrealist. P.K. remembers her as tall and narrow, with exquisite 
eyes. “I always used to say she could slip through a crack in the 
door, as if she had one finger and one toe less than the rest of us, 
her physical self was so narrow”. One detail of her past life that 
everyone knew was that she had been the lover of Max Ernst, the 
don of European Surrealism, but this is the least remarkable thing 
about her. 

Carrington was born in Lancashire in 1917, the child of a 
wealthy industrialist. A fleet of servants ran the family residence, 
Crookhey Hall, and a Jesuit came Sundays to give mass in the 
family chapel. Her Celtic mother was a remarkable beauty; when 
she took Leonora to make her debut at the court of King George V 
in 1934, she advised her rebellious young daughter to look 
decorative and added, “You'd better be careful or you'll be an old 
witch before you're twenty-five”. Leonora decided she'd rather be 
the witch. After being sent to finishing school in Florence, 
followed by school in Paris where she spent her time drawing and 
climbing out of windows to escape, she convinced her parents to 
allow her to study art and enrolled at the Amédée Ozenfant 
Academy in London in 1936. A friend invited her to dine with 
Max Ernst, a married man of forty-six. The encounter was 
electric. They fled to Paris. 

They had three years together, but it was a terrible time to 
be romantic lovers. Ernst was arrested twice–by the French in 
1939 as an enemy alien and then again by the Vichy regime in 
1940. Leonora fled across the Pyrenees to Spain but the psychic 
pressure of Ernst's double internment was leading to disaster. In 
Spain she began to spiral out of control, under the pressure of fear. 
She was institutionalized in Santander and her experiences of 
shock and drug therapy were so horrendous she came to call them 
“death practice”. Her parents sent her nanny from England to 
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fetch her. Convinced their intention was to ship her to hospital in 
South Africa she persuaded her keeper to take her shopping in 
Lisbon. A lady, she explained, could not travel without gloves and 
hat. Demanding to stop at a café to go to the bathroom, she 
slipped out the back door and fled to the Mexican Embassy where 
an acquaintance, the poet-diplomat, Renato Leduc, agreed to 
marry her so that she could get out of Spain. In New York, she 
found that Ernst had become involved with Peggy Guggenheim. 
In 1942, she set out with Leduc for Mexico City where many 
refugee artists were settling. Established in the abandoned Russian 
Embassy, she wrote the whole experience in a story called “Down 
Below”,4 possibly one of the most lucidly hallucinatory accounts 
of madness that has been written. “At least when you go mad you 
find out what you are made of”, she says laconically.5 

In Mexico, which offered citizenship and help to refugees 
the rest of the world wouldn't take, she met the painter Remedios 
Varo. Varo's escape had also been spectacular. 

Born in Catalonia in 1908, Varo had joined the surrealists 
in Paris where she had become the lover of the noted surrealist 
poet Benjamin Péret. When the Nazis invaded in June 1940 and 
hoisted the swastika atop the Eiffel Tower, Varo fled with eight 
million other refugees in cars, on bicycles or pushing 
wheelbarrows, towards the unoccupied zone in the south. She 
eventually joined Péret in Marseille. A New York group called the 
Emergency Rescue Committee had set itself up three days after 
the Nazi occupation of Paris with the express purpose of saving as 
many of Europe's leading intellectuals and artists as possible. A 
thirty-two-year-old Harvard-trained classicist, Varian Fry, was 
sent to Marseille in August 1940 with $3000 strapped to his leg 
and a list of names which had been composed in New York. He 
established a safe house called the Villa Air-Bel to begin the 
rescue mission. Péret was famous enough to earn a spot there, 
which required establishing one's credentials as an intellectual 
worthy of attention.  

                                                 
4 “Down Below”. The House of Fear: Notes from Down Below. New York: E.P. Dutton, 
1988. pp.163-209. 
5 Interview with Leonora Carrington, Mexico City. 1994. 
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The committee wrote frantically to the U.S. to raise the fare 
for Péret and Varo–the price of saving the life of one escapee was 
$350. The process moved at a snail's pace and, while food became 
more and more scarce, the secret police searched the premises for 
signs of subversion. It took well over a year to find safe exit, but 
passage was finally secured for Varo and Péret from Casablanca 
in November 1941. Still they had to get to North Africa. Péret 
negotiated with a black-market operator to take them across. 
Luckily for them their money was stolen on the docks before they 
found the fishing boat, since it was discovered that the black-
marketeer they had hired was a psychopathic killer who had 
murdered the previous refugees he was meant to save; twelve 
bodies were found buried in his backyard. Varo and Péret did 
finally reach Mexico at the end of 1941. They had thought of the 
U.S., but the Americans refused Péret refuge because of his 
political record. Under the progressive government of President 
Lázaro Cárdenas, Mexico offered automatic citizenship to all 
Spanish refugees (15,000 came) and protection to any members of 
the International Brigade. 

From the moment of Remedios’s arrival she and Leonora 
became intimate friends, seeing each other nearly every day, 
studying alchemy together and exchanging dreams. 

By 1960, Remedios too was famous. She had been 
commissioned to do a mural for the new Cancer Pavilion of the 
Medical Centre and her paintings were selling well. She still kept 
her surrealist roots, writing a little book in 1959 called De Homo 
Rodans, a pseudo-scholarly treatise on the origins of man and of 
the first umbrella. She and Leonora were treated with awe as two 
eccentric geniuses. Their antics owed something to the old 
surrealist sense of play. When she had a party, Remedios would 
search the telephone directory under psychiatrists and, finding a 
likely name, call doctor so-and-so, daring him to come. The meals 
she and Leonora put together were famous: for example, serving 
rice coloured with squid's ink as caviar. Remedios’s sense of 
humour surfaces in paintings like “Vegetarian Vampires who 
keep Animals as Pets”.  

To me these two women offer a model of women's 
friendship, rebelling against all constraining conventions and 
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using humour as their weapon of choice. One of Varo's most 
amusing paintings is called “Woman Leaving the Psychoanalyst”. 
A robed female, her mask sliding from her face, is shown 
departing from a stone building; in her hand she dangles a 
shrunken head. Varo explained: “The patient drops her father's 
disembodied head into a small circular well... [which is] correct to 
do when leaving the psychoanalyst....the basket she carries holds 
yet more psychological waste”. The psychoanalyst's name is Dr. 
FJA, a reference to Freud, Jung, and Adler.6 They were even able 
to make the erotic funny. Perhaps rebounding from her Ernst 
encounter, Leonora could say: “If you have to, get on with your 
genital responsibilities, but I won't be the Lady of Shallot”. When 
André Breton asked her to participate in an exhibition of eroticism 
in 1959, she described her intended contribution: “A Holy Ghost 
(albino pigeon) three meters high, real feathers (white chickens', 
for example), with: nine penises erect (luminous), thirty-nine 
testicles to the sound of little Christmas bells, pink paws....Let me 
know, Dear André, and I will send you an exact drawing”....7  
She came to dislike the heroic myth of artistic genius, the 
grandiose gesture: “Painting is like making strawberry jam-really 
carefully and well”.  

When Leonora discovered that P.K. could speak her 
language, she immediately invited her to her studio. At that time 
P.K. had progressed in her painting from gouache to oil, but was 
finding the process unsatisfactory. Leonora insisted she try egg 
tempera, giving her her own private recipe. When P.K. responded 
that she didn't know how to use it, Leonora replied: “Find out”. 
P.K. developed her own technique, putting on expansive swaths 
and then scraping and cutting through, loving it immediately 
because it dried so quickly she could touch it. “It was my idea of 
bliss”. They would race around Mexico in P.K.'s car, negotiating 
the gloriettas where the traffic merged from eight different 
directions, hunting gold leaf and pigment. P.K. also helped 
Leonora with the production of her surrealistic play Penelope, 

                                                 
6 Unexpected Journeys: The Art and Life of Remedios Varo. p. 155. 
7 Marina Warner, Leonora Carrington: A Retrospective Exhibition, Serpentine Gallery, 
London 1991, p. 11. 
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assisting in the labour of making papier-mâché sets, costumes, 
and masks for the characters that included a fabulous and 
omniscient rocking horse and an oracular nurse dressed in her true 
character as a cow goddess.  

In her own version of surrealism, Leonora used everything 
to advantage for humorous or provocative purposes. When P.K. 
walked into her studio one day, she discovered her working on a 
“thing”. She had found some boards lying around and knocked 
them together, painting them black and boring holes in them. 
Over the holes were absurd little titles. She said: “You put your 
fingers through the holes. In one hole there was the sharp end of a 
thumb tack, in another face cream, in another soot”, P.K. explains. 
“It took courage to put your finger through those holes. You 
realize how vulnerable the blind finger is. Grown men refused 
Leonora’s experiment”.  

P. K. remembers their times together as often hilarious, 
especially a dinner party at Leonora's house. Leonora had phoned 
that morning to complain that the other couple who had been 
invited were insisting on bringing a Dr. Stern with them. Leonora 
was always uneasy with people whose imagination stopped at 
“too low an octave”, and a stranger at her table was disconcerting. 
The only Stern she knew was a Mexican urologist. The dinner 
was quite respectable by Leonora's standards: the toilet paper and 
ketchup bottle that usually graced the table had been removed. 
Wringing her hands anxiously Leonora launched into a string of 
questions about urology over dinner, until her guest interrupted 
indignantly: “Leonora, do you know who you have at your table? 
Only the greatest violinist in the world, Isaac Stern”. The 
conversation then turned somewhat awkwardly to art and 
someone asked if Stern liked to play for himself. He responded 
that he could only play for an audience. Asked if he could not go 
into a room by himself and play for the sheer joy of it, he replied 
that he could not. Both P.K. and Leonora were horrified. Why do 
you paint, he asked, if not for an audience? P.K. remembers one 
of them saying: “For God, which was a fairly pompous reply but 
we meant for ourselves or perhaps a higher being”. Isaac Stern 
replied that anyone who could say that was a “liar”. “By this 
time”, P.K. explains, “I was filled up to my gullet with red wine 
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and, outraged at his comment, I picked up my glass and threw it 
over my shoulder. It went through a window behind me and 
crashed on the cement entrance way downstairs”. As a rhetorical 
response to the maestro's condescension, Leonora thought this a 
brilliant gesture. The next day Leonora sent Stern a bouquet of 
flowers, telling P.K. that, though Stern would miss it, there was a 
message in the flowers. Each flower had a meaning. She had 
looked it all up.  

There were many other antic parties. P.K. recalled the 
embassy reception held in honour of the dazzlingly beautiful 
Maria Felix, considered the Sophia Loren of Mexico. When she 
warned the house staff of the actress’s imminent arrival, the news 
spread like a brush fire and suddenly brothers, sisters, cousins, 
nieces, all the staffs’ extended family, arrived at the doorstep to 
see the star. The head butler had a nose bleed at the shock and 
bled all over his white gloves so that he had to borrow his 
subordinate's which were three sizes too big, making him look 
like a good stand-in for Mickey Mouse. At another party given for 
Kathleen Fenwick, Curator of Prints and Drawings at the National 
Gallery of Canada, P.K. remembered that one of the invited artists 
was Remedios Varo. The Canadian society columnist, Zena 
Cherry, had just arrived from Italy sporting the latest fashion in 
shoes. Instead of heels, the shoes had fixed wheels. Remedios was 
beside herself. For years she had been painting wheeled shoes on 
her figures, and she was desperate to have the shoes. The more 
cocktails she drank the more importunate she became until finally 
P.K. turned to Cherry and said: “Oh, give her the damn shoes. 
Can't you see she needs them?” Cherry remained poker-faced and 
left the party. 

P. K. was deeply fond of Remedios, but they could not 
communicate verbally, Remedios’s flights of poetic Spanish being 
too hard for her to follow, but according to Remedios’s husband, 
Walter Gruen, Remedios came to depend on P.K. and her husband 
Arthur Irwin. The legacy of her wartime experience had left her 
terrified of governments and deportations, and she always 
believed that Irwin would save her when the worst inevitably 
came to the worst.  

One thing the three women had in common was their 
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interest in the space, time, and other dimensions, and in the 
spiritual. They were questers. They talked of Jung, whose work 
they were reading together; about levels of awareness; about 
things that seemed vital and absolutely essential. One of the 
paintings Remedios did at the time, called “The Phenomenon of 
Weightlessness”, would later be used by the physicist Peter 
Bergman for the cover of his book The Riddle of Gravitation. 
Working intuitively, she had got the phenomenon exactly right. 
They also conducted their own experiments. P.K. remembers the 
three of them lying naked on a bed, laying their hands over each 
other’s backs to determine at what distance from the body they 
could feel the pull of the magnetic field. 

Each was different: Remedios more allegorical, perhaps 
intellectual, and fascinated by mystic disciplines: one painting 
called “Spiral Transit” evokes the medieval notion of an initiatory 
rite or The Call. Leonora would explain that her paintings were 
based on hypnagogic visions, not on dreams. To a Freudian who 
once claimed she was not adjusted, she replied: “To what”. She 
was also the most feminist. In the foreword to the catalogue of 
one of her exhibitions she wrote that there are gaps in our 
understanding, wisdom covered up, and “the Furies, who have a 
sanctuary buried many fathoms under education and brain 
washing, have told Females they will return, return from under the 
fear, shame, and, finally, through the crack in the prison door... 
[give us back] the Mysteries which were ours and which were 
violated, stolen or destroyed, leaving us with the thankless hope of 
pleasing a male animal, probably of one's own species”.8 P.K. was 
the most verbal, interested in the pressure of interiority and the 
idea of symbolic patterns. In retrospect she would describe her 
time in Latin America. “If Brazil was day, then Mexico was night. 
All the images of darkness hovered for me in the Mexican 
sunlight. If Brazil was a change of place, then Mexico was a 
change of time. One was very close to the old gods here…. 
[where] objects dissolved into their symbols....Coming as I do 
from a random or whim-oriented culture, this recurrence and 

                                                 
8 “Commentary”, Leonora Carrington: A Retrospective Exhibition, Center for Inter-
American Relations, New York City, November 26-January 4, 1976, p. 23. 
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interrelating of symbols into an ordered and significant pattern…. 
was curiously illuminating... The dark Mexican night had led me 
back into myself and I was startlingly aware of the six directions 
of space”.9 

But none of them easily ascribed to systems. P.K. 
remembers that Leonora introduced her to the writings of 
Gurdjieff, but she also told her that when she was asked to a 
Gurdjieff group in Mexico, she found she couldn't stand it, all the 
people sitting around looking so poker faced. She had finally got 
up and stamped-just one leg-and recited: “You can tell by moulds 
that their flesh hangs in folds / You can tell by their smell that 
there's blood in the well”. She told P.K. this with laughter in her 
eyes. They had asked her to leave. P.K. believed that Leonora 
would have been unable to follow anybody else's lead. “She's 
such an original. She'd probably have to go her own way”. 

But she felt Leonora did lead her, “into places that nudged 
you into remembering that you knew those places almost, couldn't 
quite get your hands on them, but they weren't totally foreign. She 
activated some part of my imagination and mind that normally 
wasn't activated in me. She knew that we are not whole and we 
want very much to be whole. She's not like the rest of us. She 
would say ‘Despise nothing, ignore nothing; create interior space 
for digestive purposes.’” 

They had often talked about transmutation, how to change 
the core of your being. “Once she asked me: 'What does it mean 
to you if I say: Going backwards very, very fast, counter-
clockwise, into a small black hole.' It didn't mean anything to me 
at all. She said: 'That's the way you get back into your body when 
you've been out.' I believed her of course, that she could get out of 
her body. I think we're very gross matter. The finer matter is there, 
but only a few people can get at it, and a few of us have glimpses 
sometimes. Life demands that we stay with the gross matter. But 
Leonora was very strong. You know the finer matter is as strong 
as adamant. It is the gross matter that bleeds”.  

In 1962, Remedios Varo died suddenly and unexpectedly 
of a heart attack. “Everything came to a blinding halt when she 
                                                 
9 “Question and Images”, The Glass Air, p. 212-13. 
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died”, P.K. said. “I remember we called on her husband Walter 
[Gruen] and there was a circle of chairs in the room. Walter wasn't 
there. Nobody knew anybody else and nobody knew how to get 
out of that room. So there we sat. It was as if Remedios had done 
that to us. Frozen us somehow”. She remembered the funeral, 
trudging up the hillside, the day wild with a ferocious wind, 
Gruen planting a tree on the grave. “It almost sent Leonora into 
hysterics”, she remarked, “the idea of those roots going down into 
Remedios’s grave”.  

I met Leonora Carrington in her spartan home in the 
Chimalistac district of Mexico City where she had been living 
since the 1940s. She immediately put me at ease by discussing the 
special new “corset” she had just bought at Price Choppers in 
Florida---it was the kind train porters use for a weak back. As I sat 
at the kitchen table where Dr. Stern had sat, she reminisced about 
those days in the early 1960s. “Pat had a wonderful eye, a very 
textured visual sense. She used egg-tempera with detailed 
precision. And she had a textured verbal sense, too. Once I 
remember her sitting down to a particularly unappetizing dish of 
rice and calling it ‘congealed blood.’ Nothing more needed  
to be said”.  

But our talk soon took a higher note as we began to speak 
of Jung. “He was absolutely right about one thing”, Leonora said. 
“We are occupied by gods. The mistake is to identify with the god 
occupying you”. She, for instance, was possessed by Demeter, the 
mother, so obsessed was she with her two sons. “They are adult, 
have nothing to do with me, and yet I am still tied umbilically”. 
“Who occupies you?” she asked. When I said I did not know, she 
replied: “My guess would be Diana, the huntress. Identity is so 
mysterious. What, after all, are we? Identity is not the issue: our 
machine-mentation. I am. I am. I am. But is this so? The problem 
is not ego, but the mannequins. I have one for the gallery, one for 
each of my sons, one for my cat”. At one point I found myself 
talking about Timothy Findley's Headhunter, about a woman who 
believes she has allowed an evil character to escape from a book. 
“Entities do enter our lives”, Leonora said. “One I experienced 
was malevolent. It has happened six or eight times since I was 
very young. It was a thing without shape or boundaries, 
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amorphous. It comes as a sound. It was voracious, sucking, a 
sucking force and inside this entity were millions of other entities, 
equally voracious, crying desperately, one of which was me. As in 
hell”. “That sounds evil. What must evil be?” I asked. “An 
absence of attention. That is the only thing I can think of”, she 
replied. “The only thing we can do about evil is pay attention”. 
Such was a quiet afternoon with Leonora Carrington. 

Varo and Carrington are well known in Mexico and 
Europe. Leonora told me that the privilege of Mexico is that, 
there, the artist is free. P.K. says the Anglo-Saxon approach is that 
if you're an artist you're suspect, no good, at best a conversation 
piece. But in the small space accorded art here, P.K. Page is 
recognized as an essential figure. When she reads from Hologram, 
her brilliant new book of glosas, a Spanish poetic form from the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, she is clearly one of our great 
poets. 
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