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Introduction





Harold Pinter’s speech of thanks on receiving the David Cohen British Literature Prize for 1995. The Prize is awarded every two years in recognition of a lifetime’s achievement by a living British writer.





This is a great honour. Thank you very much.





I can’t say that there was a very strong literary tradition in my family. My mother enjoyed reading the novels of A. J. Cronin and Arnold Bennett and my father (who left the house at 7.00 am and returned at 7.00 pm, working as a jobbing tailor) liked Westerns but there were very few books about the house. This was of course also due to the fact that we depended entirely upon libraries. Nobody could afford to buy books.


However, when I first had a poem published in a magazine called Poetry London my parents were quite pleased. I published the poem with my name spelt PINTA, as one of my aunts was convinced that we came from a distinguished Portuguese family, the Da Pintas. This has never been confirmed, nor do I know whether such a family ever existed. The whole thing seemed to be in quite violent conflict with my understanding that all four of my grandparents came from Odessa, or at least Hungary or perhaps even Poland.


There was tentative speculation that PINTA became PINTER in the course of flight from the Spanish Inquisition but whether they had a Spanish Inquisition in Portugal no one quite seemed to know, at least in Hackney, where we lived. Anyway I found the PINTA spelling quite attractive, although I didn’t go as far as the ‘DA’. And I dropped the whole idea shortly afterwards.


There was only one member of my family who appeared to be at all well-off, my great-uncle, Uncle Coleman, who was ‘in business’. He always wore felt carpet-slippers and a skull cap at home and was a very courteous man. My father proposed that I show Uncle Coleman my poem in Poetry London when we next went to tea. I agreed, with some misgivings. My poem was called ‘New Year in the Midlands’ and was to do with a young actor’s vagabond life in rep. It was heavily influenced by Dylan Thomas. It contained the following lines:




‘This is the shine, the powder and blood and here am I, Straddled, exile always in one Whitbread Ale town, Or such.





My father and I sat in the room in silence, while Uncle Coleman read this poem. When he reached those lines he stopped, looked over the magazine at us and said: ‘Whitbread shares are doing very well at the moment. Take my tip.’


That was in 1950, when I was 20.


My early reading was rather shapeless and disjointed, mainly, I believe, to do with the dislocation of a childhood in wartime. I was evacuated twice (once to Cornwall, where I more or less saw the sea for the first time) went to a number of schools and kept returning to London to more bombs, flying bombs and rockets. It wasn’t a very conducive atmosphere for reading. But I finally settled in Hackney Downs Grammar School in late 1944 and made up for lost time. Hackney also had a great Public Library and there I discovered Joyce, Lawrence, Dostoevsky, Hemingway, Virginia Woolf, Rimbaud, Yeats etc.


Some years later, in I think 1951, having read an extract from Beckett’s Watt in a magazine called Irish Writing‚ I looked for books by Beckett in library after library – with no success. Eventually I unearthed one – his first novel Murphy. It had been hanging about Bermondsey Public Reserve Library since 1938. I concluded that interest in Beckett was low and decided to keep it – on an extended loan, as it were. I still have it.


In 1944 I met Joseph Brearley, who came to the school to teach English. Joe Brearley was a tall Yorkshireman who suffered from malaria, had been torpedoed at sea in the war and possessed a passionate enthusiasm for English poetry and dramatic literature. There had been no drama in the school when he arrived in 1945 but before we knew where we were he announced that he would do a production of Macbeth and pointing at me in class said: ‘And you, Pinter, will play Macbeth.’ ‘Me, sir?’ I said. ‘Yes. You.’ he said. I was 15 and I did play Macbeth, in modern dress, wearing the uniform of a major-general. I was so pleased with this uniform that I wore it on the 38 bus to go home to tea after the dress rehearsal. Old ladies smiled at me. The bus conductor looked at me and said: ‘Well, I don’t know what to charge you.’ My parents gave me the Collected Plays of Shakespeare to mark the occasion. I also managed to save up to buy a copy of Ulysses which I placed on the bookshelf in the living room. My father told me to take it off the shelf. He said he wouldn’t have a book like that in the room where my mother served dinner.


Joe Brearley and I became close friends. We embarked on a series of long walks, which continued for years, starting from Hackney Downs, up to Springfield Park, along the River Lea, back up Lea Bridge Road, past Clapton Pond, through Mare Street to Bethnal Green. Shakespeare dominated our lives at that time (I mean the lives of my friends and me) but the revelation which Joe Brearley brought with him was John Webster. On our walks, we would declare into the wind, at the passing trolley-buses or indeed to the passers-by, nuggets of Webster, such as:








What would it pleasure me to have my throat cut


With diamonds? or to be smothered


With Cassia? or to be shot to death with pearls?


I know death hath ten thousand several doors


For men to take their exits: and tis found


They go on such strange geometric hinges


You may open them both ways: anyway, for heaven’s sake,


So I were out of your whispering.


(The Duchess of Malfi)











or:








O I smell soot,


Most stinking soot, the chimney’s a-fire,


My liver’s purboiled like scotch holly-bread,


There’s a plumber laying pipes in my guts.


(The White Devil)











or:








My soul, like to a ship in a black storm,


Is driven I know not whither.


(The White Devil)











or:








I have caught


An everlasting cold. I have lost my voice


Most irrecoverably.


(The White Devil)











or:








Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle; she died young.


(The Duchess of Malfi)











That language made me dizzy.





Joe Brearley fired my imagination. I can never forget him.





I started writing plays in 1957 and in 1958 The Birthday Party opened at the Lyric, Hammersmith, was massacred by the critics (with the exception of Harold Hobson) and was taken off after eight performances. I decided to pop in to the Thursday matinee. I was a few minutes late and the curtain had gone up. I ran up the stairs to the dress circle. An usherette stopped me. ‘Where are you going?’ she said. ‘To the dress circle,’ I said, ‘I’m the author.’ Her eyes, as I recall, misted over. ‘Oh are you?’ she said, ‘Oh you poor chap. Listen, the dress circle’s closed, but why don’t you go in, go in and sit down, darling, if you like, go on.’ I went into the empty dress circle and looked down into the stalls. Six people were watching the performance which, I must say, didn’t seem to be generating very much electricity. I still have the box-office returns for the week. The Thursday matinee brought in two pounds six shillings.


In a career attended by a great deal of dramatic criticism one of the most interesting – and indeed acute – critical questions I’ve ever heard was when I was introduced to a young woman and her six-year-old son. The woman looked down at her son and said: ‘This man is a very good writer.’ The little boy looked at me and then at his mother and said: ‘Can he do a “W”?’


I’m well aware that I have been described in some quarters as being ‘enigmatic, taciturn, terse, prickly, explosive and forbidding’. Well, I do have my moods like anyone else, I won’t deny it. But my writing life, which has gone on for roughly 45 years and isn’t over yet, has been informed by a quite different set of characteristics which have nothing whatsoever to do with those descriptions. Quite simply, my writing life has been one of relish, challenge, excitement. Those words are almost, perhaps, truisms. But in fact they are true. Whether it be a poem, a play or a screenplay – if the relish, challenge and excitement in the language and through that language to character isn’t there then nothing’s there and nothing can exist.


So while I’m sure I am ‘enigmatic, taciturn, terse, prickly, explosive and forbidding’ I’ve also enjoyed my writing life – and indeed my life – to the hilt and I am deeply gratified to have been awarded this prize.
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First Presentation








Betrayal was first presented by the National Theatre, London, on 15 November 1978 with the following cast:
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	Penelope Wilton
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	Michael Gambon

	      

	 

	      

	 






	 

	ROBERT

	Daniel Massey

	 

	 

	 

	 




















Directed by Peter Hall


Designed by John Bury





In 1977 Emma is 38, Jerry and Robert are 40.


 


Betrayal can be performed without an interval, or with an interval after Scene Four.
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1977





SCENE ONE


Pub. 1977. Spring.








Noon.


EMMA is sitting at a corner table. JERRY approaches with drinks, a pint of bitter for him, a glass of wine for her.


He sits. They smile, toast each other silently, drink.


He sits back and looks at her.




JERRY


Well …


EMMA


How are you?


JERRY


All right.


EMMA


You look well.


JERRY


Well, I’m not all that well, really.


EMMA


Why? What’s the matter?


JERRY


Hangover.


He raises his glass.


Cheers.


He drinks.


How are you?


EMMA


I’m fine.


She looks round the bar, back at him.


Just like old times.


JERRY


Mmm. It’s been a long time.


EMMA


Yes.


Pause.


I thought of you the other day.


JERRY


Good God. Why?


She laughs.


JERRY


Why?


EMMA


Well, it’s nice, sometimes, to think back. Isn’t it?


JERRY


Absolutely.


Pause.


How’s everything?


EMMA


Oh, not too bad.


Pause.


Do you know how long it is since we met?


JERRY


Well I came to that private view, when was it –?


EMMA


No, I don’t mean that.


JERRY


Oh you mean alone?


EMMA


Yes.


JERRY


Uuh …


EMMA


Two years.


JERRY


Yes, I thought it must be. Mmnn.


Pause.


EMMA


Long time.


JERRY


Yes. It is.


Pause.


How’s it going? The Gallery?


EMMA


How do you think it’s going?


JERRY


Well. Very well, I would say.


EMMA


I’m glad you think so. Well, it is actually. I enjoy it.


JERRY


Funny lot, painters, aren’t they?


EMMA


They’re not at all funny.


JERRY


Aren’t they? What a pity.


Pause.


How’s Robert?


EMMA


When did you last see him?


JERRY


I haven’t seen him for months. Don’t know why. Why?


EMMA


Why what?


JERRY


Why did you ask when I last saw him?


EMMA


I just wondered. How’s Sam?


JERRY


You mean Judith.


EMMA


Do I?


JERRY


You remember the form. I ask about your husband, you ask about my wife.


EMMA


Yes, of course. How is your wife?


JERRY


All right.


Pause.


EMMA


Sam must be … tall.


JERRY


He is tall. Quite tall. Does a lot of running. He’s a long distance runner. He wants to be a zoologist.


EMMA


No, really? Good. And Sarah?


JERRY


She’s ten.


EMMA


God. I suppose she must be.


JERRY


Yes, she must be.


Pause.


Ned’s five, isn’t he?


EMMA


You remember.


JERRY


Well, I would remember that.


Pause.


EMMA


Yes.


Pause.


You’re all right, though?


JERRY


Oh … yes, sure.


Pause.


EMMA


Ever think of me?


JERRY


I don’t need to think of you.


EMMA


Oh?


JERRY


I don’t need to think of you.


Pause.


Anyway I’m all right. How are you?


EMMA


Fine, really. All right.


JERRY


You’re looking very pretty.


EMMA


Really? Thank you. I’m glad to see yo


JERRY


So am I. I mean to see you.


EMMA


You think of me sometimes?


JERRY


I think of you sometimes.


Pause.


I saw Charlotte the other day.


EMMA


No? Where? She didn’t mention it.


JERRY


She didn’t see me. In the street.


EMMA


But you haven’t seen her for years.


JERRY


I recognised her.


EMMA


How could you? How could you know?


JERRY


I did.


EMMA


What did she look like?


JERRY


You.


EMMA


No, what did you think of her, really?


JERRY


I thought she was lovely.


EMMA


Yes. She’s very … She’s smashing. She’s thirteen.


Pause.


Do you remember that time … oh God it was … when you picked her up and threw her up and caught her?


JERRY


She was very light.


EMMA


She remembers that, you know.


JERRY


Really?


EMMA


Mmnn. Being thrown up.


JERRY


What a memory.


Pause.


She doesn’t know … about us, does she?


EMMA


Of course not. She just remembers you, as an old friend.


JERRY


That’s right.


Pause.


Yes, everyone was there that day, standing around, your husband, my wife, all the kids, I remember.


EMMA


What day?


JERRY


When I threw her up. It was in your kitchen.


EMMA


It was in your kitchen.


Silence.


JERRY


Darling.


EMMA


Don’t say that.


Pause.


It all …


JERRY


Seems such a long time ago.


EMMA


Does it?


JERRY


Same again?


He takes the glasses, goes to the bar. She sits still. He returns, with the drinks, sits.


EMMA


I thought of you the other day.


Pause.


I was driving through Kilburn. Suddenly I saw where I was. I just stopped, and then I turned down Kinsale Drive and drove into Wessex Grove. I drove past the house and then stopped about fifty yards further on, like we used to do, do you remember?


JERRY


Yes.


EMMA


People were coming out of the house. They walked up the road.


JERRY


What sort of people?


EMMA


Oh … young people. Then I got out of the car and went up the steps. I looked at the bells, you know, the names on the bells. I looked for our name.


Pause.


JERRY


Green.


Pause.


Couldn’t see it, eh?


EMMA


No.


JERRY


That’s because we’re not there any more. We haven’t been there for years.


EMMA


No we haven’t.


Pause.


JERRY


I hear you’re seeing a bit of Casey.


EMMA


What?


JERRY


Casey. I just heard you were … seeing a bit of him.


EMMA


Where did you hear that?


JERRY


Oh … people … talking.


EMMA


Christ.


JERRY


The funny thing was that the only thing I really felt was irritation, I mean irritation that nobody gossiped about us like that, in the old days. I nearly said, now look, she may be having the occasional drink with Casey, who cares, but she and I had an affair for seven years and none of you bastards had the faintest idea it was happening.


Pause.


EMMA


I wonder. I wonder if everyone knew, all the time.


JERRY


Don’t be silly. We were brilliant. Nobody knew. Who ever went to Kilburn in those days? Just you and me.


Pause.


Anyway, what’s all this about you and Casey?


EMMA


What do you mean?


JERRY


What’s going on?


EMMA


We have the occasional drink.


JERRY


I thought you didn’t admire his work.


EMMA


I’ve changed. Or his work has changed. Are you jealous?


JERRY


Of what?


Pause.


I couldn’t be jealous of Casey. I’m his agent. I advised him about his divorce. I read all his first drafts. I persuaded your husband to publish his first novel. I escort him to Oxford to speak at the Union. He’s my … he’s my boy. I discovered him when he was a poet, and that’s a bloody long time ago now.


Pause.


He’s even taken me down to Southampton to meet his Mum and Dad. I couldn’t be jealous of Casey. Anyway it’s not as if we’re having an affair now, is it? We haven’t seen each other for years. Really, I’m very happy if you’re happy.


Pause.


What about Robert?


Pause.


EMMA


Well … I think we’re going to separate.


JERRY


Oh?


EMMA


We had a long talk … last night.


JERRY


Last night?


EMMA


You know what I found out … last night? He’s betrayed me for years. He’s had … other women for years.


JERRY


No? Good Lord.


Pause.


But we betrayed him for years.


EMMA


And he betrayed me for years.


JERRY


Well I never knew that.


EMMA


Nor did I.


Pause.


JERRY


Does Casey know about this?


 EMMA


I wish you wouldn’t keep calling him Casey. His name is Roger.


JERRY


Yes. Roger.


EMMA


I phoned you. I don’t know why.


JERRY


What a funny thing. We were such close friends, weren’t we? Robert and me, even though I haven’t seem him for a few months, but through all those years, all the drinks, all the lunches … we had together, I never even gleaned … I never suspected … that there was anyone else … in his life but you. Never. For example, when you’re with a fellow in a pub, or a restaurant, for example, from time to time he pops out for a piss, you see, who doesn’t, but what I mean is, if he’s making a crafty telephone call, you can sort of sense it.  Well, I never did that with Robert. He never made any crafty telephone calls in any pub I was ever with him in. The funny thing is that it was me who made the calls – to you, when I left him boozing at the bar. That’s the funny thing.


Pause.


When did he tell you all this?


EMMA


Last night. I think we were up all night.


Pause.


JERRY


You talked all night?


EMMA


Yes. Oh yes.


Pause.


JERRY


I didn’t come into it, did I?


EMMA


What?


JERRY


I just –


EMMA


I just phoned you this morning, you know, that’s all, because I … because we’re old friends … I’ve been up all night … the whole thing’s finished … I suddenly felt I wanted to see you.


JERRY


Well, look, I’m happy to see you. I am. I’m sorry … about …


EMMA


Do you remember? I mean, you do remember?


JERRY


I remember.


Pause.


EMMA


You couldn’t really afford Wessex Grove when we took it, could you?


JERRY


Oh, love finds a way.


EMMA


I bought the curtains.


JERRY


You found a way.


EMMA


Listen, I didn’t want to see you for nostalgia, I mean what’s the point? I just wanted to see how you were. Truly. How are you?


JERRY


Oh what does it matter?


Pause.


You didn’t tell Robert about me last night, did you?


EMMA


I had to.


Pause.


He told me everything. I told him everything. We were up … all night. At one point Ned came down. I had to take him up to bed, had to put him back to bed. Then I went down again. I think it was the voices woke him up. You know …


JERRY


You told him everything?


EMMA


I had to.


JERRY


You told him everything … about us?


EMMA


I had to.


Pause.


JERRY


But he’s my oldest friend. I mean, I picked his own daughter up in my own arms and threw her up and caught her, in my kitchen. He watched me do it.


EMMA


It doesn’t matter. It’s all gone.


 JERRY


Is it? What has?


EMMA


It’s all all over.


She drinks.
























1977 Later





SCENE TWO


Jerry’s House. Study. 1977. Spring.








JERRY sitting. ROBERT standing, with glass.




JERRY


It’s good of you to come.


ROBERT


Not at all.


JERRY


Yes, yes, I know it was difficult … I know … the kids …


ROBERT


It’s all right. It sounded urgent.


JERRY


Well … You found someone, did you?


ROBERT


What?


JERRY


For the kids.


ROBERT


Yes, yes. Honestly. Everything’s in order. Anyway, Charlotte’s not a baby.


JERRY


No.


Pause.


Are you going to sit down?


ROBERT


Well, I might, yes, in a minute.


Pause.


JERRY


Judith’s at the hospital … on night duty. The kids are … here … upstairs.


ROBERT


Uh – huh.


JERRY


I must speak to you. It’s important.


ROBERT


Speak.


JERRY


Yes.


Pause.


ROBERT


You look quite rough.


Pause.


What’s the trouble?


Pause.


It’s not about you and Emma, is it?


Pause.


I know all about that.


JERRY


Yes. So I’ve … been told.


ROBERT


Ah.


Pause.


Well, it’s not very important, is it? Been over for years, hasn’t it?


JERRY


It is important.


ROBERT


Really? Why?


JERRY stands, walks about.


JERRY


I thought I was going to go mad.


ROBERT


When?


JERRY


This evening. Just now. Wondering whether to phone you. I had to phone you. It took me … two hours to phone you. And then you were with the kids … I thought I wasn’t going to be able to see you … I thought I’d go mad. I’m very grateful to you … for coming.


ROBERT


Oh for God’s sake! Look, what exactly do you want to say?


Pause.


JERRY sits.


JERRY


I don’t know why she told you. I don’t know how she could tell you. I just don’t understand. Listen, I know you’ve got … look, I saw her today … we had a drink … I haven’t seen her for … she told me, you know, that you’re in trouble, both of you … and so on. I know that. I mean I’m sorry.


ROBERT


Don’t be sorry.


JERRY


Why not?


Pause.


The fact is I can’t understand … why she thought it necessary … after all these years … to tell you … so suddenly … last night …


ROBERT


Last night?


JERRY


Without consulting me. Without even warning me. After all, you and me …


ROBERT


She didn’t tell me last night.


JERRY


What do you mean?


Pause.


I know about last night. She told me about it. You were up all night, weren’t you?


ROBERT


That’s correct.


JERRY


And she told you … last night … about her and me. Did she not?


ROBERT


No, she didn’t. She didn’t tell me about you and her last night. She told me about you and her four years ago.


Pause.


So she didn’t have to tell me again last night. Because I knew. And she knew I knew because she told me herself four years ago.


Silence.


JERRY


What?


ROBERT


I think I will sit down.


He sits.


I thought you knew.


JERRY


Knew what?


ROBERT


That I knew. That I’ve known for years. I thought you knew that.


JERRY


You thought I knew?


ROBERT


She said you didn’t. But I didn’t believe that.


Pause.


Anyway I think I thought you knew. But you say you didn’t?


JERRY


She told you … when?


ROBERT


Well, I found out. That’s what happened. I told her I’d found out and then she … confirmed … the facts.


JERRY


When?


ROBERT


Oh, a long time ago, Jerry.


Pause.


JERRY


But we’ve seen each other … a great deal … over the last four years. We’ve had lunch.


ROBERT


Never played squash though.


JERRY


I was your best friend.


ROBERT


Well, yes, sure.


JERRY stares at him and then holds his head in his hands.


Oh, don’t get upset. There’s no point.


Silence.


JERRY sits up.


JERRY


Why didn’t she tell me?


ROBERT


Well, I’m not her, old boy.


JERRY


Why didn’t you tell me?


Pause.


ROBERT


I thought you might know.


JERRY


But you didn’t know for certain, did you? You didn’t know!


ROBERT


No.


JERRY


Then why didn’t you tell me?


Pause.


ROBERT


Tell you what?


JERRY


That you knew. You bastard.


ROBERT


Oh, don’t call me a bastard, Jerry.


Pause.


JERRY


What are we going to do?


ROBERT


You and I are not going to do anything. My marriage is finished. I’ve just got to make proper arrangements, that’s all. About the children.


Pause.


JERRY


You hadn’t thought of telling Judith?


ROBERT


Telling Judith what? Oh, about you and Emma. You mean she never knew? Are you quite sure?


Pause.


No, I hadn’t thought of telling Judith, actually. You don’t seem to understand. You don’t seem to understand that I don’t give a shit about any of this. It’s true I’ve hit Emma once or twice. But that wasn’t to defend a principle. I wasn’t inspired to do it from any kind of moral standpoint. I just felt like giving her a good bashing. The old itch … you understand.


Pause.


JERRY


But you betrayed her for years, didn’t you?


ROBERT


Oh yes.


JERRY


And she never knew about it. Did she?


ROBERT


Didn’t she?


Pause.


JERRY


I didn’t.


ROBERT


No, you didn’t know very much about anything, really, did you?


Pause.


JERRY


No.


ROBERT


Yes you did.


JERRY


Yes I did. I lived with her.


ROBERT


Yes. In the afternoons.


JERRY


Sometimes very long ones. For seven years.


ROBERT


Yes, you certainly knew all there was to know about that. About the seven years of afternoons. I don’t know anything about that.


Pause.


I hope she looked after you all right.


Silence.


JERRY


We used to like each other.


ROBERT


We still do.


Pause.


I bumped into old Casey the other day. I believe he’s having an affair with my wife. We haven’t played squash for years, Casey and me. We used to have a damn good game.


JERRY


He’s put on weight.


ROBERT


Yes, I thought that.


JERRY


He’s over the hill.


ROBERT


Is he?


JERRY


Don’t you think so?


ROBERT


In what respect?


JERRY


His work. His books.


ROBERT


Oh his books. His art. Yes his art does seem to be falling away, doesn’t it?


JERRY


Still sells.


ROBERT


Oh, sells very well. Sells very well indeed. Very good for us. For you and me.


JERRY


Yes.


ROBERT


Someone was telling me – who was it – must have been someone in the publicity department – the other day – that when Casey went up to York to sign his latest book, in a bookshop, you know, with Barbara Spring, you know, the populace queued for hours to get his signature on his book, while one old lady and a dog queued to get Barbara Spring’s signature, on her book. I happen to think that Barbara Spring … is good, don’t you?


JERRY


Yes.


Pause.


ROBERT


Still, we both do very well out of Casey, don’t we?


JERRY


Very well.


Pause.


ROBERT


Have you read any good books lately?


JERRY


I’ve been reading Yeats.


ROBERT


Ah. Yeats. Yes.


Pause.


JERRY


You read Yeats on Torcello once.


ROBERT


On Torcello?


JERRY


Don’t you remember? Years ago. You went over to Torcello in the dawn, alone. And read Yeats.


ROBERT


So I did. I told you that, yes.


Pause.


Yes.


Pause.


Where are you going this summer, you and the family?


JERRY


The Lake District.
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SCENE THREE


Flat. 1975. Winter.








JERRY and EMMA. They are sitting.


Silence.




JERRY


What do you want to do then?


Pause.


EMMA


I don’t quite know what we’re doing, any more, that’s all.


JERRY


Mmnn.


Pause.


EMMA


I mean, this flat …


JERRY


Yes.


EMMA


Can you actually remember when we were last here?


JERRY


In the summer, was it?


EMMA


Well, was it?


JERRY


I know it seems –


EMMA


It was the beginning of September.


JERRY


Well, that’s summer, isn’t it?


EMMA


It was actually extremely cold. It was early autumn.


JERRY


It’s pretty cold now.


EMMA


We were going to get another electric fire.


JERRY


Yes, I never got that.


EMMA


Not much point in getting it if we’re never here.


JERRY


We’re here now.


EMMA


Not really.


Silence.


JERRY


Well, things have changed. You’ve been so busy, your job, and everything.


EMMA


Well, I know. But I mean, I like it. I want to do it.


JERRY


No, it’s great. It’s marvellous for you. But you’re not –


EMMA


If you’re running a gallery you’ve got to run it, you’ve got to be there.


JERRY


But you’re not free in the afternoons. Are you?


EMMA


No.


JERRY


So how can we meet?


EMMA


But look at the times you’re out of the country. You’re never here.


JERRY


But when I am here you’re not free in the afternoons. So we can never meet.


EMMA


We can meet for lunch.


JERRY


We can meet for lunch but we can’t come all the way out here for a quick lunch. I’m too old for that.


EMMA


I didn’t suggest that.


Pause.


You see, in the past … we were inventive, we were determined, it was … it seemed impossible to meet … impossible … and yet we did. We met here, we took this flat and we met in this flat because we wanted to.


JERRY


It would not matter how much we wanted to if you’re not free in the afternoons and I’m in America.


Silence.


Nights have always been out of the question and you know it. I have a family.


EMMA


I have a family too.


JERRY


I know that perfectly well. I might remind you that your husband is my oldest friend.


EMMA


What do you mean by that?


JERRY


I don’t mean anything by it.


EMMA


But what are you trying to say by saying that?


JERRY


Jesus. I’m not trying to say anything. I’ve said precisely what I wanted to say.


EMMA


I see.


Pause.


The fact is that in the old days we used our imagination and we’d take a night and make an arrangement and go to an hotel.


JERRY


Yes. We did.


Pause.


But that was … in the main … before we got this flat.


EMMA


We haven’t spent many nights … in this flat.


JERRY


No.


Pause.


Not many nights anywhere, really.


Silence.


EMMA


Can you afford … to keep it going, month after month?


JERRY


Oh …


EMMA


It’s a waste. Nobody comes here. I just can’t bear to think about it, actually. Just … empty. All day and night. Day after day and night after night. I mean the crockery and the curtains and the bedspread and everything. And the tablecloth I brought from Venice. (Laughs.) It’s ridiculous.


Pause.


It’s just … an empty home.


JERRY


It’s not a home.


Pause.


I know … I know what you wanted … but it could never … actually be a home. You have a home. I have a home. With curtains, et cetera. And children. Two children in two homes. There are no children here, so it’s not the same kind of home.


EMMA


It was never intended to be the same kind of home. Was it?


Pause.


You didn’t ever see it as a home, in any sense, did you?


JERRY


No, I saw it as a flat … you know.


EMMA


For fucking.


JERRY


No, for loving.


EMMA


Well, there’s not much of that left, is there?


Silence.


JERRY


I don’t think we don’t love each other.


Pause.


EMMA


Ah well.


Pause.


What will you do about all the … furniture?


JERRY


What?


EMMA


The contents.


Silence.


JERRY


You know we can do something very simple, if we want to do it.


EMMA


You mean sell it to Mrs Banks for a small sum and … and she can let it as a furnished flat?


JERRY


That’s right. Wasn’t the bed here?


EMMA


What?


JERRY


Wasn’t it?


 EMMA


We bought the bed. We bought everything. We bought the bed together.


JERRY


Ah. Yes.


EMMA stands.


EMMA


You’ll make all the arrangements, then? With Mrs Banks?


Pause.


I don’t want anything. Nowhere I can put it, you see. I have a home, with tablecloths and all the rest of it.


JERRY


I’ll go into it, with Mrs Banks. There’ll be a few quid, you know, so …


EMMA


No, I don’t want any cash, thank you very much.


Silence. She puts coat on.


I’m going now.


He turns, looks at her.


Oh here’s my key.


Takes out keyring, tries to take key from ring.


Oh Christ.


Struggles to take key from ring.


Throws him the ring.


You take it off.


He catches it, looks at her.


Can you just do it please? I’m picking up Charlotte from school. I’m taking her shopping.


He takes key off.


Do you realise this is an afternoon? It’s the Gallery’s afternoon off. That’s why I’m here. We close every Thursday afternoon. Can I have my keyring?


He gives it to her.


Thanks. Listen. I think we’ve made absolutely the right decision.


She goes.


He stands.
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SCENE FOUR


Robert and Emma’s House. Living room. 1974. Autumn.








ROBERT pouring a drink for JERRY. He goes to the door.




ROBERT


Emma! Jerry’s here!


EMMA (off)


Who?


ROBERT


Jerry.


EMMA


I’ll be down.


ROBERT gives the drink to JERRY.


JERRY


Cheers.


ROBERT


Cheers. She’s just putting Ned to bed. I should think he’ll be off in a minute.


JERRY


Off where?


ROBERT


Dreamland.


JERRY


Ah. Yes, how is your sleep these days?


ROBERT


What?


JERRY


Do you still have bad nights? With Ned, I mean?


ROBERT


Oh, I see. Well, no. No, it’s getting better. But you know what they say?


JERRY


What?


ROBERT


They say boys are worse than girls.


JERRY


Worse?


ROBERT


Babies. They say boy babies cry more than girl babies.


JERRY


Do they?


ROBERT


You didn’t find that to be the case?


 JERRY


Uh … yes, I think we did. Did you?


ROBERT


Yes. What do you make of it? Why do you think that is?


JERRY


Well, I suppose … boys are more anxious.


ROBERT


Boy babies?


JERRY


Yes.


ROBERT


What the hell are they anxious about … at their age? Do you think?


JERRY


Well … facing the world, I suppose, leaving the womb, all that.


ROBERT


But what about girl babies? They leave the womb too.


JERRY


That’s true. It’s also true that nobody talks much about girl babies leaving the womb. Do they?


ROBERT


I am prepared to do so.


JERRY


I see. Well, what have you got to say?


ROBERT


I was asking you a question.


JERRY


What was it?


ROBERT


Why do you assert that boy babies find leaving the womb more of a problem than girl babies?


JERRY


Have I made such an assertion?


ROBERT


You went on to make a further assertion, to the effect that boy babies are more anxious about facing the world than girl babies.


JERRY


Do you yourself believe that to be the case?


ROBERT


I do, yes.


Pause.


JERRY


Why do you think it is?


ROBERT


I have no answer.


Pause.


JERRY


Do you think it might have something to do with the difference between the sexes?


Pause.


ROBERT


Good God, you’re right. That must be it.


EMMA comes in.


EMMA


Hullo. Surprise.


JERRY


I was having tea with Casey.


EMMA


Where?


JERRY


Just around the corner.


EMMA


I thought he lived in … Hampstead or somewhere.


ROBERT


You’re out of date.


EMMA


Am I?


JERRY


He’s left Susannah. He’s living alone round the corner.


EMMA


Oh.


ROBERT


Writing a novel about a man who leaves his wife and three children and goes to live alone on the other side of London to write a novel about a man who leaves his wife and three children –


EMMA


I hope it’s better than the last one.


ROBERT


The last one? Ah, the last one. Wasn’t that the one about the man who lived in a big house in Hampstead with his wife and three children and is writing a novel about –?


JERRY  (to EMMA)


Why didn’t you like it?


EMMA


I’ve told you actually.


JERRY


I think it’s the best thing he’s written.


EMMA


It may be the best thing he’s written but it’s still bloody dishonest.


JERRY


Dishonest? In what way dishonest?


EMMA


I’ve told you, actually.


JERRY


Have you?


ROBERT


Yes, she has. Once when we were all having dinner, I remember, you, me, Emma and Judith, where was it, Emma gave a dissertation over the pudding about dishonesty in Casey with reference to his last novel. ‘Drying Out.’ It was most stimulating. Judith had to leave unfortunately in the middle of it for her night shift at the hospital. How is Judith, by the way?
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