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PRAISE FOR WIFEDOM

‘A marvellous book … I just loved it all, and have a permanently marked-up, dog-eared copy on my shelf for the next generation’ Tom Hanks

‘Simply, a masterpiece. Here, Anna Funder not only remakes the art of biography, she resurrects a woman in full’ Geraldine Brooks, winner of the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction

‘Truly wonderful … Anna Funder has written another brilliant human portrait’ Claire Tomalin

‘Electrifying … Daring in both form and content, Funder’s book is a nuanced, sophisticated literary achievement’ Kirkus Reviews

‘A strikingly original study that casts Orwell in new light. Deeply perceptive, it is testament to forgotten wives of famous men everywhere’ Julia Boyd

‘Furious and fascinating’ The Times

‘Taylor’s updated life will send readers back to Orwell’s compelling visions of state power and surveillance with fresh appreciation. Still, it is Funder’s evocation of Eileen’s fugitive life that haunts this reader’s imagination. It is a spellbinding achievement’ FT

‘An utter triumph, and nothing short of a miracle’ Anne Summers

‘Wonderful, unexpected and exciting from beginning to end’ Antonia Fraser

‘Astounding … A profoundly essential, significant and groundbreaking work … a work of love for both Eric and Eileen’ Bernadette Brennan

‘An extraordinary blend of forensic historical detective work and evocative fiction, as well as snatches of memoir. It not only writes O’Shaughnessy back into the story but also questions how far we’ve really come in terms of gender equality. To read about O’Shaughnessy is to fall in love with her’ Radio Times

‘Reminiscent of Erik Larson’s In the Garden of Beasts or Julian Barnes’s The Noise of Time … a riveting biography that not only rediscovers Eileen and paints a picture of a volatile period of history but also poses questions about what we value in art’ Books+Publishing

‘A brilliant hybrid of biography, memoir and literary detective work, which demonstrates how patriarchy allows men to exploit women’s unpaid services. Funder brings Eileen to life through her letters, supported by forensic rereading of male-authored biographies and Orwell’s classics about tyranny and truth’ Susan Wyndham, Guardian

‘Full of keen psychological insight and eloquent prose, Wifedom shines’ Publishers Weekly

‘Wifedom is both an immovable and an irresistible book, an object and a force … another great and important narrative of oppression and covert suppression’ Michael Hofmann, Australian Book Review

‘It’s hard to think of many other contemporary writers with such an acute eye for writing into the absences in the historical record’ Michael Williams, Saturday Paper

‘George Orwell’s first wife emerges vividly from Anna Funder’s new book … welcome and necessary, returning life to a woman who was gifted, vivid, complex and highly intelligent, who gave up her own ambitions in the furtherance of her husband’s’ Geordie Williamson, Weekend Australian

‘Funder is the perfect writer to integrate Orwell’s legacy. She, too, has devoted her writing life to the subject of surviving tyranny’ The Conversation

‘Anna Funder is a premier-league writer who can roll fiction, reportage, criticism and memoir into glinting prose, her sentences like handheld treasures you keep turning over, admiring for their graceful contours and crafted precision’ i

‘Audaciously brilliant’ Independent

‘A genre-bending tour de force … After Funder, we will never look at this writer or his work in the same way again. Nor should we’ Independent

‘Electrifying … a genre-melding hybrid that allows Eileen’s likeness to be partially recovered through her own words and the testimonies of those who remembered her, as well as reimagined in fictional passages to flesh out the gaps in the record … Wifedom is a vital portrait of a woman whose unseen work was instrumental in the creation of books that became cornerstones of twentieth-century literature, the extent of her contribution impossible to measure, obscured as it is by the role of “wife”’ Observer

‘In this rattlingly fierce book, Anna Funder sets out to unmask the “wicked magic trick” by which Eileen O’Shaughnessy Blair has been made to disappear … readers will be simply thrilled – and shaken – by this passionately partisan act of literary reparation’ Sunday Times

‘Astonishing … Wifedom is no less than the rescue of a remarkable woman from the deliberate ellipses of default male history’ Caroline Criado-Perez, bestselling author of Invisible Women

‘There’s exhilaration in reading every brilliant word’ Chloe Hooper

‘Meticulously researched and intelligently imagined, Funder’s masterpiece of creative non-fiction is exquisitely written with the humour, heart and boundless empathy Eileen O’Shaughnessy always deserved’ ArtsHub

‘With the precision of a historian, Funder cobbles together scant details to reconstruct a life. And with the imaginative force of a novelist, she speculates in clearly sign-posted moments on what that life was like … A spectacular achievement of both scholarship and pure feeling’ Jessica Ferri, Los Angeles Times

‘A virtuoso performance on the theme, adding personal memoir, some fictional reconstructions and a glittering sense of purpose’ The New York Times

‘Anna Funder is a premier-league writer who can roll fiction, reportage, criticism and memoir into glinting prose, her sentences like handheld treasures you keep turning over, admiring for their graceful contours and crafted precision’ Spectator

‘Elegantly and imaginatively [resurrects] Eileen’ Economist
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WIFEDOM

Mrs Orwell’s Invisible Life
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For Craig

and for Imogen, Polly and Max





Love, … sexual or non-sexual, is hard work.1

George Orwell

We all make up the people we love.2

Phyllis Rose

[M]en and women read … books in order to love life more.3

Vivian Gornick
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Eileen O’Shaughnessy’s notebook from Oxford, c.1924.




In 2005 six letters from George Orwell’s first wife, Eileen O’Shaughnessy, to her best friend, Norah Symes Myles, were discovered. They cover the period of her marriage to Orwell, from 1936 to 1945. Eileen’s letters appear in this book in italics.




I



WIFEDOM, A COUNTERFICTION




Suffolk 
November 1936
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It has been six months since the wedding. She uncaps the pen.

38 High Street

Southwold, Suffolk

a Tuesday

Now what?

She gets up and pokes the fire. Sits down again. The cat, a silver thing that knows its own mind, jumps into her lap. She lights a match, lets it burn out in the ashtray. Lights another.

‘Who are you writing to?’ George asks from his armchair, creasing the newspaper firmly so she knows he’s annoyed. Fair enough, she has been annoying.

‘Norah.’

‘Ah. The famous Norah.’ This is a joke. He’s never met her. ‘Is it so hard?’ His eyes are blue, with laughter in them.

She smiles. ‘Shouldn’t be, should it?’

He gets up. ‘I’ll leave you to it.’

She’s at a desk in the front room of her new in-laws’ house in sleepy Southwold. In the kitchen they are clearing away the lunch dishes; she’s done it each day since they got here so is giving herself a reprieve. His mother and Avril, the younger sister, will be doing it. The older sister, Marjorie, has married and moved away, which is just as well because this place could barely fit another body.

She rolls a cigarette with the little contraption, licks it closed. It’s hard to know how to even begin explaining what has happened to her since her wedding day. She and Norah rarely write ‘Dear Norah’ or ‘Dear Eileen’ on their letters – a habit of intimacy from college days, as if theirs were a single, uninterrupted conversation. She lights the roll-up, puffs twice and rests it in the ashtray. The cat pours itself off her lap.

I wrote the address quite a long time ago & have since played with three cats, made a cigarette (I make them now but not with the naked hand), poked the fire & driven Eric (i.e. George) nearly mad—all because I didn’t really know what to say. I lost my habit of punctual correspondence during the first few weeks of marriage because we quarrelled so continuously & really bitterly that I thought I’d save time & just write one letter to everyone when the murder or separation had been accomplished.

Norah will laugh. But she’ll read between the lines too.

She wedges the cigarette in the corner of her mouth. George is banging nails into something out the back – a risk for all involved. She might as well say it –

Eric had decided that he mustn’t let his work be interrupted & complained bitterly when we’d been married a week that he’d only done two good days’ work out of seven.

The window in front of her gives directly on to the high street. A woman in a yellow hat moves past barely ten feet away, holding the hand of a small boy. Both their noses are red-tipped with cold. This is a seaside town and she’s hoping for snow; she’s never seen snow on a beach.

Then Eric’s aunt came to stay & was so dreadful (she stayed two months) that we stopped quarrelling & just repined. Then she went away and all our troubles are over.

She likes it here, she writes, though nothing has surprised me more, particularly since I saw the house which is very small & furnished almost entirely with paintings of ancestors.

The ancestors are all on the father’s side, though his mother, Ida, is much more interesting – funny, and glamorous with her dangling Burmese silver earrings and long cigarette holder. Ida has an air of freedom about her, with her sparrow-like half-French charm, her Fabian politics and suffragettism. She treats the father, a rigid old dear with a stale carnation in his buttonhole, like another piece of the inherited furniture. At dinner last night he took out his false teeth and set them next to his plate, as if to mute himself while he gummed his food. The only words Ida spoke to him were ‘Tapioca, your favourite,’ as pudding was served. Then she went on talking about ‘those brutes’ (her word for men, apparently) coming to fix the drains. Hilarious – though hopefully it won’t come to that in her own marriage.

She can hear them putting the dishes away now. It is a relief not to be at the cottage, where all the work is hers. She won’t say this to Norah. Nor will she tell her that at the cottage there’s no sanitation, no heat or electricity. Nor about the Disastrous Latrine Event. Let alone about the sex, such as it is. There are thoughts you can – almost – stop yourself thinking, until you realise that all the things you’re not telling your best friend are stopping you telling her anything much. It is too extreme for words to have wilfully fallen out of her class in this way, to be risking it all – the Oxford education, the supposed ‘gift’ – for his work.

She certainly won’t mention that he’s going to Spain to fight. Next week. She encouraged him to go, but it’s hard to explain it, being so barely, tenuously married. Maybe in the next letter. Instead, she’ll tell her about her new family.

The Blairs are by origin Lowland Scottish & dull but one of them made a lot of money in slaves & his son Thomas who was inconceivably like a sheep married the daughter of the Duke of Westmoreland (of whose existence I never heard) & went so grand that he spent all the money & couldn’t make more because slaves had gone out. So his son went into the army & came out of that into the church & married a girl of 15 who loathed him & had ten children of whom Eric’s father, now 80, is the only survivor & they are all quite penniless but still on the shivering verge of gentility as George says.

They all call him Eric but to her he’s George, the name he’s chosen to write under. His two identities mean home life can turn into a comedy of errors at any minute. And they are funny – the mother deliberately and Avril without meaning to be. Also, they seem to be on her side against Eric/George.

In spite of all this the family on the whole is fun & I imagine quite unusual in their attitude to me because they all adore Eric & consider him quite impossible to live with—indeed on the wedding day Mrs Blair shook her head & said that I’d be a brave girl if I knew what I was in for, and Avril the sister said that obviously I didn’t know what I was in for or I shouldn’t be there. They haven’t I think grasped that I am very much like Eric in temperament which is an asset once one has accepted the fact.

Avril’s head in the door now, a long androgynous face, the mushroom cap of hair, same pale eyes as George. Will she come and walk on the pier with them?

‘Now?’ She doesn’t put down her pen.

‘Yes, now.’

She folds the letter to finish later, slips it under the ashtray as a paperweight. Then she thinks of one more thing to say, and slips it out again.

I thought I could come & see you & have twice decided when I could, but Eric always gets something if I’m going away if he has notice of the fact, & if he has no notice (when Eric my brother arrives & removes me as he has done twice) he gets something when I’ve gone so that I have to come home again.

The diseased lungs she knew about of course, but not how he’d use them. She hadn’t expected that.

How did she get here?1,2,3
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Present, Tense

How did I get here?

At the end of summer 2017 I found myself at a moment of peak overload: organising separate new schools for my teenage daughters – uniforms, books, dozens of emails – orthodontics, euphonium hire, my son’s holiday program (bring extra shirt for tie-dye!), ferrying a depressed French exchange student to see the sights, arranging for recalcitrant, condescending tradesmen to patch up my old house in three-hour windows of their choosing, sorting out a relative’s hospital care, and hosting dear interstate family at a time of great sadness. All of this was taking me away from work deadlines ticking under every waking minute. I shopped for groceries, yet again, in the soul-sapping local mall. I wound the car, yet again, down the ramps from floor to floor, following EXIT signs I knew were empty promises: I could never, really, leave. When the greedy boom-gate machine inhaled my ticket, I knew: the mall had sucked out my privileged, perimenopausal soul. I had to get her back.

So instead of going home I pulled in around the corner at a second-hand bookshop, Sappho. The ice cream could melt in the boot; the meat could sweat in its toxic plastic. Sappho Books is a relic from my mother’s liberation era, the 1970s. It is an unrenovated warren of a terrace house, with handmade signs sticking out from the shelves and a café with potted palms tucked in its wobbly, welcoming courtyard. To climb the creaky wooden stairs to non-fiction is to go back to a gentler, pre-digital era of shabby armchairs and serendipitous discovery. This place is a trove of works sifted from the mass of forgettable books published every decade and found to transcend their time. It is what you missed or never got to, it is what you don’t even know you need. Sappho is the opposite of a mall: no one is trying to sell you anything. In fact, the tattooed woman at the till sighs ruefully when you buy one of their books, as if money couldn’t, possibly, make up the loss. This place is entirely soul.

In that upstairs back room I found a first-edition, four-volume series of Orwell’s Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters from 1968. I’ve always loved Orwell – his self-deprecating humour, his laser vision about how power works, and who it works on. I sank into an armchair. The pages, dark and fragile, smelt like the past. I opened to the essay ‘Shooting an Elephant’. It begins:


In Moulmein, in Lower Burma, I was hated by large numbers of people – the only time in my life that I have been important enough for this to happen to me. I was subdivisional police officer of the town …1



That voice! I dropped the groceries at home, and took Orwell and the French exchange student to the Dawn Fraser Baths on the harbour. The exchange student would swim, maybe cheer up. I would sit in the shade of 140-year-old bleachers and read Orwell’s making, piece by short piece, of his writing self.

Towards the end of the day I came to the famous essay ‘Why I Write’. ‘I knew,’ Orwell says, ‘that I had a facility with words and a power of facing unpleasant facts, and I felt that this created a sort of private world in which I could get my own back for my failure in everyday life.’

I looked over the sparkling water to Cockatoo Island and considered today’s everyday failures – toxic plastic, soul-murder in a car park, the poor French exchange student doing lap after miserable lap. To say nothing of the work undone, piling up now in anxious, red-flagged messages in my inbox. I needed to face the ‘unpleasant fact’ that despite Craig and I imagining we divided the work of life and love equally, the world had conspired against our best intentions. I’d been doing the lion’s share for so long we’d stopped noticing. For someone who notices things for a living, this seemed, to borrow our nine-year-old son’s term, an ‘epic fail’.

I looked back at the page.

‘After the age of about thirty,’ Orwell writes, most people ‘abandon individual ambition – in many cases, indeed, they almost abandon the sense of being individuals at all – and live chiefly for others, or are simply smothered under drudgery.’

‘Anna?’ I looked up into the wet shadow of Benoît and handed over my credit card – to buy time, with ice cream.

‘But there is also,’ Orwell continues, ‘the minority of gifted, wilful people who are determined to live their own lives to the end, and writers belong in this class.’

If I couldn’t see my own fury clearly enough yet to excise it, I thought, at least I could give it company. And then:


My starting point is always a feeling of partisanship, a sense of injustice. When I sit down to write a book, I do not say to myself, ‘I am going to produce a work of art.’ I write it because there is some lie that I want to expose, some fact to which I want to draw attention …



I closed the book. I had a plan. If my three children – two teens and a tween – were going to emerge from childhood and see me for what I am, I would have to become visible to myself. I would look under the motherload of wifedom I had taken on, and see who was left. I would read Orwell on the tyrannies, the ‘smelly little orthodoxies’2 of his time, and I would use him to liberate myself from mine.

As summer shifted into autumn I read the six major biographies of Orwell,3 published between the 1970s and 2003. They are by Peter Stansky and William Abrahams (1972 and 1979), Bernard Crick (1980), Michael Shelden (1991), Jeffrey Meyers (2001), D. J. Taylor (2003) and Gordon Bowker (also 2003). I’ve long loved Orwell’s writing so it was a joy to learn about the man described as ‘one of the greatest writers of the twentieth century’,4 and ‘a moral force, a light glinting in the darkness, a way through the murk’.5 I read of Orwell’s childhood in the 1910s, his time at Eton, then in Burma as a young policeman. I read that he married Eileen O’Shaughnessy in 1936, fought the fascists in the Spanish Civil War, then lived in London under fascist bombardment there, writing his masterpiece, Animal Farm, and, later, the dystopian marvel Nineteen Eighty-Four.

Then, as winter set in, I came to this, which Orwell wrote during his final illness, after the marriage was over. He wrote it in his private literary notebook, in the third person, as if to distance himself from feelings that were hard to own.


There were two great facts about women which … you could only learn by getting married, & which flatly contradicted the picture of themselves that women had managed to impose upon the world. One was their incorrigible dirtiness & untidiness. The other was their terrible, devouring sexuality … Within any marriage or regular love affair, he suspected that it was always the woman who was the sexually insistent partner. In his experience women were quite insatiable, & never seemed fatigued by no matter how much love-making … In any marriage of more than a year or two’s standing, intercourse was thought of as a duty, a service owed by the man to the woman. And he suspected that in every marriage the struggle was always the same – the man trying to escape from sexual intercourse, to do it only when he felt like it (or with other women), the woman demanding it more & more, & more & more consciously despising her husband for his lack of virility.



Orwell only ever lived with one wife. These comments refer to Eileen.

I scoured the biographies. Some of them include parts of this extract. Could they help work out what was going on? One of them follows it with this observation: ‘Referring later to a notorious Edwardian murderer, he wrote of “the sympathy everyone feels for a man who murders his wife” – clearly Orwell in misogynist mood (even if ironically so), a mood he normally made an effort to muffle or suppress.’6 This was bewildering, and not much help. Another biographer implies it’s fictional, possibly ‘passages for some other novel or short story, of mildly sadistic sexual fantasy’. But then, perhaps worried by Orwell’s confessed ‘lack of virility’, he tries to blame women for that, saying that these comments ‘reflect upon a type of woman who is sexually over-demanding’.7 Less than helpful. A third biographer writes: ‘Wives, [Orwell] suggested, use sex as a means of controlling their husbands.’8 This is the misogynist trope of a woman ‘controlling’ a man when what she is controlling is access to her own body – so, no help at all, particularly when Orwell is saying he does not want his wife’s body. There seemed to be no way for the biographers to deal with the anti-woman, anti-wife, anti-sex rant other than by leaving it out, sympathising with the impulse, trivialising it as a ‘mood’, denying it as ‘fiction’ or blaming the woman herself.

Orwell’s thoughts are painful to read. Women disgust him; he disgusts himself. He’s paranoid, feeling he’s been tricked by a politico-sexual conspiracy of filthy women ‘imposing’ a false ‘picture of themselves’ on the world. He sees women – as wives – in terms of what they do for him, or ‘demand’ of him. Not enough cleaning; too much sex. How was it, then, for her? My first guess: too much cleaning and not enough, or not good enough, sex.

This is how I moved from the work to the life, and from the man to the wife.




House of Wax

It’s mid-morning. I come in the back door from the studio for more coffee. My sixteen-year-old daughter is buttering toast in the kitchen.

‘What are you working on?’ she asks. It’s a new, adult question for her.

‘It’s … the story of a wife. And of a marriage,’ I say. ‘Orwell’s. It’s hard,’ I add. This is a new response from me too, adult to adult in its vulnerability.

‘Why is it so hard?’ she asks. I feel our roles changing; the tectonic plates of my family are shifting apart. I’m usually the sympathetic coach, the annoying encourager.

‘Because,’ I say, closing the fridge, ‘it’s hard to know how to think about an author you’ve long loved if you find out they were …’

‘An arsehole?’ She licks peanut butter off the knife.

‘Maybe.’ I make a lot of noise with the coffee grinder.

My daughter is growing up as the revelations of #MeToo erupt: ‘arseholes’ everywhere. It is an age of unspeakable truths – unspeakable because so common as to go without saying but, once spoken, unspeakably bad: of tearful women and livid men on the nightly news, the outing of serial sexual predators acting individually or sheltered by institutions, revelations of Weinstein and Epstein, rampant abuse in churches and schools, rape allegations in the White House and Australia’s Parliament House, and against the attorney-general, the highest lawman in the land. If, like me, you grew up feeling the vast unspoken thing – when the priest called you in, or the professor closed his door, or the law partner made you stay late – it’s a liberation to see it, like the outing of ghouls. But I would do anything to spare her this glimpse of the rotten substrate of our world. This quick sad leap to ‘arsehole’.

‘It’s hard to know how to think about it,’ I say, ‘when the whole world was set up to allow men to treat women badly, and still think of themselves as decent people.’

‘Was?’

I take a deep breath. Part of mothering seems to be filtering the world so it’s bearable, taking in toxins and pumping out oxygen like a tree.

‘Things are changing. For instance with actors – where the sexual bullies and paedophiles and creeps are being pulled from our screens pronto, although we felt fine about enjoying their work before we knew what they’d done.’

‘Like the pot-plant guy?’

A celebrity comedian who liked, as the world is now sadly aware, to masturbate in front of young women and, allegedly, into pot plants. The world is full of things we don’t want to know.

‘Yes. And Orwell worried about this, too. Not about himself, but about other writers who mistreated their wives. I’m struggling with all of this.’

‘Because you still like his work.’

‘Yes.’

‘And because you’re a wife.’

I laugh. ‘Among other things.’

My daughter puts the knife down, takes a spoon from the drawer and plunges that into the peanut butter jar. ‘Orwell must have known at some level that he was an arsehole,’ she says, ‘which was why he was interested in this question.’ She looks at me squarely, a cautious smile playing about her shiny lips. ‘Why are you interested in this, Mum?’

I laugh again, taken aback at the insight into Orwell, into me. ‘Maybe I’m an arsehole?’ I say. I’ve never said anything like this to her before.

She doesn’t miss a beat. ‘Isn’t everybody?’

Back in the studio I sit in the bay window that contains my desk. Wasps are building a nest in the shutters. They seem to be on a break, narrow-waisted and hovering, though it’s hard to tell work from life as they hang about their hexagons. I am part proud and part heartbroken, which may be the defining emotional condition of parenting young adults. We watch as those who were our children come to see the world – from which we have spent over a decade and a half vainly sheltering them – for what it is. Including, of course, us.

We need a new word for it: one to combine pride in their intellect, as it shatters the paltry protections we put up, frail as a house of wax, and anguish as they come out of childhood and into the human condition, tooth and claw – and arseholes – galore.




Southwold 
Still at the In-Laws’
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They’ve had tea. Old Mr Blair is snoring in a wing chair. She slips behind the desk. The sun is fading outside, the buildings across the street glowing with the last of it. One is covered in ivy, and its glossy leaves jostle one another to catch the light.

There was no snow on the beach.

‘Why would there be snow on the beach, Eileen?’ Avril had said, as they walked out along the pier. Avril is someone who manages to include the word ‘idiot’ in most of her sentences without saying it. She works in a teashop she calls a ‘fine establishment’ as if it only accepted certain kinds of tea drinkers, possibly the kind who obey unspoken commands. Eileen suspects Avril is held together by rules and frightened of a lot of things.

But the sky today was huge and high and blue. From the end of the pier the beach a golden smile. She felt she could walk forever.

As she slides the half-written letter to Norah from under the ashtray, she hears Ida closing the oven door. At the cottage, where she and George have lived since the wedding, the oven is dodgy. She takes up her pen. I couldn’t make the oven cook anything & boiled eggs (on which Eric had lived almost exclusively) made me sick. Now I can make the oven cook a reasonable number of things & he is working very rapidly.

So much for the domestic basics – or heroics. George had also been ill. I forgot to mention that he had his ‘bronchitis’ for three weeks in July. And then there were six weeks of rain during the whole of which the kitchen was flooded & all the food went mouldy in a few hours. She lights a cigarette, then adds, It seems a long time ago but at the time seemed very permanent.

Suddenly he’s behind her. He moves her hair, kisses the nape of her neck. His eyes fall on the letter.

‘“Bronchitis” needs inverted commas?’ he whispers.

‘Until you’ll see a doctor it does,’ she smiles.

‘Well, I’m better now anyway.’ He turns to face her, leaning against the desk. ‘I thought I’d walk out for some cigarettes. You need anything?’

His eyes are ridiculously blue, his fingers long, with spatulate tips. The reality of him has an awkwardness, a sweetness. She can see, in a way neither of them will ever find the words for, that he looks at her from across a chasm, wanting closeness but unsure, if he sets out, if he’ll fall in.

‘No,’ she says. ‘Thank you, though.’

Behind him Avril bustles past in the corridor, an empty laundry basket in her arms.

‘Actually, I will come,’ she says. She folds the letter and slips it into her trouser pocket.

Mr Blair shifts his weight in the chair, sleeps on.
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Black Box
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A man stands on a stage dressed in a heavy black suit, chin ballooning over a white collar, wand in his right hand. Behind him is a black box, like an upright coffin with a door; in front of him a stool with his top hat on it. To one side of the box stands a woman in a black leotard, stockings and heels, smiling for no reason. He bows. Sweat shines on his broad forehead.

He has decided not to saw her in half today. He gestures for her to step into the box, closes the door behind her and walks over to the stool. He shrugs.

‘Abracadabra?’ he says, like a joke we’re all in on as he fumbles in the top hat and pulls out – a handkerchief.

We laugh.

‘That’s not a trick!’ he says. He sits on the stool and mops his brow. ‘Lemme tell you something. The trick to life,’ he says, ‘is not to expect too much.’

The audience titters. A long pause. The audience titters more. He looks back at the box and sighs.

‘A man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do,’ he says. He walks back to the box. ‘Remember,’ he says, reaching for the handle, ‘don’t expect too much.’

He opens the door – to nothing. The audience is delighted.

‘Oh, no, what have I done?’ he cries. He feels up and down inside the box with his hands, arms – there’s nothing. He goes back to the stool, checks inside the top hat, but it’s empty so he puts it on. He returns to the box, still open.

‘I suppose that’s it then. Better close up.’ As he shuts the door the audience gasps.

Because there she is behind it, standing outside the box.

The wordless woman smiles, gesturing to him with an open palm.

She could be any one of us.

He bows. It’s his trick. But the question is: Where has she been?

She hasn’t really been in the biographies. Orwell’s biographers are seven men looking at a man. Each of them is brilliant, and each tells a slightly different story – slanted now towards heroism and forgiveness, now towards ‘dark recesses’ of unnamed complexity. But all of them minimise the importance of the women in Orwell’s life. In the end, the biographies started to seem like fictions of omission.

So, I went to their sources and found other facts and other people – those that had been left out. Eileen began to come to life. A colleague in a political office considered her ‘a superior person’1 compared to everyone else there – a detail quoted by no biographer. She was ‘[d]iffident and unassuming in manner’, another co-worker and friend said, but ‘had a quiet integrity that I never saw shaken’. I discovered a woman who saw things and said things no one else did. Eileen loved Orwell ‘deeply, but with a tender amusement’.2 She noted his extraordinary political simplicity3 – which seems to have worried one of the biographers, who rewrote her words to give him an ‘extraordinary political sympathy’4 instead. And she objected to him being called ‘Saint George’ on the grounds of his wizened, Christlike face. It was merely due, she said, to him having one or two teeth missing.5

Eileen made me laugh. I decided to go into the black box and get her out.

[image: ]

From the outside, it looked to anyone who bothered as though nothing was happening. A coffin-sized black box was rocking, small grunts escaped it, sometimes smoke, the occasional bark. It was dark in there. On grandiose days (there weren’t many) I felt like Orpheus going down to hell to find Eurydice, especially when I met in the gloom the incarnation of my foes: a fierce, three-headed dog. The Cerberus blocking the way was called Omission-Triviality-Consent. The most shocking thing was, that this beast was my familiar too. If I could see it, I thought, I might be able to get past it, and find Eileen.

I did find her, but in scraps of facts, ripped up like a chew toy – a blue eye, the corner of a shoulder blade under a suit jacket. A young woman who’d won a scholarship to Oxford and published, in 1934, a dystopian poem called ‘End of the Century, 1984’. Someone who twice organised co-workers to stand up to bullying bosses. Eileen was a wisp of a human but inhumanly strong; her nickname, for reasons no one remembers, was Pig.

After I took Eileen out of the box, I had a life in facts, a woman in pieces. I considered writing a novel – a counterfiction to the one in the biographies. But I continued to be fascinated by the sly ways she’d been hidden, and a novel couldn’t show those.

And then I found the letters.

Six letters from Eileen6 to her best friend, Norah Symes Myles, were discovered in 2005, in Norah’s nephew’s effects, after the biographies were all written. The biographers didn’t have the advantage of them. I wondered what they would have done with them if they had. One eminent Orwell scholar has noted that they reveal ‘a very affectionate nature’.7 That’s true, but the reality is much, much more.

Norah lived from 1906 to 1994. Little is known about her, and there’s no trace of her letters to Eileen. Norah was, apparently, one of the ‘liveliest’ girls8 at St Hugh’s in Oxford. An early love of hers had died young. After graduation she married a doctor, Quartus St Leger Myles (known as ‘Q’), and settled in Bristol. They had no children. Norah and Eileen were so close that Eileen named Norah in her will as the person she wanted, in the event of her early death, to look after her son.

The letters to Norah date from shortly after Eileen’s wedding, through the Spanish Civil War, the couple’s time in Morocco, and into wartime London during the Blitz. They are a revelation. It is as if, more than half a century after his death, a door to Orwell’s private life has been opened, revealing the woman who lived behind it – and the man who wrote there – in a whole new light.

A novel was impossible now, because it would devour the letters as ‘material’ and privilege my voice over hers. And Eileen’s voice is electrifying. I wanted to make her live, and at the same time to reveal the wicked magic trick that had erased her, and that still holds sway today. I thought of it as writing a fiction of inclusion.

And so I disappeared, for months and years, into Orwell scholarship. In the Orwell Archive at University College London I found Eileen’s university notebooks and letters to Orwell, in her clear, round hand. I travelled through Catalonia with Richard Blair, the son she and Orwell adopted in 1944, to trace Orwell’s time there during the Spanish Civil War. I ended up on the Isle of Jura, in Scotland, in the house where Orwell wrote his last work, Nineteen Eighty-Four, drinking whisky with the grandson of the woman who rented it to him.

As serendipity would have it, in 2020 Sylvia Topp published Eileen: The Making of George Orwell, which contained much material I hadn’t found, and was thrilled to read, though we interpret it differently, and so build differing portraits of Eileen.9
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Norah Symes Myles
Looking for Eileen involved the pleasure of reading Orwell on how power works. Finding her held the possibility of revealing how it works on women: how a woman can be buried first by domesticity and then by history.

But Orwell’s work is precious to me. I didn’t want to take it, or him, down in any way. I worried he might risk being ‘cancelled’ by the story I’m telling. Though she, of course, has been cancelled already – by patriarchy. I needed to find a way to hold them all – work, man and wife – in a constellation in my mind, each part keeping the other in place.

So, my home-made ground rules for a fiction that tries not to lie: Eileen will live writing the letters she did – six to her best friend, three to her husband and a few others. I know where she was when she wrote them. I know that the dishes were frozen in the sink, that she was bleeding, that he was in bed with another woman – and she knew it. In this story, the lines are hers. Sometimes I write a scene based on what happened. Mostly I supply only what a film director would, directing an actor on set – the wiping of spectacles, the ash on the carpet, a cat pouring itself off her lap.




Falling in Love 
Hampstead, Spring 1935

When she meets Orwell Eileen is living in London with her mother, though she often stays with her brother, Laurence, and his wife, Gwen, in their grand house opposite Greenwich Park.

Laurence, sometimes referred to as ‘Eric’ (short for his second name, Frederick), is four years older than Eileen. Her only sibling, he is charismatic, handsome and driven, and she adores him. Laurence is a rising Harley Street lung and thoracic surgeon, and already a noted authority on tuberculosis. He has recently returned from training in Berlin with the renowned Professor Sauerbruch, who’s been treating Hitler. Having seen the Nazi regime up close Laurence is now a passionate anti-fascist. Gwen is a doctor too, ‘a slight woman with a quiet presence, gentle and very open-minded and a socialist’.1 She and Laurence had worked together in Sudan for seven years, marrying while they were there. Now, Gwen runs a thriving general practice from ground-floor rooms at their house, often caring for unmarried mothers and the poor of South East London.

Eileen likes it at Greenwich. It’s a lively home, and comfortable. She’s done a range of odd and interesting jobs in the nine years since graduating. She often edits and types her brother’s scientific papers. In 1934 she enrolled in a Master of Arts in Psychology at University College London, where she met Lydia Jackson.
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   Laurence and Gwen’s home at Greenwich.
Lydia is Russian, recently divorced from a Cambridge don and suffering, in her own words, ‘an almost complete lack of self-confidence’.2 She has invited Eileen to a party in Hampstead.

On the way there Lydia skins her knee. Though her English is perfect it’s her second language and she says things plainly. ‘I arrived at that house in a far from festive mood,’ she writes in her memoir. ‘I had had a fall in the street and my knee was bleeding.’3

Lydia’s friend Rosalind Obermeyer is divorced too. Rosalind, a Jungian psychologist, is throwing this small party at the suggestion of her flatmate, a man called Eric who works in a bookshop and writes mornings and nights in his room. But in the end Rosalind invited most of the guests – other psychologists and university people. Eric hasn’t been to university. He’s invited only one friend, the editor of a magazine he is writing for, a gentle, left-wing aristocrat called Richard Rees.

When they get there, Lydia recalls, ‘The room our hostess showed us into was sparsely furnished and poorly lit. Two tall men were standing, draped over an unlit fireplace; both looked to me, in Chekhov’s immortal phrase, rather “moth-eaten”.4 Their clothes were drab and their faces lined and unhealthy. I made no attempt to talk to either of them. But,’ she adds, ‘Eileen must have done so.’

Everyone drinks and talks and smokes. Possibly, there is music.

A coup de foudre is invisible, felt only by the people, or the person, it happens to. Later, others tried to remember the evening, knowing what had happened there that they hadn’t seen. Kay Ekevall, a ‘jolly, smiling, warmhearted’5 woman with a boy-bob, was sleeping with Orwell at the time, so she watched especially closely. Eileen, Kay said, was ‘gay and lively and interesting, and much more on his level. She was older than me, she’d been to university, and she had an intellectual standing in her own right …’6 Rosalind, who went on to have an eminent career in psychotherapy, recalled ‘Eric and Richard standing together in front of the fireplace, both of them tall, thin and ungainly, talking together, glancing at guests as they entered the room and going on with their conversation’.

Orwell warms up over the evening. At the end of it he insists on walking Eileen and Lydia to the bus stop. When he comes back he helps Rosalind collect glasses and ashtrays. And then, according to the earliest biographers, ‘he turned to her – it is the only other detail of that far-off occasion that Mrs Obermeyer still vividly, exactly remembers – and said, “Eileen O’Shaughnessy is the girl I want to marry.”’7

It is so unusual for Orwell to say anything personal that this sticks in Rosalind’s mind for thirty years.

The next day at university Eileen seeks Rosalind out to thank her – and to apologise: ‘I was rather drunk, behaving my worst, very rowdy,’8 she laughs. Rosalind notices that Eileen has a copy of Orwell’s first novel, Burmese Days, under her arm.9 Rosalind tells her she made a big impression on its author and promptly offers to host a supper for the two of them at the flat.

The dinner takes place the next week. Shortly after they’ve eaten, Rosalind makes herself scarce.

‘Not very long after that party,’ Lydia recalls, ‘Eileen told me that she had met one of those men again and that he had proposed to her.’


‘What! Already?’ I exclaimed. ‘What did he say?’

‘He said he wasn’t really eligible but …’

‘And what did you reply?’

‘Nothing … I just let him talk on.’

‘But who is he?’

‘Rosalie says he’s a writer – George Orwell.’

‘Never heard of him.’

‘Neither have I.’



‘I only half believed her then,’ Lydia writes, ‘but when I saw she was serious, I did not like it at all.’10

Lydia can’t stand it. ‘What are you going to do about it?’ she presses.

‘I don’t know …’ Eileen replies. ‘You see, I told myself that when I was thirty, I would accept the first man who asked me to marry him. Well … I shall be thirty next year …’

That playful tone is torturous for Lydia, who was not born to whimsy, or Anglo indirection. But it ‘was typical of Eileen’, Lydia says. ‘I was never sure whether remarks of this kind were meant by her to be taken seriously, or as a joke. I preferred to take this one as a joke and laughed but I have wondered since whether she had acted on this decision when she accepted Orwell’s proposal of marriage.’

Perhaps Lydia can’t see that a man who can propose in the same breath as he declares his ineligibility for marriage may have met his match in a woman who just lets him talk on, and whose acceptance might, or might not, be part of a bet with herself.

Years later Lydia described Eileen and George’s encounter at Rosalind’s as a ‘doom-laden meeting’. She had a long friendship with both of them, but she never really changed her mind.
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Lydia Jackson
Lidiia Vitalevna Jiburtovich was born in St Petersburg in 1899. When she met Eileen she was, at thirty-five, six years older than her, and going by her married name, Lydia Jackson. Alone in London, she was at a low ebb, though that didn’t stop her asking, as she admits, ‘pointed’ and ‘naïve’ questions in class. The first time she did it other students rolled their eyes, but Eileen had turned around to look at her, squinting in her short-sighted way. ‘In the break she came up and spoke to me,’ Lydia remembered. ‘It was the beginning of our friendship.’ Eileen invited Lydia for supper.

Lydia was so lonely that when Laurence collected them after class in his huge black car, she got a frisson of – something – as he took her hand and gave her ‘a penetrating look straight in the eye’. Her attraction to him made her radically underestimate clever, committed Gwen as a ‘mousy woman with thick ankles’.

Lydia had love to give that had nowhere to go. Once, before Orwell entered their lives, she slept over with Eileen at Laurence and Gwen’s. The two women shared a bedroom on the top floor: ‘… I was struck and strangely moved by Eileen’s exceptional thinness when I saw her standing in her nightdress before a looking-glass and shivering with cold. I felt sorry for her and wondered what kind of man would lust after a body as ethereal as that.’

There are so many kinds of desire, possibly a spectrum beyond words. Some kind of yearning, opaque to Lydia, underlies her words here. She is ‘strangely moved’ to pity: who will love this woman? If there is no one, will she then be hers? But if there is someone, will he care for her as much as Lydia does?

After graduation Lydia became an esteemed psychologist, and a translator of Chekhov. She never married again. In the 1960s she wrote11 an essay about Eileen, and she wrote of her in her memoirs. In the 1980s she spoke about12 Eileen to Canadian radio interviewers. Eileen, Lydia said, ‘opened a family home’ to her and saved her. Lydia spent the rest of her life trying to save Eileen in return.




Who is he?

When Eileen meets Eric Blair, draped over that fireplace, he is thirty-two years old, 6 foot 2½ inches tall and thin as a folding ruler. His girlfriend Kay said he ‘never looked well’. He had ‘a rather pale dry skin, as if he’d been dried up by the Burma heat’.1 Deep wrinkles are etched from nose to chin, like parentheses in stone. He rolls his own ‘deplorable cigarettes’2 from cheap shag and chain-smokes them; his cough is constant, unsettling, he is careless with the ash. His voice is high and thin, a lazy cut-glass drawl.

Orwell thinks of himself as ugly, though no one else does. As early as his twenties he considered himself to be ‘wearing badly’. But his eyes are ‘marvellous’, a pale, piercing blue. ‘They were absolutely clear and glittering, and they had humour in them. They were the most vital part of his face. He could look amused or serious with his eyes,’ one woman said. ‘He’s the only person I’ve ever known who looked absolutely straight and full at you. Sometimes it was a little disconcerting.’ When he smiles, ‘he really smiled. It was like the sun coming out.’3 Orwell wears tailored but dishevelled tweed, as if signalling the remnants of money and class his family lost generations ago. He enters a party like a ragged John the Baptist coming in from the wilderness, and the jolly rich girls quiver in their furs.4

What he says at the party the night he meets Eileen is not recorded by Lydia, nor by his friend Richard Rees. But he has ‘something charming and winning about him’, is ‘original in himself; a card, a dear fellow’.5 Orwell’s favourite gambit is to make outrageous or paranoid pronouncements, which he then tries to defend. ‘All tobacconists are fascists,’6 he says, or ‘all Scotsmen are liars’ or ‘all scoutmasters are homosexuals’. These are conversational grenades, lobbed in to provoke a reaction. They are the pre-emptive strikes of a man who feels he rubs up against the world somehow wrongly, and who wants to see how it pushes back. By one friend’s account he is ‘a gangling, physically badly co-ordinated young man. I think his feelings [were] that even the inanimate world was against him … I mean any gas stove he had would go wrong, any radio would break down … he was a lonely man – until he met Eileen, a very lonely man. He was fairly well convinced that nobody would like him, which made him prickly.’7

Orwell is a man coming at things from a position of outsiderdom, which doesn’t square with his posh accent. And he is taking the life gamble of a young writer, whose stake is himself in a bet that he might one day be, as he confided to Jacintha Buddicom, the great friend of his adolescence, a ‘FAMOUS WRITER’.8 All of which might make a deeply intelligent woman who loved literature and hated tyrants intensely curious.

Orwell was born in Bengal, where his father, Richard Blair, was a low-ranking functionary in the colonial opium-trading regime. His mother, Ida Limouzin, was quick-witted and engaged with the world, having been brought up in Burma in a lively, cross-cultural household – her mother, Thérèse, was English, her father a French merchant. When Orwell was two Ida moved with him and his elder sister, Marjorie, to England, leaving Richard, who was much older and to whom she seems never to have been close, in Moulmein. Orwell didn’t properly meet his father till he was eight, when Dick, a man with a ‘deep-seated grudge against life’,9 came back to England to retire.

Ida, who was ‘very intelligent with an acute mind’, set about organising Orwell’s education. He started with a crammer, where he worked hard to gain a coveted scholarship to Eton at eleven. Once there, though, he became ‘a slacker’.10 His family couldn’t afford to send him to university, and the school wouldn’t recommend him anyway.11 So young Eric Blair followed his father into the colonial service, spending the formative years of his late teens and early twenties working as a policeman enforcing British rule in Burma.

People there remembered him as happy, though in private he quickly made one of the most fundamental realisations of his life: colonialism is a racist system of ‘despotism with theft as its final object’.

His first novel, Burmese Days, came out of this experience. Flory, Orwell’s narrator, describes life in the colony, with its soul-killing hypocrisy of racism and, consequently, his coddling of private rage:


It is a stifling, stultifying world in which to live. It is a world in which every word and every thought is censored … even friendship can hardly exist when every white man is a cog in the wheels of despotism. Free speech is unthinkable. All other kinds of freedom are permitted. You are free to be a drunkard, an idler, a coward, a backbiter, a fornicator; but you are not free to think for yourself. Your opinion on every subject of any conceivable importance is dictated for you by the pukka sahibs’ code.

In the end the secrecy of your revolt poisons you like a secret disease. Your whole life is a life of lies. Year after year you sit in Kipling-haunted little clubs … eagerly agreeing while Colonel Bodger develops his theory that these bloody Nationalists should be boiled in oil. You hear your Oriental friends called ‘greasy little babus’, and you admit, dutifully, that they are greasy little babus. You see louts fresh from school kicking grey-haired servants. The time comes when you burn with hatred of your own countrymen, when you long for a native rising to drown their Empire in blood …

… So he had learned to live inwardly, secretly, in books and secret thoughts that could not be uttered … But it is a corrupting thing to live one’s real life in secret.12



Orwell saw the horror of colonial racist politics up close because he was part of its instrument. He was one of the ‘louts fresh from school’; he admitted he’d kicked his servant – though he was fond of his houseboy, whom he taught to wake him by tickling his feet. An American who once watched him supervise the brutal interrogation of a local man walked away distressed, saying, ‘I wouldn’t care to have your job.’13 Orwell was a white man ruling over Burmese workers and suppressing dissent, but he seems never to have mentioned, anywhere, that his own family was part Burmese. Both an uncle and a great-uncle on his mother’s side had partnered with Burmese women; his cousins were mixed race. His grandmother Thérèse adopted Burmese dress, gave big mixed-race parties (taboo at the time), and at the end of her life ‘disappeared’ into Burmese society. Her death was never recorded.

Part of colonial power was sexual power. Sex with local women was such an intrinsic perk of working for the Empire that when the governor’s wife campaigned for British men to marry their concubines or stop sleeping with them, the response, in writing, was ‘no cunt no oil’.14 Orwell frequented the waterfront brothels of Moulmein, where an impoverished teacher had set up with three of her sixth form.15

To read early Orwell is to watch a young man from a female-led, mixed-race family coming to manhood in a world where women and other races must be denigrated so as to make white men central. He lived in a regime of hypocritical tyranny that was at the same time politically repulsive and personally intoxicating. And he was becoming the man with the searing insight into power in his time: the Empire was a despotism designed to plunder. He saw that it relied on racism, a ‘vast system of mental cheating’16 in which colonised people are thought of as not fully human, so their work, goods and lives can be stolen.

In this system the oppressors can imagine themselves innocent of crimes against a people, not by denying the crimes, but by denying the equal humanity of the people.

When I read how Flory feels, sitting in that club burning ‘with hatred of [his] own countrymen’, it is to James Baldwin’s extraordinary words, written a generation later, that I turn in order to understand what is going on here:


[I]t is not permissible that the authors of devastation should also be innocent. It is the innocence which constitutes the crime.17



Orwell was becoming the man who would give this mental state of false innocence its name, and so coin one of the most famous neologisms of the twentieth century: doublethink.

But his insight into the rapacity of power in the colony never extended to relations between the sexes. Orwell stayed blind to the position of women, though he’d been buying girls for a few rupees a time.18

Five years before meeting Eileen, Orwell returned to the UK. He was nearly twenty-five, back at his parents’ house in Southwold. He found tutoring jobs that allowed him to write. He would have liked a girlfriend, or a wife. He visited Jacintha, the love of his adolescence, but she wouldn’t see him, for reasons he seemed not to recollect. He had an affair with Eleanor Jaques, the girlfriend of his friend Dennis Collings, and they used to make love in the woods. But Eleanor didn’t want to marry him because he was ‘too cynical or too sardonic’.19 He stalked a local girl named Dorothy Rogers and had to be shooed away20 by her fiancé on a motorbike.

He fell in love with Brenda Salkeld, a ‘forthright, intelligent and independent-minded’21 sports teacher, the daughter of a clergyman. Brenda refused to sleep with him but they spoke about his writing, and wrote intimate letters. ‘We talked about marriage,’ she remembered, ‘and he said he wouldn’t want me to have anything to do with my brothers. I said, “Don’t be ridiculous, I’m devoted to my brothers.”’ She laughed, but decades later she remembered this strange impulse towards control by isolation. ‘[N]ever write about people,’22 she told him, ‘you don’t understand them. Even about yourself you haven’t a clue.’

Orwell relied on women at every turn. He asked his friend the poet Ruth Pitter for help with his poetry, and she found him a flat in London, where he was so hard up he used to warm his hands over a candle flame. Once there, he began his sorties ‘underground’, disguising himself as a tramp to research the conditions of life of working-class East Enders, itinerant labourers, hop pickers and vagrants. In early 1928 he left to spend eighteen months in Paris, where his Aunt Nellie, his mother’s flamboyant, glamorous older sister, lived. Nellie, an actress, suffragette, socialist and Esperantist, helped him financially, and connected him with an agent and publishers. He tried his hand at journalism and reportage, and worked as a plongeur – dishwasher – in a fancy hotel. These experiences formed the basis of his first book, Down and Out in Paris and London.

After Paris he returned to his parents at Southwold, where he met Mabel Fierz on the beach. Mabel and her husband, a steel executive, had a holiday house in the town. Thirteen years older than Orwell, Mabel was well off, literary and connected. She advised him to move back to London if he wanted a chance at a serious writing career, and she put him up at her Hampstead home there while she introduced him to the world of agents, publishers and magazines. At one point, dispirited by the rejection of Down and Out in Paris and London, Orwell flung the manuscript at her saying, ‘Burn it, and keep the clips.’23 Instead, she sent it to Leonard Moore, an agent she knew. When Moore also rejected it she brought the manuscript back into his office and ‘badgered’24 him to read it again. Moore then took Orwell on and became his agent for life.

Down and Out in Paris and London was published in 1933 under the name George Orwell – to spare his father the shame if it failed, he said. Mabel then found him a place to live at her friend Rosalind’s, and after that another place where, unbeknown to him, she paid part of his rent.25 At some point in their friendship, they became lovers. He confided secrets to her that he seems to have told no one else.26

As an old woman Mabel gave interviews to Canadian broadcasters.27 On tape she sounds confident, liberated, clear-sighted. But in the biographers’ eyes all her work, love, generosity and connections are minimised, and she is reduced to ‘a vivacious and opinionated middle-aged woman, [who] considered herself something of a talent-spotter’,28 an ‘Egeria’ (a Roman nymph), or even ‘a wee bit of a crank’.29

Not long before he met Eileen, Aunt Nellie found Orwell a job in a socialist bookshop in Hampstead owned by friends of hers. He had the afternoons free for writing, and was working through the material of his life. He worked hard. His second novel, A Clergyman’s Daughter (drawing on the relationship he’d tried to have with Brenda), was coming out. And he had started publishing reviews in the left-wing magazine The Adelphi, owned and edited by the wealthy, kind, radically self-deprecating bachelor Richard Rees – the other tall, moth-eaten man draped over the fireplace that fateful night.

[image: ]



Richard Rees
Rees is here at the beginning, and
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