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  Foreword


  Ed Madden, director




  At the end of our first week of rehearsals for The Habits, Jack and the cast and I visited an immersive tabletop gaming café in Shoreditch, and played a session of Dungeons & Dragons as a company. Jack was the only one of our number to have played before; though the rest of us had done our research and watched many (many) hours of both casual and professional play online, we hadn’t had the experience of clutching our own character sheets and twenty-sided dice and waiting for a charismatic Dungeon Master to lead us on an adventure.




  It was an entirely eye-opening afternoon. Quite apart from learning how different it feels to play D&D than one might expect from watching it being played, I was fascinated by the social dynamic of the game and its relationship to that of the rehearsal room. They share, among much else, the trying on of new roles; the forging of a cooperative methodology; and the vital necessity of trust as the bedrock of collaborative creative endeavour, since nothing is so stifling as the fear that there are wrong answers by which one might be shamed. Best of all, they share a special mix of seriousness and larkiness – enough of the former to hold taut the fabric of a shared imaginative world, and of the latter to foster the conditions (amity, relaxation, playfulness) that make the work possible.




  The other fascinating thing was watching Jack. At a crucial juncture, our adventurers came into possession of a map which promised to lead us to the object of our mission, but Jack, in the role of a zealous cleric, made a play to destroy the map – divine providence would guide us! It was a lightbulb moment. As the rest of us clung to the narrative scaffold of the quest, Jack embodied an understanding that D&D is a game of character; that story is shaped by behaviour. It is that understanding which fuels this play, and from which it derives its richness, humour, and compassion. It’s a play about what it means to make decisions, and how those decisions coalesce into who we are; about what it means to build something with other people, and how that ‘something’ can acquire a life of its own.




  Johan Huizinga wrote that ‘all play moves and has its being within a play-ground marked off beforehand’ and that all such play-grounds are ‘temporary worlds within the ordinary world, dedicated to the performance of an act apart’. The Habits is set on the scuffed touchline; at the very edge of the card table; in the gloaming half-light where fantasy and reality blur.
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  For fantasy is true, of course. It isn’t factual, but it’s true.




  Ursula K. Le Guin




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  JESS, sixteen




  MARYN, twenty-one




  MILO, twenty-one




  DENNIS, fity-five




  BEV, fifty




  A Note on the Text




  This play takes place around a single table in WarBoar Boardgames Café, Bromley, BR1.




  A forward slash in a line of dialogue ( / ) marks the point of interruption of overlapping dialogue. A forward slash at the beginning of a line of dialogue indicates that this line should begin before the previous has been completed.




  [Text in square brackets indicates a words the character intends to say, but doesn’t manage to.]




  In this play, characters play Dungeons & Dragons. You can find an overview of the game online. Rules have been largely followed, with some small changes to support the dramatic action.




  When characters are voicing a character in the game, their dialogue is written in this font.




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




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  WarBoar Boardgames Café, Bromley.




  JESS, MARYN and MILO are at a table.




  JESS is sixteen. Year 11 uniform and a long coat. Short hair. Glasses. Buttons with logos: Doctor Who, Zelda, etc.




  MARYN is twenty-one. Faux-fur coat over office attire. By her side, a canvas bag with a character from a popular anime on it.




  MILO is twenty-one. Leather jacket with patches, a Mountain Goats T-Shirt, some small cuts around his eyebrows and on his forehead. Gothic tattoos. A piercing or two.




  JESS is leading a game of Dungeons & Dragons. There is music playing out of her laptop, scoring the adventure. She clutches a leather notebook – her crib sheet.




  Everyone makes their own sound effects.




  JESS. The goblin leaps into the air and slashes you with his blade.




  JESS then rolls a twenty-sided die.




  Twelve.




  MILO. Miss. I take a swing at him with my axe.




  MILO rolls.




  Fourteen, plus three, seventeen.




  JESS. That’s a hit.




  MILO rolls an eight-sided die.




  MILO. Seven Damage.




  JESS. He’s looking worse for wear. Spitting up blood, scrabbling away.




  MARYN. I cast Entangle.




  JESS. Strength check –




  JESS rolls.




  Ten – plus three. Thirteen.




  MARYN. Success.




  JESS. Magical ropes whip out of your hands and wrap round his legs. He falls forward – his face slams into the mud.




  MILO. I pick him up, and throw him against a rock.




  MILO is crouched over the table, growling:




  What do we have here?




  JESS (hissing). Leave me alone, human. The hills are mine.




  MILO. I narrow in. Right in his face.




  Tell us what you know about The Nightmare King.




  JESS. I know nothing about the Nightmare King. Nothing at all!




  MILO. The villagers say you know where he is.




  JESS. He – he – he spits at you. Pfft.




  MILO. I will tear your arms off and cook them in the fire. I love the taste of roast goblin.




  JESS. Kill me, go on, do it. I hate this life. Hounded.  Attacked on my own land. Make it end.




  MILO. I draw my axe, and go into a Barbarian Rage.




  (To JESS.) Okay I’m gonna roll Attack.




  MILO shakes the dice in his hand –




  MARYN. No. Look. Can we – not.




  MILO. What?




  MARYN. Eat someone… I mean –




  MILO. What do you want me to do, snog him?




  MARYN. I think I’m just still uncomfortable with you playing a woman.




  MILO. What? Why? You play a man.




  MARYN. Yeah but my man’s not a sex fantasy.




  MILO. I am shocked.




  JESS. Guys –




  MILO. She is not a sex fantasy. Wren is a hot barbarian babe but that’s just who she is.




  MARYN. You’re such a…




  MILO. What –




  MARYN. Nothing.




  JESS. / Um.




  MILO. Say it.




  MARYN. Nothing, I’m not saying it.




  JESS. What are you going to say… to the goblin?




  DENNIS comes over with a tray of drinks. Lightly greying goatee, ponytail. WarBoar branded T-Shirt. Cargo shorts with lots of pockets. He’s fifty-five.




  DENNIS. Table one… Hot chocolate?




  JESS. Oh. Me. Thanks.




  DENNIS. Oat milk chai latte.




  MARYN puts her hand up.




  And a pale ale.




  Did I see your ID, Milo?




  MILO. Dennis.




  DENNIS. It’s the rules.




  MILO. I used to work here.




  DENNIS (leaning in). If I don’t check yours then the Year 11 Wargames Society over there will start having a go at me for checking theirs, and next thing I know they’ll be launching another offensive on the beer fridge.




  MILO gives in and shows DENNIS his provisional licence. He looks at MILO, looks at the card, hands it back and gives him the beer.




  There you go.




  Shout if you need anything.




  DENNIS goes. MILO checks his phone.




  MILO. Shit.




  JESS. What?




  MILO. I’ve got a job interview in the morning and I haven’t done any prep.




  JESS. Where for?




  MILO. Robert Dyas.




  I know.




  Beat.




  And they moved into the old HMV. Which I’m pissed off about. Thinking about bringing it up.




  MARYN (concerned ). In the interview?




  MILO. If you don’t buy physical media you’re not actually supporting artists.




  MARYN. Please don’t bring this up in the interview.




  MILO. It’s cultural suppression.




  MARYN. There’s no culture to suppress in Bromley.




  MARYN. What about the Bowie tribute band?




  JESS. We can go!




  MILO. Not worth it, he’s only got rights to ’95 onwards.




  MARYN’s phone pings.




  MARYN. Sorry, one sec.




  MILO slides his phone over to JESS.




  MILO. Wanna see a video of a flamingo pulling off its own head?




  It plays a video.




  So its neck is stuck in the fence, yeah? Trying to get out. And then. Wait for it.




  Beat.




  JESS. Oh my god. That’s the worst thing I’ve ever seen.
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