THE LEGENDS OF CONWAY AND HAMMER
(as experienced by Firefly)

	The thing about zombies is that they aren’t as powerful as humans. Humans can throw socks, and that is a huge advantage. While planning missions, we usually assume that each human, in broad daylight and without any other circumstances, is worth five zombies in a fight. Some are worth more. Some less. It’s fairly common for the humans to know, and sometimes brag about, their number. For instance, Gambit claims to be worth over a dozen zombies in a fight. I am worth two.
	Supers even this out a bit. A super zombie is a zombie that is somehow more powerful than a regular zombie. There are several different types of super, and they can be recognized by the color of bandanna they wear. They tend to take the ratio down from 5:1 to 5:2.
	Super humans make less sense. The humans are already more powerful than the zombies. Why make it worse? Lots of other schools that play this game have tried super humans, and they’ve all come up with the some conclusion: don’t do super humans.
	So, of course, we did super humans.
	The mission was as follows. Lexie Richins, a major storyline character, had been tagged. Her magic umbrella was the thing that generated the super humans. We, with the Horde actively hunting us, had to go retrieve it. Except we didn’t know where it was. We had to search all of campus.
	The Horde had a different mission. There were three meteorites that had landed on campus. If the zombies could recover all three, they would get a shield, with which they could do as they pleased.
	This was Blue J’s first game, and we as referees weren’t quite sure how that would go. Therefore, I was assigned to join his squad, and to only switch to the role of referee if I thought it was necessary.
	The humans were given three Gladiators: Crouton, Hammer, and Jonas DeLisle. These were men that the admins trusted to be safe and fair. Each of them was given armor, where they could not be tagged, and a whip made of light socks tied together. They were told that if they were tagged, they would turn in their armor and resume play as a normal human. We decided to send one to each meteorite to defend it.
	The game started, and the humans split up into squads to search. Our squad got Old Main and Old Main Hill. Blue J and I stayed at the top of the hill most of the time, while the others ran down.
	This meant that Blue J and I were alone when we walked around Old Main to the Quad and found a large group of zombies. He saw them first, ducked down, and started walking back around Old Main. I followed suit, hoping we hadn’t been seen.
	My hopes were ill-founded, however, and within a few seconds we could hear the zombies coming around the corner. Starting to panic, I looked at Blue J and asked, “What do we do?”
	He immediately responded with, “Run!” He took off south around the building. This surprised me. I wasn’t aware that Blue J was capable of running.
	Turns out, he wasn’t. Two seconds into his sprint, there was an audible ‘snap’ at one of his ankles. He fell sideways, catching himself on the stairs to the main entrance and scrambling up backwards. I looked down, confirmed that his braces had indeed broken, tossed him my duct tape and multitool, yelled “Here! Patch yourself up!” and turned around to fight the zombies.
	As the zombies got closer, I realized I didn’t stand a chance. What I thought was six or seven zombies turned out to be about fifteen. Additionally, I had my back to the wall, uneven footing, and a fallen companion that I had to protect.
	As the two of us stood there at the top of Old Main Hill, me with a sock ready to throw and Blue J taping together his braces with practiced hands, I wondered what my ruling of the situation would be as a referee. Any other two humans could have gotten away easily. Did that mean nothing more than that any other two humans would have lived?
	The zombies surrounded the base of the stairs as I made my decision. Blue J was stuck here, possibly injured, due to circumstances beyond his control. Tagging him now would not be fair and would not count. I, however, was only here due to my own choice. I was fair game.
	I was ready to fight, but, as fate would have it, I did not have to. The leader of the group, a man I would later know as Ken Conaway, came out in front of his squad, looked at me, looked at Blue J, looked back at me, and nodded in respect. He turned to his horde and gestured for them to leave, and away they went.
	I have nothing but respect for Ken Conaway.
	Grateful, I gathered the squad and we got Blue J in good enough shape that we could walk him home. He was done for the night.
	Shortly after walking Blue J home, I ran into Crouton and Jonas DeLisle. They had both been tagged within the first five minutes and had spent the last half hour playing as normal humans. Turns out, Gladiators were not quite as super as we had thought. I joined them and we started looking for Hammer, who would undoubtedly have been tagged as well.
	Fifteen minutes later, we found him. In the LLC. By the last meteorite. Right where he had been the whole mission. WITH 40 ZOMBIES AROUND HIM.
	He was majestic. The meteorite sat in the direct center of the LLC. Hammer circled around it, carrying a sock whip in each hand (somebody had gotten him Jonas’). Every so often, a zombie or three would attempt to grab the meteorite and would immediately be stunned.
	Humans cheered (from a distance). Zombies screamed. Moderators simply stood, their jaws planted firmly on the ground. And, most notably, a sizable crowd of non-players had gathered. These were people, for the most part, who lived in the LLC, and had heard about the game, but had never played. They stared in awe at what they had been missing.
	Several had their phones out and were recording. I saw multiple videos of Hammer on Facebook the next day. But most were just enjoying the show. I remember one couple in particular that went and got a picnic blanket and just sat and ate sandwiches while they watched.
	Hammer held his ground against the Horde for AN HOUR AND A HALF before Treebeard finally lunged behind him and tagged the back of his neck. Hammer stopped moving, and several other tags on him followed. The zombies cheered and whooped for joy as Hammer fell to his knees and raised both of his hands in the air, dropping his whips. Treebeard roared victoriously and tore the armor off, holding it in the air to applause from zombie and non-player alike. A group of zombies grabbed the meteorite and began sprinting back to their base.
	As all of this was happening, the humans found the umbrella. It was hidden in a hole in a wall in the BNR courtyard. They returned it to Gambit. In a victorious rage, he grabbed his sword and charged directly to the zombie base. Several of us humans ran with him.
	The two contestants - Gambit and the zombie that held the meteorite - each started the unintentional race unaware of the other. The zombie had a head start, and less distance to run, but Gambit is FAST.
	As we got closer to the zombie base, the zombies got more common. A couple humans dropped back and hid in fear. I myself hid as soon as I was in sight of the zombie base. I saw, ahead, in the distance, as the zombie with the meteorite turned around, saw Gambit charging at him with his sword raised, panicked, and took off toward the waiting arms of Killmore at the base.
	The zombie made it there at the last possible second, jumping over a chair and throwing the meteorite down. This left only a few moments before Gambit’s sword came swinging directly at the zombies (undoubtedly Killmore first).
	Killmore used that precious second to reach under the table he had been standing next to. As Gambit entered the base, Killmore pulled out a striking circular shield from where it had been hidden, waiting to be used if the zombies could retrieve the third and final meteorite. Gambit swung his sword at Killmore with all of his might, and Killmore raised the shield at the last possible instant.
	The sword snapped.
	The weapon broke off at the hilt under the sheer force of the blow. Gambit was now left alone, unarmed, in the zombie base. Screaming, he ran as fast as he could, with Killmore at his heels. Neither of them was seen again that night.
