THE GAZELLE SPAWNPIT
(as seen by Firefly)

	It was a Wednesday night. Morale was low. Many of the humans had died in the previous mission, and more had died that day. Now, it was freezing cold, it was pouring rain, and the super zombies were officially coming out to play. They were coming out of spawn pits around campus. Each spawn pit generated a different type of super zombie.
	Crabs were a type of super zombie that we had done before. Human players knew that when they saw the zombies with the pink bandannas, they could only stun them from from the front. From behind, they were invincible.
	Chameleons, however, were new. I had designed them. They were a simple concept. They were zombies that wore their bandannas around their arms instead of their heads. During the day, they weren’t very effective. Humans just had to read each other’s armbands.
	During the night, however, they were worrying. Reading one’s armband was much harder. The chameleons themselves weren’t too effective, but the humans no longer trusted each other. While I never actually saw a Chameleon get a tag, the kills would be measurably higher when they were out in the field.
	Sheep were another new type. The Sheep spawnpit was near the Library. They held there and used their ability on any zombies that came by - sheep could stun themselves to revive other zombies. One Sheep could respawn five other zombies, or one non-Sheep Super.
	Frogs were old. They could be discerned by their purple bandannas, and could catch socks without being stunned. Their spawnpit was right near the TSC, and was the center of the action for the first half of the night.
	Gazelles were… weird. Gazelles had a lot of rules. In short, they had one leader, the Treebearer. The Treebearer had a Tree that they carried with them at all times, and could plant wherever they wished. Any of the other Gazelles could respawn at the Tree as often as they wished. However, as soon as the Treebearer was stunned, all of the Gazelles would be stunned as well.
	Being a Gazelle, however, was not about the powers. Being a Gazelle was about being a Gazelle. Being one of the chosen few with the manic energy to sprint everywhere while waving your arms around and screaming Barbie Girl at the top of your lungs. Being one of the select fearless maniacs that charge into battle against impossible odds, not to win, but simply for the sake of the fight. They aren’t subtle, and they make no tactical sense at all, but they get into humans’ heads. It’s impressive.
	In order to burn a spawn pit, the humans would have to have at least one hand on the main pylon for three minutes. Then, the moderator of that spawnpit would push a button, the pylon would light up, and the spawnpit would be considered “burned”. The zombies of that pit would continue to play, but once they got tagged, they would revert back to normal zombies.
	I was the moderator of the Gazelle spawnpit, located just west of the library in the middle of a large grassy field. This meant that I had a front seat view of the humans’ charge along the south side of the BNR to the Sheep spawnpit in the first twenty minutes. There were casualties, but the spawnpit did fall before any more than one Sheep could spawn.
	I also had a great view of the Frog spawnpit. I didn’t watch too intently, because, by this point, I was freezing, but I could see as the battle progressed.
	I never saw any action. The Gazelles, lead by the legendary Treebeard, stuck around as members of their number kept emerging. Because of this, the Gazelle spawnpit and the area around it (from the Welcome Center to Huntsman) became a very zombie-controlled area. At any point, I could see at least a dozen of them. Sometimes up to forty.
	One of the reasons that the battle for the Frog spawnpit lasted so long was because Treebeard had planted the Tree right near University Inn. The Gazelles (at this point there were seven) were a large part of the Frog battle.
	It was dark. Zombies were patrolling everywhere. The grass field I was standing on had zombies on all three sides, inadvertently forming a defensive perimeter some twenty meters in radius. To this day, I don’t know how the human got there.
	But he did. In frigid weather, in the pouring rain, a human, wearing all black, had army crawled through the grass up to my leg and put one hand on the very bottom of the pylon. I didn’t look down. I didn’t want to give him away. Because of this, I don’t actually know who it was. But, as subtly as I could, I started my timer.
	For three tantalizingly slow minutes, this human did not budge. The battle raged on around us. The occasional zombie would look in our direction, but none of them noticed the prone figure. One Chameleon waved at me. I waved back. The Gazelles themselves kept fighting by the TSC.
	Finally, the human asked softly, “Is it done?” I looked down at my timer to see that he still had fifteen seconds left.
Deciding, as a moderator, that the outcome would be the same, I turned off the timer. “Yes.” As the human turned and started army crawling away, I calmly reached up and pushed the button. The spawnpit burst alight in the rain.
The Gazelles were at the Tree, preparing another assault. Treebeard had them all lined up, facing him, so he could talk to them. As such, he was the first one to see the burst of light at his pylon.
Treebeard took one stumbling step forward, then fell to his knees and generated a desperate scream of “NO!” It was horrifying. I was scared, and I wasn’t even playing. The other Gazelles followed his gaze, then took off sprinting toward the lone human, emitting sounds that ranged from ear-piercing shrieks to guttural roars. It was enough that the human stumbled in fear as he desperately tried to get up off of the wet grass. Turning around and slipping, he fell back down.
He didn’t get a second chance.
