DAYS OF MADNESS

GAME 2/GR

PARTIAL REPLAY OF GAME 1

STARTING SCENE: Characters are in the news van, driving east on Int. 80. It is about 6:00AM, and a snowstorm is just beginning to let up.

CHARACTERS:

News Crew: SUSAN T________________ (NPC), TERRANCE CHESKY (NPC), REJENNE _____________ (Stefanie)

Motel Survivors: MARK ROBY (NPC), MARTY WOLFE (Josh), LT ________________ (James)

New Characters: Bernard "Bernie" Callahan (NPC), Checkpoint Guard 1 (UNPC)

You are driving up Interstate 80, going slowly through the scattered stalled traffic and the driving snow. Terrance is in the front seat, peering through the snow that blows past the window. Rejenne (Stefanie) is in the passenger seat (-2 to all frontal perception difficulties).

ALL EXCEPT REJENNE (Stefanie): The rest of you are crowded in the back of the news van, with video equipment piled up around you. Even with the heater blasting air, the ride is still cold and bumpy. Susan grabs a satchel full of equipment and wires, and throws a bottle to Mark, who is lying in the back of the van nursing his arm. He nods his head in thanks, and takes a swig from the Whiskey bottle. She rummages around some more, and comes up with two more bottles. "Anyone? I could use it."

REJENNE (Stefanie): You creep onward through the driving snow, which is now starting to subside a bit and letting the first gray sunshine of morning feebly glow. You drive along for some time, when you start to notice the stalled traffic getting thicker. A mass of abandoned cars, trucks, and construction equipment builds a growing wall around your two lanes of Interstate. Suddenly, the road ahead shines alight to a cacophony of flashing yellow. A semi-trailer is parked blocking the road ahead, and signs direct you off the next exit, a tightly walled corridor made by cement barriers on either side. There looks to be a number of makeshift buildings set up, and a light is on in one. Terrance stops short. There is a turnpike blocking the road.

ALL OTHERS: You lurch as the car stops short.

THE GUARD talks to REJENNE (Stefanie)...

You got papers? (snort)

…

State of Nebraska, ACAS survey, driver’s license? You too.

…

How many in the car?
…

Aw, hell… Everybody out of the van.
SCENE: Detention Center

THE GUARD unloads the five of you into a brightly lit makeshift office. The room is cold, and the biting wind seems to blow right through the canvas-covered walls. The floor is gritty linoleum, caked with dirt and muddy water. The room is bisected lengthwise by a chain-link enclosure, a makeshift holding cell. This half of the room looks to be an office and a dispatch area. A radio and a number of walkie-talkies are on the table, as well as a laptop computer and an old manual typewriter. There is a desk with a number of papers spread about it, and a small black-and-white portable television lazily flipping through cameras trained on the snowstorm outside. There is a wooden bench against the outside wall.

The other side of the room is a shocking sight. It is a holding cell, a cage of gnarled chain-link. There is a narrow gate, locked with a large combination lock, and a crude wooden bench against one wall. The floor is covered in dirt, blood, and broken glass, and a pile of dead bodies is unceremoniously heaped in the corner. From the top of the pile, you meet the empty gaze of another masked soldier with a shattered faceplate and a length of steel rebar shoved through one eye.

On the opposite side of the cell, huddled in the corner, is a woman wrapped in a cheap, rough "Indian" blanket they always try to sell the tourists. She says nothing, staring intensely through you, sitting on the wet floor.

(WOMAN IN CELL: Age: 34, Ht: 5'11", ragged, light brown hair, has a large gash and swelling above her right eyebrow.)

The guard goes through the steps of processing.

Sit down on the bench, and answer the questions. I’m freezing my fuckin’ balls off here, so don’t get smart. Now Who here lives in the great state of Nebraska?

No hands… well… anybody from Kansas, Colorado, Wyoming, Montana, or the Dakotas?

Wh’hell… when did you all come here?

I don’t suppose you’re all American, eh Frenchie? Who’s a Yank?

He spraypaints a purple mark on the back of the Canadians’ heads.

Where were you staying?

Have you registered with the Red Cross or them CAS boys?

Anybody have the coughs, the sneezes, the spits or the fits?

Mark tries to hold back a sneeze and fails.

Well, it looks like it’s your lucky day… wallets here, into the cage!

The guard takes your wallets, then bends down over the padlock and fidgets with it for a few moments, getting somewhat perturbed when it doesn't open correctly the first time. He ushers you into the cell. Mark stumbles in and collapses onto the bench.

The guard always has an SMG on him at all times, as he pores over his paperwork and talks on the phone.
He does not allow anyone to go near the pile of bodies.
Plot Movers:

· Mark still has the mostly-empty Jim Beam bottle. Excellent weapon.

· The dead guard has the lock combination written down in his pocket.

· Remember the rebar beam in thine neighbor's eye.
· If things get slow, let the woman attack… the guard just sits back and watches
After a while…
Perception@8. 3s: You’re looking into the monitor, and see a small compact car pull up to the turnpike. 
1s: You hear a car horn outside.

The guard is startled upright as a horn blares, and he trudges outside.

Characters may take action at this point.

If the characters have not searched the bodies yet... The guard comes back in, followed by a middle-aged man in puffy snow gear, with strawberry red hair and a large, trim moustache.
Bernie: I tell ya, I got permits up the ass, I’ve got old government, new government, CDC, CAS… fuckin’ CAS-CDC. What more do you want?

Guard: If you’re CAS-CDC, why’re you driving that little shitbucket out there?

Bernie: Because… let’s see… the gas station’s ain’t takin’ my credit card, an’ I just ain’t got the cash.
Guard: Papers on the table.

The guard proceeds to check him in. If they still don’t have it, the guard will need their keys to move the van. Execute this scene only if characters have not left the cage! If they have, improv it!
Bernie: I’m gonna need your van. It’s coming with me. Are you?
Bernie: Rockin’ in the Free Zone, man… I know a guy, who knows a guy, who knows a guy who left some real nice shit just east of Lincoln. Jack Chicago says “get that shit”, I get that shit. Little town called Porters Crossing… ever been there?

Bernie: Well, this poor piece of shit better hope his stash is still there, ’cause Chicago don’t take kindly to sending me out on a goose chase.

You go around barriers and through the snow, then continue through what looks to have been a second checkpoint. The main building is burned down. One outbuilding is blown over, and the other seems to be on its last legs.

PERMIT REQUIRED BEYOND THIS POINT – AFFIX PERMIT TO WINDSHIELD –TRESPASSERS SHOT ON SIGHT. The road is again tightly packed with stalled cars. PC@9:1s Far off in the distance, you can see that the gap closes.
Characters continue down I-80, and find a man razor-wired by his arms and legs to holes in the side of a semi trailer, with a gigantic cross and “WE SHALL REPENT” spraypainted on the side of it. He looks to be alive.
