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    EMMA WOODHOUSE, twenty-one years old, a recent graduate




    HARRIET SMITH, twenty-one years old, Emma’s best friend from home




    MR WOODHOUSE, forties/fifties, Emma’s dad – a businessman




    MRS BATES, forties/fifties, a neighbour




    GEORGE KNIGHTLEY, twenties, a painter and decorator, Emma and Harriet’s childhood friend




    ROBERT MARTIN, twenties, an Amazon delivery driver




    ISABELLA WOODHOUSE, Emma’s sister
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    PROFESSOR TAYLOR
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ACT ONE





      

        
Scene One





        EMMA WOODHOUSE stands alone.




        We know this EMMA, we’ve met her before, white gloves, pinned hair, perfectly still, perfectly dressed, perfectly poised; this is Jane Austen’s EMMA.




        Except she’s having a panic attack.




        Fuck.




        It rises through her body, her dress is too tight, she’s too hot, she can’t breathe, fuck me she really can’t breathe.




        And then suddenly very loud pop music drops in. Strobe lights. Haze. It thrums under her.




        She’s on a dance floor. It’s sweaty. Shots appear. Bodies appear. Students, all in fancy dress – tigers, sailors, someone’s come as a positive pregnancy test, someone’s come as toilet.




        It’s Oxford University, 2025.




        It’s sweaty. It’s sticky. The EMMA we know dissolves into an EMMA we don’t under the strobe lights. She’s dancing, drinking, doing shots, her hair coming loose, she’s really going for it, harder and harder.




        Through the crowd, a guy dressed as King Arthur approaches her.




        POSH BOY. EMMA FUCKING WOODHOUSE!




        EMMA. Alright!?




        POSH BOY. TAKE ONE, TAKE ONE!




        He hands her a shot. He shouts over the music.




        TO NEVER SEEING ANOTHER EXAM IN MY LIFE!




        She necks it, feels it in her throat, immediately wants another one.




        YOU LOOK GREAT BY THE WAY!




        EMMA. WHAT!?




        POSH BOY. I SAID YOU LOOK GREAT BY THE WAY! I LOVE THAT REGENCY SHIT!




        EMMA. RIGHT!




        POSH BOY. I SAID I LOVE THAT REGENCY SHIT!




        EMMA. NO I HEARD YOU! I HEARD YOU!




        POSH BOY. SO, WHAT’S YOUR –




        EMMA. BUT Y’KNOW ACTUALLY THE REGENCY THAT IT’S NAMED AFTER ONLY LASTED FROM 1811 TO 1825, COS PRINCE GEORGE SUFFERED, FROM LIKE PROPER DEBILITATING ILLNESS. SO IT’S NOT ACTUALLY RIGHT WHEN PEOPLE SAY THAT – LIKE THEY CALL IT REGENCY BUT IT’S, IT’S MORE GEORGIAN!




        POSH BOY. SO COOL.




        EMMA. AND THERE WAS LIKE, MASS POVERTY! PEOPLE THINK IT WAS THIS TIME OF REFINEMENT AND BALLS COS THAT’S WHAT TV HAS DONE (Hiccups.) BUT ACTUALLY, THAT WAS ONLY LIKE THE ONE PERCENT.




        He nods, she’s made it weird, why had she made it weird?




        POSH BOY. RIGHT! YEAH!




        EMMA. NONE OF IT WAS ROMANTIC! WE HAVE THIS REAL, TENDENCY IN ENGLAND TO BE NOSTALGIC ABOUT THE PAST, LIKE ACTUALLY IT WAS SHIT FOR MOST PEOPLE – ESPECIALLY WOMEN! IF YOU WERE A YOUNG WOMAN IN GEORGIAN ENGLAND YOU WERE FUCKED. YOU’RE STILL FUCKED NOW TO BE HONEST.




        She’s finished. He’s weirded out.




        POSH BOY. Great!




        EMMA. Yep!




        POSH BOY. So what’s your plan after graduation!? Bet you’ve had loads of offers!




        EMMA. Yeah!




        POSH BOY. Scholarship student, they all love that shit!




        EMMA. Do you wanna get a drink?




        POSH BOY. So what you gonna do!?




        EMMA. Maybe a Jägerbomb or something?




        POSH BOY. No! I meant now, we’ve finished! Like, with your life!?




        EMMA’s breathing begins to tighten again. The music spikes. EMMA begins to dance harder, the crowd comes in, her costume comes off, to reveal a very scruffy pair of jeans and a T-shirt that says HANDSOME, CLEVER AND RICH and then… she takes a shot… and then maybe another shot and then fuck it maybe another shot and then –


      




      

        
Scene Two





        Tutor’s office.




        Bright light, morning. EMMA is now sat on a hard-backed chair, she looks very fucking rough. A tutor stares at her.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Well I’m afraid it’s not good news Emma. I’ve spoken to the board and we’re going to have to fail you.




        EMMA suddenly, violently, throws up in a bin.




        EMMA. Oh my god. I’m so sorry.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. It’s fine.




        EMMA. I’m – fuck – sorry.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Seriously, you’re the third one today, it’s fine, just place it by the door.




        EMMA. By the door?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. By the door, that’s it.




        Beat.




        Emma, we don’t have long! Put your sick by the door please!




        EMMA pops the bin of sick by the door and resumes her seat.




        EMMA. Sorry. Right, er yeah so I just think, er you’ve got that wrong?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. I haven’t got it wrong.




        EMMA. But failing? Like, actually failing? I don’t know how this happened.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Well you didn’t show up to the exams, that’s how it happened.




        Beat – then EMMA begins to panic.




        EMMA. Okay, okay I can’t breathe.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Try not to panic.




        EMMA. Try not to panic? What d’you mean? What d’you mean try not to panic!?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. You can come back and repeat the year next year.




        EMMA. Come back? No, I can’t come back. I’m done! I’m good!




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. I’m afraid it’s the only option.




        EMMA. Fuck, I think I’m gonna be sick.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Well, you know where the bin is. I know a lot of students who have struggled in their third year at Oxford, Emma. This isn’t rare.




        EMMA. How is that helpful!? Just cos something isn’t rare doesn’t make it good! Lots of shit stuff isn’t rare! Sexism, STIs, damp. Doesn’t make it any less shit, does it?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Here’s what we suggest. You go home, take the year out to reassess – we’ll check in with you, see what the scholarship situation is but considering your record I don’t see why we won’t be able to help you.




        EMMA. Look, can’t we just lie?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. I’m sorry?




        EMMA. Lie. Can’t we just like, lie?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Emma, you didn’t turn up to the exams.




        EMMA. I know but, but can’t we just say that I did? Can’t we just say I did the exams, say that I got a first!




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Emma.




        EMMA. Alright not a first! A two-one!




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. We can’t do that.




        EMMA. Look it can’t be a two-two no one would believe it. I’m not a two-two type of person. Professor Taylor it’s just a lie, it’s not that mental – when you think about what other people lie about, when you think about what your generation lie about. I mean you lot lie about everything. Taxes. Politics. Expenses. Global Warming.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. I think you’re spiralling.




        EMMA. I can’t just go home alright!? Have you been to Highbury?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. I’m actually not that familiar with Essex.




        EMMA. Can’t I appeal it? Can’t I like, complain? Say you hate me. Or you’re jealous of me. Or that you’ve had a breakdown and don’t know what you’re talking about. Say you’re having a tough personal time. You’re going through a divorce, are you going through a divorce? You look single.




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Okay, I think we’re done here.




        EMMA. So, what I just have to go back to Highbury for a year!? And just wait for my life to start!?




        PROFESSOR TAYLOR. Emma, your life has started, this is your life.




        EMMA. No. You’re wrong. Trust me, this isn’t my life. This will not be my life.




        Blackout.


      




      

        
Scene Three





        Highbury, Essex. Pub.




        HARRIET SMITH, all chewed sleeves and nervous energy – is sat at a sticky table opposite ROB MARTIN.




        HARRIET. The thing about Emma is she just doesn’t care what anyone else thinks.




        ROB. Right.




        HARRIET. I mean she does – she cares if she thinks you’re thinking something stupid but she doesn’t care what anyone thinks about her, which is kind of amazing! I mean I care what people think all the time – I care what dogs think! I mean not – not all dogs but definitely like, labradors? And babies! Babies hate me. I think it’s just my face? Like the shape of my face? But Emma’s always just done whatever she wants to do no matter what! She’s so clever. She’ll probably be prime minister one day or president – I mean she couldn’t be president cos she’s not American – but she could be American! If she wanted to be!




        ROB. I’ve actually never been to America.




        HARRIET. What? Oh me neither. I’ve not been anywhere, probably got mould on me somewhere.




        ROB. What?




        Beat – HARRIET realises that what she’s just said, is fucking mental.




        HARRIET. I said I’ve probably got mould on me? Mould? Mould? Like, like the fungus?




        ROB. Yeah no I know what mould is.




        Beat.




        HARRIET. That was a joke. Like when, bread goes mouldy cos you don’t eat it? I was saying I’ve got mould on me cos, cos I don’t go anywhere.




        ROB. Right. Funny.




        HARRIET. It wasn’t funny.




        ROB. Well it’s weird and that’s funny. I once got impetigo from kissing a horse.




        Beat – now he realises that what he said was fucking mental.




        So, how long you been on the apps then?




        HARRIET. Oh, not long. You?




        ROB. Same. Bit depressing ain’t it?




        HARRIET. What this is?




        ROB. Nah the apps are!




        HARRIET. Oh! Yeah! Ha! Have you matched with Chip Shop Nigel’s dog yet?




        ROB. Not yet. It’s just the fucking messaging. I’d rather just get a pint with someone in real life, know what I mean? And I mean you’ll be messaging someone for like a whole day and then by the time you’re there you’ve got nothing to talk about. And then outta nowhere they just ghost you. Like, you wouldn’t do that in real life would you, just walk away mid chat not even a bye or nothing? Mental. Rude.




        Beat – now he feels embarrassed.




        Sorry. Sound like a right moaner.




        HARRIET. No you don’t! People are awful!




        ROB. You know you don’t seem no different from school.




        HARRIET. Yeah Emma always says that, sorry!




        ROB. Nah s’a good thing. So d’you want another one then?




        HARRIET. What, even after the Mould thing?




        ROB. I mean you don’t have to.




        HARRIET. No I mean I want to. I’ll get them!




        ROB. No s’alright.




        HARRIET. No you got the first two!




        ROB. Not having you get my drinks alright? Same again?




        HARRIET. Thanks.




        He smiles and walks off, HARRIET checks her phone feverishly, checks her teeth in the reflection. Just then MR WOODHOUSE (leather jacket, bit Al Capone) swaggers past.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Harriet?




        HARRIET. I’m on a date! Sorry – I just meant, I’m not drinking on my own! If you were thinking ‘oh my god is Harriet drinking on her own!’ I wasn’t! I’m not. I don’t.




        MR WOODHOUSE. A date! That’s exciting! Oi he doesn’t need a microwave does he?




        HARRIET. What?




        MR WOODHOUSE. A microwave. Just picked up four. Can give him a good deal.




        HARRIET. I think he’s fine.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Tungsten wall lamp? Mini-massager? How about a snake?




        HARRIET. A snake?




        MR WOODHOUSE. Y’know what, don’t worry about it.




        HARRIET. Is business –




        MR WOODHOUSE. Business is great, Harriet. Business is great. Now you give your fella my number and if he needs anything electrical or medicalish tell him to text me.




        Now if you need to get away…




        He gets out a wad of cash and puts twenty quid down.




        HARRIET. Mr Woodhouse, you don’t have to do that!




        MR WOODHOUSE. Don’t worry it’s real! I’ll sleep easier knowing you’ve got back to your nan’s alright? I’m not having you trawl through Highbury on your own at god knows what time – and remember what I said about punching.




        HARRIET. Keep your thumbs on the outside.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Good girl. See you later.




        HARRIET. Well, I’ll see you tomorrow probably.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Will you? Why, what’s tomorrow?




        HARRIET. Emma’s back!




        Beat. MR WOODHOUSE turns around and stares at HARRIET.




        MR WOODHOUSE. What?




        HARRIET. Yeah didn’t she tell you?




        MR WOODHOUSE. My Emma?




        HARRIET. Yeah.




        MR WOODHOUSE. What back here?




        HARRIET. Yep.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Back to Highbury?




        HARRIET. Yep.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Has something happened?




        HARRIET. Don’t think so.




        MR WOODHOUSE. But it’s Highbury.




        HARRIET. I know.




        MR WOODHOUSE. And it’s Emma.




        HARRIET. Well she’s back for Isabella’s wedding! She wouldn’t miss that would she!




        MR WOODHOUSE. Isabella’s wedding’s in a week. Emma doesn’t come back a week early, ever. Shit me I’ve not annoyed her have I?




        HARRIET. I don’t think so.




        MR WOODHOUSE. Cos she was pretty angry about the secondhand laptops last time she was down.




        HARRIET. Well I think that’s cos you’d nicked ’em from a primary school.




        MR WOODHOUSE. We’ve gotta get kids off screens Harriet. I mean it’s great! Brilliant! That’s, that’s great news! Emma’s back! Emma is back.




        Suddenly ELTON, young, handsome and in a suit walks in holding two pints.




        ELTON. Mr Woodhouse?




        MR WOODHOUSE. Yep! Yes! Me and Elton are, just catching up. We’re, friends, aren’t we!? Good friends! Great friends!




        MR WOODHOUSE makes a face at ELTON who also nods, catching on.




        ELTON. Oh er yeah, best friends!




        MR WOODHOUSE. Not best friends Elton that’s insane.




        HARRIET. Oh! Since when?




        MR WOODHOUSE. Since golf. So! Elton! Let’s go! Leave Harriet to her pint – not that she’s drinking alone, she’s on a date. Enjoy! And thanks for the warning – not warning – news about Emma, can’t wait! Thrilled she’s back early! Thrilled! Completely thrilled!




        They disappear off. HARRIET watches them go, confused – ROB comes back with two pints.




        ROB. Bartender said it’s last orders.




        HARRIET. No! I mean, oh.




        ROB. I mean we could go Randalls after? If you, if you wanted?




        HARRIET. Closed on a Sunday.




        ROB. Right. Fucking Highbury.




        A long silence. Neither of them want to say it and then –




        Could always go –




        HARRIET. – back to my nan’s?




        

          

            	

              ROB. What?


            



            	 



            	

              HARRIET. No I just meant – what were you gonna – ?


            

          


        




        ROB. Could go back to mine? Well, my mum’s. If you wanted? She won’t be there!




        HARRIET. Yes! I mean, yeah. Nice!




        ROB. I mean we’ve got time to finish these still, so. No rush.




        They both drink… and then they keep drinking… and keep drinking until they’ve finished their pints.




        Blackout.


      




      

        
Scene Four





        The next day.




        Emma’s house. Photos of EMMA and her sister ISABELLA, a leather sofa. There’s a banner up that says ‘WELCOME HOME EMMA (LOVE HARRIET )’.




        GEORGE KNIGHTLY and JOHN KNIGHTLY trudge in and out carrying bits of trellis and painting supplies through; then GEORGE comes back through the door, shuts it, remembers that he’s forgotten something and heads back towards it when suddenly EMMA flings it open!




        EMMA. I’M BACK – !




        The door collides with GEORGE! And knocks him out!




        Oh my god!




        HARRIET bursts in from a room upstairs and POPS a confetti cannon over the landing!




        HARRIET. WELCOME HOME! OH MY GOD!




        EMMA. It wasn’t my fault!




        HARRIET. What have you done!?




        EMMA. I haven’t done anything! I just opened the door!




        HARRIET. Emma, you’ve attacked a man!




        EMMA. I haven’t attacked a man!




        HARRIET. Is he dead? He looks dead! – Oh I’ll go to prison! There’ll be a Netflix documentary about me, not even a good one!




        EMMA. HARRIET will you SHUT UP for a second!




        HARRIET. Emma I can’t SHUT UP you’ve attacked George Knightly!




        EMMA. That’s not George Knightly!




        GEORGE stirs.




        GEORGE. Urgh, EMMA!?




        EMMA. Oh my god it is George Knightly.




        GEORGE. What happened!?




        HARRIET. Emma attacked you but she didn’t mean it!




        EMMA. HARRIET!




        HARRIET. Sorry I’m just very nervous!




        EMMA. NERVOUS ABOUT WHAT? HE’S FINE! ISN’T HE!?




        GEORGE. Er, I’m not fine!




        EMMA. Oh get up you’re fine!




        HARRIET. We should really get him to a hospital.




        GEORGE. What d’you do that for!?




        HARRIET. Because he might be internally bleeding.




        EMMA. I obviously didn’t mean to do it did I? It was you that was stood behind it!




        GEORGE. Yeah because that’s how doors work Emma!




        HARRIET. And if he is he could be dead in like six hours!




        Beat – they both look at HARRIET, out of breath. What?




        GEORGE. What?




        HARRIET. Just saying you might be internally bleeding and if you are then you could die, like, within hours. I saw it on TikTok.




        EMMA. I told you to get off TikTok!




        HARRIET. I did but I still have an account to watch stuff.




        EMMA. That’s not being off it then is it?




        GEORGE. That’s weird.




        EMMA. Don’t call her weird! Just answer her question! She’s trying to help you!




        GEORGE. Okay no I don’t feel like I’m internally bleeding Harriet thank you!




        HARRIET. Okay no worries! I’ll get the Prosecco then!




        EMMA. Great! Thanks!




        HARRIET rushes out of the room. Finally, silence. GEORGE and EMMA stare at each other, awkwardly.




        GEORGE. Right so, you’re back then.




        EMMA. Yep. Obviously.




        GEORGE. Thought you weren’t coming back? Thought you were done with Highbury?




        EMMA. Yeah, well it’s Isabella’s wedding isn’t it, so I’m just here for that aren’t I and then I’m off!




        GEORGE. So, you gonna run for prime minister now you’re a proper graduate and all that?




        EMMA. Yep can I count on your vote?




        GEORGE. I don’t vote.




        EMMA. Course you don’t.




        Beat – EMMA can’t help herself.




        So, what, what are you doing here then?




        GEORGE. Isabella wants a wedding arch in the garden so me and John are building her one, which means I’m building her one. John just sings Les Mis all day. I mean he’s my cousin, I love him but that man should not be allowed near a drill. Or a hammer. Or a measuring tape.




        EMMA. So what you’re still doing that stuff then?




        GEORGE. What having a job? Yeah, yeah I’m pretty quirky like that.




        HARRIET rushes back in holding the bottle of Prosecco.




        HARRIET. Okay! So! It’s not Prosecco it’s Cava but that’s basically the same!




        GEORGE. I should go. Isabella threw a shoe at me when I stopped for a break the other day.




        EMMA. Has she been mental?




        GEORGE. Obviously. Welcome back.




        GEORGE Knightly opens the back door and we can hear singing, he sighs.




        JOHN. YOU’RE NOT RUSSELL CROWE.




        He leaves. HARRIET and EMMA turn and hug each other intensely, squealing.




        HARRIET. OH MY GOD I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE BACK! I’VE MISSED YOU SO MUCH!




        EMMA. I’VE MISSED YOU SO MUCH!




        HARRIET. Oh my god Emma! You’re a graduate! From Oxford! You’re like an actual proper person! D’you feel amazing? I bet you feel amazing! Everyone’s so excited for you! I’ve added you to the Wikipedia page!




        EMMA. What?




        HARRIET. Yeah I put you down as a notable graduate, that’s the great thing about Wikipedia, anyone can add to it.




        EMMA. Harriet, I haven’t done anything yet!




        HARRIET. Yeah but it’s you! You will! Oh my god Emma! I bet you’ve got some mad thing lined up! Is that why you’re back early? Where are you gonna go? Are you gonna go London? Or travelling? Also is it true that they scout MI5 from Oxford? Have you been scouted? Tell me if you have – if you can’t tell me just blink!




        EMMA. Oh my god Harriet! Shut up! No! What about you!? What are your headlines!?




        HARRIET. Okay er – well I got a UTI in March.




        EMMA. Oh my god I got a UTI in March!




        HARRIET. And I’ve been promoted to do the tannoy announcements at the Co-op, which is good but it’s also kind of weird cos I can hear my own voice and you never really hear your own voice and once you’ve heard your own voice it sounds weird, like you’re suddenly like do I actually talk like that? D’you know what I mean?




        EMMA. You said you’d quit the Co-op.




        HARRIET. Oh! And Mrs Bates husband left her for a dental nurse in Watford!




        EMMA. NO!




        HARRIET. I know! Apparently he’d been sending photos of his feet to her since 2018.




        EMMA. What did Mrs Bates do?




        HARRIET. She wasn’t that bad, just put a brick through his windscreen.




        EMMA. Called it. Didn’t I say? Didn’t I say their marriage wouldn’t last? I fucking knew it.




        HARRIET. You did! Apparently she’s got a new man now. She got sent flowers on Valentine’s day, proper flowers, not garage flowers. We thought for a while it was Frank Churchill cos he was going into her shop all the time? But turns out he was just going there to get his back waxed.




        EMMA pulls a face – HARRIET saves the best until last.




        And I went on a date last night.!




        EMMA. WHAT!? Harriet!! Why didn’t you lead with this!!




        HARRIET. I don’t know! Oh my god Emma! He’s amazing! It’s Rob Martin from school.




        EMMA. Rob Martin?




        HARRIET. Yep! He’s so funny! Like not in an obvious way, but in a cool way! And he smells like lemon and barley squash! And beer! And vapes!




        EMMA. Rob Martin, the boy who set the bins on fire in Year Eight?




        HARRIET. Well, he didn’t set all the bins on fire.




        EMMA. Harriet. No.




        HARRIET. No come on, everyone does mad things in Year Eight!




        EMMA. Yeah not arson! And he said a load of shit about Liz Bennet’s sister. Harriet says he’s a fuck boy!




        HARRIET. No! He’s not a boy he’s a DJ! He’s really nice, he paid for all our drinks!




        EMMA. Well it’s 2025 you shouldn’t let someone pay for all your drinks.




        HARRIET. No I just m/ean




        EMMA. What doesn’t he believe in girls paying for their drinks? I hate that it’s such entrenched sexist bullshit / from here




        HARRIET. Emma, please I really like him.




        EMMA stares at HARRIET and then relents, flops down on the sofa, and grins, makes a song and dance of it.




        EMMA. FINE! But don’t come crawling to me when he’s been a twat! GO ON THEN show me a photo!




        HARRIET grabs her phone. GEORGE walks through and EMMA sticks up her middle finger at him.




        HARRIET. Okay! but it’s just the photo on his Hinge! And it’s a bad photo! He’s much better in real life!




        EMMA goes to watch GEORGE in the garden. HARRIET scrolls on her phone.




        EMMA. He’s so annoying. I bet he does vote. God, so –




        EMMA turns and notices HARRIET staring at her phone.




        What’s wrong?




        HARRIET. He changed his profile photo. When I left this morning the photo was of him in When I left this morning the photo was of him in Lakeside with his mates - but now it’s him dressed as a Smurf.




        EMMA. See! Told you!




        HARRIET. Do you think he’s talking to other girls?




        EMMA. Obviously. Why would he change his photo unless he wasn’t active on the app talking to other girls!? What’s mental is he did it within what, hours of you seeing him? That’s purified fuck boy behaviour Harriet. Time of death. Call it.




        HARRIET. Maybe I should message him…




        EMMA. Harriet! No!! Mate it’s done. Because he’ll just say ‘we didn’t have the chat’ and you’ll say it’s fine even though it’s not fine and then you’ll let him treat you terribly and then it’s six months of you crying, not eating and watching conspiracy theories of the titanic again. I’m not letting you do it! It’s done!




        HARRIET strops and flops down on the sofa.




        HARRIET. It’s not fair! I don’t understand how you can have your whole life together and I can’t even get Bin Fire Rob Martin to like me for a day! Urgh! Why are you always right?




        EMMA. I know, it’s a curse.




        GEORGE pops his head in suddenly.




        GEORGE. Er Emma? Is this your stuff out here?




        EMMA. What stuff?




        GEORGE. This stuff, like, like hidden in the bushes?




        EMMA. What are you talking about George?




        GEORGE suddenly brings in a very large suitcase and two bags of books. They all stare at it.




        Er yep that’s my stuff, yep.




        GEORGE. Why’ve you got so much stuff if you’re not staying long?




        EMMA. Well it’s a wedding George, I like to have outfit options.




        GEORGE looks in the bag full of books.




        GEORGE. This one’s just full of books.




        HARRIET. Oh my god, Emma are you moving back to Highbury!?




        EMMA. Nope!




        GEORGE. Cos it looks like you’re moving back to Highbury.




        EMMA. I’m giving it away to charity actually!




        Beat – they both stare at her. EMMA does not blink.




        HARRIET. Charity?




        EMMA. Yep.




        GEORGE. What, all of it?




        EMMA. Yep! Y’know! All I need is, all I need is what I can carry! And capitalism has turned us in to heartless, mindless consumerists and you know, where does it end huh? Where does it end?




        GEORGE. Well for you it ends here.




        EMMA. Yep. Exactly.




        HARRIET. Oh my god, Emma but it’s all your stuff!




        EMMA. Nope I’ve got plenty of stuff still in Oxford! This is all just extra!




        GEORGE. Right. That’s very impressive.




        EMMA. Yeah well I’m very impressive.




        GEORGE. Cool well in that case I can drop it off for you, if you like?




        EMMA. Drop it off?




        GEORGE. Yeah I’ve got my van. Charity shop’s open until six. I can get all this stuff down there when I’ve finished.




        EMMA. Yep. Great.




        GEORGE. Cos obviously, you’re not staying for long are you? You’re just here for Isabella’s wedding.




        EMMA. Just here for the wedding, yep.




        GEORGE. And you’re giving this all away.




        EMMA. I’m giving this all away.




        GEORGE. You were just hiding it in the bushes for no reason.




        EMMA. Exactly.




        GEORGE. Sweet! I’ll do that for you then!




        EMMA. Great! Thanks so much! Hope there’s not a pile up!




        He takes EMMA’s belongings and leaves. EMMA seethes, slams the door after him.




        HARRIET. Oh my god Emma! You’re so generous! Me and Nan don’t even like giving people the Wi-Fi password!




        EMMA. WHY did you let him do that!?




        HARRIET. What!?




        EMMA. HARRIET THAT IS ALL OF MY STUFF! See this is the problem with you, you don’t step in – you never step in when you see injustice, you don’t stand for anything!




        HARRIET. You said you’ve got loads of stuff back in Oxford!




        EMMA. Well, I lied!




        Beat. EMMA struggles to say it, she’s embarrassed, shakes her head, takes as long as it needs.




        I don’t have any stuff left at Oxford cos I – I failed. I didn’t graduate, I’m not going to graduate – not this year anyway. That’s why I’m back early.




        HARRIET. Oh Emma…




        EMMA. Don’t use your sad voice.




        HARRIET. This isn’t my sad voice.




        EMMA. Yes it is it’s the same voice you used when I got thrush last month! Look, I don’t want to talk about it okay – and no one can know! It’s not even a thing. I’m fine. I’m great. There’s loads of stuff I could do – there’s loads of stuff I will do! And I mean it’s not like your life is so worked out! You said you’d quit the Co-op! You said you wouldn’t date fuck boys from Highbury anymore! And then you’re upset about Bin Fire Rob Martin!




        HARRIET. Yeah, no you’re right.




        EMMA. I mean, you should really try and make some changes Harriet otherwise you’ll be stuck doing the same thing forever.




        Before HARRIET can say anything, suddenly ISABELLA’s voice rings through the house.




        ISABELLA. Where is she!? EMMA!




        Suddenly the door flies open! And ISABELLA, very Essex, comes in, stops, in disgust when she spots EMMA.




        Oh my god I knew it.




        EMMA. Hi Isabella.




        Her fiancé JOHN comes running in after her, he’s also in painter and decorator clothes.




        JOHN. Remember the deep breathing babe! The deep breathing – Hi Emma!




        ISABELLA. Unbelievable.




        EMMA. What’s unbelievable?




        ISABELLA. Emma, I specifically said to you get a tan before you arrive, look at you, you look like a yogurt. Doesn’t she?




        JOHN. She does yeah.




        EMMA. Isabella, don’t be insane.




        ISABELLA. I’m not insane Emma, I’m a bride! Right I’ll have to see when Mrs Bates can fit you in – okay go on then, what’s happened?




        EMMA. Nothing’s happened.




        ISABELLA takes a photo of EMMA on her phone.




        ISABELLA. What no big news? Not won some prize for being clever? Not been named Queen of Oxford?




        EMMA. Not a real thing.




        ISABELLA. So, what you’ve just come back early have you? Back to Highbury?




        EMMA. Yes! Oh my god! It’s your wedding Isabella!! I’m not gonna miss you signing your life away to the Patriarchy am I?




        ISABELLA stares at her and then breaks out into a glorious grin.




        ISABELLA. I know isn’t it amazing!? Oh my god Emma the dress! I look so fit in it! And John’s gonna do a song as I walk up the aisle, like live, actual singing!




        JOHN begins to sing Les Mis.




        I said no Les Mis! It’s gonna be the best day of his life.




        GEORGE arrives.




        GEORGE. John are you helping me or not!?




        JOHN. Our life babe.




        ISABELLA. No definitely! Our life! But mainly his life! You better not bringing anyone cos I’m vetting everyone’s outfits.




        EMMA. Obviously not.




        ISABELLA. Oh my god here we go.




        JOHN. What’s here we go?




        ISABELLA. I forgot Emma doesn’t believe in love!




        JOHN. WHAT!? Why not!?




        GEORGE. She thinks she’s too good for it.




        EMMA. I never said I was too good for it.




        JOHN. Don’t believe in LOVE! What about candles? What about baths? What about flowers and little chocolates?
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