
Jump: Rust 

CP: 1000 
Drawbacks: 
No, no, no, motherfucker (+100) 
Fresh Spawn (+300) 
Beware The Banhammer (+600) 
Origin: Naked (Free) 
Location: Forest 
Perks: 
Where Did It Go? (-100) 
Tread Lightly (-100) 
Carry a Big Stick (-100) 
Hacker: 
Wall Hack (-500) 
Duplication (-500) 
Gear: 
Basic Kit (-100) 
The Rock (Free) 
Wooden Spear [+Blueprints] (Free) 
Stone Spear [+Blueprints] (Free) 
Bow [+Blueprints] (Free) 
Eoka Pistol [+Blueprints] (Free) 
Revolver [Blueprint Only] (-50) 
Waterpipe Shotgun [+Blueprint] (-75) 
Beancan Grenades [+Blueprint] (-75) 
Arrow Blueprint (Free) 
Handmade Shells x500 [+Blueprint] (-50) 
Suppressor [+ Blueprint] (-150) 
Bandages [Blueprint Only] (Free) 
Pistol Rounds [Blueprint Only] (-100) 
Incendiary Pistol Rounds [Blueprint Only] (-100) 
 

I hit the ground running silently through the forest. I found a mine and, after quickly 
looting the local landscape for some more stone wood & metal, I blocked off the entry way with 
an ‘airlock’ entryway, a two door room that would be harder to punch through. I drove down into 
the dark with a torch in hand and after some work I managed to get down to the very nadir of it. 
Quickly the walls came up as I used the last of the Base Kit to build my first base. 

I knew this game fairly well. Not by playing it but because I liked watching people play it 
and if it was anything like the videos on Youtube then I was in for a hell of a long run. A 
decade-long reenactment of the Lord of the Flies didn’t sound fun at all, but thankfully I was 
gifted some advantages.  

Suddenly I stilled as a thought occurred, this world was terrifying for a number of 
reasons but could I just go out there and kill someone. I shifted from foot to foot as my heartrate 
skyrocketed and I had to sit down as the realization that I couldn’t just stay down here, in the 
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safety of my little fort, forever. I had needs and while my ability to see to those needs had gone 
up tremendously with the blueprints, inventory, and other bonuses it wasn’t like I could survive 
without food or water. I noticed I was gulping air, shivering, and sweating, I closed my eyes and 
tried to calm myself down. 

“Must be what being in a warzone is like in real life.” I said to myself as I focused on the 
sound of my own voice. I know it’s arrogant but I spoke to myself quite often. After years of 
social isolation it was a simple coping mechanism. I understood, intellectually, that my verbose 
manner of speech and mutterings were just means by which I propped up my socially stunted 
mind but that knowledge didn’t mean that I wanted to do without it. “Right panic attack over.” I 
muttered before standing back up. “First, shore up the fort.” I concentrated a bit and then just 
tugged a heavy wood chest out of seemingly thin air. I settled it down on the tiled floor.. “Fuck I 
hope that I can manage.” 

 
The first person I ever killed was out of sheer desperation. A very normal day of nerve 

wracking resource gathering, apparently the massive hammers cratering the ground above my 
cave every time I used either of my special abilities kept most people away from it, had ended 
with a spear slamming into my hip hard. I put weight on the wrong foot in that instant of panic 
and my leading leg, the same side as where I’d just taken the hip shot, felt like it turned to jello 
as I lost control. I flopped to the ground and took a stray stab from another spear as I did so 
even as I flipped over and gazed into the crazed eyes of the man who’d assaulted me. He 
grinned as his spear tracked my chest. 

I don’t really know how I’d gotten the waterpipe shotgun to bear but I pulled the trigger 
anyway. The man’s entire body did a little hop as the close quarters meant that the handmade 
shell’s pellets meant that he took the cluster head on. I must have hit something vital because 
he staggered away and died off to the side, screaming. I tried to tend to my wounds as best I 
could, bandages and the like, but I barely staggered through my first front door before I was 
coming down from the high and into a pit of abject guilt. Bile suddenly crept up my throat and I 
vomited all over the ground.. 

“Dear fuck.” I muttered as I shivered with some terrible feeling that I couldn’t quite name. 
“How could that ever be normal? Does it get easier?” 

It wasn’t easier the next time, four weeks later, nor the next, a week after that, but slowly 
the edge was lost and while each of their faces burned into my mind each time it happened I did 
learn that a person dealt with it. There was a lot more uncomfortable sleep, more sickness, 
more injuries, and often enough I was too busy to care. Then again… maybe that’s what I’d 
wanted. 

 
A year has passed and I’ve gotten over the whole ‘killing people thing’ besides having a 

bout of night terrors every now and again, usually just after I kill someone and the weeks after 
that. As it turns out the people of the island thought that someone was shelling the fuck out the 
forest that used to be here, i found out due That Guy’s rants.  


