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—  March 31, 2017  —

Dear LC,
I think you’d probably have disliked this work quite a bit.  
So much introspection, so many literary and theoretical  
associations. The list is not your form, neither is the field note. 
Where is my faith? Where is the mystery? At least there are  
no little abstractions. Feminist, sure. Illegible as art, possibly. 
That said, I wonder if you helped me make the show I just 
closed, the one where so much of my writing to, with, of, about, 
and alongside you and your writing, was on display. It was this 
book, in rough outline toward a manuscript form, exploded 
neatly onto four walls. Low ceilings, advancing from the sides 
to the back of a room I initially disliked (as I do all caves), but 
which, transformed by our collaboration, became a chamber,  
a true chamber of song, human song.

I’m finally beginning to sound like Marian Leatherby. I always 
knew she was familiar and now I understand why. Who will 
ever listen to me? is what Marian Leatherby asks, but I think  
my question for the longest time has been, who will take care  
of me?

By the way, cf. the end of that post-apocalypse movie with  
Tom Hardy and Charlize Theron, hunky Caucasian hets (but 
cast and styled to appeal to any/all, either or both, i.e., I  
wanted to be and fuck them both) who are saved by a gang of 
hot, leather-clad, leathery crones. Fury Road is one of the only 
visions of older women I’ve seen in feature film that gives them 
physical strength, a suggestion of self-sufficiency (we don’t 
imagine them going home to hearths tended by old men, do 
we?), and rugged style. But, why couldn’t they have made it a 
completely mixed group, is that an idealism gone too far? 

Why shouldn’t we have unrealistic old lady fantasies? I have 
always thought that giant naked woman in the Jeff Wall library 
photo is so beautiful—and plenty of other naked ladies at the 
YMCA too. I’m even coming to see rolls of fat and shakiness  
as beautiful. 
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I want my daughter to go into this harsh world with a desire 
to live and live fully. I want her to trust herself to make good 
choices. I will not be able to parent her when she’s my age now. 
I’m glad she’s getting to see her grandparents get REALLY old 
so she learns what is precious and also understands what will 
happen to me and to CK. I was forty-seven years old when my 
last grandparent died. I got to identify as a granddaughter until 
I was old enough to be a grandmother and that is a luxury of 
good fortune and privilege. I DO want to live a long life. 

Love,
AW 

—  July 16, 2018  —

Hello Anne Walsh,  
soy Leonora Carrington. 

I am an artist and writer. I am a conjurer and traveler. 

Why do you think the British have a fetish for female sover-
eigns? Of course, such a dominator wants to be dominated, 
bien entendu. But here is the truth: A queen retains the trace of 
England’s aboriginal female deity, the triple goddess, matriarch 
of earth, of which I also am an expression, though as a moth. 
Why else would I have that tatty postcard of Elizabeth II in my 
kitchen? Why else does that Walt Disney ice queen mesmerize 
four-year-olds the world over? You also live in her midst, Anne; 
why else have you kept me near you for so long? And your 
beautiful daughter, she too is the goddess, as anarchy and 
pollination; the oceans also are her expression: Why else do 
you perpetually locate yourself on a coast? Why does humidity 
call to you so? Why do you collect cat whiskers? One day you 
will know her in other forms too, maybe as the tattoo of a bee, 
inked on your left forearm, as a gray cat who comes to live with 
you. Who knows. Pay attention. Don’t be careless. 

Anne, there is such a thing as a superpower. It is a matter of 
sensitivities and intellect, and how they combine. There is such 
a thing as a political mystic. A fornicating crone. You have 
already begun your training. The women on your cast lists, 
indeed! One can live in two worlds simultaneously. I was and 
am one, a human-animal-spirit-superpower. Many of us are 
artists. Lucky for me my formal education ended early. Yes, I 
could be mean, pitiless even. But I heaped the harshest punish-
ment upon myself, so do not imagine me unscathed. I coveted 
and lied and hated. I had breakdowns. Look at that letter in 
the Moderna museum show to Renato Leduc: I am a desperate, 
voluptuous young woman, Max is recent but so long past, I 
am locked up in our apartment waiting for Renato to come 
home, inhaling his linens, unable to sleep in our bed without 
him. Fornication indeed! By the way, you’ve left something out 
of that account of our first encounter in 2008, my dear. I will 
repeat what I said that day: “Not that I have anything against 
fornication. I enjoyed it on many occasions.” 

No one knows exactly when Ovid’s Metamorphoses was written, 
nor The Hearing Trumpet, but let’s say I was forty-six, same as 
you when you came to me. You weren’t visiting because you 
loved my paintings; that’s acceptable. The Hearing Trumpet 
is a funnier version of them, as I recall. Hypocrisy has no era. 
Rhetoric is a timeless technology of deceit. I did not love other 
artists’ work much myself, nor art language or art culture, too 
many self-important charlatans and copyists. I taught paint to 
appear and disappear, to be substance and ether. I made an art 
of transubstantiation. The human figure was not worth painting 
unless it was engaged in ritual or alchemical labor, and muscles 
are not needed for such work. Wings or tails may be more apt. 
Perhaps we could think of a paisley being a life form. Certain 
knowledges and power cannot be spoken, cannot be written: 
for that there is painting, there is sound. All of the words I say 
here are both true and less real than my paintings. Calling them 
work would be untrue. They are transmissions. I did not need 
an audience although I did need to eat. 
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You, my dear, you DO need an audience, and that is quite as it 
should be, you deserve one. You are ready. Your transmissions 
are quite inseparable from your charisma. Look that word up. 
You will be surprised. Don’t be careless, it’s a gift. Je t’embrasse 
très fort. 

aronoeL.

P.S. As you have gathered, I am no cinéaste. I prefer my own 
dreams to the movies. But your treatment of The Hearing 
Trumpet is cinema by other means. Your adaptation deserves 
its own adaptation and its own cast list. So be it, see to it!


