Days of Madness / GR Group / PLAYER CHARACTERS

Josh will be playing Dr. Martin (Marty) Wolfe. Dr. Wolfe is a doctor who served in the Vietnam War as a combat physician, and now runs his own small family practice in Independence, GA. He has one son, Hank Wolfe, who is married and owns a car dealership in Florida.
He was on his way back from a conference in Las Vegas, NV via Greyhound bus when the disaster struck. He is one of the residents of the Motel.
Stefanie is playing ____________________. She is a graduate film student, working in a technical capacity for a Canadian documentary/AP News reporter, Meghan Schaffer (As yet unnamed).
James is playing ______________________. He is an escapee on transfer in Cook County Jail (Chicago). He escaped from custody shortly after the infection began spreading through the jail’s population, and the prison erupted in riots. He was last jailed for automobile theft, after a long list of offenses. He has good rapport with the Chicago area gangs, and is a member of the Chicago [TBA] gang.
Will is playing Edgar Snow*, an epidemiologist working on artificially constructed epidemic research and case-scenarios in Washington D.C. He was shipped to a new semi-secret crisis center in Omaha, after rioting in D.C. shut down much of the Federal Government. When he arrived, he already knew that this newest epidemic was man-made, out of control, and virtually unstoppable. When he got off the plane in Omaha, he got into a rental car which he had waiting, and started West down Interstate 80. Traffic was beginning to pick up as the restless population tried to get to safe havens. Somewhere off in Nebraska, he realized that he had forgotten to fill the car with gasoline before leaving…
* Find out if Will knows that one John Snow was a famous epidemiologist during the London cholera epidemics. Coincidence?
Days of Madness / Introduction (All characters except Stefanie’s)

The infection spread like wildfire. They say it came in from abroad, on an airplane, which explained why everyone in the major cities got it first.

Of course, first they said it was nothing, then they said it was a flu bug, then a new unknown disease similar to the common flu, then, once the cities started erupting into flame and riot, a few “rogue informants” started to tell the truth… The truth that meant, more than likely, that they were going to be dragged out and unceremoniously executed by agents of their superiors shortly after they left the studio. Realistically, though, it was better than being dragged out and beaten to death by some raging monstrosity with a tire iron or a brick or a bit of sharp glass. It was better than being shot in the face by a lunatic storekeeper or a mad street thug, or a backwoods gun-nut who had flipped his lid.
Ten days after the disease hit the airwaves (later nicknamed “The Rage” after a similar infection in a recent popular movie) as a “flu bug” there were snipers, psychotics and riots running rampant across the United States. Areas of L.A., Atlanta, Detroit, Washington DC, and New York City began to burn.
Twenty days after, the cities were uninhabitable, from fires, smoke, and the still-raging riots.
One month after, there was martial law, mass funeral pyres in the Interstate medians, and American soldiers mowing down their countrymen with assault rifles to keep them within State lines. Most of the United States had lost electrical power, as well as telephone, radio, and television. The country ground to a standstill as few, as most working people were at home, either fighting off the “flu”, fighting off the growing riots, or simply unable to work due to most of the country being out of power.

Forty days later, the highways were gridlocked with stalled cars, and it became eerily quiet in the countryside, as thunderheads of smoke rolled in from the noxious clouds of the burning cities.
Fifty days later… ‘twas the night before Christmas…
It’s December 24, 2004, and the fire department isn’t coming.

Behind you blazes your safe haven, the only home you all have known for the last two months. Some got out, some didn’t.
You see, it was just the old-fashioned, all-American love story. Boy meets girl, when she drives right up to the front door of your safe house. Boy and girl instantly fall in love. Boy tries not to notice that girl is exhibiting signs of deteriorating mental state, and boy and girl shack up in room 218, right over your heads and keeping everyone up at night. Girl sleeps fitfully, wakes up, torches the building, and proceeds to try and kill everyone in their sleep with a fire extinguisher.
“Boy” was Mark Roby, the sharp-shooting National Guard deserter who was… or was supposed to be… out on the balcony protecting everyone against the mad horrors that came running, flailing, and shooting through the parking lot of the Super 8 Motel off some exit in Nebraska.
“Girl” was Lena Tower, a pre-med student from the University of Michigan. Someone should have figured it out when she told about her best friend trying to kill her while they were on a cross-country road trip. Maybe someone should have noticed when she didn’t come downstairs anymore, and Mark said she was just “not feeling all that well.”
A bit of Sominex in the Hunt’s Pudding Packs you’ve all been living off of, and a fire extinguisher to the head to finish the job, and six of you were dead by the time the sprinklers and alarms woke everyone up.

Roll Perception+Alertness@8: 3s: You saw her bounding away, dropping a bloody fire extinguisher behind her. 2s: You saw a bloody fire extinguisher on the ground by the bodies of your friends. 0s: Luckily you got out alive.
The rolling heat of the burning building is keeping you warm, but the chill of the night is starting to bite through your clothing, and there’s nowhere to go. The street is empty, and silent. The highway far below you sits silent. A semi-trailer lies on its side, dark and empty, crossing both of the westbound lanes, the trucker having beat to death the families in the two cars behind it. You know. You watched it, then you watched Mark blast his head off when he tried to rush the Motel. C’est la mort.
(Begin Play)
SCENE: SUPER 8 MOTEL, EXTERIOR
PCs: Marty Wolfe (Josh), ___________________ (James), Edgar Snow (Will)
NPCs: Mark Roby
Standing outside the burning building. There is a disarray of bodies, most of them infected people executed by the person on guard duty, and a few cars throughout the parking lot. A Great Trails tour bus is smashed through the front entrance. The building is an inferno.
Mark Roby is sitting on the ground, nursing a bleeding head wound and cursing. (He is a soldier, about 22 years of age, slim but muscular, with a small build and short black hair.) “That bitch! That fucking bitch!” (etc.)
Later: The doorway collapses and the tour bus catches on fire and explodes.
SCENE: SOMEWHERE IN NEBRASKA (NEWS TRUCK)
PCs: ___________________ (Stefanie) 

NPCs: Susan Tennenbaum (Reporter), Terrance Chesky (Tech)

Well, you wanted to cover the big story? You’ve got it.

When it started, you were just trying to get some footage for a documentary on Canadian/American relations, you know, the common misconceptions each side has about the other, the post-9/11 environment and what the regular person thinks. Boring stuff that would get played late at night, then mostly forgotten. It wasn’t groundbreaking, but someone else had a dream and a bankroll, and Susan Tennenbaum, the unnoted documentary filmmaker, had to keep the bills paid.

The story started to change after you ran into your first Quarantine Town. At the time, there was only word of a simple flu epidemic going around, but this encampment surrounded by military and Disease Control officials looked like something more.

Rudely pushed away by American military, you barely escaped being quarantined yourself, when you were found trying to sneak in with the camera van. The documentary has now turned into a chronicle of the world being thrown into chaos, and eventually your own story lead you to be lost, running for home across the plains of Nebraska.

There are rumors of a real government in Omaha, a rebuilding of the States, of actual airline service in and out. The news you’ve been able to pick up from the satellite is spotty, but the last you saw was footage of a Disease Control representative talking from Omaha saying they were taking care of the problem. Sure.

Still, though, you keep pushing east. You need to get back to Ottawa, and the Canadian border is tightly guarded and packed with refugees. Just keep moving.

You’re lost. You’ve been trying to cut north, to hit Interstate 80, but it doesn’t seem to be anywhere around here. It doesn’t help that you’ve had to avoid every main road and small town along the way. If the killer infected don’t get you, that means the town is armed and dangerous, even a more dangerous threat.

You are in the back seat, sitting at a darkened editing station. Susan, your boss, is asleep in the back, among the cords and suitcases, and Jimmy Russell, the young cameraman, is driving. Off in the distance there is a light… it looks like a fire, but not a very large one, not a city…

