HOW I GOT THE NAME
(Firefly)

I’ve been in love with this game since my first night mission. My first game, I lasted about 30 minutes. It was awesome. I just didn’t know what I was getting into. I went to walk from the TSC, where I had just eaten, to Family Life, where I had ENGL 1010. I got about five feet out the door before I locked eyes with a zombie on the Quad. She had been looking down at her phone. I only later learned that she had been typing in a zombie group chat.
She was several feet away, so she didn’t even bother chasing me. She just waved. I looked at her, waved back, said “yeah, I’m gonna go back inside now”, and went right back into the TSC. I immediately ran for the east door, so she, of course, texted all the other zombies. When I came out the east door, there were three guys waiting for me. I only had two socks. I didn’t stand a chance.
I couldn’t make it to any of the night missions for the first three days. I made it to the fourth one, though. This was where I really fell in love with this game. That night mission, the human leader, Hope, was on the run. He was also invincible, like I am as Human Harbinger, so rather than tagging him, we had to FIND him and BRING him back to Engineering.
Now Hope was a good guy. He played fair. He told us that as long as one of us zombies was touching him, he would walk at a gentle pace back to Engineering with us. His squad, however, made no such promise. Therefore, we would reliably have three or four zombies desperately surrounding this guy as all the other zombies fell to all the socks that his squad was hurling from the distance.
The other thing about Hope is that he looked like a football player. I’m a pretty tall guy, but I only came up to his shoulders. He was also quite large. I would describe him as having the body type of a particularly athletic refrigerator. This meant that he made very nice cover.
Such was the chain of events that led to me wearing a zombie headband and cowering behind the Harbinger that I would eventually come to replace, screaming at him over the roar of the frustrated Horde.
“CAN YOU MAYBE MOVE A LITTLE FASTER!?”
	“Hmm… Nope.”
	“CAN I PUSH YOU!?!”
	“You can try!”
That semester, I joined the Zombie Aggies Organization. I began to put lots of time and effort into making the game better for the other players. I signed up to be a mod the next semester, and ended up helping with most of the orientations. Pretty soon, the whole club knew my name.
The next game, the Harbingers were Gambit, Tasha, and Killmore. I put in a ton of effort into this game. I won a Mod God the first night, and was promoted to Charmeleon the second. The fourth mission, however, was the one that I remember.
It was Thursday, and we still had 70 or so humans left. Not only that, but we had a plan. The humans were building a portal to the Ether, where zombies could be killed permanently. The zombies, however, were building a superweapon that would instantly kill all humans on campus.
To stop this, the humans had captured Lexie Richins, the main zombie working on the doomsday device. We kept her in a PVC cage (for those who haven’t met her, Lexie is TINY). That night, the zombies had to rescue her and bring her back to their base.
A dozen humans showed up at the beginning of the night mission, and I was chosen to lead them. Gambit and Tasha got the permission of the current Sparklebearer, a moderator called Hatter, for me to wear the armor that night. We marched out under a tree by the Quad and the other humans surrounded me and helped me suit up.
Shortly after I turned the lights on for the first time, a pair of ghosts walked by with a dog. One of them laughed and said, “Aww! He lights up like a little firefly!” Without thinking, I shouted back, “Like a MANLY little firefly!” The humans all proceeded to cheer loudly enough that the ghosts visibly jumped and walked the other direction. Everyone proceeded to call me “Firefly” for the rest of the night.
I proceeded to lead the best night mission I had ever experienced. Four of our humans died, but when we’re outnumbered five to one and the zombies have Supers, I’ll take four casualties. Eventually, it came down to one Crab holding Lexie (again, she weighs like 80 pounds) and one Gazelle nearby. They got mere feet away from their destination before our best thrower let loose a sock directly toward the Crab’s chest. There was nothing he could do to dodge.
Instead, the Gazelle let out a deafening battle cry, jumped forward, and knocked the sock right out of the air with his hand. The Gazelle was stunned, but the Crab succeeded. Lexie had been rescued. She would go on to successfully finish and activate her superweapon the following night.
Lexie being rescued marked the end of the mission and safe zone for the night. Cautiously, the humans and zombies looked at each other, all unsure of what to do. Jokingly, I yelled, “Bring out your dead!”
Everyone started laughing, and before long, it was Christmas in WWII. Human and zombie alike laughed and joked with each other as we collected our socks and headed to the A. The mood was one of celebration.
Still celebrating when we got to the A, Gambit jumped up atop it (the man has hops) and shouted, "Well done, Humans and Hordesmen alike! That was a glorious battle!” The crowd applauded as he gave a rousing speech about how that had been one of the best night missions he had ever experienced. The speech was so riveting and energetic that nobody gave a second thought to the truck parking behind us.
Finally, Gambit finished his speech. “To reward you, ladies and gentlemen,” he shouted, “for your valor, my friend there has provided you... with COPIOUS AMOUNTS OF REDBULL!!"
He gestured behind us as the truck opened its bed to reveal a HUGE. FRIDGE. FULL. OF. REDBULLS. These were passed around and consumed as Gambit went through the human awards and then Killmore went through the zombie awards. It was a good time.
Then, Tasha got up on the A to give out the Mod God of the night. She talked about how awesome the mission had been. Her apprentice at the time, Hatter, handed her a pin. She said that many outstanding players had names. From Lazarus to Omega to Treebeard to Blue J, they are all given a title. That night, my name was added to the list.
The Mod God was awarded to Firefly.
