»‘_: ,_—f‘".—-.‘-'-

CORE PLAYER HANDBOOK

CATA




THE COST OF GREATNESS =

Every step, every advantage, every
millisecond counts. The streets of
the Sixth World are mean, and if they
want to stay alive, shadowrunners
need every advantage they can get
to gain a step on the opposition.
Fortunately, is full of them.
With it, you can learn about more
metatypes for characters, including
hobgoblins, giants, centaurs, and
sasquatch; acquire new qualities,
such as Disgraced, Hawk Eye, and

Lightning Reflexes; and, if you dare, ; : ---’f‘f_‘::_:,- g
) _ SRS

dabble with the dangerous and B

deadly Infected.

also has advice on b/
fleshing out characters of different '
metatypes, expanded contact and
lifestyle rules, and alternate character \
creation methods to help ensure
that players can build exactly the
character they want.

All these options make

a crucial companion to players who
want to get the most out of their

| core rulebook.

SHADOWRUN

) CHTAYST

game P labs

Under License From

www.catalystgamelabs.com

© 2014-16 The Topps Company, Inc. All rights reserved. Shadowrun and Matrix are
registered trademarks and/or trademarks of The Topps Company, Inc., in the United States
and/or other countries. Catalyst Game Labs and the Catalyst Game Labs logo are trademarks
of InMediaRes Productions, LLC. Printed in the USA.




%, BHT AT



» RUN FASTER «

INTRODUCTION
WHO YOU ARE AND
HOW YOU GOT HERE

WHERE YOU CAME FROM

The Corps: Outward Mobility
The Streets: Out of the Frying Pan
The Talented: When the Going Gets Weird
Hooders and Activists: Building Communities
(One Bomb at a Time)
Academics: Things Metahumanity
Really Needs to Know
Military and Law Enforcement:
The Other Side of the Wall
The Unclassifiable

I'M A REAL BOY NOW

LOVE THE ONE YOU'RE WITH

I'll Work With You, But | Don't Like You
Who Can You Trust?

GAME INFORMATION

Backgrounds and Motivations:
What Makes Johnny Run?
Making ‘Real’ Runners: Beyond the AK-97
ETHICS, CODES AND OTHER JOKES

A CODE AND A CALLING

The Path of the Samurai

Omerta, the Code of Silence

Thug Life, the Code of the Streets
Harmony with Nature, the Shaman’s Code
White Hats, the Code of the Hacker

The Code of Wuxia

The Paladin’s Code (a.k.a. Elven Chivalry)
The Hippocratic Oath

The Soldier’s Code

The Akichita Code

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COIN

Bushido 2.0

The Code of the White Hat
The Code of the Good Cop
The Hermetic Code

THE SPICE OF RUNNER'S LIVES
0DD JOBS

Hunting
Reagents
Paranimals
Spirits
Head Cases
Infected

STRANGE LOCALES

Oceanic Operations
Space Runs

Fovea Runs

Astral Journeys

THE UNUSUAL SUSPECTS

Mom & Pops

Arcane Organizations
Governments
Organized Crime
Secret Societies
Head Cases

ALTERNATE IDENTITIES

DocWagon

Knight Errant/Lone Star

Corporations

Organized Crime

MORE THAN SKIN DEEP
BUILDING AN IDENTITY

BEARDS: DWARFS

Great Duchy of Westrhine-Luxembourg (AGS)
How Dwarfs Fit Into Society

EARS: ELVES

Tir nanOg

Tir Tairngire

Zulu Nation (Azanian Confederation)
Duchy of Pomorya (AGS)

How Elves Fit Into Society

TUSKS: ORKS

Ork Underground, Seattle, UCAS

Black Forest Troll Republic (AGS)

Kingdoms of Nigeria

How Orks Fit Into Society
HORNS: TROLLS

Black Forest Troll Republic (AGS)
How Trolls Fit Into Society

NORMS: HUMANS
How Humans Fit Into Society
FREAKS: CHANGELINGS

FURS: SHAPESHIFTERS

ALTERATIONS AND AUGMENTATIONS

Alterations
Augmentations

EvoCulture
CONSTRUCTION KITS
A RANGE OF OPTIONS

SUM TO TEN GENERATION
Building Characters with Sum To Ten
POINT BUY

LIFE MODULES

Nationalities
United Canadian and American States (UCAS)
Confederation of American States (CAS)
Native American Nations (NAN)
Tir Tairngire
Formative Years
Arcology Living
Corp Drone
Farm Living
Fugitive
Isolated Rural Upbringing
Military Brat
Orphan
Rich Kid
Street Urchin
White Collar
Teen Years
Corporate Education
Farm Living
Gang Warfare
High School
Home Tutored
Isolated Rural Upbringing
Magical Education
Military School
Preparatory School
Street Kid
Further Education
Community College (55)
Ivy League University (80)
Military Academy (115)
State University or College (65)
Trade School/Technical College (40)
Real Life
Bounty Hunter

2 CONTENTS/CREDITS »

Celebrity

Combat Correspondent

Corporate

Covert Operations

Drifter

Ganger

Government Agent

Law Enforcement

Organized Crime

Political Activist

Postgraduate Studies

Private Investigator/Detective (Pl)

Regular Job

Shadow Work (Shadowrunner)

Terrorist

Think Tank

Tours of Duty

Tour of Duty (Mercenary)

Tour of Duty (NAN)

Tour of Duty (Tir Tairngire)

Tour of Duty (UCAS, CAS, and CFS)
Finishing Off Your Karmic Balance
Sample Modular Character Generation

NEW QUALITY

Rank
THE MESS OF METAHUMANITY
SAPIENTS OF THE SIXTH WORLD

DWARFS
Metavariant Type: Gnome
Metavariant Type: Hanuman
Metavariant Type: Koborokuru
Metavariant Type: Menehune
ORKS
Metavariant Type: Hobgoblin
Metavariant Type: Ogre
Metavariant Type: Oni
Metavariant Type: Satyr
TROLLS
Metavariant Type: Cyclops
Metavariant Type: Fomorian
Metavariant Type: Giant
Metavariant Type: Minotaur
ELVES
Metavariant Type: Dryad
Metavariant Type: Nocturna
Metavariant Type: Wakyambi
Metavariant Type: Xapiri Thépé
HUMANS
Metavariant Type: Nartaki

METASAPIENTS

Centaur
Naga
Pixie
Sasquatch
Shapeshifters
Changelings
CREATING SOMETHING DIFFERENT

Creating a Metavariant Character

Creating a Shapeshifter

Creating a Changeling

Random Metagenic Qualities
POSITIVE METAGENIC QUALITIES

360-Degree Eyesight

Animal Pelage

Arcane Arrester

Balance Receptor

Beak

Bicardiac

Biosonar

Bone Spikes

102

12




Broadened Auditory Spectrum
Camouflage
Celerity

Claws

Climate Adaptation
Corrosive Spit
Dermal Alteration
Dermal Deposits
Defensive Secretion
Electroception
Elongated Limbs
Fangs

Frog Tongue
Functional Tail

Gills

Glamour

Goring Horns
Greasy Skin
Keen-Eared

Larger Tusks
Low-Light Vision
Magic Sense
Magnetoception
Marsupial Pouch
Metagenic (Attribute) Improvement
Metahuman Traits
Monkey Paws
Nasty Vibe

Natural Venom
Ogre Stomach
Photometabolism
Proboscis

Satyr Legs

Setae

Shiva Arms
Thermal Sensitivity
Thermographic Vision
Thorns

Underwater Vision
Vomeronasal Organ
Webbed Digits

NEGATIVE METAGENIC QUALITIES

Adiposis

Astral Hazing
Berserker
Bioluminescence
Cephalopod Skull
Cold-blooded
Critter Spook
Cyclopean Eye
Deformity

Feathers

Impaired (Attribute)

Insectoid Features

Mood Hair

Neoteny

Nocturnal

Progeria

Scales

Scent Glands

Slow Healer

Striking Skin Pigmentation

Stubby Arms

Symbiosis

Third Eye

Unusual Hair

Vestigial Talil
INTO THE NIGHT

A NIGHT IN THE LIFE

The Last Night
The First Night ...
... And All the Rest to Come

12
13
13
13
13
13
13
114
14
14
14
115
115
115
115
115
115
116
116
116
116
116
116
116
116
116
116
mni
"7
1ni
"7
ni
18
18
18
118
18
18
18
18
19

What It's Like To Walk The Night
Hunters Hunted
Giving In
It's You and Us
WALK IN THE SHADOWS

We Care a Lot
Dancing in the Ruins

GAME INFORMATION

Creating Infected Characters
Becoming Infected During Play
Positive Infected Qualities
Bandersnatch
Banshee
Dzoo-noo-qua
Fomoéraig
Ghoul
Gnawer
Goblin
Grendel
Harvester
Loup-garou
Mutaqua
Nosferatu
Vampire
Wendigo
Negative Infected Qualities
Carrier
Infection, Magic, Resonance, & Essence
Magic and Essence
Infection and Resonance
Diseases
Sample Diseases
HMHVWV Strain |
HMHVV Strain I
HMHVWV Strain Il
New Critter Powers
Adaptive Coloration
Corrosive Secretions

AS YOU AS YOU CAN BE
QUALITIES FOR GOOD OR ILL

Positive Qualities
Adrenaline Surge
Animal Empathy
Black Market Pipeline
Born Rich
City Slicker
College Education
Common Sense
Daredevil
Digital Doppelganger

Disgraced

Erased

Fame

Friends in High Places
Hawk Eye

Inspired

Jack of All Trades, Master of None
Lightning Reflexes
Linguist

Made Man

Night Vision
Outdoorsman
Overclocker
Perceptive

Perfect Time

Poor Link

Privileged Family Name
Restricted Gear
School of Hard Knocks
Sense of Direction
Sensei

121

131

146

146
146
147
147
147
147
148
148
148
148
148
148
148
148
148
149
149
149
149
149

Solid/Legendary Rep
Speed Reading

Spike Resistance

Spirit Whisperer

Steely Eyed Wheelman
Technical School Education
Tough as Nails

Trust Fund

Trustworthy

Vehicle Empathy

Water Sprite

Witness My Hate (Magicians only)

NEGATIVE QUALITIES

Albinism

Amnesia

Asthma

Bi-polar

Big Regret

Blind

Borrowed Time

Computer llliterate

Creature of Comfort

Day Job

Deaf

Did You Just Call Me Dumb?
Dimmer Bulb

Driven

Emotional Attachment
Ex-Con

Flashbacks

Hobo with a Shotgun

Hung Out to Dry

llliterate

In Debt

Incomplete Deprogramming
Infirm

Liar

Night Blindness

Oblivious

Pacifist

Paranoia

Paraplegic

Phobia

Pie lesu Domine. Dona eis Requiem.
Poor Self Control

Records on File

Reduced (Sense)

Sensory Overload Syndrome
Signature

Vendetta

Wanted

WHO YOU KNOW
INTRODUCTION

Breakdown of Contact Types
Legwork
Networking
Swag
Shadow Services
Personal Favors
Support
The Cost: What Does a Contact Want?
Cash
Services
Barter
Other
1 0we You One (Gaining Chips)
Improve Relationship
Future Service
Favors
Group or Organization Contact Options
Nature of the Relationship
Blackmail

« CONTENTS/CREDITS 3

149
149
150
150
150
150
150
151
151
151
151
151
151
151
152
152
152
153
153
153
153
153
154
154
154
154
154
154
155
155
155
155
155
156
156
156
156
156
157
157
157
157
157
158
158
158
159
159
159
159
159
172

172

172
172
173
173
173
173
173
173
173
173
174
174
176
176
176
176
176
178
178



» RUN FASTER «

Family 178 The Meet 197 Indoor Arboretum 222
Maintaining Contact Relations 178 The Run 199 Local Bar Patron 222
Paying off Debt 178 The Handoff 200 Merchandise: Goods (Specific Item) 222
Using Intimidation 178 | THOUGHT WE WERE FRIENDS 201 Merchandise: Pawn Shop/Thrift Store 222
Using Con/Seduction 178 Merchandise: Used Goods (Specific Item) 222
When Your Reputation Precedes You 178 JOHNSON GENESIS 202 Panic Room 222
Burning Bridges 179 Megacorporate 202 Patron of the Arts 223
Quick Contact Personality Generator 179 Big Ten Johnsons 203 Private Room 223
SAMPLE CONTACTS 182 Ares Macrotechnology 204 Public Transportation 223
Aztechnology 204 Railway Pass 223
Arms Dealer 1e2 EVo\Camoration 204 Shooting Range prE]
Bartender 182 Horizon 204 Soy Processing Unit 223
Bodyguard 152 Mitsuhama Computer Technologies 204 Sports Court (Small) [Sport] 224
Bookie 183 NeoNET 205 Swimming Pool 224
Border Patrol Agent i Renraku Computer Systems 205 Wialk-in Freezer 224
AT = i Saeder-Krupp 205 Workshop/Facility 24
Chop Shop Mechanic las Shiawase Corporation 205 Yard 224
L 152 Wuxing Incorporated 206 Zen Den/Bat Cave 224
City Official 184 Syndicate 206 Lifestyle Options 4
Club Kid . 184 Major Syndicates 207 Angry Drunk Reputation (Negative) 224
Company Suit 184 Mafia 208 Corporate Owned (Positive) 224
Con Fanatic 184 Yakuza 208 Cramped (Negative) 225
Corporate Administrator 185 Triads 208 Extra Secure (Positive) 225
Corporate WageSlave 186 Vory 208 Hotel California (Negative) 226
Coyote 186 Extremists 208 Maid is Out (Negative) 226
= Lcian i Extremist Organizations 210 Not a Home (Negative) 226
Government Official 186 Amateurs M Obscure/Difficult to Find (Negative) 226
Gang Boss 187 A DUMP OF ONE’S OWN 212 One Good Thing About This Place (Positive) 226
Id Manufacturer 187 What's in a Lifestyle? 213 Safehouse (Positive) 226
Informant 188 Caitars 213 Safety Third (Negative) 226
International Courier 188 Neceaamies 214 Special Work Area (Positive) 226
Lone Star Detective 188 Security 215 Thrifty (Negative) 226
Knight Errant Dispatcher 188 Neighborhood 215 W Zone (Negative) 226
Mafia Consigliere 189 Etertaiinient 215 Maintaining a Lifestyle 226
Media Mogul 189 Senvices 215 Sample Locations 227
Metahuman Rights Activist 189 Assets 216 The Cube, Tokyo (Coffin Hotel) 221
News Repo_rter 190 Game Information 216 The N-I|Ilenn-|un-1, Los Angeles (Standard Hotel) 221
Parazoologist 190 Bolt Hole 216 Red Light District Safehouse 221
Pawn broker 190 Street 217 Robyn's 227
Pharmacy Tech 190 Squatter 218 Stuffer Shack 221
Popular MeFeed Personality 191 G 218 Typical Middle Class Suburban Home 227
Recicladore 191 T 213 PACKYOURKIT 228
:en:(-sa-fion :g; High 218 EQUIPMENT PACKS 28
L Luxury 218 Core PACKS 28
Saffzhou_se !Vlaster 192 Traveler 218 Intro Runner PACK 228
SCHPCKIIS b Commercial 28 Basic Runner PACK 28
:pzzvt\t,(le:;anger :g LIFESTYLE CATEGORIES 218 Advanced Runner PACK 229
S:lore Owner 193 Comforts & Necessities 218 WEAPON AND AMMO PACKS 29
Street Doc 193 Security 219 Classic Samurai PACK 229
Street Kid 194 Neighborhood 219 Up Close &
Talismonger 194 Entertainment 219 Personal PACK 230
Taxi Driver 19 Armory 220 Blademaster PACK 231
TerraFirst! Activist 194 Cleaning Service 220 Monowhip PACK 231
Trid Pirate 195 Discreet Cleaning Service pzAl Basic Bowman PACK 231
Used Car Salesman 195 Discreet Deliveryman/Candyman 221 Advanced Bowman PACK 231
BOSSES AND BETRAYERS 196 garagﬁ gg: /E';\TBSB PismlPPACIKPACK 21
reenhouse ig Boom Pisto 231
EITRSORS AND EUERSESES - Grid Subscription 222 Browning and Beretta Pistol PACK 232
LIFECYCLE OF AN ENGAGEMENT 197 Gym 222 Colt Pistol PACK 232

Find us online:

©2014-16 The Topps Company, Inc. All Rights Reserved.
Shadowrun, Matrix, and Run Faster are registered
trademarks and/or trademarks of The Topps Company,
Inc., inthe United States and/or other countries. No part
of this work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
without the prior permission in writing of the Copyright
Owner, nor be otherwise circulated in any form other
than that in which it is published. Catalyst Game Labs
and the Catalyst Game Labs logo are trademarks of
InMediaRes Productions, LLC.

Second Printing by Catalyst Game Labs, an
imprint of InMediaRes Productions, LLC
PMB 202 « 303 -91st Ave. NE, E-502
Lake Stevens, WA 98258

info@shadowruntabletop.com

(Shadowrun questions)
http://www.shadowruntabletop.com

(Catalyst Shadowrun website)
http://www.shadowrun.com

(official Shadowrun Universe website)
http://www.catalystgamelabs.com

(Catalyst website)
http://shop.catalystgamelabs.com

(Catalyst/Shadowrun orders)

CATAYY

game Plabs”

LI CONTENTS/CREDITS »




Subtle Pistol PACK 232 Degree-on-a-Chip PACK 240 Medical Patches PACK
Light Security PACK 232 Doctorate-on-a-Chip PACK 240 Mountaineering PACK
Japanacorp Light Security PACK 232 Vacation-on-a-Chip PACK 240 Infiltration PACK
Smartgun PACK 233 Competence-on-a-Chip PACK 240 Demolitionist PACK
Street Slugger PACK 233 Datacourier PACK 240 VEHICLE PACKS
Heavy Security PACK 233 Sim-sational PACK 241
Cheap Soldier PACK 233 Basic Combat Eyes PACK 201 E:Q%?E:;;&CK
Ares Alpha Gunner PACK 233 Advanced Combat Eyes PACK 241 Combat Biker PACK
Sniper PACK 234 Eagle Eyes PACK 241 All-American PACK
Sportsman PACK 234 Rabbit Ears PACK 2| Team Van PACK
Trang Darter PACK 234 Bulletproof Jeff PACK 4 0ff Road PACK
Squad Assault Weapon PACK 234 Basic Razorboi PACK 242 Non-combat Rigger PACK
Medium Machine Gunner PACK 234 Advanced Razorboi PACK 242 Combat Rigger PACK
Rocketeer PACK 235 Basic Speedboost PACK 242 DECKER PACKS
Machine Gun Ammo Belt PACK 235 Advanced Speedboost PACK 242 .
Ammo Crate #1 235 Basic Vatjob PACK 242 Intro to Hacking PACK
Ammo Crate #2 235 Advanced Vatjob PACK 242 Basic Decker PACK
Ammo Crate #3 235 Basic Rigger PACK 23 Advanced Decker PACK
Ammo Crate #4 235 Advanced Rigger PACK 243 Basic Cyberdeck Programs PACK
Ammo Crate #5 235 Street Samurai Classic PACK 243 Advanced Cyberdeck Programs PACK
Box of Grenades #1 236 Bioware Beef PACK 243  DRONE PACKS
Box of Grenades #2 236 Bioware Lean PACK 243 Basic Drone

ARMOR PACKS 236 Bioware Cat PACK 243 Commander PACK

i Bio-Computer PACK 243 Advanced Drone Commander PACK
Gl e el ALK 2% Bioware Company Man PACK 244 Rigger Support PACK
Go Anywhere Jacket PACK 236 Dog Brain PACK
Neon Nights PACK 237 LIFESTYLEPACKS 24 2
o asic Spy Drone PACK

Nightbird PACK 237 Bug-Out Bag 244 Advanced Spy Drone PACK
Stylish Suit PACK 237 Street Rat PACK 244 Basic Combat Drone PACK
Tactical Helmet PACK 237 Lowlife PACK 244 Advanced Combat Drone PACK
Tusker Toughskin PACK 231 Success in the Shadows PACK 244 Air Combat Drone
Tanker PACK 238 High Life PACK 245 Advanced Air Combat Drone PACK

CYBER PACKS 238 COLOR PACKS 245 MAGIC PACKS
Budget 'Jack PACK 238 Cocktail Kid PACK 245 Basic Magician PACK
Standard ‘Jack PACK 238 Gunbunny PACK 245 Advanced Magician PACK
Advanced "Jack PACK 238 Drone Mechanic PACK 245 Magic Wand PACK
Basic Wires PACK 239 Mechanic Shop PACK 245 Magic Staff PACK
Advanced Wires PACK 239 Eavesdropper PACK 246 Basic Medicine Bag PACK
Tourist PACK 239 Surveillance PACK 246 Advanced Medicine Bag PACK
World Traveler PACK 239 Breaking and Entering PACK 246 Basic Spirit Stick PACK
Ambassador PACK 239 Jammer PACK 246 Advanced Spirit Stick PACK
Diploma-on-a-Chip PACK 239 Medic PACK 246 Magic Spear PACK

Buying the Basics

RUN FASTER CREDITS

Writing: Raymond Croteau, Kevin Czarnecki, Olivier
Gagnon, Patrick Goodman, Jason M. Hardy, Robyn
“Rat” King, Adam Large, Eric Lyon-Taylor, Scott Schletz,
William Stroud, R.J. Thomas, Thomas Willoughby, Russell
Zimmerman

Editing: Kevin Killiany, Philip A. Lee

Proofing: Lars Wagner Hansen, Mason Hart, Andrew
Marshall, Tim Patrick, CZ Wright

Art Direction: Brent Evans

Cover Art: Victor Manuel Leza Moreno
Original Cover Art: Echo Chernik
Cover Layout: Matt “Beardo” Heerdt

Iconography: Nigel Sade

Interior Art: Piotr Arendzikowski, Daniel Comerci, Lucas
Durham, Matt Hansen, David Hovey, lan King, lan Llanas,
Dan Masso, Jason Metcalf, Victor Moreno, Mike Perry,
Kristen Plescow, Mark Poole, Andrea Radeck, Mickael
Rookard, Andreas “AAS” Schroth, Alex Stone, Eric Williams,
and Alex Williamson

Interior Layout: Matt “Beardo” Heerdt
Shadowrun Line Developer: Jason M. Hardy

Playtesting & Proofing: Natalie Aked, Rob Aked, Jackson
Bruntsing, Karlene Dickens, Derek Dokter, Bruce Ford,
Eugen Fournes, Joanna Fournes, Sandy Gamboa, Tim Gray,
Kendall Jung, Alex Kadar, Peter Leitch, Dave Lundquest, Chris
Maxfield, Jon Naughton, Whitney Pace, Sue Powell, Richard
Riessen, Matt Riley, Mark Somers, Dylan Stangel, Ashley
Turkowski, Leland Zavadil

« CONTENTS/CREDITS 5

246
247
247
247

247

247
247
248
248
248
248
248
248

248

248
249
249
249
249

249

249
249
250
250
250
250
250
250
251
251

251

251
251
251
251
251
252
252
252
252




DECADE

With his hands shaking uncontrollably, Victor Edwards tried
desperately to close the last few clasps on his ill-fitting tacti-
cal vest. The vest, like the rest of his equipment, was a hand-
me-down that once belonged to one of the four individuals
crammed into the back of the little delivery van with him.
At least they cared enough to give him some semblance of
protection.

Only a few days ago Edwards was an insignificant execu-
tive with a no-name subsidiary of a giant megacorporation. But
thanks to another group of men, not dissimilar from his com-
panions in the van, Edwards had become nothing more than
a discarded bit of refuse. He'd been played like a fiddle by a
beautiful woman. And as that tale usually goes, he took the fall
for her deception in the form of unauthorized use of his access
card. No one ever mentioned the missing R&D files, only the
breach in security thanks to his uncontrollable urges.

Despite a lifetime of faithful service to Aggregate Con-
sumables, and in turn Ares Macrotechnology, the powers
that be decided he was no longer of any value. And when
you’re no longer valuable to the megacorporations you are
simply discarded, erased, removed from existence, and left
to fade away; or, if you can pull it off, to slip into the shad-
ows.

DECADE

Edwards wasn’t sure he was making a good choice, or
even a choice. He was doing the only thing that seemed to
have a chance of keeping him alive. Less than a day before,
Edwards had been on the verge of using the only piece of
gear he actually owned on himself. He had picked up the
Ares Predator V for a steal when the company first start-
ed advertising them. He’d never had a desire to own a fire-
arm before and had virtually no training on it, but there was
something about that matte-black finish and wicked V that
called to him.

But apparently it wasn’t his time to die. The universe de-
cided that it was the right time for the four men he was now
sharing a vehicle with to burst into his life.

He remembered the door flying inward, twisting on the
one hinge that held against the augmented jackhammer
that Turk called a leg. He didn’t know the big ork’s name at
that moment, but he knew he’d made him angry somehow
as the ork bellowed a single word—“Gun!”—and leveled his
massive shotgun at Edwards’ terror-filled gaze. The massive
barrel looked like a train tunnel.

In the back of his mind he spotted the lithe elf slipping
past the ork but truly didn’t notice him until he had blocked
the barrel. By then Quill's hands were deftly removing the



Predator from Edwards’ suddenly numb fingers. As the elf
spun away, Edwards met the rest of the team. Tare, a vel-
vety-voiced human who looked like he stepped right out of
a trid flick, and Mo, another human, with a voice like gravel
and a mohawk that looked like it was made of stone, were
standing in the room next to Turk. The shotgun lowered,
and Edwards’ new life began.

Sitting in the dank little room on the upper floor of an aban-
doned library in Puyallup less than a day later, Edwards still
hadn’t managed to get his bearings with the four men. He
had no issue when they ordered him to go with them; it
even seemed a little exciting. When Quill offered him a
little something to help him sleep, he took it because the
adrenaline and hard floor of Turk’s place had teamed up to
make sleep impossible. When he woke up, head throbbing,
Turk rushed him down to the van, which drove to the library
much faster than his headache would have liked, and again
he was prodded along.

The three present, Turk, Quill, and Mo, were arguing
rather loudly about something called “blood magic,” which

BY SCOTT SCHLETZ

apparently was fueled by the life force of sacrifice victims.
Edwards could tell they were talking for his benefit, mak-
ing up one tale after another, each more outrageous than
the one before. He felt embarrassed that these men chose
such an obvious children’s bogeyman story in an attempt
to frighten him. He knew they thought he was a complete
corporate chump.

The trio went quiet when they heard someone ap-
proaching, and they were all seated around the remains of
a conference table when Tare stepped in. He was dressed
more casually than the others but still perfectly put togeth-
er, and though the trio was obviously where they belonged
when he came in, he still gave them all a disapproving stare.

“Hey Cobain, come join us,” Mo said to no one in par-
ticular. Victor was pretty sure he meant him, but they could
have been talking to a spirit, some hidden companion, or
virtually anything. He’d seen the shows about runners and
the tricks they had up their sleeves.

“He’s talking to you, Vic,” Quill said while looking at Ed-
wards. “I guess you've got a street name now. Beats me
what it means. Maybe Mo will tell you someday.”

Edwards stood up and joined them but stayed quiet oth-
er than a quick thank you and polite excuse me when his

DECADE
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stress-addled bowels unleashed a low force toxic cloud.
Turk and Mo chuckled a little, while Tare and Quill said noth-
ing. Tare then motioned to the empty seat at the table.

“Now for the real business,” Tare said. “Mr. Johnson
wants the R&D files and a face-to-face with Betty to dis-
cuss the ramifications of her excess of independence. Ed—
err, Cobain—is our lure. I'll make him look dandy. Quill, you
move up to the rear balcony and get ready to slip in quiet-
ly.” Tare paused and gave Turk a quick narrow-eyed glare.
Edwards guessed there was something he was missing, but
within a few seconds Tare continued.

“Turk, you'll need the ruthenium. I'll put a shroud over
you, but I'll be sustaining a lot. Best be safe. You'll be right
on Cobain. When Betty buzzes him in, you need to be right
behind him. Once you’re both in, my arcane assistance will
fizzle. Wedge the door and I'll be fifteen seconds behind.”

Edwards listened in growing confusion. He understood
they’d given him a street name, pretty cool, though he
didn’t understand it. He knew they were after R&D files and
a person named Betty, and he knew he was somehow part
of the plan; maybe even an important part. But none of that
seemed to match up with being kidnapped.

“Quill, you watch Betty. If she makes us, give us the
warning and keep eyes on her,” Tare wrapped it up with
a look at each person in the room, saving Edwards for last
and holding on him.

Edwards looked around at the others who were all look-
ing at him. He really wanted to try and play it cool, pretend
he had a clue, but he had a feeling he was sitting through
some kind of test. The kind of test you don’t dare to guess
on. After what seemed an infinite silence, Edwards finally
asked, “Why am | here?”

Tare’s reply and a piece of electropaper with a picture
on it that he slid across the table said it all, “Revenge, dear
Victor. Does Betty look familiar?”

She did. And he understood.

10 Years Later

Cobain stared out through the rain-speckled glass at the
skyline of Boston. The soft hum and lilt of classical music
played through the ship’s sound system. It was louder in
the ballroom, but continued everywhere, a link between
all the guests, no matter where they were, and a reminder
of what they were here for. Well, what most of the guests
were here for; Cobain was not on board the XS10SHL for
dancing, and neither were at least two other guests on
board the 110-meter luxury yacht. Despite his profession-
al purpose on the boat, he couldn’t help but think of how
beautiful the city was at night.

“A beautiful view,” a voice behind him spoke, putting
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words to Cobain’s thoughts. He saw Quill’s pale features
reflected in the glass as the elf stepped closer.

“Aztechnology ruined it,” Cobain replied to Quill’s cod-
ed phrase, telling him everyone was in place with his own
affirmative. The team was a go to acquire the package that
Aztechnology had brought on board.

As jobs go, this one had been smooth. Not because
there hadn’t been opposition or unforeseen hiccups, but
because Cobain had planned it well. Turk’s protége Gas
Crank was doing well. He had a good combination of Turk’s
brute-force militaristic style and his own touch of anarchis-
tic finesse. Six clean runs with the team was not a full sea-
son, but enough to shatter the rookie’s false sense of what
“running” really meant. Earlier he had cleanly dealt with a
half-dozen gangers playing muscle on the docks and a pair
of genuine mob toughs who wouldn’t let their greed over-
ride their pride. Now he was wearing a slick new suit with
a very bright green kerchief sticking out of the pocket, and
mingling with the other guests.

Quill had been his usual smooth and fast self. The de-
cade since they’d met had not slowed him, though the cost
of the upgrades he’'d acquired always kept him looking for
the next job. His quick fingers had lifted the half-dozen
genuine paper invites they’'d needed to get on board, and
left behind copies with a few creative adjustments earlier in
the week. The original invitees would be one hour behind
and ten kilometers north, looking to sail out of Marblehead
by the time they discovered the switch.

That little trick had cost the team some nuyen and Turk.
He was willing to take a back seat and sit on the forger to
make sure she didn’t decide to look for a better deal. It was
probably a much-needed break. Cobain respected his long-
time teammate, but thirty-six was old, on the back nine of
an ork’s eighteen holes of life. A few days of much-need-
ed R&R holed up at the Revere Beach MegaResort with a
not-unattractive forger would be good for him.

After all of that, Cobain, Quill, and Gas Crank were left to
do the actual steal. They should be enough. The team didn’t
have anyone else right now anyway. Cobain had taken over
for Tare almost five years ago when their former face got
a break with Horizon and stepped from the shadows into
the light. At the time, he’d felt a little twinge of jealousy,
but since his own fall from the light, Cobain had only a few
regrets. A woman he’d wished he was able to hold on to,
a few runs he’d wished he’'d done better legwork on, and
a good friend he would have preferred was still breathing.
But all told, his decade of running had been a far better life
than his score of years under the thumb of the megacor-
porations. He looked at others still in that life with sadness.

That sadness was Mo’s influence on him. The neo-anar-
chist chided him for being one of the “sheeple” on a daily
basis for months after they’d met, especially when Cobain



asked about the origins of his street name. Mo never gave
him a straight answer, but Cobain found out the truth after
Mo had lost his fight with lung cancer two months ago.
At the man’s remembrance, Mo’s sister pulled out an old
compact disc player from the end of the last century. She
slipped in one of those old flat discs and told everyone
that this had been Mo’s favorite music. She talked brief-
ly about the band, Nirvana, and the start of their counter-
cultural revolution that was crushed by the rising power of
the megacorporations. When Cobain introduced himself
to Mo’s sister to ask about the band and the songs, she
stopped him cold and asked him his street name. When
he told her Mo gave it to him she hugged Cobain tight and
told him how much Mo must have loved him to have given
him such an honor. When she explained that Cobain was
the last name of the lead singer, who had killed himself
when Nirvana’s music had been bowdlerized and popular-
ized, he understood.

Mo would have loved their current job. It was right up
his alley. The target was a silver case, currently attached to
the wrist of a very burly Aztlaner in the company of Juan
Gualara, Director of International Infrastructure Analysis
Programs for Aztechnology. The case holder was a mem-
ber of his security detail, who also happened to be a former
member of the Leopard Guard with Aztechnology Corpo-
rate Security. Gualara had been invited to the yacht in or-
der to get ACS’s man in place to make a quiet deal with a
member of TerraFirst! concerning the contents of the case.
All information Mr. Johnson had left out at the initial meet,
but Cobain had made sure was dug up, because working
blind was no way to run.

When Quill silently slipped away, a shadow fading from
the glass, Cobain turned his attention away from the lights
of the Boston skyline. He calmly slipped the mother-of-
pearl buttons back through the nearly invisible buttonhole
slots in his Armanté suit coat, his movements smooth and
confident. With the coat open, he pulled the concealed
Fichetti pistol from its custom-fit holster and dropped it
into the narrow vent below the window that kept them
from icing over or fogging up. The pistol was no longer part
of the plan for him; best be rid of it.

He made a few more cosmetic alterations to his dress,
loosening his bowtie and twisting it askew, untucking the
left side of his shirt, and running his fingers through the
side of his hair to disrupt the gelled perfection. The illusion
he was creating needed only one final touch.

Drawing a small flask from his inner pocket, Cobain
opened it and poured the contents into his mouth. His en-
tire body shuddered when the rotgut synthwhiskey hit his
tongue. He gave the liquid a good swish around his mouth
before spraying the foul substance in a fine mist into the air
before him. He briskly stepped through the spray, spinning

to cover as much of himself as he could before slipping into
character and stumbling toward the outer deck.

Feigning drunk, he staggered through a course that gave
him a chance to spot all six of the people he needed eyes
on. Juan, the Azzie exec, was inside seated at a table visi-
ble through the rear deck glass. Burly Azzie with the case
was walking away from the table and headed toward the
rear deck. TerraFirst! was standing near the fore, seemingly
engaged in a pleasant conversation with Gas Crank. Lastly,
Quill was leaning over the railing above, looking out into
the night. Everyone was where they needed to be.

Cobain set the plan in motion by staggering along down
the side of the boat. With one hand on the rail and the oth-
er holding his glass, he stumbled and sloshed champagne,
worth more per ounce than gold, all over the deck and his
clothes. He intentionally lost his grip on the rail as Burly
Azzie stepped out onto the rear deck and toppled into the
bulky Aztlaner.

“What the ... watch it,” the Azzie blurted.

“Oh, my god, | am so sorry,” Cobain slurred while clum-
sily groping at the Azzie and splashing champagne down
the man’s sleeve.

“I think you’ve had enough,” Burly Azzie said. He pulled
Cobain back.

Cobain moved back with the pull. He’d managed to do
what he needed to, and now needed to give the big guy a
little space.

“Enough or not, my glass is empty again. Excuse me,”
Cobain slurred and stumbled toward the server.

Burly Azzie grunted something in Neo-Nahuatl but did
just as expected, heading around the corner and along the
walkway at the side of the ship, moving toward TerraFirst!.

Cobain gave him a small lead before turning back
and doing his best stagger-walk straight at the big rud-
dy-skinned Azzie. He started his verbal tirade a good ten
meters out to give the Azzie time to turn. When he got
close he bellowed out, “Who are you to tell me when I've
had enough?!” and gave Burly a shove. It wasn’t much, but
it got the desired response: a return shove.

Cobain flailed and stumbled back toward the rail. Bur-
ly Azzie had some boosted reflexes that made him quick
enough to step forward and grab Cobain, catching him be-
fore he went overboard. The only problem was Cobain had
a nicer system, along with some enhanced muscle fibers,
and no desire to be caught. Instead he wanted the Azzie’s
momentum. He used it to hurl the man overboard as he fell
to the ground. As far as anyone watching was concerned it
looked like an accident.

Above, Quill yelled, “Man overboard!” and leaped from
the upper deck towards the water. His flailing impact en-
sured he didn’t sink too deep. He was able to almost imme-
diately adjust his direction to head toward the Azzie.
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Down the way, Gas Crank and TerraFirst! turned to watch
the drunken altercation. When Burly Azzie went overboard,
TerraFirst! turned to Gas Crank and raised a hand palm up.
“Please back away. | must demand the aid of the spirits for
that man.” Gas Crank gave his best look of shock and took
a step back.

When TerraFirst! closed his eyes and started to mumble,
Gas Crank rescinded his backward step while engaging the
muscle twitch that made a long blade slide from his fore-
arm sheath. The mumbles turned to gurgles as Gas Crank
drove the blade through the shaman’s neck, then ceased
completely when he pulled the blade hard to the side and
half-decapitated the man. He hefted the body over the side
with one arm while driving the spur through the abdomen a
few more times to puncture the lungs and organs. The sha-
man’s body hit the water only a moment after Quill.

Cobain stood and ran inside to call for help. The boat’s
staff immediately leaped into action. The guests reacted as
one might expect and quickly ran to the side of the ban-
quet hall to peer out the windows at the scene. In moments,
commlink cameras and recorders were taking in the entire
scene and posting it to MeFeeds and P2.0 accounts.

In the water, Quill quickly reached Burly Azzie, who was
barely able to stay afloat due to the case, and helped pull
him toward the side of the boat. As they reached the hull,
Quill deftly plunged a small pin into the keyhole of the cuff
attached to the case on Burly Azzie’s wrist and pricked the
small packet Cobain had pressed into the hole when he
bumped the big Azzie earlier. Still struggling just to stay
above water, Burly Azzie had no chance to notice what
was happening. Quill clipped a D-ring over the handle of
the case and slipped another cuff onto the Azzie’s wrist. He
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pulled the original cuff open thanks to the now acid-eaten
lock and let the case fall away. The target case sank about
three meters before the line attached to the D-ring went
taut, then started rising. Before that case was even on the
rise, Quill had already released the dummy case hidden be-
low the waterline of the boat and inserted its chain into the
cuff on Burly Azzie’s wrist.

When the crew pulled them both back up onto the boat,
Burly Azzie was none the wiser. He spent the remainder of
the cruise surrounded by medical personnel and never no-
ticed his contact was missing. Quill spent the trip alternat-
ing between telling passengers he wasn’t a hero, it was just
instinct, and telling the crew how sorry he was for making it
two men overboard and that he should leave the rescuing
to the professionals.

Cobain found a quiet place to open the case and switch
the contents to a concealed container. He found a data
chip, four pieces of parchment he was uncomfortably cer-
tain were skin, eight small leather—or so he hoped—bags,
and an obsidian dagger that was meticulously decorated
and remarkably unmarred, despite its frailty. Everything
in the case screamed blood magic. He took some imag-
es and video, including unrolling the parchment to reveal
some rather unpleasant images that made him thankful he
couldn’t read the writing. He then copied the chip and sent
all the data off to a friend.

Cobain’s years in the shadows had taught him that when
it comes to Azzies and blood magic, you needed three
things: contingency plans, knowledge, and an understand-
ing that the job wasn’t likely to be over just because Mr.
Johnson had the goods.



Maybe you had a mother who told you that you were
special. Who said there was no one like you, you were
wonderful in your uniqueness, blah blah blah. Or maybe
you had a mother you regularly reminded you that you
were nothing more than a mouthy drain on her finances,
an inconvenience at best and a pain in the ass at worst,
and if you somehow managed to wind up as nothing in
this life it’'s because you managed to take a step up from
whatever nightmare destiny your horrid, wilted person-
ality was suited for.

The thing is, no matter what your mama told you,
she ain’t with you on the streets. (At least | hope not.
Dragging your moms around on runs with you is em-
barrassing.) Good or bad, whatever she told you about
yourself doesn’t matter. In the shadows, you're going to
make yourself whatever you want to be. You hope to hell
you've got some basic skills to carry you forward—but
to take advantage of those skills, you need a full set of
tools to make yourself into the street legend you were
destined to be.

What we have here are the tools. It starts with Who
You Are and How You Got Here, looking at the various
ways people slide into the shadows and how that shapes
them. You're going to meet each type of runner in your
career, and the sooner you understand how they work,
the better. This is also the kind of info that helps you un-
derstand yourself better—where you been, and where
you gotta go.

Ethics, Codes, and Other Jokes strolls through the wacky
world of runners who think there may be something to
the job besides collecting the next paycheck. Maybe
their dedication to outdated ideals is pathetic, maybe it’s
noble, but there’s a good chance that one way or anoth-
er, one of these codes will affect your life, so you better
know what’s up.

Then we take a deeper look at the Sixth World around
us. The Spice of Runners’ Lives scans the wide variety of
jobs we can take to keep ourselves amused, while More
than Skin Deep looks at the cultures and countercultures
of many of the world’s metatypes, the better to antici-
pate some tendencies you're going to encounter.

Construction Kits offers different approaches to mak-
ing you, well, you. Use them to build yourself to be the
shadowrunner you were born to be. Then The Mess of
Metahumanity talks about the full range of metahumans
you may encounter on the mean streets and gives you
what you need in case you happen to be one of these
freaks. No offense.

A few archetypes give a hint about the wide variety
of professionals you can find in the shadows, and then
things take a turn to the dark side with Into the Night, a
look at the ghouls, vampires, and other Infected that
make those really dark Barrens alleys so interesting. As
You as You Can Be outlines the qualities that help make
us all such a bunch of special snowflakes, and Who You
Know details the people who grease the wheels of the
shadows, helping you get gear, information, and other
necessities. There’s a whole barter economy with these
guys, and the better you understand it, the more you can
take advantage of it. And while we're on the subject of
people to know, Bosses and Betrayers talks about the Mr.
Johnsons that make our work possible, profitable, and
dangerous, while offering tips on how to deal with them
and survive to tell the tale.

But life isn’t all work. A Dump of One’s Own focuses on
the glories of home, that special place where the likeli-
hood of you being shot drops by sometimes as much as
fifty percent. Take a look at the customization options it
gives you to get the domicile you need without instantly
hoovering up your next payday.

Then we've got Pack Your Kit. The megacorps of
the world have filled up the shops and bazaars we fre-
quent—or the ones we walk by, wishing we had scratch
to spend—with lots of pretty, shiny things, and it’s not al-
ways easy to figure out what you need. We’ve arranged a
lot of gear into nice thematic packs, allowing you to eas-
ily make selections that will let you take care of business
in the best way possible.

That’s what's out there. So get moving, jump in, get
stronger, tougher, and faster, and maybe you can prove
that your mama was right all along.

Or wrong.
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VWHO YOU ARE &

HOVV YOU GOT HERE

POSTED BY. BULL

Ask a hundred shadowrunners how they got into the
biz, and | guarantee you’ll get a hundred answers. May-
be even more, since sometimes there’s no easy re-
sponse (and some people are just smartasses). If you
ask a kid what she wants to be when she grows up, she
might say “shadowrunner” in the same way she’d say
“test pilot” or “trid star,” but she doesn’t really mean it.
When you get down to it, not too many people start out
wanting to be shadowrunners. Despite how the profes-
sion is glamorized in the media, it’s a dirty, dangerous
job, full of risks and backstabs and almost guaranteed
to get you a nice cozy little hole in the ground before
you're old enough to have grandkids.

Present admins excepted. One of them, anyway.
Slamm-0!

Hush, you.
Bull

But there are a lot of us out there, and we all had
to come from somewhere. How did that bright-eyed kid
end up dodging bullets, slinging spells, or breaking into
places where the best you can hope for if they catch you
is that they’ll just kill you?

And while we’re on the subject: You know those hun-
dred runners with a hundred different stories? They’'ve
also got a hundred different personalities. A hundred
quirks, annoying habits, prejudices, and traits that their
teams are going to have to put up with if they want
to get anything done. Who hasn’t been on a run with
That Guy—you know, the one who likes to eat limburg-
er-and-onion sandwiches an hour before a run, or the
one who obsessively pops his cyberspur every five sec-
onds? Or the chica who won't shut up about her pet
whackdoodle cause? Face it: You're going to be spend-
ing a lot of time in close proximity to these people while
you're doing biz, so it’s in your best interest to figure out
how to overlook some things and learn to play nice to-
gether. Because killing them is unprofessional. Usually.

© Usually’s right. | did a run one time with an ork who
could clear a room with his ... uh ... emissions. He

thought it was a riot. The rest of the team were ready
to cack him by the time we got done. | don’t think any
court would have convicted us.

© Turbo Bunny

VWVHERE YOU

CAVME FROM

There are a thousand ways to fall into the shadows. Some-
times that fall involves a lot of screaming and smashing
into things on the way to the bottom, and sometimes it’s
more like (as the author of one of my favorite old dead-
tree books once said) “sauntering vaguely downward.”
But whatever way somebody does it, it almost always
means some pretty significant life changes. Let’s take a
look at a few of the ways you might join the Lifestyles of
the (not-so) Rich and Shadowy.

THE CORPS.
OUTWARD MOBILITY

News flash: Not everybody who works for the corps is
happy with their lot in life. Sure, there’s something to
be said for having a cushy job (or at least a job—the life
of a wageslave isn’t always cushy), not having to worry
about where your next meal is coming from, and having
a doss that doesn’t regularly get ventilated by crossfire.
I’'m not sure what that something is, exactly, but that’s
what they tell me. A lot of people like that lifestyle and
even aspire to it, hard as it is for us to comprehend.
But there’s always going to be those people who poke
their heads up and twig to the fact that corp life has a
price—namely, your freedom. Corps, especially the big
ones, keep close tabs on their assets. That’s all you are
to them: an asset. You live on company property, shop
at the company store, eat the company food, and toe
the company line. And if you don’t—let’s just say that
the megas didn’t get rich by being forgiving.

The shadows get some of their best talent from
these corporate misfits. They come in several flavors: the
ex-company man who either had enough of the party line
and decided to go it alone or who made some spectacu-
lar frag-up and got out one step ahead of liquidation with

=
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extreme prejudice; the bodyguard who let her charge get
cacked (either due to negligence or on purpose); the chi-
ca who finally got a good look at what her precious corp
was doing and had an attack of conscience; the hotshot
mage or decker who got sick of dancing on a corporate
string and realized their talents would command more
nuyen on the open market; and plenty others.

© One of the best faces | ever worked with used to be a
high-level administrative assistant. Anybody who knows
anything about corp life knows that if you're an executive,
you do not want to piss off your admin—those girls and
boys know everything about everybody, and they can frag
you over six ways from Sunday if you don’t treat them
right. She finally had enough of the life and jumped ship
for the shadows—while managing to bring her pig of a
boss down when she ratted out his creative accounting
to the higherups. Last | heard she was working as a
freelance fixer.

© Kia

© Corps get particularly nervous when high-value assets
like mages, executives, and researchers fly the coop,
because they know things that can hurt the bottom line
if it gets out. Naturally they won’t spend the kind of effort
going after Joe Sarariman that they would trying to get
their hands on the lead scientist of a secret project, but
don't ever think you're completely safe.

© Mr. Bonds

THE STREETS.
OUT OF THE FRYING PAN

Unlike corp life, street life doesn’t usually have much
going for it. Life in the trenches of the Sixth World’s
sprawls is often quite medieval-meaning nasty, brut-
ish, and short.

Rather like Chainmaker.
©  Winterhawk

(]

Say that to my face—|I dare you.
Chainmaker

(]
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The point is, most people on the streets are looking
for a way off the streets, and shadowrunning can be one
of the best ways to get there. Our ranks are full of for-
mer street kids who got their start running errands for
the local syndicate, ex-gangers who seized an opportu-
nity when it showed up on their doorstep, and criminal
types (both organized and freelance) who got a chance
to break out of one dangerous world and jump right into
another.

© This is why you don’t usually see a lot of higherup
members of the criminal syndicates running the shadows.
For one thing, they pull in a lot more cred doing what
they're doing, and for another, once you get to a certain
level, you don’t tend to survive long if you go freelance.

© Lei Kung

© You left out one of the most reliable sources of runners
from the streets: metahumans, especially orks and trolls.
If you're an elf or a dwarf, you've got a decent shot at the
nice things in life, but try getting a cushy corp job if you're
three meters tall and look like a walking crime scene.
Funny, but every job that isn’t on the “expendable cannon
fodder” career track miraculously seems to be filled
when one of us puts in an application. In the shadows,
sometimes we actually get to show that there’s more to
us than being big and tough.

o 2XL

© When most people think of runners who got their start
on the streets, their minds go first to the expected stuff
like the street kids, gangers, and low-level criminal scum.
Dig a little deeper and you find all kinds of others who
are a lot more interesting. In just the last year I've run
with an ex-prostitute, a former bunraku puppet, a ghoul
street surgeon (yeah, | wouldn’t do it again, but | didn't
have a lot of choice at the time), and a small-time gambler
who got on the wrong side of the Triads. Shadowrunning
makes for some really strange bedfellows sometimes.

© Rigger X
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THE TALENTED. VWHEN
THE GOING GETS VVEIRD

The shadows are a magnet for the odder end of soci-
ety’s spectrum, and by that | mean people like magi-
cians, technomancers, and deckers. Sure, good Matrix
jockeys and most spellslingers (good or not) can write
their own tickets with the corps, stepping straight off
the streets or out of the corp schools and into plush
jobs where they’re set for life.

They can, but a lot of them don’t. Here’s anoth-
er news flash, kids: A lot of these people are fraggin’
strange. Let’s just say that for whatever reason, most of
them don't fit nicely into the prefab holes. You can fit
a square peg into a round hole if you file off the cor-
ners, but try doing that with a three-dimensional con-
struct that doesn’t even have a name. Then you’ll begin
to see the problem with integrating some of these guys
into your happy little corporate conformity-fest. And
strangeness aside, both magic and the Matrix tend to
elevate the type of people who are—let’s just say—indi-
viduals. When you’d rather claw out your own eyes than
take orders from some mouth-breathing desk-hugger,
giving up some security for the freedom to do what you
want can get attractive in a hurry.

Not everyone who runs the shadows does it because they
have no other choice. | made a conscious decision many
years ago to step away from the constraints of corporate
and academic life for a while in order to have more
freedom to pursue my own path. Trust me—corporate
magical programs don’'t look kindly on maverick
experimentation, regardless of how interesting its results
might be. I've learned more about real-world magical
phenomena in the shadows than | ever did at University.
Winterhawk

If you're a decker and you’re good enough, it doesn’t
necessarily even have to be a choice. | knew a guy once
who was bringing in high six figures in a corp gig, while
simultaneously maintaining three separate personas
as shadowrunning deckers. Yeah, you heard me right.
Nobody in the shadows ever saw him in person. The
only reason he's not still running is he got sloppy and
accidentally took a job against his own corp.

Glitch

And of course, if you're like me the corps don’t want you
anyway, except as experimental subjects. So we don’t
exactly get a choice even if we wanted it.

Netcat
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HOODERS AND ACTIVISTS.
BUILDING COMMUNITIES
(ONE BOMB AT A TIME)

Some people just get mad as hell and don’t want to
take it anymore. They look at the drekker we live in and
all they see is the fact that a small group of people pull
the strings from what might as well be Mars for all the
chance that they’ll ever get near them, while everybody
else is down here in the mud getting screwed. What-
ever their cause—metahuman rights, neo-anarchism,
religious freedom, rights for technomancers, or even
something more personal like making their own little
corner of the sprawl safer—activist runners combine
their shadowrunning with a side order of social con-
science. They're not in it for money or personal gain,
but because they genuinely believe that they have a
shot at making the world a slightly better place.

© This sounds idealistic, but don’t be fooled: Not all hooders
are goody-two-shoes with flowers in their hair. One man's
hooder is another man'’s terrorist. It's all about perspective.
Blowing up an apartment building because it's owned by
an anti-meta policlub might be all well and good, but tell
that to the families of the residents who've lost all their
stuff and now have no place to live.

© Hannibelle

© You have to be careful when you work with activists or
other runners who are in it for a cause. Most runners
are essentially mercs, meaning they work for whoever’s
paying them.The good ones learn that you don't bite the
hand that feeds you unless the circumstances change
(yeah, | know, that only happens on days with ‘y’ in them,
but you get the idea). They also understand the value
of compromise, and you can reason with them when
somebody switches the playlist. The more idealistic end
of the activist crowd believe, and there aren’t many more
dangerous things than a true believer on a mission. It's
hard to work with somebody who won't see anybody’s
viewpoint but their own.

© Snopes

You don’t compromise when you're right.
© Ecotope

ACADEMICS. THINGS
METAHUMANITY REALLY
NEEDS TO KNOWV/

Sometimes curiosity can take you to some pretty strange
places, especially when you're chasing answers that you
won't find in your typical ivory-covered halls. Most aca-
demic types are content to do safe, properly sanctioned
research, but there’s always a subset who realize that

« WHO YOU ARE

when you’re willing to do things that aren’t strictly le-
gal—or safe—you can get a lot more interesting results.

I don’t talk about my daughter much, but I'll just say
that some academics get in over their heads and could
use some protection before something terrible happens.

© We saw a lot of this right around the time Dunkelzahn’s will
came out. Runner teams made good money shepherding
botanists and biologists around places like Amazonia
looking for rare flora and fauna. Anywhere you find
interesting phenomena that aren’t easy to get to, you'll
find adventurous academics looking to find a way to get
there. Some of them decide the rush is worth the danger
and stay in the shadows.

© Glasswalker

® If you want the answers to the big questions, you have to
do what it takes to get them.
© Elijah

MILITARY AND LAWV
ENFORCEMENT. THE OTHER
SIDE OF THE VWALL

There’s a lot less difference than you think between the
people who uphold society’s rules and the ones who
break them. Some reasons I've heard for law-enforce-
ment officers and military types going over the wall and
into the shadows include frustration with the rampant
corruption within the ranks, simple temptation, or feel-
ings of futility (it's hard to keep your idealism when so
many times the bad guys do get away with it, or worse
yet, get off due to backroom deals way above your
pay grade). When you're a beat cop or a military grunt
earning crap wages, the lure of the cred you can make
in the shadows is hard to ignore. Combine that with the
fact that the skills you've learned on the job—things
like weapon use, close combat, and keeping your head
when the lead and the mojo are flying—make the tran-
sition easier than it would be for, say, your typical corp
drone, and the prospect starts to get really attractive.

© This is where a lot of the independent merc outfits get their
recruits. Maybe your life isn’t as predictable as it is within a
military or paramilitary structure, but it's usually a hell of a
lot more interesting. And potentially more lucrative.

© Picador

© | once knew an ex-Lone Star detective who spent the better
part of two years running an operation to take down a
particular runner team.Then he pissed off the wrong higher-
up and found himself framed for a high-profile murder. He
got out just ahead of the axe and ended up hooking up with
the same runner team he'd been trying to catch.

© DangerSensei
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THE UNCLASSIFIABLE

Then there are the odd ones out. The shadows are full
of them—people who fell into the life from completely
unexpected places. Give me a little time to think and
I can probably name you at least fifty different shad-
owrunner origin stories that didn’t come from any of
the categories | already mentioned. Everything from
the nine-year-old decker to the little old lady with the
lucrative business smuggling rare drugs in batches of
chocolate chip cookies to a top-level UCAS politician
(no, I'm not going to tell you who, so don’t ask) who
moonlit as a highly paid wetwork specialist.

© | once worked with a runner who used to be a plumber, of
all things. | also had a fixer for a while who started out as a
high-end art dealer.The longer I've been in the shadows,
the more | realize that with the right motivation, anybody
could end up on the wrong side of the law.

® Axis Mundi

© One type you can't forget about because there are plenty
of them out there: the adrenaline junkie. These boys and
girls run the shadows for the sheer thrill, and a lot of them
are batshit crazy. If you ever find yourself on a team with
one, my advice is to get out as soon as you can. They
might be good at what they do, and they might get the job
done, but you can’t count on them to do what you expect.
Being on a team with a guy who likes to take on entire
roomfuls of armed opposition is never healthy if you plan
to be an old shadowrunner someday.

o 2XL

© Same idea, though a bit more hit-and-miss as far as
reliability goes: addicts. Doesn’t matter what it is—
drugs, BTL, alcohol, gambling—a runner with a monkey
on his back always carries the risk that he’s going to
make a bad decision at the worst possible time. They
might show up to the job high or drunk, or they might
end up owing money to the wrong people and selling
you out for the price of a fix. Sure, maybe they’ll be
fine for a long time, managing their addictions and not
letting them get in the way of biz. But as we all know it
only takes one time. What we do is dangerous enough
without leaving your continued existence at the mercy
of somebody’s addiction.

© Nephrine

I'M A REAL

BOY NOWV

Let’s face it: It really does take all kinds, and the shad-
ows are no exception. Sure, there are plenty of runners
who are consummate professionals, doing their job
without bringing pesky things like personality into the
operation. They do what they need to do, hit all their
marks, and when they go on their way, you barely re-
member them. This isn’t a bad thing in the shadows,
of course. When you’re picking qualities you want in
teammates, “competence” ranks about a thousand
times higher than “charmingly quirky.” But the fact is,
there are quite a few folks in our biz who suffer from, as
it was once called in a pretty wiz old flatscreen movie,
“a deplorable excess of personality.” So go ahead. I'm
gonna open it up now. Tell us about some of the more
memorable runners you’'ve worked with. Entertain us.

© For a while | ran with a sam who was addicted to really
horrible puns.We couldn’t even get through the meet with
a Johnson without him dropping three or four groaners.
We all wanted to kill him, and we would have if he hadn’t
been so damned good at his job.

© Hard Exit

© When | was in DeeCee, | knew a rigger who was so picky
about his van that he wouldn’t even let you inside it unless
you wiped your feet first. No food or drink, no smoking,
nothing. The one time we came tearing out of a run site
covered head to toe in mud and slime, | thought he was
gonna cry.

© Pistons

© One guy | knew wouldn't hurt a woman. It didn’t matter if
she was a corp princess type or a three-meter troll waving
an HMG in his face. If there was a female, he couldn’t hurt
her. Nice ideals, but it didn’t work out too well for him. He
got blown away by a female sec-guard when he refused
to fire on her.

© Thorn

© Couple of years ago my team was hired to extract a
particular researcher from a particular South American
corporation. Everything went great—except that the
researcher developed a raging love-at-first-sight crush on
our mage. Which would have been bad enough even if
the mage hadn’t decided that the feeling was mutual. We
had to put up with the two of them all over each other the
whole trip back.

© Turbo Bunny
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© | used to know a germophobic shaman. Seriously, this
guy wore a rebreather mask, gloves, the whole bit, and
used the Sterilize spell like they were paying him by the
casting. He ended up having to leave the team after one
of our runs took us into the Chicago sewers. Thought
the poor guy's head would explode when he tripped
and went face-first into the drek. He was never quite the
same again.

© Sounder

LOVE THE ONE

YOU'RE VWVITH

We’ve all been there, especially back when we just
started out in the shadows: Unless you've got the luxu-
ry of running with a regular team that you trust, some-
times you have to dance with somebody you don’t
know, don’t see eye to eye with, or downright can’t
stand. Maybe your fixer or your latest Mr. Johnson has
put together a team with experts on whatever you have
to do to get the job done. Maybe you lost one of your
chummers and had to replace them with a new guy.
Or maybe you just run with a bunch of clowns who get
the job done but who rub you like cat claws on a black-
board. It’s all about the job and getting it done.

Whatever the reason might be, there’ll be times
when you have to deal with people you don't like. So
everybody pull up your chairs, put on your tiaras, and
get ready for your first lesson from Uncle Bull's Charm
School for Shadowrunners and Other Lowlifes.

I'LL WORK WITH YOU,
BUT I DON'T LIKE YOU

First thing to remember, always: You're a professional.
That’s what separates the real runners from the wan-
nabes. If you've got any hopes of making a career out
of this and getting the good gigs, you need to be some-
body that Mr. Johnson wants to hire. For any of you
who've actually had real jobs, you know there’s always
that one person you don'’t like. Maybe it’s mild, or may-
be they piss you off for just existing. But either way, you
still have to work with them. Your team doesn’t have to
become your best friends, but they do have to know
you've got their backs and won'’t flake out on them just
because they bug you.

© Sometimes that can be harder than others, especially with
unfamiliar teams. Ass-deep in some secret corporate lab
is a lousy time to find out that your shiny new sammy
buddy will cut and run at the first sign of trouble.

e 2XL
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VWHO CAN YOU TRUST?

Running’s dangerous biz. Show me a runner who hasn’t
been double-crossed at least once and I'll show you a
liar, or a newbie in his first rodeo. After a time, if you
live long enough, you start developing a kind of sixth
sense for when the job’s going to go south on you, and
you react accordingly to make sure your ass stays as
alligator-free as possible.

The thing is, though, it’s not always Mr. Johnson do-
ing the screwing. Sometimes it’s your own team mem-
bers. A team you can trust is worth its weight in gold,
but it’s not something that just happens. If you’re smart,
you'll assume that every member of your team has his or
her own private agenda in addition to whatever the run
is. Your job when evaluating potential team members is
to decide whose agendas you can deal with, and whose
you can'’t. If you stay alive long enough and have a little
luck, you might just end up with a few chummers you
can trust.

® Until the situation changes and they get into debt, or
somebody makes them an offer they can’t refuse. Trust is
for suckers. Smart runners know that anybody who hasn't
tried to screw them over just hasn’t been presented with
the right opportunity yet.

© Haze

© Drek, that's cynical even for me.
something.
© Snopes

And that's saying

® It's not rocket science, people. It's all about observation,
being smart, and paying attention to what's going on
around you—you know, all the things that keep you
alive as a shadowrunner in the first place? Unless you're
completely socially oblivious, it's not that difficult to keep
an eye on your teammates (and not just the new ones,
either; like Haze said, situations change all the time, and
the guy you thought was your best chummer can turn on
you in a heartbeat given the right inducements). Watch
them for odd behavior, unexplained absences, and just
a general sense of “something ain’t right” And above all,
trust your gut. If you think something’s wrong, check it
out. Sure, you might look like an ass if it turns out you
were wrong, but looking like an ass is better than being
dead if it turns out you were right and you didn‘t check. |
can guarantee that if your chummer is any good at the biz,
she’s checking up on you too.

© Kay St. Irregular
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INFORMATION

Some Shadowrun gamemasters, when setting up their
campaigns, like to have all the players collaborate and
come up with a team that fits well together, shares a
history, and has a reason for being together. This can
produce some great teams, and undoubtedly makes
it easier for the gamemaster to come up with suitable
runs for them. If everybody on the team, for example,
is a former Sioux Wildcat on the run because their unit
is being framed for a superior officer’s screwup, then
adventure ideas immediately suggest themselves.

However, players being what they are, they usually
have their own ideas about what kind of shadowrunners
they want to play, and they won’t necessarily be a per-
fect match for the rest of the team. This method makes it
harder to integrate the group initially, but as long as no-
body goes too far overboard, it can also produce a lot of
unexpected fun as the various backgrounds, personali-
ties, and motivations get tossed in a blender and have to
learn to work together. After all, the world around them
is trying to kill them—life will get a lot rougher for them
if they’re trying to kill each other, too.

Naturally, gamemasters will want to concern them-
selves with getting a balanced team, abilities-wise.
While it’s certainly possible to have an enjoyable game

with a team consisting of two mages, three riggers, and
a face, it’s usually a good idea to nudge players in the
direction of making sure their characters’ abilities are di-
verse enough that they can handle most challenges and
won't feel like they’re stepping on each other’s toes.

That isn’t what this section is about, though. Shad-
owrun is a roleplaying game, and if both gamemasters
and players make an effort to flesh out the team, it will
almost certainly result in a game that’s more fun and
memorable for everybody. For more tips on working
with your players and designing a game that everyone
will enjoy, see p. 332, SR5.

BACKGROUNDS AND
MOTIVATIONS. WHAT
MAKES JOHNNY RUN?

Shadowrunners come from every background and all
walks of life. For every dirt-poor street kid who joined
a gang and started doing low-level errands for the
local Triad, there’s a high-level ex-corper or military
professional who stepped out (or was forced out) of
a lucrative career for some personal reason. Some are
criminals, while others fell into the shadowrunning
life because they were running away from something.
Some run for the thrill (deckers are often this type, ea-
ger to pit their skills and their hardware against the best
of the best), some for the money, and some because

You might have heard these terms tossed around among
Shadowrun players: “Oh, | miss the old Pink Mohawk-style of the
2050s!” or “Her game is a lot of fun but sometimes it gets a little
too Black Trenchcoat for me.” But what do they mean, and what
do they have to do with your game?

Simply put, they're two different playstyles. In other games
they might be called “cinematic” and “realistic,” or “four-color”
and “grim ‘n’ gritty.” Pink Mohawk-style games emphasize style
over realism, allowing for things like big, bombastic battles where
the lead flies thick in the air and with the right dice rolls runners
can perform actions that might not be technically possible in the
real world (or eventhe reality of the Shadowrunworld). Characters
tend to be long on style, make a lot of wisecracks during combat,
and take a lot more risks because they know that the heroes
(almost) always survive in the end, even if they don't win. The
name comes from the art style prevalent in the earliest editions
of the game, where many of the archetypical characters had a
“bigger” but less realistic style than more modern characters.
In the game world, the change could easily be chalked up to
fundamental shifts in society: things were different in 2050 than
they are in 2075, just as they changed from the 1960s to the 2010s.

Black Trenchcoat games focus more on gritty realism. Bullets

PINK MOHAWK VS. BLACK TRENCHCOAT

and magic are much more deadly, the world is less forgiving of
mistakes, and teams tend to spend a lot more time planning their
runs and carefully infiltrating their targets instead of busting
in with guns blazing. You're much more likely to see intrigue,
backstabbing, and double-crossing in a Black Trenchcoat game;
player characters are suspicious and bestow their trust rarely,
and even their own teammates might be pursuing agendas that
put them at odds with each other. Black Trenchcoat games might
also get into some of the darker aspects of the world, like torture,
extreme violence, and sexual themes.

So which one is better? There's no right answer for that.
Shadowrunworks equally wellin either style (or some combination
of the two); it's just a matter of the gamemaster getting together
with the players to figure out which style everybody wants to go
with. Campaigns can run the gamut from a completely unrealistic,
high-cinema world where the PCs take on armies singlehandedly
and come out on top, to settings so dark and grim that everybody
knows to have a spare character on hand for when the existing
one is inevitably killed in some gruesome way. Both can be fun,
and both can be satisfying, as long as everybody agrees on the
boundaries and knows what to expect.

=
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TWENTY QUESTIONS

Longtime Shadowrun players might remember a series of
questions that appeared in the character-creation section of
earlier editions of the game. Many players found these questions
to be helpful in fleshing out their characters, so we're reprinting
them here (with a few updates to make them fresh). As the
gamemaster, feel free to add your own questions that are specific
to your campaign.

1. What is the character’s gender? Standard male or female?
Transgender? Indeterminate? How do they present to the world?
A lot of the issues around gender have been dealt with by the
2070s, but individuals still have opinions and prejudices—and
their own ways of expressing themselves.

2. What is the character’s physical size? Is he pretty standard for
his gender and metatype, or is he a tall, skinny dwarf or short for
a troll?

3. What is the color of the character’s hair, eyes, and skin? |s her
coloring particularly striking, or so average that she blends easily
into crowds? Remember, with cyberware, surgery, and cosmetics,
your character can have just about any coloring you want her to
have. Remember too that most racism in the Shadowrun world is
centered around metatype rather than ethnicity.

4. What is the character's general appearance? First impressions
matter. Is your character a slob or neatly dressed? Does she
slouch? Does she like to make a splash when she enters a room?
Is she drop-dead gorgeous, butt-ugly, or somewhere in between?

5. Where was the character born? Was he raised a rich corp brat,
or did he grow up as an orphan on the streets fighting for every
meal? Was his childhood spent in a megasprawl or in a more
natural setting like the NAN lands or Tir Tairngire?

6. What is the character’s age? A very young character will have a
different perspective on the world than an older one; likewise, an
ork with a short lifespan will see things differently than an elf with
a very long one. What important Sixth World events does your
character remember? Was she involved in any of them?

1. What was the character’s family like? A character’s childhood
shapes who he is today. Did he have siblings? If so, does he keep
in touch with them? Did he know his parents? Did he grow up in a
large, close-knit group, or was he an orphan with no one he could
trust to look out for him? Does he have any dark family secrets?

8. Has the character begun her own family? Is she married or
partnered? Separated? Widowed? Does she have children? If
your character is male, does he have children he doesn’t know
about? (Even if you don't think so, your gamemaster might think
otherwise!)

9. Where or how was the character educated? Did she get her
education from the School of Hard Knocks? Does she have an
advanced degree from a respected university? Was she raised

10.
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in the corporate educational system, or did she learn her skills
from a mentor?

Has the character done anything else for a living? What did he
do before he ran the shadows? Was he a professional, a student,
a ganger, a corporate cog, or something more exotic? Why did he
give it up to become a shadowrunner?

What are the character’s political and religious beliefs? The two
big things you never want to discuss at a friendly gathering are
politics and religion. Does your character have strong political
beliefs, or any at all? Is she religious? Atheist? Anti-religion? How
important are these beliefs to defining the character?

What is the character’s moral code? Does the character refuse
to kill? Does he have any kind of sexual ethics? Does his morality
have a large bearing on his actions, or is he an amoral hedonist
whose actions change depending on the situation? What (if
anything) might compel him to break one of his moral strictures?

Does the character have any goals? Everybody wants something.
Does your character want money? Fame? That big score that
will allow her to retire to anonymity? Security for her friends and
family? Revenge? What kind of effort is she willing to make to
achieve these goals?

Why does the character run the shadows? Is he doing it because
he wants to, or was he forced into it? Does he do it for the thrill,
the money, or because he hates the powers that be and wants to
do his small part to bring them down? What would make him stop
running the shadows?

What is the character's personality? Is she an introvert or an
extrovert? Is she funny, grumpy, flirtatious, or just plain weird?
Does she have social skills, or is she uncomfortable relating to
others? Is she opinionated, easygoing, or downright apathetic?
How do others tend to see her?

What special qualities does the character possess? Not every
quality is directly related to shadowrunning. Can he draw well?
Does he have perfect pitch? Is he a really good organizer? Does
he have a knack with animals?

Are there certain things the character just cannot do? What are
her limitations? Is she terrible with money? Is she incapable of
harming children? Does she have a crippling fear of heights, or
find it nearly impossible to form close relationships?

What does the character hate? Elves? Religious people?
Corporations? Personality surveys? Himself?

. What does the character love? This could be a person (like a

lover or family member); an ideal (justice, freedom, metahuman
rights); an item (her favorite gun); a location; or even herself.

What is the character’s name? Names have power in the Sixth
World. What was his birth name? Does he like/use it, or does
he prefer to go by a street name? If he has a nickname or street
name, did he pick it or was it bestowed on him by associates?
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they have no other choice: It’s either run the shadows
or end up ground under the uncaring wheels of a soci-
ety that has no other place for them.

When your players are creating their characters, it's
usually good to give them an idea of the sort of cam-
paign you're planning to run, or discuss it with them and
collaboratively decide. It's no fun to spend hours de-
signing the perfect corporate-intrigue chameleon, only
to find out that the game will be ninety percent hack-
and-slash and ten percent roleplaying (or, conversely,
to create an ork combat monster for a campaign that’s
primarily focused on Tir Tairngire politics).

MAKING ‘REAL’ RUNNERS.
BEYOND THE AK-87

If you've played tabletop RPGs for any length of time
at all, you’ve played with at least one of these: the guy
or girl with no imagination. You know, the dude who,
when asked to describe his character, answers, “He has
an AK-97.” Or the girl who files the serial numbers off the
latest hotshot urban-fantasy heroine and wants you to
make up her vampire boyfriend as an NPC. There’s noth-
ing wrong with any of this if it's the way your group likes
to play. We here at Stately Shadowrun HQ (there really
is one—ask for a tour sometime, but trust me: stay away
from that locked green door) aren’t trying to tell you
how to play your game. But if you and your players want
a little extra something to make your characters shine,
you need to think about what makes them individuals.
Think of the main character in your favorite book
or movie or TV show. Is she perfect? Sure, she might

be the biggest badass who ever walked the earth, but
what makes her unique? What makes her stand out,
and makes you want to root for her? Perfect characters
who never struggle with anything are boring. But if you
take your badass combat monster and give him a soft
spot for puppies, a fear of spiders, or a compulsion to
track down the perfect pepperoni pizza in any new town
the team visits, suddenly he starts to come alive. May-
be your ace spellslinging shaman has an elderly moth-
er who's constantly calling her at inopportune times,
or she’s harboring a secret crush on the team’s sam, or
she really likes old-style Scandinavian death metal and
doesn’t care that it makes the rest of the team’s ears
bleed. When you and your group sit down in six months
to tell war stories about your best runs, what are you
going to remember? The AK-97, or that time the team’s
elf technomancer nearly got the whole group killed be-
cause he had to chat with the charming Al he found in
the target’s Matrix system?

Not saying anything new here: Shadowrun is a coop-
erative game. At the core, it's the players’ job to come
up with a group of characters to experience the world,
and it’s the gamemaster’s job to be the world they ex-
perience. Some groups like it when the gamemaster
micromanages every aspect of the run, with the players
following clues to get them from point A to point B un-
til the train finally thunders into the climax and coasts
to a stop at the Karma awards. Other groups are more
freeform, with the players and the gamemaster collab-
oratively building the world as they go, letting the story
flow in whatever direction it seems to be heading. While
the gamemaster may be the ultimate authority on what
happens in the world, the best games grow organically
from the interaction between the world, the NPCs, and
the player characters. The more effort players put into
making their characters memorable, the easier it will
be for the gamemaster to create memorable stories for
them to play in.
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GRUDGES AND RIVALRIES

Something that can make a campaign deeper is keeping
an eye out for any potential friction between the PCs and other
people—whether they be NPCs or other PCs. Those tensions
don't need to be acted on immediately or made the focus of the
campaign—sometimes it's better to let them simmer. The players
may be lulled into complacency, only to have a rival spring a trap
on them at an unexpected moment. Suppose, for example, that
a team finishes a hard-fought run where they come up against a
ruthless security chief at a secret corporate installation. Maybe
one of them wounds him, or maybe he’s simply pissed because
the PCs managed to best him. Either way, he’s going to remember
them. Just like PCs evolve throughout a campaign, so do important
NPCs (or at least they should). If the security chief is particularly
vindictive, he might look for ways to make the PCs’ lives more

DEALING WITH LONE WOLVES

Literature, TV, and movies are full of “lone wolves,” characters
who are disagreeable, antisocial, and don't play well with others.
They're the best at what they do, but they do it alone—usually
because nobody else can stand to be around them. If they work
with a team, they're either the leader (so nobody can give them
orders) or they're the maverick who's always running off to
do their own thing but always manages to come through and
succeed in the end.

Groups may encounter players who want to play this kind of
character, because—Ilet’s face it—they're cool. They can also fit
in very well with the Shadowrun paradigm. The problem is that
they're fun for the person playing them, but not so much for the
other players in the group who have to put up with them. And <fill
in your favorite deity> help you if you get a whole group of people
wanting to play lone wolves! Ever watch a sheepdog’s brain
implode as he tries to herd a group of kittens? The gamemaster
will end up envying that sheepdog.
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difficult—especially after he's gotten a couple of promotions
under his belt and has accessed more resources. Your players
might not even remember him ... but he remembers them.

Then there are the rivalries between PCs. These can't be
forced—they have to grow naturally from the personalities of
the individual characters, and it's a beautiful thing when they do.
But if one does begin to form—for example, if the gamemaster
notices that the team’s decker is becoming increasingly annoyed
at the sam’s insistence that no enemy is left alive, or the shaman
and the mage begin a friendly rivalry to see who's better at magic,
or two PCs become romantic rivals for the same NPC—that's an
opportunity to step things up and build interesting storylines into
the game. ldeally, these rivalries will give the chance for deeper
character development—and more fun for all involved.

Groups have several options for avoiding “lone wolf
syndrome.” The easiest one is to simply tell them, “Sorry, but your
samurai who can't stand being around other people and insists on
doing all his runs alone won't fit in with this game,” then work with
them to develop a concept that works better in a group context.
Better, and less authoritarian, would be to appeal to your player’s
better nature and say, “Let's think about that for a minute. How
are we going to work Hateboy in with the other team members if
he freaks out and starts shooting whenever he gets near them?”
If it comes down to it (and you aren’t worried about having some
tough game sessions), you can always just let him play the
character and let nature take its course. He'll realize soon enough
that playing Mr. “I Vant to be Alone” doesn’t mean that he gets to
hog all the screen time while the other players go off and watch
TV, but rather that he spends a lot of time seething in his doss
while the team goes out on the run. “Hey, we invited you along,
chummer, but you can't stand being around us, so ..."

LS
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ETHICS, CODES,

g OTHER JOKES

Tommy Twoton dropped the guard with a heavy blow
to the head, his troll muscles mocking the plastic hel-
met. “Last one’s down.”

Baker ran a cord from his cyberdeck, finally in posi-
tion at the research terminal so that the wireless jam-
ming was useless. As the system whirred to life, he
caught motion heading toward a side door. “We got a
runner!”

Smooth as silk, Ebony’s Predator V lined up the shot,
but a swat from Tommy pushed her aim down, putting
a bullet into the floor tile instead of the scientist’s spine.
“You dumb trog!” she cried, her mouth carving a severe
arc of sour disapproval.

As the lab coat vanished, Tommy said, “We don’t kill
people who aren’t armed.”

“We don'’t ... he’s going to bring more security!”

Tommy shrugged. “We’ll deal with them when they
show. They fight back, they're fair game. But we don’t
kill civilians.”

She shook her head, tucking her pistol away. “You're
crazy.”

“No, I'm a professional.”

“Yeah, well, I'll hire a professional to put flowers on
your grave later, moron.”

“Just keep an eye on the door. You see people with
guns, feel free to shoot, but don't fire at anybody else.”

With a snarl, she stalked to the door, clicking her cy-
bersenses on for a good sweep of the hall.

Baker shook his head. “Never got you, Tommy boy.
Why so worried about some cog getting broke?”

Tommy shrugged. “Anybody can be a killer. All you
need’s a bullet. Professionals have standards. It's one
thing to nail a guy in a gunfight, right? They know the
risks. That guy was just doing his job, same as us. You
get a rep for slaughter, you're useless for anything else.
Keep the body count low, you can keep jobs rolling in.”

Baker took a moment to look away from his AR feeds
at that. “So it’s business?”

Tommy shook his head. “More than that. You grow
up a troll, you're surrounded by tissue paper everywhere
you go. Everything you touch, you can break. Doors,
people, plates, kittens ... you learn to be careful. | don’t
like to break things if I can help it.”

Baker smirked. “And that’s why I like working with
you. Keep me safe while | go deep.”

With that, the decker went limp, collapsing into the
troll's big mitts. Twoton set him down as gently as any-
one could. “Will do.”

A CODE AND A CALLING

An honorable thief seems to be as contradictory as a
poetic warrior, two things that are fine apart but when
brought together cannot thrive. In truth, while many claim
to hold to a code, when the chips are down they’re willing
to set it aside in the name of need. Those who truly follow
a path of honor, who abide by a code even when it would
make their life more difficult, or who are willing to face
death before dishonor, are truly a rare breed. They are
men and women of honor. They are a cut above the norm,
seen by some as fools and by others as heroes, but by all
as relics of a different age. When the words of the day
are ‘I got mine,” they all say “It is not enough.” To them,
the code is worth more than all the paydata in the world.
Some follow the code out of honor, others because they
know no other way, and some rare few cling to a code as
the last gasp before falling into cyberpsychosis, the final
vestige of humanity in a vast ocean of machine.

22

Below you will find some of the better-known codes,
but this is only a sample. There are many, many more.
All of these can be used in connection with the Code of
Honor negative quality (p. 79, SR5).

THE PATH OF
THE SAMURAI

Restriction: May not kill anyone from surprise or via
treachery. May not break his word once given.

The best known of all the codes of honor, the Path of
the Samurai has forked in two directions. The one that
most shadowrunners are familiar with is properly called
the Path of the Ronin, as most people who call them-
selves street samurai have turned their backs on the very
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WORDS TO LIVE BY

“A disadvantage that isn't a disadvantage isn't worth any
points.” —Steve Long

These words are as true today as when Steve Long first wrote
them for the Champions role-playing game. A character with the
Code of Honor quality needs to have it tested every now and then
to make it a true negative quality. If their code prevents them from
harming a child, the gamemaster needs to remind them when
children might be endangered by their actions. They don't need to
stretch to make the point, but they should be sure the character is
actively concerned about maintaining their personal code.

Conversely, here are some words to avoid:

“l don't harm women and children. That's why | brought Joe
along.”

While a code is a character's personal belief system, they
can't just let someone else on their team perform actions that

core belief of the true samurai, that of loyalty and ser-
vice. Rather than follow the commands of their betters,
they have cast themselves onto the waves (ronin, literal-
ly translated, is “wave man,” describing one who is like
unto a small boat cast adrift into the wild waves of the
ocean with neither oar nor sail). While most street samu-
rai pay lip service to some aspects of the code, those
who embrace the entire code are seen as truly honor-
able souls by their peers, setting an example for others
to follow.

Hatchetman was one of the best.You can find some of his
insights in the older files in the archives. | wish | got to
hang with him more, but our circles were pretty far apart
in the day. FastJack knew him better, but ...

Bull

All that so-called “honor” didn’t do him a damn bit of

good in the end. Dead’s dead. Trust me on that one.
Butch

« ETHICS,
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would violate the character’s code. An ardent backer of spirit
rights who refuses to bind a spirit to their will shouldn’t simply
stand by while their teammate throws chains around every
spirit they meet. A samurai who follows his code should chide
his friends when they are rude and never just look away when
someone undertakes a dishonorable act on the grounds that
“It's my code, not theirs.”

A gamemaster should step in and assign penalties when they
feel that someone is playing too fast and loose with their codes
in order to avoid penalties. Characters who follow a code hold
themselves above the norm. This doesn‘tmean thata player should
hold to their code so much that the game becomes unplayable,
but instead that everyone should enjoy the party interplay while
letting the negative quality they chose push them into interesting,
challenging dilemmas.

Interesting fact: The first modern samurai was an
American named Samuel Carter. He was on security detail
during the food riots of 2005 and single-handedly held off
some rioters with a sword when his gun jammed, and he
ended up saving his boss. Shiawase brass ate it up and
made him a media icon. By the end of the year, Bushido
was back en vogue. Damn shame what happened to Sam.
Icarus

What happened to him?
/dev/grrl

The headline’s free, but you have to pay for the body text.
Icarus

The samurai code largely revolves around seven

ideas, better called the Seven Virtues. These are:

Gi, or Righteousness. This belief is that the samurai

is a divine agent, uniquely blessed with the speed and
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skill to make a difference. Justice guides the samurai’s
hand, compelling the samurai to act against those who
would hide behind a law or to punish those who would
break one. The samurai must also remain pure under
this tenet, bathing regularly, keeping his hair clean, and
keeping his soul from being tainted by weaknesses of
lust, wine, or drug.

Yuki, or Courage. The samurai fears no death,
releasing him in battle to kill with no fear of reprisal, for
he has already accepted his death. The samurai must
never flee from a battle unless all others have left, nor
may a samurai shirk his duty out of a sense of self-
preservation. A samurai should also be confident in his
abilities and be proud to show them when called upon
by his master.

Jin, or Kindness. The samurai is no base animal.
Killing is something anyone can do, but a samurai must
be better than that, with the gentle heart of a poet.
The samurai should never be harsh to his underlings
nor should they be selfish in their desires. A reliance
on material goods tempts the samurai to remain in the
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realm of the living, after all, while a frugal samurai shows
that he is ready to die at any time. He should rely on as
few worldly possessions as possible and give away what
he does not need.

Reli, or Respect. All things have a place in the greater
order, and the samurai should show proper respect to
those above and those below. Knowing one’s manners,
showing common courtesy, and above all else, acting
with proper social mores in any situation. Once again,
anyone can be an uncouth barbarian, but a samurai is an
artisan and scholar as well as a killer. If he cannot praise
his lord in poetry or reflect him nobly in a painting, the
samurai has poor Rei.

Makoto, or Honesty. The samurai is expected not only
to say kind things, but also to mean them. In addition, the
samurai should never undertake a deed that he does not
believe in. If he should be so dishonest with himself, his
hands will fail him, his blade will break, and he will know
nothing but shame and disgrace. The samurai is further
above base treachery in battle or underhanded tactics;
those are for lesser men. The samurai doesn’t have to give
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up a tactical advantage, but he must never strike without
first stating his name and intent.

Meiyo, or Honor. A samurai must never bring
shame upon the emperor, his lord’s house, his lord,
his ancestors’ names, or his own name, in that order. A
samurai’s word is bond and he must go to any length,
including death, to ensure that he will uphold his end of
the bargain. It is not easily given, but when it is, the word
of a samurai is stronger than any steel.

Chugi, or Loyalty. The core belief of every samurai
is that loyalty is everything. Loyalty is greater than life,
greater than love, greater than anything. Once one gives
one’s pledge, it must be adhered to for his entire life,
and even beyond. Not only must the samurai never lie to
or steal from his lord, but he should never say anything
to undercut his master when in public. If one’s master
commands you to take your own life, it is a greater
shame to refuse than to simply die. What matters a
moment of pain to an eternity of dishonor?

© You might wonder how loyalty matches up with being
a street samurai. It doesn’t. Oh, some will talk about
loyalty to friends, or loyalty to whomever hires them,
but at the end of the day, a street samurai is a ronin
for one reason: They put their Meiyo (honor) over their
Chugi (loyalty) when someone gave them an order.Their
morals stepped up and told them to disobey. This single
act marks them in the eyes of other samurai. More on
that when we get to company men.

© Hard Exit

© Most who follow the samurai code take a dim view
of indiscriminate slaughter. As warrior-poets, they're
supposed to be better than that. They focus on skill
weapons, like pistols, rifles, and, yes, the katana, more
than spray-and-pray. Of course, this didn't stop the
originals from adopting rifles when they first hit Japan in
1543 and it didn’t stop the modern ones from adopting
smartguns. | see two camps on the matter; one that takes
more pride in their craft and shuns the burst-fire style, and
another that embraced the Uzi lll almost as hard as the
Ares Predator. The weapon on one’s hip says a lot about
how the individual will act—and who you want to hire.

® Cosmo

OMERTA. THE
CODE OF SILENCE

Restriction: Cannot kill police officers. Cannot oppose
a superior in the family. Must not give information to
legal authorities.

The classic Mafia code is found, more or less, in ev-
ery major criminal organization, but rarely is it so strong
or so notable as it is in La Cosa Nostra. While the code
of silence, where no Mafioso will talk to the authorities

« ETHICS, CODES, AND OTHER JOKES

even if it means going to jail for a crime they didn’t com-
mit, is the most well-known aspect of this code, it's only
one section. There is also an obligation to seek revenge
for harm delivered. Ideally this is delivered personally,
but if the harmed individual is weakened, incarcerated,
or otherwise not able to complete the task themselves,
they may seek a patron to inflict justice on their behalf.
This creates a network of favors and obligations, where
powerful men protect weaker men, and in return no one
exposes these activities to the police. The code of si-
lence applies to all those who have been helped by the
Mafia, be it in having fines lifted, daughters protected,
loans given, or murderous vengeance against the killer
of a family member delivered. So crime carries on, and
the authorities are regularly stymied.

© Simply summed up: Snitches get stitches.
© Butch

There are downsides to the code, of course. If you're
accosted, mugged, or robbed, you suck it up in silence,
or appeal to a local made man, but you never go to the
police. If you get accused of a crime, you never say a
single word in your defense. If you're getting a ten-year
sentence for a crime a Don’s nephew did, you're going
to go in, but you can rest assured that you'll be taken
care of inside the prison. Pampered, if you stay true,
eliminated if you crack. Do your time quietly, and the
community will embrace you when you get out. Sing like
a bird, and they hug you with knives out.

WHAT ABOUT THE TRIADS?

While Omerta can be used, with some tweaking, for the
Yakuza, the Vory, and many other organized criminal syndicates,
the Triad bonding process is quite different. Bound by magical
forces, those who would speak up or betray the organization
can expect to die quite horribly as soon as they attempt it. If a
player character took such an oath, then the gamemaster will
find himself in a quandary; you can only threaten it so many
times before the trigger has to be pulled and the character
eliminated. Many gamemasters may shy away from such
a thing, which winds up in a character having a negative
quality that never actually comes into play. As noted before, a
disadvantage that isn't a disadvantage isn't worth any points.
As such, gamemasters shouldn't allow a player character to
take a Triad oath as a negative quality unless they are ready to
follow through on the consequences of the vow being broken.
Players and gamemasters alike should stand warned!
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© An important oversight is that a follower of Omerta also
follows a code of non-aggression with the police. Attacking
officers brings too much heat on the men higher up the
chain and is forbidden. Police officers’ families are also off
limits. Bribery, trickery, seduction, all that is fair, but you
never, ever, get violent with a badge.This is especially true
in New Orleans.

o 2XL

THUG LIFE, THE
CODE OF THE STREETS

Restriction: Must always wear gang colors, must do-
nate half of all earnings beyond lifestyle to the gang.

While a general code of silence follows the code of
the streets (which is unsurprising given how often street
gangs interact with organized crime), it's nowhere near
as strong as the Mafia code. While a made man will
never admit their membership in “this thing of ours,” a
ganger is required to wear their colors at all times. Re-
moving them, for example when passing through an-
other gang'’s territory to enact a raid on a third gang,
is possible, but deeply shameful and humiliating. Most
would rather fight than strike the colors, and gang-relat-
ed shootings over someone simply wearing the wrong
color shirt happen weekly all across the UCAS. Member-
ship in a gang requires being jumped in (doing a crime
set by senior members), beat in (the entire gang beats
the potential new member bloody), or sexed in by sleep-
ing with the right people. Once in, a ganger is a ganger
for life, with the benefits and obligations that this carries
with it. In particular, all gangers pay dues to their leaders,
who in turn pay off their leaders, and so on up the chain.
This is typically half of any loot they bring in, which goes
into the pockets of higher-ups as well as the gang war
chest. Less well known is the fact that gangs always pay
back into their community, hosting parties, taking care
of sick relatives, and keeping other gangers out of their
turf, thus providing protection. Done well, this creates a
community that isn’t willing to turn the gang members
over to the police. Done poorly, you get neighborhoods
that have been known to chip in and hire shadowrunners
to drive gangers out.

© There’s much more information about gangers, the Mafia,
and more in our Vice download from a few years back.
In terms of their code, just remember to wear the colors,
shun the cops, and pay your dues. That last one is the
thing that often chafes members as they grow in power
and income.

® Glitch
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HARMONY WITH NATURE.
THE SHAMAN'S CODE

Restriction: May only Bind spirits after agreeing to a
fair exchange of services (see below) Must always treat
spirits with respect. Must honor deals made with spir-
its.

The phrase “Harmony with Nature” has come into
vogue as a sort of overall coverage of shamanic tradi-
tions, with the specifics of each nation, tribe, and indeed
individual shaman being their own. Treating spirits as
brothers and the Earth as alive and holy, and teaching
that man'’s spirit is equal to those of the natural world,
not greater, are vital aspects of the belief system, no
matter if the spellcaster is a Navajo, a rat shaman from
the sewers, or a new-age crystal waver in college. En-
vironmentalism is always a key tenet, with man having
no right to despoil nature and anti-pollution or holistic
overtones followed through life. This shouldn’t be seen
as anti-science, as those who follow this code are of-
ten pushing the edges of recycling, alternative energy,
and similar technologies. They are more than willing to
use tech if it does not put a burden on Mother Earth.
Services from spirits aren’t commanded, but rather re-
quested, with the shaman making sacrifices in their hon-
or on a regular basis, often taking up personality aspects
as requested for a certain length of time. Healing a sick
child might require nothing more than a thanks and the
burning of a plant sacred to the spirit, while participating
in a battle could require the shaman to wear a memento
of the battle, such as a bullet casing, or undergoing scar-
ification of an injury. Some spirits make even stranger
requests, such as never sleeping facing the west, only
washing with dirt instead of water, and so on. Some
tasks last for an hour, some for a day or month, while
others are lifetime agreements for the most important of
acts. In this way, every shaman soon develops an array
of odd habits, worn trinkets, or odd ways of speaking, as
they honor many spirits at once.

© Qur brothers aid the crops, protect our homes, and heal
the sick. Playing the drum at sunset or adding a charm to
my necklace is a small price to pay for such a friendship.
© Man-of-Many-Names

One of the more unusual aspects of Harmony is that
“nice” spirits are never bound, while “evil” ones are
sealed away. The idea of never having elementals on
call for dire situations is utterly alien to most hermetics,
but the shamans claim that spirits are more willing to be
called when they know they are never at risk of being
enslaved.

© Oh now that's just misrepresenting things entirely.
© Ethernaut
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© |sit? If you have a better term for forcing someone to wear
a collar, come when demanded, and engage in any task no
matter how servile, demeaning, or existence-threatening,
I'm willing to listen.

©  Axis Mundi

© We should talk more about this in the Wiz Lounge. And
might | say how much | hate Slamm-0! for the name?
© Frosty

© You may not. Ah, the power of being a moderator! Mwa-
hahahahahahahahaa!
® Slamm-0!

WHITE HATS., THE
CODE OF THE HACKER

Restriction: Cannot destroy/erase information. May
edit if, and only if, a copy is kept safe and easy to return.

This one gets tricky. You see, for decades, the corps
have been trying to paint themselves as the good guys,
nobly protecting the common man from the evils of tech-
nomancers, rogue Als, and that most dastardly of betray-
ers, the hacker. They call themselves “white hats” in an
effort to claim “good guy” status and relegate the decker
society as “black hats,” or bad guys. The internal termi-
nology predates them, however, and while the black hats
wear the name of their destruction and chaos proudly,
the true white hats are those hackers who follow the basic
ideals of Richard Stallman. The best known of these is that
“Information should be free,” but related to that are the
ideals that one should push the limits of programming,
art, and similar activities as far as possible. One must first
find the limits of what's possible, then strive to go beyond
that, passing what one has learned onwards to the world
at large so that others can push the limits ever further. De-
stroying information is utterly against their belief system,
as are assorted copyright laws and other activities that re-
strict the free flow of information from those who have it
to those who want it. A strong subset of this community
further engages in pranks, in a sense planting a flag that
shows that they were able to penetrate an area without
causing actual damage. Files are moved to folders and
set idle, not erased, while the creator’s own iconography
goes up in the hole, or a host will be reprogrammed to
mock the company that it belongs to. The host, though,
is never actually damaged, and corporate hackers are not
physically harmed.

© FastJack told me that he met Stallman a few times, back
when he was a kid. It's one of the reasons he created
JackPoint in the first place. Jokes aside, the cyberdeck
designs and code that we've sent through Shadowland are
a way of paying him back for this. You're missed, big guy.
© Slamm-0!

« ETHICS, CODES, AND OTHER JOKES

© The very idea of free software sets the Corporate Court's
teeth on edge. Shadowrunners might be part of doing
business, but a world without proprietary software is one
where corporate power starts to crumble.There’s a reason
GOD hunts hackers, not street samurai.

® Glitch

THE CODE OF WUXIA

Restriction: May not harm the innocent. May never
accept bribes or misuse authority. May not serve the
corrupt.

A legendary Chinese adventurer of ancient days was
called Youxia (literally, “wandering force”), a masterless
warrior who traveled the countryside, righting wrongs
and fighting injustice with a particular hatred for corrup-
tion and the loss of nobility of those who held office.
A martial hero’s life was one to bring retribution to the
ignoble, to remove oppressive lords (as opposed to just
lords, who were to be honored and possibly be brought
in as government officials), and to use their strength to
protect those unable to protect themselves.

Many of today’s Wuxia take for themselves a name
of one of the 108 Stars of Destiny from the classical
book Shui Hu Zhuan. These figures were former de-
mons who were reborn as mortal heroes, fighting for
justice. This gives rise to names such as “Nine Tattooed
Dragons,” “Sacred Handed Scholar,” or “Smiling Tiger,”
but some choose to create a new name for themselves
rather than embrace one of history. Regardless of the
name chosen, they all fight against errant authority in
the name of justice.

® Wuxing has massively expanded their magical division in
the past few years and has used several of these figures
in their marketing campaigns.The assorted warring states
that once were China feature many a wandering hero
fighting against the despotic rulers of one country or
another,andWuxing has found that their faces are amazing
marketing tools. In return, they usually get access to some
high-quality foci from Wuxing’s Shaolin-approved line.
Abbot Tang Wu is surprisingly savvy for a monk and has
kept money flowing into the temple’s coffers. There were
some grumbles about the materialistic nature of this, but
he states the revenue is for upkeep of the grounds and to
ensure that the monks have no worldly needs to distract
them. It looks like he's the real deal beyond that, without
any of the usual trappings of wealth you'd expect him to
have if he were corrupt.

© Sticks

® Some of that money gets funneled into the Wuxia all
across the world. Monkey Mocks the Donkey from
the Treetops (or Mocking Monkey, for short) has been
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fighting against the Aztlan government for years. While
Aztechnology suffered a few punches, Monkey’s funding
has been quietly increased. Trouble for Aztlan is trouble
for Aztechnology, and trouble for Aztechnology is market
opportunity for Wuxing. The man might be altruistic, but
Tang Wu ain’t nothin’ to fuck with.

® Plan9

© There's a lot of crossover between the Wuxia and Aztlan
luchadores, of all things. Fighting corrupt officials,
donating money to orphans or religious bodies, going
after organized crime, feeding the hungry, and oh yeah,
being an awesome fighter as well.

© Slamm-0!

© And now | have an explanation for those qi focus masks |
saw last week. Thank you!
o 2XL

THE PALADIN'S CODE
(A.K.A. ELVEN CHIVALRY)

Restriction: Cannot break one’s word. Cannot harm the
innocent. Must not allow art or beauty to come to harm.

While chivalry might famously be dead in most of
the modern world, the elves of Tir Tairngire have always
had a love of all things romantic and musty. The ideals
of the elven paladin run thick in that nation, and via as-
sorted media sources and elf posing, have spread out to
large swaths of the world, recycling something old into
something new. Key aspects of the code are to protect
the motherland (the exact elven homeland varies, of
course), to obey the elven crown, to always keep one’s
word as sacrosanct, to be generous and noble, and to
fight against evil and injustice. Many true believers add
romantic overtones to this, such as humility, an aspira-
tion to personal purity, and an appreciation of all things
artistic and beautiful. The loyalty aspects are somewhat
more transitory, with some pledging to defend a spe-
cific someone as a bodyguard unto death (or beyond),
while others accept the leadership of an elven gang as
a “crown in exile,” as long as said gang “Prince” upholds
the core beliefs.

© Have you seen Prince ConallTaylor? <siiigh> S o
dreamy!
® /dev/grrl

© Sorry, sweetie, he takes his vows very, very seriously.
Damn his eyes.
© Turbo Bunny

© The paladins of Tir na nOg embrace the religious aspects
more strongly than those of TirTairngire.
© Frosty
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For certain values of religion, maybe.
Thorn

© All of them take the loyalty oaths seriously. Tales of
paladins being blacklisted, going underground, hiding
in the shadows for thirty years, doing all manner of
dirty deeds, then eventually returning to the Tir to
have their name cleared by a prince are gold for media
writers, but there’s also truth to them. Just ask Prince
Evan Parris.

® |carus

© Or Parris’ son, Rook. It's even odds if he's in Portland or
Puyallup at any point in time.
© Turbo Bunny

© Don't think that it's elf-only in paladin-land, by the way.
There are more than a few orks who were Rinelle ke'Tesrae
who still think of Larry Zincan as “their” prince and who
want to tear down the system and rebuild a just society.
Just saying.

© Sounder

THE HIPPOCRATIC OATH

Restriction: Must provide medical aid if able. Must not
use lethal medicine. Must keep a patient’s confidence.

While often summed up as “Do no harm,” the Hippo-
cratic Oath is actually a moral code that includes sever-
al ideals. The Covenant with Patients is the best known
to the layman, where physicians pledge to do their best
to heal the sick, but confidentiality between doctor and
patient or a refusal to impart lethal treatment is close
behind. Other ethical codes the oath conveys are to
avoid sexual contact with one’s patients, to do what'’s
best for the patient not the physician, and, at least in
theory, a willingness to submit to the judgment of the
gods of medicine should they become an oath-breaker.
The oath has been re-written dozens of times in history,
and many megacorps have fashioned their own read-
ings that allow their doctors to undertake experiments
in the name of profit. Those shadowrunners who follow
the “true” oath put healing above profit and often find
themselves out of work, or in shadow clinics, where they
struggle against the medical misdeeds of their former
comrades.

© Hey Butch! Isn’t the first line of this thing “Do no harm?”
How do you put bullets in people?
e Kane

© | swear to protect my patients, but the oath isn’t a suicide

pact. Damn fool waves a gun at my people, he gets himself
shot. If he lives, | patch him up free of charge.Taught a few
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of them to be nurses or orderlies. Being a doctor means a
lot of things, but pacifism is a personal choice.
© Butch

© Being a teacher is a big thing, as is being a proper
houseguest. A doctor never steals from a patient he visits,
seduces a dying man’s wife, or gossips about whatever
weird fetish magazines are left out in the open. You pass
on education, not slander.

© Nephrine

| hear Gateskeeper makes housecalls, rightTB?
/dev/grrl

© | teach him about cars, he helps the community deal with
feral Als. It's a fair exchange of knowledge, is all.
© Turbo Bunny

© A real doctor only charges what the patient can afford.
The bastards who string your family along and bleed you
dry while keeping you technically alive aren’t worthy of
the name. It also means you don't pick sides. My office
is neutral ground; if two gangs rumbled and both bring
in wounded, they both get stitched up. Same for cops,
shadowrunners, whatever.

© Butch

THE SOLDIER'S CODE

Restriction: Must obey orders from superiors. Must not
loot the dead or allow them to be looted. Must not lie to
superiors. Must maintain honorable conduct and obey
the rules of war. May never torture or harm prisoners.

“I will not lie, cheat, steal, or tolerate those who do.”
Those simple words are written on West Point’'s Honor
Monument, and those words, or similar variations, are
upheld by most major militaries in the world. An ethi-
cal grounding is considered essential for having trust in
one’s fellow soldiers, and cheating on tests for senior
positions leaves your subordinates vulnerable in the
field when faced with a situation that they trusted you
to know, but that you didn’t. Not only are solders ex-
pected to keep themselves to this strict code, but they
are to ensure that their brothers in arms are similarly
upstanding, in order to ensure that everyone can be
trusted. As this sadly implies, many say the words with
their mouths but never keep them in their hearts. True
soldiers would never steal from the dead, nor allow
their comrades to undertake such looting, nor would
they lie when called out for a possible infraction. It’s
one thing to fail to follow through on a task, but quite
another to not admit to it when called upon. One weak
link risks the entire unit, so such wayward soldiers must
be rooted out and removed.

« ETHICS,

© The ideal doesn’t match the reality in most units. There's
always a supply sergeant who has an uncanny ability to
procure things, or someone willing to cover for you so
you can get plastered on your birthday. If every soldier
was able to keep to this high level of ethical behavior,
we'd never hear about officers getting fragged or rapes
occurring in the field. Those few bad apples give the rest
a black mark, and so they're ruthlessly hunted down by
better units.

© Sticks

© The opposite’s also true. In a band of lowlife scum with
guns, the stand-up guy ruins the “fun” and gets driven
out. | know a few shadowrunners who enlisted expecting
a life of noble service and honorable conduct, wound
up being surrounded by corruption, and mustered out
as soon as possible. They tend to frown on debauchery
in their teammates and enforce some much-needed
discipline, but often aren’t well liked. Respected, but not
beloved.

© Stone

But they always bring the coolest guns.
Slamm-0!

THE AKICHITA CODE

Restriction: Never show fear. Challenge your strength
against worthy foes. Do not allow yourself or your
loved ones to fall into decadence or slothful behavior.
Never harm the weak or innocent.

One of the newest, and more controversial, codes
is that of the Akichita, or warrior society, of the Sioux.
Originally a Lakota creed, Akichita has been branching
out into neighboring communities and has been nota-
bly embraced by the younger members of the Cascade
Orks in the Salish-Shidhe nation. From there, it's being
passed into Seattle’s Ork Underground and ork gangs.
Originally, an Akichita fraternity was for the young men
of a tribe to gather together and learn from one anoth-
er, serving as protectors of their people, hunters, and
warriors when needed. The spirit of brotherhood it car-
ried was similar enough to gang codes of honor to be
easily taken up, while the Sioux traditions of pride and
strength made it appealing to impressionable ork teens.
A follower of Akichita is expected to protect the tribe
(or neighborhood) against all threats, giving their life to
save the women and children. They are further expect-
ed to keep their brothers strong, testing them for weak-
ness and pushing them to higher levels of personal abil-
ity. An Akichita warrior must show bravery and strength,
and few instances of this are as telling as counting coup.
Those who follow Akichita often compete with one
another for battle honors, such as being the first into
a fight or claiming a victory over the toughest foe, re-
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turning with trophies of their victory and holding one’s
honor highly. A protector and policeman as well as war-
rior, the Akichita follower is compelled to teach others
whatever he knows, so that his strength can be shared
with the whole.

© “Counting coup” is the act of touching an enemy with a
bare hand, or a coup stick, then getting away, showing
that you were brave enough to risk death, quick enough
to get away, and strong enough that you could have
killed them if you wanted to but that there would be no
challenge in the act. They take this very seriously.

® Stone

© Serious or not, it's still stupid. You get close enough to
knife a guy, you fraggin’ knife the guy!
© Kane

© The people who follow the Akichita code also collect
feathers. Your brothers determine when you earn one,
with one awarded for being the first in battle, for counting
coup, or similar notable activities. If you manage to earn
ten, you also earn the right to wear a headdress. Go near
one of these guys with feathers in your hair and they’ll
probably demand to know how you earned them and will
rip them off if you just wear them as decoration.There are
serious pride issues at work.

© Hard Exit

YOU BROKE IT AGAIN?!

If a player continues to break their Code of Honor whenever

it seems to be a problem, figuring that a loss of 1 Karma here
or there's no big deal, a gamemaster should feel free to up the
price as they see fit. A second infraction could burn off a point
of Edge until they make amends, while a third could cost them
all of their Edge for the entire adventure (or reduce their Karma
award for that mission to zero).

While a pure three-strikes-and-out rule isn’t always the
right solution, a gamemaster who finds a player not giving his
code his due is fully within their rights to insist that the quality
be bought off with Karma before any can be spent elsewhere;
after all, if they're not going to follow it, they shouldn't get
points for it.
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THE. _OTHER SIDE

OF THE COIN

What, you thought there was only honor among
thieves? Please. While most of us in the shadows like
to think of ourselves as the icons of good behavior and
best of people, the truth is that the megacorps and the
people who live full-face in the bright lights have their
own codes of honor, and sometimes they even hold to
them in the face of piles of nuyen. Sometimes.

BUSHIDO 2.0

Restriction: Must always follow the commands of
one’s superiors, no matter the personal cost.

As noted before, Bushido’s rebirth swept across the
corporate world, triggering an entire generation’s adop-
tion of the Bushido code into corporate life. Most of
these neo-samurai are executives who've likely never
held a weapon in their lives but whose status as lords
in the feudal-corporate empire gives them sway over
scores of lesser lights. Rewarding experienced security
forces, or corporate soldiers, with a samurai status ele-
vates them to the lowest rung of corporate nobility—still
below the masters but a cut above the common worker.
It’s this class that holds to the new Bushido the tightest,
expecting to see their loyalty ultimately rewarded with
promotions and power. They follow the Way of the Sa-
murai, but rather than focus on Meiyo, or honor, they
hold Chugo, duty, to be the highest of the virtues.

These corporate samurai obey whatever order comes
from above, no matter how shameful or dishonorable.
One cannot put one’s honor above one’s better, and if
they command you to toss someone out a window, cut
down your cousin, or falsify records to implicate your
best friend, you either obey or slit your stomach for an
honorable escape.

© In truth, these sorts of commands are the minority.
Real humans have limits to their loyalty, and while it's a
dishonorable mark of shame, orders are refused if truly
horrid. Those who make such refusals ordinarily accept
whatever punishments their lord sets forth, which range
from simple shaming and humiliation to demotion to
requiring a sacrifice to show that they're truly apologetic
to stripping someone of their rank and SIN entirely and
have them escorted from the corporation. A smaller
number refuse and take to the streets and become street
samurai, becoming simple ronin who could no longer
serve their masters. Committing seppuku, the ancient
ritual of suicide, is actually quite rare, but the few times it
has happened, it's been glorified and spread throughout
the media, leading many to assume that it's the norm.

© Baka Dabora
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© Surin Supachi is the last truly big-name executive to slit
his belly. It'd been over five years since anyone of note had
otherwise done it, but his death continues to be shown in
trideo and sim tragedies. Samurai drama—it always ends
in death and tears.

© Puck

© And with the glamorization, he'll lead many others down
the path. Suicide’s stupid, kids. There's nothing on the
other side.

© Butch

THE CODE OF
THE WHITE HAT

Restriction: Must not take advantage of law-abiding
Matrix users. May not use lethal code against fellow
deckers.

To mangle a quote over eighty years old, their mis-
sion is to mend and defend the Matrix, protecting the
citizens from the predators in the digital jungle. They
track down identity thieves, build walls to keep out
software pirates, and root hidden deckers out of their
lairs and into black vans for processing. The best of
them might one day be elevated to hands of GOD. The
world’s currency is digital, and if nuyen can’t be trusted,
then the entire global economy grinds to a screeching
halt. Don’t think that this means that they're all inoffen-
sive little yes men—in fact, these are some of the best
hackers out there today. They have to be in order to try
to stay one step ahead of the curve while building cures
for viruses, extractors for malware, and firewalls to keep
out the monsters. They practice penetration and code-
breaking on one another, trying to get past their own
corporation’s security in order to figure out how those
dirty deckers would do it, then set up traps for them, all
in the name of protecting mother corp and her vulner-
able children. They see themselves as the good guys,
the watchmen in the night who keep the dark at bay.
Always remember that they don’t want to hurt you; they
just want to keep their people safe. Stay away and ev-
erything’s fine, but get in their business and you become
their prey.

© Most of them are doing it for your own good, by the by.
They scoop up talented deckers from the barrens, clean
them up, give them a nice place to live, a social life, and
an impressive salary, all for the small price of signing on
the dotted line.

© Glitch

© At the cost of your freedom, you mean. I'll never have a
ball and chain around my ankle!
® Slamm-0!
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© Give me a corrupt cop any day. These guys are near
zealots. An evil guy’ll stop harassing you when you don’t
entertain him anymore, but someone who wants to save
you has a moral obligation to keep it up until you repent.
© Bull

© That said, you can find common ground with them
now and again. They're good to toss data at about the
latest virus, or when a feral Al is munching on people.
Essentially, as long as you're the smaller threat, they're
usually willing to help out.

© Pistons

THE CODE OF
THE GOOD COP

Restriction: To serve as an officer of the law, without
fear, favor, or discrimination. To protect those in need
and, if necessary, to lay down your life in the service of
duty. To hold your personal conduct beyond reproach
and bring no shame upon your organization.

Like many of the other codes, the concept of “To
Serve and Protect” is found in every culture, where the
strong step in to protect the vulnerable. When it comes
to cops, the old eighty-ten-ten ratio is a good one to
remember: Ten percent are crooked, ten percent are
pure, and the other eighty percent are trying to be clean
while having trouble keeping their hands out of the dirt.
That top ten percent are the ones that you can count
on; they're the thin blue line standing firm between ci-
vilians and criminal dangers of all kinds. Most cops are
privatized now, and the needs of the corp outweigh the
needs of the populace, but even in those folds you can
find a few who put justice first. If you find a cop who'll
turn in his own brothers for misdeeds—from destroying
evidence to police brutality to selling guns and BTLs to
straight-up murder—you grab hold of them tightly be-
cause they’re someone you can trust. Most never get
high rank, as their honesty rattles the cages of the cor-
rupt brass above, and some of them are willing to turn to
the shadows for a little extra juice.

© Normally, the average officer forms up a shield for his
brothers, regardless of their guilt or innocence. Much like
soldiers, when you face death on a regular basis, you
form close bonds with your co-workers. The Good Cop
is one of the few wha'll turn on his fellow officer if they
are, in fact, guilty. This makes them a pariah in their own
precinct and subject to re-assignment or transfer.

© Kay St. Irregular

You have no idea how much | miss SPD right now.
Bull
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© | have my eye on a young lady in Knight Errant right now
that I'd like to bring over to JackPoint on a probationary
basis.

® Glitch

I'm not so sure if that's such a good idea ...
Netcat

© No offense, ‘Cat, but that's not your call to make. That's for
the three admins.
® Glitch

© What, you don't like “Three Count” as a name? | had
t-shirts made!
® Slamm-0!

THE HERMETIC CODE

Restriction: Never destroy information, especially
magical knowledge. Always speak the truth and de-
nounce falsehood. Capture rare things intact rather
than destroy the unknown.

The study of knowledge itself, the hunt to find abso-
lute Truth, the belief that perfection can be achieved—
these are the driving thoughts of those who follow the
Hermetic Code. Hermetics understand that a Thing—be
it a song, a dish, or a magical spell—can be perfected,
and furthermore that, once this perfect form is found, it
simply cannot be improved upon. In older times, it was
tied in with religion and the hunt for proof of God’s exis-
tence, but the return of magic to the world changed the
focus quite a bit. The three pillars of Hermetic thought
are found in alchemy, which is the study of matter; as-
tronomy, the study of the stars; and thaumaturgy, the
study of magical forces. In these studies, it’s believed
that universal truth can be found. Note that not all who
follow the Hermetic Code are magicians, nor are all
hermetic magicians followers of the Hermetic Code!
There’s enough cross-pollination that the words have
become conflated, but the philosophy of universal truth
is far more rare than the simple “I can work magic. Do
you have a book of spells? Fantastic!” process followed
by many hermetics. The leading followers of the code
were those at the front of magical research, and they
became the leading lights that everyone else followed.

<snort>
Frosty

There's a surprising crossover between White Hat deckers
and Hermetic magicians. Both are logical, rational
mindsets dedicating to finding out, and passing on,
knowledge. Hermetics tend to be less willing to share until
they're absolutely certain that they're right, but both have
an untamable curiosity.

Axis Mundi

There are some secrets that should not be learned, some
doors sealed that should not be opened. They meddle in
what they cannot know. Listen to the spirits! Their wisdom
will guide you.

Man-of-Many-Names

Most of them wind up on the corporate side of things;
as noted, a good mage can pull down a solid paycheck,
have a great place to live, and embark on any number
of research projects at the small cost of signing away
their freedom, but there remain a few street magicians
who believe they can find things out better on their own.
They’re not common, but they exist.

Cosmo
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RUN FASTER

THE SPICE OF

RUNNERS" LIVES

After a while, breaking into corp A for corp B might be-
come kind of old hat. What about all those other jobs out
there in the dark, dystopian shadows of the Sixth World?
The answer, my chummer, is right here. You won't find ful-
ly fleshed out adventures, but open your mind and start
to rev up that imagination engine because in the next few
pages, you'll find plenty of fuel to make your mind race.

ODD_JOBS

Megacorporations can hire runners to do this kind of
work, but more often than not, these jobs are contract-
ed from smaller firms that don’t have extraterritoriality
protection like their big brothers but still need access to
critical resources. We’'ll get into the specifics of some of
those groups and companies later—for now let’s take
a look at some of the dirty deeds they may want done
dirt cheap.

HUNTING

When the AAAs want certain resources they can usual-
ly just buy the property where they’re found, exert their
extraterritorial rights, and strip the land. When smaller
corps, independent or criminal organizations, individu-
als, and even governments want resources like that, they
need to use other avenues. Sometimes those avenues
take them onto megacorporate property and you have
the typical snatch-and-grab, but other times the resourc-
es in question aren’t in a lab, and teams have to be sent
to wander the dark corners of the Sixth World.

REAGENTS

Not all magical reagents are created equal. To find
the purest, most potent of these arcane boosters, the
search must be done in mystically pure places. These
regions of the world may not be protected by laser
tripwires and armored goon squads, but that doesn’t
make them safe. Reagents, or at least the components
for them, are rarely found in urban environments. Run-
ner teams can be hired to gather reagents and compo-
nents on their own, act as security for others headed
that way, or even get contracts to sit on a valuable site
and keep others away.
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These areas aren’t going to offer the typical opposi-
tion. The first enemy a runner is going to have to over-
come when working away from the world’s sprawls is
their own paranoid nature. Hoofing it through the wilds
in full body armor is going to get tiring. A few Fatigue
Tests (p. 172, SR5) with some armor-based modifiers will
encourage the runners to ditch some of that excessive
protection. An overnight stay with no sleep (p. 172, SR5)
because of that armor may wear them down a little more.
When bad things finally show up, remember whose turf
the runners are on. Some of those paracritters or spirits
probably like the flavor of the local mojo, so they may
benefit from an aspected background count (p. 31, Street
Grimoire) or positive Sneaking modifier due to their famil-
iarity with the area. Also, don’t forget about other groups
that may be interested in the area as well. These groups
can use long-range shots and other offensive tactics, put-
ting the runners on the defensive so they can only resist
with some duck-and-cover techniques before having to
go out hunting to protect whatever they're after.

PARANIMALS

This is like the next step up from going out for reagents. In
fact, many paranimals are themselves a source of reagent
materials. These targets don't sit still, waiting to be found,
and many have a few interesting powers at their disposal
to protect themselves. Nature and fatigue are possible ob-
stalcles, as are other groups on the hunt. Though remem-
ber, the odds of two groups hunting the same critter at the
same time are pretty slim unless it’s a very specific critter.
Be sure to consider other critters that might be in the area,
as well as mundane critters that might get involved to de-
fend their territory or their young. Often, the biggest diffi-
culty with snatching paracritters is the frequent need for
live subjects and the difficulties of keeping those subjects
sedated without killing them or getting them back across
borders without losing them to border guards, other hunt-
ers, go-gangs, greedy coyotes, hungry critters, or anything
else that devious gamemaster might concoct.

SPIRITS

While paracritters may roam specific places, spirits can
be found anywhere. Most of the general types of spirits
that your everyday summoner drags onto our plane to
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do their bidding are not targets for runners. What we're
talking about here are free spirits (p. 202, Street Gri-
moire), toxic spirits (p. 87, Street Grimoire), blood spirits
(p. 91, Street Grimoire), shadow spirits (p. 91, Street Gri-
moire), insect spirits (p. 93, Street Grimoire), and shedim
(p. 93, Street Grimoire). While those last two may often
find themselves in a physical shell, others are not so
limited. These beings of pure mana require some spe-
cial skills and precautions in order to capture, and they
are never happy to be trapped in the physical realm.

The hunt for spirits can also take runners to very in-
teresting places and bring them into contact with some
unexpected opposition. This, in addition to the ability
of most spirits to look like anything they wish, adds an
extra level of difficulty to tracking them down. Wheth-
er it’s in the Chicago Containment Zone looking for the
few bugs that have avoided the Ares Firewatch teams;
the Mojave looking to get some questions answered
about the intensity of spirit activity there; Aztlan trying
to squeeze blood from an obsidian rock; or any of the
toxic domains around the world trying to snag a bounty,
runners can end up anywhere facing anything when the
spirit world is involved.

HEAD CASES

Unlike the others mentioned so far, the threat of Cognitive
Fragmentation Disorder (CFD) is technological instead of
arcane in nature. It’s also highly contagious and can easily
turn into a campaign all its own (for rules on using head
cases in a game, see p. 195, Stolen Souls). What will make
these hunts interesting and different from normal runs are
the contacts that can be used as employers. Fixers, run-
ners, mobsters, and even corporate Johnsons sometimes
have friends, and when one of those friends goes missing
they seek help. Erratic behavior is one of the earliest signs
of infection, and just that clue could get the hackles up on
the runner’s necks. The paranoia of infection, alongside
the lack of a known cure, should make for an interesting
aside to the normal corporate snatch-and-grabs. Jobs or
side jobs of this nature also bring the campaign and the
game to a more personal level for the characters. These
jobs bring into question their morals and standards as
they worry about their own infection versus the infection
of others around them.
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INFECTED

Speaking of infections, there are things worse than
CFD, like HMHVV. The Human-Metahuman Vampiric
Virus, in all its wide varieties, was scary already with
the threat of vampires (p. 140), ghouls (p. 138), and
manananggal (p. 100, Street Grimoire), but thanks to this
book, you now have bandersnatches (p. 136), loup-ga-
rous (p. 139), wendigos (p. 140), and the scariness of
HMHVV infection hitting the player characters (p. 142)
to keep players worried when they get into bloody
fights with carriers of the virus. The idea of Infection
can be scary, but perhaps worse is the fear of losing a
loved one. This can lead runners to getting caught up
in the personal affairs of their contacts and employers.

STRANGE LOCALES

Much like nature has been shown to play an adversar-
ial role in some of the ideas above, the location of an
operation itself can be an adversary for a runner team.
Whether the location is hostile in nature, such as the
ocean depths or the vastness of space, or is made dif-
ficult due to the lack to familiarity of the runners, such
as jobs that take them to foveae or astral planes, the
places in which they operate can kill them as quickly as
the lead that usually flies at their faces.

OCEANIC OPERATIONS

Covering the vast majority of Earth’s surface, the
oceans, seas, and lakes of the world provide a lot of
volume in which shadowruns can take place. These
places are often used by megacorporations for the
natural security provided by their remote and open
surroundings. Jobs can occur on ships, research or re-
source rigs, old submarine bases, submarines, deep-
sea labs or habitats, undersea caverns, ruins of ancient
civilizations, or anywhere your mind wants to wander.
The nice thing about the vastness of the oceans is that
they are constantly changing and anything can be hid-
den, or reappear, anywhere.

For the runners, these places are going to provide
a series of difficulties the team is probably not used to
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handling. Even a stationary undersea habitat is not going
to be easy to find. Yes, they might have GPS coordinates,
but that just means you know where, on the surface,
someone tagged the base, and getting to a specific set
of GPS coordinates by boat is not easy. Roads are easy
to follow and most runners can handle that, but navigat-
ing the high seas is a game of degrees—in truth, tenths
or hundredths of degrees. Small errors send you farther
off target the longer you follow them, meaning runners
need to be on the ball the entire time they are at sea.

And once the team has the spot, they need to get
down to the real target, most of which are deeper than
light can go. Factor in underwater currents that can push
the search off course on the way down, and by the time
they get to the ocean floor, they could be kilometers off
target in a vast blackness with no signals reaching them
thanks to the interference of the water. Then, once they
find it, getting in undetected becomes the next hurdle.
They could suit up and sneak in, but at those depths
even a little mistake means big trouble. Same goes for
docking with a station and sneaking in—when entrances
are limited and few humans or machines are around to
approach a station, the question of getting in without
being noticed is a tough one.

Inside, they have to worry about following airlock
protocols, being wary of hull breaches, and dealing with
security and staff that know the place far better than they
do. Buttons, knobs, valves, switches, and toggles with
worn-off warning labels will keep them on their toes. A
total lack of contacts, wireless, and other resources will
leave them feeling disconnected and alone when any
unforeseen difficulties arise.

A few location examples for spots can be found on
p. 160, Run & Gun, but that list is but a drop of rain in the
vastness of Earth’s waters. Rules for troubles in the deep
can be found in the Staying Alive chapter of Run & Gun
(p. 156).

SPACE RUNS

Space offers many of the same security features as the
oceans of Earth. Challenging accessibility, long detec-
tion ranges, and remoteness for security are all taken to
the extreme outside the Earth’s atmosphere. Shadow-
run was never intended to be a space game, but some-
times a nice side story or even a fun one-shot run to
set the stage for some Earthside action can be fun, of-
fering a nice change of pace from the normal everyday
corporate datasteal. Maybe the characters are moles or
spies planted in the facility, and they are trying to get
the inside scoop for their real masters. Maybe they’re
a team of infiltrators who think they are operating un-
dercover but do not realize that they’re not fooling
anyone and are on the verge of having to make a fast
escape. Though the classic theme for a story in space is
the isolation of the characters, that doesn’t have to be
the case. The characters don’t need to be trapped and
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dealing with some impending disaster—instead, they
can be part of the facility’s story. This is an especially
good opportunity to have some CFD fun on Mars or
one of the other space habitats (p. 166, Run & Gun) that
have become a haven and breeding ground for the vi-
rus and the resulting head cases.

FOVEA RUNS

Not that an entire run should occur inside an area like
a fovea (p. 33, Street Grimoire), which is a mobile mag-
ical void, but adding challenges like this can make any
run more interesting. What happens when that combat
mage can't levitate his way past every problem, or the
physical adept is suddenly not so adept? These areas are
great for making players think outside their normal op-
erating procedures or bringing the attention over to the
tech-based characters if they’ve been feeling overshad-
owed by the spellcasters, summoners, and ninja adepts.

While many foveae are stable and some even have
warnings around them for mages to keep out, overall
magic is not that scientific. Magical phenomena can ap-
pear anywhere for any reason and sometimes seem to
occur for no reason at all. Often the reason for the event
is lost to history, such as when echoes of a previous age
of magic reappear in the Sixth World in the form of al-
chera events (p. 29, Street Grimore).

ASTRAL JOURNEYS

The astral journey route can be used as a change of
pace, a normal piece of a campaign, or as a complete
alteration or redefinition of a game. What does this
mean? Well, as a gamemaster you can use astral jour-
neys as a piece of your own game where the mages go
off to perform quests for their mentor spirits, discover
spirit true names, perform an initiation ordeal, or get
involved in any number of arcane activities. They're all
exciting and add flavor through exploration of some
cool and interesting metaplanes, but when you’re look-
ing to really change things up and take the group out
for a crazy spin, the metaplanes can be so much more.

One of the best things about the metaplanes is that
there are no absolutes. Another of the best things is that
the metaplanes are infinite and infinitely different. And
yet another of the bests is the complete and utter disre-
gard for “reality” that can exist within the various meta-
planes.

When looking for a change of pace, a gamemaster
can set up a job that requires the team to get the aid of
a powerful spirit to open an astral gateway (p. 194, Street
Grimoire) for the team to travel through (possibly requir-
ing an initial jaunt to the metaplanes to snag a true name
just to get the spirit to cooperate). Once projecting over
to a new metaplane or even just to the Dweller on the
Threshold, the story possibilities multiply quickly. If the
players have been wanting to try a different setting for
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a bit, you can throw it at them, giving them a chance to
play in a sci-fi, western, post-apocalyptic, space opera,
fantasy, horror, or some other setting. It may require a
little extra planning by the gamemaster, but any setting
can appear in the metaplanes and the characters can
suddenly be redefined.

As another interesting twist, remember that the fact
that there are no absolutes on the meta planes means
the effect of death is a mystery to all. Sometimes death
on the metaplanes means death at home; sometimes
it means expulsion from the plane, possibly home or
to another plane (like hell); other times it’s like a video
game with a restart point; and in others it’s like waking
from a dream. And these rules aren’t even required to
stay the same between characters—they can change at
any moment. Use this uncertainty to keep players on
their toes and generate a memorable story for them, but
be careful that the random nature of the planes does not
stymie the players’ efforts or leave them frustrated. Re-
member to play fair, but don’t be afraid to challenge the
characters.

&« THE SPICE OF RUNNERS' LIVES

Two other quick points to note about the metaplanes.
First, they don’t have a standard exit. Finding a way out
could be an entire adventure all its own. Second, time
can be skewed in the metaplanes. It can run faster or
slower and can allow a relatively smooth transition be-
tween game editions, or it may allow a gamemaster to
keep the game going while they wait for canon events in
the world to progress to a certain point. The metaplanes
are an infinitely expansive gamemaster’s playground.

THE _UNUSUAL

SUSPECTS

We looked at some interesting places, but what about
interesting people? The other characters in the world
aren’t just thugs, mooks, fixers, etc.—they’re Danik
Gron, an ork working for the mob because it was the
only family he had growing up after his family died,
but he doesn’t know the mob killed them. Or they'’re
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Shelley Red, a dwarf about to screw over three differ-
ent street gangs at once just because she can. Or may-
be Lillbet Kassidy, an elf obsessed with Atlantis who is
convinced an artifact critical to her research lies in the
vault of a Wuxing-owned bank. All these people and
more have a story, and pieces of those stories can pull
the runners away from executive extractions and into
the personal problems of their contacts.

MOM & POPS

These are the local shops and the other downtrodden
citizens of the world. In the dystopian world of Shad-
owrun they exist along the periphery, especially in the
barrens and slums of the world’s sprawls. These are the
kinds of people and groups that will offer runners fa-
vors or barter for their services because they don’t have
access to the kind of nuyen that the big corps do. Some
“jobs” are even done for free because of personal, pro-
fessional, ethical, or moral reasons. This sort of white-
hat action can be an interesting aside from a campaign
or even a few pieces of an ongoing storyline where the
players wanted to include more details about the day-
to-day lives of their characters. Runners have unique
skillsets that attract a lot of attention, so no matter how
low they keep their Public Awareness, their Street Cred
makes them stick out.

When working for the mom & pops, runners do a
lot of neighborhood work—smaller-scale jobs that still
come with interesting twists and turns. This can include
negotiating with a gang to leave a certain shop alone;
running off a BTL dealer who has taken up residence
in their building; helping evict some squatters who are
troubling the neighborhood; dealing with Awakened or
paranormal threats in the neighborhood; helping protect
a shop’s delivery shipment as it’s being unloaded; or a
multitude of other options that can pull runners the lives
of those around them.

Missing persons can be a recurring theme in the
mom & pop area. The myriad of reasons for someone
to go missing from the barrens aren’t all nefarious, but
plenty of them are.

On the milder side of things, kids (and immature
adults) run away from home all the time. Sometimes
it's about abuse at home, sometimes it’s for love, some-
times it’s just because metahumans are not always the
most chemically balanced of creatures. All of these rea-
sons can lead a runner on a relatively calm chase that
ends in some decisions the runner needs to make about
bringing targets home if they had a good reason to run,
especially when the job is not so much about being pro-
fessional as it is about being a decent metahuman being.

A big and dark step up from that is cognitive frag-
mentation disorder (CFD). This twisted modification of
the mind can make someone’s personality disappear
rather suddenly, with no clues other than a little erratic
behavior before the disappearance. Along with that, the
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newly created head case may be actively avoiding de-
tection. Combine this with the abilities of the head case
(p. 195, Stolen Souls) and the risk of infection to the PCs,
and a simple, friendly job can become as dangerous as
any run on a megacorp.

Speaking of megacorps, that’s a another place those
who have disappeared could have ended up. Maybe a
talent recruiter spotted a kid with potential but really
didn’t want to bother with the hassle of bringing their
family into the corp. Or maybe an off-the-books op-
eration needed subjects of the target’s age and sex.
The corp may create a cover story to throw off pursuit
or even fake the subject’s death. These jobs will often
take the runners to places well beyond the customary
risk-versus-reward parameters of most mom & pop op-
erations, so they make interesting stories to see how far
the characters may be willing to go for whoever hired or
asked them to help.

Another possibly deadly source of missing per-
sons is a Shadowrun classic, one that has been around
since the Missing Blood adventure back in First Edition.
Yep—insect spirits. Described more thoroughly in Street
Grimoire (p. 93), they have been a terrifying source of
missing persons for decades. While going after some-
one inside a corporation may be a challenge, going after
someone who has been taken by insect spirits is often
worse, both physically and mentally. This is the kind of
story that can go from the gumshoe detective genre to
the horror genre in a single scene. And again, they make
a great test for characters with a moral, emotional, or
ethical reason to continue the search even after a more
pragmatic individual would realize it is a lost cause.

ARCANE ORGANIZATIONS

Next up for interesting employers and their potential
operations are the arcane organizations of the Sixth
World. These can range all the way from mom & pop
level talismonger shops up to the United Talismonger
Association (p. 58, Street Grimoire); from the local chap-
ter of the Painted Horse Society (p. 69, Street Grimoire)
or the Planestriders (p. 75, Street Grimoire) up to the Il-
luminates of the New Dawn (p. 59, Street Grimoire); or
even into the realm of “smaller” corporations like Ma-
nadyne or the Atlantean Foundation. The source of the
work tends to flavor the operation differently, as does
the location or target of the jobs.

When working for a group filled with people who are
not bound within a single world or set of planar laws, per-
sonal interactions may be very different. Mr. Johnson may
be Awakened and frown on active spells in his presence.
He may also make strange stipulations like, “No runner
with a soiled soul may enter the temple,” or “Blood can-
not be spilled once you have possession of the artifact”—
things that give runners something to think about, or ele-
ments that may throw a wrench into the works here and
there. This can also give gamemasters the chance to think
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of interesting things to do when characters fail to obey
Mr. Johnson'’s rules. Maybe the rules are nothing but talk,
or maybe the forbidden acts will awaken guardian spirits
(p. 193, Street Grimoire), release a powerful spell, or com-
pletely block the entry/exit.

The people who do the hiring can also add flavor and
variety to the job. Instead of the standard Mr. Johnson in
a three-piece suit, you can have a Mr. Erewhon dressed
in golf pants, a flannel, and rain boots. They can be rath-
er eclectic in their tastes or esoteric in their speech be-
cause of the eccentric ways for which the Awakened
are notorious. The magical tradition of Mr. Johnson can
come into play quite strongly. Where a hermetic mage
might meet in a museum, a shaman may want to meet in
the park, or a follower of the Muslim tradition may wish
to meet in their local mosque. All of these places pro-
vide interesting background and flavor to change things
up and give variety to the runners’ jobs.

These kinds of employers also tend to ask runners to
go to strange places and look for even stranger things.
Whether it be a trip to the Mojave for a sample of sand
from Death Valley, a jaunt to Yakut to deliver a mes-
sage to a spirit near Tunguska, or just meandering down
into Aztlan to procure a sacred cuahuitl, these runs can
take characters anywhere in the Sixth World. And even
better, these jobs can push them into encounters with
anything from paranormal critters to Awakened jungle
tribes and carnivorous plants to hidden corporate instal-
lations. Gamemasters may decide to throw teams for a
loop when they make plans for a trip to the Amazonian
jungle and suddenly come across a big concrete bunker
leading to a high-security secret lab.

Troubles for these types of runs also come in the
form of poor intel security. These kinds of groups, unless
they'’re secret societies (p. 65, Street Grimoire), aren’t as
secure as megacorporations, and a significant number
of information leaks can occur. This means competition
is far more likely, and depending on who is supporting
that competition, it could mean anything from trouble
with a street gang or local runner team to an encounter
with dangerously bored security operatives just itching
for somebody to shoot at.

GOVERNMENTS

While not the powerhouses they once were, govern-
ment and shadowrunning go hand in hand. There are
careers to be made, information to be stolen, and of
course defense contracts that pour significant sums
into the coffers of the Big Ten. Government employers
offer plenty of opportunities for runners to visit differ-
ent locales, getting a taste of the local flavor through
interactions with their delightful government officials.
Blackmail operations are quite common and often re-
quire runners to visit fancy resorts, hang around posh
hotels, or scope out secluded locales such as quaint
hunting lodges or chalets. Political sabotage can oc-

cur through misdirection with rally infiltrations, plant-
ing evidence of misdeeds, or modifying voting results
through Matrix, magic, or muscle. And don’t forget
these jobs can run the gamut, from local elections all
the way to the big ones for Prince or President. There
is always someone who wants political power and is
willing to pay to ensure they get it.

In the corporate-controlled Sixth World, govern-
ments need corporate backers to survive. Defense con-
tracts, food-supply deals, infrastructure maintenance,
and dozens of other corporate deals suspend the gov-
ernment between their megacorporate masters like a
marionette. They sell their Matrix infrastructure rights
to NeoNET so they can buy guns and tanks from Ares,
while contracting Saeder-Krupp to build their highways
and paying for it by allowing Renraku to install GridGuide
across the nation. And that’s the tale for “powerful” gov-
ernments like the UCAS, CAS, England, France, etc. The
weak nations simply sell themselves to the highest bid-
der and become a hotbed of corporate espionage and
treachery. In the end, governments provide a chance to
do jobs similar to corporate runs, but with a whole differ-
ent cultural flavor and interesting exotic locales.

ORGANIZED CRIME

Honor amongst thieves must truly be limited to thieves
in the shadows, because no other criminals really force
honor onto themselves when dealing with their rivals.
Though there are the occasional exceptions, such as
within the extremely traditional Yakuza, dealings be-
tween the various criminal organizations are usually
ruthless. They also make an interesting change of pace
from the standard corp job. But working for an Orga-
nized Crime Syndicate (OCS) brings several different
flavors and options into your regular Shadowrun game,
especially when considering the groups they are hiring
the runners to work against.

While doing jobs between corps is all about the bot-
tom line, working for an OCS versus a corp is usually a
different story. An OCS doesn’t have the kind of fund-
ing a corp would and often operates a bartering system
of Favors (p. 389, SR5) in order to sweeten deals for
runners on the fence. Though money is a strong mo-
tivator, the ambiguous nature of a favor can be even
more tantalizing and can lead to more jobs, access to
sweet toys, or even a little extra comfort sleeping at
night knowing the local gang owes you a few favors.
These also tend to be the kinds of jobs that don’t have
an immediately obvious outcome or may be a single
move in a larger chess match. The local Mafia hiring
the runners to damage a few pipes under the local Ares
office might be a distraction, a strange message, an act
of sabotage to get some guys in to fix the problem, or
a move to undermine the work of another OCS or corp.
Another potential complication is that an OCS makes
a great layer of deniability for another megacorp. They
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can contract out the local gumi to hire some runners to
work against another megacorp and be hidden, pulling
the strings from behind the curtain of the OCS.

Then there’s the tricky issue of working in the terri-
tory between one OCS and another. This stuff happens
all the time as each OCS tries to solidify their operations
and territory. Runners can be great assets for this when
one group needs to muddy the trail early on before they
make their big moves. This kind of work can be lucrative
and continuous, so it’s very attractive. But life is not all
wine and roses here—an OCS is not a bottom-line-driv-
en corp, and they tend to take their affairs a little more
personally. This means that job results are far more like-
ly to elicit emotional, and possibly irrational, behaviors
by their employers. While a megacorporation may be a
massive, emotionless entity that looks at success and
failure in black and red, that consigliere the runners are
targeting might take the kidnapping of his daughter
quite personally, and so might the girl's brother, moth-
er, boyfriend, close cousin, secret admirer ... you get the
gist. One job can cascade into a lot of trouble for a run-
ner working in the realms of the OCS.

Now, what can be worse and create more personal
troubles than doing runs between two syndicates? How
about jobs within an OCS? Consider Higori Atsu trying to
undermine Michael Higori, the Morelli consigliere look-
ing to remove internal competition to his Don, or Gregor
Virilenko trying to clear his path to the top—all of these
create jobs that can embroil a team of runners in all sorts
of bad news. These jobs are almost guaranteed to get far
more personal than most corp runners are going to be
used to, including choosing sides—or more likely being
bought or threatened into choosing sides. This work of-
fers some character-driven options and carries ramifica-
tions far beyond the job. Get in too close with the Morelli
Family and runners can lose contacts and job offers, or
worse become a target for groups trying to weaken their
new friends.

One more great opponent when playing the OCS
game is the government. These aren’t the monolithic
powerhouses they once were, but their scrappy under-
dog status can make them interesting to work with—
and against. An OCS may do a fair amount of business
with various governments in order to keep their more
legitimate operations functioning and laundering mon-
ey, and they can be tenacious in chasing down the
contract scraps the megacorps leave behind. These
jobs are also the kind of ops that new runners can cut
their teeth on. Government facilities aren’t nearly as
well protected as corporate research labs, and gov-
ernment employees are part of a big enough machine
that they don’t take things personally. Even if they do,
they tend to lack the cash flow to really do much dam-
age to a runner or her career. These jobs run a wide
range. Government facilities and datastores hold orig-
inal blueprints for many buildings, infrastructure layout
documents, city-planning data, blackmail materials on
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overconfident officials’ commlinks, and so on. It’s a tar-
get-rich environment, full of opportunities depending
on what the goal of the OCS is.

Another big consideration for adding flavor and vari-
ety to your Shadowrun game is the nature of the organi-
zations themselves. Working for the Mafia is going to be
way different than working for the Yakuza, the Triad, the
Seoulpa Rings, or the Vory. On top of that, you have the
many and varied street gangs, each with their own flavor
of crazy. And like the gangs, each of the above organiza-
tions has a lot of flavor and variety between all their dif-
ferent sects, families, gumis, etc. The Yellow Lotus may
look at failure as a reason to not hire a team again, while
the 99 Blossoms may see failure as a sign of disrespect
and make sure the runners feel the sting of response.
All of these groups offer flavor and texture that a gam-
emaster can use to build up the Sixth World beyond the
perceptions of the masses and really get their runners
digging for info instead of resting on stereotypes.

SECRET SOCIETIES

What better place to find jobs outside the brand-ham-
mering megacorps than a clandestine group that is
willing to kill anyone who even whispers a word about
it without express permission? The Black Lodge, the
Aleph Society, the False Face Society, and more are out
there, ready to be dropped into your game. They have
jobs that start with wetwork to eliminate loose lips and
move on from there. The secret societies of the Sixth
World often use their fellow denizens of the shadows in
order to further their ambitions. A trio of great focuses
for jobs in this doubly shadowy realm are runs against
other groups squatting in the dark corners of the world,
operations to keep an organization secret, and work to
remove cancers that may have grown within their own
shadowy ranks.

First and foremost, the most likely work a runner will
get from one secret society is against another secret
society or an opposing, more public, society. While
secret societies may operate in opposition to some
megacorps or an OCS, they rarely take on such large
foes directly. Jobs against other shadowy societies of-
fer runners a chance to try out their social infiltration
or interrogation skills, and that’s just to make sure they
aren’t chasing ghosts. Some of these jobs pull runners
further down into the shadows than they already live,
and as the shadows get darker, they get deadlier. But
the fun thing about darker and deadlier shadows is that
they make cleverness and smarts that much more pre-
cious. The fear of death around every corner keeps run-
ners on their toes.

For the gamemaster, these societies are great be-
cause they allow them to stretch their imaginations. Se-
cret societies are exactly that, and often come and go
before anyone ever puts them into a book, especially
those written in-character, so canon can kiss the gam-
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emaster’s keister. Get wild, get crazy, and entertain the
players in whatever strange way they might desire. The
world is full of crazy, and that crazy often gathers in or-
der to grow exponentially, so enjoy creating crazy secret
societies. If a group like the Church of Elvis is public and
acceptable in the daylight of the Sixth World, imagine
what the darkness holds.

Now, how do these groups stay hidden? That answer
would require the secrets of dozens of runners, both liv-
ing and dead, to be revealed. Jobs to eliminate investiga-
tors, or even simply inquisitive spouses, can test the lim-
its of the runners’ moral flexibility. And when the team’s
hacker gets a little too nosy about who is paying their
tab, they may make the team a target for the next group
of runners. Datasteals against news firms, police corps,
private citizens, and even the big boys are sometimes
required to keep a society on the down low.

The dirtiest of deeds that all runners may get involved
with is a common contract for secret societies. These
groups are full of dark souls, but the occasional spark of
light, and accompanying guilt, can create a rift between
the society and their wayward member that can only be
sealed with blood. In order to keep investigations from
digging into the members and risking revelation, run-
ners can be tapped to eliminate the problem. These jobs
often come with a variety of stipulations, such as mak-
ing it look like gang violence or suicide or making sure
it points to person X, who is a nobody working down
at the Stuffer Shack. Nothing tests the moral fabric of a
runner like murdering one person and pinning a life (or
death) sentence on another, totally innocent, individual.
They may take the job, they may walk away, or they may
work to expose what is clearly a dangerous, immoral
group to the light of day—these are the decisions that
make gaming especially interesting.

HEAD CASES

Have you heard of these yet? Get caught up because
they are about to rock your shadow-world. The dirty
and dark story can be dug into in Storm Front, Stolen
Souls, and Lockdown. The broad strokes come down to
a technological virus that uses nanites to write Al per-
sonalities into victims’ minds while erasing the original
personality. In short, it's body snatching through tech.
Many of the players look the same, but other players
aren’t what they seem, and even those characters who
look familiar might not be working the angle one might
think, or they could be working more than one angle
without even knowing.

Let’s start at the top. Megacorporations were taken
by surprise by this virus. The new Matrix came about
due to a number of factors, but one was that the CFD
virus was already sneaking out, and the corps real-
ized a free and open Matrix could lead to high rates
of infection across the globe. They didn’t want to see
that, particularly since they were having enough trou-
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ble with the cases already out there. The corps have
been scrambling for subjects to study to help them un-
derstand what is happening and how they can fight it.
With the high risk of infection, they have been more
than happy to let shadowrunners take the risk instead
of their own operatives or security forces. That means
extraction jobs that may be veiled as missing persons,
high-value targets, or anything in between to keep the
runners from knowing they are about to come into
contact with one of the most dangerous viruses of the
twenty-first century. Corps are willing to let runners risk
infection in this, but they may be missing the big pic-
ture. If runners get infected, they could help spread the
CFD virus in the shadows, where monitoring and health
care is rare. This could lead to an even faster spread
of the problem. It's a dangerous game, but it’s the one
the corps are playing, and smart runners might even be
able to get a little extra nuyen for the risk and protect
themselves from becoming the next target.

The next big group of contractors that runners may
come across are the wolves in sheep’s clothing looking
for other well-camouflaged lupines—that is, head cas-
es looking for their kin in order to understand what has
happened to them, to gather in order to further their ne-
farious plans, to seek protection in numbers, or simply
to find a friend. These jobs offer some interesting Mr.
Johnsons. Squatters who suddenly have the nuyen to
hire runners thanks to newfound abilities but who still
haven't realized the value of appearance to metahu-
mans; a corporate middle manager contracting a team
to find a random waitress in Redmond who they suspect
is a mistress but is nothing more (or less) than anoth-
er head case; a regular fixer who starts calling in all the
favors runners owe her to kidnap a list of targets with
no connection to each other or her; or a ganger contact
who asks his buddy to pull his corporate chica from her
ivory tower, though when the runner arrives she has no
idea who the ganger is. These are just a few of the hun-
dreds of possible stories that can be created by a virus
that knows only the limits of its signal and the presence
of nanites.

The last two run ops we’ll look at are two sides of
the same coin and could even turn out to be two parts
of the same run. Runners are a great pool of resources
to dip into for an Al that has learned the secrets of CFD
and is looking for a body. Or the flipside is an Al that has
written itself into a body and really doesn’t like need-
ing to eat, sleep, defecate, or suffer at the whims of the
chemical menagerie that is the metahuman form. And
remember that metahumans are not the only group that
suffers from the effects of the CFD virus. Nearly any bi-
ological organism with a decently developed brain can
get over-written. Imagine the look on the runner’s faces
when they realize the virtual Johnson that hired them is
actually the persona of the mangy mutt that has been
following them all day.
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ALTERNATE

IDENTITIES

If you and your players need to shake things up, look
into some alternate campaign ideas by changing up the
characters’ roles in the Sixth World. Some of the dif-
ferent roles discussed in this section can start as side
scenes where the runners take on the roles of their
contacts and investigate a crime scene, snag an injured
client, kick in the door of a rival Yakuza gambling den,
or listen in on the conversation between their boss and
that weird guy from Assets Management while trying
to look nonchalant. Heck, they may get caught or do
enough damage to their benefactors rep to get Hung
Out to Dry and stuck in the shadows anyway. Maybe
this gets them started on a new path, or maybe it sim-
ply represents a brief change of pace in their lives. Ei-
ther way, it’'s good to explore new ways of pulling in a
few nuyen.

The following section is not the end all be all of alter-
nate campaign options—in fact it’s really just a taste of
options, not even a full meal. This is a brief look at where
else a game could go if you want to play something a
little different while still playing Shadowrun.

DOCVVAGON

Playing some of the good (or less bad, or whatever)
guys for a bit might be a nice change of pace for the
group. The work tends to be more direct when it comes
to altercations, though the planning time is shorter, and
life on the other side of the corporate fence can be ex-
plored to provide some more Sixth World flavor. The
group can build an HTR team and step into the world
of extracting injured runners while their target’s team
and the local corp sec are providing obstacles and in-
terference. Gamemasters can create some personal di-
lemmas by setting up a situation for medics who can’t
stand seeing injuries go untended where they have
to decide to risk crossing those two meters of extra-
territorial property to pull the client out to the street.
They may also have to decide when to help innocent
bystanders and when to focus on their job, watch the
bottom line, and collect their paycheck. DocWagon of-
fers that nice guy feel with a dark twist when business
and morals collide.

4q2

KNIGHT ERRANT/
LONE STAR

A campaign or one-shot adventure playing as the cops
(or deputies, or guys who stole some uniforms and a
patrol car) can be a great way to get a different feel
or vantage point for a group. These games can give
perspective to the restrained power of these corpo-
rate cops that have to balance the bottom line on the
scales of justice. SWAT teams can have the cool van, all
the toys, the big guns, and the rules that go along with
them. Characters can explore their feelings and the
ways others in the world view shadowrunners to create
the desired flavor. Are they anti-heroes, just plain crim-
inals, or a source of trid fodder? The whole while they
see shadowrunners through others’ eyes, understand-
ing the low esteem in which most people in the world
hold them. At the same time, you can put a face on
the faceless mirrored visor of law enforcement while
creating a story that gives the players a chance to feel
for the other guys.

CORPORATIONS

What about being on the other side of the corporate
glass? Maybe the group wants a campaign where they
are all Company Men, looking to move up the corpo-
rate ladder and willing to do whatever it takes to reach
that next rung. Are they willing to risk failure to knock
a competitor down a peg? Are they looking to shine so
bright that another corp might want to extract them?
Are they really working for another corp, trying to keep
tabs on a rival's operations or attempting to access
a specific project? These questions are just the start
of what can be a great campaign where it isn’t about
where the next meal ticket is coming from, but instead
about how far they are willing to go to succeed in the
corporate devil rat race.

ORGANIZED CRIME

The last alternate campaign here stays on the criminal
side but becomes more coordinated. Players can put
together members of the Mafia, Yakuza, Triads, Seoul-
pa Rings, Vory v Zakone, or any of the hundreds of
gangs in the Sixth World to work together—or at least,
not against each other. These campaigns can develop
the flavor for their respective organizations, pit rivals
within the organizations against each other, put the
players into the behind-the-scenes roles of the crime
syndicate, explore just why these guys hire out runners
instead of risking their own, or give the players a break
from scrounging in the shadows and get a taste of the
good life of a made man with resources and a family
to call upon for help. Working for an organized crime
syndicate provides a chance for gamemasters to build
their players’ worldview.
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RUN FASTER

MORE THAN

SKIN DEEP

Flipping through the trid stations, Elyas stopped briefly on
the latest episode of Garrett Storm’s Building an Identity
trid series. Today’s episode was “Furs,” and Garrett joyfully
spouted on with his typically flippant tone all about his love
for all things sapient. Then he mentioned shapeshifters and
oh-so-politely referred to them as “beastmen.” Such a hu-
manitarian.

It was an appropriate show to be airing before this eve-
ning’s events. Then again, very little that came across the
Matrix these days wasn’t planned to maximize its synergy
with every other corporate event on the calendar. So the
airing of “Furs” on Evo’s own KEVO Seattle, while MetaEr-
gonomics was hosting a rally and announcing their new
“Free Shift” line of clothes, was likely nothing more than
good corporate planning. Elyas didn’t really care about the
megacorp’s plans, only that their rally was probably going
to net him six figures—even after all his expenses were con-
sidered.

He used his ‘link to shut off the trid before heading out. A
few more swipes in the AR and his van was running diagnos-
tics and feeding him an inventory, his Retiarus was charging
the shocknets, and Soybucks was getting his extra-dry
cappuccino order and linking up with his van’s GridGuide
system so that his order would be ready at the moment he
pulled up.

A thirty-floor elevator ride and twenty paces across the
lobby later, Elyas was stepping out into the side parking lot
of his downtown apartment building. He wasn’t clear of the
door before he realized something was wrong. The usually
well-lit lot was dim, with only one in every ten lamps casting
light over the packed space. The sparse lighting cast deep
shadows around every car in the lot. His van, its bulky square
frame rising above all the cars around it on its half-meter lift
kit, was filled with a pale red glow, a sign that his alarm sys-
tem had detected someone who stayed too close to the ve-
hicle for too long.

If it were just the lights, okay, that may be a power issue.
Or if it were just the van alarm, okay, maybe some kid was
napping under the lift like last week. But the combination of
the two meant something more. Using his ‘link, he armed
the van’s active defenses and ordered his UltraPower to re-
lease the safety, all while strolling through the lot like noth-
ing was wrong. He walked slow even though he could see
fine, thanks to the cybernetic wonders of ZeissOptics. The
ploy worked. He spotted the big front paws of the massive
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feline form prowling out from the shadows between the cars
with plenty of time to prepare his best startled yelp.

The bulky feline form, now revealing the distinctive
stripes of a tiger, skirted the edge of one of the few light
pools and passed behind the bulk of a troll-modded Harley
Scorpion. A man, black hair, auburn beard, and two meters
of naked chiseled muscle, stepped out from behind the bike,
but remained in its long shadow.

“Where’s Lizzy?” the shadow said in a growl.

“Nowhere near here,” Elyas replied, though a nervous
glance at the van was the real message.

The lithe strut of the black-haired man was a perfect mir-
ror for the prowling steps of his previous form as he crossed
through the light and walked toward the van. His head
turned only slightly, just enough to catch the light and cast
back that reflective cat’s-eye glow, ensuring that Elyas knew
he was still being watched.

Elyas held still. He tried to seem scared, nervous, and
ready to run, but was thankful he had the wind in his fa-
vor tonight. He actually caught a whiff of his shapeshifting
stalker. The electronic sensors in his nose detected a myriad
of pheromonal traces that the software analyzed and then
shifted the cartoon thumb gauge in his AR upwards. A posi-
tive mood. The mood gauge made him rethink trying to ver-
bally sell the act any further. Instead, he started to slide his
hand toward the alarm button on his commlink.

It was just enough.

The black-haired man quickened his pace just enough
that when the van’s ElectroShockXL defense system en-
gaged, even his catlike reflexes weren’t enough to avoid it.
Elyas timed it perfectly and raised his left arm to fire a rather
bulky dart from his palm directly into the perfectly chiseled
gluteus of the twitching shifter. The combo of electricity and
Narcoject was more than enough to drop the tigrine shifter,
evidenced by the black-haired man’s return to his natural ti-
ger shape.

“Always amazing,” Elyas thought to himself as he popped
open the rear of the van to reveal tightly packed cages. Two
were already full of furry masses; the others sat waiting in
the midst of harnesses and metal cables.

He pulled out a harness and winch cable from an empty
cage then slipped the harness gently onto the sleeping tiger,
clipped the cable in place, and reeled in his latest catch.

Seattle was definitely going to be a gold mine, especially
if the gold kept falling right into his lap.



IDENTITY

No matter how hard some may try, all are affected in
some way or another by the culture of their nationality,
religion, megacorporation, or metatype. Metahuman-
ity is a conglomeration of individuals all reflective, to
some degree or another, of the cultures in which they
were raised. The cultures of nations and religions have
been analyzed and written about for decades. The cul-
tures of megacorporations are ingrained and evident
in the actions and expressions of their citizens and de-
fined in their Mission Statements. But the cultures of
metatypes—only in existence for 55 to 65 years, with
much of that time spent dealing with daily survival
rather than developing new cultures—have not had the
breadth and depth of examination other cultural iden-
tities have had. That is, until now. My name is Garrett
Storm, and | bring you my exclusive work: Building an
Identity: Beards, Ears, Tusks, Horns, Norms, Freaks, Furs,
Alterations, and Augmentations.

Let me first make one thing clear: | am in no way,
shape, or form prejudiced in favor for or against any
of the metatypes that have arisen in the past sixty-five
years. My personal philosophy is one of acceptance
based on the individual, not the mass, for we are all flesh
(well, most of us are mostly flesh), and we succumb to
the weaknesses of that flesh, especially when in a group
of our peers whom we feel, consciously or subcon-
sciously, the need to impress.

Let me also mention that within every culture exists
a counterculture, a group that feels their cultural identity
is a trap, a chain, a sham, or whatever other term they
want to use, and they feel the need to go against the
grain. What is rarely realized by any counterculturalist is
that they are simply a different side of the same coin.
They defy their primary culture in often-standard ways
and create a subculture. It remains full of people with a
similar past and shared culture, but now they are unit-
ed by their desire to go against the grain. Within each
cultural analysis we’ll take a look at these groups too,
because while they may be smaller groups, they are still
places for members of each metatype to congregate

WORLD POPULATION
BREAKDOWN: 2076
Human: 39%

Ork: 22%
Elf: 15%
Dwarf: 14%
Troll: 5%
Other: 5%

and define themselves—though you might not want to
mention that to them.

BEARDS. DVVARFS

Though I dislike opening with a bad pun, it fit best here.
Dwarfs are, by far, the most overlooked metatype of
this new age. They are stoic, silent, and strong-willed
as a culture, and even the ever-present overbearing
indoctrinations of the megacorporations have not re-
shaped the minds of the dwarfs who work within their
ranks. It is that strength of will (not a weakness as some
have said) that defines why the dwarfs are the only
metatype that has not carved out their own nation.
They have not felt the need to congregate and exert
their will in a single place but have instead maintained a
sense of unity even while separated by books, borders,
and bottom lines.

But what does that sense of unity mean to them?
Well, it means that dwarfs, no matter where they fall in
a nation, corporation, or religion, will usually side with,
and prefer to deal with, other dwarfs before anyone else,
even non-dwarfs within their parent culture. It is not a
matter of racism or even a sense of superiority, but in-
stead a sense of steadiness and understanding that they
all share. When working with their own, they know what
to expect, they know they will be dealt with according
to a particular set of cultural norms, and they know that
when the deal is made or the argument is done, it will
stay that way. Within dwarven culture, a deal is a deal.
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Now, | know [ mentioned a lack of a nation, but what
the dwarfs have instead is a world. Thanks to a global
Matrix and its astral equivalent, dwarfs aren’t limited by
borders for their culture. They are both technologically
and magically savvy. Traits that, along with their steady
and willful nature, give them ways to connect over great
distances. The contacts list on a dwarf’s commlink is of-
ten its largest datafile and full of connections to other
dwarfs, many of whom the owner may have only met
once. Or they may never have met and just got a name
passed to them by a friend. This connectivity brings
together nearly three-quarters of all the dwarfs in the
world (with approximately a fifth of the missing mem-
bers being a pumilionis metavarient). Some of the con-
nections may be negative, such as a note pointing out a
dwarf is untrustworthy or has failed to hold to an agreed
deal, but through small degrees of separation, —usually
less than three, never more than six—a dwarf in the larg-
er group can be connected to another dwarf.

One of the most significant disadvantages to their
insular and well-connected nature is it feeds into the
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conspiracy-esque view of dwarfs as hoarders of wealth.
Dwarf-owned shops, especially those in less well-to-
do neighborhoods, are frequently targeted by the dim
masses in search of dwarven gold. The urban legend of
well-connected dwarfs who operate as go-betweens for
illicit corporate operations and keep certain valuables,
such as credsticks and electronic stock certificates, has
only helped fuel these rumors. Especially when these
hidden wealth caches are discovered