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THE HEARING TRUMPET 
Dramatis Personae

MARIAN LEATHERBY is the heroine and narrator of our story. At ninety-two,  
she proudly sports a little gray beard and unconventional table manners. Her mind 
wanders, but never farther than she wants it to, and more often than not, it wanders 
to Lapland, where she hopes to spend her remaining days. Until then, Mrs. Leatherby 
maintains a death grip on her haggard frame as if it were the limpid body of  
Venus herself.

Enviably free of vanity and regret. Brave when the occasion demands 
it. Prescient about climate change. These are qualities I should like  
to possess.

CARMELLA VELASQUEZ is Mrs. Leatherby’s best friend, and one of the story’s 
profane heroes. She reads books through an elegant lorgnette and hardly ever 
mumbles to herself. Her gift of a hearing trumpet, she tells Mrs. Leatherby, will change 
her life.

I love her hostility toward government, banks, and anyone over  
seven or under seventy—unless a cat. No one reads obituaries in  
The Hearing Trumpet, but if someone did, it would be Carmella.  
What a devoted friend. I want my Carmella now.

GALAHAD is Marian Leatherby’s son. Despite his heroic name, he is inferior to her in 
intelligence, imagination, and courage. Galahad offers his ancient mother a bottle of 
port as consolation for exiling her from his household. 

Was he a middle child? We don’t hear about any siblings, so maybe 
not, but Galahad has the weak character of certain people I know, 
middle children all.

MURIEL is Galahad’s wife, an officious Nosey Parker, who is also stingy with  
chocolates. Muriel convinces Galahad that his mother must be removed from their 
home to live at Lightsome Hall, an institution for old ladies, operated by the Well of  
Light Brotherhood.

When I was twenty-seven, I got engaged to a forty-year-old man 
with an eleven-year-old son. I didn’t yet want my own kids and I 
feared the stingy wretch I might be as a stepmother. I grew jealous 
of the boy, and eventually furious at the father for everything. Maybe 
what I wanted was for him to parent me better.  
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ROBERT is Muriel’s son, who rides a motorcycle and introduces television to the 
household. Even as a child he was unkind to cats. 

The boy’s name was Eric, and he introduced me to Super Mario Bros. 
On the floor, in the corner of the kitchen where Eric played SMB,  
my fiancé kept a small turtle named Rasputin. Rasputin was fed only 
cantaloupe, and his shit was the same color and consistency as  
the melon. 

TCHA TCHA is a cat whose fur, collected from combings and held in a jar, will 
someday be spun into yarn by Mrs. Leatherby and knitted into a jumper by Carmella.

I have a collection of 408 cat whiskers, which I keep in a tall thin  
vial, most shed by my own cats, and a few offered by friends over  
the years.

MARMEEN is the other cat who lives with Mrs. Leatherby and Tcha Tcha.

ANNA WERTZ, resident of Lightsome Hall, greets Mrs. Leatherby on her first visit to 
the institution dressed in flannel pajama trousers, a gentleman’s dinner jacket, and a 
yachting cap. Mrs. Wertz complains of crushing toil burdening her like Joan of Arc, so 
Mrs. Leatherby imagines that she may really be stuck in a work camp for old ladies. 
The nursery-rhyme bungalows that residents live in are meant to trick their families into 
thinking they live a childish and peaceful life, while in fact they are crematorium  
coal shovelers. 

Is Joan of Arc a common manic delusion during particular historic 
eras? Was JOAS a postwar trauma symptom? Anna Wertz’s yachting 
style is charming, so Una, Lady Troubridge.  

DR. GAMBIT is the proprietor of the Well of Light Brotherhood at Lightsome Hall. 
Possibly a gourmand but surely a portly, venal narcissist, he may or may not be having 
an affair with one (or more) of the institution’s residents.   

The Gambit character has been likened by others to GI Gurdjieff, a 
mystic and spiritual teacher active in Europe and the Americas in the 
first half of the twentieth century. I read Gambit as slippery, like Peter 
Dunning, the HIV+ self-help guru in Todd Haynes’s Safe, preaching 
what could be liberation theology if only he were not also practicing 
the sacred art of profit-making.

MRS. GAMBIT, wife of Dr. Gambit, is the despotic ruler of the kitchen, household 
taskmistress, and instructor of “the Movements,” a spiritual fitness program leading to 
harmonious evolution of the whole organism.  

The less charismatic member of a couple, she is nonetheless 
keeping the family operation functional and solvent, cf. Amy Adams’s 
portrayal of Lancaster Dodd’s wife in P. T. Anderson’s The Master. 
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Jacking her husband off in the sink while reminding him to keep 
his dick in his pants lest he spoil the whole enterprise. The spouse 
of charisma is often its invisible crutch, ensuring charisma is stable 
but deplorably taken for granted. The spouse of charisma denies 
her/himself any pleasure other than creating and anticipating the 
absolute dependency of charisma upon her/himself. 

CLAUDE LA CHECHERELLE was a trench gunner in World War I. A great storyteller, 
also a marquise, she dresses in French seamen’s clothing. She is very tall. 

Maybe another PTSD sufferer? I wonder if Leonora read Mary Poppins 
books to her sons. In the Disney movie, the next-door neighbor of 
the Banks family is a demented Royal Navy veteran who marks time 
hourly by firing a canon from his roof. His house is shaped like a ship 
and his name is Admiral Boom.  

MAUDE WILKINS, the dainty transvestite tailor, is a shy lady who makes her own 
clothes. She is accidentally murdered by eating fudge that has been laced with “Last 
Supper” rat poison. After Maude’s death she is discovered to be Arthur Somers, a 
bio-born man who dealt pot at the back of his tailoring shop in Greenwich Village by 
sewing weed into pincushions. 

Who did this in the NYC of the 1940s that Leonora passed through? 
She liked pot a lot, she told me in 2008; she even had a very large 
plant, with a “great harvest festival” one year. When I was eighteen, I 
began to experience panic attacks around trans women. What was 
that terror all about? Since childhood, I had often felt, as a girl with 
a twin brother, that I was a multigendered soul split into two bodies. 
And that I was already married to myself.

VERONICA ADAMS is a blind watercolorist and the love of Maude Wilkins’s life, 
although they keep their marriage concealed from the other ladies. Mrs. Adams lives  
in a Swiss chalet, which on closer observation by Mrs. Leatherby turns out to be a 
cuckoo clock. 

The more I think about it, the more I wonder about Mary Poppins and 
the Admiral Boom house shaped like a ship. Not that the architectural 
uncanny wasn’t already an established surrealist trope: Max Ernst 
made his Elephant of Celebes in 1921, and it was shown in the 1936 
International Surrealist Exhibition at the New Burlington Galleries in 
London. Leonora went to see this show. I was disappointed to learn 
that Max Ernst took the Celebes title from some racist rhymes he 
probably learned in school:

Der Elefant von Celebes
Hat hinten etwas gelebes
Der Elefant von Sumatra
Der vögelt seine Großmama
Der Elefant von Indien
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Der kann das Loch nicht findien
(The elephant from Celebes
has sticky, yellow bottom grease
The elephant from Sumatra
always fucks his grandmamma
The elephant from India
can never find the hole ha-ha) 

THE KITCHEN CAT, unnamed, is stroked by Mrs. Leatherby one day at Lightsome 
Hall. She is commanded to cease by the beastly Gambit female. 

Two years before she died, Leonora got a dog she named Yeti. I met 
Yeti in 2009, and he was very white and fluffy. Leonora explained that 
after the last of her cats had died, she simply couldn’t stand to lose 
another one. Yeti had been a gift, I think from Pablo or Gabi. Yeti also 
ate fudge with us. 

VERA VAN TOCHT is Maude Wilkins’s roommate and Natacha Gonzalez’s accomplice 
in poisoning the fudge that accidentally kills Mrs. Wilkins. She is very large and very fat.

I would not want to be the character who is the foil for another. To be 
an accomplice to murder, what a drag. 

NATACHA GONZALEZ, smoker, self-proclaimed visionary, leader of the Wednesday 
night séances, is the rival of Georgina Sykes, for whom the poison that kills Maude 
Wilkins is intended. A duplicitous exaggerator. “Not I but that which works within me,” 
is Natacha’s credo.

I do wonder about Leonora’s inspiration for Natacha. Leonor Fini? A 
follower of Gurdjieff, maybe? I love that she smokes and has such 
long fingernails, like my Gam Gam. Did Natacha have grandchildren?

GEORGINA SYKES is Natacha Gonzalez’s archenemy, not least because she 
claims Dr. Gambit is always making excuses to get her into his boudoir for cozy talks. 
Georgina is kept in the institution by her nephew, who pays double for extras: morning 
Bovril, clean sheets twice a week, massage and Ovaltine at bedtime. Georgina is a 

“dangerous, immoral, and malignant woman,” according to Natacha Gonzalez.  
Georgina’s nephew is the only relative we hear about! Are the crones 
all forsaken, or have they themselves forsaken their families? Leonora 
had two small children when she wrote this book. I wish I had asked 
her more about motherhood.  

CHRISTABEL BURNS is the leader of the cult of Venus and the true spiritual guide to 
the ladies at Lightsome Hall. She guides them into an underworld ritual in which they 
jump into a bubbling stewpot only to discover that they are cook, food, and observer 
of the ritual all at once.  

This character is referred to as a “mysterious” negress. I appreciate 
that Leonora gave such an important role to a black woman, but she 
is also characterized by the colonialist clichés of exoticism, religiosity, 
and industrious labor. Leonora was socially progressive, even 
anarchist, in principle. Day to day, person to person, she could be 
bigoted and racist.

DOÑA ROSALINDA ALVAREZ CRUZ DE LA CUEVA is “the winking, leering 
abbess,” subject of a portrait hanging in the dining hall and of a biography read 
in secret by Mrs. Leatherby. The seventeenth-century Spanish abbess is a learned 
epicurean, book collector, and sexual adventurer. She retrieves the Holy Grail from  
the Rath of Conor monastery in Ireland through male drag, daring, and charm.

Sexy nun costumes are dumb, but Doña Rosalinda eternally  
arouses me. Apparently, sex in zero-gravity environments is quite 
difficult. Maybe masturbation is the most reliable way to get off.  

BISHOP OF TREVE LES TRELES is the spiritual supervisor of the nuns at Santa 
Barbara of Tartarus, where Doña Rosalinda is the imposter abbess. Also an impious 
monastic, the Bishop is a lover of choirboys. With Doña Rosalinda, the Bishop conspires 
to overthrow Judeo-Christian patriarchy and to restitute the great Mother.

Leonora told me about her brothers attending a Jesuit boarding 
school at Stonyhurst, England, where they had a teacher named 
Father O’Connor. The boys referred to him as “Creeping Jesus.”  
So, so creepy. 

ANGUS, THE RAVISHING NORDIC CHOIRBOY, is the Bishop’s lover, who provides 
him with crucial information: the location of the Holy Grail in Ireland.

If the choirboy is “ravishing,” does that make him a ravisher? The mind 
and body are deeply intertwined when ravishing takes place. I do 
enjoy ravishing.  

MAJONG is the chauffeur of Carmella Velasquez’s lavender limousine. Majong 
and Carmella arrive at the Well of Light heavily provisioned with mushroom spores, 
sardines, face cream, sugar, biscuits, port, and furs to nourish and warm the ladies  
after their hunger strike and the shifting of the planetary poles. 

See above about Leonora’s race consciousness; I don’t assume 
Leonora called the “Chinaman” Majong as a critique of Eurocentric 
ethnic stereotyping. He has literally no lines in the story. 

TALIESSIN is the courier who carries news of far-flung family and friends to the 
snowbound ladies in their underground commune. The postman-bard explains  
to them that the Holy Grail is actually the original Chalice of Venus. If organic life is to 
regenerate on the planet, the Great Mother Goddess must be induced to return and 
fill the chalice with her sacred pneuma.
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This is where I ran out of steam on my first read of The Hearing 
Trumpet. So much plot! But Taliessin is a feminist devoted to the 
witches of Hampstead Heath, and I like him so much for that. 

MARLBOROUGH is Marian Leatherby’s old friend and a great poet with an incredibly 
long beard. His voice carries well, farther than anybody else’s, and even in her deafest 
days Mrs. Leatherby could always hear him talking several rooms away. He arrives to 
the commune of crones in a new ice-age ark with his sister from Venice. 

What would Art History be without the dandy philanthropist- 
connoisseur? I’ve known many, you could even say my dad is an 
honorary one. Leonora knew some too: her first and most devoted 
patron, Edward James, is cited as Marlborough’s prototype.

ANUBETH is Marlborough’s sister, an elegant werewoman who dresses in glittering 
gold and debarks from the ark pregnant with werewolf puppies. Anubeth speaks only 
wolvery but understands English and ten other languages.  

I finally understand why my photos of the two young women with 
rubber gloves cleaning the penguin habitat at the SF Academy of 
Sciences belong to this story. Behind a huge plate-glass wall, standing 
in the artificial Arctic, one of them is wearing a black wet suit and 
wielding a hose. She is BECOMING PENGUIN. And I am photographing 
her because I am BECOMING CRONE. 
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CHIHUAHUA 194

Characters:
ENDORA  North American Art Museum Curator
SAMANTHA  British Art Historian
TABITHA  Mexican Art Historian
SA  Susan Aberth 
LC  Leonora Carrington
AW  Anne Walsh

Scene:
One perimenopausal and six postmenopausal women sit at a round table that 
comfortably seats four. Three are on high, ladder-backed wooden chairs and four on 
1980s semi-upholstered hotel business center–type chairs. There’s a white “apartment 
size” fridge at nine o’clock and a cheap brown gas stove at two o’clock. Over the 
porcelain enameled kitchen sink, a small dry-erase board is mounted on the wall, listing 
appointments and phone numbers. Leonora Carrington sits in one of the ’80s chairs 
at twelve o’clock. She is ninety-two. Behind her, a long narrow shelf is lined with dusty 
spice bottles; cooking tools hang underneath. To her right is a set of cabinets, made 
of the same soft hardwood as the table and chairs. The cabinet doors are covered with 
postcards, including a couple of the Queen of England; nothing too recent. The round 
table is covered with an ancient Liberty of London vinyl tablecloth and some placemats, 
as well as boxes of cookies, salt, some pill bottles, and a lucky bamboo. 

Dialogue: 
 LC Pass the cookies round!!

TABITHA Leonora, we were talking with Salomon about Remedios 
today. I spoke about Gurdjieff in Mexico. 

LC He was AWFUL. I didn’t know him, but … for a short time, maybe 
two weeks, I went to Gurdjieff meetings, and I thought. Wags her 
forefinger and shakes her head

AW What was wrong about him?

LC Practically everything.

TABITHA The way he treated people?

LC HORRENDOUS. A real horror. LC looks around as though counting 
heads in the room Who are we missing? 

TABITHA Susan went to the WC. SA comes back into room

LC greeting SA We saw each other already, didn’t we?

SA We did, Leonora. 
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LC I don’t rely on my memory, it’s AWFUL.

SA You look good, Leonora. Turns to SAMANTHA and asks her for 
a cigarette 

LC to SA I’m glad you didn’t ask me for mine. To the others  
She bums cigarettes. To SA Especially since I can’t get them around 
here. I have to ask my son to buy them for me in America. So I’m  
going to hide mine. 

SAMANTHA What do you prefer to smoke? 

LC Vantage. 

SAMANTHA I smoke Gitanes but it’s difficult to get them.

LC I used to smoke Gitanes. When I was in France. LC takes a cig out 
of her long skinny cig pouch. SAMANTHA tries to light LC’s cigarette  

I like to light it myself, if you don’t mind. Lights cig with lighter  
Now you practically get shocked for smoking. 

ENDORA In Los Angeles you can’t smoke.

LC I can’t hear you. 

ENDORA shouting In Los Angeles … 

LC Don’t SHOUT! In Mexico, they do everything that people in the 
North do.

IMPROV: LC asks everyone at the table their nationality; discussion of 
nationalist clichés (e.g., Americans are bad at geography)

LC When I was a girl my brothers and I thought that New York City 
was a little town with sand on the narrow streets. And everyone was 
on horses and dressed as cowboys. When I finally landed in New 
York I was horrified. And all these enormously tall buildings … I was 
disappointed. And no horses. I love horses. 

AW Did you get to New York City by boat? 

LC By boat from Lisbon. 

AW That must have been such a journey of anticipation.

LC Well, it was sort of frightening because one was afraid of subma-
rines. Everybody was nervous about meeting a German submarine.

AW Who came to meet you at the port in New York? 

LC I don’t think there was anyone. It was called the Essex. I think it was 
an English boat. 

SAMANTHA Were there a lot of English people on the boat? 

LC There were a lot of Mexicans. I shared a cabin with a Mexican 
woman. She was very nice. I don’t like sharing with anybody, but she 
was very … discreet. I don’t think I ever spoke to her. 

SAMANTHA Was it easy to get through customs in those days,  
with visas? 

LC I don’t remember any problems. At least, the last time I went to the 
U.S., they hardly looked at my passport. 

SAMANTHA That’s surprising because, even then, Peret and Remedios 
wanted to go to New York. Breton wanted them to go. And the 
Americans wouldn’t give them visas because Peret was a Communist.

LC No, he wasn’t. He was far too sensible to be a Communist. He 
might have been an anarchist, but not a Communist. He hated the 
Communists. He said they were like fascists. I knew him very, very well. 
And Remedios. To SA, offering her candy Do you want one? 

SA No, I’m going to eat a cookie. Do you want a cookie, Leonora? 

LC No, not now. 

SA They’re marzipan. 

AW They’re from New Jersey. 

LC What? 

AW MAR-ZI-PAN. What did you do today, Leonora?

LC That’s the kind of question I don’t particularly like. Laughter I can’t 
remember what I did. Nothing in particular. 

AW Well, maybe that’s a good reason to forget.

LC I always have sort of annoying things to do. It’s awful to lose your 
memory. AWFUL. I can remember very well things years ago. But I can’t 
remember what I did yesterday. 

SAMANTHA Did you know Roland Penrose? 
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LC Excuse me? Roland? Very well. I even stayed with Roland in his 
place … Chittingly in Sussex. I went with my two small sons, who 
behaved appallingly … It was with Lee. I knew Roland very well. I liked 
Lee. Really a nice person. 

SAMANTHA Had they got their son? He’s still there, the son, still living 
in the same farmhouse. Tony.

LC Yes, I had a lovely time.

SA I love to smoke.

AW Me too.

LC What happened to Lee?

SAMANTHA She died in 1977. I think it was then, because we wanted 
to show her photos, but she claimed that she had lost them all. 

LC I wonder why? She was such a wonderful photographer. 

ENDORA She didn’t lose them.

TABITHA Tony found them.

SAMANTHA She’s just had a wonderful exhibition at the Victoria  
and Albert.

ENDORA And there’s a new show in Philly. She’s very well known now. 

SAMANTHA There was a sequence of photographs … visitors to  
the farm … 

LC I know the farm, that’s where I stayed. Tea kettle boiling Yolanda!  
Calls to the next room and speaks in Spanish about what to do with the 
tea kettle You might scald somebody!

TABITHA Did you know Alice Rahon? 

LC In Paris. I saw her quite frequently. 

TABITHA I just saw a picture of a painting that they think Alice made in 
Paris. Did you know she was painting in Paris? They think Alice made it 
when she was having the affair with Picasso. 

LC I don’t know. Sounds good, anyway.

TABITHA She was so beautiful. 

LC She was very beautiful. She was very good.

TABITHA She has been forgotten.

LC Yes, because of Wolfgang. Who did his little ABSTRACTIONS. I 
remember being tormented one Sunday by having to look at all of 
them. Laughter

AW And were you expected to offer a comment?

LC I didn’t say anything. He was not a bad person. And he was also 
fairly intelligent.

TABITHA You know that Remedios wrote down her dreams. And in one 
dream she said that she was in a house with you, in a kitchen. 

LC That’s usually where we were when we met. 

TABITHA And then, she says Paalen is coming with some very rich 
lady, to show her the paintings he had given to Remedios to take care 
of, and the house was a mess, and she was so worried about what the 
rich lady would think about how she is taking care of his paintings. And 
then she says, oh, but we’re in a beautiful kitchen, so the lady shouldn’t 
mind, and she describes a beautiful table. You spent a lot of time with 
her in the kitchen?

LC Yes, but we were in the kitchen because it was warm there. That’s 
why we’re sitting here now. Nobody wants biscuits? Please! 

SA Anne and I went to a new pastry shop: El Delirio, one block away 
from here. 

LC I’m addicted to sugar. It gives me such a terrible stomach, though. 
Sugar is absolutely mortally awful on one’s stomach, at least on mine. 

IMPROV: Discussion of acid reflux, indigestion, hernias

SA What do you eat, Leonora?

LC I eat bread, lots of bread. Rice, vegetables, eggs. I prefer not to eat 
meat.

AW quoting “since it’s so difficult to chew anyway”— that’s from The 
Hearing Trumpet, Leonora.

LC Did I write that? 

AW Yes.
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LC Well. The real reason I don’t eat animals is that I think you’re eating 
the DEATH AGONY. 

AW I agree.

LC Non?

SA Meat is so poisonous now… 

LC It’s bad for you, anyway. Fish I eat, because I can’t imagine it as 
clearly. What it feels like to die.

SA I’m sure they feel something.

LC I’m sure they do. 

SA Where I live, people hunt. 

LC Where I lived, too. In England. 

SAMANTHA Did you hunt, Leonora? 

LC I followed the hounds on a horse. And I thought it was very brave 
and very exciting. And now I think it’s silly. I don’t approve of it. Now I 
wouldn’t hunt anything. I think it’s very bad to enjoy a day frightening 
somebody else. 

SAMANTHA Did you ever go riding here? A horse in Mexico? 

LC Yes, I did. I used to be lent a horse by, I’m ashamed to say, a 
bullfighter. Of course I don’t approve of that now. It’s awful, how they 
torture the bull.

SA Even horse racing is cruel. To LC Did you ever hear of the  
Kentucky Derby? 

LC I’m not sure what it is.

SA It’s a North American horse race. And this year they had to shoot 
one horse on the spot because it broke all four legs racing. It was a  
big scandal.

LC Yes, apparently you can’t cure a horse’s broken leg because their 
bones are hollow, and they can’t heal. Well, they eat them in France.

AW I like the signs. The butchers that sell horsemeat have a  
special sign.

LC Where? 

AW Paris. My friend just sent me a picture of some horse jerky she 
bought by accident in Italy, too!

SA Deer is what they eat where I live.

LC That’s an awful thought. 

TABITHA You know, in some places in Africa they eat crocodile. 

SA Humans will eat anything, even each other.

AW You know, the restaurant we went to the other day, Izote? They had 
ants on the menu. 

LC That I’ve seen in New York. Piles of them like this in front of where I 
lived. In New York. 

IMPROV: Discussion of eating ants and grasshoppers in Mexico 

SA Most of the world eats insects. 

AW I’ve heard they’re crunchy and oily.

LC I like grasshoppers to look at, they’re beautiful.

TABITHA You know what’s traditional in Mexico: worms. 

LC Gusano de maguey. Lights a cigarette

SA Leonora, where I live, I have pure white deer in my backyard.

LC I’ve never seen a white deer.

SA And they have babies like little white bunnies. I live in the middle  
of the woods. I’ve only seen three. 

SAMANTHA They sound like unicorns. 

LC Apparently, during the time when there were dinosaurs, they  
trusted people. Until they got to know what we’re like. Then the 
animals began to fear us and hate us, with a lot of reason. Because 
we eliminated all these gorgeous animals. There are no more hairy 
elephants. We’ve destroyed them. We’re incredibly destructive. 

SAMANTHA Once we’ve defeated nature, you’ll find we’re on the 
losing side.
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LC Does anybody want more tea? I have a LOT of tea. So if you want 
tea, you’re advised to help yourself. 

SA Leonora, thank you for letting us come over. It’s very nice of you.
 
LC Thank you.

SA I’m playing hooky from school. 

LC What do you teach? 

SA I teach art history. To SAMANTHA So do you. 

TABITHA to LC What do you think? 

LC About what?

TABITHA Art historians. 

LC Well, I never read it. 

AW Did you ever teach studio art, Leonora? Have you thought about 
what would be a good way to do it, nowadays?

LC Yes, I’ve sometimes thought about that, but just THOUGHT. I don’t 
want to teach. What would be interesting would be to always ask the 
person who arrives to do something with NO INSTRUCTION. Do what 
they want. 

AW So you wouldn’t start with skills.

LC No, I would like to see what they want to do. Because you have to 
WANT to do it. You do what you want, and you go out and smoke a 
cigarette on the balcony. 

AW That’s what art students do, I count on them to go out and smoke a 
cigarette on the balcony. 

LC No, not the students, the tutors! Laughter Students are not allowed 
to smoke. By the rules of wherever it is.

AW Nowadays, students in university have cell phones, even in class.

LC I bet they do. I’m happy to see none of you has pulled one out. I’ve 
had people here talking for about twenty minutes on these bloody little 
phones. In front of you! I think it’s terribly rude. It’s outrageous. 

AW Students don’t think it’s rude.

LC So, what I started to do is, when they start talking on the phone, I 
go out and do what I was doing anyway. 

SAMANTHA When you went to art school in London, what did you 
study?

LC Which one? I went to several, I went to Chelsea. Well, I was never 
anywhere for very long. I was too rude to the teachers. 

AW You mean they asked you not to come back? 

LC No, I told THEM I was not coming back. Well, that was in the 
convent. They didn’t want me back. Two convents.

AW Why stop at one when you can get kicked out of two!

LC Then they sent me to Italy. We went to a lot of museums. We made 
very good friends, which I never had in the convent. 

TABITHA Italian men are so handsome.

LC They’re chauvinistic bottom pinchers!

SAMANTHA They think their wives are all children. 

LC I never got near an Italian man.

SA Italy is where there are no more children, right? 

LC That’s very good. There are too many humans. There are too many 
of them. I fear the Chinese. They’re longing to go into Tibet. They’re 
nice people, I’ve known quite a few. I think that the Buddhists are the 
nearest to being sensible, as far as religions go. Not that they’re not 
chauvinistic, they are. To SAMANTHA You are sitting where my dead 
husband used to sit. 

SAMANTHA You don’t mind? 

LC I don’t mind. You mind, but I don’t. He never spoke. Only if you 
would speak to him about how awful concentration camps are. 

SA He was traumatized by that?

LC He was never in one. He was in one of the French places. Not one 
of the terrible places the Germans did. He was a press photographer.

AW Did he have a darkroom?

LC Want to see it? Go in and have a look. It’s haunted. 
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SA Are Chiki’s photos there now?

LC He haunts a lot. He was very heavy as a presence. He was 
Hungarian. Hungarian Jewish. The Jewish part should have cured him. 
It didn’t. Usually Jews are very well educated. Well he wasn’t, he came 
from a poor family. They made leather or something. He was born in 
Budapest. He left there because of the war.

SA Did he ever go back? 

LC No. He had two brothers, who were murdered by the Nazis.

SA Was he a happy person? 

LC No. Melancholic. 

SA Did that bother you? 

LC Yes. Calls to Yolanda in Spanish to ask her to dump the ashtray  
I can’t bear to see how much I’ve smoked. 

SA Leonora, what are you going to do with all of Chiki’s negatives?

LC I have no idea. I’ve asked some people, but they look upon them 
with FEAR. Because he was a press photographer.

SA Someone would like to fix them, because they’re old.

LC I’m not sure about that. I’m superstitious. Because I think he’s  
still around. He haunts badly enough as it is. 

SAMANTHA In an unfriendly way or in a friendly way?

LC More or less the way he was. Silently. Mildly hostile. 

SA I remember that. He was very good looking. 

LC Was he? I thought so, in the beginning. He liked to speak Spanish. 
Better than me. Because the first Spanish I heard was in the madhouse 
in Spain. Gosh, I hated the Spanish. Ugh. Almost as bad as the 
Germans. Franco. Lights a cigarette 

TABITHA What are you going to do with the negatives? 

LC Who was sitting there? Who? I don’t remember. Well, I don’t forget 
Chiki because he’s all over the place.

TABITHA louder What are you going to do with all the negatives? 

SHELLEY
DOLLY

PARKER
PEPPERMINT

PATTY
HELLO

HARMONY
HANNAH
CAROL
KATHY
EMMA
JUNE

MARIEL
KRISTY

PHILIP K.
FRANK N.

DUVALL
PARTON
POSEY
PATTY
HEARST
KITTY

HAMMOND
HOCH
BURNETT
BATES
GOLDMAN
JORDAN
HEMINGWAY
MCNICHOL
DICK
FURTER
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LC No one wants them. 

AW That’s surprising. 

LC Well, he took photos of the Rotary Club — a place where women 
were forbidden for a long time. All the men went to discuss their 
prostates with each other!

AW Is there something to discuss?

LC I wasn’t there, I wasn’t allowed in.

SA Well, if they get too moldy, you’ll have to clean them, maybe.

LC The prostates? Laughter You didn’t specify. Kettle boiling

LC Tea is a very good diuretic. I don’t know why people don’t seem to 
know about that. It’s an excellent diuretic.


