
The U l t i m a t e  
Sin 

A Campaign Supplement 
for Scapegoat Games 

The End 

I don't mind getting nothing when  I didn't 
expect anything. W h a t  hugs m e  is knowing that 
I would have gotten something i f  I'd expected 

it." - Graffiti from the abandoned city of Chicago 

From the  Journals D r .  
Martin Frontinac 

January 1 ,  2004 
Happy New Year in the dominion of man. It is now 

four months since The End, and I saw my first large con- 
centration of people; they were shooting at each other. 

It was eerie to ulatch, knowing that death now is utter- 
ly final; no judgement, no afterlife, no reincan~ation or 
transmigration of the soul. Just the maggots and flies per- 
firming their self-interes ted autopsies . 

One group was apparently a mottn-cycle gang backed 
t i p  a main battle tank. I could barely belietie my eyes. 
Two weeks ago I was weeping fir joy because I found an 
unspoiled half crate of Dint? Motn-e beef stew cans (which, 
beftn-e the Apocalypse, I would not hatv touched with a 
fin-ty-foot fork). I can't ezvn scazvn,qe an uncontaminated 
Henadryl, and these idiots on Harleys found, fueled and 
loaded ammunition into a tank? It's almost enough to make 
me belietle God is still u,atching the ulreckge of His world, 
encouraging the sick comedy that manltind still pro~lides. 

The battle ended ulith some stn-t of detonation beneath 
a manhole cover, set off urhcn the tank passed abotv. The 
tank burned and kept burning, and the remainder of the 
bikers departed. 

Then I felt something sharp in the small of my  back, 
and a cold zloice whispered "Make a mot1c, and I'll show 
the sky your guts. " 

"Shall I raise my hands?" I asked. As soon as I said it, 
I ulorried that my assailant would think I was being a 
smartass, but my fear must hatie been apparent. 

"I'tit 'em on the back of your head, llc face-down and 
spread yota legs as wide as they'll go." I was bracing 
myself to be bayonetted, but I was only frisked, then 
ordered to turn orw. 

My anailant zua~ a slight woman dressed all in grey - 
urban camottfige, I suppose. She had a m i l i t q  rifle with 
a bayonet. She poked the tip under my sternum, above the 
right zlenn-icle . 

"\Who are you? Spy for the Dogs?" 
"My  name is Dr. Martin Frontinac." 

"Doctor? What kind of doctor? " 
"Trauma surgeon. " 
I could tell she thought I was lyihg, that I was the llrre 

in some elabtmte trap. Keeping the bayonet to my heart 
and her eyes locked on my own, she called fur backup on a 
pmtable radio. I was not released until they found the 
diploma in my truck. 

After being handcuffed and blindfolded, I was taken to 
some sort of underground bunker. Here I sit; at some point 
I am supposed to meet "the Colonel" who apparently rules 
Boston. A t  lemt they fed me; Ilinty Motre,  as fate would 
have it. 

January 2 
The Colonel is an interesting man - far from the 

swaggering petty warlord I expected, he was intelligent and 
articulate. Nonetheless, I find his militarism distinctly at 
odds with my own personal philosophy. Furthermore, he 
netler took off his dark ghsses, a nick I found cheaply the- 
atrical. 

He informed me that Boston was at war with a mys- 
terions intiasion force from the south - probably 
Washingron, D.C.  He took great pains to assure me that 
"the Dogs" were the agqresstn-s. The fact that the battle I 
wirnessed was on Boston's "turf' is compelling evidence. I 
told him the truth; that I have been travelling, mostly 
alone, since the Apocalypse. When  he heard I was from 
New York City,  he asked me what was going on there. I 
told him it was a wasteland, that the locwts and rats had 
drit~en out all but the most vicious and degraded. Then he 
came to the point. 

"You're a trauma surgeon? " he asked. 
"Yes. I served for ten years at Saint Alphonse in New 

York City." 
"Familiar with pnshot wounds? " 
"Actluzlly, I spent much more time on car accidents. 

Despite what people think about New Ytwk, it wacn't all 
block-to-block firefights. " 

He looked disappointed. 
"I probably didn't see mtn-e than one gunshot a week, 

on average. " 
He smiled. 
"Doctor, can I interest you in a tour of the infirmary?" 
Primarily, they were putting people hack together after 

the previous day's warfare. Their staff seemed to consist of 
competent interns, but I could see they were at a loss when 
it came to real "golden hour" situations. I asked to see the 

bv G r e o  I . 
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mtwg14e. After a cursory examination, I believe I could 
hare saved two, possibly three of the seven corpses there i f  
I had been able to operate on them in time. Given the con- 
ditions here, probably two. I told the colonel as much and 
he invited me to join the colony. 

"I will be honest with you doctor; we need a man likc 
you more than you can imagine. We  can't offer you slaves, 
like Atlanta, or the luxuries o f  Elgin, but you would be 
excused from front line duties. I know; not much of a 
trade. But we are at war, doctor, and your presence could 
sabe many lives . " 

I told him I'd think it over, when we passed by anoth- 
er "ward" in their makeshift hospital. 

"Excuse me," I asked. "The woman to the far right is 
obviously well into her third trimester. Are the other 
women in that ward also pregnant?" 

"Yes," said the Colonel with a smik. "Etlen at war, 
even after God's forgotten us, life goes on. " 

1 said nothing in reply. 

January 3 
At dinner today, a woman I did not know sat down 

next to me and introduced herself as Sally Snodpass. She 
was fit, pretty , and I suspect she had taken pains to make 
herself attracticw . 

We chatted. She seemed wry pleasant, but I was on 
my guard. Even before Armageddon, I was familiar with 
predattm females - most mawiageable docttm are. I 
hoped the Colonel was not resorting to such a transparent 
ploy, but good manners prevented me from asking her. 

When she propositioned me, there was no way to be 
polite. I told her she was very pleasant, but that as a victim 
of testicular cancer in 1997, I had been surgically castrat- 
ed and was, therefore, incapable of fulfilling the rok in 
which she had envisioned me. 

( I  know, not medically true; but this approach has 
always wtwked in the pat . )  There was a deeply awkward 
pawe. She apologized. Then there was a peat commotion. 

The very pregnant woman I had seen the other day had 
gone into labor, and wm hemorrhaging badly. My assis- 
tance was required. 

The difficulty of delitlering a breech without the proper 
equipment or chemicals was compounded by my lack of 
experience; I hadn't done OB-GYN since I was an intern. 

I lost the mother. The baby lived. 
The colony considers me a hero. I feel like a fraud. 
Tomorrow I will have to explain my position to the 

Colonel. 

January 4 
It took me a while to get an audience with the Colonel, 

who is terribly busy, of course. When I finally did, I went 
straight to the point. 

"Colonel, I am willing to stay here and labm for you 
- nn one condition. I don't want any extra luxuries; h4t 
any colony where 1 wtn-k.. . I wish to be a sterile one." 

"Well, doctor, it's very difficult to keep conditions 
germ-free in these primitive.. . " 

"No ,  not sterile in that fashion. I mean, I will not 
wcn-k for a colony in which people are reproducing. " 

He stared at me. Eam his sunglasses couldn't hide his 
shock. 

"You want everyone to give up haq~ing babies?" 
"Yes. Vasectomies for all the men urould be quite time 

consuming, but it's a ve? simple operation. Even I coukf 
do one in half an hour at most, and with practice I'm sure 
I could. . . " 

"Why? Why the hell would you want to deny the last 
chance humanity hm of continuing?" 
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"Isn't it obvious? You're a reasonable man, Colonel. 
The  gates of Hell and Heaven are closed for eternity, never 
to reopen. In the past, many felt that there was no after- 
life, no judgement, no soul. Now ,  not only do we know 
that there is a soul, we know that anyone who dies loses 
their's. Wtrse than the condemnation of Hell, the soul 
winks out ,  lost in a perpetual oblivion. Don't you under- 
stand? Rearing a child is the ultimate sin in a world with- 
out God. Any  child who comes to term is simply being b t m  
for destruction. There is no chance of salvation, no matter 
what the child does. I can imagine no deed more evil than 
to conceive a child, knowing that salvation will be denied it 
forever, through no fault of its own. " 

He just stared. For a second, I thought he was going to 
take me up on my offer, but I should have known better. 

I can stay in Boston until a good time to depart arises. 
The Colonel h a x  asked me not to share my philosophy with 
others, though he said that he could not, in good con- 
science, "forbid" me.  I thanked him courteously, but told 
him I felt that my  idea was too imptrrtant to not proselytize. 
He then warned me that my notions would probably not 
get a warm reception. I thanked him and departed. 

January 11 
This is the first chance I have had in some time to write 

in this journal. I wax reviled when I shared my beliefs, but 
that did not prevent the people of Boston from eagerljr 
accepting my help when another invaxion force entered 
their city. A man and two women certainly would have 
died if I had not been present. A number of others would 
be in critical condition; but I paid the price for this in 
exhaustion. 

However, I cannot consider my time spent in Boston 
in terms of quid pro quo; even if I do, I would have to 
count myself fortunate. Two people have decided to leave 
the colony with me,  Ben Schmidt and Marjtn-ie Carver. 
W e  set out for Elgin this morning. 

I face something of a dilemma, however. I f  Boston, 
under extreme duress, was unwilling to see the reaxon of 
my beliefs, what can I expect from Elgin, which is appar- 
ently a singularly peaceful and pleasant communitjr? 

Tonight, I plan to discuss with Ben and Marjorie the 
ethics of pursuing my agenda in a covert fashion. 

Introduction 
Scapegoat Games The End is literally post- 

Apocalyptic; only this wasn't some wimpy exchange of 
nuclear warheads. Rather, God came, smote the sin- 
ners, and carried the righteous into Heaven, just as thc 
Bible foretold. However, there was a small remainder; 
those who put their faith in things of the Earth were 
condemned to remain with the Earth - not bad 
enough for Hell, not good enough for Heaven. These 
leftovers are known as the Meek. 

One of their number is Dr. Martin Frontinac. From 
his journal, one learns that he was a trauma surgeon in 
New York, that he survived cancer, and that he 
believes that the most unethical deed imaginable, in 
the peculiar circumstances of the Meek, is to have a 
child. 

Dr. Frontinac is not what a psychologist would call 
"in touch with his feelings." ~ & i v i n g  the anarchy of 
The End hasn't left him with much time or energy for 
probing his inner resentments; but since we're sitting 
back casually, we can take a look at what Marty won't. 

In a word, he's mad. Not crazy-mad; angry. His 
anger started in 1997, when he found out that he had 
cancer. Being a doctor, however, he felt it necessary to 
maintain a professional facade. His fellow doctors 
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helped him with this, constantly telling him how 
much easier he was to deal with than their less "scien- 
tifically-minded" patients. When he discovered he was 
impotent after his operation, he could not bring him- 
self to get help for what he knew was probably a psy- 
chological problem. 

Dr. Frontinac had never been particularly religious, 
but lying in his hospital bed, he calmly and unemo- 
tionally (he thought) decided that an all-good God 
could not punish an innocent man like himself, and 
that therefore, God did not exist. Or that if He did, He 
shouldn't. 

Finding out rather forcefully (plagues, famines, 
warring angels and devils, the whole Revelations 
thing) that he was wrong was quite a shock. Finding 
out that he wasn't welcome in Heaven, despite the 
lives he'd saved, was another. 

Dr. Frontinac has responded to the end of the 
world the way he reacted to the news that he had can- 
cer in his testicles; outwardly, he's calm and logical. 
Underneath, he's lividly angry. He will not admit this 
anger to anyone, least of all himself. Therefore, he has 
constructed a rational, logical argument that explains 
why everyone else on the planet should be as barren as 
he is. 

What If He's Right? 
Dr. Frontinac is a deeply flawed human being; but 

hey, aren't we all? Sure he's bitter and predisposed 
against reproduction; but almost everyone else on the 
planet is at least as predisposed fir it, and probably 
can't argue their position half as reasonably as the doc- 
tor argues his. Most people believe that children are 
basically a good thing, and they couldn't explain why 
to save their lives. Don't rule out the possibility that 
Dr. Frontinac has reached the right conclusion for the 
wrong reasons. 

In terms of the game, of course, this is all academ- 
ic; people in The End do whatever they want, knowing 
for sure that there is no Big Cop in the Sky to slap their 
wrists if they do the wrong thing. However, your char- 
acters will have to decide if Frontinac is right or 
wrong. As a GM, try to be neutral (if you can) and not 
prejudice the players one way or the other. Lots of 
players will pick up on signals from the GM and try to 
either do what you want, or do the exact opposite. In 
this case, try not to broadcast anything; this decision is 
a tough one, and it should be theirs alone. 

Part One: Meeting The 
Good Doctor 

The purpose of Part One is to introduce the doctor, 
and get the characters to feel positively about him - 
either because they saved him or because he saved one 
of them. 

In the setting of The End, There are basically two 
sets of circumstances for characters; members of a 
colony, or drifters on the road. Regardless of which sit- 
uation they're in, they can run into Dr. Martin and his 
pals in a singularly memorable fashion. 

Characters in a colony are likely to be involved in 
security one way or another. Or they might be on a 
high precipice having a picnic when they see a cloud 
of dust approaching a long way off on the road. Or 
they might simply be listening to the radio when a dis- 
tress call comes in. (Lots of people listen to CBs after 
The End, but not too many talk on them; that can 
draw human predators.) In any event, they become 
aware that new people (always a commodity) are on 
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the way - fast. 
If they are listening to the radio, they get some 

more information; Marjorie Carver will deliver the 
following: 

"Mayday - anyone listening, this is Majorie Cartler. 
1 got a truck full of medical supplies and a doctor who can 
m e  them, but we're catching heavy from armed gang. 
Anyone who wants a trained surgeon can come get us - 
but come loaded for bear. We're on the [insert local road 
here]. " 

In the background, listeners can hear gunshots and 
sounds consistent with a high speed chase. 

How they want to approach this is up to the play- 
ers, but put some pressure on them to decide fast. This 
could easily he a trap; a trained trauma surgeon sounds 
like a prize too good to be true. O n  the other hand, it's 
also a prize too good to resist. 

If a small, exploratory group is sent out, the char- 
acters will have a lively firefight on their hands from a 
gang of hikers called the Dregs (see this month's The 
Good, The Bad, and The Ugly on page 66). If the char- 
acters can marshall a large, overwhelming posse (say 
fifteen or more people) or something that looks really 
scary (a helicopter, a tank, a couple of semi-trucks) the 
Dregs will simply turn tail. Players heing players, they 
may decide to hunt the Dregs down and kill them, 
which is all very well; the Dregs can present a clue, hut 
only for very inquisitive characters. 

O n  the other hand, if your characters aren't 
attached to any particular settlement, you may want to 
give them enough advance warning that they can set 
up a nice sniper perch. 

Once rescued, L3r. Frontinac and his friends will he 
understandably grateful. If there is violence, uninjured 
characters may get to see the doctor's skills up close 
and personal. Any injury that isn't life-threatening 
will be dealt with right there in Dr. Frontinac's van, in 
front of the characters if they prefer to watch. (Dr. 
Frontinac will dissuade them, citing germs, hut won't 
press the issue.) If there is a real deadly risk, he  will 
kick everyone out of the van and operate. If the injury 
is in the abdomen, he  will surgically sterilize the 
patient if he thinks he can do so without risk to life. 
(GM's decision - and keep in mind that heing steril- 
ized without permission is a pretty rough thing for a 
character to experience. Players may get mad.) If the 
patient is male, he may also perform a vasectomy if the 
injury is in the upper leg, claiming later that the injury 
went from leg to groin; he's familiar enough with 
shock to know most people may not rememher their 
injuries, or may rememher them incorrectly. 

After things calm down, Dr. Frontinac will explain 
just why he was being pursued. All three of the new- 
comers are looking pretty rough; after a hard night of 
drinking (explained below) they had a two clay car 
chase. Nonetheless, once he gets going, Dr. Frontinac 
will speak with his characteristic hig words. 

Dr. Frontinac's Story 
"We were travelling along this route when we encoun- 

tered that group of bikers, who call themselws the Dregs. 
A t  first the? were amicabk - or, at least, not unfriendly. 
When I saw that one of them had an infected injury, I 
offered to treat it,  and explained that 1 was a doctor. When  
they heard this, the Dregs asked if 1 had any narcotics. I 
told them I had a small supply, but that I was saving them 
for emergencies. Then they mked if I knew how to make 
drug .  I told them I did, given the proper tools, but that I 
had been applying m y  energies to growing penicillin rather 
than synthesizing heroin. They decided that I should change 

the focus of mv research, and argued their case at gunpoint. 
My friends and I became zirtual prisoners, hut pntlrlegeti 
ones. 1 madc it clear that I would become their personal 
apothecarv i f  m? friends and I were unharmed. 

"The Dregs tilere ozvrjoyd; the? etlen began talking 
about setting themselves up as travelling drug merchants, 
going from colony to colony trading m? narcotics for food, 
gas and ammunition. 

"Hearing this, 1 feigned interest. 1 told them that thc 
simplest drug to create was grain alcohol - and that I had, 
in fact, been distilling it fur disinfectant I)urposes. I offered 
them this 'homchezil' and proposed a toast to our nezi1 mer- 
cantile endeatlor. 

"lnitiall?, the? were suspicious, but after we shared a 
few drinks uith them, the? became conzinced we werc in 
earnest. Around thcir fourth round, 1 drugged them and we 
escaped. Howezw, we did not make a clean escape. 
Packing up our possessions took longer than anticipated, 
and they reco~wetl  sooner than we had hoped. 
Furthermore, though we attempted to disarm them, the? 
must have had more u~mpons hidden somewhere. The? had 
jtcst caught 14p with 11s when you came upon us." 

This story mily seem a little farfetched, hut it is not 
entirely implausihlc. Certainly the truck that Dr. 
Martin's company is travelling in is slower than the 
Dregs' hikes; in fact, the story is true - up to a point. 

What Dr. Martin isn't telling is that he performecl 
vasectomies on the three male Dregs and was contem- 
plating a series of hysterectomies when Margc and Ren 
dragged him away. That's the real reason that they got 
such a puny head start, and that's why the I)regs were 
so intent on chasing him down - even after a Jay 
spent recovering from thcir impromptu surgery. 

The Clue 
If there was combat, any surviving Dregs would 

have heen carried away hy their comrades. Any dead 
male Dregs may provide ;I clue to ticry ohservmt char- 
acters. They werc vi~sectomixd twc, nights hefore, and 
their stitches are still very fresh. Anyone who strip- 
searches the corpses (for whatever reason) will see 
them. Someone who just casually searches them may 
notice bloodstains on their jeans. (After all, the stirch- 
es werc fresh, the Joctor was drunk when he did it, and 
they were riding hikes on the area in question.) 

If Dr. Frontinac is confronted with one vasec- 
tomized corpse, he may tell the characters that the 
Dreg had asked him to perform i1 vasectomy hecause 
"he didn't want to hring children into this filllen 
world." He might even use this as a pretext to feel the 
characters out on thcir heliefs ilh011t procreation. 

If there is more than one vasectomizeci corpse, Dr. 
Frontinac will lie to the characters, telling them that 
the men in question had raped Marjorie and that, 
when drunk, Marjorie and Dr. Frontinac decided that 
castration was a good revenge. He will heg the charac- 
ters not to speak of this to anyone - in ordcr to spare 
Marjorie. If he Joes tell them this, you may want to 
stress, through your roleplaying, that Marjorie does 
not act like a womiln who has recently heen through 
that sort of life-changing trauma. 

Part Two : Frontinac ' s 
Secret Agenda 

The ohject ot 1''lrt Tire is to gradually (or rapidly, if 
you wish) build suspicion in the minds of your charac- 
ters. At  the same time, you should also he reinforcing 
how valuahle Dr. Frontinac is; not only does he pro- 
vide Elgin with (possihly) the hest medical care in the 

G o d  c o u l ~ l  n o t  punish 

nocent  man like him- 

self, and tha t  therefore, ? 

G o d  did n o t  exist. O r  tha t  

if H e  did, H e  shouldn't. 

F ~ n d i n g  o u t  rather 

t;~rccfully tha t  h e  was 

wrong was qui te  a shock. 
l-. 1 .  - 1  - -lL * 
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The IUD 
IUL3 stands for 

Intrauterinc I>evicc. 
Basically, it's a small rneta 

or plastic dcvice that is 
inscrted into the uterus tc 
prevent conception. It can 
hc inscrtcd without inci- 

sion. (Dr. Frontinac does it 
under local anaesthetic.) 
Once in, it prevents con- 

ception until removcd. 
It's not a flawless tech- 

nology they can perforate 
the utcrine lining and 

enter the abdominal cavi- 
ty, causing infection. They 

also increase the odds of 
entopic pregnancy. (If you 
really have to know, look 

it up.) 
They are ideal for 13r. 

Martin's purposes, but 

world, he also argues powerfully for stronger defense. 
Part Two should leave the players ambivalent; the doc- 
tor is obviously a good thing for the colony - but 
there should be a sense that he might be, less obvious- 
ly, a bad thing as well. 

If your characters are aligned with a colony, Dr. 
Frontinac should be welcomed enthusiastically. 
("Yaaay! We don't have to amputate broken legs 
before they become gangrenous!") If they aren't, he'll 
tell them what he knows about Elgin (i.e., it's com- 
fortable and safe) and encourage them to head in that 
direction. 

Part two of this story assumes that the doctor and 
the characters are at least partly settled in a colony. 

Dr. Frontinac isn't exactly a warm and fuzzy kind of 
guy, but with his skills he doesn't need to be. He quick- 
ly becomes established as a respected (but distant) fig- 
ure. That's just how he likes it. 

PCs are likely to favor Dr. Martin, and not just 
because he's a good bonesaw. If the characters have 
been through Atlanta or the Indian Lands, and know 
about the warlike world apart from Elgin, they are 
probably going to support Jesse Williams' attempts to 
get Elgin armed and prepared. They (and Jesse) will 
find an invaluable ally in Dr. Frontinac. Not only does 
he offer his personal stories of Boston (in clinical 
detail) his demeanor and profession make him hard to 
dismiss as a paranoid hysteric. It will be hard to get 
Elgin off its ass, but people respect and listen to sur- 
geons. 

His "secret agenda" progresses, largely offstage. He 
begins by offering checkups to the denizens of Elgin. 
Naturally, 1400-odd checkups will take him quite a 
while - especially since he's taking a little extra time 
with the ladies to implant IUDs (see sidebar). 

If you wish, you can have Dr. Martin fade into the 
hackground; he could play the part of the icy calm but 
skilled surgeon for your characters when they get shot, 

traceptives, which inquisitive characters might find on 
the return trip. If asked about them, the doctor and his 
pals will present their philosophy and explain that 
they have persuaded quite a few women in Elgin about 
the rightness of their cause. The Blues have made-con- 
doms unreliable, and the IUD is reversible for women 
who change their minds later. 
- A registered nurse named Gwen Walters shows 

up and makes friends with the PCs. She tells them that 
there's something weird in Dr. Frontinac's office. He 
tries to hide it, and he makes up excuses, but she gets 
the feeling that sometimes he doesn't want her around 
when he's doing "routine checkups" - or even serious 
operations - on female patients. (Characters who 
investigate may find the book with the red marks.) 
- The Dregs may come back for revenge (espe- 

cially Vince). If killed, PCs may (again) notice the 
vasectomy scars. If captured, they may explain their 
motivations. 
- Someone from Boston shows up (possibly Sally 

Snodgrass?); both she and Dr. Frontinac are very sur- 
prised to see each other. Her actions make the PCs 
think she's suspicious of Dr. Frontinac, but she doesn't 
have a chance to tell them anything before Dr. 
Frontinac doses her with a powerful hallucinogenic 
(specifically, LSD and ketamine). She freaks out, 
screaming denunciations of him. He explains to the 
PCs that he rebuffed her advances in Boston, and that 
she seemed unstable even then. (PCs in The End are 
rarely strangers to mental instability.) He'll take care 
of her, insisting that no one harm her; eventually she 
will be "released from his care" and she'll seem sub- 
dued. However, Dr. Frontinac has neither the training 
or the inclination to truly destroy a human mind. 
She'll recover from his crude (and frankly half-heart- 
ed) attempts to make her forget or doubt what she 
remembered about him from Boston. She'll seem per- 
fectly sane and reasonable, except for her hatred of 
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the PCs, this could lead to an interesting conversation 
on the way back.) 

Periodically, Rachel sets out with her boyfriend to 
scavenge outlying areas. Usually they tell someone 
before they go, but sometimes they forget. 

O n  their last trip, they forget. The first the PCs 
hear about their trip is when they get a panicked radio 
message from Paolo. 

"Please, help me! Help, mayday, S.O.S.! This is 
Paolo Montello, I'm along route 34 in Aurora, me an' 
Rachel are pinned down!" 

When pressed for details, Paolo tells them that 
they blew a tire and, while looking for a spare, they 
were set upon by a pack of "f***in' HUGE" wolves. 
(See page 123 of The End). He'll tell them that they've 
holed up in an old high school and are trying to scare 
the wolves off, but they need someone to come and 
relieve them - they aren't about to go out and look 
for tires until they get some backup. 

He'll also tell them they have good news - they 
actually found an unclamaged X-ray machine. 

"I don't know if I ever told you, hut I was an X-ray 
technician before. Didn't seem much use, hut with a 
doctor ... anyhow, we found this one, tried it out, it 
works. In fact, we found something really weird.. ." 

At that point, the PCs hear the sound of breaking 
glass and screaming in the background. Attempts to 
get Paolo and Rachel on the radio are fruitless. 

Presumably, the PCs go out to investigate. Finding 
the high school isn't hard. The wolf pack can offer an 
exciting combat, or they can get scared off by a few 
gunshots, depending on the tastes of your group. The 
pack isn't too aggressive now, however; they've fed. 
Rachel and Paolo are dead inside the school. 

What the PCs will find is Paolo and Rachel's jeep, 
towing a trailer loaded with an X-ray machine. Lying 
in the back seat of the jeep is a manila envelope, and 
inside are X-rays of Rachel. 

The first X-ray shows her torso from shoulders to 
waist. It's a good picture - ribs, vertebrae, etc. - but 
down at the bottom there's a bright patch. It's sharp 
and clear - not milky like the bones. The second pic- 
ture is from her knees to the bottom of her ribs, and 
the object is clear. Anyone who is familiar with IUDs 
will recognize it as one, from its shape and placement. 
To those unfamiliar, it's simply a piece of metal in 
Rachel's uterus. 

This should set off warning hells; Rachel talked 
about how much she wanted to have kids. Clearly this 
is a job for Dr. Frontinac. 

When confronted with the X-ray, Dr. Frontinac 
will bluff and play it dumb at first. If possible, he'll try 
to destroy the it - dumping chemicals on it, or setting 
it on fire. There may be a brief struggle while the PCs 
get it hack.He'll also try to get his hands on the X-ray. 
If  the PCs have other evidence, however (the red X 
next to Rachel's name in his book, lowered birth rates 
in the colony, evidence from the Dregs) Dr. Frontinac 
will look pensive and then come clean. 

"All right. I admit it. I planted that IUD in Ms. 
Prisco, and she's hardly the first. I have done my level 
best to sterilize this colony - and I'll tell you why." 

If They Drag Him To The Sheriff 
They may drag him before Jesse Williams and try 

to force him to explain himself. If they do this, he will 
simply claim that the characters have turned on him 
for some unknown reason. 

"The X-ray proves nothing; it could easily he 
forged hy holding an IUD in front of your stomach. It 



Dr. Frontinac's Last 
Words 

T o  t h e  Citizens of Elgin: 
It has been  a pleasure 

and  a n  honor  t o  serve you 
t o  t h e  best of my  abilities. I 

a m  sorry t h a t  I c a n n o t  
serve you further. 
You will hea r  things 

t h a t  may shock you. You 
will hear  tha t  I implanted 

IUDs in  you; a n d  I did. My 
reasons for doing so  are  too  
lengthy t o  go  in to  now, but  

arc  fully outlined in  t h e  
journal I keep in  a locked 
metal box in  my bedside 

table. T h e  key is around my 
neck. .  . hu t  suffice t o  say, I 
simply feel t h a t  this world 

is n o t  a fit o n e  for children. 
T h e r e  is, perhaps, o n e  

last service I c a n  offer Elgin 
before I die; o n e  final t ime, 
I urge you t o  increase your 

defenses. Consider  h o w  eas- 
ily I, w h o  loved you a n d  

had only your best interests 
a t  hear t ,  was aMc t o  per- 
form concealed actions 

that ,  had  they been  obvi- 
ous, would have  earned me 
t h e  ha te  of th is  community.  
I beg you, d o  n o t  scorn this 

message because of t h e  
messenger. 

It's hard n o t  t o  pray. 
Obl ivion awaits. 

might not even he Rachel Prisco; did anyone besides 
these people hear her 'radioed help message'? Did any- 
one else examine her hody?" 

Dr. Frontinac is at least as credible as the PCs. 
He'll accuse them of conspiring against him, of being 
agents provocateurs from another colony, or (if he  can 
pull it off) of heing guilty of the Thrillkill murders. 

The proc,f, of course, is to use the X-ray to check 
colony women. Still protesting his innocence, Dr. 
Frontinac will offer to set up the machine and use it. 
He'll try to sabotage it. ("Now they accuse me of sah- 
otaging the X-ray machine they hrought in? This is 
ludicrous. All its destruction proves is that my inno- 
cence cannot, now, he demonstrated.") If the PCs find 
someone else to work the machine, or if one of them 
can use it, or if Gwen Walters is around to give exam- 
inations to some colony women, the gig is well and 
truly up. While the machine is heing set up, Dr. 
Frontinac will quietly sneak hack to his lah and inject 
himself with a lethal close of movhine. (His suicide 
note is in the sidebar.) 

If they can't prove he  did it, they've got a nasty sit- 
uation on their hands. They've made a terrible accusa- 
tion against a great (and useful) member of the com- 
munity. If they can roleplay things right, they may he 
allowed to stay in Elgin. However, they will he regard- 
ed with suspicion until thcy can prove themselves, or 
until Dr. Frontinac screws up. 

If The PCs Hear Him Out Before 
taking Him To Jesse 

If the PCs are willine to listen. Dr. Frontinac will 
try to persuade them that what he  did was right. 
There's no script to follow for this; read Dr. Frontinac's 
journal for the type of arguments he'll use to try and 
hring the PCs around. 

Give your PCs a chance to make return arguments, 
hut Dr. Frontinac isn't going to change his mind. 
Instead, he'll dehate them right hack. The usual argu- 
ments (along with his responses) are included helow, 
to give you an unfair advantage: 

"Children are our only hope for the future!" 
"What future? This earth has heen cast aside, like 

an empty carton after the milk has heen drunk or gone 
had. We're just maggots in the midden-heap. .. The 
only thing the future holds for us are duhious human 
attempts to forge empires. Given our record in the 
past, the odds aren't good. When you factor in the 
empirical fact that the best, most just and most virtu- 
ous of us are gone forever, the odds hecome even 
worse. Elgin, right now, is probably the best that 
human society will offer from now until the end of 
time. 

"Face facts; every child horn is doomed to the same 
dismal thing; a future where every day they wake up 
knowing that once upon a time there was a God, a 
place called heaven where virtue was rewarded - hut 
that they have no chance for that blessing because 
they were horn at  the wrong time! Do you want to 
explain that to them? No, there is no future for the 
children of today. No future except the hitter knowl- 
edge that they were horn after all the virtue in the 
world has been sucked out hy God." 

"Shouldn't people have the right to decide for 
themselves?" 

"In principle, people ought to he trusted to make 
ethical decisions - as long as they are the only ones 
harmed. Rut this is not the case; conceiving a child 
today inexorahly harms it, dooming it in advance to 

The Ultimate Sin 

eternal annihilation after what is likely to be a short 
and miserable life. Consider; the old government long 
held - correctly - that they had not only the right, 
hut the duty to remove children from households that 
were unfit. Well, today there is no such thing as a fit 
household. The  world is unfit." 

"Wait a minute; people should be trusted to 
make ethical decisions until they harm others. 
Doesn't having an IUD implanted without your 
knowledge or consent count as 'harm'?" 

"No one is heing harmed hy heing denied children, 
unless children are reduced to the level of a commod- 
ity. If children are entertaining toys, or loyal workers, 
or potential soldiers with no  souls of their own to he 
concerned with, then your argument is valid. Rut I 
cannot help hut helieve the parents' concern for the 
children ought to outweigh their concern with the 
henefits hearing children will havc for them." 

"Before the fall, lots of people didn't believe in 
God or an afterlife. Why was it O.K. for them to 
reproduce then, but not now?" 

"Recause then no one knew, ancl no one could 
know. Now, there can he no douht; children born 
today are born doomed. Ignorance was an excuse in 
the old days, coupled with the knowledge that the uni- 
verse was just; if the consciousness simply expired after 
death, it would do so for all. Now, however, we know 
that we and our children will he the only ones to suf- 
fer this unique penalty. We earned it; hut why should 
our children pay for our crimes!" 

If the PCs show signs of heing hored with the 
dehate format, he'll also spring a few other arguments 
on them. 

"This discussion is hecoming tedious. Consider the 
difficulty you will havc convincing people that your 
outrageous claims are true. Your arguments cannot 
sway me, so let's move from the philosophical to the 
practical. This colony needs me. In the first place, you 
and I hoth know that Elgin is pitifully undefended 
against the more predatory colonies. The idea of a 
future for human kind has no merit; we must, instead, 
concern ourselves with the future of these humans 
here in Elgin. 

"I can give you a list of the lives - irreplaceable 
souls that would otherwise he simply gone now - that 
I have saved since the Apocalypse. Can you say the 
same thing? In my life, my actions have caused no 
deaths; again, can you make that claim? 

"Elgin has a future. There could he twenty, mayhe 
even forty happy years here for all of us - if there isn't 
an epidemic or an invasion. With my help, those dis- 
asters are less likely. Are you going to let me help you, 
and all of Elgin - or are you going to give it up to 
breed a damned generation!" 

Having said his piece, it's up to the PCs to decide. 
Don't rush them. Don't push them. Don't argue one 
way or the other. (Though you might argue hoth ways 
if you want to.) 

Your PCs should feel that the future of the colony 
depends on their answer - and they should he right. 
If thcy turn Dr. Frontinac in, their reputations may 
suffer in the short term - hut ultimately, they should 
be vindicated. If they protect him, they should know 
that they are in silent complicity with his plans, for 
good or ill. a 


