
Note: This is historical fiction. All the things that happen here did not actually 
happen. 

It’s 1863, and the Civil War is raging on. You are a doctor for the Union, which, 
having abolished slavery in most of the North, wants to abolish slavery in the South of 
the United States of America, and wants to keep the Confederacy (the South), a part of 
the US. The Confederacy, however, wants to keep slavery legal, and is trying to split 
from the US because of this. 

It’s been a long and hard war. Casualties have amounted high on both sides. 
You, as a doctor who trained hard for this, have been very tired and stressed trying to 
help all the wounded and sick patients that just seem to keep piling up and up 
(figuratively and literally). 

You and your fellow doctors have been working on more efficient ways to do 
things in hospitals, and have succeeded multiple times. However, there just seemed to 
never be enough time to really work at a breakthrough in medicine and medical 
treatment. You want to quit, to stop trying to save everyone and just go home and forget 
the war, and the patients, and everything else. 

But you can’t, and you know that. So you persevere through it all and do the best 
you can. But you know your best simply isn’t enough. You need something to turn it all 
around, to stop diseases and wounds in their tracks, which is why you’ve been working 
day and night with your fellow doctors to come up with something, anything that will 
help. And you think you’ve come up with a fast way to make a smallpox vaccination. 
You just need to test it. 

There is a patient in the hospital that is sick with smallpox and is willing to 
undergo testing for the medicine you’ve created. His name is Arthur Willington. He says 
he has no family or friends, so no one will miss him if he’s gone. It’s tragic, but you have 
to test the medicine, so you begin the operation. 

You put the medicine into a tube with a long needle protruding from it, and get 
ready to inject it into Arthur. The problem is, you don’t know where to inject it into. You 
think his arm is probably a good bet. But it might be better for this medicine if it’s 
injected elsewhere. 

 
If you inject it into Arthur’s arm, keep reading. 
If you inject it elsewhere, go to Page 3. 
 
You decide to inject it into his arm. You know that the medicine will cause mild-

to-moderate pain, so you give him some morphine in advance. After he takes the 
morphine, you take a deep breath and say to Arthur,”Okay, you ready?” 

”Ready as I’ll ever be,” he replies. 
”May God help me now,” you whisper silently, and inject the medicine into Arthur. 
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Arthur gives no reaction at first, which you take as a good sign. But a minute 
later, he starts spasming in pain. The morphine is not helping. 

“Quick! Get help!” you tell a nurse across from you. She runs out of the room and 
is back a moment later with two of the doctors that you worked on the medicine with. 

“He’s dying!” you exclaim to the doctors.”We have to help him!” But the doctors 
offer no assistance. They simply look from you to Arthur.”Why aren’t you doing 
anything?!” you shout, angry with them. 

“Because we can’t!” one of them shouts back.”This is the first time it’s been 
tested. We have nothing to stop the medicine!” 

You turn back to look down at Arthur, blinking back tears at the fact that you can’t 
save him. His spasms slowly stop. His eyes glaze over. His skin becomes cold. You 
know that he is dead. 

Over the months, you and your team try and try again to come up with a fast way 
to make a cure for smallpox. But you become so obsessed with finding a way that you 
neglect working on anything else. Eventually you fail, and more and more patients die 
from smallpox and other problems, until the hospital is closed down for “neglecting to 
deal with all medical problems”. After returning home a failure, you soon contract the 
disease and die from it, your last words being,”I failed…”. 

 

  THE END 
Now go back and think about what you just did to your character. 
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 You think that it would best if you injected it into his neck. You’re not sure why 
the neck, but your gut tells you that anywhere else will be fatal. So you do it. 
 And, 3 weeks later, it works. Arthur recovers from the smallpox, and is able to 
rejoin the war effort. You celebrate your success with your team, and start to prepare 
more of the antidote for other patients. One by one, they too recover, and can get back 
to their normal lives (well, as normal as life is while a war is going on in your country). 
 But the peace does not last, as you are informed that the Confederacy knows of 
your medicine and is going to strike the hospital later that night, according to a spy in 
their ranks. You evacuate the hospital, making sure to grab the medicine and stow it 
away safely. 
 As you lead the evacuees down a path that you were directed to go down, you 
come across a fork in the road. You look at the letter for directions, but it gives no 
mention of the fork or which way to go. There are two paths, and you think the 
Confederate troops will be coming from one of these pathways. But you’re not sure 
which one. 
 
 If you go to the right, keep reading. 
 If you go to the left, go to page 9. 
 

You lead the group down the right side. You vigilantly watch the sides and up 
ahead for the Confederates, but they don’t show. You start to let your guard down a 
little. 

In the distance, a roar is heard. It sounds like a black bear. Everyone starts to 
panic, shouting in fear. You try to quiet them, telling them that they’ll only let the 
Confederacy know where they are. But it only partly works. 

You say to everyone,”Alright, let’s pick up the pace. By now, the Confederates 
are probably heading towards us now, or that black bear is closing in on us.” This, of 
course, doesn’t help the situation, but you know that by now nothing will. 

But picking up the pace is easier said than done, as many wounded patients can 
only go so fast and far. You and the other doctors and nurses do the best you can to 
assist them, but there’s too many patients and not enough medical personnel to help 
them all, and some begin to fall behind. Others say that the exertion is making their 
wounds hurt more, or their sicknesses act up. 

Finally, you’ve had enough. You tell everyone to stop and make camp for the 
night. The patients voice their complaints and concerns, but you simply can’t do 
anything. You have to stop. If you continue like this, none of the patients will make it to 
the next day. 



 4 

It’s a rough night. You are forced to sleep on the ground with the other doctors, 
making the patients beds to sleep on. You have dreams of dying patients crying out to 
you for help, Confederates shooting everyone and taking the medicine. 

When you awake, you hear a gasp from the other side of camp. You rush over to 
find a small crowd, composed of doctors and patients alike circling around a spot where 
some patients were sleeping the previous night. But there are no patients there. There 
are only trails of blood leading into some bushes. The bear must have gotten them. 

You run around the camp, looking for other missing patients. Some died from 
their wounds or sicknesses overnight, but none from the bear. You quickly bury the 
dead patients and proceed on to the designated spot where you were supposed to go. 

You eventually get there in the late afternoon. Five more patients had died on the 
journey, leaving you with about two thirds of the patients that you had when you started. 
There are more doctors and nurses there to help the patients. You are given a break 
from caring for them, and plop down on the ground. During the evening, a black man 
approaches you and hands you a letter. 

“What’s this?” you ask. 
“A request,” the man replies.”It’s from John Letterman.” 
“John Letterman? You mean the major who founded the Ambulance Corps?” you 

ask. 
“That’s the one,” says the man. 
You are surprised that John Letterman has sent a letter to you. You know you're 

the head doctor at the hospital, but you're not particularly famous. You’re only really 
known around the county. Certainly not nation-wide, or even state-wide. 

“Why’s he asking for me?” you tell the man. 
“Beats me. I’m just a lowly messenger,” he responds. 
You open the letter and grab the note inside. You unfold it slowly, as if the 

slightest tear will reduce it to ashes. It’s written in small, neat handwriting. It reads: 
 
Dear Mr. Hawkins, 

 I am the Surgeon general of the Army and head of the Army of the Potomac, as well as 
the creator of the Ambulance Corps. I am under the impression that you are quite a skilled doctor. 
You even found a way to quickly make a smallpox vaccine. I could use someone of your talents. I 
have quite a few patients here that have contracted smallpox, as well as other diseases, and it 
would be great if you could bring the cure to me, and possibly join the ranks of the Army Medical 
Corps.? 
        Sincerely, 
              Jonathan Letterman 
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 You stare down at the letter in shock. You? Picked to join the Army Medical 
Corps.? You don’t believe it. You look up to the black man to confirm or deny this, but 
he’s gone. 
 You go to find the other doctors in your hospital and show them the letter. They 
are very happy for you, but sad to see you go. One of them asks,”Can’t you stay here? 
Help us out?” 
 You consider this for a moment.”No, I’m sorry. I’m going to join the Medical 
Corps. But don’t worry; Jeff will be your new head doctor,” you tell them. But it doesn’t 
ease them. 
 “Here,” you say to Jeff,”This a few bottles of the medicine, and a copy of the 
formula for it. Be sure it’s kept safe.” You hand over the items to him. 
 “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure those Confederates never touch these,” Jeff replies, 
indicating the antidote. You grin at him encouragingly. 
 “When do you leave?” he asks. 
 “Tomorrow,” you say. 
 “I’ll really miss you,” he says. 
 “I’ll miss you, too,” you answer. 
 There isn’t really much to say to Jeff, so you say goodbye and head off to get 
some sleep. You’ll be leaving early in the morning, before anyone else wakes up, so 
you go to bed early. When you do wake, a cart pulled by horses is waiting for you. 
 “Come on, buddy. I don’t got all morning,” the driver says grumpily to you. You 
hurry into the cart, and soon you're off. 
 Luckily, you don’t have to go super far, so the journey only takes about a day or 
so. When you arrive, the camp is bustling. Medical personnel are running all over the 
place, caring for the sick and wounded, delivering medications to patients, talking 
amongst themselves about urgent medical cases. 
 “John Letterman is here?” you ask the driver. 
 “Don’t ask me,” he responds. 
 You are quite puzzled as to why Letterman is here of all places, and not at Fort 
Sam Houston, the headquarters of the Army Medical Corps. You think he’s probably 
here doing research. You see a man approaching you from a large tent. 
 “Ah, you must be Mr. Hawkins. Please, come this way,” he says. You follow him 
into the tent, where four other people stand around a table. 
 General Letterman, your guest is here,” says the man. 
 “Oh, thank heavens you’re here. I’ve desperately needed your help. Have you 
brought the medicine with you?” Letterman says. 

You search briefly through your bag you brought and produce the antidote. 
“Ah, yes, yes! The cure! You’ve brought it!” exclaims Letterman. He grabs it out 

of your hand, but drops it. The vial shatters as it hits the ground. 
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“Oh, my! I’ve destroyed it!” Letterman says in surprise.”Oh, Mr. Hawkins, can you 
ever forgive me?” 

You, of course, can forgive him. However, you remember giving the formula for 
the medicine to Jeff, and did not make a copy of it to bring with you. You also can’t quite 
recall the exact formula. You tell this to Letterman. 

“Oh, dear! Whatever shall we do now?” asks one of the people standing around 
the table. 

You know you have two options: send a letter to Jeff asking him to make a copy 
of the formula and send it to you, or you wing it and try to recreate it without the formula. 

“Oh, but we have patients who need the cure now, or else they will almost 
certainly die!” another person tells you. 

You debate what to do. Should you risk your patient's life and wait for the 
formula? Or should you make it now from all you remember and hope you get it right? 

 
If you choose to wing it, keep reading. 
If you choose to wait, go to page 8. 
 
“Alright, I’ll try to recreate it from memory,” you say. 
“Good. Those patients need the cure,” says the man who brought you into the 

tent. 
You quickly get started, tossing in components you remember need to be in it. 

Various other doctors chip in, including Letterman, gathering ingredients and putting 
doses of certain liquids into it. After a few hours, it’s ready. 

“Okay, I’m going to deliver this to a patient. Who should I use it on?” you ask 
Letterman and the others. 

“Hmm. I suggest using it on Bob Fletcher,” says Letterman. 
“Fletcher? But he’s in critical condition! If this doesn’t work, it will kill him!” shouts 

one of the doctors. 
“There’s no guarantee this won’t kill even the healthiest of people! We have to 

try!” retorts Letterman. 
The doctor reluctantly agrees, and soon you’re standing over Fletcher, who’s 

laying in a bed, sweating profusely. His skin sags, bumps lining his arms and legs. His 
eyes are very fearful. He must have a very bad case of smallpox. 

“Don’t worry, Fletcher. This will hopefully help you,” you say to him. 
“There’s no guarantee it will work, is there?” he asks. You slowly shake your 

head. 
He sighs and looks over at a small table beside his bed. A picture in a beautiful 

frame sits atop it. In it is a portrait of Fletcher with a woman and five kids. You think this 
must be his family. He glances at it, tears in his eyes. Then he looks back at you. 

“Do it!” he says firmly. “If this works, I can continue to protect my family!” 
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You look determinedly at him and nod. You grab the medicine, insert it into a 
tube, and bring it over to his neck. You don’t want to think what will happen if this 
doesn’t work. 

“Ok, on the count of three,” you say to Fletcher, but mostly to yourself. He 
grimaces and prepares to be injected. 

“One,” you say. The doctors crowd around you.”Two.” Fletcher has closed his 
eyes tightly, waiting for death to come.”Three!” You inject the antidote into Fletcher. 

Nothing happens. You cringe, waiting for something to go wrong, for Fletcher to 
start spasming. But nothing happens. Fletcher opens his eyes.”No change,” he says. 
The antidote was successful. 

“Whew!” you exclaim, wiping sweat off your brow. The doctors start cheering. 
Fletcher sighs in relief. You do the same inwardly. 

You go on to do great things. You help Letterman in healing the sick and 
wounded. After the war, you continue to study medicine and come up with other cures 
for other diseases. You die in your sleep in 1879, knowing how many people you saved. 

  THE END 
You made it to the happy ending! Good for you! 
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 You decide to wait, because you don’t think winging it will end well. You send a 
letter to Jeff asking for a copy. It takes several days. Patients die off. You help to bury 
them, knowing that you could’ve saved some of them. You help out around the camp 
with treating wounds and other diseases, and are pretty good at it, but smallpox is the 
most prominent, and you need that formula. 
 It has been several weeks. You know it should not have taken this long. In the 
middle of the day, a man brings you a letter. You open it and stare in shock at it. It 
reads: 
 
 Dear Mr. Hawkins, 
 I regret to inform you that your friend Jeff was attacked by Confederate forces and killed, 
along with several other doctors. The Confederates also managed to take the miracle cure and are 
currently reproducing it for their own uses. I am sorry. 
        With regrets, 
         Daniel Thorne 
 

You sit down, trying to take in the news. Jeff is dead? Along with the other 
doctors? You don’t believe it. You rip it up, throw the pieces on the ground. You storm 
away, passing by doctors. They give you strange looks. You walk to the graveyard and 
crouch down by a grave, crying for your lost friend. 

You hear shouts in the distance, then gunshots. People screaming. You look up, 
and see soldiers wearing ragged clothes rushing toward you. The Confederacy. 

You run away frantically, following a crowd of patients and doctors. People fall 
down all around you, bullet holes in various places on their bodies. 

Suddenly, you feel a painful stinging sensation in your shoulder. You fall to the 
ground, grasping your wounded shoulder. You see a Confederate with a pistol spot you, 
and approach you. The last thing you see is his gun pointed at your head. 

 

THE END 
Now go back and think about what you just did to your character. 
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You pick the left, and head off down that way. As you walk, the shadows grow longer, 

the creatures of the night come out and start hooting and howling. You will be glad when you 
reach the final destination. 
 The road continues on. The night gets darker. You wish it would end, but it seems to go 
on forever. Jeff, one of the doctors, says,”Are you sure this is the right way to go?” 
 “No, I’m really not sure,” you respond. 
 “Oh, geez. Do you realize you could get us killed out here?” complains Jeff. 
 “Do you realize that you’re not the one in charge here?” you challenge him. Jeff says 
nothing.”Then let’s continue,” you say, proceeding down the path. 
 It’s past midnight when you finally say, ”Ok, so maybe this was the wrong way.” 
 “What?!” shouts several of the patients.”We need treatment! If we turn around and go all 
the way back, we’ll die from exertion before we even make it back to the fork!” 
 “Hey! The map said nothing about a fork, so I made my best guest, alright?” you retort. 
 “Some guesser you are!” says one of the doctors. 
 “Why, you-” you start. But you’re stopped by a bone-chilling howl that’s not far away. 
Wolves. 
 Suddenly, a giant pack of them leaps out from behind some bushes and attacks, eyes 
glowing. They shred patients' skin, rip their throats out, maul them to death. One of the doctors 
pulls out a gun and starts shooting at the wolves, but the shots are wild and sporadic, and some 
hit the patients. In the midst of it all, you crawl out from the carnage and attempt to escape, but 
are stopped by a giant wolf. You slowly stare up at it, right before it tears you apart. 
 

  THE END 
Now go back and think about what you just did to your character. 


