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1.


MEGAN’s shed.


There’s a squashy chair (broken), some tools, and lots of cardboard boxes full of stuff – games and books and old toys.


There’s also something big hidden under an old sheet.


MEGAN. Right, first things first, thanks for coming to this EMOOF.


BEN. What you on about: EMOOF?


MEGAN. Emergency Meeting Of Our Friendship. EMOOF. Keep up.


BEN (smiling). Right. Soz.


MEGAN. It actually means a lot to me, obvs, so. Yeah.


Also, my mum’s got us a box of these to keep us going.


MEGAN gets a box of broken biscuits out.


BEN. Nice one.


HOLLY. Yes!


MEGAN. I have actually asked her to stop getting them, get us some just normal biscuits – it’s not going in.


HOLLY. These are lovely, Megz.


BEN. They taste of being round yours.


MEGAN. Yeah, cos they’re shit.


BEN. It’s the only place I’ve ever had three Jammie Dodgers stuck together to make one Super Dodger.


HOLLY. They’re like mutant biscuits. Good mutants. X-Men.


MEGAN. Great.


Right, EMOOF.


Any questions before we start?


BEN. How come we’re in your shed?


MEGAN. Tell you in a minute.


HOLLY. Um.


MEGAN. HOLLY.


HOLLY. What’s under there?


MEGAN. Tell you in a minute. I know it sounds daft but I need to do like a big introduction then I’m thinking sort of: reveal.


BEN. Come on then.


MEGAN. Come on then what?


BEN. Reveal!


MEGAN. Right. So.


We’ve finished, is the thing. School’s done, school’s over. And looking back, probably, it could’ve gone better. For all of us. Mainly BEN.


BEN. Cheers.


MEGAN. Like I’m kind of amazed you haven’t just put all your revision notes in a massive pile, set fire to them, danced round with a big stick like stabbing them, telling them to fuck off.


BEN. They’re just in the recycling.


HOLLY. Already?


MEGAN. So at first I was thinking like: shit. We’ve basically failed school.


HOLLY. Won’t’ve failed, just –


MEGAN. I don’t mean we’ve failed our GCSEs – well, maybe Ben has actually, some of the stuff you were coming out with, honestly. Science was a disaster. I mean I’m not exactly Einstein but you have seriously misunderstood the carbon cycle.


HOLLY. MEGAN.


MEGAN. It’s alright, I’ve googled what he can do instead of A levels – it’s called an NVQ, BEN. Think you’d really enjoy it.


BEN. Right. Cheers.


HOLLY gives MEGAN a look.


MEGAN. What?


What?


BEN. I think what Holly’s trying to say, with her eyes is: stop going on about how I’ve probably failed, just leave it as like the elephant in the room, we all know it’s there, that’s fine, I love elephants, just tell us what’s under the sheet.


HOLLY. Exactly.


MEGAN. No offence, Ben, but I’m pretty sure you failing your exams is not the elephant in the room, it’s just, basically, a fact. I’m pretty sure the elephant in the room is the enormous, life-changing surprise, under that sheet.


BEN. Tell us then.


MEGAN. I’m getting there.


So, I was thinking how school’s been like a massive pile of wank. Not cos of the actual school bit, obvs, more just the bit where we’ve spent all these years being total losers.


HOLLY. We’re not that bad.


MEGAN. Look at this.


MEGAN chucks HOLLY her shirt, from the last day of school. It is covered in marker-pen writing, pictures of dicks, etc.


On the back, Frithy’s bit.


HOLLY. He says good luck.


MEGAN. He says Good Luck Mel. Who the fuck’s Mel? I was in his form for three years. He thinks I’m called fucking, Mel.


HOLLY. Might be a G? Sort of, a weird G.


BEN. Nah, that’s an L.


MEGAN. Exactly. L for Loser. We’re losers.


HOLLY. At least he wrote something. No one wrote on mine, really. Hardly anyone. You two and then, Mrs Bishop.


MEGAN. Mrs Bishop wrote on your leaver’s shirt? The Head of IT wrote on your leaver’s shirt?


HOLLY nods.


HOLLY. Drew me a little picture of a USB stick, waving.


BEN. Sweet.


HOLLY. Yeah.


MEGAN. It’s tragic.


BEN. Better than what half the people wrote on mine.


MEGAN. See? We’re nobodies. Proper, proper nobodies… I’m all fat and, and gobby, you’re brainy, weird and brainy and quiet and Ben’s like, you know. No offence but you are, you are quite gay.


BEN. I am gay.


MEGAN. Exactly.


BEN. Completely gay. Hundred per cent.


MEGAN. Stop it.


BEN. What?


MEGAN. Going on about it. I’m a hundred per cent fat, I at least talk about other stuff.


HOLLY. You’re not a hundred per cent fat.


MEGAN. I’m not being funny, Holly, my BMI’s brown. Brown.


The point is: we’re never off to be standard cool are we? We’re just not. Cos they’re all thin and into like business studies and getting Bs and not being a massive poof.


BEN. I’m just normal size.


MEGAN. Cheers, BEN. Rub it in.


BEN. That isn’t what –


MEGAN. We’re not sporty and we’re not, we’re not pretty, apart from Holly, but you wear glasses so people don’t notice, like in films.


HOLLY. You’re pretty.


MEGAN. No one’s ever wanked over me.


HOLLY. Megan!


MEGAN. What?


HOLLY. No one’s ever –


MEGAN. I’d check in with Robbie Armstrong about that first, HOLLY. He’s got like a list, The Wank Bank. You’re number three.


BEN. Number two now actually. Danielle Chapman got demoted. Cos of that rash.


MEGAN. I actually think you should go out with Robbie Armstrong.


HOLLY. I actually think he’s a dick.


MEGAN. Oh.


BEN. I actually think he’s gay.


HOLLY. Oh.


MEGAN. The point is: we’re capital-L losers. Carry on like this, we’re losers for ever. And we don’t have to be. We just need: a thing.


BEN. What you on about?


MEGAN. A thing. Athing that’s like ours. Something dead special. We’ve got two months before college starts, fresh start, two months to completely one hundred per cent reinvent ourselves. We can get there, September, just sort of crash through the doors like: guys, we’re here, we’ve arrived, we’re cool. Which is why I’ve got you both here for this EMOOF, hear the new plan.


BEN. I actually don’t mind being a loser.


MEGAN. Don’t shit on the plan, Ben, before we even start.


BEN. I’m not.


MEGAN. You did this about Disneyland, look what happened there.


BEN. Nothing happened. We didn’t go.


MEGAN. Exactly. We did not go to Disneyland. Wasn’t that fun?


BEN. I just think –


MEGAN. Stop thinking. Now. Seriously. Stop thinking and just, let me tell you the plan. Big reveal. Once you see what’s under there you will realise how important it was that I got you here, see with your own eyes what a great idea I’ve had, you will want to be spending the next two months in this shed, I promise, I just, I know it.


HOLLY. Thing is, MEGAN.


MEGAN. Oh for –


BEN. Me and Holly have already got stuff we need to be doing. Like, Holly’s just got this job, Sainsbury’s Local –


MEGAN. Spring Bank or Prinny Ave?
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