Relationship and Character Study from Harold Pinter’s Betrayal

EMMA:  It’s Torcello tomorrow, isn’t it?

ROBERT:  What?

EMMA:  We’re going to Torcello tomorrow, aren’t we?

ROBERT:  Yes.  That’s right.

EMMA:  That’ll be lovely.

ROBERT:  Mmn.

EMMA:  I can’t wait.  (pause)

ROBERT:  Book good?

EMMA:  Mmn.  Yes.

ROBERT:  What is it?

EMMA:  This new book.  This man Spinks.

ROBERT:  Oh that.  Jerry was telling me about it.

EMMA:  Jerry?  Was he?

ROBERT:  He was telling me about it at lunch last week. (pause)

ROBERT:  By the way, I went up into American Express yesterday.

EMMA:  Oh?

ROBERT:  There was a letter there for you.  They asked me if I was any relation and I said yes.  So they asked if I wanted to take it.  I mean, they gave it to me.  But I said, no.  I would leave it.  Did you get it?

EMMA:  Yes.

ROBERT:  I supposed you popped in when you were out shopping yesterday evening?

EMMA:  That’s right.

EMMA:  It was from Jerry.

ROBERT:  Yes, I recognized the handwriting.  (pause)  How is old Jerry?

EMMA:  Okay.

ROBERT:  Good.  And Judith?

EMMA:  Fine  (pause)

ROBERT:  What about the kids?

EMMA:  I don’t think he mentioned them.

ROBERT:  They’re probably alright then.  If they were ill or something he’d have probably mentioned it.  (pause)  Any other news?

EMMA:  No.  (silence)

ROBERT:  Are you looking forward to Torcello?  (pause)  How many times have we been to Torcello?  Twice.  I remember how you loved it the first time we were there.  You fell in love with it.  That was about ten years ago, wasn’t it?  About … six months after we were married.  Yes.  Do you remember?  I wonder if you will like it as much tomorrow?  (pause)

ROBERT:  What do you think of Jerry as a letter writer?  (she laughs, shortly)  You’re trembling, are you cold?

EMMA:  No.

ROBERT:  Was there any message for me, in his letter?

EMMA:  No message.

ROBERT:  No message?  Not even his love?  (silence)

EMMA:  We’re lovers.

ROBERT:  Ah, yes.  I thought it might be something like that.  Something along those lines.

EMMA:  When?

ROBERT:  What?

EMMA:  When did you think?

ROBERT:  Yesterday.  Only yesterday.  When I saw his handwriting on the letter.  Before yesterday I was quite ignorant.

EMMA:  Ah.  (pause)  I’m sorry.

ROBERT:  Sorry?  (silence)  How long?

EMMA:  Some time.

ROBERT:  Yes, but how long exactly?

EMMA:  Five years.

ROBERT:  Five years?

ROBERT:  I’ve always liked Jerry.  To be honest, I’ve always liked him rather more than I’ve liked you.  Maybe I should have had an affair with him myself.  (silence)  Tell me, are you looking forward to our trip to Torcello?

