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To Rosie, Elinor,
Miranda and Catriona, my daughters.

I hope you will always live as Leonora did:
on your own terms.
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Prologue

Her name was Prim, and she left our family on an autumn day in 1937 when she was only twenty years old.

She had been an impossible creature: a wild child, an unfathomable puzzle of a girl; a young woman who refused to be tamed and who eventually, when she had wreaked more havoc than any family could reasonably be expected to bear, had simply flounced off into the sunset.

Prim’s story was never much expanded on in my hearing; neither my Great Aunt Maurie, who was her mother, or my grandmother Miriam, who was her aunt, ever told it to me. Nor did her brother Gerard, who was my father’s best friend as well as his cousin. But there were occasional snatches: a hushed phone call where the word ‘Mexico’ was just audible; a whispered conversation on the sofa after Sunday lunch between Maurie and Miriam. There were guffaws occasionally from Gerard and my father: ‘And then she painted a creature with three breasts!’

She had run off, my grandmother told me, with an artist, to become his model. She had been a girl with everything: the golden creature of a family that was affluent, advantaged and close-knit. And she gave it all up for – what? A shady half-life with a crowd of degenerates, first in Europe and then in Mexico.

No-one sitting round the table during those long Sunday lunches in the 1970s in Lancashire believed any of us would see Prim again. Maurie, who was by then in her eighties, had not seen her daughter for many years; Gerard had barely seen her since she left in 1937, and my father, who had been five at the time of her disappearance, had only met her a handful of times. In my generation, hardly anyone had ever had contact with her.

It was a random meeting that changed all that; although for a Surrealist like Prim, as I later discovered, nothing in the world is ever truly random. She believed that events that seem to be chance are actually preordained by the subconscious; the people and objects we encounter are embodiments of our inner desires, waiting to be discovered. The secret lies in daring to grasp opportunities, however they present themselves. So had I always wanted to meet her, somewhere inside? Looking back, I think I had.

Despite having heard about her vaguely in my teens, I had all but forgotten her: until a day in the spring of 2006. I was standing in a neighbour’s garden at a drinks party: most of the guests were my friends, but then I found myself talking to someone new – a dark-haired woman in her fifties whose hair was pulled back in a ponytail from her carefully made-up, handsome face. I told her I lived round the corner and had children at the same school as our hosts. She told me that she lived in Mexico and was an art historian.

As we sipped our wine I scraped together a few questions about the only Mexican artist I knew anything about – Frida Kahlo; in turn, the woman asked some polite questions about my children and my work as a journalist. And then, just as I was about to turn away to talk to someone else, I suddenly remembered Prim.

‘I’m sure you won’t know anything about her,’ I said, ‘but I wonder whether by any remote chance you might have heard of my father’s cousin? She ran away – I don’t know the whole story – and she was connected with art and artists. I think eventually she went to live in Mexico. She might even be dead by now, it was all a long time ago. Her name was …’

Here I faltered. I knew her surname well enough: but on the rare occasions when she was mentioned, it was always using her family nickname. What was her actual name?

‘Leonora,’ I said at last. ‘That’s what she was called. Leonora Carrington.’

The art historian opened her eyes wide and stared at me. ‘Leonora?’ she said. ‘Leonora Carrington?’ And for the first time I heard Prim’s surname pronounced not in the flat Lancashire way I was used to hearing it, but with a new enunciation that was somehow exciting, exotic and entirely different, with the ‘r’s rolled out richly and the final syllable heavily emphasised.

‘Are you telling me,’ the art historian was saying, ‘that Leonora Carrington is a member of your family, and you don’t know who she is? For heaven’s sake … She’s probably the most famous artist alive in Mexico today. Her paintings are extraordinary. Of course we Mexicans know she was originally from England; but she’s been in our country for so long we consider her to be one of us now. She’s a national treasure.’

The fizzle of amazement around her now transferred itself to me. Back home I Googled her name, and found photographs of a beautiful woman whose paintings drew me into a strange, Hieronymus Bosch-style world filled with horse-like creatures who floated, danced and curled their way across alien landscapes. There were birds too, plenty of them: elegant, long-necked geese, ducks and swallows captured on the canvases mid-flight, so they swooped dramatically into the paintings and then took off just as energetically out of them again. Some of her pictures depicted unfamiliar and sinister-looking worlds: one showed a country with a red sky and amber hills across which traipsed a procession of people wearing white robes. More figures, wearing black, huddled around a huge eunuch-like creature, while an outsize turquoise snake unfurled itself dramatically in mid-air. There seemed to be various elements competing to be the centre of the action in that painting: a globe, a God-like effigy and a cathedral all nestled beneath a rainbow. And the story, whatever it was, didn’t end there because across the bottom of the canvas Prim had painted an underworld in which more people (dead, presumably) seemed to have been transformed into animals with pointy black heads. They were crawling, or trying to crawl; and their efforts were being watched, ominously, by a sharp-toothed, one-eyed tiger.

I hadn’t the faintest idea what any of it was about or what it meant. But then I clicked again and pictures with more familiar elements appeared on the screen. They seemed to connect with the world Prim had left, the world I knew. One, Green Tea, showed a beautifully tended garden with an avenue of shaped fir trees leading to a fountain: it could have been Lancashire on a sunny day, in the middle of the rolling English countryside.

As well as a painter, it seemed Prim was a writer too. There was a novel, and several collections of short stories. And there seemed to be photographs of sculptures too, and even tapestries she had designed, as well as stage sets she had created. Prim seemed to have a prolific output, and across many fronts. Our family’s black sheep was starting to seem like its secret Renaissance woman; why had I not heard anything about her art until now?

The following morning I phoned my father with questions about Prim. He was vague; the only time he remembered meeting her was at her mother’s funeral in 1978. ‘We all had to wait until she arrived by ship, because she refuses to fly anywhere,’ said my father. After the funeral there had been a big row between her and her three brothers. ‘She ended up walking out of the wake and her parting shot was that she was never going to set foot on the same continent as any of them again.’

The family story was that Prim was so-called because a friend of her father’s, visiting her in her nursery when she was a small child, had watched her playing carefully with her toys and remarked: ‘She looks a bit prim.’ Perhaps it was the inherent irony of that observation that made her parents latch on to it as her nickname; perhaps they already knew that nothing she would ever do would be demure, or proper, or prudish.

My father seemed surprised, though, when he heard what the art historian had said. His cousin, Prim’s brother Gerard, had spoken about her, but he had never given my father the impression her work was much good. ‘She was sent to the best schools and then to finishing schools abroad, and I think she was expelled from every one of them,’ said my father. After that she had been a debutante and was presented at court: her parents had thrown a ball for her at the Ritz. The scandal, and elopement, came not long after. ‘She disappeared off to Europe,’ said my father. ‘Got into all sorts of trouble there, and was a huge worry to everyone.’

The only person who had had any recent contact with Prim was her nephew Rupert who had called in to see her a few years earlier while travelling through Mexico. I phoned him. ‘I wouldn’t exactly describe her as friendly,’ he said. ‘I got the impression she felt she’d gone a long way to leave us behind and didn’t relish that someone had caught up with her.’

Five months later I was looking out of a plane window at a vast network of streets lined with colourful houses in different shades of yellow, red and blue. This was Mexico City, and in my pocket was a piece of paper on which was written a phone number. I had made contact with the gallery that sold Prim’s work, and a message had come back that if I was visiting Mexico City she would try to make time to meet me. As the plane bumped down on to the runway I was nervous: what if she wouldn’t see me after all? What if Rupert was right, and I’d come all this way only to be turned back at her door?

The taxi lurched through noisy, fume-filled, crowded streets; horns blared, street vendors shouted, neon lights flashed in every direction. At some points on the journey we were on a double-decker highway with the noisy sounds of the brakes and beeping of the unseen cars and trucks beneath us. On the pavements, children in shorts and T-shirts were selling bracelets, pots and toys on tablecloths laid out on the ground; behind them, women in grubby aprons were cooking on griddles in kitchens that opened on to the street.

As we neared the centre of town the low-rise buildings of the suburbs gave way to grander structures, and the three-lane highway became tree-lined and more reminiscent of a European city. At the lights children darted perilously into the traffic to clean windscreens and to try to sell tiny packets of sweets through car windows. We swung through a vast square – the Zócalo, explained my driver, the heart of the ancient Aztec settlement of Tenochtitlan. An enormous red, white and green flag was draped across the front of one huge building, while outside the railings of the cathedral men wearing sand-coloured uniforms stood playing accordions and held out their hats for coins. The noise of their instruments, and of other music, filled the air. There were men in black trousers and white shirts playing guitars – the mariachi – and women in brightly coloured headscarves standing behind stalls piled with even more brightly coloured fruit: watermelons, papaya, pineapples and mangoes.

My hotel was cheap but clean, and the receptionists were polite and helpful. They pointed along the main road in the direction of the street I needed, where Prim’s house was. And then, because the gallery had suggested I should call her after 10am the following morning, there was nothing to do but sit in the bar and try my first tequila, served with a separate shot of freshly squeezed tomato juice. Outside the window, market stall-holders were shutting up for the day in the warm evening sunshine. I sipped my drink to the tinny music blaring out from the loudspeakers, and the sounds of Spanish voices in the air; and I wondered again how Prim had ended up in a place that was five thousand miles and light years away from the Lancashire in which we had both grown up.

The next morning I paced my bedroom floor until a minute after 10am, and then dialled her number. After just one ring the phone was answered.

‘Hello,’ said a deep voice; it might have belonged to a man, but it was unmistakably English, and I knew it was Prim.

‘It’s your cousin from England,’ I said. ‘I’m here in Mexico City.’

‘Well. It’s nice to hear from you. I’ve been waiting for you to call.’

There was a pause. ‘So when do I see you?’ she said.

A few minutes later I was walking quickly and nervously along the avenida, another wide, leafy road: and although it wasn’t as busy as the huge highways the taxi had taken the previous day, it was certainly lively, and music seemed to be spilling out of every doorway. Along the middle of the street was a central reservation that was in effect a long square with benches, statues, fountains and market stalls. Many of the cars speeding past were green and white Volkswagen Beetles, which I now knew were taxis: they ducked and wove their way through the traffic, as likely to undertake as overtake. I hurried past street stalls selling fruit and tortillas, and in the spring-like sun people were breakfasting at pavement cafés.

Colonia Roma had clearly been a smart neighbourhood once; ornate mansions laced with shuttered French windows and intricate little balconies faced on to the street. There were grand front doors and locked gates, behind which I glimpsed courtyards with fountains, open-air staircases and wrought-iron balustrades. But today the paintwork on many of the mansions was peeling, and several were boarded up and sprayed with graffiti.

Prim’s street was much quieter than the main thoroughfare. On the corner two women in grubby overalls were cooking meat and vegetables for tortillas, and a boy sitting on a red plastic chair outside a tiny tabac was selling cigarettes, sweets and Mexico’s newspapers, La Jornada and El Universal. Outside my cousin’s house were two large trees so abundantly in leaf that they almost obscured the windows of the upper floors. There were no windows on the ground floor, just garage doors and a heavy wooden front door. I took a deep breath and pressed the doorbell. A loud ringing echoed around the hall within.

For a few seconds nothing happened. Then came the sound of footsteps, and a voice called out: ‘Quien es? Que quieres?’ (Who’s there? What do you want?). Almost immediately I could hear another voice, quieter, saying something else; and then the door swung open and a plump woman in a white overall stood looking out at me. Behind her was cave-like darkness from which a tiny figure was emerging. As she neared the light I saw she was dressed almost entirely in black. Black trousers, a dark grey jumper, black cardigan. Across her chest was the strap of a small handbag which, I would shortly discover, held her most important possessions: her packet of Marlboro Lights and her plastic cigarette lighter. Grey hair was pulled back from her forehead, and she had round, piercing eyes just like my father’s; and though her face was lined with many years of life, it was still handsome. When she reached the door she smiled, and her whole face lit up, so that for a few seconds she was genuinely beautiful. ‘Well,’ she said, looking me over. ‘It’s good to meet you.’

‘Prim?’

The smile disappeared. ‘It’s not Prim,’ she said, and her voice was a tiny bit sharper. ‘I left Prim behind a long time ago. It’s Leonora now.’ Her tone softened. ‘Well, come in. Let’s go into the kitchen. Would you like tea?’

She turned back into the corridor, and I followed her across the threshold into a different country, Leonora’s country, a surreal country I so nearly never knew existed if it hadn’t been for her. The housekeeper shut the door behind us, resealing the border. I was about to discover that in Leonora’s world it was always twilight on a cold, quiet winter’s day. At the end of the shadowy, flagstoned passageway I could make out a staircase; off to the right was a room with a low, beamed ceiling and a huge, disused range. Sculptures reared up out of gloom: a tall figure peering out of a long face; a small woman, forearms pressed together, hands open. Cupped, hopeful.

Through another door was what I would come to know as the inner sanctum, Leonora’s kitchen, tabernacle-like at the centre of her fortified island. It seemed the coldest, darkest place yet: a smallish, square room with a window that faced not outside, but on to a narrow, high-walled courtyard dominated by a huge tree whose canopy of leaves prevented even the tiniest glimmer of light from sneaking through.

Here I remained ensconced with Leonora for the next five days, drinking sometimes tea and sometimes tequila, listening to an unfolding story that brought together magic and madness, love and disappointment, bravery and single-mindedness.

She was a mesmerising character, and she had me hooked from that first morning. I was dazzled, just as Max Ernst and the Surrealists had been back in the 1930s, captivated by a presence that was immediate, and yet somehow just out of reach. The ghosts of her past seemed to swirl around us in that kitchen; she was a tantalising link to the greatest moment of twentieth-century art – a world centred in the cafés and boulevards of pre-war Paris, peopled by characters such as Pablo Picasso and Marcel Duchamp, Salvador Dalí and Man Ray, Joan Miró and Francis Picabia, and of course, her lover, Max Ernst. Leonora had been at the centre of that world: this was where she had bolted to from Lancashire. Her art had been formed there, in that artistic whirlwind, and now she was the only one left. She had been a young woman barely into her twenties then, on the cusp of her career; they had been men in their forties and fifties, in their prime. Most had gone on to be household names, while she had ended up (outside of Mexico anyway) as not much more than a footnote in art history. And yet here she was, seven decades on, still producing art and still championing Surrealism: the focus of the art world had shifted, but Leonora had simply carried on regardless.

She set great store by her appearance, even now aged eighty-nine. Her usual outfit was trousers and a sweater, and her usual colour was black, although occasionally she wore a cardigan or jumper of grey or cream. Her hair, still long, also grey, tended to be piled up on her head, and with her favourite drop pearl earrings in, there was an air about her of the Edwardian lady her mother had been. Her voice, clear and with clearly-enunciated vowels, was strongly and unmistakably English, with a hint still of her upper-class roots and no trace whatsoever of any influence of the language of the country she had inhabited for the last seventy years. When she spoke Spanish to Yolanda, the housekeeper, she seemed to almost delight in pronouncing her words in as English a way as possible. The only undertones were of a Lancashire accent, and she had a matter-of-fact manner.

Leonora had clearly never sought, or needed, fame or attention. She was the complete antithesis of artists who fawn to the world of gallerists and collectors, academics and journalists; she had ignored the existence of all of them, shut herself away in this cold, dark house in Mexico, and painted. She had never been a people-pleaser; she had no time for it, and it seemed to her to detract from the important business of life, which was being true to her curiosity about ideas and art.

By the time I knew her, Leonora was in her late eighties, and she was living an isolated and lonely life. On my first visit her husband Chiki was still alive: he was in his nineties and infirm. He inhabited two rooms on the first floor, and Leonora did not spend much time with him. They had not had a difficult marriage, but Leonora had always kept her independence within it: there had been years when she lived apart from him in the US, and there had been other lovers. They felt like a couple whose relationship had run out on them, rather than a couple who should never have been together. The centre of Leonora’s life in Mexico was her boys, Gabriel and Pablo; in the time I knew her, the most important events in her life were her weekly lunch with Gabriel, a professor of comparative literature at the University, and her frequent phone calls to Pablo, a pathologist in Richmond, Virginia. Her house, now dark and quiet, had known a noisier and brighter past: it had been the home where the boys were raised, and it had been the epicentre of the group of European artists of which Leonora was the driving force.

There was no softness round the edges with Leonora: she had taken a hard path, suffered a great deal as a result, and she wore her toughness like a badge of honour she had earned from herself. It was far more of an honour than the certificate Blu-Tacked to her cupboard door, the honour the Mexican government had given her; it was certainly more of an honour than the OBE she had belatedly been awarded by the British, receiving it from Prince Charles on a visit he made to Mexico in 2000. She was bemused by these late accolades, but never impressed by them. Early on in her life she had decided there was only one thing she could ever rely on, and that was the steeliness in her heart: external events, the trappings of wealth and success, the opinions of others: all these were swept away, dismissed, ignored. She was as unconcerned by the approval of others as of their disapproval: she had learned to survive by burrowing herself ever deeper into a cocoon.

Most people who met Leonora now never got behind the brittleness, never were allowed beneath the hard shell that had so long been her armour against the world. She was an enigma, made more potent by the legends and fables that surrounded her. Those who did come close found her as I did: shield raised in defence, wary, circumspect.

But of course there was also vulnerability; she might have turned her back on our family seventy years before, but I could see that our shared heritage provided us with the sort of connection she hadn’t had for decades. Perhaps this was a last chance: I was a link to a part of herself she had gone a long way to hide, and had worked hard to keep hidden; and yet it had always been a key to who she was.

‘I’d like to come back,’ I said, as we stood five days later in the dark hallway, with the taxi waiting outside in the sunshine to take me to the airport. ‘I have no idea how, but I’ll find a way.’

Because, I now realised, I’d been kidding myself. I hadn’t come to Mexico because I was a journalist, I’d come because I was her cousin. I was here because Prim – now Leonora – fascinated me. I also wanted to make amends for the schism that had separated her from our family; but more importantly, I simply wanted to spend time with her. I liked being with her. I thought she had enjoyed it too.

‘Well,’ she said. ‘Come back when you can. I’ll be here waiting for you.’

Had she been waiting, all these years, for someone from our family to come to find her? Was it possible that what Leonora had most wanted all her life was simply to impress us? One of the ironies of her story was that she had gone so far to get away from us, and then spent most of her time in Mexico exploring and explaining her childhood and adolescence in her art. Families are the hardest people to impress. You can create a myth with others, and it might work or it might not; but you can never create a myth with your relatives. And in our family, Leonora’s reputation had nothing to do with her artistic prowess. She was a neglectful daughter, a selfish sister, an absent aunt. Nothing more.

But the Leonora I found became the best cousin I ever had. She welcomed me into her home and into her heart; she shared her story with me as fully and as honestly as she could. In the end I went to see her many times: between 2006 and 2011 (when she died), I visited twice each year. Sometimes I stayed a fortnight or three weeks, sometimes I stayed a month, and I spent every day with her. It never felt like a chore, and she never felt like an elderly relative; even in her nineties, she had the fire of youthful rebellion that had driven her away from us all those years before.

Leonora was indeed, as the art historian at the dinner party had said, one of the best-known artists in the country, and if we ate out in a restaurant there would always be approaches from fans and autograph-seekers. But she had been puzzling even herself and certainly others all her life. She told me about a day at her convent boarding school when she had come down to breakfast wearing mismatching shoes. ‘There you are again, Leonora Carrington,’ said one of the nuns. ‘Always desperate to be different.’ But the nun was wrong; Leonora had not worn the wrong shoes deliberately, and she was not desperate to be different. She simply was different, and she wasn’t prepared to make the compromises most people do to fit in.

The key to Leonora was that she was a rebel, and a rebel to the very core of her being. By the time I met her, art history had already recorded her most spectacular and romantic act of rebellion, which was when she ran away with Max Ernst to join the Paris Surrealists; but that was only one square of the patchwork quilt that made up a lifetime of rebellions. To question what was expected of her was Leonora’s raison d’être; everything was worthy of challenge and investigation. In childhood she rebelled against the strictures of being the only girl in a nursery full of brothers; in adolescence, she rebelled against the rules of the nuns, and was expelled – twice – from schools as a result. When her parents set in motion their ambitions for her as first a decorative debutante and then a dutiful wife, she rebelled again and bolted; and then in Paris, when she came up against the Surrealists’ vision of her as a femme-enfant, a muse, she rebelled against them too. She told me the story of the day Joan Miró gave her some money and asked her to run along to the shops to buy him some cigarettes. ‘I gave the money back to him and told him to do it himself. I wasn’t daunted by them.’

Installed in Mexico a few years later, she rebelled against the Latino macho ideas about how women should behave, striking out on her own when her then husband neglected her. When her children arrived, she rebelled against any notion that motherhood meant she should slow down with her work: in fact, some of her best art was produced in the midst of a chaotic domestic life, painting, as she said, with a baby in one hand and her paintbrush in the other.

And then, gloriously and without a trace of regret, she rebelled against the very formula that would have helped her to become an established artist, falling out with important patrons and gallery owners, and refusing to grant interviews or be photographed for newspapers and magazines. In mid-life she rebelled against any notion of a settled or comfortable home, and instead set off alone on a peripatetic journey across America.

And finally, in the period when I knew her, she was embarked on her final rebellion of all: a rebellion against old age. She refused to be daunted or limited by it. She accepted its inevitability, but she was never going to bow to it, never going to be reduced by it, and never going to be faded by it. This, in fact, is why Leonora’s life matters, and why it matters to tell her story: because she lived fearlessly, the kind of life so many yearn for and so few achieve. She felt fear, but she faced it down; time after time after time. As a result, her life was not limited in the ways people’s lives are so often limited. But living fearlessly did not come without a price, as I was to discover; and if her story has a moral to it, that is it. We human beings can live more imaginatively and more freely than we suppose; but nothing is cost-free – neither the ignoring of that truth nor the playing out of it.

Leonora’s reputation in our family could not have been more at odds with the reality of knowing her in Mexico. When I appeared on her doorstep she welcomed me generously into her life, and for the next five years she was my wise counsellor and a sounding-board. When I wasn’t in Mexico we spoke on the phone; towards the end of her life her memory started to fade, and she always liked to reassure me she remembered who I was when I called. ‘What’s the weather like in London?’ she would ask. ‘It’s still freezing in here, it’s always freezing.’ Whenever I called to tell her I was planning another trip, her advice was always the same: ‘Make sure you bring plenty of jumpers, you know how cold it is in my house.’

One of the best things about being with Leonora was her sense of humour, which was always razor-sharp and often at the expense of someone else. Her wit was a complete mystery to many people, a problem made worse, perhaps, by the fact that it was bone dry and English, and her audience was usually Mexican and not tuned to the finer points of her humour. Many of her one-liners were delivered deadpan, without any clues as to whether she meant it to be funny or not; some of the time, she probably didn’t know herself.

When I met Leonora I was in my early forties, a mother of four and journalist living in London. Like most people, I occasionally thought how exciting, liberating and energising it would be if I could escape from time to time, and taste another kind of life. Because of Leonora I did just that; because really, what was stopping me from spending part of my life in Mexico? ‘I couldn’t do what you did,’ people sometimes say. ‘I’ve got children to look after/a job to do/no funds to travel/a home to run.’ Well, me too. There is a way; but there is also a cost. And we all take risks with our lives, the people who stay at home as much as the ones who travel.

Meeting Leonora set my life on a different course, a course in search of her story. It took me to Mexico many times, as well as across Europe and to North America. It took me from a remote corner of Lancashire to an estuary in Cornwall; it took me from the smart streets of London’s Kensington to the narrow, book-filled alleyways of the Parisian Left Bank. It took me from a spectacular, vine-covered hillside in southern France to a handsome port town in northern Spain, and from the art galleries of Madrid and the steep, tram-tracked streets of Lisbon to a palazzo by the Grand Canal in Venice. And in the end, as with all journeys, the real travelling happened inside myself, in my heart, just as it had for Leonora.

My travelling was through time as well as across lands: Leonora’s story began in an England suffering the devastating losses of the First World War and moved to a France wracked by the chaos of the Second World War. She saw Spain in the early days of Franco, and Portugal in the days when it was overrun by refugees fleeing Hitler. In war-time New York she was welcomed as one of the European artists in exile, and from there she travelled a thousand miles south to a Mexico whose art scene was still dominated by Diego Rivera and the muralists (no-one could possibly have foreseen, in those days, that it would be Rivera’s wife Frida Kahlo who would go on to be the most famous Mexican artist of them all). And there she would stay, in a Mexico City that seemed sparse and empty when she arrived, but which would by the end of her life be the biggest city on earth; and she would make it her own, and become its unlikely darling.

Over the five years I knew her, Leonora said much to me that I will never forget, and that has changed my life. But the most important thing of all was this: ‘Safety, under any circumstances, is an illusion.’ She was one of those rare creatures who could see that illusion for what it is, and she lived her life accordingly.


OEBPS/images/9780349008769.jpg
THE SURREAL LIFE OF

Joanna Moorhead







OEBPS/images/fig26.jpg







