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A Cook’s Tour Of Communism
By Carey Harrison
Characters:
RORY O’ROURKE
JEAN-CLAUDE POIRIER

LAVRENTI PAVLOVITCH BERIA

With brief appearances by:

GORBACHOV (or YELTSIN) 

[Note: The text reads Gorbachov and Krushchov, as in the correct, Russian pronunciation, not Gorbachev and Krushchev, both the final ‘e’s being in fact ‘ё’s, pronounced ‘o’.]
CHE GUEVARA

LENIN

TROTSKY

STALIN
NATALYA
ANNOUNCER
TRANSLATOR
SOLDIER
AFTER THE ANNOUNCER TELLS US: “And now…” (WHATEVER THE PLAY’S ANNOUNCED SLOT OR CATEGORY MAY BE…) AND BEFORE THE OPENING CREDITS ― WE HEAR:

AS IF ECHOING IN A BANQUET HALL, THE FEEDBACK SCREECH OF A NOT PROPERLY TESTED MICROPHONE.

A MOMENT, THEN A VOICE BEGINS TO SPEAK IN RUSSIAN, USING THE MICROPHONE.

AFTER NO MORE THAN SEVEN WORDS, THE SPEAKER PAUSES AND IS REPLACED IN THE SAME MIKED ACOUSTIC BY AN ENGLISH SPEAKER: 

TRANSLATOR: 
(LOW, CLOSE, INTO THE MIKE, TRANSLATING) Ladies and Gentlemen, dear friends, dear comrades... 

HE PAUSES AND THE RUSSIAN SPEAKER SPEAKS SIX OR SEVEN MORE WORDS. 

TRANSLATOR: 
We are gathered here today to pay tribute…
BEHIND THE TRANSLATOR, AND IN RESPONSE TO THE RUSSIAN SPEAKER'S WORDS, THERE HAS BEEN SOME DISTANT SCATTERED APPLAUSE AND A FEW SHOUTS, GIVING A SENSE OF THE BANQUET HALL IN WHICH THE SPEECH IS TAKING PLACE. 

THE RUSSIAN SPEAKER CONTINUES, BUT NOW A LOUD RESPONSE ― CRIES, SHOUTS, MOSTLY NEGATIVE BUT A FEW POSITIVE, AND ALL OF THEM UNCLEAR ― TO HIS WORDS, STOPS HIM AND CAN BE HEARD BENEATH THE TRANSLATOR: 
TRANSLATOR:
We are here to acknowledge the end of the….

THE RUSSIAN SPEAKER PERSISTS, OVER MINGLED BOOS AND CHEERS. TRANSLATOR ALSO PERSISTS:
TRANSLATOR:
The end of the greatest, and the longest, crusade for justice in human history. 

WE HEAR THE RUSSIAN SPEAKER, LOUD ABOVE THE PROTESTS AND THE CHEERS. THEN, IN TRANSLATION:
TRANSLATOR:
That crusade, my friends, was called Communism.

THEN NOTHING BUT TUMULT, SLOWLY FADING TO AN INDOOR ACOUSTIC BEHIND A NEW VOICE, CLOSE TO US, RELAXED, RUEFUL, AMUSED:
RORY:
These words, these bitter, outrageous and heretical words, were spoken by Mikhail Gorbachov at a dinner in the Kremlin in December of 1991, or thereabouts, before three hundred privately invited guests, all of us decorated with the order of Hero of the Soviet Union, a guest list which included myself and my good friend Jean-Claude Poirier, who cooked the crêpes for us that night, as he had done for Vladimir Ilyich Lenin; also for Trotsky, Stalin, Krushchov and the rest. We, the survivors, were invited. But not the world's press. We knew, then, before anyone else, that it was over.

OPENING CREDITS: “A Cook’s Tour Of Communism, by Carey Harrison. With….”
AFTER OPENING CREDITS: MUSIC, A BALALAIKA, SOFTLY, VERY GRADUALLY FADING AWAY TO NOTHING AS:

RORY:
My name is Rory O’Rourke - an unusual name for a hero of the Soviet Union, I grant you that. But I was born a Russian in pre-revolutionary St.Petersburg, where my father was one of many Irish immigrants working in the Petersburg of those far-off days. Communism and I… we shared our infancy, our youth, and eventually our prime. Our dreams. Westerners always said they feared Communism because it meant uniformity, the end of individuality. Everyone dressing the same. But Westerners all dress the same anyway. No, what they were afraid of was sharing their comforts with the poor. Well, that is frightening. Share your toys, little Johnny! We don’t want to share our toys. And that’s the human story, simple as that. Socialism fails, Gorbachov told us on that famous night. It is the judgment of history, he said. Isn’t that right, Jean-Claude?
JEAN-CLAUDE: 
You know, they were not my best crêpes, that night.

RORY: 
(DEMURS PLEASANTLY) They were great crêpes.

J-C:
No. For three you can cook great crêpes. For thirty, good crêpes. For three hundred, you cook crêpes. 

RORY: 
They were grand. I tell you they were great crêpes. Worthy of Gorbachov. A brave man.
J-C:
He was a brave man, Rory, but that wasn’t Gorbachov.

RORY:
What wasn’t Gorbachov?

J-C:
That dinner. That was Yeltsin.

RORY:
Yeltsin? But I was there.

J-C:
So was I.

RORY:
Don’t tell me it was Yeltsin. I was there, I saw the man. I know Gorbachov from Yeltsin.
J-C:
It was Yeltsin.

RORY:
No.

J-C:
Yes, Rory.

RORY:
Next you’re going to tell me it wasn’t your crêpes we ate!
J-C:
They were my crêpes. They were not my best crêpes, but they were my crêpes.

RORY:
Jean-Claude, they were great crêpes.

J-C:
You’re a loyal friend, Rory.
RORY:
But you yourself, when you tasted them, what did you think?

J-C:
Rory, Bach went blind. Beethoven went deaf. With me it is the taste buds - I have sampled too much burning sugar. Now it all tastes like paper towel. I prefer the taste of memory, which is always perfect.

RORY:
No, dear friend, you only think that way because here, 

the food is the food of an old people’s home. And it does taste like paper towels.

J-C:
Maybe your taste buds are gone too. Why blame the old people’s home? The state looks after us well, even after Communism has gone.

RORY:
(GRUDGINGLY) Along with my taste buds. That’s possible. 
J-C:
You don’t think they look after us well?

RORY:
Maybe. What I would like to know is when they will change the bedclothes.
J-C:
Mine are clean.

RORY:
They still have to be changed sometime.

J-C:
I preferred it when we were talking about my crêpes.

RORY:
I agree. And as you say, memory tastes wonderful. I insist that your crêpes that night were magnificent.
J-C: 
To celebrate the demise of Communism! How they would have wept, all your heroes!

RORY:
My Communist heroes, you say? Mine?Are my eyes failing or is that the Order of Lenin, there, on your breast?
J-C:
True, but it was for my crêpes. You know Lenin loved my cooking.

RORY:
I know he loved your cooking. You’ve told me a thousand times. But what is that next to the Order of Lenin. Isn’t it Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class?
J-C:
Perhaps.

RORY:
Don’t perhaps me, Jean-Claude. I have one just like it. So don’t give me this ‘your Communist heroes’ business. They were your heroes too.
J-C:
Rory, I cooked for them. You fought with them.

SLOWLY RISING: TROPICAL CRICKETS. HARSH.

RORY:
I fought for them.

J-C:
You fought with Che Guevara.
RORY:
I suppose.

J-C:
What do you mean, you suppose? You were in the jungles of Bolivia with him.
RORY:
Yes. Yes, I was. But to say I fought with him….

CRICKET SOUNDS RISE AND CEASE AT INTERVALS, AS CRICKETS DO. WE FORGET THEM. THEN A SUDDEN SURGE REMINDS US.

CHE GUEVARA IS CLOSE BESIDE RORY AND JEAN-CLAUDE, IN THEIR ACOUSTIC:

CHE:
My friends, remember why we are here. Not for Bolivia. Not for South America. Not for the whole American continent, even.  There are no borders in this struggle to the death. From now on, as revolutionaries, we cannot be indifferent to what happens anywhere in the world, because a victory by any country over imperialism is our victory, and a victory by any guerilleros anywhere in the world is our victory, just as any defeat, no matter how small is a defeat for all of us. This jungle is only one of many, many battlefields. We must carry the war into every corner the enemy happens to carry it: to his home, to his places of entertainment; a total war. It is necessary to prevent him from having a moment of peace, a quiet moment outside his barracks or even inside; we must attack him wherever he may be, make him feel like a cornered beast wherever he may move.
RORY: 
He was a crazy fool.
J-C:
You say so now. You didn’t think so then.

CRICKETS CONTINUING BEHIND THEM. TROPICAL JUNGLE NOISES TOO, CRIES OF NCOTURNAL PREDATORS.

RORY:
I thought so then.

J-C: 
But you went and fought alongside him in the jungle, in Africa, in South America. You put your life at risk.

RORY:
(SIGHS) You don’t understand, Jean-Claude. I went to Bolivia to kill him.

CHE:
My friends, I know there is a traitor here.


SOUNDS OF ALARM AND UNREST AMONG HIS FOLLOWERS AROUND THE CAMPFIRE.

CHE:
Yes, right here, in our midst. One of us. One of us possibly sitting around this fire.

RORY:
Tell us who, Che!

CHE:
Who it is… I don’t know. One day I will turn and find a knife in someone’s hand, with its blade towards me. I have known this all my life.


UPROAR AMONG THE FOLLOWERS, CRIES TUMBLING ACROSS EACH OTHER: “Who, Che?!” “Tell us who!” “We’ll kill him now!”
CHE:
Silence! I tell you for one reason only. To be at peace, when it comes. We have lived magnificent days, which we can never regret. (A MOMENT) I love you all. (A MOMENT) Now – you have work. Go to it with no more talk! Pancho, Beninyo – take the first watch.
J-C:
You? You killed Che?

RORY:
No, not with my own hands. The Bolivians killed him. With a gun, not a knife, But he was right about the traitor. I was sent to find him. And to communicate his position to the Bolivians. (WITH SHAME NOW:) And to the CIA.

J-C:
To the CIA? You betrayed Guevara to the CIA?

RORY:
They had the receiver. I had the miniature long-range transmitter. From the CIA, given to the KGB, and then into my hands. The Bolivian army was no good. They couldn’t kill Che if I led them into the clearing where we had our compound, and pointed him out in broad daylight. So it had to be the CIA.

J-C:
Oh my God, Rory.

RORY:
(BITTERLY) It was the Bolivians who were given the ‘honour’ of killing him.

J-C:
But you betrayed him. You!
RORY:
It was my mission.

J-C:
I don’t understand. You were a double agent, working for the CIA?

RORY:
Of course not. Didn’t I just tell you? The transmitter I used to give away Guevara’s position to the Bolivian army was given by the CIA to the KGB, and by the KGB to me.

J-C:
You mean the Russians and the Americans wanted Guevara dead? Why?

RORY:
Sometimes I wonder, my old friend, whether you really spent a lifetime in the Kremlin understanding as little about politics – even in the kitchens – as you pretend. Che Guevara was a glamorous symbol of revolution. This did not please America. Che Guevara was a loose cannon, playing into the hands of fascists everywhere by inciting revolution and then going down in flames. This did not please Russia. Finally they got together – and sent a tried and trusted warrior, someone who had fought alongside Che in the Congo. They sent me.
J-C:
I don’t believe you were even there.

RORY:
All right.

J-C:
You are the most terrible old liar!

RORY:
As you wish. Because you pretend you came to Russia in Lenin’s train, to begin the Revolution –

J-C:
But I did! –

RORY:
Vladimir Ilyich Lenin brought a cook to the Revolution? Please. And because you’re a liar I have to be a liar too? Read the diaries of Pombo and Rolando, from the Bolivian disaster, and Beninyo too, where they mention me. 

J-C:
They mention you?
RORY:
Yes.

J-C
I must ask about this.

RORY:
Not as ‘Rory’, of course, in a diary. ‘Pombo’ and ‘Rolando’, ‘Beninyo,’ these are all noms de guerre. I was ‘Pancho’.

J-C:
(RESTRAINING AMUSEMENT) Pancho was your nom de guerre?

RORY:
(GRUFFLY) Che gave it to me.

J-C:
This you expect me to believe, this story?

RORY:
Don’t then. Some things we had to do. For Communism. This man was a beautiful rogue, a mad dog with his perpetual revolution and his lack of ordinary common sense! For Bolivia he made us all learn Quechua, for 6 months. Ayy, was it difficult. But the language of the natives was not Quechua at all, it was Tupí-Guaraní. [ACCENT ON LAST SYLLABLES, BOTH WORDS]. This was typical. A middle-class terrorist. A fine fellow, a heroic personality, but with the ruthlessness of a middle-class mind, too fanatical, and too stupid about practical politics. Everywhere he went he created repression. He threw bombs, he was defeated, then the government were able to put the people in chains for another fifty years. He did it in Africa, in the Congo. Now South America. He was killing us all over the world. We had to do it.

JUNGLE SOUNDS CONTINUING, AS:

CHE:
We are few, yes, very few, Pancho, but understand this: the wave of anger, of demands for justice, of claims for rights trampled underfoot, which is beginning to sweep the lands of Latin America, will not stop with us. This wave will swell with every passing day. For this wave is composed of the greatest number, those whose labor amasses the wealth and turns the wheels of history. Now they are awakening from the long, brutalizing sleep to which they had been subjected. And now! - now in the mountains and fields of America, on its flatlands and in its jungles, in the wilderness or in the traffic of cities, on the banks of its great oceans or rivers, this world is beginning to tremble! Anxious hands are stretched forth, ready to die for what is theirs, to win those rights that were laughed at by one and all for 500 years. Comrades, the final hour of colonialism has struck, and millions of inhabitants of Africa, Asia and Latin America rise to meet a new life and demand their unrestricted right to self-determination!

J-C:
And you say you had to kill this man?

RORY:
You don’t understand. To you he is a smile on a T-shirt. To the victory of the enslaved peoples of the world he was a catastrophe. He unleashed repression everywhere he went! We believed in victory then, the victory he made more distant every time he launched a campaign. I had no choice.

CHE:
My Pancho! Listen. From now on history is going to be written by the hungry Indian masses, the peasants without land, the exploited workers. It is going to be written by the progressive masses, the honest and brilliant intellectuals like yourself. It is an epic that will be carried forward by our peoples, mistreated and scorned by imperialism, an epic that will be realized by our people, unreckoned with until today, who are now beginning to shake off their slumber. Imperialism considered us a weak and submissive flock, and now it begins to be terrified of that flock. Can you not hear it all around us, in the cries of the jungle? In the silence? A gigantic flock of 200 million Latin Americans in whom monopoly capitalism now sees its gravediggers!
RORY:
(BITTERLY)  How did we know how it would turn out, with MacDonalds hamburgers conquering the world? I had to do it. What do you think I got Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class, for?! For marching past the Kremlin on Mayday?

J-C:
I thought…

RORY:
You thought? What did you think?! You behind your kitchen! You thought. (CLOSE TO TEARS) We had to do some terrible things. For the revolution. The stupid damn revolution.

J-C:
I thought, perhaps… when you fought…in the Ukraine, or later, in Kinshasa, that time –

RORY:
Kinshasa was nothing.

J-C:
You lost your hand.

RORY:
So what I lost my hand. It was a stupid fight. I got for it another stupid medal. (TEARFUL) He was a beautiful man.

CHE:
At the risk of seeming ridiculous, my friends, let me say that the true revolutionary is guided by a great feeling of love. Don’t you think so? Pancho, what do you say? Isn’t it impossible to think of a genuine revolutionary lacking this quality?  
RORY:
A beautiful, stupid man.
CHE:
You want to know why we are doing this, here in this perilous, disease-ridden jungle? It is because the life of a single human being is worth a million time more than all the property of the richest man on earth. This is what we mean by ‘love’.
J-C:
But wasn’t that what we believed, Rory? Wasn’t that why Communism was beautiful?

RORY:
(TEARFUL SHOUT) Of course it was, you idiot! You stupid cook! (A MOMENT) I’m sorry, Jean-Claude.

THE JUNGLE SOUNDS FADE AS IF RORY’S RAGE AND SHAME HAVE DISPELLED THEM.

RORY:
(MISERABLY) Jean-Claude? (A MOMENT) Of course it was, but even the revolution must be sensible, must have tactics, must have patience.

J-C:
(BURSTS OUT) And where is your stupid revolution now? It’s at dinner in the Kremlin listening to Yeltsin say it’s finished.

RORY:
Gorbachov.

J-C:
Who cares? It’s finished!

SOFTLY RISING, BUT NEVER LOUD: THE RED ARMY CHOIR SINGS. PERHAPS THE OLD COMMUNIST Internationale.

J-C:
(HURT) and by the way, I wish you would not call me a cook. I am a chef.

RORY:
Now – there it is again.

J-C:
You said Lenin would not have brought a cook. And now again you call me a stupid cook. I am a chef.

RORY:
Listen.
J-C:
What?

RORY:
Just listen.


A MOMENT. RED ARMY CHOIR CONTINUING, IN THE DISTANCE.

J-C:
Listen to what?

RORY:
Can’t you hear it? Remember I told you it was driving me mad? The singing. There it is.

J-C:
You hear singing? I hear nothing.

RORY:
Well, either you’re deaf or I’m mad.

J-C:
It could be both.


AS THE RED ARMY CHOIR FADES TO SILENCE:

RORY:
(GENTLY, AFTER A MOMENT) I apologize for calling you a cook. You are a chef. A great chef. But some things this doesn’t explain. Tell me why you got Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class, Jean-Claude. For your cooking, third class, maybe.

J-C:
(STILL MOPING) My cooking, third class?

RORY:
It was from Krushchov you got it. And he didn’t care all that much for your cooking.

J-C:
(STILL GRUMPY) Not true. He preferred my pie à la mode to my crêpes, that’s all. But he took me everywhere with him. Even to New York that time.

RORY:
And when he took off his shoes at the United Nations in ’62 and beat it on the desk –

J-C:
(INTERRUPTS) In ’60.

RORY:
…’60, ’62, who cares?-  it was your pie à la mode he imagined, that he was crushing it with his shoe.

J-C:
(RELUCTANTLY, BUT JOLLIED OUT OF IT, GIVES A CHUCKLE)  Fool.

RORY:
Jean-Claude, why did Krushchov make you Hero, First Class? You’ve never told me.

J-C:
I told you. My pie à la mode.
RORY:
You’re the old liar.

J-C:
I’m the old liar?

RORY:
Are you ever going to tell me, old friend? You always say, oh, I was the cook. I’m sorry, the chef. (French accent) You were the warrior, I was the chef.

J-C:
You know I was the chef.
RORY:
I don’t know it. You say you came with Lenin to the Finland Station from Switzerland, in his train full of revolutionaries – and one cook. You’re telling me you were only a cook?

J-C:
(MOCK-DARKLY) I was the bombe surprise…


RORY LAUGHS.

J-C:
It’s true, Rory. I was Vladimir Ilyich’s personal and indispensable chef. He found me in Café Steinmops in Zürich, on the Hauptbahnhofstrasse.  We had moved to Zürich only the year before, from Geneva, where I was born. My father too was a chef, and when he saw that I had unusual talent, he let me make the desserts.
LENIN:
(CLOSE, UNCHANGED ACOUSTIC) Who cooked these crêpes?

J-C:
I was sixteen.

LENIN:
Well then I would like to meet the young man. Is this possible?

J-C:
From the first taste Lenin loved my crêpes. He insisted on meeting me, in person.

LENIN:
No no, bring him, I beg of you.

J-C:
He would not be denied, this shabby exile, this man who would soon be master of the Communist world.

LENIN:
(STILL PERFECTLY POLITE) Mein Herr, I have been coming here now three times a week for six months, to eat your crêpes. You know my face, I think. I must leave Zürich, soon. But first I want to shake him by the hand.

J-C:
And my God it was Vladimir Ilyich Lenin, with his bald head and his little beard and his fixed crazy eyes.

LENIN:
You’re just a boy. You cook the crêpes here? You are a master.

J-C:
Merci, monsieur.

LENIN:
Your name?

J-C:
Jean-Claude Poirier, Monsieur.

LENIN:
Jean-Claude Poirier, I have a proposition for you.

RORY:
A pretty story. And then, later, Stalin loved your crêpes…

J-C:
No, he loved my pilaffs, my Georgian pilaffs with currants and almonds, and little peaches.

STALIN:
(CLOSE, AMUSED) Don’t forget the little peaches, Comrade.

J-C:
(NERVOUS) No, Comrade Stalin.

STALIN:
And the Georgian currants, luminous like jewels!

J-C:
Always the currants, Comrade.

RORY:
But you didn’t get to be a Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class, for your little peaches or your currants, Jean-Claude.
J-C:
No. Any fool can slice up fruit. In any case, Stalin liked to cook his own food. He was crazier than Lenin. For Lenin I had to taste the food in front of him before he ate it. For Stalin I had to taste from five sides of the dish and then in the middle. The star tasting, it was called.

STALIN:
Now try the cheese pie.

J-C:
I had to try the cheese pie.

STALIN:
Now the goat.

J-C:
He liked very much goat, old goat, mutton goat. (WITH A SHUDDER) What can you do? He was a Georgian, a peasant.

RORY:
And then you ran away with Trotsky.

J-C:
Trotsky appreciated my crêpes. For him I didn’t have to cook old goat. He was refined. Raised in Odessa, a fine city then. A cosmopolitan.
RORY:
You cooked quesadillas for him. And refried beans.

J-C:
(LAUGHS) No.
RORY:
In Mexico, when Trotsky was in exile, you must have cooked this.

J-C:
No, Trotsky hated Mexican food. He liked crêpes. Cook for me what you cooked for Vladimir Ilyich, he would say. He always wanted me to cook the way I had cooked for Lenin. And all I had was bad Mexican oil, and rancid butter! Oil like engine oil!
TROTSKY:
You cooked it better for Lenin.

J-C:
It’s not true, Comrade.

TROTSKY:
You cooked it better for Lenin because I am only Trotsky.

J-C:
No!

TROTSKY:
Is it because I am a Jew?

J-C:
Comrade, I swear these are my best crêpes. Better even than for Lenin.

TROTSKY:
(LAUGHS) You are a great cook, Jean-Claude, but a rotten liar. 
RORY:
This I believe. That that’s what poor old Trotsky said. 

J-C:
He was a mensch.

RORY:
(DRILY) A mensch. A mensch-evik, you mean. And then Stalin has Trotsky killed so he could get you back, isn’t that right?

J-C:
Don’t be foolish, Rory.

RORY:
You’ve said so yourself.

J-C:
As a joke. Stalin would not kill to get a cook back.

RORY:
Are you sure? He liked your pilaffs. And whose was the ice-pick they found in Trotsky’s skull? Wasn’t it your ice-pick?

J-C:
You think I killed Trotsky?

RORY:
No, you’re a cook. You don’t have the nerve. But was it your ice-pick, yes or no? (A MOMENT ) It’s time you told me, Jean-Claude.

J-C:
What must I tell you?

RORY:
How you got the Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class.
J-C:
(SIGHS) Very well. But you won’t believe it.

RORY:
I? Haven’t I believed every lie you’ve told me so far, during… is it 70 years?

J-C:
It’s more, my friend.

RORY:
Let’s not count. Tell me your story, how you became Hero, First Class.

J-C:
(WITHOUT WARNING) Nurse!

RORY:
What’s the matter? Are you in pain?

J-C:
Nurse!! 

RORY:
There’s no nurse there! What’s wrong with you?
J-C:
Look – she’s right there –

RORY:
There’s no-one there!

J-C:
She’s gone. You didn’t see her? I could have sworn –

RORY:
Ah, Jean-Claude. You’re going blind. It was a curtain moving in the breeze, at the end of the corridor.

J-C:
No. (ABRUPTLY TEARFUL) I know it wasn’t a nurse. It couldn’t be.
RORY:
I understand. You don’t want to tell me the truth about your medal.

J-C:
(STILL TEARFUL) Rory… it was Natalya. In a nurse’s uniform. Natalya.

RORY:
Ah my friend.

J-C:
It can’t be, can it? This was a young girl. Dark hair.

RORY:
Jean-Claude… I wish I’d seen her too. Natalya. What happened to her, Jean-Claude? When did we lose her?
J-C:
Ah Natalya. My Natalya.

RORY:
Your Natalya?

J-C:
(CONCEDES) Our Natalya.

RORY:
My Natalya. (A LASTING GRUDGE:) Whom you borrowed when I was away, fighting the White Guards.
J-C:
Whom I borrowed? Excuse me, it was you who lent her. Look after Natalya for me, you said.

RORY:
Look after her! Not steal her!

NATALYA:
(SOOTHING, CLOSE) Boys, boys…

J-C:
Steal her? She came willingly to my bed. (INSIDIOUS:) More than willingly.

NATALYA: 
(AS BEFORE) Please, Jean-Claude…

RORY:
That’s not what she told me.

NATALYA:
(REPROVINGLY) Rory!

RORY: 
You put so much brandy in her dessert that night –

J-C:
Lies!

RORY:
And when I came back and she returned to my bed –

NATALYA:
Boys!! Please. (A MOMENT) We agreed. Remember? We are three. Always. But my Rory… what happened to your hand?

RORY:
The Congo, Natalya.

J-C:
So he lost his hand! What about my taste buds?

RORY:
You compare losing taste buds with losing a hand?

J-C:
What did you make but trouble with that hand? I made masterpieces with my taste buds!
NATALYA:
(HUSHING THEM) Jean-Claude. Rory. You never argued like this when I was alive. You shared me.

J-C:
Memories are harder to share, little mother. Come to us again, like you used to.

RORY:
(PITEOUS) Yes. Come back to us…

NATALYA:
But I’m always here, my boys. (RECEDING) Always.
J-C:
Ah, Natalya!

RORY:
(GRIEVING) What a woman!

J-C:
We were blest, Rory.

RORY:
I know it.

J-C:
Yes. (WITHOUT CHANGING TONE) But don’t for one minute try to tell me you knew her during the Civil War.

RORY:
What?

J-C:
You said I ‘borrowed’ her while you were fighting the White Guards.

RORY:
That’s right. You did.

J-C:
You were fighting in the Civil War? You were a child.
RORY:
It was my first war.

J-C:
Not possible. You were too young to fight the Whites. 

RORY:
No-one is too young to fight the counter-revolutionaries! Ask Vladimir Ilyich!
J-C:
How old were you?

RORY:
(IGNORES THIS) I fought the Whites. For the Reds. I was decorated, I killed… (MEMORY FAILS) more than one White, that I can tell you!

J-C:
(AMUSED DESPITE HIMSELF) Now, this reminds me of what Lenin called a revisionist omelette.

RORY:
A what?

J-C:
Yes, because it included some orange juice, a very small quantity but it came from imported oranges.

RORY: 
What has this got to do with the Whites?

J-C:
You’ll see.

RORY:
Orange juice, in an omelette?

J-C: 
Did you never notice how good it tastes, orange juice with eggs? So put it in together. From this comes the joke, what does it take to make a revisionist omelette?

RORY:  
I don't know the joke.

J-C: 
I just invented it.

RORY: 
So what does it take?

J-C: 
Permission from Comrade Lenin.

R: 
That’s your joke? It's not funny.

J-C: 
Maybe, but it's true. At the Ninth Comintern he outlawed imported foods, and yet he ordered this omelette many times from me. You know


what it takes to cook a revolutionary onelette?

R: 
(GROANS) No, please...

J-C: 
Egg-spatriates, egg-siles, and egg-stremists.

R: 
Stick to cooking, Jean-Claude.

J-C: 
And a counter-revolutionary omelette?

R:  
Bad eggs?

J-C: 
(TRIUMPHANT)  No. Egg...Whites!

RED ARMY CHOIR STARTS UP ABRUPTLY –A DIFFERENT SONG – BUT AS IF WIND-DISTORTED – SNATCHES OF SOUND -
RORY:
What is that sound?

J-C:
What sound?
RORY:
You can’t hear anything?
J-C:
No.

RORY:
Listen.


THE CHOIR SINGS, BEGINS TO FADE.

J-C:
Listen for what?

RORY:
(SIGHS) Forget it. It’s in my mind. 

J-C:
There’s lots of noise in my mind. In my ears, at least.

RORY:
What does it sound like?

J-C:
Rock music.

RORY:
Who?

J-C:
Yes, sometimes.

RORY:
(PUZZED) What?

J-C:
Sometimes the Rolling Stones.

RORY:
Thank God I can’t hear it. I prefer my own channel. 


THE CHOIR HAS FADED.

RORY:
Ah peace.


A MOMENT.

RORY:
Just a little wind. A little breeze.

J-C:
(TIMIDLY) Would you like me to tell you… about my medal?

RORY:
My God, it’s not me that interrupts you. Tell it!
J-C:
All right. But be patient, yes? So: after the revolution I’m still cooking for Lenin three years, until they exile him to the countryside. 
RORY:
Wait –

J-C:
And I go with him.

RORY:
Stop.

J-C:
I’m trying to tell you -

RORY:
No - exile Lenin? After three years? What is this nonsense?

J-C:
Yes. He was a sick man, exhausted physically, sick in the head…

RORY:
That was much later – seven years at least - 
J-C:
No. You’ve forgotten, Rory, you who loved Lenin. They pretended he was still running the country, but -

RORY:
This is crazy revisionist nonsense, Jean-Claude –

J-C:
(GENTLY)  But Rory, you were in leg-irons at the time, in Siberia, for siding with the Mensheviks.

RORY:
I was never a Menshevik!

J-C:
Maybe. But you were in leg-irons. In Novosibirsk. You told me so yourself. Now, are you going to listen to my story or are you going to interrupt all the time?

RORY:
(GRUMPY) Don’t slander Lenin.

J-C:
Lenin was ill, he was sick in the head, had no idea what was going on around him. I should know. I served him food every day and night. And I can tell you, Stalin was coming to see him, and he didn’t know who he was.

RORY:
He didn’t know who Lenin was?

J-C:
No! Lenin. He didn’t know who Stalin was.

RORY:
Had Stalin changed so much?

J-C:
You’re not listening. I’ll cut the story short. Lenin didn’t even recognize Stalin. Stalin took me back to Moscow –
RORY:
(AMUSED) And without your food, Lenin died.

J-C:
Yes. You think this is a joke. But without my food, Lenin died. I knew how to feed him. Ten years I’d been feeding him, since Zürich. Ah, none of you understand. Without food, what becomes of your big ideals? You with your importance. To you, Communism is this great event in human history, but when we look back on it, people will say, yaa, just another tale of human tyranny.

RORY:
(ANGRY NOW) No. We believed in what you sneer at. The big ideals. Like Christ. He too had big ideas.
J-C:
Like Christ?

RORY:
Of course Christ.

J-C:
What big ideas did he have?

RORY:
Didn’t you go to church, you bourgeois cook? One big idea. Universal love. Then came the Church and ruined it. And to Communism came Stalin. But not every tyranny starts with true ideals. Tyranny is about greed. Communism was not about greed, it was about freedom.
J-C:
You bought all that nonsense? You, fighting for the Reds when you were 12…

RORY:
I was 15 when we stormed the Winter Palace.

J-C:
(AMUSED) That would make you one of the famous few. One of the eighty, maybe? Of whom a thousand were decorated for the deed. For strolling into the palace  past the women’s troop that guarded it.
RORY:
Where did you hear this counter-revolutionary propaganda?

J-C:
This was your ‘storming’. And you were decorated for what? For defecating on the velvet and the gold brocade, and pissing in the fountains.

RORY:
As someone who was a prisoner of Lenin, shivering in a locked train, you know an awful lot, my friend. This was a land of serfs and starving family. People like you forget so easily. For you, human history is about greed and greed only. For you history is about food.

J-C:
By the way, the train wasn’t ‘locked’ at all. I got off


twice, once in Leipzig for the toilet which was always occupied by Lenin’s bodyguard and once in Potsdam


for a beer and some bad Bratwurst.

RORY:
(APPEALING TO THE HEAVENS) See? About food….
J-C:
(PATIENTLY) And for Stalin too it was about food. Which is where my story begins. Do you want to hear it, yes or no?

RORY:
Tell it.

J-C:
So Stalin kidnapped me. This time literally. I was never a prisoner of Lenin. I loved him – and unlike you I didn’t just know him to shake by the hand, I knew him. He too was a tyrant, Lenin, with his rages that were perhaps a mental illness from the strain of trying to lead Russia, that crazy obstinate donkey of a country. But personally he was kind, and looked after people. When Natalya was sick, which you’ve long ago forgotten, he sent flowers to the hospital. Lenin. He ordered them himself.

RORY:
Natalya was sick?

J-C:
Ah, Rory. You were fighting in Azerbaijan. So don’t distract me now. Stalin’s soldiers put me in the truck and delivered me to the Kremlin. And my lessons in cooking for Stalin began. Stalin was of course insane, and I’m happy to say you don’t argue. People think that absolute power leads to insanity, but they’re wrong. Power itself is insanity. Sanity, this is when you say to somebody, what do you think? Even with my cooking I share the power, I say into the saucepan, What do you need now? And the answer comes, A little lemon, Jean-Claude.
RORY:
You are a true democrat, my friend. But enough with the lemon.

J-C:
Very well. For me never too much lemon.

RORY:
Your story.

J-C:
All right! With Stalin I knew he was crazy the first time when he asks Vinogradov to taste the apricot pilaff. Usually I taste the pilaff, but Stalin thinks that General Vinogradov has a man in the kitchens who will poison the pilaff. So Vinogradov tastes, says delicious, and the breakfast continues. The next morning, Stalin says to everyone, You had better not hire someone to poison me or you will go the way of Vinogradov. We are all both shocked and puzzled, including Vinogradov. Especially Vinogradov. Finally Beria has the courage to speak.

BERIA:
Comrade Stalin, what happened to Comrade General Vinogradov?

STALIN:
He died, Comrade. Didn’t you hear? He died by his own poison.

BERIA:
(CONFUSED) But... but Comrade Vinogradov is here, Comrade Secretary –

J-C:
- says Beria, pointing to the very much decorated and unmistakable elderly general. 

AFTER THE WORD ‘Beria’, WE HEAR STALIN START TO LAUGH, CONTINUING AS:
J-C:
Ha ha ha, Stalin laughs, this is a good joke. We stare at Stalin, confused.
BERIA:
So... you are joking about Vinogradov, Comrade Stalin? 

STALIN:
(STILL CHUCKLING) No, why do you think I’m joking?  Comrade Vinogradov is dead. You can't fool me. The man you 
are pointing at is Comrade Vassilievski. You don’t think I know the difference, after fighting with Vinogradov at Kursk? 

J-C:
And from this moment we all had to address Vinogradov as Vassilievski, until he escaped to


Finland and nobody spoke about him anymore.

THE DISTANT CHORAL SINGING OF THE RED ARMY CHOIR RISES SOFTLY.

RORY:
(HESITANTLY) Jean-Claude… You’re talking about the Vinogradov who lost the river at Stalingrad –

J-C: 
That was Voroshilov! 

RORY:
No no no, not Voroshilov!

J-C:
Rory, surely you remember Vinogradov. You met him several times, you told me in the old days. A great tank commander. I think. Politics I never understood; some of Soviet history I recall, but you sometimes exaggerate about my abilities.

THE SINGING IS LOUDER NOW, CLEARER.

RORY:
Wait - don’t you hear it, now? Now surely you hear it!
J-C:
Oh, that. Yes, of course. But that’s not a noise.

RORY:
I never said it was a noise. I said voices.

J-C:
Yes, it’s singing. It’s the Red Army Choir.

RORY
The Red Army Choir? You’re hearing it too? In your head?
J-C:
It’s not in my head. Or your head. It’s on the 3rd floor.

RORY:
What?

J-C:
The third floor. We’re on the fourth. The Red Army Choir is on the the third.

RORY:
You’re insane. The Red Army Choir lives on the third floor of an old people’s home outside Petersburg?

J-C:
No no, of course not. On the third floor are the war heroes. The Choir comes to sing to them once every month.

RORY:
To the war heroes? Why not to us?

J-C:
Rory. You aren’t serious.

RORY:
Am I not a war hero now? Dear Lord! I’m completely serious.

J-C:
Why would they come to our floor? These are veterans of Chechnya and Afghanistan. You and I, we’re old and unimportant.

RORY:
Ridiculous! We have the medal of Hero of the Soviet Union.

J-C:
(GENTLY) Everyone our age has that medal, Rory. Didn’t you know?

RORY:
You’re an idiot. And I resent that. Very few people have that medal. They should come and sing to us!

J-C:
It won’t happen, Rory. We’re the Vladimir and Estragon of Communism.
RORY:
The who?

J-C:
(SHOCKED) “The who?”! Don’t you remember anything?

RORY:
(AMUSED AT HIS OWN JOKE) I remember The Who.

J-C:
Yes, they’re on my mind too.

RORY:
Gorbachov likes The Who.

J-C:
A mensch. 

RORY:
A mensch. Not like that drunk Yeltsin.

J-C:
Some day I have to put you right about Yeltsin.

RORY:
Not today.
J-C:
All right. 
RORY:
But quickly - the Mensheviks. You mentioned them earlier. You said I was one, and that was what got me to Siberia. Who were they exactly?

J-C:
Oh, Rory, don’t start.

RORY:
(PLAINTIVE) But you were always good at explaining history to me. I was inside it, like a mole in an earthquake. I worked like fury, but I knew nothing. I had no geography of the surface. I remember, there were the Bolsheviks and the Mensheviks, and the Bolsheviks won… 
J-C:
Not now, my old friend. Now I am telling you how I won my medal, and you shouldn’t interrupt.
RORY:
Of course. Go ahead.

J-C:
So one day Beria came to me in the kitchen, and he took me aside – you remember who Beria was?
RORY:
Of course I remember. Terrible man. Chief of the NKVD.

J-C: 
Yes, security chief, the most feared man in Russia, who they say killed thousands with his own hands, and raped many female prisoners. He was second only to Stalin –

RORY:
(INTERRUPTS)  What you meant was, we are the Rosencrantz and Guildenstern of the Revolution.

J-C:
What?

RORY:
W
hen you said…

J-C:
The who?

RORY:
Don’t you start now. Go on with your story.
J-C:
So Beria comes to me, and he says, Comrade Cook, how are you, and do you need anything, and… are you happy here in the kitchens of the Kremlin, all sorts of little nonsense like this. From the second-in-command to Stalin. Stalin’s deputy. (SKEPTICAL) He wants to know, am I happy?
BERIA
This surprises you, Comrade, that I show an interest in your life?
J-C:
Candidly, yes, Comrade Beria. You have to help our great Comrade Stalin to rule a nation, you could say an empire. You are a busy man.

BERIA:
Not too busy to notice your importance to Josef Vissarionovich. Our leader would be lost without your thoughtful cooking.
J-C:
He would find his way, Comrade, I’m sure. Is it possible that you yourself require some culinary attentions?
BERIA:
Perhaps, Comrade. In a sense.

J-C:
I would be greatly flattered if you would wish me to attend you at home. If you have any requests, I believe I can cook in many different styles.

BERIA:
Very good, very good.

RORY:
My God, he wanted you to cook for him, too? Jean-Claude, I know you were a fine cook, but was there a single Communist leader who, by your account, didn’t want to steal you from his predecessor?

J-C:
Everything I tell you is the absolute truth. Besides, Beria didn’t want to steal me at all. He was just buttering me up, so to speak. He wants to see, what sort of a fellow am I. The following week, another little conversation.


This time in the dining hall.

BERIA:
I don’t want to keep you from your duties, Comrade.

J-C:
It’s quite all right, Comrade. They will manage in the kitchens without me. By now they know my routine.

BERIA:
It was Vladimir Ilyich who brought you here to Moscow, I believe.

J-C:
That’s correct, Comrade.

BERIA:
You must have known him quite informally, as his personal cook.

J-C:
I was his private chef, Comrade Beria, and I was privileged to see our great leader in many different moods and circumstances.

BERIA:
So I imagine. You must have many interesting stories to tell.

J-C:
Yes, Comrade. That’s true. But what I have learnt in private I will never repeat.
BERIA:
This is very good. A good subordinate should never tell tales. 

J-C:
No, Comrade.

BERIA:
But for me, Comrade Cook, I think perhaps you would consider granting your listener a few little anecdotes, related to me in the privacy of my home. If I invited you to such a soiréé. Just you and me, you understand.

J-C:
Perfectly, Comrade. But I must decline.

BERIA:
(POLITE) I beg your pardon?

J-C:
Regretfully, I must say no. 

BERIA:
You decline my invitation?

RORY: 
(INCREDULOUS) You declined his invitation? Beria – inviting you – little Jean-Claude – to supper, and you say no?? Do you know what happens to people who say no to Lavrenti Pavlovitch Beria? They are probably still in the cellar there at his house, under the cement. You said no? Were you crazy?

J-C:
I don’t think so. Beria stared at me, studying me. Then he smiled.

BERIA:
I think you are possibly the man for me, Comrade Cook.

RORY:
He said that? And then what?

J-C:
Then he turned and left the dining hall, which had only the two of us in it. And so two or three days passed, while I wondered what he meant, and what was to become of me.

A ROUGH VOICE INTERVENES.

SOLDIER:
Comrade! You come with me. Comrade Beria wishes to speak with you.
J-C:
Excuse me, no – look, my hands are full of pastry. (TO RORY) It was some stupid soldier –

RORY:
And you said no to him too? You had some nerve, if this is true.

SOLDIER:
(IMPLACABLE) Never mind pastry. You come with me. Now.
J-C:
My hands still full of pastry, with my apron on and my chef’s hat, I went. A car waited, and in this state, shedding powder on the seats, I was taken to meet Beria, not at his home but a deserted factory in the suburbs, where every word echoed, no matter how softly we spoke.


JUST A FAINT TOUCH, NOT A FULL-ON REALISTIC ACOUSTIC, BUT AS MUCH AS MEMORY MIGHT SUPPLY OF THE DESERTED, ECHOING FACTORY. 

BERIA:
(AMUSED) I see you have come in uniform, Comrade Cook.

J-C:
Forgive me, Comrade. Your driver would not let me wash my hands.

BERIA:
Comrade, when you have heard what I am about to ask of you, and when you have agreed to join in me in my enterprise, as agree you must for both our sakes, you will understand that you will never entirely wash your hands again.

J-C:
I don’t understand, Comrade.

RORY:
My God – did you become a hitman for Beria?

J-C:
Don’t be stupid, Rory. Do I look like a hitman, to you? Anyway, there we were, I’m in my apron still dripping flour, while Beria spoke to me in riddles, in this huge echoing hangar of a dead, empty factory, with only the loyal driver sitting outside – we could see him through the huge open door of the factory, sitting at the wheel of the car with the windows closed. And finally Beria came to the point.
BERIA:
You are a cook. You know good food. And bad food too, I imagine. Yes?

J-C:
Bad food, Comrade?

BERIA:
Harmful food. I don’t mean old, stale food. I mean food that will make a man sick. Food that will kill him.

J-C:
You’re talking about poison, Comrade?

BERIA:
(QUIETLY) Yes.

RORY:
Poison?
J-C:
Hush now, Rory. Of course I said the same as you: poison?

BERIA:
Let me speak plainly. Comrade, what I am speaking of is a matter of putting an end to the life of a monster. You understand? (A MOMENT) I am not talking about killing a rodent. Or a cockroach. Or a sick dog. I am talking about a sick monster.

RORY:
(FAINTLY, APPALLED) Oh…my…God.

BERIA:
Yes; it is what you are thinking. A matter of assassination. Naturally you are shocked - amazed – amazed to hear such words from the monster’s deputy. But who knows better than a deputy what a monster it is that he works for? Am I right? (A MOMENT) You are asking yourself nonetheless, is this a trap? Is he laying a trap for me? Think for a moment, Comrade. Why would I lay a trap, to catch in it someone who has no interest, no attraction, no power except to hurt the person who lays the trap? Certainly not. But because you are no threat, Comrade Cook, you – you are the trap that I am laying for the monster.

RORY:
So…what did you say?

J-C:
I couldn’t speak. 
BERIA:
You can kill him, Comrade Cook. You have that power. At any rate, you may have that opportunity. Will you do it? This man – and we can hardly call him a man – this creature is a stain on human history, a stain on humanity itself. All the ideals that your revered Lenin brought into the world, the mission of hope, of food, of medicine, of education, of  justice, of a reign at last of reason over human affairs – all this the monster has perverted, lashing out like a crazed beast, killing all those in sight, the close ones who could retaliate, and the others, the millions, the ones who cannot retaliate, he kills by the stroke of a pen. You can stop all this. You feed him. He trusts you. You can place the poison in his system –
J-C:
This is impossible –

BERIA:
It is not impossible! You can do it!

J-C:
No!

RORY:
Thank God! You said no?

J-C:
I can still hear it ringing in the metal roof, bouncing back at us off the corrugated iron.

BERIA:
You won’t? You won’t do this thing that will liberate our country? Save millions of lives? You don’t want to be the hero that accomplishes this with one tiny action?

J-C:
One tiny action, you say… you ask this calmly, you, Comrade, who have participated in these atrocities…

RORY:
You said that to him?

BERIA:
We shall do it together, Comrade. You for glory. For sainthood. I, to atone. Yes, I have as much to atone for as he does. And I shall be the one to reverse the path of Soviet history. I, who know the levers so well, will turn the machine back once more onto the human course.

J-C:
I want no glory, Comrade. I can’t do this.

BERIA:
You can. We will do it side by side. You must find the poison. I will bring the little piece of food that will kill him.

J-C:
What piece of food? Why a piece of food?

BERIA:
Be patient. You will see. You will be very, very excited

When you hear this.

J-C:
Isn’t poison enough?

BERIA:
This is a special piece of food. It is very small. Almost invisible. You may slip it into the little cheese pie that he loves, among the almonds and the currants. 

J-C:
I still don’t understand, Comrade.

BERIA: 
You are aware of the Museum of the Brain, here in Moscow?

J-C: 
Of course.
BERIA: 
What do you know of it?

J-C:
It was created soon after Comrade Lenin’s death. It has in it many brains of famous people from all over the world.

BERIA:
Why?

J-C:
Why, Comrade?

BERIA:
Yes. What are they doing there, these brains?
J-C:
They are there… for comparison?
BERIA:
Very good. For comparison with what? With whom?

J-C:
With each other?

BERIA: 
No, Comrade. They are there for comparison with Lenin’s brain.

J-C:
With Lenin’s brain? But surely… that’s in the mausoleum. In Lenin’s skull.

BERIA:
(CALMLY)  No. Lenin’s brain is in the Museum of the Brain. It is the reason for the Museum of the Brain.

J-C:
You mean… his brain is not in the mausoleum?

BERIA:
Only the cranium is in the mausoleum, Comrade. Not the brain.

J-C:
(STILL INCREDULOUS) They took it out?

BERIA:
Of course. The purpose of the Museum was to examine Vladimir Ilyich’s brain, to determine why he was the greatest man in the history of the world. To that end, they extracted his brain and sliced it into 67,000 very thin pieces.

RORY:
Into what?

J-C: 
How many?

BERIA: 
67,000. 

RORY:
Sacrilege!!

J-C: 
Hush. So, Comrade… they sliced his brain –

BERIA:
Very very thin. You are a cook. You know about slicing thin.

J-C:
And then –

BERIA: 
And then they studied it.

RORY:
It’s a bloody outrage!

J-C
Be quiet and listen. So you say they studied it - 
BERIA:
For many years.

J-C:
And did they find out what was so special about Lenin’s brain?

BERIA: 
No. It seems that Comrade Lenin had an… extremely average brain.

RORY:
It’s a lie!

J-C:
Rory, shut up.

BERIA: 
This is why the world does not know of it. Comrade Lenin’s greatness clearly lay elsewhere. Not in the size or composition of the brain perhaps, but in vital elements in the mind, that died with him.

J-C: 
(UNEASY) Comrade, why are you telling me this?

BERIA: 
(CHUCKLES) Yes… have you guessed, then, my esteemed cook? I am telling you this because with the help of a technician in the Museum of the Brain, I have secretly obtained one of the 67,000 slices of Comrade Lenin’s brain.

J-C: 
(AFTER A MOMENT, FAINTLY) Oh no.
RORY:
Oh heavens.
BERIA: 
Yes.
J-C:
And then, from his pocket he brought a little bottle, very small, a vial, it fitted in the palm of his hand. In the transparent liquid inside the vial floated a tiny, thin, tongue of grey matter. A tissue of grey matter, barely visible.
BERIA:
A slice of Lenin’s brain.

J-C: 
(STILL FAINTLY) Comrade Lavrenti Pavlovich, you are a very sick man.

RORY:
You can say that again.

BERIA: 
Perhaps. But I don’t think so.

J-C: 
You intend for us to kill Stalin… with Lenin’s brain.

BERIA: 
Correct. With a piece of Lenin’s brain.

J-C: 
You’re really asking me to believe that this… this… tiny grey thing is…

BERIA: 
Take your time, Comrade. You are privileged to hold it in your hand.

J-C:
I don’t want it.

BERIA:
Keep it a moment. Look at it. Think. Think what it is. Since I have it my possession I take it out at night and gaze at it, and think, this was a part of what functioned in that great mind to conceive of the revolution, to push it through, to make the great speeches when it mattered, to create for the people an image of faith in a glorious socialist future. And here it is. In my palm. Here, with inside it somewhere the imprint of genius.

RORY:
You bastard!

J-C:
And this you want me to put into the little cheese pie that Comrade Stalin eats at twelve noon every day.

BERIA:
Yes. I think the cheese pie is good, don’t you?

J-C:
(ICILY) The cheese pie is excellent, Comrade. I make it myself.

BERIA:
I mean good for our purposes, Comrade Conspirator.

J-C:
These are your purposes, Comrade Beria.

BERIA:
(PLEASANTLY) And now yours.
RORY:
Tell him to go to hell!

J-C: 
Explain something to me, Comrade. Why on earth would I do this for you when afterwards you will certainly have me put to death at once?

RORY:
(INTERPOLATES BREATHLESSLY) Ah! - good point!

BERIA: 
To prevent you from the telling the world, you mean? Comrade Cook, Comrade Master Cook, Comrade General Cook, if wish it, Comrade Field Marshal Cook: you don’t understand at all. This will not be something to hide. It will be something to cry from the rooftops. Lavrenti Beria’s name and yours will live forever, next to that of the tyrannicide Brutus. I will boast forever that we killed the monster Stalin. And why not tell them too that we killed Stalin with Lenin’s brain? 

J-C: 
You’re completely mad, Comrade Beria.

RORY:
You said that?

BERIA: 
Mad? Certainly not. I revered Comrade Lenin, our great leader. His last act, the last child of his brain –

J-C: 
(INTERRUPTS) – his completely ordinary brain, as our scientists established –

BERIA: 
(NOW SUDDENLY FURIOUS) – What do scientists know?! – the last act of his magnificent brain will be to kill the butcher that shamed his country, his creed, his dream of the future. Lenin’s brain will triumph at last over the swine that picked at his bones. (CALMING) And you, Comrade Cook, I will make a Hero of the Soviet Union, and give you a dacha and a car and a chauffeur and comfort every day of your life. Women too, if you like women –

J-C:
Comrade –

BERIA:
History is watching us! Watching us here on this empty factory floor, a dead place, dead because of the fool Stalin who moves all the industry away to Georgia. This is the moment the whole world has been waiting for, Comrade! I need you to do this. You are my witness and I am yours. Together we shall perform this heroic, world-historical deed. What do you say?


(A MOMENT)

RORY:
For the love of God, Jean-Claude. What did you say?

J-C:
Now that you have asked me to do this, Lavrenti

Pavlovitch…

BERIA:
Yes?

J-C:
Do I have a choice?


THE RED ARMY CHOIR ERUPTS HUGELY, CLOSE, AS IF IN CELEBRATION. WE LISTEN, WAITING, UNTIL THEY FINISH. THEN:
RORY:
Who chose red?

J-C:
Red? What are you talking about? The sauce we used was brown. A kind of… yellowy brown, like curry.

RORY:
No, who chose the colour red, for Communism?

J-C:
My God, the questions you ask. Were you listening to my story?

RORY:
A
wonderful story. You should have written it in a book. Except that no-one would believe you – any more than I do.

J-C:
Half a lifetime I wait, while you beg me to tell you why I have the medal of Hero of the Soviet Union, First Class, and I don’t tell you because I know you won’t believe me. So I tell you at last. And what do you say? Who chose red?

RORY:
It’s reasonable question.

J-C:
You’re gaga, my friend.

RORY:
Why not just say you don’t know the answer?

J-C:
If you must know, Lenin chose. All right?

RORY:
You’re just saying that.

J-C:
Yes I am. How do I know who chose red? Who cares?

RORY:
Rus. Rus means red. Rus-sia. Because red-haired Vikings settled there. You see? Some things I remember.

J-C:
That’s very good. But it’s irrelevant. Long before Lenin and Marx and the rest of them, red for socialism is the red of the blood shed by the oppressed.

RORY:
And what would you know about that, you Swiss bourgeois cook?

J-C:
You think I never shed blood? You don’t believe a word of my story, do you?

RORY:
(INDIFFERENT) No.

J-C:
And how many times must I repeat it, I am a Swiss bourgeois chef! 
RORY:
Come on now, seriously, my dear old pal. You’re trying to convince me you got the medal of Hero, first class, for poisoning Stalin?

J-C:
That’s right.

RORY:
With Lenin’s brain.

J-C:
The brain was not enough. Even Beria understood that. I wanted to use arsenic, which they say is truly without taste, but Beria insisted on tartar emetic because ― (UNABLE TO RESTRAIN AMUSEMENT) ― because Comrade Stalin was a tartar.

RORY:
You really did this thing? You destroyed a piece of that sublime genius’s brain – 
J-C:
It was Beria who stole it –

RORY:
But you – you ensured that it would disappear – probably into the sewers of Moscow, via Stalin’s secret toilet, right there in the state room.

J-C:
You knew about his secret toilet?

RORY:
Of course. Everybody did. I was there in state rooms of the Kremlin, many times, for a meeting with Stalin. Not alone, of course, but with others. And we all saw him hurry out and come shortly back through the little door next to the bust of Lenin. (JEAN-CLAUDE IS CHUCKLING) Stalin was incontinent. We all knew it. Why are you laughing like that?

J-C:
Whether or not he was incontinent, that was not his chief reason for hurrying to the little private toilet.

RORY:
What do you mean?

J-C:
In a cabinet in the toilet was his favorite Rumanian brandy. I know because I regularly re-stocked the cabinet. He went to drink, not to –

RORY:
(INTERRUPTS) That’s what you say.

J-C:
Maybe both. In any case, I grant you that I am partly responsible for the disappearance of one 67,000th of Lenin’s extinct brain.

RORY:
(SULKY) I don’t care how small the piece was.
J-C:
Look, Rory, my old friend. To you it’s sacrilege. To me it’s just cooking. I was only a part-time Communist. I was the chef in the Kremlin, all right? Don’t look like that at me. We poisoned Stalin with Lenin’s brain and I thought, well, he was already poisoned by Lenin's ideas, so why not?
RORY:
That’s not amusing.

J-C:
(IGNORES HIM) He ate it all, too. In the cheese pie. Every bit, while Beria watched. I took it as a tribute to my culinary skills. Fortunately I am an expert sauce-maker. It's not so easy to disguise brain. Let alone tartar emetic. 

RORY:
So… what kind of sauce did you use?

J-C:
(UNABLE TO RESIST) Rory. You know I can't reveal my sauces.

RORY:
Good God above, stop with your jokes. You killed Stalin?
J-C:
I helped. The world was grateful. I got the medal Everyone thought it was because I am a first class chef. And I am. But for this medal I too had to prove my valour in battle.
RORY:
I love you, my old friend. But you never had the balls to kill Stalin.

J-C:
And you, my dear old liar. You had the balls to kill Che?

RORY:
(SIGHS) I’ll give you Stalin if you allow me Che.

J-C:
Deal.
THE BALALAIKA COMES IN SOFTLY, STAYS SOFT IN THE BACKGROUND
RORY:
But Jean-Claude… if any of this is true –

J-C:
(INTERRUPTS) Believe me, every word of it is true.

RORY:
Then why did Beria leave you alive?

J-C:
Because he told me the truth: he was not ashamed to kill Stalin, mon ami. He wanted the world to know. And so he wanted a witness. Would the world believe that Beria had made Stalin eat a cheese pie, that he, Beria had poisoned? Everyone knew Stalin trusted no-one. No-one but me. And now you’re wondering, why didn’t Beria tell the world? Why doesn’t the world know? It is because Krushchov was too quick for him. Poor Beria with all his plans to announce that he had slain the dragon and now he would clean house, bring back true, caring socialism, look after the people and all this nonsense that every politician recites! But was Krushchov going to let this old mass murderer change his spots in public,  and steal the crown? No. Too late for Beria. Krushchov locks him away, so Beria can’t tell the world. Then kills him, as a vile relic of a barbaric era. And he, Krushchov, becomes the first to say, Stalin was a monster, we must belong again to the community of civilized nations. And this was always Russia’s deepest need: to belong. To be European, not Asiatic. Ever since Peter the Great, Russians dreamed of being accepted by Europe. They learned French, but they were still a gangster nation, cutpurses, assassins. Krushchov would have held up Beria’s head in the Praesidium, if he could, to say, the Dark Ages are over. We are joining you at last. But it needed Yeltsin to do this, to bring Russia into Europe at last.
RORY:
Gorbachov, you mean. And you don’t think Beria told Krushchov about your murder of Stalin? And said it was done with the help of the cook?

J-C:
Perhaps. But why would Krushchov believe him? In any case, (AMUSED) Krushchov treated me very well. He gave me this medal. So maybe he did believe. Or he wanted to keep me sweet. And his food too.

RORY:
I always admired you, my old friend. I never thought I would be obliged to revere you.

J-C:
So you do believe me?

RORY:
It’s too strange a story to be anything but true.

J-C:
(CHUCKLES HAPPILY) Is there anything more you want to know about it?

RORY:
Oh we have time, Jean-Claude, to examine every detail. But will they change the bedclothes today? That’s what I want to know.

J-C:
If they would change the food, I would be happy.
RORY:
(CHUCKLES, REMEMBERING)  Change it to paper towel of a different flavour.

J-C:
Or consistency. (A MOMENT) Rory...

RORY:
What?

J-C:
Has it ever occurred to you that perhaps we're not in an old people's home outside St Petersburg, in post-Communist Russia?

RORY:
Where are we, then? They speak Russian here. The food is tasteless and repetitive. They never change the bedclothes. It must be Russia.

J-C:
But no, Rory. How old are we?

RORY:
Old enough, mon ami.

J-C:
I was born in nineteen hundred and one. And you in nineteen hundred.

RORY:
No, no, '02. 

J-C:
If you wish. But are we not...extremely well-preserved, for our age?

RORY:
Are we? What year is it?

J-C:
That's just it. What year is it?

RORY:
(AFTER A MOMENT) You think - you mean -

J-C:
That the afterlife might be very like an old people's home outside St Petersburg.

RORY:
Ahh. Where the food has no taste. And the bedclothes are never changed.

J-C:
But old friends are frequent. And get no older.
RORY:
I’m getting older. Does that prove I’m still alive?
J-C:
How do you know you’re getting older?

RORY:
I used to know things. There was so much I could remember. Now…

J-C:
Even when you’re dead, Rory, memory keeps fading.


Doesn’t that make sense? (A MOMENT) You know, if we’re no longer living, why go on lying about our lives?

RORY:
What’s your point?

J-C:
Rory. Before it’s too late - admit it: you were never in the jungles of Bolivia, with Che.

RORY:
But I was.

J-C:
No, Rory. Admit it to me, your old friend.

RORY:
I was there. In my heart.

J-C:
Ah. Yes. In your imagination.

RORY:
I didn’t say that. In my heart. You don’t think my heart bleeds for the Communism we betrayed? We, all of us? No longer believing that man is good, that man is kind and loves his brother.

J-C:
You think he does?

RORY:
I think he is afraid to. Afraid that his brother will steal an extra crêpe if he doesn’t steal it first.

J-C:
Ah, you see. It is all about the crêpes.

RORY:
Of course it is. What I’m saying is, we are happier when we share. All of us. Every one of us. And less happy when we steal. We go on stealing from each other because we are afraid to be happy. This is how stupid mankind is. Did you really kill Stalin, Jean-Claude?

J-C:
Yes.

RORY:
Then you, the Swiss bourgeois chef, are the greatest hero I’ve ever known.

J-C:
Maybe I killed him, maybe I didn’t.

RORY:
Now you’re playing with me. What are you saying now? 
J-C:
The tartar emetic. Did it kill him? He was old. And sick. Beria liked to think we killed him. It was good that he died. He was a bad example to the world.

RORY:
So is it over, do you think?

J-C:
Is what over?

RORY:
What Gorbachov said, that night at dinner. Last night, or so it seems to me.

J-C:
You mean what Yeltsin said.

RORY:
Yeltsin then. The greatest crusade in human history…

J-C:
It’s never over, Rory. Until everyone has one of my crêpes, it isn’t over.

THEIR VOICES, INTERRUPTING EACH OTHER, SLOWLY START TO FADE, AS:

RORY:
Now, don’t get me wrong. You know I love your crêpes. But for most of the poor and starving of the world, a crêpe is too much for their stomach. Say a plate of rice and beans, and I agree with you entirely -
J-C:
No. No-one actually likes rice and beans, Rory. That’s where you old Communists don’t get it. People want crêpes. On rice and beans life isn’t worth living, but –

RORY:
(TESTY) What do you know, you bourgeois cook who spent all his life in the Kremlin, you with your let them eat crêpes –

J-C:
Yes, Rory – this will be true socialism, not when everyone has a bad little car that breaks down and no-one wants, but when everyone has a Rolls-Royce –

RORY:
Fine, that’s fine, but first a little car, first some rice and beans, first some water for everyone, Jean-Claude, then some wine…


THEIR VOICES HAVE FADED. OVER THE RESURGENT RED ARMY CHOIR, CLOSING CREDITS.
