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      ‘The real evils, indeed, of Emma’s situation were the power of having rather too much her own way, and a disposition to think a little too well of herself …’
      

      Jane Austen, Emma. 1816.

   



      
      



      ‘Emma Burden must have had something going for her. I mean, by the time she had graduated from high school she had slept with both a uni lecturer and a cop and been on the cover of News World …’

Shady Brown, graduating student.

Unpublished interview for the Allandale High

School Annual. 2006
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      MY EXCUSE

      
      If a man and woman are to fall in love, they must, of necessity, both understand and practise the meaning of two words: compliance and antagonism.
      

      
      As I am a young man, you might argue that I could know nothing of such things but, let me assure you, having fallen under the spell of a woman who knew a great deal about the art of love and taught me all that she knew, I would disagree.

      
      Young as I am, I have learned that compliance is vital in that lovers must learn the joy of sharing;while antagonism is equally necessary in that if lovers agree about everything, what friction will ignite the flame of their love?

      
      Indeed, the test for true lovers—that is, abiding and eternal lovers—is that they must reach an understanding that certain characteristics of their partner will remain forever disagreeable to them. Harder still, they must also understand that their partner should do the same for them.

      
      Given the rarity of such understandings (and therefore of true lovers!) a band of amorous French law makers invented the term
         crime passionnel, or ‘crime of passion’, making it excusable for a jilted lover to murder his or her partner.
      

      
      Very cunning, but surely true love should never lead to death—other than one lover dying for the other—should it?

      
      Which brings me to my attempted understanding of Emma Burden, and my own dilemma in love.

      
      As I have said, I am a young man, but being a journalist by profession, I am also the author of, and a character in, this
         sorry tale. I am therefore likely to be judged by my readers on three grounds: my inexperience, my poor writing and my lack
         of professional ethics.
      

      
      My inexperience I can do nothing about. We all either are, or have been, young. And since I consider the appreciation of a
         writer’s style to be entirely personal, I will not pursue that issue. But, as to any claim that I may have acted unprofessionally,
         I freely admit my guilt. I also admit to being ignorant, gullible and vain.
      

      
      But for all my faults, which I freely acknowledge, I did not act alone. In fact, I had a more than willing partner. For that
         reason, I should make some attempt to excuse myself of full responsibility for the litany of horrors recorded here. And that
         excuse (written with a knowing wink in the direction of those French law makers) is simply this: I never met anyone like Emma
         Burden.
      

      
      Whenever I was with Em, I was in a state of confusion, both intellectual and sexual. She was at once moral yet immoral, honest
         yet deceitful, socially familiar yet intellectually independent. She was a little girl, a teenager, a woman, a self-proclaimed
         virgin and a practising slut. But for all the confusion she caused me, I never regretted knowing her, which is the very basis
         of this narrative, as you will presently learn.
      

      
      Rafael Innocenti
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