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    Emma was first performed at Rose Theatre, Kingston upon Thames, on 17 September 2025, with the following cast:


    
      
        	
          EMMA WOODHOUSE

        

        	 

        	
          Amelia Kenworthy

        
      


      
        	
          GEORGE KNIGHTLEY

        

        	 

        	
          Kit Young

        
      


      
        	
          MR WOODHOUSE

        

        	 

        	
          Nigel Lindsay

        
      


      
        	
          MRS BATES

        

        	 

        	
          Lucy Benjamin

        
      


      
        	
          ROB MARTIN

        

        	 

        	
          Josh Bilyard

        
      


      
        	
          ISABELLA WOODHOUSE

        

        	 

        	
          Jessica Brindle

        
      


      
        	
          POSH BOY/ELTON/VICAR

        

        	 

        	
          Bobby Lockwood

        
      


      
        	
          HARRIET SMITH

        

        	 

        	
          Sofia Oxenham

        
      


      
        	
          JOHN KNIGHTLEY

        

        	 

        	
          Adrian Richards

        
      


      
        	
          Director

        

        	 

        	
          Christopher Haydon

        
      


      
        	
          Set & Costume Designer

        

        	 

        	
          Lily Arnold

        
      


      
        	
          Movement Director

        

        	 

        	
          Kloé Dean

        
      


      
        	
          Lighting Designer

        

        	 

        	
          Philip Gladwell

        
      


      
        	
          Composer & Sound Designer

        

        	 

        	
          Kieran Lucas

        
      


      
        	
          Fight & Intimacy Director

        

        	 

        	
          Haruka Kuroda

        
      


      
        	
          Voice & Dialect Coach

        

        	 

        	
          Claudette Williams

        
      


      
        	
          Casting Director

        

        	 

        	
          Juliet Horsley cdg

        
      


      
        	
          Associate Director

        

        	 

        	
          Melissa Mowry

          (Drama League Rose

          Directing Fellow)

        
      

    

  

  
    
      
    


    Characters


    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


    JOHN KNIGHTLEY, George’s cousin, Isabella’s fiancee


    ELTON, twenty-two years old, a graduate, Emma and Harriet’s childhood friend


    Supporting characters to be played by the company:


    POSH BOY


    CO-OP MANAGER


    PROFESSOR TAYLOR


    This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.

  

  
    
      
    


    


    
      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.
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    A Nick Hern Book


    This adaptation of Emma first published in Great Britain as a paperback original in 2025 by Nick Hern Books Limited, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP in association with Rose Theatre, Kingston


    This ebook first published in 2025


    Emma copyright © 2025 Ava Pickett


    Ava Picket has asserted her right to be identified as the author of this adaptation


    Cover design by MUSE Creative


    A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


    ISBN  978 1 83904 515 8 (print edition)

    ISBN  978 1 78850 935 0 (ebook edition)


    CAUTION   This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights, and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly. This book may not be used, in whole or in part, for the development or training of artificial intelligence technologies or systems..


    Amateur Performing Rights   Applications for performance, including readings and excerpts, by amateurs in the English language throughout the world should be addressed to the Performing Rights Department, Nick Hern Books, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP, tel +44 (0)20 8749 4953, email rights@nickhernbooks.co.uk, except as follows:


    Australia: ORiGiN Theatrical, email enquiries@originmusic.com.au, web www.origintheatrical.com.au


    New Zealand: Play Bureau, 20 Rua Street, Mangapapa, Gisborne, 4010, tel +64 21 258 3998, email info@playbureau.com


    United States of America and Canada: Curtis Brown Ltd, see details below.


    Professional Performing Rights   Application for performance by professionals in any medium and in any language throughout the world should be addressed to Curtis Brown Ltd, Cunard House, 15 Regent Street, St James’s, London SW1Y 4LR, tel +44 (0)20 7393 4400, fax +44 (0)20 7393 4401, email cb@curtisbrown.co.uk


    No performance of any kind may be given unless a licence has been obtained. Applications should be made before rehearsals begin. Publication of this play does not necessarily indicate its availability for amateur performance.
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