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            Introduction

         

         Some time in 2014 I was reading Yvonne Cloetta’s memoir of her life with Graham Greene when I came across a chapter dealing with his relationship with the notorious Soviet spy Kim Philby, who she described as the ‘one man for whom Graham committed himself totally’.

         This sparked my interest as I knew about Greene and I knew about Philby but I didn’t know that they’d been friends (ever since Greene had worked under Philby at MI6 during the war). Or that Greene had been the only person to defend Philby after he defected to Russia in 1963. Or that Greene had been to see him in Moscow in the late 1980s, thus satisfying Philby’s long-standing, publicly stated desire ‘to sit across a table from Graham Greene with a bottle of wine between us’.

         Of that meeting in February 1987, all Greene was prepared to say to his biographer was that ‘we had a private dinner. I went by myself to his flat but I won’t say anything about that.’ Which felt like an invitation to imagine.

         I finished the play the following year but for various reasons (not least, of course, the global pandemic) it was programmed and postponed several times before reaching this point, for which I’m indebted to the determination and ingenuity of the indefatigable Alastair Whatley.

         No play I’ve written has had such a tortuous journey to the stage and I consider myself very lucky in these dark days of Covid-19 to be finally seeing it produced.

         
             

         

         Ben Brown

      

   


   
      
         

         
            To my parents

            
                

            

            With thanks to Alan and Oliver

         

      

   


   
      
         

             Premiere Production

         

         A Splinter of Ice was filmed at Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham, and had its online premiere on 15 April 2021, with the following cast:

         
            Graham Greene  Oliver Ford Davies

            Kim Philby  Stephen Boxer

            Rufa Philby  Sara Crowe

            
                

            

            Director  Alan Strachan

            Co-Director  Alastair Whatley

            Designer  Michael Pavelka

            Lighting Designer  Jason Taylor

            Sound Designer and Composer  Max Pappenheim

            Casting Director  Ellie Collyer-Bristow CDG

            Costume Supervisor  Siobhan Boyd

            Props Supervisor  Robyn Hardy

            Production Manager  Tammy Rose

            Company Stage Manager  Paul Ferris

            Deputy Stage Manager  Felix Dunning

            
                

            

            
                

            

            For Original Theatre:

            Artistic Director  Alastair Whatley

            Creative Producer  Tom Hackney

            Head of Marketing  Emma Martin

            Marketing Co-ordinator  Rachel McCall

            Assistant Producer  Sam Harding

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         Graham Greene

         Kim Philby

         Rufa Philby

         
             

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Setting

         Kim Philby’s flat in Moscow

on the evening of 15th February 1987

      

   


   
      
         
            A SPLINTER OF ICE

         

         ‘Our interest’s on the dangerous edge of things.

The honest thief, the tender murderer …’

         Robert Browning

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Act One

            

         

         ‘The Harry Lime Theme’ from The Third Man as the house lights go down and the audience settles.

         Then a spot catches the face of a man standing in the shadows wearing a black trilby hat and a thick black winter coat with the collar turned up, just like the famous image in the film. 

         But on closer inspection this man is older, much older, and is in fact the film’s author, Graham Greene. 

         He smiles enigmatically, Harry Lime-style. 

         The music fades. 

         Pause.

         
            Graham    Just don’t ask me any questions.

            
               He takes his hat off.

            

            That was almost the first thing he said to me … which wasn’t the best start to the evening … especially if, like me, you were looking for answers.

            
               He reflects.

            

            And he must have known how much I’d been looking forward to the full, uncensored story at last, told in person by the greatest spy of the twentieth century.

            
               Beat.

            

            So perhaps he was simply playing with me … as he had played with so many others …

            
               He thinks.

            

            One never really knew with Kim. 

            
               Pause.

               Then the lights come up to reveal Kim Philby (seventies but still handsome) wearing a jacket and tie.

               They look at each other for a moment.

            

            Kim    Well, I can see a lot of water has passed by. You’re looking a good deal older.

            
               He waits for a reaction.

            

            Graham    No more than you.

            
               They smile and embrace, a little awkwardly.

               Then separate.

            

            Kim    How long has it been?

            Graham    Thirty-five years, I reckon.

            Kim    Probably …

            
               Beat.

            

            Please though … just don’t ask me any questions.

            
               Graham takes this in.

            

            Graham    I will ask you just one …

            
               Beat.

            

            How is your Russian?

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            Kim    Not bad.

            
               An attractive woman in her mid-fifties steps forward. She speaks with a Russian accent.

            

            Rufa    Terrible.

            
               They laugh.

               An ice-breaker.

            

            Kim    Graham, this is Rufa. Rufa, Graham.

            Graham    How do you do.

            
               They shake hands.

            

            Rufa    I am very happy to meet you. I have never met any of Kim’s English friends before.

            
               Beat.

            

            Kim    Here, come in from the cold.

            
               They go inside and the lights cross-fade to reveal the hall and living room of the flat. There is an upright chair, some coat hooks and a radiator.

               Rufa takes Graham’s hat and coat and hangs them up.

            

            Rufa    Please, take your shoes off and I will dry them for you.

            Graham    Thank you. Yes, I forgot to bring any boots.

            Rufa    That is very bad. In Moscow in February you must have boots.

            Graham    Yes.

            
               He sits down and bends down slowly to take off his shoes.

            

            Rufa    Here, let me help you.

            Graham    Well, you needn’t.

            Rufa    It’s no problem. I do yours, don’t I, Kim?

            Kim    (a little embarrassed) Well … sometimes.

            
               She helps him with his shoes.

            

            Graham    You speak very good English.

            Rufa    Yes. I learnt it from reading your books.

            
               She smiles.

            

            And from Kim, of course, whose Russian is –

            Kim    You said.

            
               She takes Graham’s shoes to the radiator.

            

            Rufa    Now, how about your socks?

            Graham    (quickly) They’re fine. Really.

            Rufa    Very well.

            
               She picks up some slippers.

            

            Here, put Kim’s slippers on.

            
               She gives them to him.

            

            Graham    Thank you.

            
               He puts them on.

            

            Rufa    Good. Now you boys go and have a nice chat while I get dinner ready.

            
               She goes off into the kitchen.

            

            Kim    When she moved in, I told her the kitchen was my patch, but today she insisted … Anyway, do come through.

            
               Kim leads the way into the living room.

               There is a green wingback chair, right, another armchair, left, and a sofa facing us, all arranged around a low table. On the back wall above the sofa is a print of a Roman emperor (sent by Anthony Blunt), a pair of duelling pistols and a pair of bear skins. There is also a Festival radio with a small wooden chair next to it and a record player next to the green wingback chair.

               Graham looks at a photograph in a frame on the wall.

            

            Graham    What’s this?

            
               Kim turns.

            

            Oh, sorry. I wasn’t meant to ask you any questions, was I?

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            Kim    You can ask me that.

            
               He looks at the photograph.

            

            That’s me with the Dynamo Moscow Ice Hockey Team. I was asked to be their ‘motivational manager’ before the European Championships.

            Graham    How did they get on?

            Kim    They lost their next four games … Vodka?

            Graham    Please.

            
               Kim fixes the drinks as Graham takes in the room.

            

            So, tell me about Rufa. If you don’t mind my asking.

            Kim    What do you want to know?

            Graham    Well, how did you meet her?

            Kim    At an ice show, actually. She was a friend of a friend.

            Graham    Ah …

            
               Kim seems reluctant to say more.

            

            Kim    And how’s … (He searches for her name.) Yvonne, isn’t it?

            Graham    Yes. Well, thank you.

            Kim    Good.

            Graham    She sends her regards.

            Kim    Thank you. Send mine back.

            Graham    I will.

            
               Kim gives Graham his drink.

               Then raises his glass.

            

            Kim    Anyway, to your health.

            Graham    Yes. And yours.

            
               Graham raises his.

            

            Kim    And friendship.

            Graham    Yes.

            
               They drink.

            

            Kim    Do sit down.

            Graham    Thank you.

            
               Graham sits on the sofa, Kim on the green wingback chair.

            

            Kim    So you’re here for the Peace Conference?

            Graham    Yes. Or to be precise, ‘for a nuclear-free world and the survival of humanity’ … I felt I couldn’t really say no to that.

            Kim    No … And how is the Hotel Cosmos? As good as they say?

            Graham    I don’t know what they say, but it’s full of cockroaches. And other dodgy characters.

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            Kim    They built it to impress the Americans, you know. At the 1980 Olympics. But then they never turned up.

            Graham    Yes … because of Afghanistan, wasn’t it?

            Kim    I believe so. Rather the pot calling the kettle, don’t you think?

            Graham    You could say that … Anyway, there are a lot of Americans there now.

            Kim    Oh yes, who?

            Graham    Well, I’ve seen Gregory Peck, wearing a name card … Shirley Maclaine … and Norman Mailer, who cemented a peace pact with Gore Vidal over dinner.

            Kim    Well, I guess that’s a start.

            Graham    Yes … There’s also a singer called Kris Kristofferson, Claudia Cardinale, still looking stunning, and amongst the English contingent, Fay Weldon, in place of an absent Iris Murdoch, and Peter Ustinov.

            Kim    Oh yes? His father was one of my agents as it happens.

            Graham    (surprised) Really?

            Kim    During the war I mean.

            Graham    Ah …

            
               Beat.

            

            Oh, and I saw Yoko Ono kiss Gorbachev.

            Kim    Ah yes, Gorbachev … He’s the man we’ve been waiting for.

            Graham    You’ve met him, have you?

            Kim    … Sadly not.

            Graham    Oh. Well, I met him today, actually.

            
               Kim is impressed.

            

            Only briefly though. Before the main meeting.

            Kim    And what did he say?

            Graham    He said he had known me for some time …

            Kim    Through your books?

            Graham    Yes … (Suddenly doubtful.) At least, I assume that’s what he meant …

            Kim    Yes, I’m sure he did. Anyway, that’s nice, isn’t it?

            Graham    I thought so. After all, that’s how I want people to know me, for the most part. Present company excepted.

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            And there were lots of journalists, of course. So I know what you mean about not wanting to answer any questions. They kept shoving tape-recorders in my face and bombarding me with questions like ‘How do you like our Glasnost and Perestroika?’ ‘What do you think of Gorbachev?’ ‘What is your attitude to the Pope?’ ‘What are your views on religion?’

            Kim    And what did you say?

            Graham    I want to pee.

            Kim    Oh, of course. It’s through there on the left.

            Graham    No, I said that to them.

            Kim    Oh.

            
               Pause.

            

            Anyway, I’m very touched you found time to come and see me.

            Graham    Well, of course I did. I’ve been wanting to for years.

            Kim    So have I. But I’d pretty much lost hope you ever would. And obviously I couldn’t come to you.

            Graham    No …

            
               Beat.

            

            Kim    Good old Gorby then, for getting us together.

            Graham    Yes …

            
               He hesitates.

            

            But the truth is, I very nearly didn’t see you.

            Kim    Why?

            Graham    Because I wasn’t sure you would want to see me.

            Kim    But I told everyone I wanted to share a bottle of wine with you.

            Graham    Yes, but that was before that journalist spilt the beans about me showing your letters to M16.

            Kim    Oh … yes.

            Graham    And you haven’t written since. So, I suppose I’m trying to say, sorry about that … But you know what it’s like. One never really leaves the firm …

            Kim    I did.

            Graham    Yes, well, unless you join another one I mean.

            Kim    … It’s quite all right. There’s no need to apologise.

            Graham    I didn’t get you into hot water here, did I?

            Kim    No. More warm, I’d call it. And, of course, you don’t for a moment think I didn’t show your letters to my people?

            Graham    No. But you didn’t make it public.

            Kim    Yes, well, not a lot is made public in the USSR.

            
               He smiles.

            

            Have another vodka.

            Graham    Thank you.

            
               Kim refills their glasses.

               A thought strikes Graham.

            

            This place isn’t bugged, is it?

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            Kim    Good Lord, no … You don’t think they’d bother with a couple of old fogies like us, do you?

            Graham    No, I suppose not. But it just occurred to me it might be.

            Kim    No …

            
               Beat.

            

            It used to be, I think, but that was before the new regime.

            Graham    Perestroika and Glasnost you mean?

            Kim    No, I meant the cuts. But I suppose it’s the other side of the same coin really. They can’t afford to do much spying any more. All that listening takes up an enormous amount of manpower you know. Even if the bugs were still in place.

            Graham    And are they?

            
               He looks around the room.

            

            Kim    Who knows? But I shouldn’t worry about it. I never do … It’s pure vanity to think anyone still cares about me.

            
               He drinks.

            

            But I must admit, Rufa was a bit fazed when she first realised we were being watched. In the early days, I’m talking about.

            Graham    What happened?

            Kim    Well, it was all because of the loo paper.

            Graham    Loo paper?

            Kim    Yes. We were in a restaurant once when my daughter was visiting from England. And Rufa went to the Ladies and found there was a roll of paper in it.

            Graham    What’s so strange about that?

            Kim    They don’t have loo paper in restaurants here, except those reserved for tourists and the KGB. Everyone else brings their own. So it was then she finally realised we were being followed and the shady character in the corner was actually our benefactor, as it were. And it was all done so that my daughter wouldn’t take the story of Russian deprivation back to England.

            
               Graham takes this in.

            

            Graham    Yes, well, come to think of it, I don’t think I’ve ever been caught short here either.

            Kim    Of course not. A world famous author like yourself. It wouldn’t do. And I’m sure they stretch to loo paper at the Cosmos in any case. Full of tourists, you see.

            Graham    And the KGB.

            Kim    Very probably.

            
               They drink.

            

            Graham    Tell me more about your life here …

            
               Kim hesitates.

            

            You notice that wasn’t a question.

            Kim    Yes. But I rather think it was.

            
               Graham smiles.

            

            Graham    Describe an average day for me, that’s all I want to know.

            
               Kim thinks.

            

            Kim    Very well.

            
               Beat.

            

            I get up and make myself a cup of tea, and then sit in that chair – (He points to the small wooden chair.) listening to the BBC World Service news … Then I have breakfast and read Izvestia, before taking the short walk to the post office to get my post, including my next several-days-out-of-date copy of The Times, which I’m mainly interested in for the football and cricket scores and the crossword. The rest strikes me as pure propaganda.

            Graham    And the Russian papers aren’t?

            Kim    I didn’t say that.

            
               Beat.

            

            Graham    What about the afternoon?

            Kim    Well, I now take very seriously my doctor’s advice to take it easy. So after lunch I usually take a nap, and then a gentle stroll to wake me up, before coming back here to read for a while.

            Graham    In English or Russian?

            Kim    English.

            Graham    Where do you get the books?

            Kim    Where I’ve got them since I was an undergraduate. Bowes and Bowes in Cambridge. Though they’ve recently changed their name to Sherratt and Hughes, which I wrote and told them was rather a shock to a conservative like me …

            
               Beat.

            

            Of course, there’s a large English language library at the British Council but they’ve closed their doors to me alas. As have the Americans. Understandable, I suppose …

            Graham    And do you go out to the theatre? Or the cinema?

            Kim    Not much. My Russian isn’t really good enough, so Rufa tends to go with a friend. But I like going to the Bolshoi, or to concerts sometimes. Though I don’t like it when Western journalists try to talk to me …

            Graham    What about work?

            Kim    Ah … now you’re straying into forbidden territory. But I don’t think it’s any great secret to say I’m mostly retired now. Though I still give the odd lecture.

            Graham    Lecture?

            Kim    Yes …

            Graham    At a university?

            Kim    No … at the firm.

            Graham    Ah …

            
               Beat.

            

            Do you get out of Moscow much?

            Kim    Yes, we have a place in the country.

            Graham    … That’s nice.

            Kim    Yes, well, you have to really. The summers get terribly hot here. So ever since I found Rufa sitting in a bath of cold water to keep cool as she peeled potatoes, I’ve had a charming little dacha with all mod cons … Except hot water. But you don’t really need that in the summer.

            Graham    … Where is it?

            Kim    Oh, only half an hour away … but the road stops at the edge of a forest, so we have no through traffic. Not even a serf on a tractor … In fact, the only real noise comes from our friendly woodpecker, which sounds off in five-second bursts exactly like a Bren gun …

            
               He reflects.

            

            Graham    And do you ever go further afield?

            Kim    Yes. Within limits, of course. But we’ve been to Siberia – for our honeymoon – East Germany, Czechoslovakia, Bulgaria, and even Cuba once.

            Graham    (interested) Really?

            Kim    Yes, your old stomping ground. I was sorry I didn’t meet Castro though … But I did see England on the way there.

            Graham    (surprised) What?

            Kim    Yes, the boat passed within sight of my old prep school at Eastbourne, though it was too foggy to get a really clear view.

            Graham    But how extraordinary. I dreamt you came to see me once. Perhaps it was on the same occasion?

            Kim    Perhaps.

            
               Kim gets another drink.

            

            By the way, I’ve been corresponding with that biographer of yours, Norman Sherry.

            Graham    Yes, so I understand … Thank you.

            Kim    Well, I’ve dredged up all I can remember of our time in MI6 together … But I haven’t seen any of it in print yet, though I gather he’s planning three volumes.

            Graham    Yes. He’s been working on it for ten years and hasn’t produced one yet. Not that it bothers me. The less said the better as far as I’m concerned.

            Kim    Quite …

            Graham    Poor chap though. Every time he goes anywhere he seems to get the same disease I got there. In Mexico, dysentery. In Panama, gangrene. In Liberia, tropical diabetes … I can’t help feeling responsible …

            
               Kim smiles.

            

            Kim    I have a Sherry too, actually. That chap Knightley, who spilt the beans, as you put it, about our letters …

            Graham    Oh yes …

            Kim    He wants to write another book about me, and to come and see me first.

            Graham    And will you let him?

            Kim    Probably. The secrecy doesn’t seem to matter so much any more. And I can always dissimulate if necessary.
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