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Prologue

‘Moscow! Moscow! To Moscow!’

Irina, from The Three Sisters by Anton Chekhov

There was a light scattering of snow in Moscow when I arrived. It lay fresh and white on the roof of the university that I could see from the back windows of the hotel in Tsverskaya Ulitsa. I did not know what to expect; everything had happened so quickly. Shortly after the long-awaited message from Tsarev had come chattering out of the fax machine, a stern-looking man at the Russian Embassy handed me my visa and I was ready to leave London. I had stepped into a surreal world.

The flight to Moscow was like something bound for the Yukon: the aircraft was packed with ‘know-how’ from the West in the form of geologists, metallurgists, fitters and pipelayers, with attendant cooks and kitchen hands, setting off for the distant oil and gas fields of Uzbekistan and Azerbaijan. My prospecting was of a very different nature. They were going forward, I was going back, back more than fifty years to see if, somewhere in the KGB files, I could find a clue that would help me finally solve what had become for me an all-consuming mystery – had my father been a Soviet spy?

In May 1951 two diplomats, Donald Maclean and Guy Burgess, disappeared, alerting the world to the greatest spy conspiracy this country has ever known. Their defection to Moscow was also responsible for turning the dramatic and unwelcome spotlight on my father, who, in the thirties, became one of Burgess’s closest friends, and was drawn into the secret world of the Cambridge spy ring. From the time Burgess and Maclean vanished, Rees was under suspicion and the exposure of his connection with them was to have a profound effect not only on the rest of his life but also on our family.

Nor did the rumour and innuendo end with the death of my father in December 1979.

It may seem inconceivable that I, the eldest of his five children, could not be certain about his role. But my father was a complex man who revealed very little and I knew that only by setting out on a journey – that would ultimately lead to Moscow – could I discover what I had to know about his secret life.

On my first morning in Moscow I had an appointment to see Oleg Tsarev, a writer and consultant to what is now known as the Russian Intelligence Service. I telephoned beforehand to let him know that I had arrived and he told me the route I should take if I wanted to walk from the hotel to his office. For five years Tsarev had been a KGB agent in London, and he gave me directions like a spy: ‘You go through Dzerzhinsky Square and keep walking along the boulevard … as soon as you pass the Polytechnical Museum, you turn left into a street named Maroseyka … then take the fourth turning on the right into a little lane called Kolpachny Pereulok … you will be walking downhill … on the left-hand side is a three-storey mansion … blue-grey … the door is painted shiny black … press the bell … I will be there waiting for you.’

Grey and black hooded crows were pecking in the snow among the birch trees in the gardens of the large houses in the street as I passed on my way to the shiny black door. I felt a sense of elation as well as apprehension. Would Tsarev solve the mystery that had haunted me for so many years? Would what he knew help me to make sense, finally, of the extraordinary course of my father’s life?

I pressed the bell …
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I was content with a private fantasy of my own in which I figured as Mr Nobody …

From A Bundle of Sensations by Goronwy Rees

When he died, my father left a legacy that perfectly fitted him: a modest collection of papers and manuscripts in two brown cardboard boxes; ten books, including two volumes of autobiography; and notoriety. To many people, Goronwy Rees, though no Byron, meant ‘mad, bad and dangerous to know’. But, alas, there was no sealed envelope containing an explanation of why his life had taken such a bizarre course.

I last saw my father a few weeks before he died on 12 December 1979, in a room at Charing Cross Hospital in west London. His handsome face, which plays such a significant part in the events which make up this strange story, was hardly recognizable; his skin so tautly stretched across his pure-bred Celtic bones that the features I knew so well had more or less gone. He was very ill and in pain but managed to hang on just long enough to reach his seventieth birthday on 29 November. He did not, in the words of his one-time drinking companion, Dylan Thomas, the Rimbaud of Cwmdonkin Drive, ‘rage against the dying of the light’. It was a bit too late for that. There was little left to rage against and, according to one of my younger brothers, Daniel, who was with him when he died, he rather regarded death as his last great adventure. Nobody can remember anything very clearly about those last few days except for his final words: ‘What do I do next?’

They had taken the police guard off my father’s bed some days before he died. So many extraordinary things had happened by then that I felt almost numb and could not muster any further surprise when it was suggested there had been intruders who wished him harm. Holed up in his hospital bed, protected from the newspaper reporters prowling the corridors, my father had witnessed his life come, in a sense, full circle. They were not so much his chickens which had come home to roost as large, black flapping crows. On the television in his room he had watched his old enemy, Anthony Blunt, dramatically exposed as a spy, and nothing could take away from him, in his dying days, the sweetness of this particular revenge. More than forty years after my father’s friend, Guy Burgess, had confided to him that he was a Comintern agent and that Anthony Blunt was working for the Russians, too, a score had been settled, but at a terrible price.

In the years that followed my father’s death I often found myself, in the course of my work, at memorial services, listening to those lines of Canon Henry Scott Holland – ‘Death is nothing at all; it does not count. I have only slipped into the next room …’ – which mourners find so comforting. But as I heard them again and again, my thoughts wandered and I found that the good canon’s words made me feel uncomfortable in the context of my father. I did not want him in the next room. It was too close. As I gradually realized, time had not done its job for me. My father’s death had left me with a confusing muddle of jumbled and disordered images from the past, from my childhood and from my family life, out of which, however hard I tried, I could make no sense. I wanted to think about him very much, but it disturbed me when I did. My mind would dart here and there, producing, in an irritating way, one image after another, yet there was never one place where I could peacefully rest or which offered me respite. I think I was cross with him. I felt that, instead of a treasured familiar keepsake of the kind which helps others to look back on someone they have lost with love and a balanced and mature sense of mortality, all that my father had left me was a mystery.

Why had his life, which had apparently begun so full of promise, gone so disastrously wrong? What had happened and why? How could someone, once regarded as one of the brightest and best of his generation, have made quite so many mistakes? Was it a strange, dark, Welsh affliction of self-destructiveness, or was my father forever damned by his association with Guy Burgess? I had to know, for I found myself in what was to me the absurd position of being unable to give my own children an accurate account of their grandfather’s life, as well as being left in such turmoil myself. But I had to move quickly in order to find what clues were left. I had to open up the two cardboard boxes of his papers that had been shut away for nearly fifteen years. I needed to find his friends and his critics – many of whom were his contemporaries and so already well into their eighties – to help me in my search for some kind of explanation.

As a guide to how to go about solving the mystery, I took A.J.A. Symons’s book The Quest for Corvo – a record of how the author became a literary detective and tracked down the truth about the self-tormented life of Frederick Rolfe, author of Hadrian the Seventh. Symons’s quest had begun in 1925 in the garden of a house in St John’s Wood, where, over a glass of Valdepeñas, he was first introduced to the work of Rolfe, alias Baron Corvo. My quest began on my fiftieth birthday in March 1992, when, wondering what I should make of such an event, I found myself gazing at a photograph taken at my parents’ wedding in December 1940. My mother, Margie, a little over twenty, with her hat smartly tipped down over her pretty face, is smiling radiantly at her husband, Captain Goronwy Rees of the Royal Welch Fusiliers. They both look so wonderfully happy as they stand there, arm in arm, for the photographer.

As I began to determine the course of my search, I realized it was going to take some time. Quests of the kind I had in mind are not the same today as they were when Mr Symons set off on the trail of the real Corvo in the late 1920s; few people, particularly academics, can be induced to write a good letter of the kind sent to Symons and which lend such character to his work of literary detection; one is left with the telephone and the tape recorder as inferior tools of the trade. At times I felt like a spy myself as I added more and more to my file on my father. Often I wished for a ‘control’ to whom I could report on my progress and who, with a wealth of experience in the field, might help me with difficult assignments. For my head whirled as I set about searching for the scattered pieces that could still be retrieved of my father’s life and shuffling them around to see if I could make any sense of them.

When, in the summer of 1993, I embarked on my journey to solve the mystery of my father’s life, I found that a surprising amount of what I had stuffed away in the inner cupboards of my mind came flowing back. As I drove around the country visiting his friends and contemporaries, the clouds of cow parsley in a Wiltshire lane reminded me of how much he loved to walk, often five or six miles, on his own and in all kinds of weather; a room in an Oxford college, filled with books, could so easily have had him sitting in the large armchair in the place of my interviewee; in the Public Record Office at Kew I felt my heart thump when I saw his small, neat, rounded handwriting on a confidential document. I could hear his voice again – so Welsh when he was angry and so persistent in argument – and the refrains of songs from the curious repertoire that he would sing to himself as he went about his daily business at home. They reveal so much about him: ‘The bells of hell go ting-a-ling-a-ling-, for you but not for me …’ and Brecht’s ‘Alabama Song’, ‘Oh, show me the way to the next whisky-bar, oh, don’t ask why, oh, don’t ask why …’ I recalled how upset it made me, when I was small, to hear from the bathroom the sounds of him singing ‘We’re poor little lambs who have lost our way, baa, baa, baa, We are little black sheep who have gone astray, baa-aa-aa’. He would always put plenty of emphasis on the plaintive cries of the creatures. I found it heartbreakingly sad for I did not like the idea of any animal being lost.

As these images returned, I could not help but observe how important he had been to me and how, as a child, I had absorbed so many aspects of his life. Fathers, whatever the cut of their coat, are important to their children, though, in the background, I can hear my father dismissing that as banal. As I set off on my quest, I wondered if I was being disloyal to him, poking about in his past, prodding those who had been close to him to remember things they might probably rather forget. Was it not better to let sleeping dogs lie? But the trouble was that the dogs were not sleeping; at fairly regular intervals they would leap up from their prone positions beneath the table and bark, furiously, as yet another book was published of the kind which the London Library files away under Science – Miscellaneous – Spies, with my father’s name in the index. There he would always be, this onedimensional person with a funny, unpronounceable name, though he was seldom more than a footnote. Nobody ever had any conclusive evidence that he was significantly involved in the Cambridge spy ring, but the suggestion was there. After his death, these allegations became more and more fantastic. I picked up a tabloid newspaper one morning to find, under the sensational headline ‘Confessions of the Welsh Red’, that Rees had apparently maintained contact with the KGB until at least 1964; another book made the claim that he had handed Anthony Blunt the plans for D-Day. None of this seemed to make sense to me. Countless thousands of words have been written about the conspiracy and there are certainly thousands more to come. I did not want to be caught out by any more barking dogs. Whatever I discovered about my father, I felt, could not be worse than not knowing the truth.

The matter was further complicated because, for almost as long as I can remember, our family life was troubled. My father was an enigma to me. I loved him, as daughters do love their fathers, but he was a distant, often severe figure and I had difficulty in feeling close to him. To me there was a hidden, secret side to him, and that secretiveness, I felt, hung heavily over our large, otherwise busy and lively household, as I was growing up with my sister, Lucy, and my brothers, the twins Daniel and Thomas, and Matthew. At times there was also a pervasive sense of fear. I was nine years old when, in 1951, Guy Burgess disappeared with Donald Maclean and my family went through its own ‘Annus Terribilis’. Nothing was ever to be the same for us again. Guy, in his absence, seemed ever more present; he seemed to haunt my parents. However, at home very little was said to enlighten us about the series of disasters that followed. I remember becoming wearily familiar with the expression ‘pas devant les enfants’ as my mother and father retreated behind their closed doors.

My father wrote most elegantly about his life in two volumes of autobiography, A Bundle of Sensations, published in 1960, and A Chapter of Accidents which contained an account of his friendship with Guy Burgess and was published in 1972, seven years before he died. I was eighteen when, in 1960, I first read A Bundle of Sensations, my father’s reminiscences of his childhood and adolescence in Wales. My father was fifty in the summer of 1960 when the book came out, his first for more than ten years, and it seemed as if a particularly turbulent part of his life was over and that, at last, our luck had turned. Three years before, he had resigned as Principal of the University College of Wales in Aberystwyth, the small seaside town where he had been born, after a row over a series of articles which he wrote about Guy Burgess for a Sunday newspaper. His academic career, which had begun so brilliantly at Oxford, was in ruins and, to many of those who had known him, he had committed the unforgivable sin of betraying a friend, even though that friend was a spy. He was out in the cold and, as Robert Conquest once put it, ‘fell in less than half an hour, from riches, dignity and power’. But there was worse to come. Just as he and my mother were trying to start all over again, with five children and very limited finances, my father was knocked down by a car and, in his words, ‘came as near death as is possible without actually dying’.

However, by the time A Bundle of Sensations appeared he was just beginning to establish himself in a new role as a professional writer. He had made a good recovery from the road accident and we were settled in a Victorian house in Highgate, north London, which my mother, with her gift for gardens and interior decoration, had transformed from something dark and dreary into a light, bright home for us all. I was fascinated by what I read, for my father’s childhood could not have contrasted more markedly with ours. In his book I could recognize little of the person who, when I was small, was my ‘Daddy’ and who had, by then, become Rees, for that was what my mother called him and I copied her. She had decided that Goronwy was really not a fit name for anyone, silly, even, and his own family’s shortened version of ‘Gony’ was even less acceptable to her.

At home, Rees spoke very little about himself. It was therefore a curious experience to read about his childhood in the ‘priest and professor ridden’ little town in Wales, from which we had all so rudely been ejected, in words that were, for me, almost shockingly intimate and revealing. We had never been treated to stories from him that began ‘When I was a little boy …’ We knew that he considered talking about oneself to be ‘boring’ and that boring others was, to him, among the most serious of crimes. Unless one had something to say of a personal nature that was extraordinarily interesting, then it was better left unsaid. Indeed, I realized, thinking back, that possibly one of the reasons why people used to say my father was ‘unusual’ was because he did not talk about himself. One of the abiding influences on my life has been his crushing response to most of my admittedly feeble attempts to contribute to discussions: ‘You are simply making a statement about yourself. It is not interesting.’ These were the intellectual disciplines of Oxford, of course, of which I knew nothing, but I was astonished to read so many sentences in his book that contained the word ‘I’. ‘I’ was pretty important to me at that time. Being eighteen, I was very wrapped up in myself, and being the eldest of five children I had pioneered the way in introducing my father to the exacting and tiresome traits of adolescence.

My sister, Lucy, was eighteen months younger than I; my twin brothers were four years younger than she and moving fast up the track to trouble. My youngest brother, Matthew, was only six. Our house reverberated with the thuds of doors being slammed and the shrill and furious sounds of teenage tantrums. It was a very difficult period for my father who, of all the ages of man, liked sweet-smelling babies who did not answer back, or the company of adults like himself. He was profoundly short-fused, uncomfortable and unsympathetic with the ‘in-betweens’, or so it seemed to me. Just as my father was having a difficult time in 1960, so were we, for the first time, coming up against his anger – an anger that could turn him into someone as frightening as his own father, a Calvinistic Methodist minister, had been to him, although in quite a different way. For my own childhood, unlike his, had been unusually unhampered by paternal influence or interference.

My father was a kind of non-participating member of the family; our busy household revolved around him, but he seldom joined in. I usually found this a most satisfactory arrangement because of the freedom it gave me, but as I was growing up I became aware, without regretting my own circumstances, that other families, on the whole, were not the same as mine. There was, of course, one very clear distinction; my father was an intellectual and a very impractical one. It had come as quite a revelation to find that my friends had fathers who repaired the engines of their cars, mowed lawns, sailed dinghies, or had ‘dens’ in the garden shed where, with hammers and vices, they made useful wooden objects. This was all very new to me. And there was something else. From quite an early age, I felt that something separated us, the children, from my father and mother; there was something more important than us. It seemed to me that they had a secret of some kind, a secret that they talked about behind closed doors and which, however many keyholes I listened at, I could never fully grasp or understand.

I knew that Guy Burgess, whom I remembered well from my own childhood, was in some way a part of this secret, for he had lurked behind the two major incidents that had upset our family life so far: his vanishing act in 1951 and our hurried retreat from Aberystwyth when my father resigned in 1957. But I really knew very little more and had become accustomed, as it were, to the presence of The Secret, which was, I sensed, an almost organic component of our family life. I sometimes resented the way my mother would always put my father first, and became angry when I could not manage to find a way to gain her attention. I had by then, I think, formed the impression that dramatic things happened to my father, that he was accident-prone and needed a careful eye kept on him. My mother behaved as if he were a very special person who needed most of her time, her attention and her love, and, as I had absolute trust and faith in her, I did not doubt her wisdom. What I remember most clearly is never being quite certain that I could be proud of my father, which I wanted to be, and the feeling of frustration this gave me. My mother’s overwhelming concern and care for him seemed, at the same time, to send out conflicting messages that although my father was special it was not something to shout about from the rooftops.

Looking back now, I realize that the constant factor in our family life was a kind of anxiety, a general feeling in the air that something was wrong. It was pervasive, it was often oppressive. I was an imaginative child and I was curious. Putting together little bits of what my mother said, remarks and fragments of telephone calls that I overheard, I gathered that The Secret was, somehow, related to the past. It was as if, before he married my mother, my father had had another and quite different life that we were not to be told about. I always hoped that my mother would confide in me, but she never did. There was something in her manner that made me feel absolutely certain that, whatever it was, it was not my business. It was better for me if I did not know.

However, I think I can say that at the time I read A Bundle of Sensations I was happy at home. The underlying anxiety was not new to me, and while my personal antennae were constantly primed to pick up the slightest speck of information that might carelessly come my way, I simply accepted this as a natural part of our family life. That summer I had just returned from Paris, where I had been sent to learn French. I was growing up and looking forward to getting a job on a newspaper and, for a while at least, my parents appeared to be safe from the disasters that had plagued us. This is how I like to remember my father and I have kept in my mind a very clear picture of him at that time.

Given the difficult task of making a resumé of Rees’s life for the Dictionary of National Biography, his friend, the philosopher Freddie Ayer, described him as an author, journalist, man of business and university administrator. I think of my father as a writer; whatever else he was engaged in, his daily habits rarely changed. He wrote and he read. He had a particular way of reading. He would sit, with his legs crossed, in one of our armchairs – with a loose cover made by my mother and often resprung and buttoned by her, too – and hold his book in his left hand and a cigarette in his right hand, so that the smoke wafted around his head, and one of our cats would more often than not be draped around the top of the chair back. On a small table at his side, there would be an ashtray and often a glass of whisky. For as long as I can remember my father got through about a bottle of whisky a day and three or four packets of cigarettes. As he read, he coughed his smoker’s cough from time to time. Because of our calamities we were always moving house, and the first thing my mother did, when the men began to lift the furniture out of the removal van, was to arrange the chair and little table for him and there he would sit oblivious to whatever was going on around him. The understanding was that Rees should never be disturbed. Breaking away from whatever else was going on in our large and bustling household, one of my favourite things was to put my face around the door of the sitting-room and see him sitting reading in his little oasis of calm. His stillness and concentration gave me a sense of security; as long as he was there I felt all was well with the world.

And, of course, somewhere in the house was his desk. Precisely where depended very much on our financial situation. When the going was good, as it sometimes was, we had a house large enough for my father to have a study. When the going was not so good, as was more often the case, he wrote at a desk in the sitting-room. If he was working on something, he went directly to his desk straight after breakfast every morning, with The Times – in which he did the crossword – under his arm, and he stayed there until lunchtime when he went to the pub. In the afternoons, he read; later he would leave the house to go out for another drink and the evenings were his time for talking and arguing with friends. My father found arguing exhilarating. He argued as if he were fencing; standing back, positioning his foil, waiting, and then lunging to close in on his victim. He was happiest when he had, through skill and alertness, managed, so to speak, to get himself in the thrilling position of pressing the end of his foil into the soft and vulnerable flesh of his adversary’s neck, like Errol Flynn in his swashbuckling films.

He wrote on Oxford foolscap pads of lined paper, on which he made few corrections, as if he had clearly ordered whatever he was writing beforehand, in his head. When he was writing something long or substantial, he was particularly withdrawn and lost in thought as he worked out his themes and his ideas, which meant that when we saw him at mealtimes – one of the few times one could count on a sighting – he was more often than not absent, although present, physically, in person. He had small shiny black pocketbooks in which he made notes and added and subtracted sums of money – such as how much would remain of a publisher’s advance once he had deducted monies owed or whether he could afford to pay the Inland Revenue, a problem that played a large part in his life. His handwriting never changed, I have found letters that he wrote while an undergraduate and the writing is exactly the same as it was in the letter he wrote to me just before he died, telling me he had cancer and did not have long to live. He kept the top of his desk immaculately tidy and free of unnecessary clutter. Noël Annan, who was an intelligence officer with my father in the Control Commission in Germany in 1945, remarked, when I met him to talk about my father, that it had been the same then. Noël remembered this feature so vividly that he got up out of his chair and gave me a demonstration.

What was baffling was the contrast between the order and discipline which Rees imposed upon his intellectual activities, his reading and his writing and the arguments which he conducted with such precision, and the chaos that frequently seemed to prevail in other aspects of his life. Perhaps he had unconsciously allowed the Calvinistic Methodism of his childhood to stay with him where he felt it was acceptable and unintrusive, while throwing it out altogether in most other respects.

My father had very few material possessions that he considered his own. Apart from the hundreds, if not thousands, of books which we carted about with us from house to house, he travelled light. In the two cardboard boxes which I opened after his death, I found no letters, apart from a few written to him in those final days in hospital; among the contents were manuscripts and book reviews, contracts and articles that my mother had typed for him, some depressing bank statements, and receipts from Chez Victor, one of his favourite haunts in Soho. I also came across some scraps of paper on which he had carefully written shopping lists to remind him of what my mother had asked him to buy: bread, Whiskas, washing-up liquid …

Opening up the boxes, I remembered joking with my brothers in the past about the improbability of my father being a spy, because he was so useless at the basics of life. He would light tipped cigarettes at the wrong end and never knew his own telephone number. He could not drive a car, though at quite a late stage in his life he did manage to learn how to boil an egg. We would giggle as we imagined how he might deal with the job of having to deliver some very important piece of information to a dead-letter box. How would he get there? Would he find the way? Surely he would lose the package? It was a release to us to be able to laugh at him. It helped to make light of the whisperings, of which we were only vaguely aware, that our father was a spy.

We regarded him with a certain amount of awe, both because he kept himself so distant and aloof from our family activities and because of his flashes of temper. I was also well aware of how charming he could be when he wanted to be and was enthralled by his intellectual gifts. He was tremendously handsome and I will not be persuaded by the view that this is ever a handicap to anyone. Superficially, I suppose, Rees had all the components necessary for what is often called ‘a charmed life’. Before the events of the 1950s his good looks, his cleverness, and his ability to speak to anyone of any social class made him welcome wherever he went. I loved looking at his face; in simple terms of aesthetics it gave me enormous pleasure and enjoyment. My youngest brother, Matthew, once said that Rees’s intelligence was like watching the sun come up on a glorious morning. I think his attributes, and my mother’s attitude towards him, inspired in all of us a sense that we had, somehow, been blessed in having such a father.

He and my mother were passionate gossips and both had a very sharp, dismissive way of talking about people they did not like, which amused and entertained me. There was no question that my father could not answer, or so it seemed to me; he was like having my own university, my own personal fount of all knowledge. Due to the turbulence of our family life, I had been to six schools and had remained a fairly blank sheet as far as education was concerned. My father, who had no difficulty in passing examinations himself, showed little patience with those, like me, who found them hell. Only my sister Lucy showed any sign of fulfilling the scholastic ambitions my father may have had for any of us. In fact it was very difficult to know what he wanted, for he used to say that he only liked women who were ‘unmarred’ by education; in that, I felt sure, I must have had his approval. I considered myself fortunate that if I wanted to know about Thomas Mann or Joseph Conrad or the Duke of Wellington, my father was there to instruct me.

My mother’s protectiveness and the dramatic events of our family life had, in a sense, shrouded my father in mystique. But at the time I was first able to read about his early life in A Bundle of Sensations, my father shone like a blazing star in my small firmament. It was, therefore, absolutely shattering to me to learn from his foreword to that book that he thought of himself as ‘Mr Nobody’, a man without character, a man without qualities, a person without a sense of ‘self’. I was horrified. What did he mean? I knew perfectly well who he was; I saw him every day, and was all too aware of his character and his qualities. What was the matter with him?

He wrote that he was always slightly bewildered and surprised when other people took it for granted that they possessed what is usually called a ‘character’, for he had never been able to find anything of the sort in himself. In the course of his life, he explained, this had been the source of many misunderstandings, since other people persisted in expecting of him a kind of consistency which, he felt, they had no right to demand. It also made him feel inferior, he said, as if everyone else had something he lacked, rather like an extra arm or leg. Apparently it was a view that had come to him when he was very young and it had remained with him over the years. He wrote: ‘As a child this did not worry me, and if, indeed, I had known at that time of Der Mann ohne Eigenschaften, the man without qualities, I would have greeted him as my blood brother and rejoiced because I was not alone in the world; as it was, I was content with a private fantasy in which I figured as Mr Nobody.’ He did not want a character, he did not want an ‘I’, he said, he had no need of it. But already, at a very early age, this notion of his created difficulties. When he was punished for breaking the rules and conventions of a society which depended upon what he described as the ‘fiction’ of an individual and responsible ‘I’, he was unable to explain that, in his case, there was no ‘I’ to be blamed.

However, he continued, he was not alone for long in his no-man’s-land. At Oxford he had discovered the philosopher David Hume. A sense of ‘blinding revelation’ had struck him when reading the chapter on Personal Identity in Hume’s Treatise of Human Nature, in which Hume, just as sceptical about the self, wrote: ‘Setting aside some metaphysicians … I may venture to affirm of the rest of mankind that they are nothing but a collection of perceptions which succeed each other with inconceivable rapidity and are in perpetual flux and movement …’ Rees called his book A Bundle of Sensations in tribute to Hume, and told of how, when he read those words, he had the same feeling of joy as Robinson Crusoe finding the footsteps of Man Friday in the sand. I had no such feeling of joy when I read my father’s words. I did not want him to be a leaf in the wind, tossed about by events and unwilling to take affairs into his own hands. I did not want him to be mixed-up about himself. It was too dreadful to contemplate. He does not know who he is, I repeated to myself in horror; if my father does not know who he is, who are we? The very foundation of my existence was shaken and I do not think I ever fully recovered from the impact. I was angry with him for playing, so I thought, some fey, perverse, philosophical game which I put in the same category as a rhyme which he used to recite to me as a child:

As I was going up the stair,

I met a man who wasn’t there.

He wasn’t there again today;

I wish that man would go away.

Fearing my father’s wrath, I never raised the matter with him but brooded on it. Interestingly, I recently came across a review of the book by the literary editor of the Daily Telegraph, H.D. Ziman, who seemed to agree with me that this notion of my father’s – that he was ‘merely a theatre on the stage of which certain scenes appear’ – was just not viable. Ziman felt that the fantasy could be dismissed, without any philosophical argument at all, merely by reading what Rees wrote: ‘For it is the unity of the narrator’s personality amid the diversity of his experiences which gives interest to any good biography, and this is noticeably true of his own book …’ Ziman observed shrewdly that in Rees’s collection of sketches about his childhood, the war and a hospital ward, ‘the reader will notice that while the outward Goronwy Rees is assimilating himself joyfully to his surroundings, the inner Goronwy Rees is often a withdrawn and curious spectator’.

With the passing of time, I thought less and less about Mr Nobody. But he will be a close companion of my father’s throughout the story I am about to tell and I believe that his complicated perception of himself, which I shied away from all those years ago, is a key to understanding his nature and possibly gave rise to the suspicions about him. This cannot be a conventional biography, of course, if it is to deal with a man who often wasn’t there, and I do not claim that it is. Anyone, for example, looking for intimate details of my father’s many amatory adventures will be disappointed, for this was never an area of his life about which I was concerned or even really curious. Neither have I touched, in any significant way, on his career as a writer, except to quote his words at length where they are most appropriate.

Before I started work on the book I was warned, kindly but firmly, that daughters should not write about their fathers and that, in my case, this was particularly dangerous. I am not sure on which ancient tablet of stone this edict is carved, but I have ignored it, perhaps at my peril. I suppose it means that I am presumed unable to be objective or sufficiently detached and ruthless in the pursuit of my goal. However, it was never my intention to attempt an apologia for my father’s misadventures and he never sought such a thing himself. Self-pity was never one of his indulgences. I have also been admonished for being capricious and mischievous – in which case I have more of my father in me than is good for anyone, but he would be the last person to hold it against me.

My guide, A.J.A. Symons, said there were no conventions about biography ‘save the sober one of truth’ and that what mattered were the life and acts of man ‘in all their majesty and meanness’. He said that the important thing is to try and see people as ‘rare and curious flowers of character interesting both when they conform and differ from the general standards of law and virtue’. The truth in this case was always bound to be elusive, but my father was certainly a rare and curious flower and the story of what he and my mother went through together is one of the saddest I know.
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