ALY’S FIRST DAY
(as experienced by Firefly)

It was the first day of a new game. I, not being a Harbinger yet, woke up early and ate breakfast with Hatter, who was in my squad, before 8:00. It was nice. We ate at the Junction and enjoyed the fact that there were very few people there, as campus had not yet woken up.
The Harbingers this game were Gambit, Hatter, and Rayna. Gambit and Hatter had been Harbingers the previous game. Rayna had just been elected as a replacement for Killmore, who had a very busy schedule and did not intend to play this semester. Therefore, Gambit and Hatter had done most of the game planning.
Hatter took the opportunity to brief me on the plans for the night games. He was quite proud of them. While I didn’t actually have a role in the Presidency, they all knew me and trusted me to keep secrets and help the game run smoothly. Hatter had one mission in particular that he was nervous about. It was a supply run, the likes of which had never been done before.
Imagine our surprise when none other than Killmore himself came and sat down next to us. We hadn’t told him we’d be meeting. He just knew us, knew that this was the week of the game, and figured we’d eat at the Junction. He had had to wake up early for other reasons and figured he’d come join us. He walked up, smirked at our human bandannas, and sat down.
Once we recovered from the initial shock, we started asking him about the mission plans. Killmore had been a Harbinger before. He knew what made a good mission. Hatter carefully explained the mission, then looked at Killmore. “What do you think?”
	Killmore thought for a second, then nodded. “Sounds fun. Pass me a waiver.”
	Hatter and I immediately froze. This was NOT supposed to happen. Hatter and I had both been rejoicing in the possibility that without the legendary Killmore playing, we might survive this game. Now he wanted to join? I was worried until I remembered that he would need to sign a waiver. We didn’t have those.
My relief was short-lived, however, as I made eye contact with Hatter. He looked down sheepishly, and my eyes widened. Slowly, resignedly, Hatter pulled a waiver out of his knapsack. He had been keeping them there just in case anyone wanted to join at the last minute. Killmore signed it, and our fate was sealed.
We left the junction and split up. I hid (and stretched) in FAV. We waited to see who would turn traitor and sacrifice themselves to the Horde. The good news is that there were only three Traitors. The bad news is that one of them was Alyssa Van Dyke.
Aly was a first-time player. Nobody had ever heard of her. At 10:00 that morning, she met up with Rayna and was tagged.
By 12:30, she had five kills, two of which were Killmore and Ken Conaway. I know this because at 12:30, I left my class in Old Main to find her and all of her kills waiting outside. I later learned that they had been waiting for Hatter, who had a class in the same building at the same time.
I survived. I also survived the rest of that day, with a little help from Hammer and Hatter. It was close, though. At one point, I had my hand on the building handle a split second before one of Aly’s zombies tagged me.
That night was the first night that we had anything resembling a Central Command. I took my phone, Brock’s tablet, and my laptop, and set up inside the huge stairwell of Old Main. I turned on some loud music and listened to callouts from the other moderators through one ear, updating various websites and pages as I got them.
The mission was one of campus control. The Humans and zombies would compete to see who could keep the most territory. Every time a moderator judged that part of campus had shifted control, they would call it out to me and I would color the appropriate area on the HvZ website. Players on the field could check the website on their phones to see what needed to be done.
The game started with a slaughter. The zombies charged from one side of campus, and the humans charged from the other. Then, they met in the middle and the zombies just kept charging. The humans, a significant number of which were first-time players, started dying.
I was safe inside Old Main. One of my ears had a headphone in it, and the other one was enjoying having the stairwell to myself and blaring Virtual Riot (soundcloud.com/disciple/presetjunkies) on my laptop. Still, though, from the Quad down below, I could hear the humans in a state of panic and confusion.
They would cower in groups behind bushes. Every so often I would hear as one yelled, “ZOMBIE!” and their group would scatter in all directions. As the Horde got more kills and grew in number, a new cry joined this, somehow even louder and more terrifying: a predatory bellow of “HUMAN!”
This group of players was an interesting one. They didn’t listen, and they weren’t particularly nice. However, they had TONS of energy (the most I’ve ever seen in a group of players), and, after a while, heroes arose. The humans started to realize that they didn’t have to run. They could stand and fight. Teamwork started to increase.
The game had fifteen minutes remaining when the humans made their move. The zombies owned the entirety of campus. They only had to keep it. But the humans had a plan. The first area they took was the area around the FAV. I later learned that Hammer and his squad had captured it, and, a few minutes later, the entire area from it to Engineering.
	The zombies charged over to reclaim the affected area, and the humans hidden around the Quad made their move. Through the use of one massive group chat, the humans took back and held area after area. In addition, somehow, Hammer’s squad stood firm at Engineering, stunning or pushing back all the zombies that came at them.
For 25 glorious seconds, the humans had total map control. Then, in the last six minutes of the game, Killmore, Aly, and Rayna managed to rally all the remaining Zombies and capture NR. These last few zombies held until 10:00, when the game ended and the humans won.
